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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.









ON the flat coastwise strip below the place where the Glen of the Chariot-Crossing opened towards the Western Sea, stood the home of Conan the Red. Conan that was a Clan Chieftain of the Epidii, the Tribe of the Horse. All up and down the Glen there were other settlements of the Clan, but this was the home of the Chieftain.


Byres and store sheds and grain pits clustered companionably within a stockade that had long since taken root and become a blackthorn hedge. And in the midst of all, the houseplace, big enough to shelter as many families as there were fingers on Conan’s spear-hand. It was shaped like a huge wheel, this houseplace; its rim a dry-stone wall backed by a turf bank, its spokes stone walls running inward, so that between each wall and the next was a little room open to the wide central space where the fire of peat and driftwood and heather snarls burned from year’s end to year’s end on a hearth of rammed clay. The side rooms were roofed with turfs, but the central space was roofed like a tent with dappled ox hides from the herd. And high on the single birch trunk that held up the crown of the roof hung the smoke-blackened skull of a horse; for was not a horse the Totem of the Tribe?


In the winter, the few cattle who could be saved from the yearly slaughtering and salting-down were kept under cover and fed on bracken and birch fodder, and the skin boats that Conan and his people used at the fishing and the seal-hunting were carried far up the beach and lashed down secure against the thundering westerly gales, and in the houseplace the seal-fat lamps burned all day, and the household gathered about the fire, the women spinning and weaving the wool of their few little dark sheep, the men busy with the making and mending of tools and weapons, and all the tasks that were saved up to be seen to when the weather was too bad for anything else.


They were gathered so, one evening in the darkmost depth of winter, Conan, and his wife Murna, and his brothers and their wives and children, and the Old One who was brother to the last Chieftain, and the dogs. Yesterday there had been only six children in the houseplace, but today there was a seventh, Conan’s firstling, wrapped in a piece of soft old striped cloth and curled in the crook of Murna’s arm. And the dogs came nosing at him, curiously, because he had about him the smell of new birth. One, thrusting too eagerly, woke the baby, and he cried, bleatingly as all very young things cry. And Murna his mother, half-laughing and half-exasperated, pushed the big brindled head away.


“Off now! Away with you, you great hairy thing!” And then bent closer over the small new son, rocking him in the curve of her body. “Hush, then! Husheen, little foal!”


The Old One, whose favourite hound she had pushed away, said sourly, “Aye, aye, drive off the dogs that mean no harm. You may find it none so easy to drive off the Dark People, I am thinking.”


Silence closed in over his words. And at the heart of the silence was the salty spitting of the green driftwood flames upon the hearth, and on the farmost edge of the silence was the sounding of the sea. Ishtoreth, the Chieftain’s youngest brother, made the sign against ill luck. One of the women glanced behind her into the shadows …


Long before the Epidii came following their white horse out of the sunrise, long before any of the Golden People, the little Dark Folk had been the lords of the land. They were the People of the Hills, the hunters and the growers of corn. They were the builders of the great circle of standing stones on the high moors inland. But their slender weapons tipped with the dark blue flint had been no match for hard cutting bronze swords, and spears tipped with the magic grey fire-metal called Iron. And so the Epidii had driven the Dark People away into the barren moors and waste places, and made their own settlements on the good land. But still, they did not go too near the Standing Stones, even in daylight; and when anyone spoke of the Dark People, they looked behind them into the shadows …
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