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Enter the SF Gateway …


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




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





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


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


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


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







CHAPTER I


The old woman was dying. There could be no doubt of it now. Surely she would not last through the night. In the dim quiet bedroom he sat watching her, his young face grim and awed. Pathetic business, this ending of earthly life, this passing on. In the silence, from the living room downstairs the gay laughter of the young people at the birthday party came floating up. His birthday—Lee Anthony, twenty-one years old today. He had thought he would feel very different, becoming—legally—a man. But the only difference now, was that old Anna Green who had been always so good to him, who had taken care of him almost all his life, now was dying.


Terrible business. But old age is queer. Anna knew what was happening. The doctor, who had given Lee the medicines and said he would be back in the morning, hadn’t fooled her. And she had only smiled.


Lee tensed as he saw that she was smiling now; and she opened her eyes. His hand went to hers where it lay, so white, blue-veined on the white bedspread.


“I’m here, Anna. Feel better?”


“Oh, yes. I’m all right.” Her faint voice, gently tired, mingled with the sounds from the party downstairs. She heard the laughter. “You should be down there, Lee. I’m all right.”


“I should have postponed it,” he said. “And what you did, preparing for it—”


She interrupted him, raising her thin arm, which must have seemed so heavy that at once she let it fall again. “Lee—I guess I am glad you’re here—want to talk to you—and I guess it better be now.”


“Tomorrow—you’re too tired now—”


“For me,” she said with her gentle smile, “there may not be any tomorrow—not here. Your grandfather, Lee—you really don’t remember him?”


“I was only four or five.”


“Yes. That was when your father and mother died in the aero accident and your grandfather brought you to me.”


Very vaguely he could remember it. He had always understood that Anna Green had loved his grandfather, who had died that same year.


“What I want to tell you, Lee—” She seemed summoning all her last remaining strength. “Your grandfather didn’t die. He just went away. What you’ve never known—he was a scientist. But he was a lot more than that. He had—dreams. Dreams of what we mortals might be—what we ought to be—but are not. And so he—went away.”


This dying old woman; her mind was wandering?…


“Oh—yes,” Lee said. “But you’re much too tired now, Anna dear—”


“Please let me tell you. He had—some scientific apparatus. I didn’t see it—I don’t know where he went. I think he didn’t know either, where he was going. But he was a very good man, Lee. I think he had an intuition—an inspiration. Yes, it must have been that. A man—inspired. And so he went. I’ve never seen or heard from him since. Yet—what he promised me—if he could accomplish it—tonight—almost now, Lee, would be the time—”


Just a desperately sick old woman whose blurred mind was seeing visions. The thin wrinkled face, like crumpled white parchment, was transfigured as though by a vision. Her sunken eyes were bright with it. A wonderment stirred within Lee Anthony. Why was his heart pounding? It seemed suddenly as though he must be sharing this unknown thing of science—and mysticism. As though something within him—his grandfather’s blood perhaps—was responding…. He felt suddenly wildly excited.


“Tonight?” he murmured.


“Your grandfather was a very good man, Lee—”


“And you, Anna—all my life I have known how good you are. Not like most women—you’re just all gentleness—just kindness—”


“That was maybe—just an inspiration from him.” Her face was bright with it. “I’ve tried to bring you up—the way he told me. And what I must tell you now—about tonight, I mean—because I may not live to see it—”


Her breath gave out so that her faint tired voice trailed away.


“What?” he urged. “What is it, Anna? About tonight—”


What a tumult of weird excitement was within him! Surely this was something momentous. His twenty-first birthday. Different, surely, for Lee Anthony than any similar event had ever been for anyone else.


“He promised me—when you were twenty-one—just then—at this time, if he could manage it—that he would come back—”


“Come back, Anna? Here?”


“Yes. To you and me. Because you would be a man—brought up, the best I could do to make you be—like him—because you would be a man who would know the value of love—and kindness—those things that ought to rule this world—but really do not.”


This wild, unreasoning excitement within him…! “You think he will come—tonight, Anna?”


“I really do. I want to live to see him. But now—I don’t know—”


He could only sit in silence, gripping her hand. And again the gay voices of his guests downstairs came up like a roar of intrusion. They didn’t know that she was more than indisposed. She had made him promise not to tell them.
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