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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 1


Thoughts of the telegram made him careless so that he reached into his pocket to feel the paper at the same time that he stepped off the curb. The fast-moving van knocked him into the air and threw him against a tree.


There were street traffic and people on the next block but the area where he lay was quiet and wet. His hand trailed through the rainwater in the gutter. The van screeched to a halt and the driver ran toward him.


“I’m sorry, I’m terribly sorry,” she said. “I didn’t see you.”


Illumination from a street lamp touched his face. Her hand closed on his arm as she caught her breath.


“It was my fault. Entirely. I was going too fast. You shouldn’t have jaywalked. No, don’t move. Don’t try to get up.”


The water felt cool in his palm, helped him to orient himself. She was young and dark of hair, silken skinned and white of throat, pale and horrified because of his wounds.


“What are you doing? Why don’t you be still?” Gasping, she stared at the gaping cut above his left eyebrow. She didn’t persist, didn’t try to hold him down.


Sitting up, he said, “It’s all right.” For a moment he couldn’t see. With water from the gutter he cleaned his face.


“I’ll call an ambulance if you’ll only—”


“There’s no need. I’ll be fine.”


In despair she looked up and down the block but there was no one to beckon to or summon. “Please stay still. I did this to you. You have a dreadful gash close to your eye. You must go to the hospital.”


He hadn’t lost total consciousness nor did he feel disoriented now. The water had cooled his hot face and he took time to look and see if anyone had been attracted to the scene. Avoiding the woman’s hands he stood up, laid his handkerchief against the raw place. He saw her staring at his hand, looked to note the soggy patch where the skin had been scraped away.


“Don’t worry, you’ve done nothing permanent,” he said.


“There’s a phone booth up the block. I want to call for an ambulance.”


He walked away. She followed him across the street. “No need,” he said. “I don’t need medical help.”


“You’re in shock. Why don’t you stand still and let me do something for you? You’re going to collapse.” Plainly believing in her own prediction she followed him all the way uptown and only stopped when he went into an alley.


At its end he turned and watched her standing silhouetted against the light. Good nerves, he thought. She seemed sensible and compassionate and he had probably traumatized her forever. She would have nightmares because he had been too thoughtless to check traffic.


Pulling aside a loose board in a fence, he left the alley, crossed a yard and entered a boulevard. From there he walked to his apartment building. Remembering the telegram, he started to take it out of his pocket. It wasn’t there. At once he searched all his pockets but in vain. The paper must have fallen out during his encounter with the van. Probably it was at this moment washing along the gutter with the other debris. He wouldn’t go back for it. Having it in his possession wasn’t that important. The message was there in front of his eyes, tangible and full of meaning. Jared was dead. His brother was dead.


Not until after he showered did he look in the mirror. His yellow hair was too long. Before Sugie came to take him back to Blood he would snip the ends with scissors. As always he looked for Duquieu in the lines of his cheeks, the angle of jaw, set of eyes. Nothing. He could discern no visible likeness.


He didn’t have so much property or clothing but it was dawn when he finished packing. Closing the bedroom drapes, he fell down onto the bed and closed his eyes.


When he awakened it was dusk and someone leaned on his front doorbell.


“I was about to go down and try to talk your landlord into breaking the lock.”


He didn’t recognize her, stood blinking in the light that came from the hall behind her, stared and finally started to shut the door.


“You don’t know me, do you?” she said. “I came close to knocking your brains out last night.”


“Oh, yes. I apologize for not recognizing you. I told you to forget it. I wasn’t hurt.”


“You had a hole in your head big enough to shove my hand through.”


“I’m afraid the bad light distorted your vision.” He took a step forward so that she could get a good look.


“I can see I must have hallucinated.” She gave a little hollow laugh. “It never happens that someone gets hit like that and then stands up and walks away.” Scrutinizing his face, she laughed again. “Your eyes are blue. For a moment there last night when you were coming out of it they looked red. Scared the dickens out of me. I was afraid you were hemorrhaging.” When he made no response but merely stood waiting with a polite expression she said, “All night I imagined you lying unconscious somewhere with a split skull. All day I’ve been coming here to ring your doorbell. You weren’t hard to trace. You’re so tall and your hair is unusually … My name is Portia.” Once more she laughed, no humor, beginning to show the strain. “Portia Clark. I never liked it. It’s so fancy.”


“I told you last night that I was all right. Now I want you to take a good long look at me because you’re entitled to be satisfied. See? No blood, no nothing.”


“Not even a skin break. Maybe I’m here because I suspected you might be Superman.” Taking a shallow breath, she nodded. “Good, I didn’t harm you. All my anxiety was wasted. You’re pink and fresh and whole as a cucumber.”


He stepped back inside and began closing the door.


“Is there really a place called Blood, West Virginia?” she said, causing him to pause.


“May I have my telegram?”


“It was in my pocket.”


“What’s that supposed to mean?”


“You placed it there. Subconscious gesture.”


“While coming out of my skull fracture?”


She handed the paper to him. “Clinton Breen. That’s your name. I won’t forget it. You have a friend named Sugarman Phelps who lives in Blood, West Virginia. You’re the first person I ever killed and it didn’t harm a hair of your head.”


He saw her again when he went out later to walk, sitting in the lobby waiting for him to make an appearance, thoughtful, pensive. She didn’t get up as soon as he stepped from the elevator but she followed him to the bridge and watched as he strolled out to look at the water. Portia Clark. Sharp and intelligent. Observant. He thought about her voice and guessed she was from somewhere in New York. He hadn’t lived in civilization long enough to be able to differentiate between accents. Ten years wasn’t long enough. What to do about her? Anything? He didn’t think so. Soon he would be gone and Portia Clark would fade into the background of old memory.


Sugarman Phelps was waiting outside his door when he returned. Sugie. Surrogate mother and father, drunk, semi-literate, every bit as sharp as the woman downstairs though one would never assume it by simply seeing him.


“Wonderin’ how I found you, ain’t you? Good thing you wrote me that letter that time, otherwise I’d never of knowed how to git hold of you. Figured you’d only want me to use your address in case of emergencies.”


“Hello, Pap.”


They patted one another on the shoulder. There was the eternal grin, two missing bottom teeth, skinny Sugie in a clean but wrinkled brown cotton suit from another age and the floppy hat that made him look like a toadstool; never immobile but hopping from one foot to another and grinning like an imbecile.


“Seein’ you’s like comin’ across a long lost dog. How you, son?”


They went inside the apartment and Clint prepared a sandwich that the old man munched with small bites.


Later when Sugie was bedded down on the couch with a blanket firmly clutched beneath his chin, he looked up. With the idiotic grin forever on his face and with tears glinting in the corners of his eyes he said, “Jared’s dead, you know, son?”


“I don’t see why you have to be so afraid of him.”


“Always was, kind of. He’s wild and mean. I had to come and git you. I jist had to.”


“I know.”


“The sadness is comin’ offa you like the fog offa Slate Lake. I reckon that’s life. You’re different from before. You’re my boy but you’re something else too. You’re quieter and calmer in your mind. That’s fine. It was me cared for you and nussed you with a bottle and I know you better’n anyone. I ain’t worried about you now or ever.”


Clint didn’t say he wouldn’t go back, didn’t tell the old man how Blood was a bottomless coffin in his memory. Sugie knew.


“I let you go ’thout followin’ you. I knowed what done it. I knowed Coley was back of your leavin’.”


Later when the apartment was dark and quiet and the old man was about ready to go to sleep, he called out. “How’d it go? What was it like when you left your home and went out into the wilderness? Did anything happen to you that particular sticks in your memory? Did you learn anything? Did anybody hurt you?”




Chapter 2


Sergeant Ned Crossen accompanied unclaimed war casualties east. Kids nobody wanted. Kids who had no living relatives or who for one reason or another gave phony I.D.’s to their recruiting officers. There were several Smiths this trip, a couple of Joneses, one actually named Wayfarer. Could you beat that and what kind of dumb recruiter allowed such stuff? Some people claimed the Army consisted of so much stupid meat and there were times when it seemed to Ned as if they were right.


The bodies in the boxes in the train car bothered him. He had never pulled a similar duty before. He could have ridden up front with the other passengers but he wasn’t ready to face that many civilians just yet, so he sat with the coffins and tried to concentrate on a game of solitaire. Civilians disgusted him. That was his problem. Irrational? Sure. Tell it to his psyche. It was as if there were two castes in reality, one that marched into jungles and got pieces of their bodies blown off and one that walked around in noncombat zones living it up.


One-two-three, one-two-three, the train ate up another stretch of track. Not that much farther to go in the heavy grayness of dusk. Wilderness, empty plains. Was it Illinois outside? Pennsylvania? Ned wasn’t keeping apace of where they were. Instead he brooded about dead, busted kids and the fat cats in the cars up ahead.


The boxes were stacked three high, twelve in all, shiny and antiseptic and forever sealed. Nothing short of the resurrection would open those lids except that by then the whole kit and caboodle would probably be rotted to powder. How would it be on that crazy morning, Ned wondered. Were the kids in this car going to climb out of their resting places singing and shouting all together or would they come up one at a time without making any noise?


The train stopped at a junction, jerked like a big clumsy caterpillar, lunged forward and dragged the unwelcome burden of its rear end until everything was synchronized and the whole contraption bulleted along like an eager snake.


The dusk outside deepened but Ned couldn’t really see it unless he got up and peeked out of one of the tiny openings at his eye level. There were no windows in the car. Maybe this was where unsavory cargo was always secured and they didn’t want anyone looking at it.


He sat on a box, not a coffin but just a plain box, and played cards while the daylight died. It seemed to him that the bulb overhead wasn’t working as well as it had before. There were deep shadows in the corners, funny humps and clumps of blackness and grayness that bumped when the train bumped or climbed the walls like vines of ebony.


He rubbed his eyes with his knuckles, turned his back on the sad cargo, hunched over the cards like a bleary-eyed giant. Something creaked loudly behind him but he didn’t turn around. All those kids rotting in their antiseptic coffins. Like his dog. Scruff died when Ned was seven. A few weeks after the burial he dug the animal up to make certain it was dead.


It wasn’t souls that were rotting in the boxes behind him, of that he was confident. Only bodies. The spirits were gone. He possessed artistic talent and had painted one really good picture of his own spirit. It was handsome, strong and somewhat ethereal, in the act of dragging his body along behind on the end of a rope. In the painting his flesh was bloated, ugly, feeble, barely human in appearance. That was Ned, half willing, half weak.


One of the coffins suddenly seemed to explode behind him and he turned in a daze. His mind was wounded by the incongruity of it all. Where was the noise coming from? Who was responsible? If there was one place on Earth where there should be tranquility and silence it was among the dead.


Not here. Something was disturbing the slumber of one of the casualties. One of the Smiths was moving or being moved. One of the liars. Number three coffin stacked on the floor of the car beneath numbers one and two was going through some kind of upheaval.


Gross with their own heaviness, the two boxes on top of number three slowly rose upward and then toppled toward the next stack while something inside number three began banging on the lid.


His body wet with perspiration, Ned Crossen sat rigidly. He hadn’t ever been told that resurrection morning could come at night. The thought ran through his head like a cold wind. Resurrection night. It didn’t sound right. It sounded like something full of bad promise.


Hoping that the lid would hold but fearing that it wouldn’t he sat with his back against the card table while the young Smith inside the coffin battered his way free.


The lid ripped open and Ned shrieked as the kid sat up. Yes, it was resurrection night. Smith had glowing red eyes that frightened the sergeant so badly his breath went out of his body with a loud whooshing sound. Smith’s teeth—the dog teeth, the biters—were three inches in length, needle-thin at the tips and glittered like daggers when the light caught them. The face was gaunt and hideous, twisted in a grimace of wild fury and something else.


There was terrible hunger in the gaze Smith laid on Ned. His two gray hands gripped the sides of the coffin and so great was his vigor that he seemed to float up out of his resting place.


Ned was whining. Six and a half feet in height and weighing three hundred, he could press five hundred pounds. As Smith leaped on him the sergeant took the young neck in his hands and tried to stand up. Either Smith weighed an incredible amount or he was so strong that when he braced himself Ned couldn’t budge him. Ned got his knees in the thin gut and shoved so that the other moved backward a few feet. Gasps and screams issued from the gaping red mouth while sparks of ravenous hunger and inhuman ferocity shot from the red eyes.


“Help!” cried Ned. “Somebody help me!” With every ounce of his strength he fought the hands holding his wrists.


Smith bent him back over the card table and leaned on him. Closer and closer the sharp fangs came to the human throat.


In a flash Ned knew what the other was going to do. He jammed his eyes shut, stopped resisting and began to pray. “Our Father who art in Heaven, hallowed be Thy name, Thy kingdom come …”


He looked to see why he hadn’t been bitten yet and he kept praying … “Give us this day …”


The weight on him lessened. The red eyes above him began losing their glow. While he said the words taught him as a child the creature changed. Ned sensed that it wasn’t the prayer but something inside Smith that caused him to back away.


Intelligence came into the expression along with bewilderment and consternation. The grayness of the skin faded and turned rosy, pink. Smith became a kid again, a yellow-thatched, blue-eyed youngster who seemed not to know what was going on. Except that he did know. He was aware. Ned caught the look of horror and revulsion on his face before he ran to the sliding door at the end of the car. As he passed the coffins he recoiled.


Through the door he went and Ned hurried over to see if he could catch a glimpse of the body. The train was going over a hundred an hour which meant Smith had finished himself off when he jumped.


It was simply wasn’t so. Against the gray horizon of the sky Smith ran like a hyped-up miler along the shoulder beside the tracks. Ned hung from the opening and watched him take off up over the hill, hale and hearty and plainly something other than human.


Trying to control the trembling of his hands, the sergeant played cards the remainder of the trip. This time he sat facing the boxes, frequently lifting his gaze to look at them. How was he to know how many were going to open that night? He asked himself the question though he was confident no more of the dead kids were going to get up. Something like the Smith resurrection could only happen once in several lifetimes.


What would he tell the authorities? The truth would land him back in the hospital. He would say nothing other than that he fell asleep. They would search the train and the area outside for miles around but they wouldn’t find Smith. They would have to chalk it up to a body snatcher. Let them worry about why the lid was busted from the inside.


Thinking about the kid running around out there all blue-eyed and sweet looking with the facility for turning into a fiend from hell made Ned shiver. Maybe he wasn’t well, at that. Maybe it would be a good idea if he turned himself back in to the hospital.




Chapter 3


Gilda Lamprou watched the child through a crack in the trellised wall and hungered. He was plump and stupid, not at all comely, but then he was too young to be anything but healthy and active. His name was Charlie. While his mother labored inside the mansion he played in the broken fort beyond the courtyard, stacked bricks, made mud pies in the fountain that spouted water. His clothes and hands were soiled but his face was clean, likewise his neck, not that Gilda Lamprou would have minded some grime had she been able to kiss the little throbbing carotid.


Groaning, she leaned her head on the dry wood and thought vexing thoughts, yearned for that which was forbidden to her. What would Duquieu do if she simply snatched the brat and did what she longed to do all at once instead of playing this game of a few drops a day? The question made her shudder. Her husband could be cruel. He could be harsh. She suspected he didn’t care what happened to her. He pretended that they had a marriage but only because he wished to think he retained some vestige of humanness. There had been a ceremony for them in a long-ago past, with holy words spoken over their alliance, but now they were nothing but a pair of hellions in possession of unusual appetites.


She strained against the wood and Charlie heard the strips crackle and creak. He ran over to the wooden screen to stare at the thin white hand poking through. It was without luster, like something made of marble, like a thing unfriendly to the sun. Running back to get the shovel from his bucket, Charlie returned and stabbed at the hand to see if it had any red inside it. As Gilda yapped and withdrew her appendage, he laughed and jumped up and down.


She had forgotten many things, one of which was how to handle a cookie. Having held it too tightly, she saw how crumbled and damp it was as she stuck it through an open space between the strips of board. Charlie didn’t care if it was unsanitary or unattractive, scooped it up and ran off to consume it, returning almost immediately for the crumbs in her palm.


Gilda had been providing him with snacks for more days than she cared to count but seldom did he linger beside the trellis after her hand remained empty for a few minutes. Every day he banged or jabbed her with some sharp object, no doubt disapproving of her ultra-pale shade and grasping demeanor.


There was a large section of the trellis loosened and ready to be lifted aside in the event that this was one of the days Charlie decided to be friends. Gilda pulled her hand back into darkness, aware of the cessation of discomfort as the sun ceased trying to broil her skin. The discomfort hadn’t been intolerable, which made Gilda more than one kind of oddity. Most of her species couldn’t bear too much of the rays of daylight.


Charlie placed his cheek against a hole and peered inside. Two eyes with dark rings around them peered back. She was an awful looking crone, this woman who gave him sweets and sucked his neck. Had he been able to get goodies anywhere else he would never have endured her presence. Every so often he felt compelled to run inside the mansion, locate his mama and tell her about the woman hiding in the dark place. She wore a long dirty dress and in her gray hair was a tiara full of glittering jewels. Mama probably wouldn’t believe him.


Gilda smiled, showing only normal teeth. The watching eye grew round as she brought the piece of blow gum into full view, newly wrapped, turgidly round, succulent to the imagination. Charlie snorted like a piglet and laid his body against the boards.


He was untutored and too young to be defensive. Lying in the shade of wild roses, he let the ugly one crawl out of the darkness and crouch beside him. His mouth full of sweetness he closed his eyes and savored his good fortune.


No fangs for Gilda, or at least not all of them. At sight of the sweaty little throat fully exposed, her daggers shot out to their full length. Caressing his face with her tongue, retracting her weapons until only a fraction of the ends was available, she kissed the baby neck and gently helped herself to a bit of what kept him functioning.


The slight piercing didn’t hurt him because she had daubed his skin with an anesthetic. She could have taken all he had by dipping the fangs all the way. They had a facility for drawing what they wanted without too much effort on her part. But no. In spite of her greed she took only a portion and sneaked back among the webs and shadows while Charlie avidly worked his jaws up and down on the precious wad.




Chapter 4


(At birth Clint had a full head of hair that never fell out but came in thicker every day. One day when he was learning to walk he fell on a rock and split his scalp. Sugie carefully cut away all the hair around the wound and that was when he found the mark of Duquieu.


“Knowed it, anyhow, of course,” the old man said later. “Your mother and the Brewster girl died the very same way as soon as you two boys was born. All their red blood cells was et up. Quit lookin’ at me like that. How could it be your fault? It was Duquieu done it, grabbed ’em one night and done it, and as far as I know you and Jared’s the only children he ever had.”


“He ain’t my pap.”


“That mark on your head says different. Don’t never show it to nobody. They’ll be skeered of you like they’re skeered of Jared, and then you’ll grow up to be no good.”


“I’ll never tell. I’m ashamed.”


“Be strong. Never mind the shame. That never worked a thing worthwhile. You’re my boy and you’re the boy of everyone in Blood who’s tryin’ to be a Christian while livin’ in the middle of Beelzebub’s circus.”)


There was no train that went to Blood, nor bus. No matter how fast and far civilization head spread elsewhere, feet were the mode of transportation in that part of the country. One went to Pittsburgh and took a bus to Grafton or Morgantown or Fairmont or even Clarksburg. It didn’t matter in which town a traveler chose to disembark. On its outskirts, he walked to the first trails and then tramped up mountains all day until he arrived at the foothills of higher summits.


People on the train stared at Sugarman Phelps. He looked like someone from another world, though his clothes were relatively clean. They had been passed on to him by his father. Neither he nor Clinton Breen said anything but sat silently looking out the window.


Had he planned to return? Ever? Clint wondered and watched the land outside grow greener. His stomach lurched when he saw a clump of rhododendron bursting with pink color against a hillside. The air within the car was heavy with the smell of wildflowers. Heaven and hell were coexistent, bitter and sweet, forever together. When one lost the ability to differentiate between the two one was doomed never to experience joy free of agony.


Leaning his head against the pane he stared out and let his mind relax.


He remembered:


(They were ten years old, he and Jared, and they were at their favorite hangout, prowling in and around the mansion, peering through glass panes in the doors, prying at the windows until at last they found one the housekeeper hadn’t locked. It was late afternoon and she was long gone down the mountain, having scampered out the front door as soon as the first shadow laid itself across the floor of the room she was cleaning.


Though they had been in the place innumerable times they still hadn’t counted all the rooms. Stairways were made of heavy wood, doors were two inches thick and all solid pieces, tapestries went from endless room to endless room like colorful oceans. Chandeliers glittered and tinkled, vases were prominent and expensive, here and there marble fireplaces stood starkly empty, waiting for winter.


From room to room Jared and Clint crept and by and by they neared the master bedroom. For a change Jared didn’t want to go in but Clint boldly opened the door and entered.


Around the large bed was a ceiling-high grill made of thick steel. A lock kept intruders out of the area and away from the man on the bed. Soundly asleep, the ruler of Blood looked like an ordinary person. Duquieu was calm of face, handsome, dark-haired with a tinge of gray at the temples. He was tall with a muscular body. Now he was dressed in blue silk pajamas imported from his native France.
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