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  There were some gains and some losses for the genre in 2007, but overall no major disasters – all the major science fiction book lines are still in place, and we even got

  through the year without (as yet) losing any major SF magazines, in spite of continued troubles in the magazine market. There were big booms in the numbers of paranormal romances and magna hitting

  the bookstore shelves, but even discounting those, it was still a record year for the number of science fiction books published (see the novel section, below). And off on the horizon, the looming

  thunderheads of possible fundamental changes in the publishing industry itself, which have been threatening a downpour for years now, grew a little bigger and rumbled a bit.




  Fallout from the bankruptcy of distributor American Marketing Services – the largest book distributor in the U.S., which went into Chapter 11 last year, taking Publishers Group West down

  with it – caused Publishers Group West to be sold to Perseus Book Group, which also acquired the Avalon Publishing Group, publishers of Carroll & Graf and Thunder’s Mouth Press,

  frequent publishers of SF/fantasy titles, both of which were phased out of existence in 2007. Taken down by the AMS bankruptcy, ibooks has yet to reappear, and many books affected by the bankruptcy

  of Byron Preiss Visual Publications, following the sudden death of publisher Byron Preiss in 2005, are still in legal limbo. Small-press publisher Meisha Merlin died. Houghton Mifflin was acquired

  by Education Media Publishing Group, which also picked up Harcourt and Greenwood Press; it’s uncertain as yet what effect this will have on Harcourt and Houghton Mifflin’s trade imprint

  lines. Canadian publisher Dragon Moon Press merged with Hades Publication’s two imprints, Tesseracts Books and EDGE Science Fiction and Fantasy Publications, with results as yet uncertain,

  although they could just as well be positive as negative. German media conglomerate Bertelsmann bought BookSpan, publisher of numerous book clubs, including the Science Fiction Book Club, and in

  the shake-ups that followed, longtime SF Book Club editor Ellen Asher was forced into retirement and Andy Wheeler was fired outright. The newly appointed editor is Rome Quezada. Company spokesmen

  have stated that there are no immediate plans to do away with the Science Fiction Book Club, but the shake-up delayed the publishing of some scheduled titles, and not all genre insiders are sure

  that Bertelsmann is to be believed. Let’s hope that the Science Fiction Book Club does continue, since it performs several valuable functions for the field.




  On the uphill side, Hachette Book Group USA launched a major new imprint called Orbit USA in 2007, which intends to produce forty titles per year in hardcover and paperback, and BL

  Publishing’s new line Solaris, which completed its second year, has already established itself as a major presence in the genre market. Other UK lines moving into the U.S. are Titan Books,

  Abaddon Books, children’s publisher Egmont (which plans to launch a new line in the U.S. in 2008), and fantastic erotica line Black Lace. Wildside Publishing moved away from Print-On-Demand

  publishing with twelve mass-market titles published under the Dorchester/Cosmos imprint and with their Juno line of paranormal romances. And Paizo Publishing introduced an imprint of classic SF

  reprints, Planet Stories.




  For more than a decade now, cyber-prophets have been predicting that eventually the whole structure of modern publishing will be swept away by the internet revolution, with electronic books in

  various forms replacing print ones, and either Print-On-Demand systems in the home or online distribution over the internet replacing the current network of brick-and-mortar bookstores and the

  physical delivery of product by trucks. This particular millennium has not yet come to pass, and as time goes by, many commentators have become almost contemptuously skeptical that it ever will.

  But although the changes effected by them have not yet become sweeping, new technologies such as Print-On-Demand books, downloadable e-books, and books made available for purchase on websites

  online have, slowly, incrementally, had an effect on the publishing world. With the advent of even newer technologies such as Amazon’s e-book reader, Kindle – and the future generations

  of hand-held text-readers that are no doubt marching along behind it – this hopeful cyber-future may have inched a bit closer to existence, especially as there are now whole generations of

  people who are accustomed to getting media entertainment of various sorts from small hand-held devices. At the beginning of 2008, Amazon bought online audio book seller Audible Inc., in what some

  people think may be part of a bid to become the iTunes of books.




  It’s worth remembering that a decade ago many commentators sneered at the idea of online booksellers like Amazon, saying that they either wouldn’t last for long or that they’d

  always remain something that appealed to only a small niche audience, and now everyone takes their existence for granted. (I buy most of my books online now, as do most people that I know, and I

  think that will become true of even larger populations in the future – although I doubt that brick-and-mortar bookstores will ever completely disappear.)




  Who knows what the publishing world will look like twenty years from now – or even ten?




  The good news about the troubled magazine market this year was that things could have been worse. The precipitous drops in circulation that have plagued most print magazines in

  the last few years have at least slowed, if not stopped altogether, and there are signs that a moderately stable plateau may have been reached. None of the major magazines died, and all of them

  brought out their scheduled number of issues. With such crumbs of comfort, we’ll have to content ourselves.




  This year’s big postage hike and the Post Office’s revamping of their entire rate scheme, eliminating many of the cheaper shipping options, were bad news for the entire print

  magazine industry, far beyond genre boundaries. As postal rates and production costs continue to rise (you don’t really think they’ll ever go down, do you?), many of these magazines may

  be driven out of the print world into online-only distribution – if they can figure out a way to make money that way.




  Asimov’s Science Fiction registered a 5.2% loss in overall circulation in 2007, encouraging when compared with the 13.6% loss in 2006 or the 23% loss of 2005, with subscriptions

  dropping from 15,117 to 14,084, but newsstand sales actually rising slightly from 3,419 to 3,497; sell-through rose from 29% to 30%. Asimov’s published good stories this year by Greg

  Egan, Tom Purdom, Neal Asher, Ted Kosmatka, Mary Rosenblum, Chris Roberson, Kristine Kathryn Rusch, Elizabeth Bear, Michael Swanwick, Nancy Kress, and others. Sheila Williams completed her third

  year as Asimov’s editor. Analog Science Fiction & Fact registered a 3.2% loss in overall circulation, compared to a 7.3% loss in 2006 and an 8.2% loss in 2005, with

  subscriptions dropping from 23,732 to 22,972, while newsstand sales dropped from 4,587 to 4,427; sell-through, however, rose from 32% to 34%. Analog published good work this year by Michael

  F. Flynn, C.W. Johnson, Richard A. Lovett, Brian Plante, Robert R. Chase, Sarah K. Castle, Ekaterina Sedia, and others. Stanley Schmidt has been editor there for twenty-eight years. The Magazine

  of Fantasy & Science Fiction registered a 11.2% loss in overall circulation after a couple of years of near stability, with subscriptions dropping from 14,575 to 12,831, and newsstand sales

  declining slightly from 3,691 to 3,658; sell-through rose from 27% to 33%. F&SF published good work this year by David Moles, Bruce Sterling, Gene Wolfe, Ted Chiang, Benjamin Rosenbaum

  and David Ackert, Ian R. MacLeod, Gwyneth Jones, Alex Irvine, Alexander Jablokov, and others. Gordon Van Gelder is in his eleventh year as editor, and seventh year as owner and publisher.

  Circulation figures for Realms of Fantasy lag a year behind the other magazines, but their 2006 figures show them registering a 2.5% loss in overall circulation as opposed to 13% in 2005,

  with subscriptions rising from 16,547 to 17,642 (making them the only magazine whose subscriptions are actually going up), but newsstand sales dropping sharply from 6,584 to 4,902; sell-through

  also declined, from 29% to 24%. Realms of Fantasy, published good stuff this year by Theodora Goss, Jack Skillingstead, Christopher Barzak, Jay Lake and Ruth Nestvold, and others. Shawna

  McCarthy has been editor of the magazine since its launch in 1994.




  Interzone doesn’t really qualify as a “professional magazine” by SFWA’s definition because of its low rates and circulation – in the 2,000 to 3,000 copy

  range – but it’s thoroughly professional in the caliber of writers that it attracts and in the quality of the fiction it produces, so we’re going to list it with the other

  professional magazines anyway. On the brink of death only a couple of years back, Interzone has been making a strong recovery under new publisher Andy Cox, who has also transformed it into

  the handsomest SF magazine in the business, with striking glossy covers. In 2007, Interzone published good stories by Alastair Reynolds, Elizabeth Bear, Chris Roberson, Jamie Lynn Blaschke,

  Aliette de Boddard, Steven Francis Murphy, Benjamin Rosenbaum, and others. The ever-shifting editorial staff includes Jetse de Vries, Andrew Hedgecock, David Mathew, Liz Williams, and Sandy Auden.

  Interzone’s publisher also revamped their horror magazine The Third Alternative as Black Static, and, after a gap of a couple of years, relaunched it as

  Interzone’s sister magazine in 2007 – to me, Black Static reads almost exactly the same as The Third Alternative did, so I’m not sure I understand why they

  bothered, but at least they’ve now got a snappy new title.




  If you’d like to see these magazines survive, and continue to contribute to a healthy short-fiction market, subscribe to them! It’s never been easier to subscribe to most of

  the genre magazines, since you can now do it electronically online with the click of a few buttons, without even a trip to the mailbox. In the internet age, you can also subscribe from overseas

  just as easily as you can from the United States, something formerly difficult-to-impossible. Furthermore, internet sites such as Fictionwise (www.fiction-wise.com), magaz!nes.com (www.magazines.com), and even Amazon.com sell subscriptions online, as well as

  electronic downloadable versions of many of the magazines to be read on your PDA or home computer, something becoming increasingly popular with the computer-savvy set. And, of course, you can still

  subscribe the old-fashioned way, by mail.




  So I’m going to list both the internet sites where you can subscribe online and the street addresses where you can subscribe by mail for each magazine: Asimov’s site is

  at www.asimovs.com; its subscription address is Asimov’s Science Fiction, Dell Magazines, 6 Prowitt Street, Norwalk, CT 06855 – $55.90

  for annual subscription in U.S. Analog’s site is at www. analogsf.com; its subscription address is Analog Science Fiction and Fact, Dell Magazines, 6 Prowitt

  Street, Norwalk, CT 06855 – $55.90 for annual subscription in U.S. The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction’s site is at www.sfsite.com/fsf; its subscription address is The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, Spilogale, Inc., P.O. Box 3447, Hoboken, NJ 07030,

  annual subscription – $50.99 in U.S. Interzone and Black Static can be subscribed to online at www.ttapress.com/onlinestore1.html; the subscription address for both is TTA Press, 5 Martins Lane, Witcham, Ely, Cambs CB6 2LB, England, UK,

  £21 each for a six-issue subscription, or there is a reduced rate dual subscription offer of £40 for both magazines for six-issues; make checks payable to “TTA Press”.

  Realms of Fantasy’s site is at (www.rofmagazine.com); its subscription address is Realms of Fantasy, Sovereign Media Co.

  Inc., P.O. Box 1623, Williamsport, PA 17703, $16.95 for an annual subscription in the U.S.




  Dealing with the same pressures that the professional magazines do, rising postage rates and production costs, I suspect that most of the semiprozines, especially the fiction semiprozines, are

  going to eventually be driven either out of business or out of the print world and into online-only production as well. Already, two of the most prominent new fiction semiprozines, Subterranean and

  Fantasy Magazine, have transitioned from print to electronic formats, each publishing a couple of final print issues (one of Subterranean’s guest-edited by Ellen Datlow) this year

  before seeking refuge online (I’ll discuss them more in the online section, below). After more than two years of complete silence, I’m going to consider Argosy Magazine to be

  dead, and will no longer list a subscription address for it unless I hear something to the contrary. Warren Lapine’s DNA Publications empire – consisting of Absolute Magnitude,

  The Magazine of Science Fiction Adventures, Dreams of Decadence, Fantastic Stories of the Imagination, Weird Tales, Mythic Delirium, and the newszine

  Chronicle – has completely died, and I won’t be listing subscription addresses for any of them any more, although Weird Tales survives in a new incarnation under a

  different publisher. In the last couple of years, Artemis Magazine: Science and Fiction for a Space-Faring Society, Century, Orb, Altair, Terra Incognita,

  Eidolon, Spectrum SF, All Possible Worlds, Farthing, and Yog’s Notebook have also died, and although it’s theoretically still alive, I didn’t

  see an issue of the long-running Space and Time this year. I also didn’t see an issue of Say…, for the second year in a row, or Full Unit Hookup.




  Of the surviving print fiction semiprozines, the most prominent and professional seems to me to be the British magazine Postscripts, edited by Peter Crowther and Nick Gevers, which had

  strong fiction this year by Richard Paul Russo, Paul Di Filippo, Marly Youmans, Stephen King, Lisa Tuttle, and others – although I could wish that they’d use more actual science fiction

  and less slipstream/fantasy/horror, which seems to be the default setting for most fiction semiprozines and almost all internet electronic magazines. The Canadian On Spec, run by a

  collective under general editor Diane L. Walton, one of the longest-running of them all, published its four scheduled quarterly issues in 2007, as it has been doing reliably for years;

  unfortunately, I don’t generally find their fiction to be terribly interesting, something that can also be said for another collective-run magazine, one with a rotating editorial staff,

  Australia’s Andromeda Spaceways Inflight Magazine (perhaps no one editor stays in the chair long enough to have a chance to establish a distinct editorial personality for the

  magazine), which published five issues this year. Long-running Australian magazine Aurealis, which was feared to be dead, came back after a two-year hiatus under new editors Stuart Mayne and

  Stephen Higgins, publishing two issues, one of which arrived here late enough that it’ll have to be considered for next year. Talebones, an SF/horror zine edited by Patrick Swenson,

  also nearly died last year, but survived due to an impassioned subscription drive to publish two issues this year. Paradox, edited by Christopher M. Cevasco, an “Alternate

  History” magazine which is one of the few magazines discussed in this section that gets newsstand distribution in chain book-stores such as Borders or Barnes & Noble (where it’s

  usually displayed with the Civil War buff magazines), only managed one issue this year. Apex Science Fiction and Horror Digest, in its third year, edited by Jason Sizemore, published

  its four scheduled issues, and is also pretty reliable. Neo-opsis, another Canadian magazine, edited by Karl Johanson, managed three out of four scheduled issues in 2007, as it had in 2006;

  this little magazine has some really nice covers, and won an Aurora Award. Jupiter, a small British magazine edited by Ian Redman, perhaps the most amateuristic-looking of the fiction

  semiprozines as far as production values are concerned, had an indeterminate number of issues out (nobody seems quite sure, but I saw at least two). Shimmer did a special all-pirate issue,

  guest-edited by John Joseph Adams. There were two issues of the Irish fiction semiprozine Albedo One this year, one of Tales of the Unanticipated, one of New Genre, one of

  Fictitious Force, two issues of Sword&Sorcery magazine Black Gate, and three apiece of glossy fantasy magazines Zahir, Tales of the Talisman, and Aoife’s

  Kiss.




  The venerable Weird Tales, coming up on its 85th anniversary, managed to survive the Great Extinction over at DNA Publications, being bought in 2006 by Wildside Press. This year, the

  magazine underwent a sweeping reorganization, with Ann VanderMeer coming in as the new fiction editor. The slogan of the new Weird Tales is not “This is not your father’s

  Weird Tales,” but maybe it should be, as the aim of the magazine seems to become noticeably hipper, cooler, and more au courant than its somewhat stodgy previous incarnation. Whether

  this will go over with the audience or not remains to be seen, but there was good stuff in the magazine this year by Ian Creasey, Richard Parks, Jay Lake, and others. Wildside also publishes the

  newish H.P. Lovecraft’s Magazine of Horror, edited by Marvin Kaye – of which there was one issue this year, and which so far doesn’t seem much different in flavor from

  Weird Tales – and was the publisher of Fantasy Magazine before it transitioned into an electronic online incarnation.




  Below this point in the print market, you’ll find little core science fiction, and even little genre fantasy, but lots of slipstream/fabulist/New Weird/ postmodern stuff, much of it of

  high literary quality. The model and still the flagship for this sort of magazine is Lady Churchill’s Rosebud Wristlet, edited by Kelly Link and Gavin Grant, which published two issues

  this year, plus a “Best of” anthology drawn from past issues, but there’s a number of other ones out there, very small-circulation magazines that Locus editor Charles N. Brown

  once referred to as the “minuscule press,” including Electric Velocipede, edited by John Kilma, which published two issues this year, as did Flytrap, edited by Tim Pratt

  and Heather Shaw.




  After a fifty-two-year hiatus, almost certainly the longest one in history, the old pulp magazine Thrilling Wonder Stories came back to life, edited by Winston Engle, reinvented as a

  “bookzine,” a magazine in book form, like an anthology, with an ISBN number. The one issue they’ve managed so far was mostly filled with reprints from the old Thrilling Wonder

  Stories, although there were originals by Eric Brown, Michael Kandel, and R. Neube, and a reprint of more recent vintage from Geoffrey A. Landis.




  With the disappearance of Chronicle, there’s not much left of the critical magazine market except for a few sturdy, long-running stalwarts. As always, your best bet is Locus:

  The Magazine of the Science Fiction and Fantasy Field, a multiple Hugo-winner edited by Charles N. Brown and, an indispensable source of information, news, and reviews that has been perhaps

  the most valuable critical magazine in the field for over thirty years now. Another interesting and worthwhile magazine, publishing a variety of eclectic and sometimes quirky critical essays on a

  wide range of topics, is The New York Review of Science Fiction, edited by David G. Hartwell and a staff of associate editors. Most other critical magazines in the field are professional

  journals more aimed at academics than at the average reader, but the most accessible of these is probably the long-running British critical zine Foundation, which recently celebrated its

  hundredth issue with a special fiction issue that functioned as an original anthology.




  Subscription addresses follow:




  Postscripts, PS Publishing, Hamilton House, 4 Park Avenue, Harrogate HG2 9BQ, England, UK, published quarterly, 30 to 50 pounds sterling outside the UK (Postscripts

  can also be subscribed to online at www.pspublishing.com.uk/postscripts.asp.); Locus, The Magazine of the Science Fiction &

  Fantasy Field, Locus Publications, Inc., P.O. Box 13305, Oakland, California 94661, $66.00 for a one-year first class subscription, twelve issues; The New York Review Of Science

  Fiction, Dragon Press, P.O. Box 78, Pleasantville, NY, 10570, $40.00 per year, twelve issues, make checks payable to Dragon Press; Foundation, Science Fiction Foundation,

  Roger Robinson (SFF), 75 Rosslyn Avenue, Harold Wood, Essex RM3 ORG, UK, $37.00 for a three-issue subscription in the U.S.A; Talebones, A Magazine of Science Fiction & Dark

  Fantasy, 21528 104th St. Ct. East, Bonney Lake, WA 98390, $24.00 for four issues; Aurealis, Chimaera Publications, P.O. Box 2149, Mt. Waverley, VIC 3149, Australia (website:

  www.aurealis.com.au), $50 for a four-issue overseas airmail subscription, checks should be made out to Chimaera Publications in Australian Dollars; On Spec,

  The Canadian Magazine of the Fantastic, P.O. Box 4727, Edmonton, AB, Canada T6E 5G6, $22.00 for a one-year (four issue) subscription; Neo-Opsis Science Fiction Magazine, 4129

  Carey Rd., Victoria, BC, V8Z 4G5, $28.00 Canadian for a four issue subscription; Albedo One, Albedo One Productions, 2 Post Road, Lusk, Co., Dublin, Ireland; $32.00 for a four-issue

  airmail subscription, make checks payable to Albedo One; Tales of the Unanticipated, P.O Box 8036, Lake Street Station, Minneapolis, MN 55408, $28.00 for a four-issue

  subscription (three or four year’s worth) in the U.S.A, $31.00 in Canada, $34.00 overseas; Lady Churchill’s Rosebud Wristlet, Small Beer Press, 150 Pleasant St., #306,

  Easthampton, MA 01027, $20.00 for four issues; Flytrap, Tropism Press, 1034 McKinley Ave., Oakland, CA 94610, $20.00 for four issues, checks to Heather Shaw; Electric

  Velocipede, Spilt Milk Press, P.O. Box 663, Franklin Park, NJ 08823, www.electricvelocipede.com, $15.00 for a four-issue subscription;

  Andromeda Spaceways Inflight Magazine, P.O. Box 127, Belmont, Western Australia, 6984, www.andromedaspaceways.com, $35.00 for a

  one-year subscription; Zahir, Zahir Publishing, 315 South Coast Hwy., 101, Suite U8, Encinitas, CA 92024, $18.00 for a one-year subscription, subscriptions can also be bought with

  credit cards and PayPal at www.zahirtales.com; Tales of the Talisman, LBF Books, 1515 Blossom Hill Road, Pittsburgh, PA 15234, $24.00 for a

  four-issue subscription; Aoife’s Kiss, Sam’s Dot Publishing, P.O. Box 782, Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406-0782, $18.00 for a four-issue subscription; Black Gate,

  New Epoch Press, 815 Oak Street, St. Charles, IL 60174, $29.95 for a one-year (four issue) subscription; Paradox, Paradox Publications, P.O. Box 22897, Brooklyn, New York 11202-2897,

  $25.00 for a one year (four-issue) subscription, checks or U.S. postal money orders should be made payable to Paradox, can also be ordered online at www.paradoxmag.com; Weird Tales, Wildside Press, 9710 Traville Gateway Drive, #234, Rockville, MD 20850-7408, annual subscription (four issues) $24.00

  in the U.S.A.; H.P. Lovecraft’s Magazine of Horror, Wildside Press, 9710 Traville Gateway Drive, #234, Rockville, MD 20850, annual subscription (four issues) $19.95 in the

  U.S.A.; Fictitious Force, Jonathan Laden, 1024 Hollywood Avenue, Silver Spring, MD 20904, $16.00 for four issues; Apex Science Fiction and Horror Digest, Apex

  Publications, P.O. Box 2223, Lexington, KY 40588-2223, $20.00 for a one year, four-issue subscription; Jupiter, 19 Bedford Road, Yeovil, Somerset, BA21 5UG, UK, 10 Pounds Sterling for

  four issues; New Genre, P.O. Box 270092, West Hartford, CT 06127, couldn’t find any specific subscription information in the magazine itself, but check www.new-genre.com for details; Shimmer, P.O. Box 58591, Salt Lake City, UT 84158-0591, $22.00 for a four-issue subscription; Thrilling Wonder

  Stories, it’s unclear whether subscriptions are available or not, but more information can be found at www.thrillingwonderstories.com.




  The online electronic “magazine” market has become increasingly important over the last few years, and, truth be told, I think it’s probably a more likely place to find good SF

  at the moment than the print fiction semiprozine market covered above. And if the rumors circulating about the imminent launch of a high-paying new professional-level e-zine in 2008 prove to be

  true, the e-zine market will become even more important.




  As I’ve already said, I expect that many of the surviving print magazines are eventually either going to die or covert to pixels – there’s many advantages to doing that,

  including the elimination of ever-rising postal costs, the elimination of production costs (no printing needed!), and the elimination of the need for expensive overheads, like rent for office space

  in actual physical buildings somewhere (many if not most of these e-zines are probably run out of somebody’s home, in as much as they can be said to have a physical “location” at

  all), paper, stationery, and office supplies. Not that going to an all-electronic format is a certain formula for success, though, as has been proved by the death of such e-zines as Omni

  Online, Tomorrow SF, SCI FICTION, Oceans of the Mind, The Infinite Matrix, and others – this year alone, e-zines such as Darker Matter, Fortean

  Bureau – A Magazine of Speculative Fiction, Space Suits and Sixguns, and Sentinel SF died, a few of them coming and going with startling rapidity, repeating a pattern

  that’s been familiar in the print fiction semiprozine market for many years.




  The problem that has haunted the online market from the very beginning, though, is: How do you make money publishing fiction online in electronic formats?




  Even with the considerable advantages of online publication, no postage or printing costs, you’re still going to need some money to keep a publication going – if nothing else

  (in most cases, anyway, except in real labors of love), you’re going to need money with which to pay the authors. And even though there aren’t many production costs involved in running

  an online magazine as opposed to a print magazine, there are still a few, such as getting staff to read and select and edit the stories, people to do data-entry and physically maintain the website,

  and so on, so you need money to pay them, too. Many e-zines have been depending on unpaid volunteer labor to get by, including unpaid volunteer editors, performing that labor of love mentioned

  above – but eventually, volunteers get worn-out, burn out, and move on. Sooner or later, unless you’re willing to support the whole thing out of your own pocket at a loss, as some

  semiprozine editors have done for years, you’re going to need to make some money.




  But how?




  The “everything’s free” philosophy that permeated the internet from the beginning makes it difficult to get people to pay for the privilege of reading stuff online, especially

  since (if you don’t care about quality) there’s ocean full of amateur fiction available everywhere for free. The two major strategies that have evolved to try to deal with this

  situation are to sell “subscriptions” – access to the fiction, basically – in one form or another, or to give the fiction away for free and encourage the people passing

  through your site to give you money anyway, if they’ve enjoyed the experience of reading it. This last strategy, soliciting voluntary contributions in a manner similar to the pledge drives or

  “begathons” mounted by public television stations, seems to have been working pretty well for Strange Horizons for a number of years now, but it didn’t work for The

  Infinite Matrix, and I suspect that Helix and a few others may be on shaky ground with it as well. As for the subscription model, the big test of it is underway right now with Jim

  Baen’s Universe and Orson Scott Card’s Intergalactic Medicine Show, but the jury is still out on it – although sites such as Fictionwise have been selling

  access to stories online in a similar manner for years now, and are still in business, so there may be a glimmer of hope. (The “web-advertising” model, which was more-or-less

  discredited a few years back, may be becoming more viable as the century progresses, and selling web-advertisements could be another possible source of money for free-access “pledge

  drive” magazines.) Subterranean, which gives its fiction away for free, is using the magazine as a loss-leader for its parent book line, Subterranean Press, hoping that people who like

  stories in the magazine will then go over to the publishers website and order books by them as well. This is a factor with Jim Baen’s Universe as well, in addition to the subscription

  sales of the magazine; it’s clearly hoped that the publicity generated by the magazine will translate to increased online sales of Baen books on their website. Whether this will work or not,

  nobody knows for sure either, although I suspect that it will, to some extent anyway – whether the increase in book sales will be big enough to balance out the costs of producing the e-zine

  or not is yet to be seen.




  It’s still a brave new world out there, with nobody knowing for sure what’s going to work and what isn’t, and all you can really say for sure is that it’s all going to

  look completely different ten years from now than it does today.




  As far as literary quality is concerned, the above-mentioned Jim Baen’s Universe (www.baensuniverse.com), edited by Mike Resnick and Eric

  Flint, has in only two years established itself as the powerhouse among e-zines, probably the best place to look online for professional level SF and fantasy, and one of the few places anywhere on

  the internet to offer some actual hard science fiction along with the other stuff. This year, Jim Baen’s Universe published good stuff by John Barnes, Nancy Kress, Elizabeth Bear,

  Garth Nix, Kristine Kathryn Rusch, Carrie Vaughn, Eric Witchery, and others; I hope that their subscription model is working, because I’d like to see them hang around for many years to come.

  Orson Scott Card’s Intergalactic Medicine Show(www.intergalacticmedicineshow.com), edited by Edmund R. Schubert under the

  direction of Card himself, hasn’t managed to establish itself quite as impressively in the same two-year period, but it did improve markedly over the last year, and published good stories in

  2007 by Peter S. Beagle, Peter Friend, William John Watkins, Justin Stanchfield, Orson Scott Card himself, and others.




  The granddaddy of the e-zines, one of the longest-established fiction sites on the internet, is Strange Horizons (www.strangehorizons.com),

  edited by Susan Marie Groppi, assisted by Jed Hartman and Karen Meisner, which puts up a free story every week; good stories by Theodora Goss, Liz Williams, Lavie Tidhar, Tim Pratt, Kate Bachus,

  and others appeared there this year. Aeon (www.aeonmagazine.com), edited by Marti McKenna and Bridget McKenna, which is available for download as

  PDFs through subscription rather than being directly accessible online, published only three of their scheduled four issues this year, one of them an all-reprint issue, but they must be doing okay

  financially, since they just announced a rise in the rates they pay their authors, which would bring them above the SFWA cutoff for a professional market; good stuff by Jay Lake, David D. Levine,

  Katharine Sparrow, Melissa Tyler, and others appeared there this year, although as with Postscripts (the two seem similar to each other to me in some ways, although one is pixel and one

  print), I could wish that they’d print more core science fiction and less slipstream/postmodernism/ fantasy. Abyss and Apex: A Magazine of Speculative Fiction (www.abyssandapex.com), edited by Wendy S. Delmater in conjunction with fiction editors Rob Campbell and Ilona Gordon, affords free access to fantasy and science

  fiction stories, including strong work this year by Tony Pi, Joseph Paul Haines, and others.




  Two brand-new e-zines, just transitioning in from their former incarnations as print magazines, Subterranean and Fantasy (formerly Fantasy Magazine), have already shouldered

  their way into the ranks of the most prominent fiction e-zines on the internet. Subterranean, edited by William K. Schafer (http://subterraneanpress.com), in particular has quickly established itself as perhaps the best place on the internet to find stylishly-written horror – but

  it also publishes fantasy and science fiction as well. There were good stories at Subterranean this year from Bruce Sterling, Lucius Shepard, Caitlin R. Kiernan, Chris Roberson, Jim

  Grimsley, Jay Lake, John Scalzi, Joe Lansdale, and others. Fantasy, edited by Sean Wallace and Cat Rambo, which concentrates more on fantasy than horror, although there’s an occasional

  scary piece, produced good work by Bruce McAllister, Andrea Kail, Lucy Kemnitzer, Richard Parks, and others. Stylishly written and usually faintly perverse fantasy is also available at

  Clarkesworld Magazine (www.clarkesworldmagazine.com), edited by Nick Mamatas, which this year published strong stories by Caitlín R.

  Kiernan, Elizabeth Bear, Jay Lake, Jeff VanderMeer, Ken Scholes, Jetse de Vries, Cat Rambo, and others. In addition to the stories they publish monthly in the print version of Australian science

  magazine Cosmos, there are now good science fiction stories available as unique content on the Cosmos website (www. cosmosmagazine.com), all selected by fiction editor Damien Broderick

  including a story by Mary Robinette Kowal that made this year’s preliminary Nebula ballot, as well as strong work by Steven Dedman, Bruce Carlson, David Taub, and others, and even the

  serialization of a novel by Damien Broderick and Barbara Lamar. New Ceres (www.newceres.com), edited by Alisa Krasnostein, is sort of a shared-world

  anthology online, which has featured contributions by Stephan Dedman, Jay Lake, Lucy Sussex, Cat Sparks, and others.




  Two newish e-zines that feature work that is supposedly too controversial, too eccentric, or just plain too weird for the commercial print markets, Helix and Flurb, completed their

  second years of operation in 2007. The stuff in Helix (www.helixsf.com), edited by William Sanders and Lawrence Watt-Evans, may or may not be too

  controversial for regular markets, but some of it was pretty good; and Helix had another strong year, publishing good work by Robert Reed, John Barnes, Jennifer Pellard, Sarah H. Castle,

  Samantha Henderson, Brenda Clough, and others. (If you like it, put your hand in your pocket, since this is one of those e-zines that depends on consumer donations to survive.) Rudy Rucker’s

  Flurb (www.flurb.net), wasn’t as strong this year as last, when it published one of the year’s best stories, but it had quirky stuff by

  Kathleen Ann Goonan, Marc Laidlaw, Paul Di Fillipo, and others.




  A new website dedicated to YA fantasy and SF, Shiny (http://shinymag. blogspot.com), was launched this year.




  Below this point, science fiction and even genre fantasy becomes harder to find, although there are a raft of e-zines, exactly the equivalent of the print “minuscule press”

  slipstream magazines such as Lady Churchill’s Rosebud Wristlet, that publish slipstream/postmodern stories, often ones of good literary quality. They include: Revolution SF

  (www.revolutionsf.com), which also features book and media reviews, Coyote Wild (http://coyotewildmag.com);

  Ideomancer Speculative Fiction (www.ideomancer.com); Futurismic (http://futurismic.com/fiction/index.html), Lone Star Stories (http://literary.erictmarin.com);

  Heliotrope (www.heliotropemag.com); Chiaroscura (http://chizine.com); and the somewhat less slipstreamish

  Bewildering Stories (www.bewilderingstories.com).




  However, many good reprint SF and fantasy stories can also be found on the internet, usually accessible for free, perhaps in greater numbers than the original ones. The long-running British

  Infinity Plus (www.users.zetnet.co.uk/iplus), was one of the best of such sites, running a wide selection of good quality reprint stories, in addition to

  biographical and bibliographical information, book reviews, interviews, and critical essays; editor Keith Brooke recently announced that he was stepping down, sad news, but so far Infinity

  Plus and their achieve of quality reprints is still accessible on the net. Strange Horizons; and most of the sites that are associated with existent print magazines, such as

  Asimov’s, Analog, and The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, which have extensive archives of material, both fiction and nonfiction, previously published by the print

  versions of the magazines, and which regularly run teaser excerpts from stories coming up in forthcoming issues. The Sci-Fi Channel recently took down Sci Fiction’s extensive archive

  of reprints, which I think was rather mean-spirited of them, but even though The Infinite Matrix (www.infinitematrix.net) is ostensibly dead (although

  a strong new novella by Cory Doctorow appeared there this year), the last time I checked, its substantial archives of past material were still available to be accessed. A large selection of novels

  and a few collections can also be accessed for free, to be either downloaded or read on-screen, at the Baen Free Library (www.baen.com/library). Hundreds

  of out-of-print titles, both genre and mainstream, are also available for free download from Project Gutenberg (http://promo.net/pc/).




  An even greater range of reprint stories becomes available, though, if you’re willing to pay a small fee for them. The best, and the longest-established, such site is Fictionwise

  (www.fictionwise.com), where you can buy downloadable e-books and stories to read on your PDA or home computer, in addition to individual stories, you can

  also buy “fiction bundles” here, which amount to electronic collections; as well as a selection of novels in several different genres, and you can also subscribe to downloadable

  versions of several of the SF magazines here, including Asimov’s, Analog, F&SF, and Interzone, in a number of different formats. A similar site is

  ElectricStory (www.electricstory.com); in addition to the downloadable stuff for sale here (both stories and novels), you can also access free

  movie reviews by Lucius Shepard, articles by Howard Waldrop, and other critical material. Mind’s Eye Fiction seems to have gone out of business, and Alexandria Digital

  Literature (http://alexlit.com) is reconstructing its website, which it plans to relaunch in 2008 sometime.




  In addition to fiction-oriented sites, though, there are also many general genre-related sites of interest to be found on the internet, most of which publish reviews both of books and movies and

  TV shows, some of which feature as well interviews, critical articles, and genre-oriented news of various kinds. The most valuable genre-oriented general site on the entire internet, is Locus

  Online (www.locusmag.com), the online version of the newsmagazine Locus, an indispensable site where you can access an incredible amount of

  information – including book reviews, critical lists, obituary lists, links to reviews and essays appearing outside the genre, and links to extensive data-base archives such as the Locus

  Index to Science Fiction and the Locus Index to Science Fiction Awards – and which is also often the first place in the genre to find fast-breaking news. Other essential sites include:

  Science Fiction Weekly (www.scifi.com/sfw), which publishes more media-oriented stuff than Locus Online, but which still features news and book

  reviews, as well as regular columns by John Clute, Michael Cassut, and Wil McCarthy; SF Site (www.sfsite.com), which features reviews of books, games,

  movies, TV shows, and magazines, plus a huge archive of past reviews, and Best SF (www.bestsf.net/), which boasts another great archive of reviews, and

  which is one of the few places that makes any attempt to regularly review short fiction venues. A similar site, also oriented to short-fiction reviews, was Tangent Online (www.tangentonline.com), which closed down due to internal difficulties toward the end of 2007, but which promises to return. A new short-fiction review site

  The Fix (http://thefix-online.com), launched by a former Tangent Online staffer, started up just about the same time that Tangent as

  shutting down, and so far is going strong. Other worthwhile general sites include SFRevu (www.sfsite.com/sfrevu), where you’ll find lots of

  novel and media reviews, as well as interviews and general news; SFF NET (www.sff.net) which features dozens of home pages and “newsgroups” for SF

  writers; the Science Fiction Writers of America page (www.sfwa.org); where genre news, obituaries, award information, and recommended reading lists can be

  accessed; The Internet Review of Science Fiction (www.irosf.com), which features both short fiction reviews and novel reviews, as well as critical

  articles, Green Man Review (http://greenmanreview.com), another valuable review site; The Agony Column (http://trashotron.com/agony), media and book reviews and interviews; SFFWorld (www.sffworld.com), more literary and

  media reviews; SFReader (http://sfreader.com), which features reviews of SF books, and SFWatcher (www.sfwatcher.com), which features reviews of SF movies; newcomer SFScope (www.sfscope.com), edited by former

  Chronicle news editor Ian Randal Strock, which concentrates on SF and writing business news; Lost Pages (http://lostpagesindex.html), which

  features some fiction as well as the critical stuff; SciFiPedia (scifipedia.scifi.com), a wiki-style genre-oriented online encyclopedia; and Speculations (www.speculations.com) a long-running site which dispenses writing advice, and writing-oriented news and gossip (although to access most of it, you’ll have to

  subscribe to the site). Multiple Hugo-winner David Langford’s online version of his funny and iconoclastic fanzine Ansible, one of the most enjoyable and entertaining SF sites on the

  internet, is available at www.dcs.gla.ac.uk/Ansible, and SF-oriented radio plays and podcasts can also be accessed at Audible (www.audible.com) and Beyond 2000 (www.beyond2000.com).




  The big story in the original anthology market this year was the launch of several new annual original anthology series, which, if they can manage to establish themselves, will

  brighten up the genre short fiction scene considerably. All of them were uneven – all featured good stories, all featured mediocre work, and the percentage of actual science fiction in each

  varied from volume to volume, sometimes considerably. Although none of the debut anthologies in these series clearly dominated the others, on balance I’d have to give a slight edge to The

  Solaris Book of New Science Fiction (Solaris), edited by George Mann; best stories here were by Stephen Baxter and Keith Brooke, although there was also good work by Peter F. Hamilton, Jay Lake

  and Greg Van Eekhout, Paul Di Fillipo, Neal Asher, Eric Brown, and others; the majority of the stories here were science fiction, which also gave it an edge, in my eyes at least. Fast Forward 1:

  Future Fiction from the Cutting Edge (Pyr), edited by Lou Anders, probably had a higher ratio of good solid competent stories to mediocre ones than The Solaris Book of New SF, but fewer

  of its stories rose noticeably above that level; best work here is by Ian McDonald, but the book also featured good work by Robert Charles Wilson, Elizabeth Bear, John Meaney, Paul Di Filippo, and

  others, most of which again were SF, although a few stretched the definition a bit. In terms of literary quality, judging the stories just as stories, regardless of genre, the best of the

  newly-launched anthology series was probably Eclipse One: New Fantasy and Science Fiction (Night Shade Books), edited by Jonathan Strahan, but I couldn’t help but be disappointed by

  how little science fiction there was here, most of the stories falling on the fantasy/slipstream/New Weird end of the spectrum instead; considerations of genre aside, Eclipse One featured

  strong work by Andy Duncan, Lucius Shepard, Eileen Gunn, Bruce Sterling, Maureen McHugh, Kathleen Ann Goonan, and others.




  Let’s hope that one or more, preferably all three, of these anthology series survives.




  Alien Crimes (Science Fiction Book Club), edited by Mike Resnick, a book of mystery/SF hybrids, turned out to be one of the most solid SF anthologies of the year, in spite of its

  unpromising premise; the best work here was by Gregory Benford and Pat Cadigan, although there was also good work by Walter Jon Williams, Kristine Kathryn Rusch, Harry Turtledove, and Resnick

  himself.




  Future Weapons of War (Baen), edited by Joe Haldeman and Martin H. Greenberg, is a bit more substantial than the average Greenberg anthology, featuring good work by Kristine Kathyrn

  Rusch, Paul J. McAuley, Geoffrey A. Landis, Brian Stableford, and others. Man vs. Machine, edited by John Helfers and Martin H. Greenberg, also features some solid work. Other pleasant but

  minor mass-market paperback anthologies this year included Time Twisters (DAW), edited by Jean Rabe and Martin H. Greenberg, The Future We Wish We’d Had (DAW), by Martin H.

  Greenberg and Rebecca Lickiss, Places to Be, People to Kill (DAW), by Martin H. Greenberg and Britiany Koren, and Under Cover of Darkness (DAW), by Julie E. Czerneda and Jane

  Panccia.




  Noted without comment is The New Space Opera (Eos), edited by Gardner Dozois and Jonathan Strahan.




  Some of the best and most solidly science fiction-oriented anthologies of the year were almost stealth-published, with the likelihood being that few readers came across them, and perhaps were

  not able to find them even if they went looking for them. Best of these was disLOCATIONS (NewCon Press), edited by Ian Whates, and published by a very small press in an edition of only five

  hundred copies; nevertheless, there were strong to very strong stories here by Ken MacLeod, Brian Stableford, Pat Cadigan, Hal Duncan, and others. Another very small press, Hadley Rille Books,

  published three anthologies this year, all edited by Eric T. Reynolds, the best of which was Visual Journeys (Hadley Rille Books), which also doubled as a collection of space art by artists

  such as Chesley Bonestell and Bob Eggleton, each matched with a story inspired by the artwork; best stories here were by James Van Pelt and Justin Stanchfield, although there was also good work by

  Jay Lake, Richard Chwedyk, Christopher McKitterick, G. David Nordley and others, almost all center-core science fiction. Also worthwhile was Ruins Extraterrestrial (Hadley Rille Books),

  which featured strong work by Lavie Tidhar, Sue Blalock, Christopher McKitterrick, and others, with the best story being by Justin Stanchfield. The least impressive of the three, by a good margin,

  and the one that featured the smallest proportion of SF, was Ruins Terra (Hadley Rille Books), although there was interesting work here by Jenny Blackford and Lyn McConchie.

  Triangulation: End of Time (PARSEC Ink), edited by Pete Butler, is not as strong as Visual Journeys or Ruins Extraterrestrial, but does contain good work by Tim Pratt, Ian Creasey,

  Jeste de Vries, and others.




  Although I’m not convinced by its arguments in favor of there being such a thing as “Canadian SF,” as distinct from regular SF, Tesseracts Eleven (EDGE Science Fiction

  and Fantasy), edited by Cory Doctorow and Holly Phillips, features good work by Claude Lalumiere, Andrew Gray, Elisabeth Vonarburg, Candas Jane Dorsey, Hugh A.D. Spencer, and others, although, like

  Eclipse One, very little of it is really science fiction by any reasonable definition. Much the same can be said of another enjoyable anthology, Logorrhea (Bantam Spectra), edited by

  John Kilma; although it had one of the most unlikely themes of the year, stories inspired by words which had won a spelling bee, it managed to deliver strong work by Liz Williams, Alex Irvine,

  Daniel Abraham, Tim Pratt, Theodora Goss, Jay Lake, and others, although you’ll find little core science fiction here either and not even much genre fantasy. Eclipse One would probably

  fit in better down here, on the border of SF/fantasy and slipstream, than it does up with the mostly-SF anthologies such as The Solaris Book of New Science Fiction and Fast Forward 1.

  Interfictions: An Anthology of Interstitial Writing (Interstitial Arts Foundation), edited by Delia Sherman and Theodora Goss, and Text: UR: The New Book of Masks (Raw Dog Screaming),

  edited by Forrest Aguirre, slipped even more into slipstream/ literary surrealism, a bit too much for my taste, in fact.




  The most political anthology of the year was Glorifying Terrorism (Rackstraw Press), edited by Farah Mendlesohn, whose very existence is a rather brave protest (since everyone involved in

  it is theoretically breaking the law) against Great Britain’s vague and silly law forbidding the mention in print of anything that “glorifies terrorism”; unsurprisingly in an

  anthology so nakedly and passionately didactic, polemics trumps art in most of the stories, although there is good work here by Una McCormack, Lavie Tidhar, Charles Stross, Lucy Kemnizter, and

  others. The long-running critical journal Foundation celebrated its hundredth issue with a special fiction issue, Foundation 100: The Anthology (Science Fiction Foundation), edited by

  Farah Mendlesohn and Graham Sleight, which functioned as an original anthology; best stories here are by Greg Egan and Una McCormack, although there’s also good work by John Kessel, Vandana

  Singh, David Marusek, and others. Mildly controversial (although in practice it was actually pretty respectful, on average, with a few partial exceptions more playful than really sacrilegious) was

  A Cross of Centuries: Twenty-Five Imaginative Tales About the Christ (Thunder’s Mouth Press), a mixed reprint (mostly) and original anthology edited by Michael Bishop.




  It was probably a weaker year than last year for novellas published as individual chapbooks, although some good ones still did appear. PS Publishing brought out Starship Summer, by Eric

  Brown; Illyria, by Elizabeth Hand; Template, by Matt Hughes; Crystal Cosmos, by Rhys Hughes; Hereafter & After, by Richard Parks; and City Beyond Play, by

  Philip Jose Farmer and Danny Adams. Subterranean Press published Rude Mechanicals, by Kage Baker; Missile Gap, by Charles Stross; The Merchant and the Alchemist’s Gate,

  by Ted Chiang; Space Boy, by Orson Scott Card; The River Horses, by Allen M. Steele; The Sagan Diary, by John Scalzi; Pilot Light, by Tim Powers and James P. Blaylock;

  The Kragen, by Jack Vance; The Voyage of the Proteus, by Thomas M. Disch; and All Seated on the Ground, by Connie Willis. MonkeyBrain Books issued Cenotaxis, by Sean

  Williams; and Escape from Hell!, by Hal Duncan. Aqueduct Press brought out Of Love and Other Monsters, by Vandana Singh; Making Love in Madrid, by Kimberley Todd Wade; and

  We, Robots, by Sue Lange. Tor published A War of Gifts, by Orson Scott Card.




  SF stories continued to be found in unlikely places, from the Australian science magazine Cosmos to Cricket. The MIT Technology Review (www. technologyreview.com), of all

  places, suddenly popped onto the radar this year as a good place to look for strong SF, publishing an excellent story by Greg Egan and good ones by David Marusek and Bruce Sterling.




  Even discounting the stories from the specific terrorism-themed anthology, there were a lot of stories about terrorism out there this year, I suppose not surprising considering the world we live

  in. There were a lot of stories featuring huge airships or zeppelins, pirates, and wooden sailing ships that can fly or travel between worlds. Could this be the influence of the Pirates of the

  Caribbean movies? (Would think that movies like Stardust and The Golden Compass, that also feature airships, came out too late in the year to influence most of its short fiction.)

  And for whatever reason (I’m not even going to venture a guess), there were a lot of stories about dogs this year too. There was also a substantial amount of Alternate History published in

  2007, not only in the Alternate History magazine, Paradox, but in most of the other print and electronic magazines as well.




  The best fantasy anthology of the year (it also featured some soft horror) was almost certainly The Coyote Road: Trickster Tales (Viking), edited by Ellen Datlow and Terry Windling, which

  featured strong work by Kij Johnson, Pat Murphy, Kelly Link, Jeffrey Ford, Christopher Barzak, and others. Similar in feel but not as strong was a “sampler” from Fantasy magazine,

  Fantasy (Prime), edited by Sean Wallace and Paul Tremblay. The Solaris Book of New Fantasy (Solaris), edited by George Mann, was announced, but although it looks like it might be

  quite strong, it came out too late in the year to be considered and will have to be held over for next year. Pleasant but minor original fantasy anthologies this year included Wizards, Inc.

  (DAW), edited by Martin H. Greenberg and Loren L. Coleman, Heroes in Training (DAW), edited by Martin H. Greenberg and Jim C. Hines, Pandora’s Closet (DAW), edited by Jean Rabe

  and Martin H. Greenberg, Fate Fantastic (DAW), edited by Martin H. Greenberg and Daniel M. Hoyt, Army of the Fantastic (DAW), edited by John Marlo and John Helfers, If I were an

  Evil Overlord (DAW), edited by Martin H. Greenberg and Russell Davis, and Marion Zimmer Bradley’s Sword & Sorceress XXII (Norilana Books), edited by Elisabeth Waters.




  Noted without comment is Wizards (Berkley), edited by Jack Dann and Gardner Dozois.




  There was a Romance/Fantasy cross-genre anthology this year, Best New Romantic Fantasy 2 (Juno), edited by Paula Guran, and a Gay Fiction/Fantasy cross, So Fey: Queer Fairy

  Fictions (Haworth), edited by Steve Berman. As far as I can tell there was only one shared-world anthology this year (at one point in genre history, there’d have been a half-dozen or more

  of them), The Grantville Gazette III (Baen), edited by Eric Flint.




  As usual, novice work by beginning writers, some of whom may later turn out to be important talents, was featured in L. Ron Hubbard Presents Writers of the Future Volume XXIII (Galaxy),

  edited by Algis Budrys; this year must have produced an especially good crop of new writers, since the book seemed more substantial than it usually does, with good work by Andrea Kail, Aliette de

  Bodard, and Jeff Carlson.




  I don’t follow horror closely anymore, but there, as far as I could tell, the big original anthology of the year seemed to be Inferno: New Tales of Terror and the

  Supernatural (Tor), edited by Ellen Datlow, which featured good work by Laird Barron, Glen Hirshberg, John Grant, Pat Cadigan, Jeffrey Ford, Terry Dowling, and others. Other original horror

  anthologies included The Restless Dead (Candlewick), edited by Deborah Noyes, Dark Delicacies 2: Fear (Caroll & Graf), edited by Del Howlson and Jeff Gelb, and The Secret

  History of Vampires (DAW), edited by Darrell Schweitzer. H.P. Lovecraft’s Cthulhu, who seems to get around pretty spryly for an Ancient Horror, appeared in High Seas Cthulhu (Elder

  Signs Press), edited by William Jones, Frontier Cthulhu: Ancient Horrors in the New West (Chaosium), edited by William Jones, and The Spiraling Worm: Man Versus the Cthulhu Mythos

  (Chaosium), edited by David Conyer. Can Cthulhu Meets Abbott and Costello be far behind?




  (Finding individual pricings for all of the items from small-presses mentioned in the Summation has become too time-intensive, and since several of the same small presses publish anthologies,

  novels, and short-story collections, it seems silly to repeat addresses for them in section after section. Therefore, I’m going to attempt to list here, in one place, all addresses for

  small-presses that have books mentioned here or there in the Summation, whether from the anthologies section, the novel section, or the short-story collection section, and, where known, their

  website addresses. That should make it easy enough for the reader to look up the individual price of any book mentioned that isn’t from a regular trade-publisher; such books are less likely

  to be found in your average bookstore, or even in a chain superstore, and so will probably have to be mail-ordered. Many publishers seem to sell only online, through their websites, and some will

  only accept payment through PayPal. Many books, even from some of the smaller presses, are also available through Amazon.com.)




  Addresses: PS Publishing, Grosvener House, 1 New Road, Hornsea, West Yorkshire, HU18 1PG, England, UK www.pspublishing.co.uk; Golden Gryphon

  Press, 3002 Perkins Road, Urbana, IL 61802, www.goldengryphon.com; NESFA Press, P.O. Box 809, Framinghan, MA 01701-0809, www.nesfa.org; Subterranean Press, P.O. Box 190106, Burton, MI 48519, www.subterraneanpress.com; Solaris, via

  www.solarisbooks.com; Old Earth Books, P.O. Box 19951, Baltimore, MD 21211-0951, www. oldearthbooks.com; Tachyon Press, 1459 18th St. #139,

  San Francisco, CA 94107, www.tachyonpublications.com; Night Shade Books, 1470 NW Saltzman Road, Portland, OR 97229, www.nightshadebooks.com; Five Star Books, 295 Kennedy Memorial Drive, Waterville, ME 04901, www.galegroup.com/fivestar; NewCon Press, via www.newconpress.com; Wheatland Press, P.O. Box 1818,

  Wilsonville, OR 97070, www.wheatlandpress.com, All-Star Stories, see contact information for Wheatland Press; Small Beer Press, 176

  Prospect Ave., Northampton, MA 01060, www.smallbeerpress.com; Locus Press, P.O. Box 13305, Oakland, CA 94661; Crescent Books, Mercat Press

  Ltd., 10 Coates Crescent, Edinburgh, Scotland EH3 7AL, www.crescentfiction.com; Wildside Press/ Cosmos Books/Borgo Press, P.O. Box 301, Holicong,

  PA 18928-0301, or go to www.wildsidepress.com for pricing and ordering; Thunder’s Mouth, 245 West 17th St., 11th Flr., New York, N.Y.

  10011-5300, www. thundersmouth.com; Edge Science Fiction and Fantasy Publishing, Inc. and Tesseract Books, Ltd., P.O. Box 1714, Calgary, Alberta, T2P 2L7, Canada, www.edgewebsite.com; Aqueduct Press, P.O. Box 95787, Seattle, WA 98145-2787, www.aqueductpress.com; Phobos

  Books, 200 Park Avenue South, New York, NY 10003, www.phobosweb.com; BenBella Books, 6440 N. Central Expressway, Suite 508, Dallas, TX 75206, www.

  benbellabooks.com; Darkside Press, 13320 27th Ave. NE, Seattle, WA 98125, www.darksidepress.com; Haffner Press, 5005 Crooks Rd., Suite 35,

  Royal Oak, MI 48073-1239, www.haffnerpress.com; North Atlantic Press, P.O. Box 12327, Berkeley, CA, 94701; Prime, P.O. Box 36503, Canton, OH,

  44735, www.primebooks.net; Fairwood Press, 5203 Quincy Ave. SE, Auburn, WA 98092, www.fairwoodpress.com;

  MonkeyBrain Books, 11204 Crossland Drive, Austin, TX 78726, www.monkeybrainbooks.com; Wesleyan University Press, University Press of New

  England, Order Dept., 37 Lafayette St., Lebanon NH 03766-1405, www.wesleyan.edu/wespress; Agog! Press, P.O. Box U302, University of Wollongong, NSW 2522,

  Austrailia, www.uow.ed.au/~rhood/agogpress; MirrorDanse Books, P.O. Box 3542, Parramatta NSW 2124, www.tabula-rasa.info/ MirrorDanse; Arsenal Pulp Press, 103-1014 Homer Street, Vancouver, BC, Canada V6B 2W9, www.arsenalpress.com; DreamHaven Books, 912 W. Lake Street, Minneapolis, MN 55408; Elder Signs Press/Dimensions Books, order through www.dimensionsbooks.com; Chaosium, via www. chaosium.com; Spyre Books, P.O. Box 3005, Radford, VA 24143; SCIFI, Inc., P.O. Box 8442, Van Nuys, CA

  91409-8442; Omnidawn Publishing, order through www.omnidawn.com; CSFG, Canberra Speculative Fiction Guild, www.csfg.org.au/publishing/anthologies/the – outcast; Hadley Rille Books, via www.hadleyrillebooks.com; ISFiC Press, 707 Sapling Lane, Deerfield, IL 60015-3969, or www.isficpress.com;

  Suddenly Press, via suddenlypress@yahoo.com; Sandstone Press, P.O. Box 5725, One High St., Dingwall, Ross-shire, IV15 9WJ; Tropism

  Press, via www.tropismpress.com; SF Poetry Association/Dark Regions Press, www.sfpoetry.com, checks to Helena

  Bell, SFPA Treasurer, 1225 West Freeman St., Apt. 12, Carbondale, IL 62401; DH Press, via diamondbookdistributors.com; Kurodahan Press, via web site www.kurodahan.com; Ramble House, 443 Gladstone Blvd., Shreveport LA 71104; Interstitial Arts Foundation, via www.interstitialarts.org; Raw Dog Screaming, via www.rawdogscreaming.com; Norilana Books, via

  www.norilana.com; coeur de lion, via www.coeurdelion.com.au; PARSECink, via www.parsecink.org; Robert J. Sawyer Books, via www.sfwriter.com/rjsbooks.htm; Rackstraw Press, via

  http://rackstrawpress; Candlewick, via www.candlewick.com; Zubaan, via www.zubaanbooks.com; Utter Tower, via www.threeleggedfox.co.uk; Spilt Milk Press, via www.electricvelocipede.com; Paper Golem, via www. papergolem.com; Galaxy Press, via www.galaxypress.com.




  If I’ve missed some, as is quite possible, try Googling the name of the publisher. (Isn’t it odd that we’re in an era where “Googling” is actually a word?)




  In spite of the usual laments that SF is dying or diminishing or being driven off the bookstore shelves, there were more good SF and fantasy novels (to say nothing of

  hard-to-classify hybrids) published in 2007 than any one person could possibly read, unless they made a full-time job of it.




  According to the newsmagazine Locus, there were a record 2,723 books “of interest to the SF field, both original and reprint (but not counting “media tie-in novels,”

  gaming novels, novelizations of genre movies, most Print-on-Demand books, or novels offered as downloads on the internet – all of which would swell the total by hundreds if counted) published

  in 2007, up 9% from 2,495 titles in 2006. The really big increase this year was a boom in the number of “paranormal romances” published, which surged to a total of 290 titles this year;

  for the first time, Locus has begun counting paranormal romance as a separate category, which skews the figures somewhat, since last year some of them would have been counted as fantasy or even

  horror titles instead. Magna is also booming, but that isn’t reflected in the totals at all. Original books were up by 13% to 1,710 from last year’s total of 1,520, a new record.

  Reprint books were up by 4%, to 1,013 compared to last year’s total of 975, although that doesn’t make up for the decline here in the previous two years. The number of new SF novels was

  up 12% to a total of 250 as opposed to last year’s total of 223. The number of new fantasy novels was down by 1% to 460 as opposed to last year’s total of 463. Horror dropped by 27%, to

  198 titles, as opposed to last year’s total of 271, still up from 2002’s total of 112.




  Busy with all the reading I have to do at shorter lengths, I didn’t have time to read many novels myself this year, so, as usual, I’ll limit myself to mentioning that novels that

  received a lot of attention and acclaim in 2006 include:




  Brasyl (Pyr), by lan McDonald; The Accidental Time Machine (Ace), by Joe Haldeman; The Execution Channel (Tor), by Ken MacLeod; The Sons of Heaven (Tor), by Kage

  Baker; Cowboy Angels (Gollancz), by Paul McAuley; Players, (Simon & Schuster UK), by Paul McAuley; Axis (Tor), by Robert Charles Wilson; The White Tyger (Tor), by

  Paul Park; Recovery Man (Roc), by Kristine Kathryn Rusch; Pirate Freedom (Tor), by Gene Wolfe; Sixty Days and Counting (Bantam Spectra), by Kim Stanley Robinson; Halting

  State (Ace), by Charles Stross; The Merchant’s War (Tor), by Charles Stross; The Prefect (Gollancz), by Alastair Reynolds; In War Times (Tor), by Kathleen Ann Goonan;

  Queen of Candescence (Tor), by Karl Schroeder; Spindrift (Ace), by Allen Steele; The Steep Approach to Garbadale (Little, Brown UK), by Iain Banks; Quantico (Vanguard);

  by Greg Bear; Keeping It Real (Pyr), by Justina Robson; Selling Out (Pyr), by Justina Robson; The Last Colony (Tor), by John Scalzi; HARM (Del Rey), by Brian W. Aldiss;

  Conqueror (Ace), by Stephen Baxter; Brass Man (Tor), by Neal Asher; Hilldiggers (Tor UK); by Neal Asher; Undertow (Bantam Spectra), by Elizabeth Bear; Whiskey and

  Water (Roc), by Elizabeth Bear; A Companion to Wolves (Tor), by Sarah Monette and Elizabeth Bear; Postsingular (Tor), by Rudy Rucker; Off Armageddon Reef (Tor), by David

  Weber; Empire of Ivory (Del Rey), by Naomi Novik; Flora Segunda (Hartcourt), by Ysabeau S. Wilce;Un Lun Dun(Del Rey), by China Mieville; Heart-Shaped Box (Morrow), by

  Joe Hill; Helix (Solaris), by Eric Brown; Ally (Eos), by Karen Traviss; The Terror (Little, Brown), by Dan Simmons; Set the Seas on Fire (Solaris), by Chris Roberson;

  Cauldron (Ace), by Jack McDevitt; Command Decision (Del Rey), by Elizabeth Moon; Mainspring (Tor), by Jay Lake; Farseed (Tor), by Pamela Sargent; Ysabel (Roc), by

  Guy Gavriel Kay; Daughter of Independence (DAW), by Simon Brown; Titans of Chaos (Tor), by John C. Wright; Bloodmind (Tor), Liz Williams; A Betrayal in Winter (Tor),

  Daniel Abraham; The Yiddish Policemen’s Union (HarperCollins), by Michael Chabon; Gentlemen of the Road (Del Rey), by Michael Chabon; Deliverer (DAW), by C.J. Cherryh;

  Ink (Del Rey), by Hal Duncan; Ilario:The Lion’s Eye (Eos), by Mary Gentle; The Dreaming Void (Tor UK), by Peter F. Hamilton; The New Moon’s Arms (Warner), by

  Nalo Hopkinson; Fleet of Worlds (Tor), by Larry Niven & Edward M. Lerner; Ha’penny (Ace), by Jo Walton; Time’s Child (Roc), by Rebecca Ore; The Sunrise

  Lands (Roc), by S.M. Stirling; Shelter (Tor), by Susan Palwick; Till Human Voices Wake Us (Bantam Spectra), by Mark Budz; Black Man (Gollancz), by Richard Morgan; Saturn

  Returns (Ace), by Sean Williams; Shadowplay (DAW), by Tad Williams; The Silver Sword (Tor), by David Zindell; and Making Money (HarperCollins), by Terry Pratchett.




  Used to be that the small presses published mostly collections and anthologies, but these days they’re active in the novel market as well. Novels issued by small presses included:

  Endless Things (Small Beer Press), by John Crowley; Tsunami (Aqueduct Press), by L. Timmel Duchamp; Generation Loss (Small Beer Press), by Elizabeth Hand; Marblehead: A

  Novel of H.P. Lovecraft (Ramble House), by Richard A. Lupoff; The Spiral Labyrinth (Night Shade Books), by Matthew Hughes; The Commons (Robert Sawyer Books), by Matthew Hughes;

  The Guardener’s Tale (Sam’s Dot), by Bruce Boston; The Secret Books of Paradys (Overland Press), by Tanith Lee; Butcher Bird (Night Shade Books), by Richard Kadrey;

  Softspoken (Night Shade Books), by Lucius Shepard; and Precious Dragon (Night Shade Books), by Liz Williams. Howard Waldrop’s long-awaited The Moone World was announced

  by Wheatland Press but didn’t actually appear, so I guess we’ll just have to wait some more.




  Associational novels by people connected with the science fiction and fantasy fields included: Humpty Dumpty in Oakland (Tor), by Philip K. Dick; Voices from the Street (Tor), by

  Philip K. Dick; Dark Reflections (Carroll & Graf), by Samuel R. Delany; A Wrongful Death (Mira), by Kate Wilhelm; The Heart of Horses (Houghton Mifflin), by Molly Gloss,

  and You Don’t Love Me Yet (Doubleday), by Jonathan Lethem. Novels that dance on the ambiguous razor’s-edge between SF and the thriller novel, some tipping one way, some the

  other, included: Quantico (Vanguard), by Greg Bear; Spook Country (Putnam), by William Gibson; The H-Bomb Girl (Faber & Faber), by Stephen Baxter; and Players (Simon

  & Schuster UK) and Cowboy Angels (Gollancz), by Paul McAuley, if considered as “technothrillers” rather than near-future SF novels. Some mainstream critics seem to be making

  an attempt to distance books such as Dan Simmons’s The Terror and Michael Chabon’s The Yiddish Policemen’s Union from the genre (just as they did with Cormac

  McCarthy’s The Road last year), but the fantastic elements in each are clear.




  First novels included Breakfast with the Ones You Love (Bantam Spectra), by Eliot Fintushel; Radio Freefall (Tor), by Matthew Jarpe; The Outback Stars (Tor), by Sandra

  McDonald;The Name of the Wind (DAW), by Patrick Rothfuss; One for Sorrow (Bantam Spectra), by Christopher Barzak; Jade Tiger (Juno), by Jenn Reese; Wicked Lovely

  (HarperCollins Children’s Books UK), by Melissa Marr; The Summoner (Solaris), by Gail Z. Martin; Spaceman Blues: A Love Story (Tor), by Brian Francis Slattery; Maledicte

  (Del Rey), by Lane Robins; Grey (Night Shade Books), by Jon Armstrong; KOP (Tor), by Warren Hammond; Crooked Little Vein (Morrow), by Warren Ellis; The Princes of the Golden

  Cage (Night Shade Books), by Nathalie Mallet; The Book of Joby (Tor), by Mark J. Ferrari; Winterbirth (Orbit), by Brian Bukley; Amberlight (Juno), by Sylvia Kolso; and

  City of Bones (McElderry), by Cassandra Clare. None of these novels stuck out of the pack, in terms of the critical attention paid to them, as other first novels have done in other years;

  probably the Fintushel and the Jarpe got reviewed the most frequently, and the McDonald made it on to the Preliminary Nebula Ballot.




  The bestselling novel of the year, of course, was Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows (Scholastic), which outsold everything else by an enormous margin, perhaps even everything else

  combined. In my neighborhood, special postmen were assigned for the sole purpose of delivering mail-ordered copies of the new Harry Potter to those who had ordered it – which, it seemed,

  meant at least two or three houses in every block. My guess is that we’ll never see anything like this again in our lifetimes.




  As usual, these lists contain fantasy novels and odd-genre-mixing hybrids that are difficult to categorize, but, far from being a vanishing breed, as is sometimes suggested, most of them are

  good solid unambiguous center-core SF – the McDonald, the Haldeman, the MacLeod, the Baker, the Wilson, the Reynolds, the Goonan, the Schroeder, the Steele, the Baxter, the Scalzi, the

  Ashers, and more than twenty other titles. Many of them hard science fiction as well. There’s no shortage of science fiction out there on the shelves, if you bother to look for it, probably

  more than any one person will have time to read in a given year.




  Even discounting Print-on-Demand books from places such as Wildside Press, and the availability of out-of-print books as electronic downloads on internet sources such as Fictionwise, and through

  reprints issued by The Science Fiction Book Club, this is the best time in decades to pick up reissued editions of formerly long-out-of-print novels. Producing a definitive list of reissued novels

  is probably difficult to impossible, but here’s some out-of-print titles that came back into print this year:




  Tor reissued: Soldier of Sidon, by Gene Wolfe, Sky Coyote, by Kage Baker, Hellstrom’s Hive, by Frank Herbert, The White Plague, by Frank Herbert; Psion,

  by Joan D. Vinge, The Martian Child, by David Gerrold; Empire, by Orson Scott Card, and Eon, Legacy, and Eternity, all by Greg Bear; Orb reissued: Slan, by

  A.E. Van Vogt, Darwinia, by Robert Charles Wilson,Memory and Dream, by Charles de Lint, Freedom and Necessity, by Steven Brust and Emma Bull, Moving Mars, by Greg Bear,

  and Expiration Date, and Earthquake Weather, both by Tim Powers; HarperFantasy reissued: Stardust, by Neil Gaiman; Pyr reissued: The Man Who Melted, by Jack Dann, and

  Ivory, by Mike Resnick, Ace reissued: Mother of Storms, by Ian R. MacLeod, and Lunar Descent, Orbital Decay, and Clarke Country, Space, all by Allen M.

  Steele; DAW reissued Pretender, by C.J. Cherryh; Penguin/Signet reissued: The Stand, by Stephen King; Cosmos reissued: Little Fuzzy, by H. Beam Piper, The Door Through

  Space, by Marion Zimmer Bradley, If Wishes Were Horses, by Anne McCaffrey, Star Born, by Andre Norton, and People of the Dark, by Robert E. Howard; Roc reissued: The

  Last Unicorn, by Peter S. Beagle, and Lady of Avalon, by Marion Zimmer Bradley; Tachyon reissued: A Fine and Private Place, by Peter S. Beagle; Bantam Spectra reissued: The

  Armageddon Rag, by George R.R. Martin; Fairwood Press reissued: Rite of Passage, by Alexei Panshin; Paizo/Planet Stories reissued: Almuric, by Robert E. Howard, The Secret of

  Sinharat, by Leigh Brackett, and The City of the Beast/Warriors of Mars, by Michael Moorcock; Night Shade Books reissued: The Voice of the Whirlwind, by Walter Jon Williams;

  MonkeyBrain Books reissued: The Hollow Earth, by Rudy Rucker; BenBella Books reissued: Prophet, by Mike Resnick; Overlook reissued: Titus Groan, by Mervyn Peake,

  Gormenghast, by Mervyn Peake, Behold the Man, by Michael Moorcock, and The Unreasoning Mask, by Philip Jose Farmer; and Edgeworks Abbey reissued the associational novel

  Spider Kiss, by Harlan Ellison.




  In addition to the omnibus collections which mix short stories and novels, which I’ve mostly listed in the short-story collection section below, there was an omnibus of four novels by

  Philip K. Dick (The Man in the High Castle, The Three Stigma of Palmer Eldritch, Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep, and Ubik), issued as Four Novels of the

  1960s (Library of America), selected by Jonathan Lethem, which marks the first time the highly prestigious Library of America has deigned to treat a science fiction writer to this kind of

  literary canonization (although horror writer H.P. Lovecraft got lionized before him). There was also a novel omnibus of the famous “Harold Shea” novels by L. Sprague De Camp and

  Fletcher Pratt, The Mathematics of Magic (NESFA Press); an omnibus of novels by Patricia A. McKillip, Cygnet (Ace), an omnibus of Glen Cook’s “Black Company” novels,

  Chronicles of the Black Company (Tor), and an omnibus of two short novels or long novellas by Ray Bradbury, Now and Forever (Morrow). In addition, many omnibuses of novels – and

  many individual novels – are reissued each year by The Science Fiction Book Club as well as being made available electronically online, too many to individually list here.




  It’s too early to venture a prediction as to what novel is going to win the major awards next year; my track record has not been great at this anyway. Your guess is as good as mine.




  2007 was another good year for short-story collections, especially in the area of big career-spanning retrospectives. The best collection of the year, and one of the best in

  some time, was The Jack Vance Treasury (Subterranean), by Jack Vance, although other first-rate career retrospectives included Ascendancies: The Best of Bruce Sterling (Subterranean),

  by Bruce Sterling, Things Will Never Be the Same, Selected Short Fiction 1980 – 2005 (Old Earth), by Howard Waldrop, The Winds of Marble Arch (Subterranean), by Connie Willis,

  and The Collected Stories of Robert Silverberg: To the Dark Star (Subterranean), by Robert Silverberg. Other good retrospective collections included: To Outlive Eternity and Other

  Stories (Baen) by Poul Anderson (an omnibus also containing the novel After Doomsday); When the People Fell (Baen), by Cordwainer Smith; Rynemonn (coeur de lion), by Terry

  Dowling; The Long Twilight and Other Stories (Baen), by Keith Laumer (an omnibus that also contains the novels Night of Delusions and The Long Twilight); The Collected

  Fantasies of Clark Ashton Smith, Volume II: The Door to Saturn (Night Shade Books), by Clark Ashton Smith; The Big Front Yard and Other Stories (Darkside Press), by Clifford D. Simak;

  Shadow Yard and Other Stories (Darkside Press), by Clifford D. Simak; The Best of Robert E. Howard, Volume 1: Crimson Shadows (Del Rey), by Robert E. Howard; The Best of Robert E.

  Howard, Volune 2: Grim Lands (Del Rey), by Robert E. Howard; The Skyscraper and Other Tales from the Pulps (Wildside), by Murray Leinster; A Niche in Time (Darkside Press), by

  William F. Nolan; The Childless Ones (Darkside Press), by Daniel F. Galouye; The Trouble With Humans (Baen), by Christopher Anvil; and The Nail and the Oracle (North Atlantic),

  by Theodore Sturgeon.




  Any list of the best collections of 2007 would also have to include Gods and Pawns (Tor), by Kage Baker; Water Rites (Fainwood Press), by Mary Rosenblum (an omnibus that also

  includes the novel The Drylands); Overclocked (Thunder’s Mouth), by Cory Doctorow; The Dog Said Bow-Wow (Tachyon), by Michael Swanwick; Getting to Know You

  (Subterranean), by David Marusek; The Girl Who Loved Animals (Golden Gryphon), by Bruce McAllister, Promised Land (PS Publishing), by Jack Dann; Pump Six and Other Stories

  (Night Shade Books), by Paolo Bachigalupi; and Dagger Key and Other Stories (PS Publishing), by Lucius Shepard. Other good collections included The Fate of Mice (Tachyon), by Susan

  Palwick; Hart & Boot (Night Shade Books), by Tim Pratt; New Amsterdam (Subterranean Press), by Elizabeth Bear; Portable Childhoods (Tachyon), by Ellen Klages; The God of

  the Razor (Subterranean), by Joe R. Lansdale (an omnibus that also contains the novel The Nightrunners); M Is for Magic (HarperCollins), by Neil Gaiman; 20th Century Ghosts

  (Morrow), by Joe Hill; Worshipping Small Gods (Prime), by Richard Parks; A Thousand Deaths (Golden Gryphon), by George Alec Effinger (an omnibus that also contains the novel The

  Wolves of Memory); Ten Sigmas and Other Stories (Fairwood Press), by Paul Melko; Dangerous Space (Aqueduct), by Kelley Eskridge; Lord John and the Hand of Devils

  (Delacorte), by Diana Gabaldon; The Spaces Between the Lines (Subterranean), by Peter Crowther; An Alternate History of the 21st Century (Spilt Milk Press), by William Shunn;

  Aliens of the Heart (Aqueduct), by Carolyn Ives Gilman; Ice, Iron and Gold (Night Shade Books), by S.M. Stirling; The Involuntary Human




  (NESFA Press), by David Gerrold; The Surgeon’s Tale and Other Stories (Two Free Lancer Press), by Cat Rambo and Jeff VanderMeer; Moon Flights (Night Shade Books), by

  Elizabeth Moon; Mad Professor: The Uncollected Stories of Rudy Rucker (Thunder’s Mouth), by Rudy Rucker; The Sam Gunn Omnibus (Tor), by Ben Bova; Tales from the Woeful

  Platypus (Subterranean), by Caitlín R. Kiernan; The Woman Who Thought She Was a Planet (Zubaan), by Vandana Singh; The Bone Key (Prime), by Sarah Monette;

  Absalom’s Mother and Other Stories (Fairwood Press), by Louise Marley; The Imago Sequence and Other Stories (Night Shade Books), by Laird Barron; Twice Dead Things (Elder

  Signs Press), by A.A. Attanasio; The Secret Files of the Diogenes Club (MonkeyBrain Books), by Kim Newman; and The Guild of Xenolinguists (Golden Gryphon), by Shila Finch.




  Even more than usual, the collections field was dominated by the small-presses this year, with few collections to be found from the regular trade publishers. (Although Baen Books should be

  complimented on bucking this trend, and are providing an invaluable service in returning the short work of long-unavailable authors to print.) Subterranean in particular had a terrific year,

  publishing one excellent collection after another, and establishing themselves as one of the real powerhouses in the entire collections area; Night Shade Books and Tachyon had pretty strong years

  as well.




  Reissued collections this year included Dreamsongs 1 and Dreamsongs 2 (Bantam Spectra), by George R.R. Martin; N-Space (Tor), by Larry Niven; Shatterday (Tachyon), by Harlan

  Ellison; The Last Mimzy (Del Rey), by Henry Kuttner (which, in spite of a title change to make it look like a movie tie-in book, is actually a reprint of The Best of Henry Kuttner);

  Black God’s Kiss, (Pazio/Planet Stories), by C.L. Moore; Dandelion Wine (PS Publishing), by Ray Bradbury; At the Mountains of Madness (Del Rey), by H.P. Lovecraft; The

  House of Cthulhu (Tor), by Brian Lumley; Skeleton Crew (Penguin/Signet), by Stephen King; and Wall of the Sky, Wall of the Eye (Harcourt/Harvest), by Jonathan Lethem.




  Many collections are also issued by the Science Fiction Book Club every year, too many to individually list here, and a wide variety of “electronic collections,” often called

  “fiction bundles,” continue to be available for downloading online as well, at sites such as Fictionwise and ElectricStory. It’s worth noting that some collections

  contain original material; for instance, Kage Baker’s collection, Gods and Pawns, featured two never-before-published novellas, and there was also previously unpublished material in

  Lucius Shepard’s Dagger Key and Other Stories, Michael Swanwick’s The Dog Said Bow-Wow, Kelly Eskridge’s Dangerous Space, Carolyn Ives Gilman’s

  Aliens of the Heart, and in other collections.




  The reprint anthology market was moderately strong again this year, and again the ever-growing crop of “Best of the Year” anthologies are probably your best bet for

  your money in this market. As far as I could tell, there were fourteen “Best of the Year” anthologies of various sorts available in 2007. Science fiction was covered by six anthologies

  (or five and a half, depending on how you want to look at it): the one you are reading at the moment, The Year’s Best Science Fiction series from Constable, edited by Gardner Dozois,

  now up to its twenty-first Annual Collection; the Year’s Best SF series (Eos), edited by David G. Hartwell and Kathryn Cramer, now up to its Twelfth annual volume, Best Short

  Novels: 2007 (Science Fiction Book Club), edited by Jonathan Strahan; Science Fiction: The Best of the Year 2007 (Prime), edited by Richard Horton, a new series, Space Opera

  (Prime), edited by Richard Horton, and a retitled version of Jonathan Strahan’s Best series from a new publisher, The Best Science Fiction and Fantasy of the Year: Volume One (Night

  Shade Books), edited by Jonathan Strahan (this is where the “half a book” comes in, although I doubt that it’ll divide that neatly in practice). The annual Nebula Awards anthology

  usually covers science fiction as well as fantasy of various sorts functioning as a de-facto “Best of the Year” anthology, although its not usually counted among them (and thanks to

  SFWA’s bizarre “rolling eligibility” practice, the stories in it are often stories that everybody else saw a year and sometimes even two years before); this year’s edition

  was Nebula Awards Showcase 2007 (Roc), edited by Mike Resnick. There were three (or two and a half) Best of the Year anthologies covering horror: the latest edition in the British series

  The Mammoth Book of Best New Horror (Robinson), edited by Stephen Jones, up to its Eighteenth volume; the Ellen Datlow half of a huge volume covering both horror and fantasy, The

  Year’s Best Fantasy and Horror (St. Martin’s Press), edited by Ellen Datlow, Kelly Link, and Gavin Grant, this year up to its Twentieth Annual Collection; and, Horror: The Best

  of the Year 2007 Edition (Prime), edited by John Gregory Betancourt and Sean Wallace. Fantasy was covered by four anthologies (if you add two halves together): by the Kelly Link and Gavin Grant

  half of the Datlow/Link & Grant anthology, by Year’s Best Fantasy 7, edited by David G. Hartwell and Katherine Cramer (Tachyon); by Fantasy: The Best of the Year 2007

  (Prime), edited by Rich Horton; by Best American Fantasy (Prime), edited by Ann and Jeff VanderMeer, and by the fantasy half of The Best Science Fiction and Fantasy of the Year: Volume

  One (Night Shade Books), edited by Jonathan Strahan, into which Strahan’s previous Fantasy: The Very Best of – series seems to have been subsumed, since it’s no longer

  being published separately. There was also The 2007 Rhysling Anthology (Science Fiction Poetry Association/Prime), edited by Drew Morse, which compiles the Rhysling Award-winning SF poetry

  of the year. If you count the Nebula anthology and the Rhysling anthology, there were fourteen “Best of the Year” anthology series of one sort or another on offer this year.




  There were also several strong retrospective overview “Bests” drawn from various magazines this year, both print and electronic: Asimov’s 30th Anniversary Anthology

  (Tachyon), edited by Sheila Williams, features strong reprint work by John Varley, Ursula K. Le Guin, Bruce Sterling, Lucius Shepard, James Patrick Kelly, and others. The Best of Jim

  Baen’s Universe (Baen), edited by Eric Flint, features stories drawn from the first year of this important new electronic magazine, with good reprints by Gregory Benford, Elizabeth Bear,

  Garth Nix, Mike Resnick, Gene Wolfe, and others. Infinity Plus: The Anthology (Solaris), edited by Keith Brooke and Nick Gevers, draws from one of the longest-lasting and most established of

  all internet SF fiction sites, featuring good reprints from Paul McAuley, Ian McDonald, Tony Daniel, Michael Moorcock, Kim Stanley Robinson, Mary Gentle, Brian Stableford, and others. The Best

  of Lady Churchill’s Rosebud Wristlet (Del Rey), edited by Kelly Link and Gavin J. Grant, brings us the best from this critically acclaimed little magazine, including stories by Karen Joy

  Fowler, Theodora Goss, Jim Sallis, Nalo Hopkinson, James Sallis, John Kessel, Link herself, and others. The James Tiptree Anthology 3 (Tachyon), edited by Pat Murphy, Debbie Notkin, and

  Jeffrey D. Smith, offers a kind of “Best of” collection drawn from things shortlisted for the prestigious Tiptree award, including work by Ursula K. Le Guin, Geoff Ryman, Vonda

  McIntyre, Ted Chiang, and others.




  The view from the perspective of different cultures is given by The SFWA European Hall of Fame (Tor), edited by James Morrow and Kathryn Morrow, Worlds Apart: An Anthology of Russian

  Fantasy and Science Fiction (Overlook), edited by Alexander Levitsky, and Speculative Japan: Japanese Tales of Science Fiction and Fantasy (Kurudahan Press), edited by Gene Van Troyer

  and Grania Davis.




  Noted without comment is another big retrospective anthology, The Best of the Best Volume 2: 20 Years of the Best Short Science Fiction Novels (St. Martin’s Press), edited by

  Gardner Dozois.




  Once beyond the parade of “Best of” anthologies of one sort or another, one of the best of the year’s reprint anthologies was probably Rewired: The New Cyberpunk

  Anthology (Tachyon), edited by James Patrick Kelly and John Kessel, which takes a retrospective look back at the influence of cyberpunk since the heady days of the Cyberpunk Wars in the

  ’80s, and which features good reprints by Greg Egan, Michael Swanwick, Cory Doctorow, William Gibson, Bruce Sterling, David Marusek, and others.




  Another substantial and intriguing anthology is the William Hope Hodgson tribute anthology, William Hope Hodgson’s Night Lands Volume II, Nightmares of the Fall (Utter Tower),

  edited by Andy W. Robertson, a follow-up to the original Hodgson tribute anthology from 2003. (Some commentators are listing this as an original anthology since the individual stories have never

  appeared in print before, but since they’ve all been available on the Night Lands website (www.thenightland.co.uk) for several years,

  I’ve decided to treat it as a reprint anthology. There is frequently interesting new content up on the website, though, including at the moment a new novella by John C. Wright, so you should

  check it out.) As with the previous anthology, all the stories here are written as homages set in the milieu of William Hope Hodgson’s strange and eccentric masterpiece The Night Land

  – one of the probable inspirations for later work such as Jack Vance’s The Dying Earth and Gene Wolfe’s The Book of the New Sun – and also as with the previous

  anthology, not all of the writers handle this stylistically tricky material with the same authority. As was true of the previous anthology, the best stories here are two long novellas by John C.

  Wright, who, with his mannered, Victorian, slightly faustian prose, seems to be born to write this sort of thing, but there is also good work from Gerard Houarnet, Brett Davidson, and Andy

  Robertson himself.




  The somewhat pretentiously named Prime Codex: The Hungry Edge of Speculative Fiction (Paper Golem), edited by Lawrence M. Schoen and Michael Livingston, is an anthology concentrating on

  reprints of work by new (or newish) writers such as Ruth Nestvold, Cat Rambo, Tobia S. Bucknell, and Ken Scholes.




  Futures from Nature (Tor), edited by Henry Gee, is a collection of short speculative/satirical pieces that have been appearing in Nature magazine over the last couple of years

  – some of them are pretty slight, but many of them are sharp and amusing, and the book overall is a surprising amount of fun. Another fun anthology distinctly on the light side is This is

  My Funniest 2: Leading Science Fiction Writers Present Their Funniest Stories Ever (Benbella), edited by Mike Resnick.




  Noted without comment is Dangerous Games (Ace), edited by Jack Dann and Gardner Dozois.




  Reissued anthologies of merit this year included Ruby Slippers, Golden Tears (Prime), edited by Ellen Datlow and Terry Windling, The Man-Kzin Wars XI (Baen), and

  Alternate Generals III (Baen), edited by Harry Turtledove.




  2007 seemed a rather lackluster year in the SF and fantasy oriented non-fiction and reference book field, producing nothing that stirred up the passion and critical attention

  that last year’s Tiptree biography by Julie Philips did. The strongest non-fiction books of the year were probably Gateways to Forever, the Story of the Science-Fiction Magazines, 1970

  – 1980 (Liverpool University Press), by Mike Ashley, and The Country You Have Never Seen: Reviews and Essays by Joanna Russ (Liverpool University Press), by Joanna Russ. I

  particularly liked the Ashley book because I knew most of the participants involved and lived through most of the events covered, while the Russ book, mostly made up of her review columns from

  F&SF in the ’70s, reminds us that she was one of the great genre reviewers of our time, worthy to be ranked with other great genre reviewers such as Damon Knight, Algis Budrys, and

  James Blish.




  About the closest thing to a reference book produced this year was Science Fact and Science Fiction (Routledge), by Brian Stableford, which discusses the ways in which science fiction has

  influenced the sciences, and vice versa. Brave New Words: The Oxford Dictionary of Science Fiction (Oxford University Press), edited by Jeff Prucher, is indeed a dictionary rather than the

  more-usual encyclopedia, a collection of words and phrases made popular in science fiction – decent bathroom reading, perhaps, but nothing you’d want to read through in one sitting.

  In Other Words (Subterranean), by John Crowley and Sides (Cemetery Dance), by Peter Straub are collections of essays by those authors. In Memory of Wonder’s Child: Jack

  Williamson (Haffner Press), edited by Stephen Haffner, is a collection of tributes to and obituaries of the late Jack Williamson. Shadows of the New Sun: Wolfe on Writers/Writers on

  Wolfe (Liverpool University Press), edited by Peter Wright, is self-explanatory, as is Hugo Gernsback and the Century of Science Fiction (McFarland), by Gary Westfahl, and Naomi

  Mitchison: A Profile of Her Life and Work (Aqueduct), by Leroy Hall, as are Anne McCaffrey: A Life With Dragons (University Press of Mississippi), by Robin Roberts, and The Cultural

  Influences of William Gibson, the “Father” of Cyberpunk Science Fiction (The Edwin Mellen Press), edited by Carl B. Yoke and Carol L. Robinson. What Can Be Saved from the

  Wreckage? James Branch Cabell in the Twenty-First Century (Temporary Culture), by Michael Swanwick, is sort of self-explanatory, an examination of James Branch Cabell’s position in the

  literary canon and how it got to be that way. Perhaps needing a bit of explanation is Hugo Gernsback: A Man Well Ahead of His Time (Poptronix), by Hugo Gernsback, edited by Larry Steckler,

  which is a partial autobiography by Gernsback left behind after his death and edited and filled-out by Steckler. The WisCon Chronicles: Volume 1 (Aqueduct), edited by L. Timmel Duchamp, is a

  collection of essays, interviews, and panel transcriptions from the annual feminist SF convention, WisCon.




  Worthy of note is a reprint of Barry Malzberg’s collection of critical essays, Breakfast in the Ruins (Baen). I don’t by any means always agree with Malzberg’s

  conclusions (particularly about the awfulness of being a genre writer), but those opinions have rarely been expressed more fiercely and eloquently than here.




  A bit on the lighter side than most of the books above is The End of Harry Potter? (Tor), by David Langford, an analysis of the Harry Potter books written before the release of the final

  novel that tries to guess the ultimate outcome of the series from the clues planted in the first six books.




  It was also a weak year in the art book field. Your best buy was almost certainly Spectrum 14: The Best in Contemporary Fantastic Art (Underwood Books), by Cathy Fenner and Arnie Fenner,

  the latest edition in a Best of the Year-like retrospective of the year in fantastic art. Students of genre art and genre history will want Emshwiller: Infinity X Two: The Life and Art of Ed and

  Carol Emshwiller (Nonstop Press), edited by Luis Ortiz, as valuable for its biographical text as for the examples of their art (yes, Carol draws too) it contains. Much the same could be said

  about another mixed text-and-pictures biographical book, of a once-famous artist and illustrator who later became equally famous for his fiction writing, Mervyn Peake: The Man and His Art

  (Peter Owen Publishers) compiled by Sebastian Peake and Alison Eldred, edited by G. Peter Winnington. Also interesting was Paint or Pixel: The Digital Divide in Illustration Art (NonStop

  Press), edited by Jane Frank (paint clearly wins, in my opinion).




  Other art books included Dreamscape: The Best of Imaginary Realism (Salbru); Worlds of Amano(DH Press), by Yoshitaka Amano; The Fantastic World of Claus Brusen (Edition

  Brusen/Colophon), by Ole Lindboe; Modern Masters Volume 11: Charles Vess (Two Morrows Publishing), edited by Christopher Irving and Eric Nolen-Weathington; Rough Work: Concept Art,

  Doodles, and Sketchbook Drawings by Frank Frazetta (Underwood Books), edited by Arnie Fenner and Kathy Fenner; Kinuko Craft: Drawings and Paintings (Imaginosis), by Kinuko Craft;

  Rafal Olbinsky Women: Motifs and Variations (Hudson Hill Press), by Rafal Olbinski; and The Arrival (Hatchette Children’s Books), by Shaun Tan.




  Visual Journeys (Hadley Rille Books), edited by Eric T. Reynolds, the mixed art/fiction anthology where paintings are matched with the stories they inspired, if considered for the artwork

  rather than the stories, also makes an interesting sampler of past and recent Space Art.




  Among the general genre-related non-fiction books of interest this year, Where’s My Jetpack?: A Guide to the Amazing Science Fiction Future That Never Arrived (Bloomsbury), by

  Daniel H. Wilson, draws on the same kind of retro-nostalgia for SF visions from the 1950s of what The Future was going to be like that also informs Greenberg and Lickiss’s anthology The

  Future We Wish We Had (it never seems to occur to anyone that the future we did end up with, with all its incredibly sophisticated advances in computer science, medicine, nanotech, and

  biological techniques, is in a number of profound ways far more amazing than a jetpack or a flying car). A welcome palliative to the retro-nostalgia attitude that devalues our own present and the

  future that will grow out of it is to be found in Beyond Human: Living with Robots and Cyborgs (Forge), by Gregory Benford and Elizabeth Malatre, which gives us a fascinating glimpse of the

  wonders of a high-tech future close enough that many of you reading these words may live to see it yourselves, barring a collapse of technological civilization or a dinosaur-killer asteroid.

  Speaking of which, Plagues, Apocalypses, and Bug-Eyed Monsters: How Speculative Fiction Shows Us Our Nightmares (McFarland), by Heather Urbanski, is an interesting overview of all the things

  that speculative fiction has warned us can go wrong, although it’s probably more aimed at a general audience than to a genre audience that will already be familiar with most of its content,

  and The World Without Us (St. Martin’s Press), by Alan Weisman, shows us just how quickly almost all traces of the human race will vanish from the face of the Earth after humanity has

  vanished, whether killed off by a super plague or taken by a more-democratic Rapture – only a few hundred to a few thousand years, in most cases (except for plastic bottles and lawn

  furniture, which will be here practically forever). It’s difficult to come up with a genre connection to justify mentioning The Cartoon History of the Modern World: Part 1, from Columbus

  to the U.S. Constitution (Collins), by Larry Gonick, but so many SF fans love him, and his work is so full of the kind of color, exoticism, and descriptions of fallen empires and forgotten

  moments in history that provides much of the appeal of Alternate History and time-travel fiction, that I’m going to mention it anyway – erudite, extremely funny, and incredibly

  historically accurate. Do yourself a favor and read this. And the other Gonick volumes as well.




  This was another good year for genre films, at least at the box-office (although, unlike last year, when there were one or two critical darlings, there were few films this year

  about which the majority of the critics could really muster up much enthusiasm). According to the Box Office Mojo site (www.boxofficemojo.com), nine out

  of the ten top-grossing movies of the year were genre films. Twelve out of the twenty top-grossing movies were genre films, and thirty-five out of the hundred top-grossing movies (more or less; I

  may have missed one somewhere) were genre films.




  Before we start smugly congratulating ourselves on this here in the SF world, though, we should realize that most of these films were fantasy movies, superhero movies, and animated films, with

  little real SF on the list. The highest-ranked film on the box-office list that could make some claim to being SF was Transformers, which finished third in domestic grosses, earning

  $319,246,193. With its warring alien robots, I suppose it is SF, but, although it’s fast-paced and exciting, it’s bad SF, with science that’s nothing but hand-waving and

  technobabble and little plot logic or rigor in working out the implications of the basic situation – it’s really a comic-book movie in spirit, although based on a line of popular Hasbro

  toys (which later went on to inspire comics and graphic novels) rather than a comic book per se. The next sort-of SF movie on the list is I Am Legend, in sixth place, which made a mere

  $240,234,000 in domestic grosses. Based on a famous Richard Matheson novel (and filmed before both as The Omega Man and The Last Man on Earth), it’ll be harder to deny that this

  is SF – not only is it inspired by a book by a recognized genre writer, there’s even a (thin) scientific rationale why almost everybody in the world has turned into flesh-eating

  mutants… but I suspect that a big part of its popularity stems from the facts that people are watching it as a horror movie, and getting the same kind of thing out of it that you get from

  28 Days Later or Dawn of the Dead, so I don’t know how much credit we can really take for it in the SF field. Although one mean-spirited critic said that the best actor in the

  movie was the dog that keeps the protagonist company, Will Smith actually does a credible job here, especially as he has to carry the whole movie practically by himself, with almost no other actors

  to play off of (unless you count the shrieking mutants). Some Matheson fans were pissed off that the movie radically changed the ending of the book, but they probably weren’t given their

  share of the $240,234,000 back. The only other movies that could justifiably be called SF on the whole rest of the hundred-movie list are Aliens vs. Predator: Requiem and The Last

  Mimzy (a disappointing version of the famous Henry Kuttner story “Mimzy Were the Borogroves”), which finished at sixty-seven and one hundred respectively, and were critical and

  box-office bombs. The Invasion, which didn’t even make it on to the top hundred list, is a remake of the ’50s paranoid horror classic Invasion of the Body Snatchers

  – which was scarier and better executed the first time around.




  Also not on the box-office champs list was perhaps the best real SF movie of the year, the British film Sunshine, about a space crew on a desperate mission to restart our dying sun, which

  slipped through town so fast and stealthily that it didn’t even ripple the grass; not that it’s perfect, by any means (far from it, in fact), but at least it’s trying to play the

  genre game by the rules, and although its science is also technobabble, at least it’s more inventive and interesting technobabble than you get in Transformers or I Am Legend,

  and they even had a tame physicist who would pop up at press conferences to vouch for its plausibility. Also an earnest attempt to make a real SF movie is The Man from Earth, written by the

  late SF writer Jerome Bixby (who, in fact, finished the last page of the script on his death bed); it has some intelligent writing and conceptualization, but, produced on a very low budget by a

  very small company, it’s mostly people talking to each other in rooms with almost nothing in the way of special effects or slick production values, and I don’t know how well that will

  go over these days – not a problem, as it turns out, since very few people saw it in the first place, even fewer than saw Sunshine.




  And, as far as I can tell, that’s it for science fiction movies this year. Everything else lumped as “genre films” was… something else.




  The number one top-grossing movie of the year, according to the Box Office Mojo site, was Spider-Man 3, which to date has pulled in a $336,530,303 in domestic grosses. There seems to be a

  Law of Trilogies that affects most of these big franchises, a law of diminishing returns: the first movie is the best, the second movie is okay but not as good as the first, and the third movie is

  the worst of the three. This year that also applied to the Pirates of the Caribbean franchise and to the Shrek franchise, and in the past it has applied to the X-Men and the

  Matrix movies. Spider-Man 3 just has too much of everything: too many villains, too much character building, too many climaxes (each one trying to top the one that came before, in a

  fashion that has become familiar since the ’80s and ’90s, and which I actually find counterproductive), and such a welter of subplots that any narrative drive gets muffled and

  bogged-down in the confusion. (The fact that this is the top-grossing movie of the year, though, seems to indicate that few other people give a damn about any of this – as long as

  there’s enough wide-screen spectacle up on the screen, no matter how muddled the story is, they’re happy to buy tickets.) Of the remaining superhero/comic book movies (there

  weren’t a lot of them this year), the best was probably, Fantastic Four: Return of the Silver Surfer, which seems to be flouting the Law of Trilogies by being better than the original

  movie in the franchise – it’s still fairly lame, mind you, but not as lame as the first one was. The only other superhero movies I could spot were Ghost Rider, which in spite of

  a big opening weekend didn’t do as well overall as its producers had been hoping it would, and the execrable Underdog, an expansion of the campy TV cartoon of the ’60s, which

  probably sunk itself (and sink it did) with its ill-advised decision to make this as a live action movie rather than an animated feature. National Treasure: Book of Secrets is technically

  not a superhero movie, but partakes of the spirit of one; although it supposedly takes place in the real world, it’s certainly a fantasy of some sort, and I suppose it could be listed there

  too. I didn’t think it was possible to be sillier than the first National Treasure, but, with its totally absurd premise and plot-turns, National Treasure: Book of Secrets

  outstrips it with ease. Congratulations, guys!




  As has been true for a couple of years now, fantasy movies were where the most substantial and successful work of the year was done. Pirates of the Caribbean: At World’s End was the

  big winner in this area, finishing fourth in the domestic box-office list, and earning $309,420,425 in domestic grosses. You can just write “ditto” under my review of Spider-Man

  3 and run it for At World’s End as well. They threw everything into this one, including the kitchen sink and the rest of the kitchen as well, resulting in a broken-backed mess that

  meanders leisurely to the standard multiple-climax end, and which makes shockingly little sense throughout, even for a Pirates of the Caribbean movie. Johnny Depp is fun to watch as Captain

  Jack Sparrow, as usual, and whenever he’s off the screen (which he is for substantial amounts of time) you can feel the energy level of the whole picture sag, to such an extent that Geoffrey

  Rush seems obliged to momentarily morph from a villain into a Good Guy just to hold the screen. Next down on the box-office list, at number five, is Harry Potter and the Order of the

  Phoenix, which made $290,044,738, up by a couple of million from 2005’s Harry Potter and the Goblet of Fire, enough to make the overall series the top-grossing movie franchise of

  all time, beating out even the Star Wars franchise. The Harry Potter films have so far defied the law of diminishing returns, perhaps because they’re not a trilogy – in fact, the

  third movie, Harry Potter and the Prisoner of Azkaban, is, in my opinion, the best of the series to date, by a good margin, and The Order of the Phoenix is in many ways a better movie

  than Goblet of Fire: tighter, faster-moving, less cluttered with extraneous sub-plots. The downside is that it’s also a much darker movie, tense and claustrophobic from beginning to

  end, with little comic relief and almost none of those moments of innocent wonder and magic that you used to get occasionally in the earlier films. And this will probably only get worse in the next

  two films, as the Potter books themselves darken. Although the franchise is obviously still doing well at the box-office, I wonder if the demographics for the series aren’t shifting –

  the Harry Potter movies used to be pushed as family films, released at Christmastime, something you’d bring the young kids to; although they may have gained audience among the young twenties

  crowd, I saw few families with young kids in the theater, and it may be that the movies have now grown too intense and dark to be considered family-friendly fare anymore, at least for the younger

  children.




  (It’s interesting to note that almost all of these big movies made more money overseas than they did in the domestic market. If you add the foreign grosses to the domestic takes, you find

  that Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix has earned $938,464,961 worldwide, Pirates of the Caribbean: At World’s End has earned $961,002,663 worldwide, Spider-Man 3

  $890,871,626 worldwide, and so on. What gobsmacks me even more than the vast amounts of money these films pull in is the vast amounts of money they cost to make. $300 million for Pirates,

  $258 million for Spider-Man, $150 million for Harry Potter, and so on. If you add all the budget costs of even the first ten movies on the top-grossing list together, ignoring the

  other hundred plus or so movies that came out in 2007, you’d get a sum that would probably be greater many times over than all the money that has ever been spent on print SF since the very

  beginning of SF as a distinct publishing category. Hell, the budget for Pirates alone might be enough.)




  A hopeful attempt to create a new major fantasy franchise is The Golden Compass, based on the bestselling books by Philip Pullman. Whether it succeeded in establishing the franchise or

  not remains to be seen – The Golden Compass did well worldwide, particularly in Australia and the United Kingdom, but box-office in the U.S. was disappointing. Like almost every other

  fantasy movie this year, it tried to stuff too many elements into too small a box, to the point where, if you weren’t a fan of the Pullman books, what was happening on the screen didn’t

  necessarily make much sense to you; whatever plot-problems it had, the movie looked really terrific, and had some of the best CGI on display in awhile, especially the armored polar bears, and a

  great cast, so I wouldn’t mind seeing the franchise succeed in establishing itself. (The Pope actually took the time to denounce The Golden Compass for its portrait of a

  thinly-disguised Catholic Church – more disguised in the movie than the book, actually – as the Bad Guys, which I must admit prompted me to wonder if, with all the horrors abroad in the

  world, he couldn’t have found something a lot more Evil out there to denounce instead.) The other stylish and substantial (if again, muddled) fantasy film of the year was Stardust,

  based on Neil Gaiman’s novel of the same name. Again, too many subplots, too many things tugging in too many directions at once, too much that ought to have been done without, charming as it

  might be; for instance, one of the most enjoyable bits in the movie was Robert De Niro’s turn as a transvestite pirate – but it ultimately didn’t really have much to do with the

  plot, and was just one more thing to bog-down the narrative drive. Stardust finished in the sixty-sixth position in the top-grossing list, which probably means there’s not going to be

  a sequel.




  I suppose we should count Bridge to Terabithia as a fantasy film, since it literalizes the fantasy escape world of the children a lot more than the book did, where there was a good deal

  more question as to weather it was “real” or not. And where should we put Beowulf? Is it a fantasy (it has monsters), a historical Sword and Sandal epic, or an animated film? I

  suppose you can come closest to summing it up as a fantasy film set in a real historical setting (sort of like The Thirteenth Warrior, if the raiders had turned out to be real supernatural

  demons instead of Neanderthals). I find the claim that it’s an animated film to be a bit of a stretch, since it was filmed with real actors and then had stop-motion animation added in later.

  Like the similar process in last year’s A Scanner Darkly, I found all this rather unnecessary; in my opinion; they should have saved the animation for the monsters, where you’re

  trying to show something that doesn’t really exist, and filmed the human actors in the regular way… and the monsters might have had more impact if they were motion-capture animated and

  everything else was not. I fail to see what you gain by using motion-capture animation to show a man drinking a cup of mead when you can just film him drinking it instead; save the animation for

  things that can’t actually be put before a camera.




  The remaining fantasy films were less successful, critically and economically. The Water Horse: Legend of the Deep tried to be cute and heartwarming and hit embarrassing instead, and I

  knew that Mr. Magorium’s Wonder Emporium was in trouble when my grandchildren (nine and twelve, respectively) refused to go see it because it looked dull (they wanted to see

  Enchanted instead); apparently it was dull, and few other people wanted to see it either. You have to wonder why God didn’t forbid the making of Evan Almighty, or at least blast

  the director with lightning; at least He struck it dead at the Box Office. There was also a cross between a slob comedy and a Christmas fantasy movie, Fred Claus (sadly, not the first,

  either).




  The highly stylized account of the Battle of Thermopylae, 300, rated number eight on the top-grossing list, making it the most financially successful Sword and Sandal epic since

  Gladiator (there have been a number of them in the years between the two, and, until now, they’ve always dogged-out). Chances are, you’re either going to love 300 or hate it, and

  I know people who fall into both camps (I tend to fall into the “hate it” camp, myself). Actually, it reminds me of Beowulf, which itself could probably be categorized as a Sword

  and Sandal movie, without too much of a stretch: in both, there’s lots of blood spraying, lots of heroic half-naked (or almost entirely naked, in the case of 300) men, lots of bulging

  pecs and abs glistening with sweat, lots of macho posturing and boasting, lots of warriors hitting each other with swords, lots of rather dramatic liberties taken with the source material –

  did you know, for instance, that the Persian Empire deployed ferocious War Rhinoceroses in the Battle of Thermopylae? Gosh, before this movie came out, neither did I! Much further down the

  food-chain, not making it on to the top-grossing list, was Pathfinder: Legend of the Ghost Warrior, which featured Vikings fighting Indians in the forests of the New World.




  Somewhat to my surprise, since I thought it considerably the weakest of the three, and was all ready to make comments about the franchise stretching itself too thin and running out of gas, the

  animated film Shrek the Third was the number two top-grossing film of the year, hauling in $322,710,944 in domestic grosses. Not bad for a cartoon ogre who was born a decided underdog,

  created on a relatively small budget by refugees and outcasts from the big studios. (Just so you don’t think me a total curmudgeon, I quite liked the first Shrek. Although, I think the

  series has been going downhill since then – while obviously everybody else in the world thinks it’s going in the opposite direction. One thing that gave the first Shrek its bite

  was its surprisingly merciless and mean-spirited satire of Disney movies, and that bite seems to have been considerably blunted since Disney bought Shrek’s parent company.) Another

  animated film that outgrossed all but a few of the year’s live-action films was Ratatouille, which finished a very respectable ninth on the box-office list – and unlike Shrek

  the Third, which was disliked by most of the critics, Ratatouille was treated with an amazing amount of critical respect for an animated movie (especially one about a talking rat), which

  are generally dismissed as “kid stuff.” It deserved the respect, being probably the best Pixar film since The Incredibles (I still like The Incredibles a tad better, but

  Ratatouille was loads better than last year’s dull and earnest Cars), and is one of the best overall since Toy Story (still my favorite Pixar). The Simpson’s

  Movie also got lots of critical respect, and finished tenth on the box-office list, making this a pretty impressive money-making year for animated films. Alvin and the Chipmunks finished

  eleventh, which isn’t chopped liver either, but got no critical respect at all. Bringing up the rear of the animated pack at nineteenth was Bee Movie (the critics were lukewarm about

  it too), and well down in the pack were Meet the Robinsons, Surf’s Up, and TMNT (which stands for Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles in case you didn’t realize, making an

  unsuccessful comeback).




  Another unexpected hit was Disney’s Enchanted, which was a half animated, half live-action film where animated characters from cartoon fairytales come to the real (sort of) New York

  City and get translated into flesh and blood. Like Shrek the Third, Enchanted is also torn between being a satire of cartoon fairytales and being a cartoon fairytale; since this is a

  Disney movie, after all, none of its satire gets anywhere near poking the kind of merciless fun at Disney movies that enlivened the original Shrek, but some of it is fairly funny anyway,

  including the dancing rats, pigeons, and cockroaches that come out as the New York equivalent of all the birds, bunnies, and squirrels that are always helping Cinderella and other Disney characters

  sew dresses and clean the house up. It’s all amiable and fun to watch, with a good performance by Amy Adams, who plays the wide-eyed, ever-optimistic and chirpy, impossibly innocent cartoon

  Princess who must somehow survive on the (pretty sanitized) Mean Streets of the Big Bad City. (My grandkids liked it too.) Happily N’ever After covered the same kind of ground,

  deconstructing cartoon fairy tales with mild satire, but was nowhere near as successful either critically or financially.




  There were horror movies, of course, such as The Mist, 28 Weeks Later, Saw IV, Resident Evil: Extinction, and Halloween (2007), but I didn’t pay much

  attention to them.




  Martian Child isn’t SF, but it may be of associational interest to some, being drawn from a novel by SF writer David Gerrold about an SF writer struggling to raise an emotionally

  damaged child – although the movie has changed the book’s gay bachelor to a much more socially acceptable heterosexual widower.




  The new Star Trek movie seems to be generating most of the anticipatory buzz amongst next year’s upcoming movies, as far as I can tell.




  This seems to have been The Year of the Cop in SF and fantasy TV shows, where we’ve had vampire cops, immortal cops, wizard cops, time-traveling cops, cops who live the

  same day over and over, and cops who talk to angels (and, of course, cops figure or have recently figured in the plotlines of shows such as Heroes and Lost). Can the show about the

  cop with a chimpanzee for a partner be far behind?




  Of course, the entire season has been overshadowed by the Writers Guild of America strike (stretching far beyond genre boundaries; practically every scripted show on television was affected),

  which has already closed down some shows, and will probably close down more; it’s quite possible that none of the shows I mention here (with the exception of the British imports) will

  actually be on the air next season. Since the networks and major studios seem to have dug their heels in, seemingly confident that they can get by with showing nothing but unscripted reality

  shows and not lose their audiences, the strike could drag on for a long time, and since most scripted TV shows are of necessity prepared months in advance, it’s already too late to hope for a

  normal season, even if the strike were suddenly settled tomorrow.




  Heroes and Lost are running truncated seasons (basically what shows they could get in the can before the strike started), as is Terminator: The Sarah Conner Chronicles (a

  promising new show that revisits the territory of the Terminator films, with lots of guns blazing), while Moonlight (vampire cop, which strikes me as Angel Lite, with more blow-dried

  hair), New Amsterdam (immortal cop), The Bionic Woman, and Cavemen have already gone “on hiatus,” and how many of them actually make it back on the air after the

  strike is anybody’s guess. (My guess is that Cavemen, perhaps the weakest new genre show of the season, won’t. Having made the stupid decision in the first place to derive a

  sitcom from the popular Geico “Cavemen” commercials, they then didn’t hire any of the familiar actors from the commercials, and then skewed their cavemen toward angst and anger

  rather than sprightly satire, with lame results.)




  Day Break (cop living the same day over and over), Journeyman (time-traveling cop), The Dresden Files (wizard cop), and the long-running The Dead Zone and The

  4400 have all been cancelled, and won’t be back no matter what the outcome of the strike may be.




  Jericho, the after-the-atomic-war drama, was cancelled too, but a massive write-in campaign by the show’s outraged fans, who deluged the studio with mailed packets of peanuts

  (don’t ask why – you had to be there), caused the network to reconsider, and give Jericho a limited second chance, offering it a number of new shows in the new season to see if

  it could build its disappointing audience; of course, the strike puts this second chance in jeopardy as well. (If you wonder at the discrepancy between the network’s perception of

  “disappointing audiences” and huge numbers of fans mounting a “massive write-in” campaign for the show’s reinstatement, it’s because, in my opinion, the networks

  are no longer counting their audiences correctly. Counting just the first-run at-home audience, in the classic Neilsen-ratings fashion, ignores all the folks – perhaps a majority, if the

  experience of me and my friends is anything to go by – who tape the show or copy it on their DVRs or TiVos to watch at some later date, and also those who follow the show on the internet or

  on On Demand when it’s “rebroadcast” a few days later. The networks badly need to revamp their ratings systems to make some kind of a match with twenty-first century reality, or

  they’re going to end up deep-sixing the very shows that have growing audiences, albeit audiences growing in unconventional ways in unconventional media. The days when you can judge anything

  fairly by counting how many people are sitting in their living rooms in front of their TV sets on any particular night are over.)




  Of the surviving shows (for the moment, we’ll see which of them make it through to the other side of the strike), Heroes seems to be still doing well, although, perhaps inevitably,

  there’s been some word-of-mouth fan grumbling about how this season isn’t as good as the first season. I think that the once red-hot Lost may be in trouble, and that The Suits

  are in danger of fixing this show to death, as they’ve done with many another show. The extremely long lacuna between blocks of original episodes, three months in season three, and an even

  longer break between seasons three and four (with new shows originally planned not to return until summer 2008 (!) – something which, wisely, they’ve changed, with the new season now

  beginning in January 2008) were serious mistakes, and I’m afraid that much of their audience will have grown frustrated, lost interest, become annoyed, or just plain gotten out of the habit

  of watching before new episodes begin again (certainly much of the excited buzz on the internet that once centered on the show seems to have cooled and dissipated) – and even once new

  episodes do start, we’re only going to get the eight episodes that were already in the can before the strike closed things down. As if there weren’t already enough nails in its coffin,

  the network recently announced that they were changing Lost’s broadcast night from it’s traditional Wednesday to Thursday, a sure sign of a show that a network is losing

  confidence in. Lost is reputed to be the most expensive to produce series on television, because of its location shooting in Hawaii and its large cast, and if its ratings start to seriously

  slip, it’s toast. (Boy, if this show gets cancelled before its immensely complicated storyline plays out and the final “answers” to its mysteries are supplied, as I suspect is a

  possibility, there are going to be a lot of pissed-off viewers out there!)




  Stargate: Atlantis is still afloat, as far as I know, although its parent show, Stargate SG-1, has sunk beneath the waves of history. Battlestar Galactica has announced its

  upcoming season as its last, and, once it follows Babylon Five, Firefly, and the various Star Trek shows into oblivion, there will no longer be any special effects-heavy,

  expensive-to-produce, space-travel-oriented series left on television, with the partial exception of Stargate: Atlantis, which runs a spaceship scene in every once in a while.




  Shows such as Medium, The Ghost Whisperer, and Supernatural are much cheaper to produce: all you need are some characters who get psychic visions or talk to the dead or

  fight the supernatural Menace of the Week, and some monster or ghost makeup; since they’re all set in the present day, there’s no need for expensive special effects or postproduction

  work or elaborate sets or props or set-dressing. Perhaps as a result of this cost-effectiveness, they all seem to be doing fine and I suspect they’ll be back next season, if there is a next

  season. Same for Smallville, although it’s a bit more special effects-heavy than the supernatural shows; still, it’ll probably be back, although it seems to me that they’ve

  already cut it about as close to the supposedly off-limits territory of the Superman comic books as they possibly can without having Clark actually put on the tights and start working for the Daily

  Planet. I suppose new show Saving Grace fits in best with the supernatural trio above; I respect Holly Hunt, the show’s star and a fine actress, but when this cop drama broke out a

  real actual no-fooling angelic intervention by a real actual no-fooling angel (yes, this is the cop who talks to angels show), it passed my Too Silly threshold, and I stopped watching it. Another

  new show, Kyle XY, which started on the Family Channel, is sort of like Heroes Lite, with a boy of mysterious origins trying to figure out his enigmatic past. Pushing Daisies,

  a surreal comedy about somebody who can bring people back from the dead for small periods of time, tries much too hard in a self-conscious look-at-how-cool-we-are way to be hip and Twin

  Peaks weird, and so I find it annoying rather than entertaining. Eureka, about a small town where everyone’s a genius, is a somewhat similar kind of semi-surreal comedy, but has a

  much lighter touch, and so is more watchable, to me, anyway.




  The Sci-Fi Channel sunk a lot of money into an elaborate made-for-TV miniseries called Tin Man, which was sort of a gritty steampunk revisioning of The Wizard of Oz, complete with

  secret police, androids, and brains in bottles, but although I hear that the ratings were good, it doesn’t seem to have generated a lot of buzz among the majority of genre SF and fantasy

  fans, who seem to have largely ignored it.




  Some of us at least have access to British programming through BBC America, and you ought to check your listings to see if you get that channel, since the several genre shows on it may be the

  only ones on television which will continue uninterrupted through the strike – and beside, they’re pretty good. The most prominent of them is the revamped version of that perennial

  genre classic from the ’60s, Doctor Who, which in tone and spirit is pretty faithful to the original, although the special effects are (somewhat) better; episodes from it have won the

  Hugo Award for Best Dramatic Presentation (short form) for two years running now, so clearly it’s popular with the fans. Torchwood, a spin-off from Doctor Who, about an intrepid

  group of clandestine government agents who battle a different alien of the week every show (or sometimes try to recover lost alien technology before it can have a negative effect on the public), is

  also fun, although again the special effects are somewhat weak by American standards – it all comes across rather like what The X-Files would have been like if it’d been created

  by the producers of Doctor Who in England rather than in America. Life on Mars, another time-traveling cop show, is also gritty and intriguing, about a detective who somehow gets

  thrown from the present day back into the 1970s and must struggle to try to figure out what’s happened to him (it’s rumored that there’s going to be an American version, but

  I’ll bet they screw it up). There was also a British miniseries version of Terry Pratchett’s Hogfather, which is hard to find over here (I never could), but which apparently on

  occasion drifts wraith-like across small and obscure public television channels if you happen to be watching them at three o’clock in the morning.




  We finally got to see some episodes of the now-defunct Masters of Science Fiction, a new anthology show that was much-hyped in advance in some circles. It was clear that The Suits did

  everything they could to sabotage this series from the start, and had reportedly already made up their minds to sink it before the first episode had even aired, so I’d like to say that it was

  great, and that the network Philistines just weren’t hip enough to appreciate it – but unfortunately, I can’t. Slow, dated, grossly padded, poorly directed – the episodes

  just weren’t very good. Word of mouth on it among genre fans was terrible, and I think it would have foundered on its own, even without the distaste of network executives for SF working

  against it behind the scenes.




  I’ve given up on listing Desperate Housewives, The Simpsons, South Park, The Family Guy, Aqua Teen Hunger Force, and other shows of that ilk – they

  all borrow genre tropes for satirical effect, but it’s clear that they’re not really genre shows in any true sense of the word.




  Coming up next year: a new version of ’70s “classic” show Knight Rider (cop with talking robot car). Wonder when casting calls for that chimpanzee will start?




  The 65th World Science Fiction Convention, Nippon 2007, was held in Yokohama, Japan, from August 30–September 3, 2007. The 2007 Hugo Awards, presented at Nippon 2007,

  were: Best Novel, Rainbow’s End, by Vernor Vinge; Best Novella, “A Billion Eves,” by Robert Reed; Best Novelette, “The Djinn’s Wife,” by Ian McDonald;

  Best Short Story, “Impossible Dreams,” by Tim Pratt; Best Related Book, James Tiptree, Jr: The Double Life of Alice B. Sheldon, by Julie Phillips; Best Professional Editor, Long

  Form, Patrick Nielson Hayden; Best Professional Editor, Short Form, Gordon Van Gelder; Best Professional Artist, Donato Giancola; Best Dramatic Presentation (short form), Doctor Who; Best

  Dramatic Presentation (long form); Pan’s Labyrinth; Best Semiprozine, Locus, edited by Kristen Gong-Wong and Lisa Groen Trombi; Best Fanzine, Science-Fiction Five-Yearly,

  edited by Lee Hoffman, Geri Sullivan, and Randy Byers; Best Fan Writer, David Langford; Best Fan Artist, Frank Wu; plus the John W. Campbell Award for Best New Writer to Naomi Novik.




  The 2006 Nebula Awards, presented at a banquet at the Marriott Financial Center in New York City on May 12, 2007, were: Best Novel, Seeker, by Jack McDevitt; Best Novella, Burn, by

  James Patrick Kelly; Best Novelette, “Two Hearts,” by Peter S. Beagle; Best Short Story, “Echo,” by Elizabeth Hand; Best Script, Howl’s Moving Castle, by Hayao

  Miyazaki, Cindy David Hewitt, and Donald H. Hewitt; the Andre Norton Award to Magic or Madness, by Justine Larbalestier; plus the Author Emeritus Award to D.G. Compton, and the Grand Master

  Award to James Gunn.




  The 2007 World Fantasy Awards, presented at a banquet at the Saratoga Springs Hotel and Conference Center in Saratoga Springs, New York on November 4, 2007, during the Sixteenth Annual World

  Fantasy Convention, were: Best Novel, Soldier of Sidon, by Gene Wolfe; Best Novella, “Botch Town,” by Jeffrey Ford; Best Short Fiction, “Journey Into the Kingdom,” by

  M. Rickert; Best Collection, Map of Dreams, by M. Rickert; Best Anthology, Salon Fantastique, by Ellen Datlow and Terri Windling; Best Artist, Shaun Tan; Special Award (Professional),

  to Ellen Asher, for her work at the Science Fiction Book Club; Special Award (Non-Professional), to Gary K. Wolfe, for reviews in Locus and elsewhere; plus the Life Achievement Award to

  Betty Ballantine and Diana Wynne Jones.




  The 2007 Bram Stoker Awards, presented by the Horror Writers of America during a banquet at the Toronto Marriott Downtown in Toronto, Canada on March 31, 2007, were: Best Novel, Lisey’s

  Story, by Stephen King; Best First Novel, Ghost Road Blues, by Jonathan Maberry; Best Long Fiction, Dark Harvest, by Norman Partridge; Best Short Fiction, “Tested,” by

  Lisa Morton; Best Collection, Destinations Unknown, by Gary A. Braunbeck; Best Anthology, Retro Pulp Tales, edited by Joe R. Lansdale and Mondo Zombie, edited by John Skipp

  (tie); Non-Fiction, Final Exits, by Michael Large and Gospel of the Living Dead, by Kim Paffenroth (tie); Best Poetry Collection, Shades Fantastic, by Bruce Boston; Specialty

  Press Award, to PS Publishing; plus the Lifetime Achievement Award to Thomas Harris.




  The 2006 John W. Campbell Memorial Award was won by Titan, by Ben Bova.




  The 2006 Theodore Sturgeon Memorial Award for Best Short Story was won by “The Cartesian Theater,” by Robert Charles Wilson.




  The 2006 Philip K. Dick Memorial Award went to Spin Control, by Chris Moriarity.




  The 2006 Arthur C. Clarke award was won by Nova Swing, by M. John Harrison.




  The 2006 James Tiptree, Jr. Memorial Award was won by Half Life, by Shelley Jackson and The Orphan’s Tales: In the Night Garden, by Caherynne M. Valente (tie).




  The Cordwainer Smith Rediscovery Award, went to Stanley G. Weinbaum.




  Death once again took a heavy toll on the science fiction and fantasy fields this year. Dead in 2007 and early 2008 were:




  KURT VONNEGUT, 84, bestselling author of such acclaimed novels as Cat’s Cradle, Slaughterhouse Five, God Bless You, Mr. Rosewater, and The Sirens of

  Titan; MADELEINE L’ ENGLE, 88, fantasy and YA writer, author of such beloved classics as A Wrinkle in Time and A Swiftly Tilting Planet; LLOYD ALEXANDER, 83,

  fantasy writer, winner of the Life Achievement Award given by the World Fantasy Convention, author of the “Chronicles of Prydain” sequence, the most famous of which were probably The

  Black Cauldron and The High King; JAMES OLIVER RIGNEY, Jr., 58, who, writing as ROBERT JORDAN, was the author of the hugely bestselling “Wheel of Time” series

  of fantasy novels, which started with The Eye of the World and continued for twelve more volumes; FRED SABERHAGEN, 77, best known for the long-running “Beserker” sequence

  of novels and stories, although he also wrote the popular “Empire of the East” and “Dracula” series; JOE L. HENSLEY, 81, veteran SF and mystery writer, author of over

  twenty novels and collections; STERLING E. LANIER, 79, fantasy writer best known for his series of stories depicting the supernatural adventures of Brigadier Ffellowes, which were collected

  in The Peculiar Exploits of Brigadier Ffellowes and The Curious Quests of Brigadier Ffellowes, and for the postapocalyptic novel Hiero’s Journey, as well as being the

  editor instrumental in convincing someone to buy Frank Herbert’s Dune after many other publishers had turned it down; DAVID I. MASON, 91, British writer who dazzled everybody

  with a handful of brilliantly innovative stories like “Traveller’s Rest” in the ’60s, which were later collected in The Caltraps of Time; LEE HOFFMAN, 75,

  veteran SF and Western writer and longtime fan, who was perhaps best known for her Western novel, The Valdez Horses, which won the Western Writers of America’s Golden Spur Award, and

  was later filmed; COLIN KAPP, 79, British writer prolific as a novelist and short story writer in the ’60s and ’70s; DAVID M. HONIGSBERG, 48, writer, musician, and fan;

  CHARLES L. FONTENAY, 89, veteran author of The Day the Oceans Overflowed and others; LEIGH EDDINGS, 69, fantasy writer, author of “The Belgariad” series and others;

  PATRICE DUVIC, 61, French writer, editor, and filmmaker, a personal friend; PAT O’SHEA, 76, Irish author of the bestselling YA fantasy, The Hounds of the Morrigan;

  NORMAN MAILER, 84, famous American writer whose closest association with the genre was probably his non-fiction book about the Apollo space program, Of A Fire on the Moon; JOHN

  GARDNER, 80, British thriller writer best known for continuing the “James Bond” novels after the death of Ian Fleming; IRA LEVIN, 78, bestselling author of

  Rosemary’s Baby, The Stepford Wives, and The Boys from Brazil; GEORGE MACDONALD FRASER, 82, historical novelist with no direct genre connection, but whose

  “Flashman” novels, some of the best adventure novels ever written, are so full of colorful and exotic elements and enjoyed by so many SF fans that a mention seemed justifiable;

  EDWARD D. HOCH, 78, prolific and acclaimed mystery writer who also had publications in some SF markets; ELIZABETH JOLLEY, 83, Australian horror writer best known for her style of

  “Australian Gothic” writing; SYDNEY J. BOUNDS, 86, British SF and children’s book author; JERZY PETERKIEWICZ, 91, Polish author and poet; JURGEN CRASMUCK, 67,

  German SF and horror writer; RUBENS TEIXEIRA SCAVONE, 82, Brazilian SF and mainstream author; ALICE BORCHARDT, 67, fantasy writer, author of the “Silver Wolfe” series,

  also the sister of horror writer Ann Rice; DOUGLAS HILL, 72, British editor and author of nearly seventy SF books for teens and children; FRED MUSTARD STEWART, 74, author of The

  Mephisto Waltz;RONDA THOMPSON, 51, author of romance and paranormal romance novels, GERALD PERKINS, 62, writer and fan; PETER L. MANLY, 61, writer and fan; TERRY

  DARTNELL, Australian SF writer; RALPH A. SPERRY, 62, writer; BENEDICT KELLY, 87, Irish fantasy writer; JOSE COIRO, 74, Braziliam SF author; DANIEL STERN, 79, O.

  Henry Award-winning author who occasionally wrote SF; CHARLES EINSTEIN, 80, mystery writer who occasionally wrote SF; PAUL E. ERDMAN, 74, author of borderline SF/financial thrillers

  such as The Crash of ’79; DENNY MARTIN FLINN, 59, writer and actor, who wrote the screenplay for the movie Star Trek VI: The Undiscovered Country; CRAIG HINTON,

  42, author of five Doctor Who novels; MARGARET F. CRAWFORD, 82, editor, publisher, and fan, co-founder of one of the first of the small presses, Fantasy Publishing Company Incorporated;

  PETER HAINING, 67, prolific British fantasy and horror anthologist; ROGER ELWOOD, 64, editor and anthologist who sold so many anthologies to so many different publishers in the early

  ’70s that he was credited with crashing the anthology market and making it impossible for anyone else to sell one for years to come, editor of Ten Tomorrows, Future City, and

  Epoch (with Robert Silverberg), among many others; PAUL WALKER, 64, writer and interviewer, compiler of the interview collection Speaking of Science Fiction; SIDNEY

  COLEMAN, 70, academic and critic, professor at Harvard University who sometimes contributed review columns to F&SF, and who was the co-founder of Advent: Publishers; LESLIE FLOOD,

  85, longtime British agent and bookseller; PERRY H. KNOWLTON, 80, longtime agent; INGMAR BERGMAN, 89, famed Swedish director and screenwriter, probably best known to genre audiences

  for his film The Seventh Seal, which had fantastic elements; IAN RICHARDSON, 74, distinguished actor best known to genre audiences for roles in Brazil, Gormanghast, and

  Terry Pratchett’s Hogfather; ROBERT GOULET, 75, Canadian singer who originated the role of Lancelot in Broadway’s Camelot; MAILA NURMI, 87, who as VAMPIRA

  was an early horror-show host on television, as well as starring in camp classics such as Plan Nine From Outer Space; YVONNE DE CARLO, 86, actress best known for her role as Lily

  Munster in TV’s The Munsters; RICHARD A. HAUPTMANN, 62, academic, anthologist, and publisher, an expert on the works of SF writer Jack Williamson and one of the organizers of

  the Jack Williamson Lectureship in Portales, New Mexico, author of The Work of Jack Williamson: An Annotated Bibliography and Guide, and co-editor, with Stephen Haffner, of the collection

  Seventy-Five: The Diamond Anniversary of a Science Fiction Pioneer; BILL NABORS, 63, writer and poet, a personal friend; ROBERT W. BUSSARD, 79, physicist, whose theoretical

  Bussard Ramjet engine has been fueling the paper star-ships of SF writers since the 1960s; PAUL LLOYD, 77, academic and longtime fan; CALVIN W. DEMMON, 65, fan, fan writer, and

  fanzine editor; JACK AGNEW, 84, fan and artist, a founding member of the Philadelphia Science Fiction Society, the oldest fan club in the nation; ELLY BLOCH, 91, widow of horror

  writer Robert Bloch; JIM RAYMOND VAN SCYOC, husband of SF writer Sydney J. Van Scyoc; JOAN TEMPLE, 90, widow of SF writer William F. Temple; HANK REINHARDT, 73, husband of SF

  editor and publisher Toni Weisskopf; SUSAN CHANDLER, widow of SF writer A. Bertram Chandler; GAIL DALMAS, wife of SF writer John Dalmas; CHRISTOPHER JAMES BISHOP, 36, son of SF

  writer Michael Bishop, one of those killed during the massacre at Virginia Tech, where he was a professor; AMELIA MARY SWANWICK, 87, mother of SF writer Michael Swanwick; IRMA KNOTT

  GOONAN, 86, mother of SF writer Kathleen Ann Goonan; GEORGI GAGIKOVICH NAZARIAN, 91, father of SF writer Vera Nazarian; CLAUDIA LIGHTFOOT, 58, mother of SF writer China Mieville

  and an author in her own right; PATRICIA LANDIS WILLIAMS, 77, mother of SF writer Geoffrey A. Landis; and MADELON GERNSBACK, 98, daughter of pioneer SF editor Hugo Gernsback.
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    New writer David Moles has sold fiction to Asimov’s Science Fiction, The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, Polyphony, Strange

    Horizons, Lady Churchill’s Rosebud Wristlet, Sayv, Flytrap, and elsewhere. He coedited with Jay Lake, 2004’s well-received “retro-pulp” anthology

    All-Star Zeppelin Adventure Stories, as well as coediting with Susan Marie Groppi the original anthology Twenty Epics. He’s had stories in our Eighteenth, Nineteenth, and

    Twentieth Annual Collections.




    In the vivid and fast-paced story that follows, he takes us to a world of living, floating islands in the sky, to teach us the uncomfortable lesson that you’re never safe from predation

    no matter how big you are. Or from your own past, either.


  




  

    1. ENCANTADA


  




  BIANCA NAZARIO stands at the end of the world.




  The firmament above is as blue as the summer skies of her childhood, mirrored in the waters of la caldera; but where the skies she remembers were bounded by mountains, here on Sky there

  is no real horizon, only a line of white cloud. The white line shades into a diffuse grayish fog that, as Bianca looks down, grows progressively murkier, until the sky directly below is thoroughly

  dark and opaque.




  She remembers what Dinh told her about the ways Sky could kill her. With a large enough parachute, Bianca imagines, she could fall for hours, drifting through the layered clouds, before finding

  her end in heat or pressure or the jaws of some monstrous denizen of the deep air.




  If this should go wrong, Bianca cannot imagine a better way to die.




  Bianca works her way out a few hundred meters along the base of one of Encantada’s ventral fins, stopping when the dry red dirt beneath her feet begins to give way to scarred gray flesh.

  She takes a last look around: at the pall of smoke obscuring the zaratán’s tree-lined dorsal ridge, at the fin she stands on, curving out and down to its delicate-looking tip,

  kilometers away. Then she knots her scarf around her skirted ankles and shrugs into the paraballoon harness, still warm from the bungalow’s fabricators. As the harness tightens itself around

  her, she takes a deep breath, filling her lungs. The wind from the burning camp smells of wood smoke and pine resin, enough to overwhelm the taint of blood from the killing ground.




  Blessed Virgin, she prays, be my witness: this is no suicide.




  This is a prayer for a miracle.




  She leans forward.




  She falls.




  

    2. THE FLYING ARCHIPELAGO


  




  The boatlike anemopter that Valadez had sent for them had a cruising speed of just less than the speed of sound, which in this part of Sky’s atmosphere meant about nine

  hundred kilometers per hour. The speed, Bianca thought, might have been calculated to bring home the true size of Sky, the impossible immensity of it. It had taken the better part of their first

  day’s travel for the anemopter’s point of departure, the ten-kilometer, billion-ton vacuum balloon Transient Meridian, to drop from sight – the dwindling golden droplet

  disappearing, not over the horizon, but into the haze. From that Bianca estimated that the bowl of clouds visible through the subtle blurring of the anemopter’s static fields covered an area

  about the size of North America.




  She heard a plastic clattering on the deck behind her and turned to see one of the anemopter’s crew, a globular, brown-furred alien with a collection of arms like furry snakes, each arm

  tipped with a mouth or a round and curious eye. The firija were low-gravity creatures; the ones Bianca had seen on her passage from Earth had tumbled joyously through the Caliph of

  Baghdad’s inner-ring spaces like so many radially symmetrical monkeys. The three aboard the anemopter, in Sky’s heavier gravity, had to make do with spindly-legged walking machines.

  There was a droop in their arms that was both comical and melancholy.




  “Come forward,” this one told Bianca in fractured Arabic, its voice like an ensemble of reed pipes. She thought it was the one that called itself Ismaíl. “Make see

  archipelago.”




  She followed it forward to the anemopter’s rounded prow. The naturalist, Erasmus Fry, was already there, resting his elbows on the rail, looking down.




  “Pictures don’t do them justice, do they?” he said.




  Bianca went to the rail and followed the naturalist’s gaze. She did her best to maintain a certain stiff formality around Fry; from their first meeting aboard Transient Meridian

  she’d had the idea that it might not be good to let him get too familiar. But when she saw what Fry was looking at, the mask slipped for a moment; she couldn’t help a sharp, quick

  intake of breath.




  Fry chuckled. “To stand on the back of one,” he said, “to stand in a valley and look up at the hills and know that the ground under your feet is supported by the bones of a

  living creature – there’s nothing else like it.” He shook his head.




  At this altitude they were above all but the highest-flying of the thousands of beasts that made up Septentrionalis Archipelago. Bianca’s eyes tried to make the herd (or flock, or school)

  of zaratánes into other things: a chain of islands, yes, if she concentrated on the colors, the greens and browns of forests and plains, the grays and whites of the snowy highlands; a

  fleet of ships, perhaps, if she instead focused on the individual shapes, the keel ridges, the long, translucent fins, ribbed like Chinese sails.




  The zaratánes of the archipelago were more different from one another than the members of a flock of birds or a pod of whales, but still there was a symmetry, a regularity of form,

  the basic anatomical plan – equal parts fish and mountain – repeated throughout, in fractal detail from the great old shape of zaratán Finisterra, a hundred kilometers

  along the dorsal ridge, down to the merely hill-sized bodies of the nameless younger beasts. When she took in the archipelago as a whole, it was impossible for Bianca not to see the

  zaratánes as living things.




  “Nothing else like it,” Fry repeated.




  Bianca turned reluctantly from the view to look at Fry. The naturalist spoke Spanish with a flawless Miami accent, courtesy, he’d said, of a Consilium language module. Bianca was finding

  it hard to judge the ages of extrañados, particularly the men, but in Fry’s case she thought he might be ten years older than Bianca’s own forty, and unwilling to admit it

  – or ten years younger, and in the habit of treating himself very badly. On her journey here she’d met cyborgs and foreigners and artificial intelligences and several sorts of alien

  – some familiar, at least from media coverage of the hajj, and some strange – but the extrañados bothered her the most. It was hard to come to terms with the idea

  of humans born off Earth, humans who had never been to Earth or even seen it; humans who often had no interest in it.




  “Why did you leave here, Mr. Fry?” she asked.




  Fry laughed. “Because I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life out here.” With a hand, he swept the horizon. “Stuck on some godforsaken floating island for years

  on end, with no one but researchers and feral refugees to talk to, nowhere to go for fun but some slum of a balloon station, nothing but a thousand kilometers of air between you and Hell?” He

  laughed again. “You’d leave, too, Nazario, believe me.”




  “Maybe I would,” Bianca said. “But you’re back.”




  “I’m here for the money,” Fry said. “Just like you.”




  Bianca smiled and said nothing.




  “You know,” Fry said after a little while, “they have to kill the zaratánes to take them out of here.” He looked at Bianca and smiled, in a way that was

  probably meant to be ghoulish. “There’s no atmosphere ship big enough to lift a zaratán in one piece – even a small one. The poachers deflate them – gut them

  – flatten them out and roll them up. And even then, they throw out almost everything but the skin and bones.”




  “Strange,” Bianca mused. Her mask was back in place. “There was a packet of material on the zaratánes with my contract; I watched most of it on the voyage.

  According to the packet, the Consilium considers the zaratánes a protected species.”




  Fry looked uneasy. Now it was Bianca’s turn to chuckle.




  “Don’t worry, Mr. Fry,” she said. “I may not know exactly what it is Mr. Valadez is paying me to do, but I’ve never had any illusion that it was legal.”




  Behind her, the firija made a fluting noise that might have been laughter.




  

    3. THE STEEL BIRD


  




  When Bianca was a girl, the mosque of Punta Aguila was the most prominent feature in the view from her fourth-floor window, a sixteenth-century structure of tensegrity cables

  and soaring catenary curves, its spreading white wings vaguely – but only vaguely – recalling the bird that gave the city its name. The automation that controlled the tension of the

  cables and adjusted the mosque’s wings to match the shifting winds was hidden within the cables themselves, and was very old. Once, after the hurricane in the time of Bianca’s

  grandfather, it had needed adjusting, and the old men of the ayuntamiento had been forced to send for extrañado technicians, at an expense so great that the jizyah of

  Bianca’s time was still paying for it.




  But Bianca rarely thought of that. Instead she would spend long hours surreptitiously sketching those white wings, calculating the weight of the structure and the tension of the cables,

  wondering what it would take to make the steel bird fly.




  Bianca’s father could probably have told her, but she never dared to ask. Raœl Nazario de Arenas was an aeronautical engineer, like the seven generations before him, and flight was

  the Nazarios’ fortune; fully a third of the aircraft that plied the skies over the Rio P’caro were types designed by Raœl or his father or his wife’s father, on contract to

  the great moro trading and manufacturing families that were Punta Aguila’s truly wealthy.




  Because he worked for other men, and because he was a Christian, Raœl Nazario would never be as wealthy as the men who employed him, but his profession was an ancient and honorable one,

  providing his family with a more than comfortable living. If Raœl Nazario de Arenas thought of the mosque at all, it was only to mutter about the jizyah from time to time – but

  never loudly, because the Nazarios, like the other Christians of Punta Aguila, however valued, however ancient their roots, knew that they lived there only on sufferance.




  But Bianca would sketch the aircraft, too, the swift gliders and lumbering flying boats and stately dirigibles, and these drawings she did not have to hide; in fact for many years her father

  would encourage her, explaining this and that aspect of their construction, gently correcting errors of proportion and balance in Bianca’s drawings; would let her listen in while he taught

  the family profession to her brothers, Jesœs the older, Pablo the younger.




  This lasted until shortly before Bianca’s quinceañera, when Jesœs changed his name to Wal’d and married a moro’s daughter, and Bianca’s mother

  delivered a lecture concerning the difference between what was proper for a child and what was proper for a young Christian woman with hopes of one day making a good marriage.




  It was only a handful of years later that Bianca’s father died, leaving a teenaged Pablo at the helm of his engineering business; and only Bianca’s invisible assistance and the pity

  of a few old clients had kept contracts and money coming into the Nazario household.




  By the time Pablo was old enough to think he could run the business himself, old enough to marry the daughter of a musical instrument-maker from Tierra Ceniza, their mother was dead, Bianca was

  thirty, and even if her dowry had been half her father’s business, there was not a Christian man in Rio P’caro who wanted it, or her.




  And then one day Pablo told her about the extrañado contract that had been brought to the ayuntamiento, a contract that the ayuntamiento and the Guild had together

  forbidden the Christian engineers of Punta Aguila to bid on – a contract for a Spanish-speaking aeronautical engineer to travel a very long way from Rio P’caro and be paid a very large

  sum of money indeed.




  Three months later Bianca was in Quito, boarding an elevator car. In her valise was a bootleg copy of her father’s engineering system, and a contract with the factor of a starship called

  the Caliph of Baghdad, for passage to Sky.




  

    4. THE KILLING GROUND


  




  The anemopter’s destination was a zaratán called Encantada, smaller than the giant Finisterra but still nearly forty kilometers from nose to tail, and eight

  thousand meters from gray-white keel to forested crest. From a distance of a hundred kilometers, Encantada was like a forested mountain rising from a desert plain, the clear air under its keel as

  dreamlike as a mirage. On her pocket system, Bianca called up pictures from Sky’s network of the alpine ecology that covered the hills and valleys of Encantada’s flanks: hardy grasses

  and small warm-blooded creatures and tall evergreens with spreading branches, reminding her of the pines and redwoods in the mountains west of Rio P’caro.




  For the last century or so Encantada had been keeping company with zaratán Finisterra, holding its position above the larger beast’s eastern flank. No one, apparently, knew

  the reason. Fry being the expert, Bianca had expected him to at least have a theory. He didn’t even seem interested in the question.




  “They’re beasts, Nazario,” he said. “They don’t do things for reasons. We only call them animals and not plants because they bleed when we cut them.”




  They were passing over Finisterra’s southern slopes. Looking down, Bianca saw brighter, warmer greens, more shades than she could count, more than she had known existed, the green threaded

  through with bright ribbons of silver water. She saw the anemopter’s shadow, a dark oblong that rode the slopes and ridges, ringed by brightness – the faint reflection of Sky’s

  sun behind them.




  And just before the shadow entered the larger darkness that was the shadow of Encantada, Bianca watched it ride over something else: a flat green space carved out of the jungle, a suspiciously

  geometric collection of shapes that could only be buildings, the smudge of chimney smoke.




  “Fry –” she started to say.




  Then the village, if that’s what it was, was gone, hidden behind the next ridge.




  “What?” said Fry.




  “I saw – I thought I saw –”




  “People?” asked Fry. “You probably did.”




  “But I thought Sky didn’t have any native sentients. Who are they?”




  “Humans, mostly,” Fry said. “Savages. Refugees. Drug farmers. Five generations of escaped criminals, and their kids, and their kids.” The naturalist shrugged.

  “Once in a while, if the Consilium’s looking for somebody in particular, the wardens might stage a raid, just for show. The rest of the time, the wardens fly their dope, screw

  their… and otherwise leave them alone.”




  “But where do they come from?” Bianca asked.




  “Everywhere,” Fry said with another shrug. “Humans have been in this part of space for a long, long time. This is one of those places people end up, you know? People with

  nowhere else to go. People who can’t fall any farther.”




  Bianca shook her head and said nothing.




  The poacher camp on Encantada’s eastern slope was invisible until they were almost upon it, hidden from the wardens’ satellite eyes by layers of projected

  camouflage. Close up, the illusion seemed flat, its artificiality obvious, but it was still not until the anemopter passed through the projection that the camp itself could be seen: a clear-cut

  swath a kilometer wide and three times as long, stretching from the lower slopes of Encantada’s dorsal ridge down to the edge of the zaratán’s clifflike flank. Near the

  edge, at one corner, there was a small cluster of prefabricated bungalows; but at first it seemed to Bianca that most of the space was wasted.




  Then she saw the red churned into the brown mud of the cleared strip, saw the way the shape of the terrain suggested the imprint of a gigantic, elongated body.




  The open space was for killing.




  “Sky is very poor, Miss Nazario,” said Valadez, over his shoulder.




  The poacher boss looked to be about fifty, stocky, his hair still black and his olive skin well-tanned but pocked with tiny scars. His Spanish was a dialect Bianca had never heard before,

  strange and lush, its vowels rich, its hs breathy as Bianca’s js, its js warm and liquid as the ys of an Argentine. When he said, Fuck your mother –

  and already, in the hour or so Bianca had been in the camp, she had heard him say it several times, though never yet to her – the madre came out madri.




  About half of the poachers were human, but Valadez seemed to be the only one who spoke Spanish natively; the rest used Sky’s dialect of bazaar Arabic. Valadez spoke that as well, better

  than Bianca did, but she had the sense that he’d learned it late in life. If he had a first name, he was keeping it to himself.




  “There are things on Sky that people want,” Valadez went on. “But the people of Sky have nothing of interest to anybody. The companies that mine the deep air pay some

  royalties. But mostly what people live on here is Consilium handouts.”




  The four of them – Bianca, Fry, and the firija, Ismaíl, who as well as being an anemopter pilot seemed to be Valadez’s servant or business partner or bodyguard, or

  perhaps all three – were climbing the ridge above the poachers’ camp. Below them workers, some human, some firija, a handful of other species, were setting up equipment: mobile

  machines that looked like they belonged on a construction site, pipes and cylindrical tanks reminiscent of a brewery or a refinery.




  “I’m changing that, Miss Nazario.” Valadez glanced over his shoulder at Bianca. “Off-world, there are people – like Ismaíl’s people here” –

  he waved at the firija – “who like the idea of living on a floating island, and have the money to pay for one.” He swept an arm, taking in the camp, the busy teams of

  workers. “With that money, I take boys out of the shanty-towns of Sky’s balloon stations and elevator gondolas. I give them tools, and teach them to kill beasts.




  “To stop me – since they can’t be bothered to do it themselves – the Consilium takes the same boys, gives them guns, and teaches them to kill men.”




  The poacher stopped and turned to face Bianca, jamming his hands into the pockets of his coat.




  “Tell me, Miss Nazario – is one worse than the other?”




  “I’m not here to judge you, Mr. Valadez,” said Bianca. “I’m here to do a job.”




  Valadez smiled. “So you are.”




  He turned and continued up the slope. Bianca and the firija followed, Fry trailing behind. The path switchbacked through unfamiliar trees, dark, stunted, waxy-needled; these gave way to

  taller varieties, including some that Bianca would have sworn were ordinary pines and firs. She breathed deeply, enjoying the alpine breeze after the crowds-and-machines reek of Transient

  Meridian’s teeming slums, the canned air of ships and anemopters.




  “It smells just like home,” she remarked. “Why is that?”




  No one answered.




  The ridge leveled off. They came out into a cleared space, overlooking the camp. Spread out below them Bianca saw the airfield, the globular tanks and pipes of the poachers’ little

  industrial plant, the bungalows in the distance – and, in between, the red-brown earth of the killing ground, stretching out to the cliff edge and the bases of the nearest translucent

  fins.




  “This is a good spot,” Valadez declared. “Should be a good view from up here.”




  “A view of what?” said Fry.




  The poacher didn’t answer. He waved to Ismaíl, and the firija took a small folding stool out of a pocket, snapping it into shape with a flick of sinuous arms and setting it

  down behind him. Valadez sat.




  After a moment, the answer to Fry’s question came up over the edge.




  Bianca had not thought much at all about the killing of a zaratán, and when she had thought of it she had imagined something like the harpooning of a whale in

  ancient times, the great beast fleeing, pursued by the tiny harassing shapes of boats, gored by harpoons, sounding again and again, all the strength bleeding out of the beast until there was

  nothing left for it to do but wallow gasping on the surface and expire, noble and tragic. Now Bianca realized that for all their great size, the zaratánes were far weaker than any

  whale, far less able to fight or to escape or even – she sincerely hoped – to understand what was happening to them.




  There was nothing noble about the way the nameless zaratán died. Anemopters landed men and aliens with drilling tools at the base of each hundred-meter fin, to bore through soil

  and scale and living flesh and cut the connecting nerves that controlled them. This took about fifteen minutes; and to Bianca there seemed to be something obscene in the way the paralyzed fins hung

  there afterward, lifeless and limp. Thus crippled, the beast was pushed and pulled by aerial tugs – awkward machines, stubby and cylindrical, converted from the station-keeping engines of

  vacuum balloons like Transient Meridian – into position over Encantada’s killing ground. Then the drilling teams moved in again, to the places marked for them ahead of time by

  seismic sensors and ultrasound, cutting this time through bone as well as flesh, to find the zaratán’s brain.




  When the charges the drilling teams had planted went off, a ripple went through the zaratán’s body, a slow-motion convulsion that took nearly a minute to travel down the

  body’s long axis, as the news of death passed from synapse to synapse; and Bianca saw flocks of birds started from the trees along the zaratán’s back as if by an

  earthquake, which in a way she supposed this was. The carcass immediately began to pitch downward, the nose dropping – the result, Bianca realized, of sphincters relaxing one by one, all

  along the zaratán’s length, venting hydrogen from the ballonets.




  Then the forward edge of the keel fin hit the ground and crumpled, and the whole length of the dead beast, a hundred thousand tons of it, crashed down into the field; and even at that distance

  Bianca could hear the cracking of gargantuan bones.




  She shivered, and glanced at her pocket system. The whole process, she was amazed to see, had taken less than half an hour.




  “That’s this trip paid for, whatever else happens,” said Valadez. He turned to Bianca. “Mostly, though, I thought you should see this. Have you guessed yet what it is

  I’m paying you to do, Miss Nazario?”




  Bianca shook her head. “Clearly you don’t need an aeronautical engineer to do what you’ve just done.” She looked down at the killing ground, where men and aliens and

  machines were already climbing over the zaratán’s carcass, uprooting trees, peeling back skin and soil in great strips like bleeding boulevards. A wind had come up, blowing from

  the killing ground across the camp, bringing with it a smell that Bianca associated with butcher shops.




  An engineering problem, she reminded herself, as she turned her back on the scene and faced Valadez. That’s all this is.




  “How are you going to get it out of here?” she asked.




  “Cargo-lifter,” said Valadez. “The Lupita Jeréz. A supply ship, diverted from one of the balloon stations.”




  The alien, Ismaíl, said, “Like fly anemopter make transatmospheric.” The same fluting voice and broken Arabic. “Lifter plenty payload mass limit, but fly got make have

  packaging. Packaging for got make platform have stable.” On the word packaging the firija’s arms made an expressive gesture, like rolling something up into a bundle and

  tying it.




  Bianca nodded hesitantly, hoping she understood. “And so you can only take the small ones,” she said. “Right? Because there’s only one place on Sky you’ll find a

  stable platform that size: on the back of another zaratán.”




  “You have the problem in a nutshell, Miss Nazario,” said Valadez. “Now, how would you solve it? How would you bag, say, Encantada here? How would you bag Finisterra?”




  Fry said, “You want to take one alive?” His face was even more pale than usual. Bianca noticed that he, too, had turned his back to the killing ground.




  Valadez was still looking at Bianca, expectantly.




  “He doesn’t want it alive, Mr. Fry,” she said, watching the poacher. “He wants it dead – but intact. You could take even Finisterra apart, and lift it piece by

  piece, but you’d need a thousand cargo-lifters to do it.”




  Valadez smiled.




  “I’ve got another ship,” he said. “Built for deep mining, outfitted as a mobile elevator station. Counterweighted. The ship itself isn’t rated for atmosphere, but

  if you can get one of the big ones to the edge of space, we’ll lower the skyhook, catch the beast, and catapult it into orbit. The buyer’s arranged an FTL tug to take it from

  there.”




  Bianca made herself look back at the killing ground. The workers were freeing the bones, lifting them with aerial cranes and feeding them into the plant; for cleaning and preservation, she

  supposed. She turned back to Valadez.




  “We should be able to do that, if the zaratán’s body will stand up to the low pressure,” she said. “But why go to all this trouble? I’ve seen the

  balloon stations. I’ve seen what you people can do with materials. How hard can it be to make an imitation zaratán?”




  Valadez glanced at Ismaíl. The walker was facing the killing ground, but two of the alien’s many eyes were watching the sky – and two more were watching Valadez. The poacher

  looked back at Bianca.




  “An imitation’s one thing, Miss Nazario; the real thing is something else. And worth a lot more, to the right buyer.” He looked away again; not at Ismaíl this time, but

  up the slope, through the trees. “Besides,” he added, “in this case I’ve got my own reasons.”




  “Ship come,” Ismaíl announced.




  Bianca looked and saw more of the firija’s eyes turning upward. She followed their gaze. At first she saw only empty sky. Then the air around the descending Lupita

  Jeréz boiled into contrails, outlining the invisible ovoid shape of the ship’s lifting fields.




  “Time to get to work,” said Valadez.




  Bianca glanced toward the killing ground. A pink fog was rising to cover the work of the flensing crews.




  The air was full of blood.




  

    5. THE AERONAUTS


  




  Valadez’s workers cleaned the nameless zaratán’s bones one by one; they tanned the hide, and rolled it into bundles for loading aboard the Lupita

  Jeréz. That job, grotesque though it was, was the cleanest part of the work. What occupied most of the workers was the disposal of the unwanted parts, a much dirtier and more arduous

  job. Exotic internal organs the size of houses; tendons like braided, knotted bridge cables; ballonets large enough, each of them, to lift an ordinary dirigible; and hectares and hectares of pale,

  dead flesh. The poachers piled up the mess with earthmoving machines and shoveled it off the edge of the killing ground, a rain of offal falling into the clouds in a mist of blood, manna for the

  ecology of the deep air. They sprayed the killing ground with antiseptics, and the cool air helped to slow decay a little, but by the fourth day the butcher-shop smell had nonetheless given way to

  something worse.




  Bianca’s bungalow was one of the farthest out, only a few dozen meters from Encantada’s edge, where the wind blew in from the open eastern sky, and she could turn her back on the

  slaughter to look out into clear air, dotted with the small, distant shapes of younger zaratánes. Even here, though, a kilometer and more upwind of the killing ground, the air carried

  a taint of spoiled meat. The sky was full of insects and scavenger birds, and there were always vermin underfoot.




  Bianca spent most of her time indoors, where the air was filtered and the wet industrial sounds of the work muted. The bungalow was outfitted with all the mechanisms the extrañados

  used to make themselves comfortable, but while in the course of her journey Bianca had learned to operate these, she made little use of them. Besides her traveling chest – a gift from her

  older brother’s wife, which served as armoire, desk, dresser, and drafting table – the only furnishings were a woven carpet in the Lagos Grandes style, a hard little bed, and a single

  wooden chair, not very different from the ones in her room in Punta Aguila. Of course those had been handmade, and these were simulations provided by the bungalow’s machines.




  The rest of the room was given over to the projected spaces of Bianca’s engineering work. The tools Valadez had given her were slick and fast and factory-fresh, the state of

  somebody’s art, somewhere; but what Bianca mostly found herself using was her pocket system’s crippled copy of the Nazario family automation.




  The system Bianca’s father used to use to calculate stresses in fabric and metal and wood, to model the flow of air over wings and the variation of pressure and temperature through

  gasbags, was six centuries old, a slow, patient, reliable thing that dated from before the founding of the London Caliphate. It had aged along with the family, grown used to their quirks and to the

  strange demands of aviation in Rio P’caro. Bianca’s version of it, limited though it was, at least didn’t balk at control surfaces supported by muscle and bone, at curves not

  aerodynamically smooth but fractally complex with grasses and trees and hanging vines. If the zaratánes had been machines, they would have been marvels of engineering, with their

  internal networks of gasbags and ballonets, their reservoir-sized ballast bladders full of collected rainwater, their great delicate fins. The zaratánes were beyond the

  poachers’ systems’ stubborn, narrow-minded comprehension; for all their speed and flash, the systems sulked like spoiled children whenever Bianca tried to use them to do something their

  designers had not expected her to do.




  Which she was doing, all the time. She was working out how to draw up Leviathan with a hook.




  “Miss Nazario.”




  Bianca started. She had yet to grow used to these extrañado telephones that never rang, but only spoke to her out of the air, or perhaps out of her own head.




  “Mr. Valadez,” she said, after a moment.




  “Whatever you’re doing, drop it,” said Valadez’s voice. “You and Fry. I’m sending a ‘mopter for you.”




  “I’m working,” said Bianca. “I don’t know what Fry’s doing.”




  “This is work,” said Valadez. “Five minutes.”




  A change in the quality of the silence told Bianca that Valadez had hung up. She sighed; then stood, stretched, and started to braid her hair.




  The anemopter brought them up over the dorsal ridge, passing between two of the great translucent fins. At this altitude, Encantada’s body was clear of vegetation; Bianca

  looked down on hectares of wind-blasted gray hide, dusted lightly with snow. They passed within a few hundred meters of one of the huge spars that anchored the after fin’s leading edge: a

  kilometers-high pillar of flesh, teardrop in cross-section, and at least a hundred meters thick. The trailing edge of the next fin, by contrast, flashed by in an instant. Bianca had only a brief

  impression of a silk-supple membrane, veined with red, clear as dirty glass.




  “What do you think he wants?” Fry asked.




  “I don’t know.” She nodded her head toward the firija behind them at the steering console. “Did you ask the pilot?”




  “I tried,” Fry said. “Doesn’t speak Arabic.”




  Bianca shrugged. “I suppose we’ll find out soon enough.”




  Then they were coming down again, down the western slope. In front of Bianca was the dorsal ridge of Zaratán Finisterra. Twenty kilometers away and blue with haze, it nonetheless rose

  until it seemed to cover a third of the sky.




  Bianca looked out at it, wondering again what kept Encantada and Finisterra so close; but then the view was taken away and they were coming down between the trees, into a shady, ivy-filled

  creekbed somewhere not far from Encantada’s western edge. There was another anemopter already there, and a pair of aerial tugs – and a whitish mass that dwarfed all of these, sheets and

  ribbons of pale material hanging from the branches and draped over the ivy, folds of it damming the little stream.




  With an audible splash, the anemopter set down, the ramps lowered, and Bianca stepped off into cold ankle-deep water that made her glad of her knee-high boots. Fry followed, gingerly.




  “You!” called Valadez, pointing at Fry from the deck of the other anemopter. “Come here. Miss Nazario – I’d like you to have a look at that balloon.”




  “Balloon?”




  Valadez gestured impatiently downstream. Suddenly Bianca saw the white material for the shredded, deflated gasbag it was; and saw, too, that there was a basket attached to it, lying on its side,

  partially submerged in the middle of the stream. Ismaíl was standing over it, waving.




  Bianca splashed over to the basket. It actually was a basket, two meters across and a meter and a half high, woven from strips of something like bamboo or rattan. The gasbag – this was

  obvious, once Bianca saw it up close – had been made from one of the ballonets of a zaratán, a zaratán younger and smaller even than the one Bianca had seen

  killed; it had been tanned, but inexpertly, and by someone without access to the sort of industrial equipment the poachers used.




  Bianca wondered about the way the gasbag was torn up. The tissues of the zaratánes, she knew, were very strong. A hydrogen explosion?




  “Make want fly got very bad,” Ismaíl commented, as Bianca came around to the open side of the basket.




  “They certainly did,” she said.




  In the basket there were only some wool blankets and some empty leather waterbags, probably used both for drinking water and for ballast. The lines used to control the vent flaps were all

  tangled together, and tangled, too, with the lines that secured the gasbag to the basket, but Bianca could guess how they had worked. No stove. It seemed to have been a pure hydrogen balloon; and

  why not, she thought, with all the hydrogen anyone could want free from the nearest zaratán’s vent valves?




  “Where did it come from?” she asked.




  Ismaíl rippled his arms in a way that Bianca guessed was meant to be an imitation of a human shrug. One of his eyes glanced downstream.




  Bianca fingered the material of the basket: tough, woody fiber. Tropical, from a climate warmer than Encantada’s. She followed Ismaíl’s glance. The trees hid the western

  horizon, but she knew, if she could see beyond them, what would be there.




  Aloud, she said, “Finisterra.”




  She splashed back to the anemopters. Valadez’s hatch was open.




  “I’m telling you,” Fry was saying, “I don’t know her!”




  “Fuck off, Fry,” Valadez said as Bianca stepped into the cabin. “Look at her ID.”




  The her in question was a young woman with short black hair and sallow skin, wearing tan off-world cottons like Fry’s under a colorful homespun serape; and at first Bianca

  was not sure the woman was alive, because the man next to her on Valadez’s floor, also in homespun, was clearly dead, his eyes half-lidded, his olive skin gone muddy gray.




  The contents of their pockets were spread out on a low table. As Bianca was taking in the scene, Fry bent down and picked up a Consilium-style ID tag.




  “‘Edith Dinh,”’ he read. He tossed the tag back and looked at Valadez. “So?”




  “‘Edith Dinh, Consilium Ethnological Service,”’ Valadez growled. “Issued Shawwal ’43. You were here with the Ecological Service from Rajab ’42 to

  Muharram ’46. Look again!”




  Fry turned away.




  “All right!” he said. “Maybe – maybe I met her once or twice.”




  “So,” said Valadez. “Now we’re getting somewhere. Who the hell is she? And what’s she doing here?”




  “She’s…” Fry glanced at the woman and then quickly looked away. “I don’t know. I think she was a population biologist or something. There was a group working

  with the, you know, the natives –”




  “There aren’t any natives on Sky,” said Valadez. He prodded the dead man with the toe of his boot. “You mean these cabrónes?”




  Fry nodded. “They had this ‘sustainable development’ program going – farming, forestry. Teaching them how to live on Finisterra without killing it.”




  Valadez looked skeptical. “If the Consilium wanted to stop them from killing Finisterra, why didn’t they just send in the wardens?”




  “Interdepartmental politics. The zaratánes were EcoServ’s responsibility; the n? – I mean, the inhabitants were EthServ’s.” Fry shrugged.

  “You know the wardens. They’d have taken bribes from anyone who could afford it and shot the rest.”




  “Damn right I know the wardens.” Valadez scowled. “So instead EthServ sent in these do-gooders to teach them to make balloons?”




  Fry shook his head. “I don’t know anything about that.”




  “Miss Nazario? Tell me about that balloon.”




  “It’s a hydrogen balloon, I think. Probably filled from some zaratán’s external vents.” She shrugged. “It looks like the sort of thing I’d

  expect someone living out here to build, if that’s what you mean.”




  Valadez nodded.




  “But,” Bianca added, “I can’t tell you why it crashed.”




  Valadez snorted. “I don’t need you to tell me that,” he said. “It crashed because we shot it down.” Pitching his voice for the anemopter’s communication

  system, he called out, “Ismaíl!”




  Bianca tried to keep the shock from showing on her face, and after a moment she had regained her composure. You knew they were criminals when you took their money, she told herself.




  The firija’s eyes came around the edge of the doorway.




  “Yes?”




  “Tell the tug crews to pack that thing up,” said Valadez. “Every piece, every scrap. Pack it up and drop it into clear air.”




  The alien’s walking machine clambered into the cabin. Its legs bent briefly, making a little bob like a curtsey.




  “Yes.” Ismaíl gestured at the bodies of the dead man and the unconscious woman. Several of the firija’s eyes met Valadez’s. “These two what do?”

  he asked.




  “Them, too,” said Valadez. “Lash them into the basket.”




  The firija made another bob and started to bend down to pick them up.




  Bianca looked down at the two bodies, both of them, the dead man and the unconscious woman, looking small and thin and vulnerable. She glanced at Fry, whose eyes were fixed on the floor, his

  lips pressed together in a thin line.




  Then she looked over at Valadez, who was methodically sweeping the balloonists’ effects into a pile, as if neither Bianca nor Fry was present.




  “No,” she said.




  Ismaíl stopped and straightened up.




  “What?” said Valadez.




  “No,” Bianca repeated.




  “You want her bringing the wardens down on us?” Valadez demanded.




  “That’s murder, Mr. Valadez,” Bianca said. “I won’t be a party to it.”




  The poacher’s eyes narrowed. He gestured at the dead man.




  “You’re already an accessory,” he said.




  “After the fact,” Bianca replied evenly. She kept her eyes on Valadez.




  The poacher looked at the ceiling. “Fuck your mother,” he muttered. He looked down at the two bodies, and at Ismaíl, and then over at Bianca. He sighed heavily.




  “All right,” he said to the firija. “Take the live one back to the camp. Secure a bungalow, one of the ones out by the edge” – he glanced at Bianca –

  “and lock her in it. Okay?”




  “Okay,” said Ismaíl. “Dead one what do?”




  Valadez looked at Bianca again. “The dead one,” he said, “goes in the basket.”




  Bianca looked at the dead man again, wondering what bravery or madness had brought him aboard that fragile balloon, and wondering what he would have thought if he had known that the voyage would

  end this way, with his body tumbling down into the deep air. She supposed he must have known there was a chance of it.




  After a moment, she nodded, once.




  “Right,” said Valadez. “Now get back to work, damn it.”




  

    6. THE CITY OF THE DEAD


  




  The anemopter that brought Bianca and Fry over the ridge took them back. Fry was silent, hunched, his elbows on his knees, staring at nothing. What fear or guilt was going

  through his mind, Bianca couldn’t guess.




  After a little while she stopped watching him. She thought about the Finisterran balloon, so simple, so fragile, making her father’s wood-and-silk craft look as sophisticated as the

  Lupita Jeréz. She took out her pocket system, sketched a simple globe and basket, then erased them.




  Make want fly very bad, Ismaíl the firija had said. Why?




  Bianca undid the erasure, bringing her sketch back. She drew the spherical balloon out into a blunt torpedo, round at the nose, tapering to a point behind. Added fins. An arrangement of pulleys

  and levers, allowing them to be controlled from the basket. A propeller, powered by – she had to think for a little while – by an alcohol-fueled engine, carved from

  zaratán bones…




  The anemopter was landing. Bianca sighed and again erased the design.




  The firija guard outside Edith Dinh’s bungalow didn’t seem to speak Arabic or Spanish, or for that matter any human language at all. Bianca wondered if the

  choice was deliberate, the guard chosen by Valadez as a way of keeping a kind of solitary confinement.




  Or was the guard Valadez’s choice at all? she wondered suddenly. Looking at the meter-long weapon cradled in the alien’s furred arms, she shivered.




  Then she squared her shoulders and approached the bungalow. Wordlessly, she waved the valise she was carrying, as if by it her reasons for being there were made customary and obvious.




  The alien said something in its own fluting language – whether a reply to her, or a request for instructions from some unseen listener, Bianca couldn’t tell. Either those

  instructions were to let her pass, apparently, or by being seen in Valadez’s company she had acquired some sort of reflected authority; because the firija lifted its weapon and, as the

  bungalow’s outer door slid open, motioned for her to enter. The inner door was already open.




  “Hola?” Bianca called out, tentatively. Immediately she felt like an idiot.




  But the answer came:




  “Aquí.”




  The interior layout of the bungalow was the same as Bianca’s. The voice came from the sitting room. Bianca found Dinh there, still wearing the clothes she’d had on when they found

  her, sitting with her knees drawn up, staring out the east window into the sky. The east was dark with rain clouds, and far below, Bianca could see flashes of lightning.




  “Salaam aleikum,” said Bianca, taking refuge in the formality of the Arabic.




  “Aleikum as-salaam,” Dinh replied. She glanced briefly at Bianca and looked away; then looked back again. In a Spanish that was somewhere between Valadez’s strange

  accent and the mechanical fluency of Fry’s language module, she said, “You’re not from Finisterra.”




  “No,” said Bianca, giving up on the Arabic. “I’m from Rio P’caro – from Earth. My name is Nazario, Bianca Nazario y Arenas.”




  “Edith Dinh.”




  Dinh stood up. There was an awkward moment, where Bianca was not sure whether to bow or curtsey or give Dinh her hand. She settled for proffering the valise.




  “I brought you some things,” she said. “Clothes, toiletries.”




  Dinh looked surprised. “Thanks,” she said, taking the valise and looking inside.




  “Are they feeding you? I could bring you some food.”




  “The kitchen still works,” said Dinh. She held up a white packet. “And these?”




  “Sanitary napkins,” said Bianca.




  “Sanitary… ?” Color rose to Dinh’s face. “Oh. That’s all right. I’ve got implants.” She dropped the packet back in the valise and closed it.




  Bianca looked away, feeling her own cheeks blush in turn. Damned extrañados , she thought. “I’d better –” be going, she started to say.




  “Please –” said Dinh.




  The older woman and the younger stood there for a moment, looking at each other. Bianca suddenly wondered what impulse had brought her here, whether curiosity or Christian charity or simply a

  moment of loneliness, weakness. Of course she’d had to stop Valadez from killing the girl, but this was clearly a mistake.




  “Sit,” Dinh said. “Let me get you something. Tea? Coffee?”




  “I – all right.” Bianca sat, slowly, perching on the edge of one of the too-soft extrañado couches. “Coffee,” she said.




  The coffee was very dark, sweeter than Bianca liked it, flavored with something like condensed milk. She was glad to have it, regardless, glad to have something to look at and

  something to occupy her hands.




  “You don’t look like a poacher,” Dinh said.




  “I’m an aeronautical engineer,” Bianca said. “I’m doing some work for them.” She looked down at her coffee, took a sip, and looked up. “What about you?

  Fry said you’re a biologist of some kind. What were you doing in that balloon?”




  She couldn’t tell whether the mention of Fry’s name had registered, but Dinh’s mouth went thin. She glanced out the west window.




  Bianca followed her glance and saw the guard, slumped in its walker, watching the two women with one eye each. She wondered again whether Valadez was really running things, and then whether the

  firija’s ignorance of human language was real or feigned – and whether, even if it was real, someone less ignorant might be watching and listening, unseen.




  Then she shook her head and looked back at Dinh, waiting.




  “Finisterra’s falling,” Dinh said eventually. “Dying, maybe. It’s too big; it’s losing lift. It’s fallen more than fifty meters in the last year

  alone.”




  “That doesn’t make sense,” Bianca said. “The lift-to-weight ratio of an aerostat depends on the ratio of volume to surface area. A larger zaratán should be

  more efficient, not less. And even if it does lose lift, it should only fall until it reaches a new equilibrium.”




  “It’s not a machine,” Dinh said. “It’s a living creature.”




  Bianca shrugged. “Maybe it’s old age, then,” she said. “Everything has to die sometime.”




  “Not like this,” Dinh said. She set down her coffee and turned to face Bianca fully. “Look. We don’t know who built Sky, or how long ago, but it’s obviously

  artificial. A gas giant with a nitrogen-oxygen atmosphere? That doesn’t happen. And the Earthlike biology – the zaratánes are DNA-based, did you know that? The

  whole place is astronomically unlikely; if the Phenomenological Service had its way, they’d just quarantine the entire system, and damn Sky and everybody on it.




  “The archipelago ecology is as artificial as everything else. Whoever designed it must have been very good; posthuman, probably, maybe even postsingularity. It’s a robust

  equilibrium, full of feedback mechanisms, ways to correct itself. But we, us ordinary humans and human-equivalents, we’ve” – she made a helpless gesture – “fucked

  it up. You know why Encantada’s stayed here so long? Breeding, that’s why… or maybe ‘pollination’ would be a better way to put it…




  She looked over at Bianca.




  “The death of an old zaratán like Finisterra should be balanced by the birth of dozens, hundreds. But you, those bastards you work for, you’ve killed them

  all.”




  Bianca let the implication of complicity slide. “All right, then,” she said. “Let’s hear your plan.”




  “What?”




  “Your plan,” Bianca repeated. “For Finisterra. How are you going to save it?”




  Dinh stared at her for a moment, then shook her head. “I can’t,” she said. She stood up and went to the east window. Beyond the sheet of rain that now poured down the window,

  the sky was deep mauve shading to indigo, relieved only by the lightning that sparked in the deep and played across the fins of the distant zaratánes of the archipelago’s outer

  reaches. Dinh put her palm flat against the diamond pane.




  “I can’t save Finisterra,” she said quietly. “I just want to stop you hijos de puta from doing this again.”




  Now Bianca was stung. “Hija de puta, yourself,” she said. “You’re killing them, too. Killing them and making balloons out of them, how is that better?”




  Dinh turned back. “One zaratán the size of the one they’re slaughtering out there right now would keep the Finisterrans in balloons for a hundred years,” she

  said. “The only way to save the archipelago is to make the zaratánes more valuable alive than dead – and the only value a live zaratán has, on Sky, is as

  living space.”




  “You’re trying to get the Finisterrans to colonize the other zaratánes?” Bianca asked. “But why should they? What’s in it for them?”




  “I told you,” Dinh said. “Finisterra’s dying.” She looked out the window, down into the depths of the storm, both hands pressed against the glass. “Do you

  know how falling into Sky kills you, Bianca? First, there’s the pressure. On the slopes of Finisterra, where the people live, it’s a little more than a thousand millibars. Five

  kilometers down, under Finisterra’s keel, it’s double that. At two thousand millibars you can still breathe the air. At three thousand, nitrogen narcosis sets in – ‘rapture

  of the deep,’ they used to call it. At four thousand, the partial pressure of oxygen alone is enough to make your lungs bleed.”




  She stepped away from the window and looked at Bianca.




  “But you’ll never live to suffer that,” she said. “Because of the heat. Every thousand meters the average temperature rises six or seven degrees. Here it’s about

  fifteen. Under Finisterra’s keel it’s closer to fifty. Twenty kilometers down, the air is hot enough to boil water.”




  Bianca met her gaze steadily. “I can think of worse ways to die,” she said.




  “There are seventeen thousand people on Finisterra,” said Dinh. “Men, women, children, old people. There’s a town – they call it the Lost City, la ciudad

  perdida. Some of the families on Finisterra can trace their roots back six generations.” She gave a little laugh, with no humor in it. “They should call it la ciudad muerta.

  They’re the walking dead, all seventeen thousand of them. Even though no one alive on Finisterra today will live to see it die. Already the crops are starting to fail. Already more old men

  and old women die every summer, as the summers get hotter and drier. The children of the children who are born today will have to move up into the hills as it gets too hot to grow crops on the

  lower slopes; but the soil isn’t as rich up there, so many of those crops will fail, too. And their children’s children… won’t live to be old enough to have children

  of their own.”




  “Surely someone will rescue them before then,” Bianca said.




  “Who?” Dinh asked. “The Consilium? Where would they put them? The vacuum balloon stations and the elevator gondolas are already overcrowded. As far as the rest of Sky is

  concerned, the Finisterrans are ‘malcontents’ and ‘criminal elements.’ Who’s going to take them in?”




  “Then Valadez is doing them a favor,” Bianca said.




  Dinh started. “Emmanuel Valadez is running your operation?”




  “It’s not my operation,” Bianca said, trying to keep her voice level. “And I didn’t ask his first name.”




  Dinh fell into the window seat. “Of course it would be,” she said. “Who else would they . …” She trailed off, looking out the west window, toward the killing

  ground.




  Then, suddenly, she turned back to Bianca.




  “What do you mean, ‘doing them a favor’?” she said.




  “Finisterra,” Bianca said. “He’s poaching Finisterra.”




  Dinh stared at her. “My God, Bianca! What about the people?”




  “What about them?” asked Bianca. “They’d be better off somewhere else – you said that yourself.”




  “And what makes you think Valadez will evacuate them?”




  “He’s a thief, not a mass murderer.”




  Dinh gave her a withering look. “He is a murderer, Bianca. His father was a warden, his mother was the wife of the alcalde of Ciudad Perdida. He killed his own stepfather, two

  uncles, and three brothers. They were going to execute him – throw him over the edge – but a warden airboat picked him up. He spent two years with them, then killed his sergeant and

  three other wardens, stole their ship and sold it for a ticket off-world. He’s probably the most wanted man on Sky.”




  She shook her head and, unexpectedly, gave Bianca a small smile.




  “You didn’t know any of that when you took the job, did you?”




  Her voice was full of pity. It showed on her face as well, and suddenly Bianca couldn’t stand to look at it. She got up and went to the east window. The rain was lighter now, the lightning

  less frequent.




  She thought back to her simulations, her plans for lifting Finisterra up into the waiting embrace of the skyhook: the gasbags swelling, the zaratán lifting, first slowly and then

  with increasing speed, toward the upper reaches of Sky’s atmosphere. But now her inner vision was not the ghost-shape of a projection but a living image – trees cracking in the cold,

  water freezing, blood boiling from the ground in a million, million tiny hemorrhages.




  She saw her mother’s house in Punta Aguila – her sister-in-law’s house, now: saw its windows rimed with frost, the trees in the courtyard gone brown and sere. She saw the

  Mercado de los Maculados beneath a blackening sky, the awnings whipped away by a thin wind, ice-cold, bone-dry.




  He killed that Finisterran balloonist, she thought. He was ready to kill Dinh. He’s capable of murder.




  Then she shook her head.




  Killing one person, or two, to cover up a crime, was murder, she thought. Killing seventeen thousand people by deliberate asphyxiation – men, women, and children – wasn’t

  murder, it was genocide.




  She took her cup of coffee from the table, took a sip and put it down again.




  “Thank you for the coffee,” she said. She turned to go.




  “How can you just let him do this?” Dinh demanded. “How can you help him do this?”




  Bianca turned on her. Dinh was on her feet; her fists were clenched, and she was shaking. Bianca stared her down, her face as cold and blank as she could make it. She waited until Dinh turned

  away, throwing herself into a chair, staring out the window.




  “I saved your life,” Bianca told her. “That was more than I needed to do. Even if I did believe that Valadez meant to kill every person on Finisterra, which I

  don’t, that wouldn’t make it my problem.”




  Dinh turned farther away.




  “Listen to me,” Bianca said, “because I’m only going to explain this once.”




  She waited until Dinh, involuntarily, turned back to face her.




  “This job is my one chance,” Bianca said. “This job is what I’m here to do. I’m not here to save the world. Saving the world is a luxury for spoiled

  extrañado children like you and Fry. It’s a luxury I don’t have.”




  She went to the door, and knocked on the window to signal the firija guard.




  “I’ll get you out of here if I can,” she added, over her shoulder. “But that’s all I can do. I’m sorry.”




  Dinh hadn’t moved.




  As the firija opened the door, Bianca heard Dinh stir.




  “Erasmus Fry?” she asked. “The naturalist?”




  “That’s right.” Bianca glanced back, and saw Dinh looking out the window again.




  “I’d like to see him,” Dinh said.




  “I’ll let him know,” said Bianca.




  The guard closed the door behind her.




  

    7. THE FACE IN THE MIRROR


  




  Lightning still played along Encantada’s dorsal ridge, but here on the eastern edge the storm had passed. A clean, electric smell was in the air, relief from the stink of

  the killing ground. Bianca returned to her own bungalow through rain that had died to a drizzle.




  She called Fry.




  “What is it?” he asked.




  “Miss Dinh,” Bianca said. “She wants to see you.”




  There was silence on the other end. Then, “You told her I was here?”




  “Sorry,” Bianca said insincerely. “It just slipped out.”




  More silence.




  “You knew her better than you told Valadez, didn’t you,” she said.




  She heard Fry sigh. “Yes.”




  “She seemed upset,” Bianca said. “You should go see her.”




  Fry sighed again, but said nothing.




  “I’ve got work to do,” Bianca said. “I’ll talk to you later.”




  She ended the call.




  She was supposed to make a presentation tomorrow, to Valadez and some of the poachers’ crew bosses, talking about what they would be doing to Finisterra. It was mostly done; the outline

  was straightforward, and the visuals could be autogenerated from the design files. She opened the projection file and poked at it for a little while, but found it hard to concentrate.




  Suddenly to Bianca her clothes smelled of death, of Dinh’s dead companion and the slaughtered zaratán and the death she’d spared Dinh from and the eventual deaths of

  all the marooned Finisterrans. She stripped them off and threw them in the recycler; bathed, washed her hair, changed into a nightgown.




  They should call it la ciudad muerta.




  Even though no one who’s alive on Finisterra today will live to see it die.




  She turned off the light, Dinh’s words echoing in her head, and tried to sleep. But she couldn’t; she couldn’t stop thinking. Thinking about what it felt like to be forced to

  live on, when all you had to look forward to was death.




  She knew that feeling very well.




  What Bianca had on Pablo’s wife Mélia, the instrument-maker’s daughter, was ten years of age and a surreptitious technical education. What Mélia had

  on Bianca was a keen sense of territory and the experience of growing up in a house full of sisters. Bianca continued to live in the house after Mélia moved in, even though it was

  Mélia’s house now, and continued, without credit, to help her brother with the work that came in. But she retreated over the years, step by step, until the line was drawn at the door

  of the fourth-floor room that had been hers ever since she was a girl; and she buried herself in her blueprints and her calculations, and tried to pretend she didn’t know what was

  happening.




  And then there was the day she met her other sister-in-law. Her moro sister-in-law. In the Mercado de los Maculados, where the aliens and the extrañados came to sell

  their trinkets and their medicines. A dispensation from the ayuntamiento had recently opened it to Christians.




  Zahra al-Halim, a successful architect, took Bianca to her home, where Bianca ate caramels and drank blackberry tea and saw her older brother for the first time in more than twenty years, and

  tried very hard to call him Wal’d and not Jesœs. Here was a world that could be hers, too, she sensed, if she wanted it. But like Jesœs-Wal’d, she would have to give up her

  old world to have it. Even if she remained a Christian she would never see the inside of a church again. And she would still never be accepted by the engineers’ guild.




  She went back to the Nazario house that evening, ignoring the barbed questions from Mélia about how she had spent her day; she went back to her room, with its blueprints and its models,

  and the furnishings she’d had all her life. She tried for a little while to work, but was unable to muster the concentration she needed to interface with the system.




  Instead she found herself looking into the mirror.




  And looking into the mirror Bianca focused not on the fragile trapped shapes of the flying machines tacked to the wall behind her, spread out and pinned down like so many chloroformed

  butterflies, but on her own tired face, the stray wisps of dry, brittle hair, the lines that years of captivity had made across her forehead and around her eyes. And, meeting those eyes, it seemed

  to Bianca that she was looking not into the mirror but down through the years of her future, a long, straight, narrow corridor without doors or branches, and that the eyes she was meeting at the

  end of it were the eyes of Death, her own, su propria muerte, personal, personified.




  Bianca got out of bed, turned on the lights. She picked up her pocket system. She wondered if she should call the wardens.




  Instead she unerased, yet again, the sketch she’d made earlier of the simple alcohol-powered dirigible. She used the Nazario family automation to fill it out with diagrams and renderings,

  lists of materials, building instructions, maintenance and preflight checklists.




  It wasn’t much, but it was better than Dinh’s balloon.




  Now she needed a way for Dinh to get it to the Finisterrans.




  For that – thinking as she did so that there was some justice in it – she turned back to the system Valadez had given her. This was the sort of work the extrañado

  automation was made for, no constraints other than those imposed by function, every trick of exotic technology available to be used. It was a matter of minutes for Bianca to sketch out her design;

  an hour or so to refine it, to trim away the unnecessary pieces until what remained was small enough to fit in the valise she’d left with Dinh. The only difficult part was getting the design

  automation to talk to the bungalow’s fabricator, which was meant for clothes and furniture and domestic utensils. Eventually she had to use her pocket system to go out on Sky’s local

  net – hoping as she did so that Valadez didn’t have anyone monitoring her – and spend her own funds to contract the conversion out to a consulting service, somewhere out on one of

  the elevator gondolas.




  Eventually she got it done, though. The fabricator spit out a neat package, which Bianca stuffed under the bed. Tomorrow she could get the valise back and smuggle the package to Dinh, along with

  the dirigible designs.




  But first she had a presentation to make to Valadez. She wondered what motivated him. Nothing so simple as money – she was sure of that, even if she had trouble believing he was the

  monster Dinh had painted him to be. Was it revenge he was after? Revenge on his family, revenge on his homeland?




  That struck Bianca a little too close to home.




  She sighed and turned out the lights.




  

    8. THE PROFESSIONALS


  




  By morning the storm had passed and the sky was blue again, but the inside of Valadez’s bungalow was dark, to display the presenters’ projections to better

  advantage. Chairs for Valadez and the human crew bosses were arranged in a rough semicircle; with them were the aliens whose anatomy permitted them to sit down. Ismaíl and the other

  firija stood in the back, their curled arms and the spindly legs of their machines making their silhouettes look, to Bianca, incongruously like those of potted plants.




  Then the fronds stirred, suddenly menacing. Bianca shivered. Who was really in charge?




  No time to worry about that now. She straightened up and took out her pocket system.




  “In a moment,” she began, pitching her voice to carry to the back of the room, “Mr. Fry will be going over the zaratán’s metabolic processes and our plans

  to stimulate the internal production of hydrogen. What I’m going to be talking about is the engineering work required to make that extra hydrogen do what we need it to do.”




  Bianca’s pocket system projected the shape of a hundred-kilometer zaratán, not Finisterra or any other particular individual but rather an archetype, a sort of Platonic

  ideal. Points of pink light brightened all across the projected zaratán’s back, each indicating the position of a sphincter that would have to be cut out and replaced with a

  mechanical valve.




  “Our primary concern during the preparation phase has to be these external vents. However, we also need to consider the internal trim and ballast valves…”




  As she went on, outlining the implants and grafts, surgeries and mutilations needed to turn a living zaratán into an animatronic corpse, a part of her was amazed at her own

  presumption, amazed at the strong, confident, professional tone she was taking.




  It was almost as if she were a real engineer.




  The presentation came to a close. Bianca drew in a deep breath, trying to maintain her veneer of professionalism. This part wasn’t in her outline.




  “And then, finally, there is the matter of evacuation,” she said.




  In the back of the room, Ismaíl stirred. “Evacuation?” he asked – the first word anyone had uttered through the whole presentation.




  Bianca cleared her throat. Red stars appeared along the imaginary zaratán’s southeastern edge, approximating the locations of Ciudad Perdida and the smaller Finisterran

  villages.




  “Finisterra has a population of between fifteen and twenty thousand, most of them concentrated in these settlements here,” she began. “Using a ship the size of the Lupita

  Jeréz, it should take roughly –”




  “Not your problem, Miss Nazario.” Valadez waved a hand. “In any case, there won’t be any evacuations.”




  Bianca looked at him, appalled; and it must have shown on her face because Valadez laughed.




  “Don’t look at me like that, Miss Nazario. We’ll set up field domes over Ciudad Perdida and the central pueblos, to tide them over till we get them where they’re going.

  If they keep their heads they should be fine.” He laughed again. “Fucking hell,” he said, shaking his head. “What did you think this was about? You didn’t think we

  were going to kill twenty thousand people, did you?”

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover_ader.jpg
THE MAMMOTH
BOOK OF

BEST NEW

Sixteen times winner of the
Locus Award for the Year’s
Best Anthology





OEBPS/html/docimages/line.jpg





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





