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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

      Jack McDevitt

       

      I first encountered Mike Bishop at about 3:00 A.M., on a snowblown night more than thirty years ago in the U.S. border station
         at Pembina, North Dakota. Traffic was usually slow at that hour, but because of the storm, it had stopped altogether, except
         for an occasional optimist trying to make Florida.
      

      The secret to being a responsible law enforcement officer under those conditions does not limit itself to being able to stay
         awake, but that’s certainly part of it. So I was always careful to keep a good book at hand. I’d discovered that, as much
         as I liked Mark Twain and Damon Runyon and James Thurber, they didn’t work in the small hours. So I’d fallen back on science
         fiction. It was how I became acquainted with Gregory Benford and Brian Aldiss and Ben Bova. In those years, the measure of
         a writer was his ability to keep me going before sunrise.
      

      On the night in question, I’d picked up a copy of And Strange at Ecbatan the Trees. Since I was unfamiliar with the author, and I didn’t know quite what to make of the title, I had stashed a backup book which
         was, as best I can recall, a collection of Star Trek stories. But I didn’t need it.
      

      Mike’s novel was set in the distant future. It depicted a desperate human race, threatened by horrific barbarians, a sea monster
         of epic proportions, and a race of hyper humans. Throw in a reanimation capability and a search for long-lost knowledge, mix
         with an institute for free thought, and I was carried far from the snow storm.
      

      I know that sounds like a standard conflict between good and evil, but we’re in Mike Bishop’s hands. And Mike doesn’t do anything
         simplistic. It would be difficult to find any kind of struggle in his work that doesn’t require difficult ethical and moral
         decisions.
      

      In this case, the humans have been genetically altered so they can live together. And the experiment has worked for millennia.
         They are happily clustered on a group of islands, and life is good. But when a potentially cataclysmic outside threat materializes,
         we see that the price for such modification can be high. We know that all through the history of the species, peaceful societies
         tend to welcome their eventual destroyers. In Mike’s world, as in ours, there may not be the capability, or the will, to resist.
      

      * * *

      So who is this guy Bishop?

      The son of Air Force parents, Mike was born as World War II staggered to an end. He spent his early years on air bases, finished
         high school in Spain, and collected a master’s degree in English from the University of Georgia. He married Jeri Whitaker
         of Columbus, Georgia, in 1969, and sold his first story, “Piñon Fall,” to Galaxy, a year later. It was a good twelve months.
      

      Meantime he’d become an Air Force lieutenant. He taught English at the Air Force Preparatory School in Colorado Springs. In
         1972 he returned to civilian life, but continued his career as an English teacher, moving to the University of Georgia. Two
         children, Jamie and Stephanie, were born in the early 70s. Many of us who take creative writing courses in college have teachers
         who’ve never gotten a piece of fiction past a professional editor. I wonder if Mike’s students realized how fortunate they
         were.
      

      In 1974 he became a fulltime writer, and the rest, as we like to say, is history. 

      * * *

      His son Jamie, a promising writer and artist, became a teacher at Virginia Tech. He was among the thirty-two people killed
         during the 2007 massacre.
      

      * * *

      After And Strange at Ecbatan the Trees, I took to reading Michael Bishop by daylight, of which I didn’t see much during those Customs Service years along the Canadian
         border. It didn’t matter. He never needed a dark sky and a mournful wind to grab me by the throat and hustle me into a new
         world. Unlike most of us practicing this insidious craft, he shows no indication of an arc in his career. There’s no period
         early on in which he seems to be honing his skills, learning how to get his characters on stage, or how to set up a climax.
         Mike has been an extraordinarily talented writer since his earliest appearances. Sometimes, you’re just born with it.
      

      And God knows, at least to date, there’s no evidence that his capabilities are trailing off.

      We don’t read Mike the way we do most writers. He does not simply carry us along in a story line. Rather he creates a whole
         new reality and plunges you into it. Read him, and you will forget where you are, or that you have a life outside the book.
         You’ll be drawn into the narrative, you’ll fall in love, and you may have your heart broken. You may also acquire an insight
         or two, something to carry with you the rest of your days. Like, perhaps, as you are about to discover, the downside of being
         a peaceful society. Mike is that rarest of artists, a writer who can permanently alter your perspective. He’s a life-changer.
         So be careful.
      

      His first novel, A Funeral for the Eyes of Fire, was a Nebula finalist. He has been nominated on twelve other occasions for the Nebula, and has won twice. In 1981, “The
         Quickening” took the award in the novelette category, and No Enemy but Time was best novel in 1982. His work has been on the final Hugo ballot nine times. Another story, “Dogs’ Lives,” appeared in
         the 1985 edition of Best American Short Stories, no small accomplishment in a market that does not normally notice science fiction.
      

      He’s won four Locus Awards, and “The Pile” received the Shirley Jackson Award for best short story of 2008.

      In all, he’s written thirteen solo novels and 125 short stories, give or take. The stories are collected in seven volumes,
         the most current being Brighten to Incandescence (Golden Gryphon, 2003) and a large retrospective volume, The Door Gunner and Other Perilous Flights of Fancy, which appeared from Subterranean Press in February 2012. He has also collaborated on three novels, two of them mysteries,
         with Paul Di Filippo, under the joint pseudonym Philip Lawson.
      

      He has compiled an enviable record as an editor, with seven anthologies to his credit, including, recently, A Cross of Centuries (Thunder’s Mouth, 2007) and, with Steven Utley, Passing for Human (PS, 2009).
      

      In his spare time, Mike writes poetry. He’s published two collections. And again, he has a prize to show for his efforts:
         the 1979 Rhysling Award for his poem, “For the Lady of a Physicist.”
      

      * * *

      For fourteen years, Mike has been writer-in-residence at LaGrange College in Pine Mountain, Georgia, where he teaches, among
         other things, creative writing. LaGrange has awarded him an honorary doctorate of humanities. Jeri is a counselor at Rosemont
         Elementary School. They have two grandchildren.
      

      * * *

      There’s a spiritual dimension to Mike’s work. I wouldn’t suggest that his Christianity gets injected, although he often writes
         about religion and its effect on the way we think and act. But he shows us that moral choices can be unclear. He portrays
         life as it is for most of us: an ongoing struggle to get things right in an atmosphere stretching from uncertainty to chaos.
      

      The careful reader will, I think, detect a wistfulness, a sense of longing that we don’t live in a more orderly, less painful,
         world. That we are instead in a place where the uncertainty principle rules, and the idiots are too often in charge.
      

      Live in peace, my friends, to the extent that you can, Bishop tells us. But keep the powder dry.

      Jack McDevitt
Brunswick, Georgia
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      And strange at Ecbatan the trees
Take leaf by leaf the evening strange


      Archibald MacLeish


   
      
      PART ONE

   
      
      i

      
      I went with the old man because Our Shathra Anna’s foremost minister had bade me watch his every move. For ten days I had
         been at the old man’s side, and uncomplainingly, though not very congenially (though this was changing), he had accepted my
         presence. The old man’s name was Gabriel Elk. He was sixty-three years old. He was universally acknowledged a genius, perhaps
         the only bona fide one in all of Ongladred, indeed on all of our ruthlessly harsh planet, Mansueceria.
      

      
      And on the night with which this account begins Gabriel Elk and I were going into Lunn, our capital, to buy a dead masker.

      
      The city lay before us as ominously quiescent as an unstruck gong. I had been living—these past ten days—with Gabriel Elk,
         his wife, Bethel, and his son, Gareth, at Stonelore, the neuro-theatre he had built nearly seven kilometers outside of Lunn.
         Now we were coming back into the city under the cold light of the Shattered Moons, and I was glad to see Lunn’s majestic squalor
         again, the unbroken rows of four-story dwellings, the canyonlike alleys, the ever-visible lemon sheen of the dome under which
         Our Shathra Anna resides and toward which nearly all the dirty alleys lead: the Atarite Palace. As an aide to Chancellor Blaine,
         as a very minor doer of the sort of work Our Shathra may not sully her hands with, I was going home again—even though Gabriel
         Elk and I would not set foot within several city squares of the domed palace. We were going among the poor, “the Mansuecerians
         themselves,” Gabriel Elk would say, and our way was through the torch-lit sidestreets.
      

      
      We were walking our horses. Their hooves clacked on the stones, their eyes were round with a mute claustrophobia, their nostrils
         quivered with the pungent smells of packed-in humanity. But we met no one in the streets. It was the time of the Halcyon Panic
         (hence, my assignment to Elk, whom the Magi feared as a potential demagogue), and at night everyone stayed docilely indoors—everyone
         but those with state business and, of course, the maddeningly uncoercible Gabriel Elk, who had come on business of his own.
      

      
      “Do you know where we are?” I asked him, a bite in my voice.

      
      He halted his shaggy animal and looked at me. The old man’s eyes were a pale green, his face as heavy as carven marble, the
         jowls giving way only slightly to his advancing age. Great white sideburns framed his cheeks, and his hair fell in bearish
         curls over his forehead and neck. “On Earth my sixty-three years would be seventy-five,” he had told me when I was first assigned
         to him, but he carried himself with an intractable agelessness. In this alleyway in Lunn he looked like a statue that has
         willed itself to move, that has broken out of stone into life.
      

      
      “I know where we are, Ingram. This city was mine long before you entered either the service of Our Shathra or the elitist
         gangs of Chancellor Blaine. Some say the Chancellor got his roan tooth by sucking blood up through it, and, from what I see,
         a bit of that blood is yours, Master Marley. You’re as bumptious and ticky as a person of power.”
      

      
      “I work for persons of power, Sayati Elk.” Against Blaine’s wishes, Our Shathra Anna had given Gabriel Elk the title sayati in his fifty-sixth year, after the construction of Stonelore and the presentation of the first series of neuro-dramas. In
         the seven succeeding years, Blaine and the Council of the Magi had agitated quietly for the revocation of Elk’s royal dispensation
         to assemble the people and for the nationalization of the formidable power complex he had built in the upland arena.
      

      
      “So you do, Ingram, so you do. And in your own way you also are a person of power.”

      
      “I do what I must—to insure that the Halcyon Panic doesn’t break out roaring in the throats of our within-doors maskers.”

      
      “And I do what I must, Ingram, to insure that when the ‘maskers’ come out to Stonelore they perceive an order in things which
         the universe and the Magi of Ongladred don’t always choose to grant them. The order is there, it inheres, and I’m the man
         who reveals it to them.”
      

      
      The Shattered Moons moved in a yellow band beyond the in-leaning rooftops, a monochrome rainbow in the night sky. Only the
         brightest stars were visible behind it, and it was hard to imagine that Ongladred was an island besieged, that the culture
         we had twice before built up over six thousand years as colonists on Mansueceria was in danger of collapsing again, collapsing
         completely.
      

      
      The street was silent; my voice echoed in it. “And so to give the maskers order, you’ve come tonight to buy a dead man.”

      
      “Not exactly, Ingram. I’ve come to buy a dead woman, a beautiful girl killed by reivers. And the order I try to give the Mansuecerians,
         the gentles, is a glimpse of the order inhering outside themselves—for inwardly they’re disciplined, Ingram, they’re more
         serene, more in control of the animal in themselves than you or I. Only artists have to rage, artists and rulers.”
      

      
      “Our rulers don’t rage, Sayati Elk.”

      
      “No, they simmer, Ingram. The worse for them.” His horse, a woolly beast, lifted its head, whickeringly barked. The old man
         pulled the horse’s head down and began walking again. The stones rang. Shadows wrapped themselves around us like voluted capes.
         “My sense of direction never faileth,” he said after a while. “Look there.”
      

      
      We had come to a side-canyon, a narrow crevice between two rows of maskers’ houses perpendicular to the alley by which, on
         the city’s southeastern outskirts, we had originally entered Lunn. There was no room for our horses here. But I looked where
         Elk was pointing and saw a green-gowned figure on a third-story balcony on the lefthand side of the alley, a figure stooping
         beneath a pair of conical lanterns to see us. But for this solitary revenant and those two lanterns, the “street” was unhaunted,
         dark, and coldly daunting.
      

      
      The Halcyon Panic had begun to play in me; I wanted no part of Sayati Elk’s sinister purchase of a dead girl.

      
      “Come on, Ingram,” he said. “We’ll tie our horses here.” He wrapped the reins of his animal around a stone gutter-spout; I
         did likewise. Our footfalls reverberating in the night air, we walked through the alley between the maskers’ houses. There
         was a balcony across from the one on which the stooping figure stood, and it seemed to me that it would require very little
         effort to step from the lefthand balcony to the righthand one, three stories’ worth of darkness gaping beneath that step.
      

      
      “Who’s up there?” I asked.

      
      “Josu Lief, the father of the dead girl. Or so I’d guess.”

      
      The man on the balcony called out. Before he called, I had not been certain that he was a man; the gown had confused me. It
         was mourning garb. Under him now I could see that the gown and his shaved head—he was newly bald—were his only concessions
         to “grief.” The Mansuecerians are immune to it, genetically serene, philosophically spartan.
      

      
      “Sayati Elk?” Gentleman Lief called out. Then: “Please come up, both of you.” A serene, spartan voice.

      
      We entered the bleak doorway. We climbed the corkscrewing stairs. We let Josu Lief usher us into a three-room apartment where
         the rest of his family, dressed in forest-green mourning gowns and sitting in the candlelit central chamber, awaited us. There
         were introductions. Lief s wife wore her hair cut short, as did the two female children. Josu and his young son were bald
         from the razor. They accepted the news that I was a minor official of Our Shathra Anna’s oligarchy with utter blandness; they
         were maskers, and I was a nouveau Atarite, programmed to rule. Gabriel Elk was of them, but different; a throwback in whom
         the primeval aggressions still roiled, still threatened eruption. The old man was the bridge between the Lief family and me.
      

      
      “Where’s Bronwen?” Gabriel Elk asked.

      
      “Through here,” Gentleman Lief said, and led us out of the central chamber into a sleeping room where there were six pallets
         on the floor. The girl lay on the pallet on which she had undoubtedly slept while alive: Bronwen Lief, eldest daughter of
         these anonymous maskers. One family amid a city full of similar families, all of them debeasted, shaped in their genes toward
         a civilizing harmony. On them had been founded the state of Ongladred; only rulers and artists raged, and we Atarites so seldom
         as to suggest an innate serenity akin to that of the maskers.
      

      
      “Will you accept my price?” Elk asked Lief.

      
      “I accept it, Sayati Elk.”

      
      “Good. The money has already been credited to you. It’s there for your use. Three days from now, bring your family to Stonelore.”

      
      “And she will perform?”

      
      “A special performance, for the Lief family and some privileged others. Not a neuro-drama, but a kind of reading.”

      
      “Will she later act in the dramas?”

      
      “Such is my hope.”

      
      The three of us looked at the dead Bronwen Lief—her father with an expression predictably neutral, in which there was neither
         pride nor remorse nor pity nor anything paternal in a strictly Atarite sense; Gabriel Elk with quiet appreciation; and I,
         the outsider, with an awareness of terrible loss. For Bronwen Lief, arranged on her pallet in her white death-gown, was an
         image that called up evocative names: Helen, Guinevere, Ligeia. She was beautiful, but there was something in her young face
         hinting at the ability to betray; in a Mansuecerian, a masker, that look disconcerted, it slept in the corners of her mouth
         like an incongruous smirk, an anomaly of character. As a dirt-runner I had long ago learned to recognize such telltale glimmerings
         under men’s false, placid exteriors. But Bronwen Lief was a masker girl, and a corpse, and the candlelight made her flesh
         resemble porcelain.
      

      
      Gabriel Elk said: “I’m very pleased, Gentleman Lief. She’s beautiful; she’s what I’d hoped for.”

      
      “Our thanks, Sayati Elk.”

      
      I said: “How did she die, exactly?”

      
      The two older men turned their faces toward me. Josu Lief, I saw, could not have been more than forty; even with a shaved
         head he was a handsome man, with full lips and dark eyes. “I have told our friends, in a fall. But there’s more, as Sayati
         Elk knows. Last night she went with a young man, the one selected for her, to see the bonfires by the eastern channel, the
         bonfires holding off the sloak—”
      

      
      “You let them go?” I said. “At this time?”

      
      “Bronwen did as she wished. It wasn’t for me to permit or hinder her, either one. She had a good life, Master Marley.”

      
      “And a short one. What happened on the coast with her young man?”

      
      “Laird and she was walking in the rocks, looking toward the Angromain Archipelago where your renegade ancestors kill each
         other and catch fish, Master Marley. They was thinking on the cycle of the sloak and the barbarians way out to sea there.
         Bronwen’s young man says they spoke of the bonfires on the beach and of living to oldsters in Lunn, such things as that. Then
         they saw an empty boat, just a pinnace, beached in a rocky place between two of the bonfires. No sooner had they seen it than
         they heard voices, men speaking in accents not of Ongladred. The men surprised them, a party of three or four thick-bearded
         Pelagans on a raid of some sort. The Pelagans ran at them, pushed Bronwen and young Laird from the rocks, and leapt to the
         sand. It was a short drop, Laird says, but Bronwen must have twisted her neck. Laird fell into a gravelly place and broke
         his leg. He shouted so the bonfire tenders on both sides come running, you know, but it was too late. Out to sea the Pelagans
         went, oaring it like madmen or fiends—and Bronwen was dead. And so she came home to us, and we dressed her like you see her.
         In her death-gown.”
      

      
      “And Laird?” Gabriel Elk asked.

      
      “He’s on the mend, I’ll wager.”

   
      
      ii

      
      We went back into the apartment’s central chamber. The women sat on straightbacked chairs, doing something to the patterned
         quilts in their laps. Lief s son, his bald head shining, was on the floor marking a piece of paper with a stylus; he was about
         six.
      

      
      “At least your boy won’t be called up,” Elk said. When the Halcyon Panic broke, military service for men between the ages
         of fifteen and fifty would be obligatory. Unless one were an Atarite (and in many cases, even then). I knew that inductions
         had already begun. Josu Lief confirmed me in my knowledge.
      

      
      “They tapped me two days ago,” he said. “I go in five days.” And he would, too. Docilely, he would take off his mourning gown,
         don a warrior’s breeches, and cover his shaved head with a leather cap. Then off to the Lunn garrison for his assignment.
         The masker, the gentle, would become a soldier—pacific in his innermost soul, but ruthlessly obedient in war.
      

      
      “Then Gareth will be touched soon, too,” Elk said. Genius or no, he could not keep the regret out of his huge, corrugated
         brow. Unlike the serene Gentleman Lief’s, his feelings toward his children—his child rather, now his only son— ran deeper
         than stoic affection. After all, Gabriel Elk was a mistake, an artist; in all things he raged, he harkened to a gong inaudible
         to maskers and Atarites alike.
      

      
      We sat down. Gentlewoman Lief left her chair, went to a cabinet in the apartment’s kitchen, and returned with three cups of
         haoma. This is a mildly intoxicating drink distilled from the bullcap fungus and banned at court; the maskers believe that it induces
         righteousness and piety rather than drunkenness. Curious, I sipped what was given me. Simultaneously sweet and tart, the haoma
         seemed to transfuse warmth through the lining of my stomach, into my veins and marrow, like a flow of heated blood. While
         Gabriel Elk and Gendeman Lief talked, I nodded and tried to heed their words.
      

      
      “When will the Halcyon Panic break?” the old man asked.

      
      “Not yet, Sayati Elk, not yet.”

      
      “Your neighbors?”

      
      “They continue calm. There’s talk of the sloak, and of the Pelagans, and even of the rupturing of the sun—but no one screams
         in his sleep, no one’s yammering of Ongladred’s death. Our Shathra Anna watches over us. She’s a wise-eyed lady, wise in her
         watching.”
      

      
      Gendewoman Lief smiled at her husband. The girls continued sewing. The boy colored his scrap of paper without heeding his
         father’s visitors at all. At court, a young official’s death would have kept us from secular activity for at least a day or
         two; here, it required all my haoma-ridden powers to remember that Bronwen Lief lay dead in the next room. Haoma. No doubt
         Josu Lief had had the examining physician administer an undiluted extract of the principal drug in this beverage to his daughter’s
         corpse, as a temporary preservative. And here I was, embalming myself in a maskers’ drink. Bronwen’s face, her ambiguously
         smiling face, floated into my mind, into my sight. I gripped my chair.
      

OEBPS/images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@EWAY





OEBPS/images/9780575122925.jpg
BENEATH THE
SHATTERED
MOONS

THE NEBULA AWARD-WINNING
AUTHOR OF NO ENEMY BUT TIME





