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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



by Damon Knight


I FIRST MET KATE Wilhelm in 1959, when she came at my invitation to the Milford Science Fiction Writers’ Conference, an eight-day gathering that Judy Merril and I were running in Milford, Pennsylvania. It was a cold, grey weekend in June, but Kate had come out of Kentucky and was flushed from the sun. She had never met any writers before and was apprehensive about the whole thing—with good reason, because we tore her story apart and stomped on it in the workshop a couple of days later. She spent that afternoon throwing stones in the Delaware, but came back dead game and stomped a story of Ted Cogswell’s in turn. (Ted Thomas remarked, with a look of amazement, “Our little pink and white Katie has blown her cork.”)


Both of us were married to other people at the time, but a year or so later both marriages fizzled definitively and Kate let me talk her into this and that. It was not terrifically easy for either of us, because we both had children—Kate two boys, I a boy and two girls. We sorted it all out eventually, and we were married in my house with a large attendance of Milford writers—Richard McKenna gave the bride away, Carol Emshwiller was the matron of honor, Avram Davidson was my best man, and Ted Thomas performed the ceremony. (In Pennsylvania you don’t have to have a preacher.)


I know for sure that at least one friend of ours gave us six months at the outside. For one thing, there is a superstition that writers should not marry each other (too competitive, neurotic, etc.), and for another I was an old man of forty-one, twice married and divorced, who obviously wanted One Thing from Kate. (There was a little truth in this.) As it turned out, we were as comfortable together in every way as if we had been designed for the purpose. In my previous experience married people after the first few years did not have much to say to each other; Katie and I have never run out of things to talk about. It is well known that I am one of the most sarcastic, intolerant, opinionated sons of bitches in science fiction, but Katie and I get along because she doesn’t take any nonsense from me. We have always been fans of each other’s work; the problem of competition or envy has never arisen. (Except, now I come to think of it, that Katie gets fan letters that say, “Your story changed my life,” and I get little scrawls asking, “Why did you write that?”) We concluded after one disastrous experiment that we could not collaborate, and we are too cautious to show each other unfinished work, but we always discuss it and criticize it afterward. We have worked together for years at the Milford Conference, and at the Clarion Workshop and other workshops, and in my opinion we make a hell of a team.


By the time this book is published we will have been married seventeen years. Between us we have published over eighty books and I forget how many short stories. We have lived in Pennsylvania, Kentucky, and Florida, and now we live in Oregon. I am the one who was born here, but Katie, who visited the state for the first time in 1973, is the one who feels she has always belonged in Oregon. Eugene, where we live now, is a friendly college town of about 100,000, large enough to be brimming with culture, but small enough to feel like a community. Eugene has a certain amount of harmless lunacy that spills over from California, and because of the university it is a cosmopolitan town; among our friends now we number an Indian from India, an Iranian, a Nisei from Hawaii, etc.


It rains here instead of snowing, and spring comes in February. (Katie used to bitch like hell in Pennsylvania when April came and it was still winter.) Oregonians are honest, friendly, nature-loving and sympathetic—a big difference from the hostile, suspicious, costive and clannish Easterners we were used to. We still have too damn many kids and cats in a house that is never big enough no matter how we expand it, but we are surviving. In our fenced half-acre Katie grows beans, peas, squash, tomatoes, broccoli, corn and other vegetables, and she has planted fruit trees, grapes and berries. Well, you know, it could be worse.










Introduction



by Kate Wilhelm


SO WHAT IS IT really like for two writers to live together? Let me describe a perfect day.


Up at 7 or a little after to see that Jon has breakfast and leaves in time for school. From 8 to 9, poke around, water house plants, make a shopping list, drink coffee. Nine to ten, start thinking about the story I’m working on, turn up the thermostat in my office. D. gets up somewhere in this period. Not much talk in the AM. Go to work, stay until noon or the mail comes. Get something very nice—a letter praising something I’ve written, a fat check, an offer to publish something out of print, etc. Compare mail and find that D. has got something similar. Eat a sandwich, drink milk, go back to work until 2 or 2:30. Realize I’ve written 8-10 pages that don’t need a thing done to them. Put on old shoes and go out to work in garden. In at four, shower, drink wine and read newspaper until dinner, which is superb, with the family all cheerful and without problems. After dinner, play music, maybe play chess with D., read, discuss the absurdity of Henry James’s most famous pieces, make vacation plans or other plans, read some more. Eventually go to bed. Perfect day. And they happen, but, my God, are they rare.


What I’ll settle for is a day when I wake up to find half the bedcovers on my side of the bed, on me, and not on the floor on Damon’s side. I’d be satisfied with any day that the telephone did not ring a dozen times, none of them for me, or, if for me, wanting me to do something. And I’d love it if junk mail were outlawed forever, along with requests from people for one or the other of us to contribute our time to write essays for their books, and students’ letters asking for our life history, philosophy of writing, or at least essay answers to the attached list of 25 questions. And I wish no one ever had to go to the dentist, or take a car to the garage, or a cat to the vet, or a child out shopping for shoes. I wish someone would pick up and put away all the books scattered throughout the house. I don’t want to do it. Most of these things get done, laundry gets done, the boy has shoes.


Sometimes when I know the morning output has to be scrapped, or if it’s bogged down and I have lost faith, I don’t want to talk, and I can’t bear it if he’s cheerful. If he’s glum and moody and in a kick-the-cat mood, I try to scowl a lot just to keep him company. If we’re both down at the same time, people come in and start looking for the corpse we’re mourning. Frequently one or the other of us will say, “Oh, right, tell me about it.” It’s possible that we’re too proud of each other’s triumphs.
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