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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.
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The Gun Club


The Gun Club at No. 21 Union Square, Baltimore, Maryland, houses one of the most curious organizations in the world.


It is also the best known. Other clubs have existed for a much longer time. One scarcely needs to be told of Boodle’s, the Garrick, the Diogenes, the Carlton, and the Reform Club. The latter is especially famous, since it was from it that Phileas Fogg, in 1872, started on his famous eighty-day dash around the world.


These clubs, as it happens, are British. But the Baltimore Gun Club, needless to say, is American.


It was founded during the Civil War. Or, as Southrons prefer, the War Between the States.


Its membership was restricted to those who had designed a cannon or at least a firearm of some description. No president of this organization or any member of the governing board had ever designed any weapon weighing less than five hundred pounds.


Artillerists had, from the beginning, formed the great majority of members. All but a few had been or now were professional military or naval men.


At the moment, in the year 1920, the Gun Club reported in its ranks only one amateur. Moreover, he was not nor had ever been enlisted in any army or navy in the world. He was a naturalist, the only one of his profession elected in the rather exclusive club. A number of members had actively opposed his election. Why should the inventor of a mere airgun—not a firearm by any stretch of technical description—be admitted into the august lists of cannon designers?


However, his backers claimed that the airgun had seen such service, and become so famous, that Hareton Ironcastle was a logical candidate for membership. Moreover, he had a worldwide reputation as an explorer. And he did come from an old and aristocratic Baltimore family. He was descended from the Calverts and related to an eminent Baltimore divine and scientist, Professor Porter. He had demonstrated the effectiveness of his weapon against the Brobdingnagian reptiles and mammals of Maple White Land in South America.


The man who carried the flag for Ironcastle was the well-known surgeon and explorer, Dr. Savage. He had accompanied Ironcastle on the expedition to the fabulous plateau first reported by Professor Challenger and described in detail by the British journalist, Edward Malone. Dr. Savage’s photographs showed how effectively the airgun operated against the stegosaurus and tyrannosaurus rex. It cast a missile attached to thin electric wires which, in turn, were connected to powerful electrical batteries. On entering the body of the target, the wires delivered a massive voltage that stunned the monster. This enabled the hunters to approach the fallen beast and pump a preservative into its body. Thus, an animal long thought extinct could be brought back to civilization without damage to its tissues. And there it could be dissected and studied under ideal conditions.


Ironcastle and Savage had planned to transport their specimens, each weighing many hundreds of tons, by floating them out in Zeppelins. It was not their fault that the plateau was suddenly subjected to one of the greatest volcanic eruptions of historical times. The specimens were destroyed, along with all the animal and most of the vegetable life of Maple White Land. Hareton and Savage had been fortunate to escape with their lives and with a few photographs.


Of course, there were those who claimed that the photographs were faked, just as there were those who claimed that the pterodactyl which Challenger had brought to London was only an ingenious clockwork mechanism. But then there are too many in this modern age who still insist that the earth is flat. And this despite the irrefutable proof offered by Misters Barbicane, Ardan, and Nicholl on their return from their journey around the moon, so vividly described by Monsieur Jules Verne.


At the moment, Hareton Ironcastle was seated in the great library-sitting room just off the vast meeting hall of the Gun Club. From his chair he could see, through the doorway, part of this impressive and unique room. Is it necessary to repeat here what the whole world has read about in Monsieur Verne’s excellent narrative? The lofty pillars formed of cannons, mounted upon giant mortars as bases? The trophies of blunderbusses, matchlocks, arquebuses, carbines, etcetera, all picturesquely interlaced against the walls? The candelabras formed of muskets bound together? The platform on which the president and the governing board sat during the assemblies? The president’s chair, supported by a gun-carriage, modeled after a 32-inch mortar, pointed at an angle of ninety degrees, suspended upon trunnions? Or his table, a huge iron plate supported upon six carronades, holding an inkstand made from a beautifully chased Spanish piece, and the sonnette, used during the often violent debates to emit an explosive report which would bring the meeting to order?


No, it is not.


At the moment, Ironcastle was reading the latest copy of The American Journal of Arctic Explorers. He was a very tall, muscular man with a long yet rugged and quite handsome face. His eyes were Viking sea-green. Though forty-three, he had a skin as smooth and as pale as a young girl’s.


He heard a cough and looked up from an article on the recent discovery of descendants of the ill-fated Franklin expedition. A servant was standing there.


“Pardon me, Mr. Ironcastle. Mrs. Storm says that it is time to dine.”


“Thank you, Graves.”


Ironcastle ignored the servant’s faint expression of disapproval. Graves was an old-timer, very conservative, and he had not adjusted to the presence of women in the club. Though they were not permitted beyond the dining room and the associated waiting room, they were, according to some members, a disrupting influence. Cannons and their history and their future use were fit subjects for males only. Who could engage in a serious discussion when the chatter of women reached even into their library? Who knew what they would next demand in their incessant and increasing demands for equality? One day, some woman would design a cannon, no doubt trimmed with lace, and demand membership on the basis of this. Then what? The world was changing all too swiftly and all for the worst.


Hareton smiled slightly and walked across the room and into the dining room. He had no presentiment that this day was any different from others. His thoughts were of the northern regions, of ice and snow, not of blazing suns and green jungles, of nightmare trees, beasts, and manlike beings.
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A Fantastic Land


Rebecca Storm waited for the spirits to talk through her. The gold pencil she held lightly above the blank sheet of paper waited also. If a ghostly voice spoke in her head, it would move the pencil, and she would write. But, so far, she had heard nothing, not even a whisper.


“I’m a mediocre medium,” she said, and she sighed. She looked across the room into the mirror and saw an elderly woman with a camel’s face and camel-colored hair. Her eyes were large and bright, those of a visionary, her only attractive feature. But her teeth were large and ugly, hyena-like. Had they scared off even the spirits?


“Am I unworthy?” she murmured. “Have I lost merit in the Almighty’s eyes? If so, why?”


Whatever the reason, the spirits did not care to communicate with her today. She rose and headed for the dining room as a clock chimed.


Hareton Ironcastle, her nephew, entered. She said, “Hareton, what does epiphenomenon mean? It sounds blasphemous!”


“It’s philosophical blasphemy, anyway, Aunt Becky.”


A young woman sitting at a table looked up from her grapefruit. She had a body that could only be described as statuesque. Her hair was many-hued: amber, honey, and rye.


“What does that word mean, Father?”


“It means, Muriel, that if you had no conscious mind, you’d be about to eat your Virginia ham and would be asking this same question. Only you wouldn’t know you were eating the ham or asking that question. In other words, epiphenomenal consciousness exists in tandem with your body, but there is little or no connection between the two.”


Rebecca Storm said, violently, “Surely, philosophy couldn’t have invented such absurdities?”


“Yes, Aunt, philosophers have and will. That’s the business of philosophy, to invent absurdities which, after all, may or may not be true.”


“They should all be locked up in insane asylums.”


“Their insanity may be what keeps the rest of us sane,”


The maître d’hôtel brought in some eggs and smoked pork for her. Hareton, who disliked eggs, was served grilled meat and two small sausages. A teapot, rolls, butter and pots of jam were added to the breakfast. The three guests pitched in and ate without further discussion. Hareton was finishing his last roll with jam when the mail was brought in. Rebecca pounced on two letters and a newspaper, The Church. Hareton grabbed The New York Times, the Baltimore Mail, Washington Post, New York Herald, and a letter and a telegram. He opened the latter, smiled, and said, “The nephews from France will be visiting us.”


“I detest them,” Rebecca said.


“But Monique is fascinating,” Muriel said.


“Like the necromancer who took on the shape of a young girl,” Rebecca said. “I cannot see her without feeling strangely affected. She attracts, yet repels.”


“There’s something in what you say,” Hareton said. “However, if she seems frothy, she is also deeply loyal to those she loves.”


The envelope bore the stamp of Gondoroko, an African country still little explored even in 1920. From it he took out another envelope. This was rotting and dirty, covered with the legs and filmy wings of crushed insects.


“It’s from our poor friend, Samuel. It stinks of the desert, the jungle, the swamp.”


He opened it and read, enigmatic expressions passing over his face. Before he had finished its many pages, he was breathing harshly.


Finally, he put it down. “I don’t know. It sounds like one of H. Rider Haggard’s fantastic romances.”


Muriel said, “For heaven’s sake, Father! What is it all about?”


“I can’t tell either of you unless you give your solemn word not to reveal its contents to anyone. Otherwise….”


“Otherwise, we’ll die of curiosity,” Muriel said. “Of course, I give my word.”


“And you, Aunt?”


“Yes, I give my word.”


Hareton, though usually remarkably self-controlled, was obviously excited. Muriel would have known that this was no ordinary letter even if he had said nothing about it.


“You know that Samuel Darnley went to Africa to search for new plants. He hoped that the discovery of these would validate his theory. What he called his theory of circular transformation. He went into the interior of Gondoroko, where few men, native or European, have gone. His letter came from there.”


“Who brought it out of there?” Rebecca said.


“A black. He carried it to a British outpost. And it was mailed from there in a new envelope.”


Hareton seemed to withdraw into himself. His eyes looked empty.


“But,” Muriel said, “what does Mr. Darnley say about it?”


Suddenly Hareton came out of his reverie. “Ah, yes! What did he find there? He found things that seem to exist nowhere else. The plants and the beasts, he says, differ fantastically from those in any other land.”


“They’re stranger than those found in Australia?”


“Far stranger! He says that it’s almost like being on Mars! He says that sometime in the distant past, perhaps millions of years ago, a series of cataclysms of unknown nature struck the area. It’s about a third the size of Ireland, you know. That’s not a large area for the vast country of Africa. But it’s very difficult to get into it, and apparently even more difficult to get out of. It’s taboo country for most of the tribes who live near it.


“Anyway, it’s populated by mammoth beasts and reptiles unknown to science. He says, and I know you’ll think he’s crazy, that there are warm-blooded reptiles* there! There is also a mammal which may be as intelligent as man. But … the plants … he says … I don’t really know what he means … are extremely complicated in anatomical structure. And they’re able to hold men in check! What does that mean, hold men in check?”


“That smells of witchcraft, black magic!” Rebecca said.


Hareton smiled slightly. “Must you always interpret everything as supernatural, Aunt?”


Muriel asked, “Does Mr. Darnley actually say that the plants are intelligent?”


“He doesn’t say that. He does say that they have mysterious faculties, none of them resembling our cerebral capacities. Whatever that means. But he states that they can, somehow, defend themselves. And conquer!”


“Can they move around?”


“No. But they can extend themselves, grow, at an incredible rate. Which makes them, in a sense, mobile.”


“This Samuel Darnley is mad,” Rebecca said. “Or else he’s fallen under the power of Satan.”


“There’s only one way to find out,” Hareton said. “Go there and see for myself.”


Rebecca said, “You can’t mean it? You’re not going there? To join that lunatic creature?”


“I’ll do just that, Aunt Becky. Or at least try to do it. He’s expecting me.”


“And you would abandon your daughter just like that? Leave her unguarded with so many young men around her? Not all of whom, I’m sure, have honorable intentions!”


Muriel laughed and said, “This isn’t 1880, Aunt Rebecca. I can take care of myself.”


She paused, then said, “Anyway, I want to go with Father.”


Hareton, startled, said, “Into the desert, the jungle, with all its dangers? You must….”


“If I were your son, you wouldn’t object. Am I not as well trained as any man? Didn’t I keep up with you in Arizona, the Rockies, Alaska? Have I ever been a burden to you in your travels?”


“No,” Hareton said. “But you are a girl, Muriel.”


“That argument is out of date. Look, Father, you’ll be gone at least two years. I’ll miss you too much, worry about you. No, I want to go with you. I will go with you.”


“Muriel,” he whispered. He was moved at her concern yet angry with her.


Graves reappeared, bearing a card on a silver plate. Hareton picked it up and read, aloud: “Phillippe de Maranges. But there’s another name pencilled on it. Et Monique.”


He rose. “Let’s go see them.”


“Don’t be so happy at this interruption, Father,” Muriel said. “You can’t avoid answering me.”


Hareton ignored her. He strode out of the room, followed by the two women. They found a young man and woman in the lobby. Phillippe de Maranges was a tall striking-looking man with a strong face and black eyes like hot lava. However, Monique was attracting all the attention of the other guests.


“Delilah must have looked so,” Rebecca thought.


Hareton greeted them and then asked questions. The European accepted the American’s directness. He was used to him.


“Why have I come here? The reason is simple. I must go into business.”


“Why?” Hareton asked.


“Mainly because of Monique. Our father left us an inheritance with great debts and income too uncertain.”


“I fear, my dear boy, that you are not gifted for business. You’d have to consult a specialist with whom you could discuss your capital. I see no chance of that in Baltimore. Perhaps my nephew, Sydney Guthrie, could handle you. Personally, I am ridiculously inept at business.”


Phillippe sighed and said, “I know I don’t have the knack for it. But since I have to do something….”


Maranges did not seem unduly concerned. He looked at Muriel as if he would like to scoop her up in his arms and run off with her. Hareton wasn’t bothered by this. Most young men seemed to have the same idea. And then he thought, perhaps I should take her along. Balance the dangers of her being unchaperoned here against those of Africa. No, he was being the overprotective, perhaps jealous, father. She could be trusted; she could, as she said, take care of herself.


“You’re far better suited to a perilous, exciting life in exotic places than trying to be a businessman in Baltimore,” Hareton said to Maranges. “War has made you used to hardships. I have something in mind suited to your talents. Could you endure the privations of a Burton, a Stanley, or of your Marchand?”


“I’ve always dreamed of such a life.”


“Dreams, when confronted with reality, often turn into nightmares. You’d be encountering intense discomfort, cannibal tribes, fatigue, fever, poisonous insects, God knows what else.”


“Do you think it’s comfortable to freeze at an altitude of five thousand meters in a Spad? A flying machine which is both frail and capricious? Or that the fevers or lions are more dangerous than the Boche? I am ready to go … under one condition … that the adventure will make Monique financially secure.”


“I can’t guarantee anything except suffering. It is true that the country where I’ll be going is supposed to contain much gold and silver, emeralds and diamonds. But that is only rumor, though the explored part of Gondoroko is rich with valuable minerals, so it can be presumed that the unexplored part is also rich. It’s also full of living treasures, but those won’t interest you. With good luck, you may succeed in getting a fabulous dowry for Monique. On the other hand, your bones may dry in the desert or rot in a swamp. Think it over.”


“I’d be stupid to hesitate. Only, would I be a handicap to you?”


Hareton said, “You’re a fine shot, Phillippe. Anyone who’s shot down thirty-three Boches, some of them Germany’s finest, is cool and capable. I need reliable men of high caliber. I intend to take Sydney Guthrie also … he’s in Baltimore now … you two would be invaluable.”


“You said something about living treasures?”


“Forget about them. They aren’t your concern.”


Hareton again seemed to withdraw into himself.
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The Unrelenting Night


Darkness was just about to cover the ancient forest. The beasts that fed at day were bedding down; those that ate nocturnal animals were stirring. Both moved slowly though not always quietly under the trees, the ancient unfeeling, uncaring kings of the shadowy kingdom.


Branches cracked in a dense region of the forest. A hairy being, after dropping from a baobab, stretched out on the ground. His four dark hands were clenched like fists.


He looked like the shambling, low-browed half-beast that had brought fire to the ancient darkness. But his jaws and thickly matted chest were more like a lion’s.


He lay there for a long time, caught in the net of a dream where the past was a shadowy fog and the future unthinkable. Finally, he called out, managing to sound both harsh and soft. Out of the darkness came four creatures. They were females with the same dark brutal faces, the same hands like feet and feet like hands. Rays of sunlight, filtering through their many-branched heaven, lit up strange yellow eyes. Following them were six young, playful and noisy, still not ready to huddle together for the long night’s sleep.


The male rose, stood on his feet, hooted, and led his band to the west where a vast red sun died. They went through the jungle for awhile, the young bounding, tumbling, wrestling with short sharp cries. Suddenly, the male halted. He uttered a low growling warning, and the young, as if their lips were tied to a single string yanked by the male, became silent and motionless. The male moved quietly now, his band behind him, until he was close to the edge of a small clearing.


Here he got down on all fours, crawled, stopped, and looked into the clearing from behind a bush. He saw a few burned-out tree stumps and some ferns and grassy plants.


He also saw fire. Not the unchecked fire generated by lightning. Fire controlled by creatures that walked upright on two straight legs. They stood or sat unperturbed by the flames, flames fed further by boughs dropped by the creatures. The fire grew as the sun died. And as the dusk also died, the fire became more alive, pink, then scarlet. It lit up a number of four-legged beasts, large-humped, long-necked creatures and small horned bleating things.


A rumbling came from the bushes at the opposite end of the clearing. The fire-creatures stopped their chattering, looked across the clearing. One resumed chattering then, and the others seemed to become relaxed. But several stood turned toward the source of the growling, holding peculiar-looking sticks in their hands.


There was no wind, so the male could not smell the beasts that had growled. But he recognized the noise. There were lions crouching in their cover. Now and then, the fire shone on their eyes, outlined briefly the monstrous heads. It was not safe to linger there, but he made no move to withdraw. A silent order had come down from the forest, from the ancient kings. He was to stay here; perhaps, if he were commanded, attack.


The lions would not know fire. They had never seen it run through the dry grass or devour the kings. They knew only the frightening lightning that came with the storms. But they feared the throbbing flames; their instincts told them that here was mightier force than they. Yet they, too, stayed by the edge of the clearing.


And, as the great ape watched, he saw one creep out into the light. They also were under orders. Nothing else would have forced them to come nearer this unknown danger.


The male ape knew about fire. Three times he had encountered it, the living non-alive that roared and growled and grew unchecked. In his dull memory pictures flowed: thousands of forest creatures, bounding in silent panic, the beating of thousands of wings. He himself bore arm and chest scars; they had healed but he still woke up screaming sometimes from the undying memories of unendurable pain.


Inside the fence of boughs thrown up in a circle around them, the strange beings watched the approaching lion. There were fifteen men as black as the great ape and seven men and a woman with pale skins.


A tall man with blond hair yelled, “Don’t shoot!”


The other cats, a male and two females, came out then. Their leader roared. The second male came up even with him; the lionesses separated, one going to the left flank, the other to the right.


At the same time, a man looked behind him and saw the heads of the great apes above the bush. He shouted something. The others turned, the woman gasped loudly and some of the blacks moaned.


“Don’t shoot!” the blond man said again. “It’s unlikely the lions’ll attack. As for the gorillas, it’s even less likely.”


“Improbable, no doubt,” a white man holding a rifle said. “I don’t think they’ll come this near the fire … yet.”


One of the blacks spoke rapidly in his native language. The tall blond replied in the same tongue. Then he said in English, “He can’t understand what lions are doing here. They’re savannah creatures, not jungle dwellers. They shouldn’t be here.”


He looked behind him again, then turned for a longer look. “They’re as big as gorillas! But they’re not gorillas!”


“Ten guns and a Maxim,” a giant said. He had granite jaws and green eyes speckled with amber and copper. His hair was lion-colored. He was Sydney Guthrie, Hareton’s nephew.


The two male lions roared at the same time as they took another step forward. The apes started, their hair bristling. They wondered why the bipeds did not flee. Were they prisoners, unable to get out of the high-piled fence of boughs?


One of the blacks pulled the lever of the Maxim .45 caliber machine gun. Guthrie aimed his loaded elephant rifle at the lead cat. Phillippe de Maranges, sure of his aim, kept an eye on the second lion. The men were not frightened; their pulses were beating swiftly but with controlled excitement. This was the peak of life, the moment when life might be taken away.


A black spoke sharply. They turned to see the huge male ape advancing into the clearing. But the humans were not his goal. He was going around the boma, obviously intent on attacking the lions. As he neared them, he roared, exposing large teeth. He lacked, however, the long sharp canines of the gorilla.


“No known ape has teeth like that,” Hareton said.


“Is he crazy?” another white man said. He spoke with a British accent, and his handsome features looked much like those of the poet, Shelley.


“I don’t know,” Hareton Ironcastle said. “No gorilla would act like that. But then he isn’t a gorilla, as I said.”


The ape stopped, bent, plucked up a few blades of the sparse grass, and blew them into the air.


“That’s gorilla behavior,” Hareton said. “Definitely an aggressive gesture. But he’s not bluffing. If he were, he’d have stayed closer to his band.”


The ape moved forward. His instincts told him to flee but his body moved toward the confrontation. The kings had ordered this, and there was no disobeying them. Why had he been told to attack the bipeds only to have that order countermanded a moment later? And this directive to attack the lions instead, why had it come?


Dark sluggish vegetable thoughts coiled through his brain. He had no words for orders to attack, but they had come, and he would obey.


Suddenly, the big lion in the lead charged. Roaring, it ran past the boma and leaped into the air. As it came down, it seized the ape with its front paws. Then the two were rolling on the ground.


“Oh, save him, save him!” the girl cried.


Hareton looked at her curiously. “Why?”


“He seems so human!”


Maranges tried to aim at the lion, but the rolling bodies made accuracy impossible. The ape, though torn and bleeding from claw and tooth, his entrails hanging out, had gotten on the lion’s back. Now he locked his arms around the huge throat, his hands clenched, and pulled back. The giant cat roared and rolled, trying to roll over so he could crush his rider. He only succeeded in flopping on his side, with the ape’s legs still around his body, the massive arms closing on his throat. Suddenly, the roar was cut off. The lion struggled, his legs kicking, while his eyes popped out.
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