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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







Chapter One


Kelp wiped the sweat from his face with the stained bandana and reached for the white body: the full peaked nipples twitched. ‘I’ve fought for you and by Christ I’m having you!’ he growled.


The girl’s voice was thick, barely controlled, as if she were drugged. ‘At least put your rifle down,’ she murmured. Her shattered dress parted.


Kelp grinned, his grit-marked, bronzed face lighting up wryly: ‘A man has to hold on to the tools of his trade.’


Then the end of his nose exploded.


‘Yaarghaieeeeee!!!’


Through a mist of pain Kelp gripped the rifle hard to blast his latest enemy into bloody rags.


‘I’ll kill the bastard that hit me!!’


‘May the madmen of Mars transmogrify the swine!!!’


His eyes cleared. The girl was still there, still calling throatily to him: ‘Titus! Oh, Titus, my man!!’ There was no enemy. Pain blossomed again, filling his whole horizon. When it cleared, he saw that the girl was above, not below him. She spoke from a curved screen: he lay foetally curled in a bath of warm porridge. The bath was in the centre of a dark, damp cell, festooned with tubes and wires, and, in the background, masses of shimmering control machinery. When he looked down, Kelp saw that it was not a rifle that he was gripping so tightly.


The girl murmured again from the great screen: ‘You are Titus Mackenzie, white hunter and great lover,’ she suggested. Kelp began to feel disorientated, but the pain brought him back to an awareness of the warm gooey substance in which he lay. ‘You are Titus Mackenzie,’ the girl said again, but with a hint of panic.


‘No,’ said Kelp. ‘I am Kelp and a bloody wasp has just stung me on the nose!’


Kelp knew that he had at most fifteen seconds to escape from the coma-cell. The wasp jumped out of the way as he swept his hand to the pain-filled nose. It buzzed away, convinced of the justice of its action and satisfied with its inspection of the damage it had done.


The nubile girl mistily dissolved from the screen, to be replaced by the blank features of the duty gaoler, a second-class almost-human robot. ‘Kelp’s reacted!’ it said gravely. ‘Return him to the coma.’


Kelp’s fearsome range of physical skills took over as, naked, he leapt from the clinging goo to dodge the anaesthetizing sprays. They swished over the wasp which plunged into the bath with one last outraged buzz. The attendant robot trundled out of its niche and advanced with open tentacles to secure Kelp. Without hesitation, he wrenched a bulky sanitation unit from its mounting and hurled it into the web of robotic tentacles. The robot, a low-grade orderly, happily seized the unit and rushed across to the bath of warm porridge. ‘Three-Nine reporting,’ it called. ‘I have arrested Kelp and returned him to the coma-cellule!’


‘Darling! You’ve returned! Oh, Titus!’ called the screen again. The girl reached out for a plastic tentacle. The robot gazed in astonishment at the screen.


‘Gobblegook!’ it said as Kelp pushed it firmly into the goo. Kelp spared a second’s thought for the wasp and its incredible tenuity of life; he grimaced as he thought of its perilous journey through the passages and tubes of the most secure gaol in the settled Galaxy. He hoped it would drown at peace in the sticky, analgesic mess. He wondered if he would be able to circumvent the perils and obstacles on his own journey out of the gaol, as the wasp had done on the inward journey. His nose glowed angrily in front of his vision.


Sirens clamoured as he stepped through the door. The noise robbed him of the fierce determination which had carried flabby muscles and heavy body so far. Where was he to go?


And, he thought, as the sirens wailed into quietness, what was he to do?


He looked at the coma-cell door. The details were simple enough:


KELP Committed: March 3729 A.B.U.
Date of release:—
Crime:—


 


Momentarily dismayed, Kelp realised that all he knew was that he, Kelp, had been a prisoner—maybe still was—for a number of years. The slack body told him that much.


He had been imprisoned in March, three thousand, seven hundred and twenty-nine years after the great Blow-Up of the old, primordial worlds.


And the sentence was for life.


He had given maximum offence.


How?




Chapter Two


A robot trundled down the bright passageway, peering through the inspection screens as it went. Kelp felt gruesomely exposed, covered as he was only patchily by the drying goo.


‘Good afternoon, sir!’ said the robot.


Kelp could barely believe his luck.


‘What’s the noise for?’ he said. There could be no general alarm as yet, no instant MOST IMMEDIATE despatches to Galactic Security Control and then to the tired few men who were all that could be found to take on the ultimate responsibility for prisoners for Kelp’s calibre. But why? Kelp made conversation: ‘There seems to be an unusual amount of activity?’


‘Yes, sir, and to your first question I can only answer that there must have been an alert practice, for I see no further cause for alarm.’


‘Why are you here?’ asked Kelp.


The robot was a high-grade automaton and decision-maker in some branch of Galactic Control. Gradually, Kelp began to believe in his luck. The luck of the Kelps, he heard himself saying. Others had said that. Who? When? Why? It was associated with an overwhelming sense of loss. Kelp, not an imaginative man, began to shudder. He knew that when the years of coma-treatment had worn off, there would be appalling discoveries.


‘I am a student of the human, sir,’ the robot said. It peered interestedly at Kelp. ‘I have a great love for the human condition, sir. At every opportunity I like to visit the poor derelicts incarcerated here.’


‘Why?’


‘They look so happy sir! Why, I’ve never known so much sheer joy in the Galaxy as is contained in this block! If only every human could share in it!’


‘Why don’t you?’


‘Ah, sir—the Law, sir!’


‘Turn off all your communicators except person to person.’


‘Yes, sir.’ The robot stripped itself of the power to communicate with its fellows. ‘Why, I was looking in on this human, sir, a human called Kelp. So happy! So thoroughly at home in the vast open spaces of a place called Africa on a planet called Earth!’


‘You’d do anything for a human, wouldn’t you?’


‘The Law, sir—the Law! And why not, sir!’


Kelp recalled now with an aching vividness the burning veldt, the thousand brawls, the elephant in the sights of the Martini, the girls of all colours, the sunsets and the wheeling night sky. The White Hunter sequences were nothing if not bright and bold. Not so naive as the Super Swordsman series, but better plotted than the Cosmic Captain episodes.


Kelp, White-Swordsman-Captain, was brought back to the present incredible reality by the robot’s asinine remarks about another of the prisoners.


‘A beautiful lady, sir! So stout and comfortable! She emotes joy!’ The robot broke off as two more robots, guards with sinister protuberances like warts over their heads, appeared. Kelp turned to run.


‘Can I be of assistance, sir?’ asked the earnest student.


‘Destroy those,’ said Kelp, pointing to the guard robots.


‘Stop that human!’ one shouted.


‘Stop K——!!’


Crisp blue light flew momentarily in the space between the two advancing robots and Kelp’s inquisitive automaton. A jangling of shattered molecules hung poised in the damp air.


‘Is that all, sir?’


A siren howled and an anxious metallic voice stuttered around them:


‘Arrest Kelp! Stop the enemy of Order! Apprehend the escaped Kelp!’


‘Excuse me, sir,’ said the robot, ‘but I can’t be right surely—you aren’t Kelp, are you?’


‘A strange idea,’ said Kelp. He was beginning to get the glimmer of an idea: Order. That was the key. ‘And why should Kelp be of such interest to you?’


‘Yes, I suppose it’s ridiculous. You couldn’t be Kelp!’


‘No,’ said Kelp. ‘As a matter of fact, I am the new Director of the Galactic Gaol.’


‘I’m so sorry, sir! Excellency!’


‘Director, please.’


‘Director!’


‘Now about this Kelp. Why the interest?’


‘In a way I’ve always admired him—strange, I agree, but the sheer enormity of his crimes! Staggering! He’s – he’s the—the Universal criminal!’


‘Take me to the Property Store.’


‘Of course, sir! May I ask why?’


‘Yes.’ Kelp knew now that there was an urgent purpose. There was something to be done. ‘There’s some of the prisoners’ equipment I want to pick up.’


They walked along the corridors. No more alarm calls disturbed the dank peace. Row after row of coma-cells, each with its little plate describing the crimes of the inmate. On none was there a release date. Kelp stopped. He looked at the blank face, noted the subservient air and wondered at the level of sophistication of the robot.


‘Inspection,’ he said. ‘You must bring the prisoners out. All of them. To the Property Store.’


Hesitantly the answer came back:


‘Yes, sir.’


‘I am the Director!’


‘Yes, sir.’ More assuredly.


‘A Director of a Gaol.’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘A Director must inspect his prisoners!’


‘Oh, yes, sir!’


They had reached the Administrative area, a place of cavernous dim-lighted rooms, and where there was a pronounced stench of decay. That would be the prisoners’ property.


‘Hurry!’ ordered Kelp.


The robot fled.


‘How long?’ muttered Kelp, looking at pale skin and sagging muscle. How long had he lain in the warm dark, foetally straining at electronic myth? His nose was bright red, a beacon of a nose.


A premonition of horror ahead made him turn before he opened the entrance to the store of prisoners’ equipment. It was not the thought of the centuries-old accumulation of pathetic effects now mouldering in the subterranean caverns that disturbed him. Other memories were returning. He knew, knew without being consciously aware of acquiring the knowledge, that in their deep pits the leprous undead guardians of the Timepivot would be stirring. And with cause.




Chapter Three


Kelp searched for his own shabby, functional gear. He counted the minutes he had in hand before the ineffective robotic alert mechanisms managed to pass on the news of his escape. Five minutes? Ten? A few more? Before the hunt began he had to divert the attention of the local machinery for search-and-apprehend operations.


The years when they are numbered in hundreds began to have an aroma of their own: it clung to the thousands of neatly packed sets of personal gear, to the clothes, the basic necessities of life—to transport units, to odd, unlikely weapons, to shimmering headgear and curious sense-swimming suits, and to the toys and playthings of men and women who had died five or ten hundreds of years before.


Kelp knew where to look. The arrangement of the equipment was logical. Only six people had been committed since his sentence began; the suit with its burnished headcrest lay in the seventh slot. It had served Kelp in a dozen different star systems. Memory returned.


There was almost no feeling of a period of time between his committal and the present. Just a void of unknowing. A noise behind him brought him whirling around with the old, useless savage battle-cry, learned from a race of grotesque misfits who were left to fight their incomprehensible battles in a remote and unlovely planetary system. An antique axe was in his upraised hands.


He relaxed. The dust of centuries had shifted and a great ballooning set of wings that had once carried some daring spirit on the winds of solar radiation fell, collapsing into shards of dust and metal.


Reaction set in as Kelp thought of time.


Time passing whilst he dreamt his mind away. How long had it been? There was, too, the vague urgency about this strange escape. He knew how to get away: knew about the other derelicts, about things like Galactic Control: there were stirrings, too, of a sense of terror. The words coalesced in his mind:


‘… vast and terrible consequences … from your actions!’


The robot had admired his sheer nerve. He was a Universal criminal. There was nothing more frightful.


Me, thought Kelp. Me, the enemy of Order.


He flung on the gear, dressing in seconds. He patted the weapons, the emergency supplies, the old well-chosen necessities of his way of life, whatever that had been. Then the derelicts, with the high-grade robot at their head, began to shamble into the immense store. A large fat woman began to babble.


‘All present, Director!’ the robot reported. ‘A most unusual sight, if I may say so.’


The line of blear-eyed, bloated-stomached, goo-caked men and women blinked sadly at Kelp. He knew how they felt, but he had as little pity for them as he had for himself:


‘Find your gear!’


‘It’s Kelp,’ the fat woman managed to mouth. The rest of what she was trying to say was incomprehensible.


‘It’s the new Director,’ corrected the robot. ‘Is there anything else I can do, sir?’


Kelp pointed to the passage leading to the cells. ‘Go down there. Get into the nearest cell.’


‘Yes, sir?’


‘And then blow yourself up.’


‘Very good, sir.’


Several of the derelicts realised that they were not in a comatose condition.


‘It is Kelp!’ wailed the fat woman.


‘Get your gear!’ bellowed Kelp, herding the more wakeful of the dreamy figures deeper into the store.


‘What then?’ asked a thin, decrepit little man. ‘What shall we do?’


‘Do! Do what you did before they stuck you in the coma-cell!’


A look of awe came over the faces of a few. The rest exhibited only that sense of puzzled outrage which Kelp now knew so well. That search through the mist of recent electronic fancies for the reality of another life.


‘Oh, yes,’ murmured the thin little man.


A yellow-bearded man of immense stature—and Kelp remembered that this bag of fat had once been the Sage of Steg-Alpha III who had led the Deathships in a wild charge straight for Galactic Control—began to test the feel of a mass of personal equipment:


‘Who’s Kelp?’ his tired voice demanded.


A sullen explosion rocked the store. More antique equipment drifted down onto the still-stunned derelicts.


‘What’s that?’ squealed the fat woman.


‘The robot,’ said the yellow-bearded man. ‘Who’s Kelp?’


‘Kelp’s a bastard!’ the fat woman said. ‘He’ll have us all pushed into the Screamers!’


‘I like you, fat woman,’ said the thin man, moving forward purposefully.


‘Then come on back to my place!’ she said. ‘Let’s get away from that bastard Kelp!’


‘On!’ yelled Kelp. ‘On to the Control!’


‘Yes, Kelp!’ said the yellow-bearded man. ‘You got the right idea. On! On! On, you lousy bastards!’


‘And do what?’ still said a few, as they struggled with half-remembered gear.


‘Wreck the bloody place!’ said Kelp. ‘That for a start!’


‘Then what for you, Kelp?’ yelled the big man back at him.


‘I—I don’t know!’


‘Let me back!’ squealed the fat woman as the decrepit little man advanced on her. ‘Don’t let Kelp get out! They’ll turn the Hunters loose.’


Stop. Everyone was silent. They all looked at Kelp. Kelp fingered his swollen nose.


‘The Hunters?’ they whispered.


They all knew of the Hunters. A nightmare fusion of a morgueful of executed maniacs, the memory banks of the 3rd Millennium experiments in sense-swimming, with all its attendant horrifying failures, and a shipload of indestructible guardian robots that had suffered an inexplicable emotional change. The result was something between undying mechanical efficiency and a diseased but horrifyingly powerful sense of mission: the Hunters had conceived themselves the guardians of the Timepivot.


‘Timepivot!’


Kelp knew a part of his past. There was a thing called the Timepivot. The Hunters guarded it. They would now be creeping from their sepulchral pits to track him down.


‘I’m going back!’ the fat woman screamed. ‘Come with me!’ She attempted to pat the crazed little thin man on the head.


‘Kelp’s a great man,’ said the yellow-bearded man.


‘Kelp’s a bastard,’ said some of the others.


‘The Hunters will come for him,’ said the thin man.


‘And us.’


Jangled nervous systems were beginning to function smoothly. The crew of ludicrous escapes suddenly began to look what they were: the criminals of the most privileged society that man could invent.


‘You’re the bastard that wanted to pass us down a gravity sink, aren’t you?’ one derelict demanded.


‘We should kill him,’ suggested another.


‘Come into the coma-cell with me,’ the fat woman implored. ‘One of you. Any one.’


There was still disagreement and indecision on most of the faces. Kelp wondered whether he would have to kill them all. Instinctively he brushed aside the idea. He needed them.


‘We’ve time to get out,’ he said. ‘The robots don’t know how to handle the situation. There hasn’t been an escape from here in close on a thousand years. Look at it!’


He waved to the crumbling equipment in the enormous store cavern. The weight of centuries hung there.


‘Whatever machinery they’ve got for closing this place up hasn’t ever been used.’


The yellow-bearded man decided things.


‘Kelp is a great man,’ he said. ‘So let’s have some fun.’


The fat woman tried to leave. She mumbled through ragged lips, torn by her anxious mouthings. ‘Kelp is a stinking—.’


The thin man clamped one plump arm in a sinewy hand.


‘Bits of us drifting about the universe!’ she squealed. ‘I don’t want the Hunters to send me into the rest of the galaxy in fragments!’ She exhibited plump flanks. ‘I want to stay like me!’


‘He’ll smash the Timepivot!’ said a nervous voice.


Kelp did not trouble to identify it, for, quickly now, the men and women were scrambling into their equipment, intent on the task in hand. There was no discussion about it. They all knew their own speciality.


The yellow-bearded man leapt for the main corridors. ‘First things first!’ he bellowed. Kelp knew that he would make for the Galactic History Museum, that record of a race’s encounter with the strange things that had once inhabited this part of the universe. He was a sadistic monster, whose one ambition it was to unleash the horrors of aeons before onto the decaying civilisation that kept them on show.


That and the rest of the aims of the whooping band of vicious derelicts would keep the pursuit well behind. Kelp blasted two low-grade robots from his path as he emerged from the gaol. Then he zoomed high above the city.




Chapter Four


It was a brilliant day. The three suns performed their intricate pyrotechnics as mayfly clouds formed, hung and disappeared in the violent haze. Kelp looked down at the placid city. There was little movement. The few inhabitants who troubled to emerge from the sense-swimming contests trundled slowly around, looking for a mate, or an unfamiliar face to stare at, or simply to reassure themselves that the mighty city still stood. Kelp loved the city: he hated its way of life. There was only one way in which its colossal potential for dynamic action could be released: through the Timepivot.


With almost a gasp of awe, Kelp began to remember his mission. Most of it was clear. He must reach the legendary Timepivot, that lynchpin of whatever order inhered in this part of the universe. He had once tried to take the Timepivot….


‘Kelp!’ a voice boomed at him from the past. Kelp looked down at the city, with its greedy cynics, its famished dreamers, its gorgeous predators. ‘Kelp! Vast and terrible consequences would have followed had you been successful!’


‘You need a friend,’ a voice murmured.


Kelp was back in the present, and the voice was from nearby. He spun around, the sensitive jets in his suit obeying his movement. For a moment his mind reeled, and he thought himself back in the hazy comatose condition where he had spent his sentence. On a polystyrene cloud, reclining on a couch-like structure, lay a golden-haired woman of imposing proportions. She had one knee eccentrically covered in feathers, and her toes were artificially inflated to an enormous size.


‘I love you,’ she said realistically.


Kelp knew that there was no other course open to him than to accept the invitation. Clearly she belonged to the cult of the Earthists. She had convinced herself that she was a goddess from an antique mythology, and she had decided to honour one of her worshippers.


‘You may advance,’ she told him.


Warily, Kelp did so. The Earthists had a nasty trick of killing off unwary devotees, again in what they conceived to be a mythologically accurate way. The woman’s attendants would be concealed in the cloud, waiting hopefully for him to make a wrong move. The Timepivot would have to wait.


‘You’re not an unpleasant offering,’ she informed him. ‘Out of condition, of course.’ She looked at her own magnificent naked body. ‘Even I’m putting weight on.’


‘Your belly swells with the magic of a woman,’ Kelp told her. ‘Your breasts are plump with the power of the Mother.’


The woman smiled and Kelp relaxed. He would not die yet. He wondered idly what incoherent scholarship had gone into the production of the woman’s fantasy. She held in one hand a tiny golden stringed instrument; the brass structure on which she lay was railed at head and foot, and on each corner was a large brass globe. Kelp supposed it symbolised some aspect of fertility. The cults borrowed from all sources: not much was known about the history of the ancient worlds, for Blow-Up had been nothing if not comprehensive.


‘Good of you to honour a lonely goddess,’ she said. ‘So few worshippers!’ She wriggled her enormous toes. ‘Aren’t they sweet? A new hormone some of my devotees sent up.’


Kelp realised that another new fashion had emerged: distended members.


‘Well, do worship,’ the woman said. ‘After all, I am a fertility goddess.’


Down below a few bright mushrooming explosions told Kelp that his crew of escaped derelicts were disrupting the city’s services, giving him the time he desperately needed, now more than ever. Kelp gave himself up to the matter in hand, though not without some curiosity about his own capabilities. He bellowed the ritual statement of intent and plunged onto the bed and into the woman. The golden harp sank into the foamy cloud with a subdued tinkle.


‘Bless you!’ said the woman some time later. As he strapped on his suit, she looked at him: ‘I’ve a feeling a person of my eminence shouldn’t associate with ordinary mortals. But there’s something about you that marks you off….’


She broke off as an arrowhead formation of small green-bronze robots headed for the cloud.


‘Personal robots. Are they yours?’


The robots zoomed away as they recognised the threat within the fleecy cloud. ‘Mine,’ said Kelp. ‘Yes.’


‘Odd tastes,’ said the goddess. ‘Now go. I require a space for contemplation on the question of my next metamorphosis.’


‘I kiss your feet,’ said Kelp.


‘Hey ho!’ bellowed one robot. The others took up the call. ‘Hey ho, Kelp!’


One of them persisted with ‘Ho hey!’ until he was silenced by the others. They clustered around him with metallic snorts of pleasure.


‘We survived, Kelp!’ said one.


‘We kept the Timepivot under observation the whole time,’ reported the second.


‘How long?’ said Kelp.


‘Nine years,’ said a third.


Nine years in the coma-cell. Kelp felt a massive hatred for the whole of the human race. Black evil flooded through his mind: he looked down at the city where obvious signs of chaos could be seen.


‘The Hunters,’ suggested the first robot. ‘Kelp, we’ve got maybe just enough time.’


‘Nine years,’ said Kelp. He pointed to the sharp shaft of black rock which housed the mysterious relic of the Expedition to the Forever Planet1: ‘Yesterday I reached out for the Timepivot. We almost had it in our hands.’ Memories of the glorious crew he had gathered together flooded back. Now he knew what he was and what he had to do. ‘You brought the things we need?’


‘All ready, Kelp,’ said a second robot, showing him the deadly range of weapons in his pack.


‘There’s not much time,’ said the third robot.


‘None at all left,’ agreed Kelp. He felt no compunction whatsoever about his intentions. Whatever consequences flowed from the dislodging of the Timepivot, however vast and however terrible they were, he would face them with equanimity.


Kelp felt his power returning: that surging vitality that had shocked untold millions on every planet of the settled Galaxy. That incredible energy which had brought sweet, bitter and dangerous Zelda across the gulfs of space to join him in his assault on the fortress which housed the Timepivot, and had led to her red ruin of a death beneath the tracks of the Hunters’ vehicles on the grey sands of this planet he now zoomed across.


There was the rest of the crew: the mutant Gargantua; the superb athlete Zim, with his astonishing ability to plot the likely actions of the tired men at Galactic Control as they attempted to destroy the group which threatened the very space-time continuum in which the galaxy rode. Kelp thought too of the wild extrovert Zyric who had been incinerated with the mutant and Zim in a vast cosmic battle against half a fleet. They were all dead. Only he had survived.


The robots pointed to the black rock, now bigger and menacing in the evening mist. One sun was down, and the others began the stately dance of descent into the ring of mountains surrounding the city. They would reach the rock within minutes. And soon after that, Kelp would know whether or not the secret which the mysterious things from the Forever Planet had found the key to could be rediscovered.


Kelp shuddered, his rage past. Now the cold threat of eternity, of black emptiness and the creation of time, began to oppress him. He remembered the trial. The words of the judge.




Chapter Five


‘Once you release vast and terrible forces, there are vast and terrible consequences!’


This one response to all of Kelp’s arguments. His excitement had communicated itself to the whole apparatus of judgement: the watching gallery and the other galleries who watched on remote worlds were tense with awe and fear as he explained his view of a mastery by the human race of the ultimate mysteries of space and time. There had been white, staring faces; eyes awash with wonder; men and women suddenly clutched at aching lungs and strained hearts.


Kelp had not found it easy to enword the colossal sense of wonder he felt when he had first looked into the vault where the Timepivot lay. And it was impossible adequately to explain to anyone but a visionary like Zelda just what would happen when the key of the Timepivot was fitted to the locks that barred the human race from the ultimate mystery. The small expedition to the Forever Planet had brought back a tiny fragment of the debris left from a cosmic experiment on a scale that left men shuddering in panic when they heard of it from the survivors of the expedition. So great had the shock been that the matter became tabu. The insatiable curiosity of the race had dried up in the face of this fearsome mystery. That touch of madness which had always turned aspiration into reality had been excised. No one could handle the Timepivot.
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