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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.


      







I will seize life by the throat, taking arms against a sea of troubles, and by shaking, end it.


Ludwig van Beethoven: 
private correspondence




ALLEGRO MA NON TROPPO UN POCO MAESTOSO


And now, Reuter thought, to the Heilingstadt Testament. He wanted no part of it but sempre fi; you had to meet all the conditions. Who needs it? he thought: complain, complain, renunciation of this, dismissal of that, ruminations about death, the weather, poor sinus, and beyond it all the matter of the deafness which was, frankly, already beginning to be something of a bore.


It never came to anything. The work, as a matter of fact, got better. Since the deafness had had no bad outcome, since it hardly interfered with the output (as every fool knew), why make such a point of it, then? Ah well, 


he knew the answer to that, all right. History being inflexible. And so on and so forth. The question of reconstruction. Servility. Possibility.


Oh, all of the Travelers were well briefed on that aspect, all right. Once you began to jiggle with the details, even the least significant, let alone the really important stuff like the deafness, you risked losing hold of large pieces of history and then the jig was up, as it were, the world was washed away. Fertig. We live on a peninsula surrounded by dark waters of history, held to land only by the one thin tendril of continuous past, Reuter thought. Now, that was pretty good. Really, that wasn’t bad at all. It was a hell of a lot more interesting than the self-pitying babble he was assigned to put down now.


I’d really like to write that down instead, Reuter thought dangerously.


But no. No. He was here to do what he was here to do: ergo the Heilingstadt Testament. Hunched over the papers on the third floor of his stinking, reeking rooms in 1803’s Vienna, Reuter applied himself once again to the paper. God, it really smelled in here. All of Vienna smelled; what was drained from the past in recollection was the corporeality of it. No one at the Institute was prepared to deal aboveboard with the fact that the past stank, that most historical figures living before 1900 were badly in need of superficial hygiene.


Still. The sinus would block out some of this. I renounce, he wrote. I renounce all of this, all of that.


Now, how did that go in German? It didn’t matter; the papers would be picked up in due course and the translation done by section clerk, but he would feel a little more secure about this, a lot less foolish, if he knew German. A  smattering anyway. Hint of authenticity. For that matter, he would feel more secure also if he knew something about music, but then again you had to keep a sense of perspective. Music was merely symbology. His field was history and the workings of the mind which would have been Ludwig van Beethoven’s. The rest of it could be faked, right down to the transcripts of the many famous compositions which had been stowed for him in various interstices of the room. Nothing had to be original; all that he had to do was reconstitute.


He supposed. Anyway, that was the Institute’s position.


Renunziata? No, that was Spanish. Reconaissant? Reconissement? Probably no such words, although his execrable French would have been preferable to nonexistent German. I renounce all of it, he wrote in English. I can no longer go on. The truth of the matter is that I am going rapidly deaf in both of my ears, and with the loss of that vital sense comes the necessary loss of my art. I am a fraud, a mockery. I am no longer Beethoven.


Garbage. Self-pitying garbage. Reuter flung the pencil against a wall, put his palms on the paper, lurched upright. The trouble was that he could no longer take this stuff seriously. Napoleon, JFK, Thomas Alva Guinzanburg: now, there were personalities that you could really get yourself into. Even some of the minor composers like Ravel or Berlioz had some balance, some range of personality. Berlioz was in fact a genuinely complex man: a writer, a critic, a mystic. But Ludwig van—and you might as well face it—had only the two modes: self-pity and heroism, and both at the cheapest and most superficial level. Superficial. In fact, the man was actually frivolous; he did not react to his feelings so much as observe them and contrive reactions to suit. Twenty-four more years of this, even through the compressed process of re-enactment, might well drive him insane. Who could put up with this garbage? He, Reuter, would wind up as crazily dead as the original. Compression and all, he wondered if he would be able to last out the few months subjective. Probably. Probably he would. Insanity might be a relief, but he was doomed to the cold lucidity of the process and the integrity of self.


Enough, Reuter thought Enough of this. I can pick up on it later. I can finish the Testament after I have a little walk and perhaps a piece of sausage. He rummaged through the odorous closet, found his filthy frock coat, and went down the stairs toward the teeming streets of Vienna. He would enjoy some sausage, come to think of it Then he could look up his nephew Earl and kill a few hours in conversation.


Oh, no. No Earl. That would be another fifteen years or so. You had to keep all of these facts, wearisome as they were, straight.




MOLTO VIVACE


At his final briefing the director had been explicit to Reuter. Even a little threatening. “We have noticed,” the director said, “noticed both in the interviews and in some of the ongoing testing procedures, that you are showing reluctance, perhaps the word we are looking for is actual resistance, toward the occupation of Traveler.” The others had nodded. Some of them had nodded and others had not. The director had either nodded or he had refrained from nodding. One of Reuter’s problems is that he has always had difficulty in individuating these people, from one another and indeed within their own persona. They had a very mechanical aspect, which was, perhaps, not out of place for what was, after all, a highly technologized age. In this most technological era of all history, Reuter realized, he had a suspicion and fear, a fundamental incomprehension, of all machinery. It was good for his occupation, necessary, but still, still…


“Re-evaluation is constant,” the director had said. “An ongoing process.”


“I know that.”


“Do you? Then you know that you are free to withdraw at any time, even now. If it makes you unhappy to do this, you need not be compelled.”


“Well, now,” Reuter said uneasily, shifting his seat, looking past the gleaming fluorescence to the screens on which all of his interview was being recorded, “I wouldn’t say that I was unhappy, not at all.”


“Subjectively you may be.”


“Not in the least,” Reuter said heartily. “Of course I’m dealing with a very unhappy character here; there might have been a little transference—”


“Not to speculate,” the director said. “The Traveler is not a piece of machinery, you know. If he was, we could have the checkpoints made automatically. You must, sometimes intolerably, be human; you must act with conviction, and this can lead inevitably to tension, stresses. You see, we come prepared to understand.”


“It’s all right,” Reuter had said. He had really, for complex reasons, not wanted to cease being a Traveler at that point. It would not have done him any good in his other works. “I want to continue; in fact, I must continue. You know that I’m good at this.”


“No one can be good indefinitely.”


“Of course.”


“You cannot be a Traveler forever, and there comes a time when, if the Traveler does not make that judgment, we must.”


“I really understand that,” Reuter said. It was surprising, put to pressure, how anxious he was to remain. It was the kind of thing that would have to be investigated in depth, but never under the gaze of the director, much less the frowns of the board surrounding. “It’s just the present case. Being Beethoven, I mean.”


“Beethoven was a monumental figure, a towering influence, perhaps the watershed of all music—”


“I know that. I know.”


“It should be considered a privilege to be Beethoven. We would not have selected just anyone, you know.”


“I have to admit I have little sympathy for the subject,” Reuter said. “I don’t actively dislike him, but I can’t seem to get inside the persona.”


“Do you want to withdraw?” the director said. He inclined his head, went into momentary conference with the board member on his left, then seemed to take information from the right. The two members of the board folded their hands and looked at Reuter, then away. The director sighed and slapped an imaginary object from his right shoulder. “That’s your option all along,” he said.


“No. I don’t want to.”


“Then, why bring up these objections?”


“I’m trying to be honest”


“Are you?” the board member to the director’s left said, “or are you asking that the responsibility for removal be taken from you and given to us? That’s a very common tactic, you know.”


“I am being honest,” Reuter said loudly. The questioning had attacked him at the level of vanity; if nothing else, Reuter liked to believe that he had far more integrity and insight than the average Traveler, who, face it, was not very bright and who came from crushing social circumstances that drained moral sensitivity. “I’ve done all the research, haven’t I? I’ve prepared myself for this as seriously as I ever have, I’m highly primed and very knowledgeable. It would be a complete waste if I withdrew now.”


“A waste of what?” the director said.


“Of all this knowledge. I can play the role with utter conviction. It’s just that it makes me unhappy to do it; but then again, that’s really a performance problem, I admit that. I can work it out.”


“Well, then,” the director said and coughed, shook his head, conferred again with his right and left. He really seemed to be a hesitant individual, lacking that sense of authority which Reuter had always expected of these boards; but then again, you had to consider his unique and individual problems, just as, Reuter hoped, his own were being considered. “Well, then, you do realize that in Vienna, if you are not Beethoven, even for a moment—”


“I will be. I can promise you that not for a moment will I fall out of role.”


“Ah,” the director said. He paused, cleared his throat, leaned forward as if to say something penetrating and final, but then seemed to slip out of position. “You will have to avoid a repetition of this, you realize. We can’t go through this every time you undertake an assignment. We’re really not primed for it, you know.”


“I know that,” Reuter said. “I promise you that if I continue to feel this way you’ll be the first to know. The very first. I’ll make a clean breast of things. In fact, I will resign.”


“Well, of course.” There was another long pause. The board members seemed to have passed into a highly abstracted state; a few of them even seemed to be dozing. The director fumbled with his cuffs. For people of their very real importance in the Department of Reconstruction—really, on the day-to-day level they were running it—they struck Reuter as being curiously tentative. Even now, even in his very real distress, he could obviously win his point with them over and again.


Well. You had to face the truth. He was willing to do so; he would do so even now: the Department was regarded outside as being an eccentric, minor dumping ground for misfits and cranks. Nobody really took the Department seriously; it was essentially sustained only because it would be too much trouble to dismantle it and too risky if, unreasonably, the consequences of abolition were serious. Like all bureaucracies it was self-perpetuating and there was a certain amount of mysticism at work here. Still, it was hard to have self-respect working for people like this.


Still, what was self-respect? Beethoven certainly had very little outside his one area of accomplishment, and that went for most of the major historical figures, good and bad alike, who were essentially compensating for inferred inadequacies.


“You’re under constant review,” the director said. “You will be observed throughout. This is a constant process, you know, just as is the matter of reconstruction itself. Life is a process. No single position can be absolute, no Traveler lasts forever.”


“I accept that.”


“You have no choice but to accept it.”


“I will accept all of it,” Reuter said. “I will be a proper Beethoven. I will be a Beethoven such as he and the world deserve.” He stood. The termination of the interview was at his pleasure. He turned from them then, went from the sterile enclosure of the great and impressive room in which the directors sat (for the Institute had done as well for the minor departments as the major; they were equitable that way, it was a fair period in human history, or one in which at least the idea of fairness predominated) and went into the great teeming wilderness of the Buenos Aires of the twenty-third century which—he had to believe this; he had to believe that this was so—he, piece by piece, Reuter, was trying to hold together, as were all of the Travelers, by giving the history that gave the Institute that gave the terrible and mystifying world into which he had been born.




ADAGIO MOLTO E CANTABILE


He went into his favorite sausage shop. “Some bratwurst,” he said in English to the old woman behind the counter, who now recognized him, “and some plain hard rolls. Perhaps a little liverwurst as well and a piece of knackwurst if it is tender. I am enamored of tender sausage. There is nothing that pleases me more when I am struggling with the architecture of one of my well-known sonatas.”


He hoped that the translator was working. It was not as dependable as it used to be; machinery as well as temper was fraying. The woman looked at him in brief incomprehension. Well, she too was a little deaf. Medical conditions here were simply intolerable; most people here suffered from chronic, often disfiguring disease. A survey team could have done them all some real good, scattering antibiotics like flowers, but that was outlawed by the usual laws of temporal paradox. The woman’s eyes were dull.


“A little bratwurst,” Reuter shouted, pointing. “And some rolls. Forget the damned knackwurst!” He lunged over the counter, gesticulating. The woman said, “Ah.” Her face seemed to break open with understanding as she leaned under the filthy counter, fumbled, took out a gleaming, reeking piece of meat. “This?” she said. “It is most excellent today.”


Pfui. And pfui again. He would have to get rid of this garbage even before he took it back to his room; his life would not be worth the night with this kind of swill in quarters. The directors would forgive him throwing the sausage into one of the canals. Policies in day-to-day terms were flexible; they would not demand that he poison himself.


Besides, there was no point in having it in his rooms. He couldn’t eat it. Here the policies were not flexible. One walked the corridors of the past, one acted with all the conviction that could be summoned, but one actually partook of nothing. No food. No water. No women. Food and water you brought with you; women would have to be sacrificed. All of the close or tender relationships were simulated. In time or out of time you functioned in isolation. Only the forms mattered.


Tender relationships. Tender sausage. Equally impossible.


The woman said something now in incomprehensible German. He could not understand a word of it. Which meant that the damned translator had broken down again, moving in and out of function. The second time within a week objective time that this had happened, the first being the conversation with Link when he had found his old cellist friend staring at him wildly, desperately, from his fogged eyes, crippled bow arm moving erratically out of terror as if to swat him away. Embarrassing that; he had had to soothe Link, convince him that it was the deafness which had caused him to go out of contact, nothing else. But Link was stupid and trusting and had an emotional investment in the situation; this proprietress did not. Nicht. “Nein, is nothing,” Reuter said, pointing to the sausage for her. “Wrap it up, just wrap it up, please.” Maybe the translator would be back in function at least his way. You never knew. Perhaps she would simply put him down as a harmless eccentric like the other tradespeople. Everyone knew Beethoven was crazy.


Damn it, anyway. Now this. Malfunction in the translator. Perhaps it was true, all those rumors about the Department, that there was so much indifference and contempt on the institutional level that technical malfunction was being deliberately induced by their failure to replace or maintain equipment. Even sabotage. You did not want to think about this, you simply did not want to consider the implications of that kind of malevolence, but you had to be aware of all the possibilities. It was no secret where the Department stood for most of the central appropriations committee.


The proprietress had the knackwurst in a bag now. She put it on the counter, said the same phrase as she had before, loudly. In German. Reuter cursed, gestured at the sausage. “Nicht,” she said and slapped his hand away. “Nicht sprekken geldt.”


Reuter cursed. He would have to file a special complaint on this. In the meantime he gestured at the knackwurst, then on an impulse seized it and pointed it to his ear like a telephone receiver (which would not be commercially available, he had to remember, for three quarters of a century; had to guard against preventable anachronism at every point), began to gabble into it. The proprietress stared at him amazed. “Hello, hello, hello,” Reuter said. He pointed at a brown bag behind the counter, took it from her trembling hand, slid the sausage inside. “Goodbye,” he said. “Auf wiedersehen. How much. Combien des marks?”


“Drei marks?” she said hesitantly.


Good. The translator was working again. Off again, on again, like his very life. Like the function of a Traveler. “Thank you very much,” he said.


“You’re welcome.”


“I’m sure.”


“Are you feeling very well?”


“I am feeling very well,” Reuter said. “I am working on a major composition, my only violin concerto as a matter of fact, and for that reason am rather distracted. You do understand that, don’t you?”


“I understand nothing.”


“I will call it the Opus sixty-one,” Reuter said and turned toward the door.


“I have only one question,” she said behind him. “If I may ask it. If you will not object to my asking of you this question.”


He turned. “Not at all,” he said. Beethoven was known for his common touch, which was not surprising of course, since they did not come any more common than Ludwig van himself. Always to please. “You may ask me any question you desire. I savor your bratwurst”


“I know that you are a musician, a composer,” the old woman said. “I only service a shop here, but I am not a completely ignorant person and I am aware of some of your accomplishments, although of course I do not understand advanced music. For me a simple lullaby is possibly that from which I gain the most enjoyment, although now and again I enjoy the military sound of the bands in the park. But what I want to know is not about your music but about your condition. Are you deaf? Or, perhaps, is there a problem of a more subtle kind? Or is it that you truly prefer sausages to all else?”


Clumsy, unidiomatic translation. As usual. The device had almost everyone here talking like an inept scholar of medieval German. There was just no excuse for equipment malfunction of this dimension. “I like sausages,” Reuter said. “I also enjoy military music. Indeed, someday I hope to compose a military symphony of my own, just like the revered Franz Joseph Haydn.”


“But are you deaf?”


“I am somewhat hard of hearing. I was, as a matter of fact, just making some notes for my memoirs about my condition. It is not a serious deafness, however.”


“For it is a serious mistake,” she said intensely, leaning across the counter, “for you to misjudge people so, to take as little account of them as apparently you do. You may hear music in your head, in other words; but you should also see the people’s lives in the head. We do not only serve at the King’s pleasure.”


“What is that?”


“At the request of the monarchs alone we do not live, but also for ourselves and for the simpler pleasures of bratwurst, as you must be so aware. You have neglected to pay me the drei marks.”


“Ah,” Reuter said. “I see.”


“I live by the sausage as you live by the music. The sausage is my music and I must be in recompense for it.”


“I am sorry,” Reuter said. He handed the woman some coins that looked right. One, two, three marks. By this time he should be accustomed to transactions in this strange currency, but he was not. He never had been.


“Thank you,” she said, “and good health to you, to say nothing of the sausage itself.”


“You’re welcome.”


“I am not welcome, however, into the privacy of your music but only the publicity of your sausage, is that right?”


He just was not used to this. That was all. He was not really fit for dialogues of this sort, and he never had been. He was able to work with the personae in private; even a Beethoven for whom he felt no sympathy could at least generate feeling in the Heilingstadt Testament, but sausage shops were something else again. He could not deal with it. It was almost impossible to believe that it was happening, which was one of the reasons—this occurred to him shockingly—why the director might have been right, after all. How could he be a Traveler when at a basic level he could take none of this seriously? Was it possible that he had as little faith in the Department as any outsider?
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