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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.


      




 


 


Our kind multiplies:


We shall by morning


Inherit the earth.


Our foot’s in the door.


From “Mushrooms,” by


SYLVIA PLATH




ONE


A LONG time ago it used to be said that on Christmas Eve at midnight all the cats in Gloucester could speak. That they would cross the rooftops, jumping the narrow cobbled alleyways, printing the frosty tiles with neat cold feet, and gather to tell each other of the past year and of the year to come. With the moon high the people of Gloucester would for once be untroubled by anger or passion. The silence of midnight would wait patiently for the peal of the bells in the silver Cathedral.


Inevitably the city and its ways changed. Somewhere down the years this talent of the cats was lost. In the new Gloucester, a fine conurbation of point blocks and skyscrapers, there were few cat roofs left. Only flat wind-scoured areas of asphalt with covered play spaces and complex webs of clothes lines and the occasional helicopter landing pad. And express lifts, dazzling and undesirable to cats, ten seconds from subbasement to the sixty-third. Between them lay paved piazzas and raised pedestrian concourses, precious trees in grave-like rectangles, and moon-colored lights that burned all night and hurt even the adjustable eyes of the cats.


The day before Christmas the street lights had been turned off, and the lights in the shops, the galleries, the offices and thousand jangling Christmas trees. With the people leaving the lights wouldn’t be needed anymore. The grid supplying them was cut to one-tenth the usual load, sentimentally giving just enough to keep the city’s deep freezes ticking.


Among the many cats of Gloucester Tug was a rare specimen of male. He was still a tom-cat, tight fur spermaries still tucked confidently under his tail. In a world become population conscious unspayed mates for him were as rare as he. Night times he had grown accustomed to traveling. On Christmas Eve he came, a little bewildered, out into the strangely unlighted concourse. The moon was not yet up and he hesitated, turning his head, seeing both with his eyes and with the whispering hollows of his ears. Open space around him. No people. In darkness it was safe to cross the middle instead of creeping among the big concrete flower pots and the pillars of the arcading around three of the four sides. He went out. Near the middle he panicked and froze, caught in the sudden intensity of the starlight. Only the tip of his tail hunted silently on the pale terrazzo. He gazed upward, his eye following round the tops of the dead blacknesses that towered against the sky. Glass in one of them caught a star and angled it down at him. He listened to the silence. High in one of the buildings, behind doors and along sound-proofed corridors, a dog was whining. And deep under the ground there was the sound of the rats, the rats who had not yet discovered that things were changed.


Tug stayed in the one position for so long that his limbs became fixed and it was a pain to move them. He lizarded across the rest of the concourse in one swift streak. Close against the glass of a chemist–he knew it from the way it smelled–he stopped, feeling how under that square of starlight he was the only thing alive, moving, blinking its eyes. He turned left through a passageway and out into the Grand Piazza that bordered Old Westgate Street. The fountains were no longer playing, and he slipped across to look at the goldfish. The water under the black sky was too dark even for his eyes, returning nothing but a black reflection of his own lean black muzzle. The unstopped Cathedral clock chimed timelessly. It was Christmas Eve, a quarter to midnight.


On impulse Tug changed his intended direction. Before he came out he had eaten what had been left for him so that his stomach was full. But the Cathedral clock reminded him of clumsy pigeons that roosted on ledges and even down on the backs of the green seats in the Cathedral Close, and the memory drew him aside. In the dark they died so easily, their blood so hot, their breasts so plump and soft on sandwiches. Also there were old sloping houses around the Close, and roofs on which a cat could be nearer to the moon when it rose. So he would take a pigeon first, and leave till later—three miles away in the southwestern areas of the city—the fierce joys of copulation. He skimmed across the Grand Piazza and between the buildings that lined Old Southgate Street. The road itself was straight and empty and black in either direction. Above it hung extinguished Christmas decorations, pale and moving slightly in the wind funneled between the vast heights. Their wires creaked, and a sheet of newspaper, a page of headlines, tilted one corner and rose terrifyingly, swaying down the road away from where Tug stood. He crossed on the tips of his paws, half remembering the night-long hiss of the traffic.


In the Cathedral Close the pigeons were fidgety. All the previous day hardly a soul had come to feed them. The grass was closed under a week of frost, and probably most of the birds would scarce have known what a worm or a beetle looked like. They were the Cathedral pigeons, bred for generations on ham and pastry and the special mixed grain sold to tourists. A day’s hunger had made them restless, and for Tug the hunting was bad.


By the massive west front there was an unlighted Christmas tree, sparrows roosting in it. At Tug’s first touch on the tree trunk they sidled and began twittering. His jaw trembled with rage and he mewed as he stared up into the confused branches above him, full of fat electric light bulbs and fat imitation parcels and fat sparrows. Then he turned away, aware of his dignity, The air was sharp as needles and his recent meal now only a distant memory. At that moment, close as he was to the Cathedral building, he caught a sound from inside it, a single clap like a dropped book echoing up into the contained vastness of the nave. Tug had known birds to get into the building. They fluttered and became confused, and once or twice he had gone in after them. There was another sound from within the Cathedral, a gentle rustling.


Tug had no difficulty getting in. There was a door with a small glass panel broken near the bottom, the sort of thing the maintenance men were always going to get around to.


It was light inside the Cathedral. The light came from candle flames and moved very slowly on the hollowed stones. It fanned between the pillars, spreading and contracting, eating a little into their stiff black shapes. Tug crept in the shadows, watching, curious. The candles were at the farthest end of the building, beyond the screen and the choir stalls and the crimson carpet up to the High Altar. From his place in the center aisle of the nave, reached by darts from chair to chair along the rigid rows of empty seats, Tug looked unwinking up an incredible perspective of stone paving and foot-worn steps, the bottoms of wrought iron gates and the ends of black carved pews to the distant mouse-high figure of the Cathedral Dean. His white Christmas alb was as clear as a jewel; the blue and gold and scarlet embroidery shone in the candlelight as he moved.


The cat walked up the tunnel of candlelight. He listened to the vaulting invisibly high above him. The click of his eyes blinking was thrown back at him from the pillars as he passed. He climbed three shallow steps and squeezed under a gilded iron gate.


The Dean of Gloucester was old and silver and suitable. He held his head high and a little pursed, as if perpetually waiting to sneeze. The Cathedral was his life. To him his service to the Cathedral was his appointed service to God, so that to desert one would be to desert the other. He had held the Offices in the Cathedral that day as every other day. He would hold them alone, or in company, as long as he and the Cathedral lived. The echoes Were filled with the breath of God, with the awe of His vast presence. As seldom before the Dean had felt himself reduced to a mote of dust, afraid and joyful. Through each service nobody had come, each final blessing shrinking from its usual calm assurance to a small half-frightened whisper. A way to sustain his task would be through pride. The height at which he walked was proud, and he knew its dangers.


He was holding now the first Communion of Christmas. Although canonical law forbade in the absence of any congregation the consecration of the bread and wine, or the progress of the service beyond the prayer for the Church militant, yet the Dean had the bread and the wine prepared, and as he turned from the altar to the body of the Cathedral he searched the dim seats once again. His eyes moved along the rows while his mouth and most of his mind prayed for the whole state of Christ’s Church, militant here on earth.


“… Give grace, O heavenly Father, to all Bishops and Curates, that they may both by their life and doctrine set forth Thy true and lively Word …”


A needle of spite regarding his own Bishop fleeing to the safety of the fields pricked his soul. His soul winced–the Bishop’s place was with his people, just as his was here in the Cathedral.


“… And to all Thy people give Thy heavenly grace; and especially to this congregation here present; that, with meek heart and due reverence, they may …”


His eyes gave up their quest. The Cathedral was unpeopled, as was the city outside, even by shadows. He was the only one who had stayed, and he performed the Offices to the unknowing ears of mice and spiders.


“… And we most humbly beseech thee of Thy goodness, O Lord, to comfort and succor all of them, who in this transitory life are in trouble, sorrow, need, sickness, or any other adversity …”


And before the unknowing eyes of a cat. He paused in his prayer where in his forty ordained years he had never paused before, and watched the cat come across the marble squares between the choir stalls toward him. Up the three steps and silently past the armored recumbent figure of Rupert, Duke of Normandy. A muscular cat with long muzzle and ragged ears. The Dean felt less alone (unworthily), and moved not a finger.


“… And we also bless Thy holy Name for all Thy servants departed this life in Thy faith and fear; beseeching Thee to give us grace so to follow their good examples, that …”


Tug tested the border of the crimson carpet with one paw. The carpet that the Dean had saved and fought and cajoled to bring from Venice. It smelled of dust and incense, and of frosty grass that must have been on the Dean’s shoes. He had passed the first pair of candles, the second pair on the altar high above him. He was at the light’s center, infinitely vulnerable yet still curious. He advanced across the carpet tenderly, ears flattened.


“… Grant this, O Father, for Jesus Christ’s sake, our only Mediator and Advocate. Amen.”


It crossed the Dean’s mind that perhaps here down on the steps in front of him was the congregation he needed. It was an unsuitable thought and he dismissed it. Slowly, so as not to frighten the cat, he turned back to the altar, crossed himself, kneeled, and prayed silently. Prayed for the life, for the future of the Cathedral. Tug approached, sniffed the upturned soles of the Dean’s shoes. There was grass on them. And polish from the floors of the Deanery. Tug rubbed the corner of his mouth on the sharp edge of the Dean’s heel. Absorbed in his prayer, the Dean felt nothing.


The hangings of the altar were white, rich with gold thread and iridescent blue. There was nothing for a cat to chase or eat or lust after or warm himself at or find beautiful. If he had any reason for coming other than a cat’s curiosity, it was the presence of the man. Yet it was hard to see what need he had either physical or spiritual for the presence of any man. Unaware that there was a problem, Tug sat on the carpet close to the man’s shoes and turned his head to watch one of the candle flames. A flea tickled and he scratched the itchy place.


The Dean heard the hard dry sound and brought his prayer to a close. His vestments swirled as he stood up. Tug was unafraid. The area of candlelight about the High Altar had become his. He observed the Dean step backward down the steps and bow. Under his vestments the Dean was wearing his overcoat. The Cathedral clock began to strike midnight.


The Dean stooped.


“Puss, puss, puss …”


Tug’s green stare didn’t flicker.


“Left you behind, have they?” Considering. “I must say it doesn’t seem to be worrying you.”


To sit so completely assured was a great gift. The conversational inflections of the Dean’s voice were trivial against the pressing silence and troubled him. He was making no progress with the cat, and the Cathedral clock would soon have finished its measured procession into the morning of Christmas. He groped inside his robes for his electric torch, found it, and hurried away down the aisle. He turned back at the screen and crossed himself again. Then he was gone, the iron gates squeaking faintly behind him. In the robing room he removed his alb with difficulty. He was used to receiving assistance.


The four candle flames burned almost without movement. The clock finished striking and Tug became bored. He was about to give up and go away when the Dean’s footsteps returned, pattering backward and forward from wall to wall of the Cathedral. The Dean paused at the opening in the screen to bow and cross himself. He and the cat gazed at each other briefly. Then he turned the beam of his torch down to the paving stones and was gone. The weight of the huge organ above lay heavily on the opening where he had been. His footsteps faded, a door opened and closed, and there was silence. Somewhere in the walls his footsteps continued, beyond the hearing even of a cat.


The human activity was over. As significant to himself as he had always been, Tug wandering around under the thousand-ton sky of vaulting, sniffing at hassocks and pissing in odd angles when he felt aggressive. Then he left the Cathedral by the same broken pane as he had entered. He traveled fast through streets of fish-tiled maisonettes and shopping complexes with decorations that creaked in the wind. From the Cathedral a single bell was pealing Christmas across the empty city. When Tug reached his destination the moon was up, the bell still ringing. But the quean he had come for was gone. Basketed away. Her scent was cold and the windows of her house were closed and dead.


On the top of a telephone kiosk the tom-cat shouted his anger and frustration. And three miles away the widowed Dean of Gloucester, Dean Goodliffe, continued to rejoice noisily that it was Christmas.




TWO


THREE days earlier the machinery of Christmas had seemed unstoppable. All through the city its momentum was noisy, expensive, a pervading hysteria. The joys of each acquisition alternated with the pains of each evening’s pencil and paper reckoning. Which pains in their turn could only be cured by further excesses in the morning.


Through the red and gold and tinseled crowds, as decently ignored as a harmless lunatic, a gray and brown old man followed the tracks on the pavements visible only to his own eyes. The people parted and closed again around him. Sometimes he was jostled so that he staggered anciently, and the jostler–such through no fault of his own–would hurry away, pretending it hadn’t happened. It was hard sometimes for the old man to believe that he still, in flesh and blood and plasticized gray flannel, existed. He made as little impression on the crowd as a skein of dirty smoke.


His name, though he never thought about it, was Paper Smith, née William. Paper on account of all the papers. He lived in a basement under the weight of fifty-six floors of Prudential office. His home had been part of a coke store till city policy changed and its business premises were heated from a central heat exchange unit. Although he never took precautions, he imagined that his habitation was secret. Somehow he moved to and from it unseen, in secret. But the new Gloucester was of course a city with no secrets. His home was known, accounted for, and tolerated. Even the electricity he imagined went unnoticed had at some point been assessed and found negligible. More than negligible, it had in fact been accounted worthwhile, though worth exactly what nobody would ever have been able or willing to say. Perhaps it was that, like a house leek, his presence was obscurely felt to be an omen of good fortune. The police force knew him and the health department and the fire prevention officers. All of them found gaps in their regulations into which he fitted. He disturbed no one. Collecting newspapers, he had lived in his coke store for eleven years. And for seven of these his cat had lived with him.


Every morning at ten o’clock he came up the short flight of steps from his basement, tinned right, edged around three sides of the concourse, and tamed right again along a broad walkway to the Concert Hall environ. The daylight plummeting down the polished sides of the buildings troubled him, so that he rarely raised his eyes above the ground three feet in front of him. His eyes prodded the stones and the edges of buildings like the stick of a blind man. After the Concert Hall environ he went down a long ramp with the neat square bases of a railing all down one side. At road level he doubled back under the Concert Hall to where there was a taxi rank. He tightened the knot in the plastic string around his jacket. Every morning at ten there was a crowd of drivers in, standing around or leaning on their vehicles, drinking tea from the cut-price dispenser supplied by the company.


He put in his shilling, and got his tea in a paper cup. Although he was out of the daylight he still kept his eyes tapping the ground three feet in front of him.


“How goes it, Smithy? How’s the paper world this morning?”


The taxi drivers knew him. He propped himself in the lee of a pillar, out of the wind.


“Twenty-five bob, I said. And the fee at the Turnpike. Kicked up merry hell, she id.”


The wind hissed, tearing the men’s voices.


“Just got back from a fare to the terminal. Mom, Dad, kids–even the canary. They said they were getting out while the going was easy.”


“Look lady, I said–ninety million that Turnpike cost. And it ain’t a charitable instituiton.”


“That’s not the only family going. We’re mad staying. From the map on TV last night it can’t miss us.”


The wind dropped, letting the men’s voices bounce off the tiled walls of the carway. Overhead the extractor fans streamed, and a car washer offering the Fastest Wash in Europe was hard at it beyond the taxi office. The old man never listened to words, only voices, so it didn’t worry him. He held the paper cup against his beard and touched the surface of the tea with his tongue. It was too hot.


“Make our fortunes if there’s a real evacuation. Stands to reason. That’s worth staying for, isn’t it?”


“Too many one-way trips. And what comes after?”


“Joshua fit the battle of Jericho–and the walls came a-tumbling down.”


“Going to mess up Christmas.”


“And this old girl, she said God’s earth should be free for all to walk on. Christ! lady, I said–if you’d done a bit more walking none of this shindig need ever have happened.”


Paper Smith drank his tea. He stared at his fingernails over the edge of his cup.


“Care for a fancy waistcoat, Smithy? Here–Paper Smith, I’m talking to you. Care for a fancy waistcoat?”


The old man spat a tealeaf onto the ground.


“The things people leave in taxis. Look, either you have it or I hand it in. Nothing to me either way. Here–catch.”


The waistcoat slid along the ground till it was touching Paper Smith’s gym shoes. He put his empty cup in his pocket and bent to pick the waistcoat up. He turned it inside out. Foam-backed, it would be warm. Never had enough clothes for December and January. He stuffed it inside his jacket.


“Ta.”


“Think nothing of it. I’ll look out for a suit to match. The things people leave in taxis.”


One of the car intercoms buzzed. The driver, Wilson, ambled over, pulled out the headset on its long coiled flex and listened. Then he put it back.


“The boss’s dead edgy. Ordered me over to sit outside his wife’s house in case there’s a panic.”


“What’s in it for you, Wilson?”


“Ten quid. I ask you.” He got into the car. “Treat this as confidential, will you boys? Big man’s orders.”


The car swished away. The others stared after it.


“Wilson has a wife of his own. I wonder if the boss thought of that.”


“I’ll lay you a quid Wilson has.”


“Christ–maybe it really is going to happen …”


Paper Smith unpropped himself from the wall. He shuffled over to the row of waste bins against the side of the car wash. On the closed lid of one of them was a pile of newspaprs. He began spreading them out, flattening them on the ground, smoothing out the creases, his knees on the inch-thick headlines. One of the drivers walked over to him, dropped another small pile beside him.


“The more they buy the more they print–and the more they leave in my taxi. Keep you in reading for a month, Paper lad.”


Paper grunted, and scuffled them into a neat pile on top of the others. They weren’t for reading. The maps and the photographs and the thick black writing was of no more individual significance than clouds–less in fact, for he would occasionally peer through his eyebrows at a cloud to decide if it was going to rain on him. The contents of a newspaper he hadn’t examined for the last eleven years.


Later that morning, when he was safe back at home, he had a visit from the police. As always, his door was locked, the key in his pocket. He sat inside in the dark, curled up very tightly on a pile of newspapers, waiting for them to go away because they didn’t even really know he lived there.


Two voices, young and old, the younger man knocking loudly on the door.


“Old sod.”


“Careful. He’s an old man. Like a rabbit. You’ll have scared him stiff.”


“If he’s there. Old sod.”


“It’s his time for being there.”


“He’s a tramp, isn’t he? What they like to call a wayfarer? If I was a wayfarer I’d have wayfared off weeks ago.”


“He’s not a tramp. He’s Paper Smith. He’s a … sort of a … a recluse.”


“He’s a nutter. Who’d try to be a recluse here in the middle of the main shopping center?”


The younger policeman knocked again. Paper Smith curled tighter still on his pile of newspapers. Hugged his knees till he could hardly breathe. Noticed that his trousers smelled of river. Remembered his long walk down to the river front looking for a ship’s chandler who might give him an old scrap lantern because he wanted something dimmer in his basement than the neon tube that was either on or off. And convulsive. He didn’t find the lantern. If he had found it he wouldn’t have been able to afford the paraffin, and if he had afforded the paraffin he would probably have burned himself to death. He often possessed logic after the event.


“What’ll we do if he goes on not answering?”


“Come back later when he’s in.”


“You said yourself, he’s in now. Old sod. Why don’t we bust the door down?”


“We haven’t a warrant.”


“The man’s a tramp–all right, a vagrant then. You don’t need warrants when you’re dealing with vagrants.”


“Well leave him a notice. Stuff it under the door.”


“We’re supposed to give it to him in person.”


“Then we’ll come back later and try again.”


“Please yourself. I’ve got half the Central Precinct to cover.”


Paper Smith heard a faint rustling sound. He closed his eyes and waited for the end. He’d known tubes to be pushed through keyholes for the introduction of cyanide gas. His picture of the waterfront faded, and in its place came the hotel in Prague where that had happened while he was on his honeymoon. Happened to somebody whose name no one had ever found out. Choosing to use the stairs from his suite he had passed on a lower landing a small crowd and a bitter deathly smell. The air-conditioning had been cut off from the dead man’s room and cyanide gas introduced through the keyhole by means of a rubber tube. The window wasn’t the sort that opened. Death in a neat packet. His coke store had no window, only fume vents easily stopped with a plastic sack or two. And the air-conditioning couldn’t be cut off because there wasn’t any. Such a neat packet. He remembered that the honeymoon hotel in Prague had been faced with polished aluminum. The carpet in his bedroom had been silk, ancient Chinese. His bedroom and his wife’s.


The policemen were still muttering outside the door. He opened his eyes. He didn’t listen–all the time people talked and it was partly from this that eleven years ago he had escaped. Daylight shone in the perfect and beautiful shape of a keyhole. There was no tube. They were letting him get away with it, whatever it was, whatever the man with no name hadn’t been so lucky about. The hotel and the penthouse suite and the Chinese carpet were vivid in his mind now–he tried to think about them without thinking about his wife. He couldn’t mange it.


 


Dear Mr. William Smith Esq. (this was her first letter to him).


I saw your photo in the paper and thought you had a nice face also kind. It says you are as much as fifty but perhaps this is a mistake. I am twenty-three, but old with it. I will not put my measurements as you don’t look that sort of man. Also they are not very good. But my friends say I am very funny to be with. A proper good sort. So if you’ve not got lots of letters and would like a good laugh why not meet me at some Lyons or the Ritz if you would prefer. I am sure none of us is the immoral sort I know I am not. I know from the photo you are not too. The photo looked lonely. Of course the money is important but we might have a good laugh in spite of it. Hoping for a prompt reply.

OEBPS/images/9780575117983.jpg
%’EWA\Y

D G.
COMPTON

THE SILENT
MULTITUDE

‘COMPTON IS ONE OF
THE FINEST!’
THEODORE STURGEON





OEBPS/images/GatewayLogo.jpg
%EWAY





