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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.







Introduction to
The Michael Moorcock Collection


John Clute


HE IS NOW over 70, enough time for most careers to start and end in, enough time to fit in an occasional half-decade or so of silence to mark off the big years. Silence happens. I don’t think I know an author who doesn’t fear silence like the plague; most of us, if we live long enough, can remember a bad blank year or so, or more. Not Michael Moorcock. Except for some worrying surgery on his toes in recent years, he seems not to have taken time off to breathe the air of peace and panic. There has been no time to spare. The nearly 60 years of his active career seems to have been too short to fit everything in: the teenage comics; the editing jobs; the pulp fiction; the reinvented heroic fantasies; the Eternal Champion; the deep Jerry Cornelius riffs;

NEW WORLDS; the 1970s/1980s flow of stories and novels, dozens upon dozens of them in every category of modern fantastika; the tales of the dying Earth and the possessing of Jesus; the exercises in postmodernism that turned the world inside out before most of us had begun to guess we were living on the wrong side of things; the invention (more or less) of steampunk; the alternate histories; the Mitteleuropean tales of sexual terror; the deep-city London riffs: the turns and changes and returns and reconfigurations to which he has subjected his oeuvre over the years (he expects this new Collected Edition will fix these transformations in place for good); the late tales where he has been remodelling the intersecting worlds he created in the 1960s in terms of twenty-first-century physics: for starters. If you can’t take the heat, I guess, stay out of the multiverse.


His life has been full and complicated, a life he has exposed and hidden (like many other prolific authors) throughout his work. In Mother London (1988), though, a non-fantastic novel published at what is now something like the midpoint of his career, it may be possible to find the key to all the other selves who made the 100 books. There are three protagonists in the tale, which is set from about 1940 to about 1988 in the suburbs and inner runnels of the vast metropolis of Charles Dickens and Robert Louis Stevenson. The oldest of these protagonists is Joseph Kiss, a flamboyant self-advertising fin-de-siècle figure of substantial girth and a fantasticating relationship to the world: he is Michael Moorcock, seen with genial bite as a kind of G.K. Chesterton without the wearying punch-line paradoxes. The youngest of the three is David Mummery, a haunted introspective half-insane denizen of a secret London of trials and runes and codes and magic: he too is Michael Moorcock, seen through a glass, darkly. And there is Mary Gasalee, a kind of holy-innocent and survivor, blessed with a luminous clarity of insight, so that in all her apparent ignorance of the onrushing secular world she is more deeply wise than other folk: she is also Michael Moorcock, Moorcock when young as viewed from the wry middle years of 1988. When we read the book, we are reading a book of instructions for the assembly of a London writer. The Moorcock we put together from this choice of portraits is amused and bemused at the vision of himself; he is a phenomenon of flamboyance and introspection, a poseur and a solitary, a dreamer and a doer, a multitude and a singleton. But only the three Moorcocks in this book, working together, could have written all the other books.


It all began – as it does for David Mummery in Mother London – in South London, in a subtopian stretch of villas called Mitcham, in 1939. In early childhood, he experienced the Blitz, and never forgot the extraordinariness of being a participant – however minute – in the great drama; all around him, as though the world were being dismantled nightly, darkness and blackout would descend, bombs fall, buildings and streets disappear; and in the morning, as though a new universe had taken over from the old one and the world had become portals, the sun would rise on glinting rubble, abandoned tricycles, men and women going about their daily tasks as though nothing had happened, strange shards of ruin poking into altered air. From a very early age, Michael Moorcock’s security reposed in a sense that everything might change, in the blinking of an eye, and be rejourneyed the next day (or the next book). Though as a writer he has certainly elucidated the fears and alarums of life in Aftermath Britain, it does seem that his very early years were marked by the epiphanies of war, rather than the inflictions of despair and beclouding amnesia most adults necessarily experienced. After the war ended, his parents separated, and the young Moorcock began to attend a pretty wide variety of schools, several of which he seems to have been expelled from, and as soon as he could legally do so he began to work full time, up north in London’s heart, which he only left when he moved to Texas (with intervals in Paris) in the early 1990s, from where (to jump briefly up the decades) he continues to cast a Martian eye: as with most exiles, Moorcock’s intensest anatomies of his homeland date from after his cunning departure.


But back again to the beginning (just as though we were rimming a multiverse). Starting in the 1950s there was the comics and pulp work for Fleetway Publications; there was the first book (Caribbean Crisis, 1962) as by Desmond Reid, co-written with his early friend the artist James Cawthorn (1929–2008); there was marriage, with the writer Hilary Bailey (they divorced in 1978), three children, a heated existence in the Ladbroke Grove/Notting Hill Gate region of London he was later to populate with Jerry Cornelius and his vast family; there was the editing of NEW WORLDS, which began in 1964 and became the heartbeat of the British New Wave two years later as writers like Brian W. Aldiss and J.G. Ballard, reaching their early prime, made it into a tympanum, as young American writers like Thomas M. Disch, John T. Sladek, Norman Spinrad and Pamela Zoline found a home in London for material they could not publish in America, and new British writers like M. John Harrison and Charles Platt began their careers in its pages; but before that there was Elric. With The Stealer of Souls (1963) and Stormbringer (1965), the multiverse began to flicker into view, and the Eternal Champion (whom Elric parodied and embodied) began properly to ransack the worlds in his fight against a greater Chaos than the great dance could sustain. There was also the first SF novel, The Sundered Worlds (1965), but in the 1960s SF was a difficult nut to demolish for Moorcock: he would bide his time.


We come to the heart of the matter. Jerry Cornelius, who first appears in The Final Programme (1968) – which assembles and co-ordinates material first published a few years earlier in NEW WORLDS – is a deliberate solarisation of the albino Elric, who was himself a mocking solarisation of Robert E. Howard’s Conan, or rather of the mighty-thew-headed Conan created for profit by Howard epigones: Moorcock rarely mocks the true quill. Cornelius, who reaches his first and most telling apotheosis in the four novels comprising The Cornelius Quartet, remains his most distinctive and perhaps most original single creation: a wide boy, an agent, a flaneur, a bad musician, a shopper, a shapechanger, a trans, a spy in the house of London: a toxic palimpsest on whom and through whom the zeitgeist inscribes surreal conjugations of ‘message’. Jerry Cornelius gives head to Elric.


The life continued apace. By 1970, with NEW WORLDS on its last legs, multiverse fantasies and experimental novels poured forth; Moorcock and Hilary Bailey began to live separately, though he moved, in fact, only around the corner, where he set up house with Jill Riches, who would become his second wife; there was a second home in Yorkshire, but London remained his central base. The Condition of Muzak (1977), which is the fourth Cornelius novel, and Gloriana; or, The Unfulfill’d Queen (1978), which transfigures the first Elizabeth into a kinked Astraea, marked perhaps the high point of his career as a writer of fiction whose font lay in genre or its mutations – marked perhaps the furthest bournes he could transgress while remaining within the perimeters of fantasy (though within those bournes vast stretches of territory remained and would, continually, be explored). During these years he sometimes wore a leather jacket constructed out of numerous patches of varicoloured material, and it sometimes seemed perfectly fitting that he bore the semblance, as his jacket flickered and fuzzed from across a room or road, of an illustrated man, a map, a thing of shreds and patches, a student fleshed from dreams. Like the stories he told, he seemed to be more than one thing. To use a term frequently applied (by me at least) to twenty-first-century fiction, he seemed equipoisal: which is to say that, through all his genre-hopping and genre-mixing and genre-transcending and genre-loyal returnings to old pitches, he was never still, because ‘equipoise’ is all about making stories move. As with his stories, he cannot be pinned down, because he is not in one place. In person and in his work, it has always been sink or swim: like a shark, or a dancer, or an equilibrist…


The marriage with Jill Riches came to an end. He married Linda Steele in 1983; they remain married. The Colonel Pyat books, Byzantium Endures (1981), The Laughter of Carthage (1984), Jerusalem Commands (1992) and The Vengeance of Rome (2006), dominated these years, along with Mother London. As these books, which are non-fantastic, are not included in the current Michael Moorcock Collection, it might be worth noting here that, in their insistence on the irreducible difficulty of gaining anything like true sight, they represent Moorcock’s mature modernist take on what one might call the rag-and-bone shop of the world itself; and that the huge ornate postmodern edifice of his multiverse loosens us from that world, gives us room to breathe, to juggle our strategies for living – allows us ultimately to escape from prison (to use a phrase from a writer he does not respect, J.R.R. Tolkien, for whom the twentieth century was a prison train bound for hell). What Moorcock may best be remembered for in the end is the (perhaps unique) interplay between modernism and postmodernism in his work. (But a plethora of discordant understandings makes these terms hard to use; so enough of them.) In the end, one might just say that Moorcock’s work as a whole represents an extraordinarily multifarious execution of the fantasist’s main task: which is to get us out of here.


Recent decades saw a continuation of the multifarious, but with a more intensely applied methodology. The late volumes of the long Elric saga, and the Second Ether sequence of meta-fantasies – Blood: A Southern Fantasy (1995), Fabulous Harbours (1995) and The War Amongst the Angels: An Autobiographical Story (1996) – brood on the real world and the multiverse through the lens of Chaos Theory: the closer you get to the world, the less you describe it. The Metatemporal Detective (2007) – a narrative in the Steampunk mode Moorcock had previewed as long ago as The Warlord of the Air (1971) and The Land Leviathan (1974) – continues the process, sometimes dizzyingly: as though the reader inhabited the eye of a camera increasing its focus on a closely observed reality while its bogey simultaneously wheels it backwards from the desired rapport: an old Kurasawa trick here amplified into a tool of conspectus, fantasy eyed and (once again) rejourneyed, this time through the lens of SF.


We reach the second decade of the twenty-first century, time still to make things new, but also time to sort. There are dozens of titles in The Michael Moorcock Collection that have not been listed in this short space, much less trawled for tidbits. The various avatars of the Eternal Champion – Elric, Kane of Old Mars, Hawkmoon, Count Brass, Corum, Von Bek – differ vastly from one another. Hawkmoon is a bit of a berk; Corum is a steely solitary at the End of Time: the joys and doleurs of the interplays amongst them can only be experienced through immersion. And the Dancers at the End of Time books, and the Nomad of the Time Stream books, and the Karl Glogauer books, and all the others. They are here now, a 100 books that make up one book. They have been fixed for reading. It is time to enter the multiverse and see the world.


September 2012




Introduction to
The Michael Moorcock Collection


Michael Moorcock


BY 1964, AFTER I had been editing NEW WORLDS for some months and had published several science fiction and fantasy novels, including Stormbringer, I realised that my run as a writer was over. About the only new ideas I’d come up with were miniature computers, the multiverse and black holes, all very crudely realised, in The Sundered Worlds. No doubt I would have to return to journalism, writing features and editing. ‘My career,’ I told my friend J.G. Ballard, ‘is finished.’ He sympathised and told me he only had a few SF stories left in him, then he, too, wasn’t sure what he’d do.


In January 1965, living in Colville Terrace, Notting Hill, then an infamous slum, best known for its race riots, I sat down at the typewriter in our kitchen-cum-bathroom and began a locally based book, designed to be accompanied by music and graphics. The Final Programme featured a character based on a young man I’d seen around the area and whom I named after a local greengrocer, Jerry Cornelius, ‘Messiah to the Age of Science’. Jerry was as much a technique as a character. Not the ‘spy’ some critics described him as but an urban adventurer as interested in his psychic environment as the contemporary physical world. My influences were English and French absurdists, American noir novels. My inspiration was William Burroughs with whom I’d recently begun a correspondence. I also borrowed a few SF ideas, though I was adamant that I was not writing in any established genre. I felt I had at last found my own authentic voice.


I had already written a short novel, The Golden Barge, set in a nowhere, no-time world very much influenced by Peake and the surrealists, which I had not attempted to publish. An earlier autobiographical novel, The Hungry Dreamers, set in Soho, was eaten by rats in a Ladbroke Grove basement. I remained unsatisfied with my style and my technique. The Final Programme took nine days to complete (by 20 January, 1965) with my baby daughters sometimes cradled with their bottles while I typed on. This, I should say, is my memory of events; my then wife scoffed at this story when I recounted it. Whatever the truth, the fact is I only believed I might be a serious writer after I had finished that novel, with all its flaws. But Jerry Cornelius, probably my most successful sustained attempt at unconventional fiction, was born then and ever since has remained a useful means of telling complex stories. Associated with the 60s and 70s, he has been equally at home in all the following decades. Through novels and novellas I developed a means of carrying several narratives and viewpoints on what appeared to be a very light (but tight) structure which dispensed with some of the earlier methods of fiction. In the sense that it took for granted the understanding that the novel is among other things an internal dialogue and I did not feel the need to repeat by now commonly understood modernist conventions, this fiction was post-modern.


Not all my fiction looked for new forms for the new century. Like many ‘revolutionaries’ I looked back as well as forward. As George Meredith looked to the eighteenth century for inspiration for his experiments with narrative, I looked to Meredith, popular Edwardian realists like Pett Ridge and Zangwill and the writers of the fin de siècle for methods and inspiration. An almost obsessive interest in the Fabians, several of whom believed in the possibility of benign imperialism, ultimately led to my Bastable books which examined our enduring British notion that an empire could be essentially a force for good. The first was The Warlord of the Air.


I also wrote my Dancers at the End of Time stories and novels under the influence of Edwardian humourists and absurdists like Jerome or Firbank. Together with more conventional generic books like The Ice Schooner or The Black Corridor, most of that work was done in the 1960s and 70s when I wrote the Eternal Champion supernatural adventure novels which helped support my own and others’ experiments via NEW WORLDS, allowing me also to keep a family while writing books in which action and fantastic invention were paramount. Though I did them quickly, I didn’t write them cynically. I have always believed, somewhat puritanically, in giving the audience good value for money. I enjoyed writing them, tried to avoid repetition, and through each new one was able to develop a few more ideas. They also continued to teach me how to express myself through image and metaphor. My Everyman became the Eternal Champion, his dreams and ambitions represented by the multiverse. He could be an ordinary person struggling with familiar problems in a contemporary setting or he could be a swordsman fighting monsters on a far-away world.


Long before I wrote Gloriana (in four parts reflecting the seasons) I had learned to think in images and symbols through reading John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, Milton and others, understanding early on that the visual could be the most important part of a book and was often in itself a story as, for instance, a famous personality could also, through everything associated with their name, function as narrative. I wanted to find ways of carrying as many stories as possible in one. From the cinema I also learned how to use images as connecting themes. Images, colours, music, and even popular magazine headlines can all add coherence to an apparently random story, underpinning it and giving the reader a sense of internal logic and a satisfactory resolution, dispensing with certain familiar literary conventions.


When the story required it, I also began writing neo-realist fiction exploring the interface of character and environment, especially the city, especially London. In some books I condensed, manipulated and randomised time to achieve what I wanted, but in others the sense of ‘real time’ as we all generally perceive it was more suitable and could best be achieved by traditional nineteenth-century means. For the Pyat books I first looked back to the great German classic, Grimmelshausen’s Simplicissimus and other early picaresques. I then examined the roots of a certain kind of moral fiction from Defoe through Thackeray and Meredith then to modern times where the picaresque (or rogue tale) can take the form of a road movie, for instance. While it’s probably fair to say that Pyat and Byzantium Endures precipitated the end of my second marriage (echoed to a degree in The Brothel in Rosenstrasse), the late 70s and the 80s were exhilarating times for me, with Mother London being perhaps my own favourite novel of that period. I wanted to write something celebratory.


By the 90s I was again attempting to unite several kinds of fiction in one novel with my Second Ether trilogy. With Mandelbrot, Chaos Theory and String Theory I felt, as I said at the time, as if I were being offered a chart of my own brain. That chart made it easier for me to develop the notion of the multiverse as representing both the internal and the external, as a metaphor and as a means of structuring and rationalising an outrageously inventive and quasi-realistic narrative. The worlds of the multiverse move up and down scales or ‘planes’ explained in terms of mass, allowing entire universes to exist in the ‘same’ space. The result of developing this idea was the War Amongst the Angels sequence which added absurdist elements also functioning as a kind of mythology and folklore for a world beginning to understand itself in terms of new metaphysics and theoretical physics. As the cosmos becomes denser and almost infinite before our eyes, with black holes and dark matter affecting our own reality, we can explore them and observe them as our ancestors explored our planet and observed the heavens.


At the end of the 90s I’d returned to realism, sometimes with a dash of fantasy, with King of the City and the stories collected in London Bone. I also wrote a new Elric/Eternal Champion sequence, beginning with Daughter of Dreams, which brought the fantasy worlds of Hawkmoon, Bastable and Co. in line with my realistic and autobiographical stories, another attempt to unify all my fiction, and also offer a way in which disparate genres could be reunited, through notions developed from the multiverse and the Eternal Champion, as one giant novel. At the time I was finishing the Pyat sequence which attempted to look at the roots of the Nazi Holocaust in our European, Middle Eastern and American cultures and to ground my strange survival guilt while at the same time examining my own cultural roots in the light of an enduring anti-Semitism.


By the 2000s I was exploring various conventional ways of story-telling in the last parts of The Metatemporal Detective and through other homages, comics, parodies and games. I also looked back at my earliest influences. I had reached retirement age and felt like a rest. I wrote a ‘prequel’ to the Elric series as a graphic novel with Walter Simonson, The Making of a Sorcerer, and did a little online editing with FANTASTIC METROPOLIS.


By 2010 I had written a novel featuring Doctor Who, The Coming of the Terraphiles, with a nod to P.G. Wodehouse (a boyhood favourite), continued to write short stories and novellas and to work on the beginning of a new sequence combining pure fantasy and straight autobiography called The Whispering Swarm while still writing more Cornelius stories trying to unite all the various genres and sub-genres into which contemporary fiction has fallen.


Throughout my career critics have announced that I’m ‘abandoning’ fantasy and concentrating on literary fiction. The truth is, however, that all my life, since I became a professional writer and editor at the age of 16, I’ve written in whatever mode suits a story best and where necessary created a new form if an old one didn’t work for me. Certain ideas are best carried on a Jerry Cornelius story, others work better as realism and others as fantasy or science fiction. Some work best as a combination. I’m sure I’ll write whatever I like and will continue to experiment with all the ways there are of telling stories and carrying as many themes as possible. Whether I write about a widow coping with loneliness in her cottage or a massive, universe-size sentient spaceship searching for her children, I’ll no doubt die trying to tell them all. I hope you’ll find at least some of them to your taste.


One thing a reader can be sure of about these new editions is that they would not have been possible without the tremendous and indispensable help of my old friend and bibliographer John Davey. John has ensured that these Gollancz editions are definitive. I am indebted to John for many things, including his work at Moorcock’s Miscellany, my website, but his work on this edition has been outstanding. As well as being an accomplished novelist in his own right John is an astonishingly good editor who has worked with Gollancz and myself to point out every error and flaw in all previous editions, some of them not corrected since their first publication, and has enabled me to correct or revise them. I couldn’t have completed this project without him. Together, I think, Gollancz, John Davey and myself have produced what will be the best editions possible and I am very grateful to him, to Malcolm Edwards, Darren Nash and Marcus Gipps for all the considerable hard work they have done to make this edition what it is.


Michael Moorcock




Chapter One




Those who may be pleased to honour these pages with a perusal, will not be detained with a long introductory history of my birth, parentage, and education. The very title implies that, at this period of my memoirs, I was ignorant of the two first; and it will be necessary for the due development of my narrative, that I allow them to remain in the same state of bliss: for, in the perusal of a tale, as well as in the pilgrimage of life, ignorance of the future may truly be considered as the greatest source of happiness.


– Captain Marryat,
Japhet in Search of a Father





I Am Born


I WAS BORN in the reign of King George VI, backstage at South London’s old Brixton Empire, during a lull in the Battle of Britain. My mother, Lady Eleanor Moorcock, blossoming from a retirement to which she would never return, was entertaining the troops. The pains became urgent halfway through her finale, ‘Home with the Milk in the Morning’. I popped out so quickly, she told me, that she was able to take the cast curtain call and accept a glass of champagne before we were given a lift home in a field marshal’s staff car to Hammersmith and our flat in Begg Mansions, Sporting Club Square.


Sporting Club Square, which lay directly between two great music halls, The Fulham Palace and The Hammersmith Royal, had an anti-aircraft position next to the tennis courts. My mother said the ack-ack and the searchlights were blazing away for the rest of the night and it took her two large ASVs before she could get a wink, but as soon as I had been given to the wet nurse I went off like a top. She lived apart from my father, who was attached to some mysterious ministry and slept at his club when in town. He was leaving Casablanca, I believe, on that particular night.


For those times the circumstances of my birth were not remarkable. Many considered them fortunate, with four medical officers and a midwife in the audience. Two of the MOs and the midwife were killed in rocket attacks in 1945, close to the War’s end, but I stayed in touch with both the others until their deaths. They regarded me with all the specific affection of uncles and by happy chance both became magistrates in later life, able to bend their principles a little when my cases came up, for I was never a lucky thief.


My parents had been separated since 1937, but preserved a peculiar loyalty and love for each other. Their rare meetings were always passionate.


My father hated to leave the family place in Yorkshire, whereas my mother pined if she was ever longer than a month away from the capital. Even through the Blitz she stuck it out. Indeed, she became a local heroine when she helped survivors climb to safety from the burning Convent of the Poor Clares behind the Square.


While I lay in the relative security of the basement shelter, the incendiary firestorm screaming and raving outside, my mother made the nuns tea on a camp-stove in her own kitchen. Peeling back the blackout curtain, they watched the blinding incandescent torch of The Fulham Palace as she blazed into oblivion in what seemed moments. From the Square-facing windows they saw the other mansion blocks silhouetted by the glare from Hammersmith, where the Royal had also sustained a direct hit. The sky would not stop shouting. She sang them their favourite old-time songs. Three sisters asked for her autograph. They were already admirers. As Nelly Taylor she had been very popular in the last years of the London music halls and one of the stars of The Kilburn Hippodrome before my father took her into marriage. After the War she became a successful character actress.


My father is Sir Arthur Moorcock, firstly of Tower House, Moorcock, near Dent in Wensleydale, Yorkshire, and later of Far-ring Grange, near Worthing, West Sussex. I am perhaps the only member of the direct line not to prefer Tower House and its endlessly changing landscapes to city life. I share the view that I inherited more of my mother’s temperament than my father’s. This was a source of some disappointment to the family but never, it seemed, to my father who was of a phlegmatic character, with a profound sense of human individuality and liberty. He delighted as much in my mother’s qualities as he delighted in the white hares running free over the fells in winter. ‘Your mother is a wild flower,’ he would say to me, ‘and needs to blossom where she can.’


My childhood was enjoyed at my father’s home in Wensleydale and in the ruins of London; at the Ramsden School, near Leeds; and on regular holiday expeditions into the Lake District, sometimes by train and sometimes by bicycle. But a great deal of my general education came from the Gypsies.


Thanks to my father’s friendships, I grew up on first name terms with Romanies from all over the United Kingdom and Ireland. Every year the Hamcoxes, one of the horse-trading families, came through and took me in an old, gaudy van, smelling of peat and camphor, to the great Gypsy gathering at Appleby. Beneath the gentle fells horses and vans filled the valley. Everywhere the men could be seen deep in conversation, occasionally exchanging substantial sums of money in rolled-up wads of notes. Traditionally, no other paper ever passed between them. They sealed bargains with a symbolic bareback ride through the river ford and a handshake. It was all the contract they’d ever need. Their fancy chrome and brass vans glittered and flashed even in the rain, like a vision of the mythical Silver World, said to exist behind the Cumbrian mist. The old painted wooden vans, like the one I shared with Granny Rees, were too small for most modern families. They were used to lure the gorgios in, to tell their fortunes for silver and lift curses off their heads for gold. Every morning and evening Granny would tell me stories of the moonbeam roads and the wanderers who roamed them. She helped clear my intellect of a hampering linearity.


My father had always made the Gypsies welcome when they arrived on his land. He let them set up their camp, providing water for them, talking horses with them. There was considerable mutual respect between our families. The Gypsies left with scarcely a broken blade of grass to tell where they had been. My father made grateful use of their wisdom and consequently had the best-kept horses in the Riding.


By a freak of geological good fortune, we were blessed with the sweetest, smoothest turf in Yorkshire. There was a time, before the fire which took so much of the heart out of my father, that Moorcock horses were highly prized by the show- and hunting-fancy and were owned all over the world.


It was the Gypsies who had saved us from the worst of the fire. They had taken to wintering in the river pasture and helped with our horses in return. Out checking his traps in the small hours, young James Lee spotted the flames in the stables and gave the alarm. Two of his brothers were badly blistered and many others of the tribe had their clothes and skin singed rescuing our terrified beasts. It had been too late to save every horse. My father’s favourite mare, Thrawn Janet, was burned to death.


Though we had more than half our stock left it was the end of those golden years and my father lost interest in the stables. He stopped riding and would walk everywhere with his long, determined stride. When not fly-fishing he spent most of his time in the tower, which he had converted to a library. Gallery after gallery of books stretched up from basement to distant ceiling and only the narrowest of gangways and steps connected them.


Seated at his old library desk at the top of the tower, looking out across our beautiful Yorkshire moorland, timeless, brooding and eternally uncompromising, my father was writing a history of our family.


*


Like many other members of my family, I enjoyed a close familiarity with the supernatural. My mother ignored such things, but my father was prepared for what I would begin to find. Even when, in a fishing creel, I brought a score of budgerigars home from near Ribblehead Viaduct, where they had manifested themselves before my eyes as I admired a detailed vision of the busy city of Constantinople and her famous Hagia Sophia, my father merely expressed mild surprise. He contacted a pet shop in Sedbergh and got rid of the birds there.


In the unpopulated dales, I quickly became familiar with miracles and visions and thought little of them. Occasionally there would be an interesting visitation, usually from an angel. My father counselled me to discretion. I would find it easier for myself if outside the family I didn’t mention my encounters with the supernatural. The more I experienced of what he called ‘intratemporality’, the more it would seem that time was nothing but a perpetual loop. This was an illusion, created by our own attempts to impose linearity upon what is profoundly non-linear. However, most of the family preferred to ignore the supernatural, rather than embrace it. There was a danger of becoming powerless or invisible in this world by taking too much of an interest in another. Happily, he told me, there was a tendency for the affliction to fade away as one grew older.1


My frequent encounters with the Angelic Host, my dawning understanding that it was possible to come and go in their worlds as easily as they came and went in ours, led, after my first marriage, to my taking some dangerous steps into unknown territory and choosing to play a round in the Game of Time, sentencing myself to a million years of regrets before I returned to my home only a few seconds after I had left.2 This deterred me from continuing for a while but I had developed a lust for exploration. It was on my second expedition that I encountered Sam Oakenhurst who did not recognise me and knew nothing then of all his other lives. I sought him out because I had admired him from afar and hoped to reassure him. Also he could help me in my game.


From my earliest years I had always spent some of my holidays in Mitcham, a village on the outskirts of London where my mother’s family had its roots. There were strong Jewish and Gypsy family ties, though my mother and her sisters were culturally, if not physically, indistinguishable from all other South Londoners. The chief thing they had in common with their Gypsy cousins was a willingness to uproot and move at a moment’s notice, no matter how long they had been settled. The chief difference was that their migrations were always within a few miles of London’s heart. They were constantly blazing fresh trails back to the centre.


My mother, the youngest, was born during the First World War at Stair Cottages, not far from the Common, near the old lavender fields. She and her sisters were all legendary exotic beauties in their day. Every one made a good marriage. My grandmother told me of Mediterranean ancestors who had come from Africa through Spain, of noble families as old as Phoenicia. She spoke of her husband’s people, who had taken centuries to travel from the Himalayan heartland of the world to the borders of London, who brought Hindi and Persian and Byzantine Greek words to add to the common tongue, together with a religion which blended Hindu mythology with Zoroastrianism and the oldest forms of Christianity. My grandfather was actually half-Sepharde and half-Gypsy. Potent magic, as my grandmother would say wistfully.


My grandfather had seemed wholly Gypsy. A big, dark handsome man, he had been a blacksmith until his lungs collapsed. His sons wore colourful clothes, bright bandannas, gold earrings, and had wonderful black, curly hair, dark eyes and white teeth. On Saturday nights girls who my aunts told me were ‘not respectable’ would come down to the mouth of the mews to be picked up by those laughing, dangerous boys.


One settled tribe, the Jones, still had a camp not far from the tram terminus, near Figges’ Marsh, in an area mysteriously known as ‘The Lonesome’. They also lived around ‘The Rocky’, a small warren of stableyards and cottages, named for The Rocky Mountain Café which always attracted me with its greasy, working-class warmth. They ran the fairgrounds, too.


Since Roman times, fairs came seasonally to Mitcham. The fairs brought the Gypsies and some of them had settled. They had a hand in all the fairs which came through, owning most of the big rides, the helter-skelters, the dodgems and the roller coasters which were often winter-stored nearby. But fairs were not their only trade.


The tribe occupied both sides of an old, cobbled mews. The stables and storage were below, the living quarters above. In the security of the mews I learned to ride the sturdy, hard-headed little ponies they used for everything from pulling totting carts to giving rides to children on the Common on Saturday afternoons. They lived by scrap for large parts of the year, touting for any old iron, running junk- or breaker’s-yards. They taught me their exotic language, an accumulation of all the languages of East and West. Some words are still part of the common speech of Londoners, for the theatrical profession adopted the ‘gay’ language of an earlier outlaw caste, which in turn had borrowed heavily from Romany. It was how I understood so much of the highwayman’s vernacular, which is thick with the canting tongue of several centuries. Similarly, in Soho, I absorbed Yiddish by osmosis.


Almost all that way of speaking has disappeared, reinvented by Screen People3 into something universal and fundamentally bland.


It has been many years since I heard of a bloke going case with a mystery (a man sleeping with a woman) or a woman concluding her anecdote with ‘Well, in the death…’ for ‘in the end’. I have no East European ancestry but I will still use schmutte for clothing, weisse for a white man, gelt for money, dommerer or dommy for a lunatic, schtook for trouble, schtoom for quiet and guntz to mean everything. Romany words I still use, when back in London, include cokir for a liar, muzzle for luck, beak for a magistrate, peckish for hungry, mumper for a clever con man, bosh for nonsense and tawno for little.


Though perpetually shifting and expanding its meanings, the language of the streets is a compendium of all the languages ever spoken in London. By the time it is recorded by professional writers it has changed, often subtly, to keep its chief function as a secret language, speaking of secret, enduring realities.


That language always returns when it’s needed. Nowadays, Bengali, Hindi and Urdu, sharing roots with the Gypsy tongue, have been added to Caribbean, Chinese and African. Once again the under-classes have the secret charm of their language to protect, console and ultimately empower them.4


*


My aunts hated to hear that I spent so much time with the Gypsies and were always trying to improve me. They forbade me to play with my cousins. I ignored them. They attempted a different approach, inviting one of the Gypsy children to stay with me at my Aunt Pamela’s. My cousins, of course, could think of nothing worse. They ignored the invitations.


My aunts decided to keep a protective eye on me and unannounced would occasionally arrive at the camp, all buttons and whalebone, to make mysterious social visits. The baffled Romanies did their best to entertain their in-laws but of course could never win my aunts’ approval. Periodically, after my grandma’s condition made it impossible for me to visit her, the aunts would descend, in lace and lavender water, to gather me up and coo me off to the suburbs where my boredom led to innocent excesses so that they were always glad to return me to my mother, whom they rather admired but thought irresponsible and flighty. She was a wild flower, they said, but should never have had children.


I liked it best when my mother arrived in a chauffeur-driven Bentley to take me back to Sporting Club Square. With relief and renewed expectations I would at last step from the domestic comfort of their Yardley’s into the erotic veil of her Guerlain.


If her sisters thought her disturbing, I found my mother eternally absorbing. At home I loved to watch her blaze about the house. Sometimes I was so invisible to her that I felt like a naturalist studying some admired but alien beast, entirely astounded by its behaviour. It always comforted me, however, to turn on the radio and hear her voice or see her on the screen, advertising some reassuring pie.


During my visits to Sporting Club Square I was often on my own, for she was in those years rarely out of work and had begun that famous career in commercials. I was free to explore the world at my disposal.


Once in London, I could roam from Chelsea to Notting Hill, walk into the West End, which we called ‘Town’, or take a tram to the East End and the City. My posher relatives could be touched for half-a-bar (ten shillings) or so (they were usually glad to see the back of me, especially the ones in parliament or Whitehall) and, the penny arcades and tuppenny cinemas aside, there were a million things to do outdoors. Sporting Club Square in those days had an unrestricted rear view across ancient fields and cemeteries to the river. For me it provided all the pleasures of the country while promising the distractions of the town.


If not working, my mother was usually engaged in some parochial crisis, aiding a friend in a deception, or recruiting a friend in a deception. Only in later years, when she became radio’s ‘Mrs Cornelius’, offering Cockney wisdom to afternoon listeners, did she settle long enough into one rôle to offer me any consistent attention. I continue to be fond of her. She left me alone, in an amiable sort of way, as did my father, and if I grew up to be a little eccentric, perhaps overly self-sufficient and not quite what either had hoped, they never expressed anything but interest in my well-being.


I would guess myself no older than seven when I decided to follow the highwayman’s calling, in an age when Dick Turpin, Colonel Jack, Tom King, Claude Duval5 and Sixteen String Jack, though separated in history by a century and a half, challenged London’s scarlet thunderers with only a good horse and a couple of dragoon pistols between them and the noose, or galloped together over the twisting cobbles of Clerkenwell and Brookgate and through Surrey’s rustic dust, forever in pursuit of a purse or pursued by the Runners.


At that time, my resources were limited. The opportunity of hiring in with such a gallant band was denied me for a while. I lacked both money and the authority of years.


Meanwhile, I read everything about the highwaymen, fact and fiction, ballad or novel. Fortnightly, I took The Black Bess Library and Tales of the Tramways. They were published on alternate weeks. These were my favourite stories. As Lord Barbican of the Universal Transport Company attempted to lay his infamous grids, his straight, reassuring steel, across the planet, uttering populist slogans about the public interest and by these means striving to simplify a complex world to his specific profit, only Dick Turpin and Jack Oakenhurst, the masked, devil-may-care ‘Captains of the Lines’, stood between him and the common good.


Their traditional cry of ‘Throw down your lever!’ was known to every admiring child. Their skill at unhooking a power pulley or mounting the outside stair of an old-fashioned ‘Feltham Sparker’ at full gallop was celebrated in a thousand tales and melodramas. Even the great Tom Jones had played Turpin in an American photoplay to display his marvellous equestrian skills and had led to the series Mix of the Texas Tramway, so popular in my father’s day.


A merrier crew never quaffed convivial ale at The Six Jolly Dragoons, saved a decent young heir from scheming guardians, or charmed a maiden to behave in her own self-interest, as that band of eternals.


There were a dozen others who had taken to the High Toby after being cheated of their estates or wrongfully accused of another’s crime – Colonel Jack, Will Dudley, Galloping Dick Langley, Jack Sheppard, Captain Corny O’Dowd, the Irish Tory,6 Will Begg, who was hanged while still in holy orders, Gentleman George Hargreaves, Captain Horatio Quelch, Colonel Langdon ‘Black Gallon’ Jones, the Welsh Dragoon, together with such supernatural anti-heroes as the Phantom Horsemen of Hounslow Heath, the Night Rider of London Fields, Jack o’ Lantern, Will o’ th’ Wisp and all.


Their wise advice to suitors was legendary. Their cool daring on the gallows with ropes around their necks was forever demonstrated. Their escapes from jail were marked by their audacity and ingenuity, as well as their athletic prowess. Their horsemanship and skills with whip, pistols and sword, and their unrelenting courtesy to women, characterised them as true outlaw heroes fighting society’s hypocrisies and cruelties with laughing courage, righteous anger, and an honest wish to help the underdog. They constantly risked their glamorous lives in some altruistic cause. What better rôle models had a young person of my generation?


Was it, I wonder, surprising that, feeling the weight as sole direct offspring of our ancient family, I should choose the life of a Knight of the Road and, running away to London, seek immediately the gay life of the High Toby? I yearned to ride some great stallion over Hampstead Common, righting wrongs and rescuing the poor. I felt I had been born for nothing else! Thus I went to Meard Alley, Soho, where I presented myself at The Six Jolly Dragoons and fell in at once with none other than Captain Turpin himself. This being, of course, some while before he was due to take his famous Ride to York, which would kill Black Bess and do nothing significant to delay his own execution.


Dick Turpin was a swagger butcher from Hempstead, with a touch of Essex burr in his fashionable Cockney drawl. Entirely contrary to accounts in the sensational press, especially The Malefactor’s Register; or, New Newgate and Tyburn Calendar, published in 1796 over a gulf of some thirty-five years, Turpin was as gentlemanly as he was handsome and in later life a keen dry fly-fisherman who had written a monograph and political soliloquy on the subject, The Tory Angler.


Turpin had been a close acquaintance of Leigh Hunt, the editor and essayist and Dick’s enthusiastic advocate. According to Hunt, the great highwayman boasted that he had never killed a man, lest it be in self-defence, and never insulted a woman. He had nine children by four different mistresses and had provided for each in his Will. He was a cautious accountant, for all his dash and generosity, and felt strong responsibilities towards his offspring.


I knew his eldest son, Richard, well. He went to sea at sixteen, and was killed aboard a Norwegian whaler, crushed beneath a mountain of bone on his twenty-second birthday. After they cleared the whale’s remains off him he lived long enough to thank God for his salvation.


But I knew Turpin’s eldest daughter best. We had a very strong friendship which survived many trials until the last.


Mary had the true Turpin blood and a little more besides. Her mother was ‘Madcap’ Mary Beck, the abandoned mistress of Prince Rupert, and a resourceful soul, who set up a dressmaker’s in Bayswater, not a stone’s throw from Tyburn, and did a roaring trade in mourning crêpe, postes restantes, and the casual blackmail of her better-off clients.


Mrs Beck was eventually poisoned one evening at The Six Jolly Dragoons and died four days later in some discomfort, begging Dr Shapiro to shoot her and get it over with. She would have done it herself if she had had the strength to reach her pistol, hidden behind the clock above the mantle. As it was she made use of her agonies to give added ferocity to the curse she put on her murderess (she was convinced she was a woman’s victim) and the angry mockery with which she attacked the medical men’s failure either to save her life or to deaden her pain.


It was not considered a coincidence by most of us that only a few hours after Mary Beck had gone, spitting and shrieking, to her reward, Lady Bryony Stoolbridge was suddenly smitten by a stroke and fell wide-eyed and stone dead before the mildly baffled gaze of the supine Alice, Princess Royal, halfway down the Long Walk at Kensington Gardens.


Their own grandfather, William Beck, already having met his end on the Tyburn gallows (to which all his surviving relatives were witness) a year or two earlier, my Mary and her younger brother Thomas were forced to fend for themselves and did so honestly, continuing their mother’s business, but with a considerable loss of regular custom after the initial curiosity had died down. Soon they were tricked out of the shop by a creditor and thrown onto the street. It was at this stage that Mary made the journey to The Six Jolly Dragoons and put herself and her sibling on her father’s ready mercy.


I think it was with some relief that Dick later introduced his daughter to me. He clearly hoped for what followed. We became firm friends almost at once.


Believing himself a bad influence on Tommy, Dick arranged for Methodist relatives in Old Sweden Street, Brookgate, to raise the boy. The girl was thought firm-minded enough to resist any example the High Tobyman might offer, unless it be his preference for plain-speaking and his determined courage.


Turpin had once confided in me that, in spite of his destiny, he lived in the expectation of being extinguished at any hour. If a comet were to fall on him, for instance, he would not wish to be crushed to mincemeat feeling he had betrayed his own principles. Thus, he lived by a code stricter than any man-made law, and older, too. Indeed, the only thing it was not was better. It actually led to his early, somewhat pointless death, not to mention that of his wonderful mare, since he could easily have retired on his stocks and partnerships long before he rode to York. I once put this to him. He was apologetic, but every so often, he said, he felt obliged to fulfil his legend.


Tommy soon learned the ways of sinuous Old Sweden Street and nearby Leather Lane markets. He was his father’s son and took pride in his risks and his skills. But he lacked his father’s larger vision. When I knew Tommy he was a practised pickpocket, mock auctioneer, tram-steamer, general spieler and tout, selling everything from stolen silver to crack cocaine. Like all his breed, he was a loyal friend. Criminal communities celebrate the same tribal virtues as Scottish or African clans. He was frequently baffled by my refusal to take him up on his offer to bash people who had upset me or steal something for me which I had admired. It was impossible for me to reciprocate, I said. But he expected nothing in return. As it was, Christmas and birthdays could prove an embarrassment.


Mary, naturally, loved her father and her brother. Only occasionally did she voice the wish that they should go straight and stop making her anxious.


Having joined that charmed band of gallants, in the usual tradition I chose a ‘trade name’ and at first was Galloping Jim until, in some dismay, I learned this was a common term for virulent dysentery. I would thereafter be known as Captain Hawkmoon. In Yorkshire a ‘hawk moon’ is that especially bright full moon by which a hawk prefers to hunt.


There is no sweeter thrill than riding into the lights of a clattering night express with both barkers blazing and your voice shouting above the wind, ‘Throw down your lever!’ It was a wonderful, if relatively brief, career. I was aware, even then, that such splendid adventures were not granted to every soul.


All this is a long way from The Brixton Empire and my mother, who regularly gambles with her life, and until now has always won.


‘Rose,’ she says to me, ‘if life isn’t worth losing, it isn’t worth living. Put the highest value on your life, dear, and it means you’re always playing your best.’


Mrs Bloom, her friend, who was a colleague from the waning years of the halls, and whom I called Aunty Boo, nods in profound agreement. ‘Make the most of y’self, Rosie,’ she elaborates, ‘and you can afford to be generous. Nothing wrong with giving it away when you feel like it. But you don’t want to waste it.’ Some people believe my mother bases her ‘Mrs Cornelius’ character on Aunty Boo.


Needless to say, I found most of this adult advice entirely mysterious. By the age of seventeen I had failed in more than one career and fallen in love with a Balkan speculator called Count Rickhardt von Bek. I met him at Harrods. He bought my tea. I was used to dashing rogues, I suppose, and found his manner familiar. I married him and fled to the Continent in a scandalous elopement. But he proved a disappointment.


Ricky was something of an adventurer, a flyer, a trained engineer and an entrepreneur, typical of the kind who flourished immediately after the War. Like so many of his colleagues, he called himself an ‘aeroplane salesman’ but he was actually an arms dealer, an associate of the notorious Quelch, who had been mixed up in North Africa since her troubles began. Imperialism breeds nationalism and nationalism needs guns.


My life with him was not happy and his disposition proved entirely antithetical to my own. It was during my marriage to Count von Bek that I discovered my ability to enter the Second Ether almost at will (especially under stress) and walk the moonbeam roads between the worlds. To my joy, I discovered a thousand alternatives, a thousand different selves and lives. For a year my husband believed me his virtual prisoner while actually I roamed the multiverse! In the end it was a relief for him, I think, to be rid of me.7


*


Now I am inclined to be known again by my given names of Margaret Rose Moorcock, but the story of my translation was a long and complicated one. I still use my poor Texan cousin Michael’s name for most of my fiction. Though having no love for it, I found it politic to keep my married title in private life. It put a useful distance between me and most of the world. Even before I left von Bek, Sam Oakenhurst was a great consolation to me.


I first met Sam in his mortal form during the episode I usually call The Game of the Raped Planet. My duty was to avenge the death of my whole race by seeking out a villain known as Paul Minct and finishing him off. A pretty straightforward mission, in essence, but full of sinuous difficulties and considerable danger. Any resolution had to involve all players in almost wholly equal positions. And there were no easy options. I was two thirds through the scenario and completely in its grip before I realised I was part of a much more involved game and met Sam. I required him and his arrogant friend Jack Karaquazian to help me complete my game and in turn I agreed to help them towards the resolution they sought. They are the two best players in the multiverse. Frequently they ran several games at once. You never knew which one you were in.
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