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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
by Sheila Williams



THERE ARE A COUPLE OF IMPORTANT POINTS I’D LIKE TO make about Harry Turtledove. One point that anyone who has read Harry’s work knows is that he’s a terrific writer. My own opinion of Harry’s work was formed by two stories from the mid-eighties. I read each tale in galleys before its publication in Asimov’s. Although they inhabited alternate universes and were separated in time from my own experience, I found the powerful and realistic writing deeply convincing and affecting.


“Strange Eruptions” appeared in Asimov’s August 1986 issue. Making use of his doctorate in Byzantine history, Harry sets it in a fourteenth century Constantinople that is capital of a Byzantine Empire that never fell. Both the historical detail and the depiction of a devastating smallpox epidemic are utterly convincing. What seemed most realistic, though, were the actions of the characters—the wife who insists on attending Mass surrounded by people in the great church of Hagia Sophia in order to pray that her family be spared from the disease, the husband who awkwardly attempts to nurse his small baby through the child’s horrible illness. The emotional toll that the disease took on the survivors still resonates with me.


The other story, “Trapping Run,” appeared in the February 1989 issue of Asimov’s. The tale is part of an alternate world in which European explorers discover that Homo erectus, or “sims,” and not Native Americans, inhabit the New World. The story tells the tale of a trapper whose leg is shattered by a bear. His only hope of survival is to be cared for by the “subhuman” sims. It’s one of the most brutal and realistic depictions of injury and endurance that I have ever come across. It remains a gold standard for judging other tales in which authors present characters that survive against all odds.


Both stories were collected into books that I worked on—Agent of Byzantium and A Different Flesh—for a short-lived book-publishing venture. These volumes were later reprinted by Baen Books.


Alas, as Harry turned more to writing his original and inventive novels, his short fiction output seemed to slow down. From time to time, though, works, both funny and hard hitting, continued to show up at the magazines. In 1999, Harry conducted an interesting experiment. He sold a story to Asimov’s entitled “Forty, Counting Down,” about a time-traveler who revisits his past in order help his younger self. At the same time (and with the full knowledge of both editors) he sold another story to Analog, “Forty, Counting Up,” from the point of view of the young man who receives a visit from his older self.


Although his work is often suffused with good humor, Harry has continued to write uncompromising stories that deftly explore the human condition. A perfect example of one of these thought-provoking tales, “He Woke in Darkness,” is included in this collection. It was the first story that I, as editor of Asimov’s, had the chance to publish. This disturbing look at crime and punishment and human behavior is one that readers will not soon forget.


So, I’ve established that Harry is a terrific writer, but there is a second point that I would like to make as well. Harry is also a delightful person with a wonderful family. I have often traveled to science fiction conventions with my own family in tow, and I have learned that there are not too many writers upon whom I can safely inflict a young child’s companionship. In many cases, my husband and children are packed off to a museum or a zoo while I dine with my Hugo or Nebula nominee. There are times, though, when an entire weekend spent working at a convention does not allow me to escape all my obligations as a mother. If I intend to do my job and have a meal with my children, I have to make a date with a child friendly author. Harry and his family are high on that very short list. He and his delightful wife, Laura Frankos, along with their smart, witty, and lovely daughters, Alison, Rachel, and Rebecca, are experts at making small children feel like their opinions are valuable, too. Now that my oldest daughter is a teenager, she fondly recalls meals spent with the Turtledoves. She also wows her friends—several of whom are avid Harry Turtledove readers—when she tells them that she knows him. Harry can count two generations of my family among his thousands of readers. Since you’re holding this book right now, I’m glad that you are, or will soon be, one of those lucky readers, too.









THE HAUNTED BICUSPID


This one first appeared in The Enchanter Completed, the tribute anthology to L. Sprague de Camp that I had the privilege of editing. Being a tavern tale, it’s a sort of hommage to de Camp and Pratt’s classic Tales from Gavagan’s Bar. That’s why the bartender here is called “George M.” You’re supposed to think “Cohan,” the name of de Camp and Pratt’s barkeep. As for the rest, well, I had the chance to be a Poe-t, and I took it.












HERE’S TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS—IN GOLD, BY God, George M. A quarter-eagle’s plenty to buy drinks for every body in the place. Tell me when you need more. I’ll do it again.


What’s that you say, my friend? You see more gold now than you did just a few years ago? Well, I should hope you do, by thunder. It’s all coming from California, way out West. I don’t suppose any one would have thought the world held so much gold until they stumbled across it on that Sutter fellow’s land.


But I don’t feel like talking about gold right this here minute—except that that’s my gold on the bar. If I’m buying, part of what I’m buying is the chance to talk about any blamed thing I please. Any body feel like quarreling about that?


No? Good.


All right, then. Here goes. Friends, my name is William Legrand. Most of you know me, and most of you call me Bill. I’m a plain-spoken man, I am. Nothing fancy about me. Yes, I’m partial to canvasback duck and soft-shell crabs when I can get ’em, but what Baltimorean isn’t? That’s not fancy—they’re right good eating, and who’ll tell me they aren’t?


I was born in the year of our Lord 1800. Last year of the eighteenth century, that was, and don’t you believe any silly fool who tries to tell you it was the first year of the nineteenth. As of the twenty-seventh ultimo, that makes me a right round fifty-one years of age. I am not ashamed to say I have done pretty well for myself in that half century and a little bit. If there’s a single soul who sells more furniture or finer furniture in Baltimore, I’d like to know who he is. Helen and I have been married for twenty-eight years now, and we still get on better than tolerably well. I have three sons and a daughter, and Helen was lucky enough never to lose a baby, for which I thank God. One of my sons went to Harvard, another to Yale. I wasn’t able to do that kind of thing myself, but a man’s children should have more chances than he did. That’s the American way, don’t you think? And I have two little granddaughters now, and I wouldn’t trade ’em for anything. Not for the moon, do you hear me?


If it weren’t for my teeth, everything would be perfect.


I see some of you wince. I see some of you flinch. I see I am not the only man in this splendid establishment to find himself a martyr to the tooth-ache. I am not surprised to make that discovery. People laugh about the tooth-ache—people who haven’t got it laugh at it, I should say. And Old Scratch is welcome to every single one of those laughing hyenas.


I was still a young man the first time I faced the gum lancet, the punch, the pincers, the lever, and the pelican. They sound like tools for an old-time torturer, don’t they? By God, gentlemen, they are tools for an old-time torturer. Any of you who ever had dealings with a dentist more than a few years ago will know what I am talking about. Oh, yes, I see some heads going up and down. I knew I would.


Here’s another quarter-eagle, George M. You keep that river flowing for these gentlemen, if you would be so kind.


People would say, You try this, Bill, or, You do that, Bill, and it will not hurt so bad. I would drink myself blind before I went to have a tooth yanked. Or I would take so much opium, I could not even recollect my own name. Or I would do both those things at once, so that my friends would have to steer me to the latest butcher because I could not navigate on my own.


And when the damned quack got to work, whoever he was that time, it would hurt worse than anything you can think of. If he grabs a tooth with the pincers, and instead of pulling it he breaks it, and he has to jerk out all the fragments one at a time, what else is it going to do? I ask you, my friends, what else can it possibly do?


I tell you frankly, I was more relieved than sorry when I lost the last tooth down below—ten years ago it was now. My bottom false teeth fit tolerably well, and I don’t mind ’em a bit. But I wanted to hang on to the ones I have up top. I still do want that, as a matter of fact. If you have a full plate up there, they hold in your uppers with springs, and that is another infernal invention. There are plenty of ways I would like to be like George Washington, but that is not one of them.


But God does what He wants, not what you want. Not what I want, either. About six months ago, it was, when one of my top left bicuspids went off like it had a fire lit inside it.


What’s a bicuspid? On each side, top and bottom, you have got two teeth betwixt your eyeteeth and your grinders. Ask a dentist, and he will tell you they’re bicuspids. I have done a powerful lot of palavering with dentists over the years. I know how they talk. I am a man who likes to learn things. I want to find out just precisely what they are going to inflict on me before they go and inflict it.


And a whole fat lot of good that has done me, too.


I kept hoping the tooth-ache would go away. Might as well hope the bill collector or your mother-in-law will go away. You stand a better chance. Before long, I knew it was time to get me to a dentist—that or go plumb out of my mind. I had not had to lose a chopper for five or six years before that. The last quack I had gone to was out of business. Maybe the folks he tormented strung him up. I can hope so, anyhow.


So I found me another fellow, a Dutchman named Vankirk. He grinned when he saw my poor sorry mouth. His teeth, damn him, were as white as if he soaked ’em in cat piss every night. For all I know, maybe he did.


He poked at my poor sore chopper with one of those iron hooks his miserable tribe uses. You know the type I mean—like out of the Spanish Inquisition, only smaller. He had to pry me off the ceiling afterwards, too. You bet he did. Then he gave me another shiny smile. “Oh, yes, Mr. Legrand,” he says, “I can have that out in jig time, and a replacement in the socket, and you will not feel a thing.”


I laughed in his face. “Go peddle your papers,” I says. “I am not a blushing bride at this business. I have been with your kind of man before. I have heard promises like that before. I have stupefied myself with every remedy known to nature. And it has hurt like blazes every single time.”


“Every remedy known to nature, perhaps,” says Vankirk. “But what about remedies known to man? Have you ever visited a dentist who uses chloroform?”


Now, I had heard of his stuff. It was written up in the Baltimore Sun not so long before. But, “Just another humbug,” says I.


Vankirk shook his head. “Mr. Legrand, chloroform is no humbug,” he says, solemn as a preacher at a millionaire’s funeral. “They can take off a man’s leg with it—never mind his tooth, his leg—and he will not feel a thing until he wakes up. I have been using it for six months, and it is a sockdolager.”


In my day, I have been lied to by a good many dentists. I am familiar with the breed. If this Vankirk was lying, he was better at it than any other tooth-drawer I have had the displeasure to know. I felt something I had not felt since my very first acquaintance with the pincers. Friends, I felt hope.


“You can pop a replacement tooth in when you yank mine, you say?” I ask him. “I have had that done before, more than once, and never known it to hold above a year.”


“Plainly, you have been visiting men who do not know their business,” says Vankirk. “From examining your mouth, I believe I have the very tooth that will make a perfect fit in your jaw.”


He opened a drawer and rummaged in a box of teeth and finally found the one he wanted. It looked like a tooth to me. That is all I can tell you. It did not have blood and pus all over it, I will say that, the way mine do when one butcher or another hauls them out of my jaw. I ask him, “Where did it come from?”


“Out of the mouth of a brave young soldier killed at the battle of Buena Vista,” Vankirk says. “This tooth, Mr. Legrand, is good for twenty or thirty more years than you are. You may count on that.”


I never count on anything a dentist tells me. I say, “In my day, I have had teeth put in my head from men slain in the War of 1812, the Black Hawk War, and the war the Texans fought against Mexico before the US of A decided to teach Santa Anna a lesson. Not a one of them lasted. Why should I think this here one will be any different?”


“It is not the tooth alone, Mr. Legrand. It is the man who puts it in,” he says, and strikes a pose.


He did not lack for confidence, Vankirk. And the one I had in there had to come out. I knew that. I would not have been there if I didn’t. But, says I, “Tell me one thing—is this here tooth an American’s or a Mexican’s?”


“An American’s,” he answers right away. He was all set to get shirty about it, too. “Do you think I would stick a damned greaser’s tooth in your jaw? No, sir.”


“That was what I wanted to know,” I say, and I sat down in his chair. “Go ahead, then. Let us get it over with.”


George M., I see there are folks with empty glasses. Why don’t you keep them filled? We can settle the score when I am done. You know me. I am good for it. If I am not, no man in Baltimore is. Thank you kindly, sir. You are a gentleman, as I have cause to know.


Where was I? Oh, yes—in that blamed dentist’s chair. Says I, “Won’t you strap down my arms so I can’t punch you while you are pulling?”


“No need. I was not lying when I said it would not hurt,” Vankirk says. He opened that drawer again, the one the tooth came out of. This time, he had hold of a bottle and a rag. He soaked the rag in the stuff in the bottle—it looked like water—but it wasn’t—and then he hauled off and stuck that wet rag over my nose and mouth.


The chloroform—that was what it had to be, chloroform—smelled sweet and nasty at the same time. It did not smell like anything I had ever known before. When I opened my mouth to yell, it tasted sweet, too. It tasted unnaturally sweet, to tell you the truth. It tasted so sweet, it burned.


What I meant for that yell came out like a gurgle. It was like all of a sudden I was drunker than I had ever been before. Well, no. It was not just like that, you understand. But it was closer to that than to anything else you will know if you have not been under chloroform yourself. And then I was not drunk any more. I was gone.


When I woke up, at first I did not realize I was waking up. I did not know I had been asleep, you see. My senses were still reeling. I started to ask Vankirk when he was going to start. That was when I realized my mouth tasted all bloody.


I also realized I could not talk, not for hell. I wondered if the chloroform had scrambled my brains for fair. But it was not the chloroform. Vankirk had stuffed a wad of cloth in there to soak up some of the blood. I spat it out, and did not land it on my breeches, for which I was grateful.


Says I, “This is no humbug. It did not hurt.”


“No, sir,” Vankirk says. He held up his pincers. In it, he still had the black ruin that was my tooth. Its bottom end was all smeared with blood, like I knew it would be. He took it out of the pincers and flung it in the rubbish. “No use putting this old ruin in another man’s head.”


“I reckon not,” says I.


“The one I put there in its place fit as though it was made there,” Vankirk says. “I have been doing this for a while now, Mr. Legrand, and I have never had a transplanted tooth go in so well.”


“Good,” says I. I felt around with my tongue. Sure enough, the new tooth was in there. It was fixed to the one in back of it by fine wire. Not to the one in front. That there one is long gone.


Vankirk says, “You will feel some pain now, as the chloroform wears off. You see, I do not lie to you. Have you got some laudanum with you?”


“That I do,” I says, and I took a few drops. I know about the pain after a tooth comes out. I ought to. It is not so bad. Laudanum—which is opium in brandy, for any one who does not know—laudanum, I say, can shift that pain all right.


“As your jaw heals, that tooth will become a part of you,” Vankirk says. “Because it fit in there so exceedingly well, I think it will last a long time.”


Like I said, friends, I have had teeth transplanted before. Not a one of them stayed in place long. I had said as much to the tooth-drawer. I started to say so again. But then I shut my mouth, and not on account of I was still bleeding some. He knew what he was talking about with the chloroform. Maybe he knew what he was talking about here, too.


“Can you walk?” he asks me. “Are you all right to go?”


I got to my feet. The room swayed some, but it was not too bad. I have felt drunker than I did just then. “I am fine, thank you,” says I. “And I do thank you—believe me, I do.” I think this was the first time I ever thanked a tooth-drawer after escaping his clutches. I confess, though, I may be mistaken. Now and then, I have been suffering sufficient so as to thank one of those brigands no matter what he did to me.


“Walk around my room here a bit. I want to make certain you are steady on your pins,” Vankirk says. So I did that. It was not too bad. On my third or fourth circuit, I caught the dentist’s eye. He nodded, for I had satisfied him. Says he, “Come back in a fortnight. I will take the wire off that new tooth I put in there. It should do fine on its own. With any luck at all, it will last you the rest of your life.”


“I will do just as you say. Let us make the appointment now,” I answer him. So we did. He wrote it in a book he had, and he wrote it for me on a scrap of paper. I put that in my waistcoat pocket. “And after that,” says I, and I planted my beaver hat on my head, “you will see me nevermore.”


Looking back, I do believe that to be the very commencement of my troubles, the beginning of a descent into the maelstrom from which I was fortunate in the extreme to escape unscathed, or nearly so. But at this time I knew nothing of what lay ahead, nothing of the ordeal to which I was to be subjected.


My head still whirled a bit from the chloroform and from the laudanum. I could walk, however, and knew where I was going. And I was leaving the dentist’s, and it did not hurt. It did not hurt. Since the Passion and Resurrection of our Lord, I do not think God has wrought a greater miracle.


When I returned to my house, Helen flew into my arms. “Oh, Bill! Poor Bill!” she cried. “How are you, you sorry, abused creature?”


“I am—well enough,” I answered, and regaled her with the tale of my experience. As she hearkened to the story, her eyes, the outward expression of her soul, grew ever wider in astonishment. Kissing her tenderly yet carefully, I continued, “And so you see, my dear, I am in a state to be envied rather than pitied.”


“No one who loses a tooth is to be envied,” she said, which is true enough, “but I am gladder than I can express that it was not the torment you have known too many times.”


“So am I, by all that is holy,” I replied. “He told me the chloroform was no humbug, and he told me the truth. Who would have expected such a thing from a dentist?”


My three sons, my daughter, and her husband, knowing I was to be subjected to this latest bout of toothly torment, came to call upon me in turn to learn how I was, and were pleasantly amazed to discover me so well. I am, as I have previously observed, fortunate in my family.


They all exclaimed to no small degree on observing me to be free of the agonies I had hitherto endured during and subsequent to the forced removal of that which Nature purposed to endure for ever. And Benjamin, my eldest, on learning in full what had transpired, said, “So you have another man’s tooth in your jaw in place of your own?”


“I do indeed,” I replied.


“And from what unlucky soul came the mortal fragment?” he inquired.


“Why, from a fallen hero of the late war against Mexico,” I informed him. “So, at any rate, said Mr. Vankirk. He seeming otherwise veracious, I have no cause to doubt his word—But why do you laugh? What have I said or done to inspire such mirth?”


“You will know, dear and loving Father,” said Benjamin, “that my particular friend is Dr. Ernest Valdemar, with whom I studied at Harvard College. Owing to your dental miseries, we have found occasions too numerous to mention on which to discuss such matters. He has, generally speaking, a low opinion of transplanted teeth.”


“As has Mr. Vankirk, generally speaking,” I replied. “Exceptio probat regulam, however, and he believed I would do well with this new tooth inserted into my jaw. Since he spoke the truth—indeed, if anything, less than the truth—regarding the analgesic and anesthetic properties of chloroform, I see no reason not to hope, at least, he likewise had cause to be sanguine about my long-continuing use of a tooth now valueless to the soldier who once bore it.”


He held up a hand to forestall my further speech, and then declared, “Dr. Valdemar has also a low opinion of those who gather these bits of ivory for the tooth-drawers’ trade—harvesters, he styles them. He says, and he should be in a position to know, that the bulk of the teeth employed in dentures and in transplantation come not from battlefields but from graveyards and even from the potter’s field, stolen at night in the dark of the moon by those whose deeds must not see the light of day. Whose tooth, then, Father, dwells now in that socket once your own?”


I will not—I cannot—deny the frisson of horror and dread shooting through me at this question. If the donor of the dental appendage was not the stalwart soldier to whom Vankirk had animadverted, who was he? Who, indeed? Some fiend in human shape? Some nameless, useless, worthless scribbler, his brief, strutting time on earth all squandered, his soul gone to fearful judgment, and his fleshly envelope flung now into a pauper’s grave?


My laugh holding more heartiness than I truly felt, I essayed to make light of my beloved Benjamin’s apprehensions. “In a fortnight’s time, I shall see Vankirk again; it is then he will remove the wire affixing the new tooth to its neighbor, that neighbor being one of the handful of sound instruments of mastication remaining in my upper mandible,” I said. “That will be time enough to discuss the matter with him, and, I pledge to you, I shall not omit doing so.”


Setting a kindly hand upon my shoulder, my eldest said, “Let it be as you wish, then, Father. My concern is only for you; I would not have you—contaminated by some unclean bit of matter rightfully residing on the far side of the tomb.”


My own chief concern after receipt of the new tooth was not contamination but suppuration, the almost inevitable bout of pus and fever attendant upon such rude intrusions upon the oral cavity as the tooth-drawer is compelled to make. Having suffered several such bouts—having, indeed, lost a cousin at an untimely age as a result of one—I knew the signs, and awaited them with the apprehension to be expected from a man of such knowledge. Yet all remained well, and, in fact, I healed with a rapidity hardly less astonishing to me than the anodyne of chloroform itself. By the third day after the extraction, I was up and about and very largely my usual self once more.


Fourteen days having passed, I repaired to the illustrious Vankirk’s so that he might examine the results of his ministrations upon me. “Good-morning, Mr. Legrand,” he said. “How fare you to-day?”


“Exceeding well; monstrous well, you might even say,” I replied. “Undo your wire, sir, and I shall be on my way.”


“If the socket be healed sufficiently, I shall do just as you say. In the meantime”—here gesturing towards the chair whence I had been fortunate enough to make my escape half a month before—“take a seat, if you would be so kind.”


“I am entirely at your service,” I said, reflecting as I sat upon how great a prodigy it was that one such as I, with my fear both morbid and well-earned of those practicing the dentist’s art, should allow such a pronouncement to pass his lips as any thing save the most macabre jest.


A tiny, sharp-nosed plier of shiny iron in his hand, Vankirk bent towards me—and I, I willingly opened my mouth. “Well, well,” quoth he, commencing his work, “here is a thing most extraordinary.”


“What is it?” I enquired—indistinctly, I fear me, on account of the interference with my ejaculation arising from his hand and instrument.


First removing the wire, as he had told me he would, he answered, “Why, how very well you have recovered from your ordeal, Mr. Legrand, and how perfectly the tooth I have transplanted into your jawbone has taken hold there. If I—if any man—could do such work with every patient, I would serve kings, and live as kings do; for kings are no less immune to the tooth-ache than any other mortals.”


“You did better with me than I had dreamt possible, Mr. Vankirk, and should I again stand in need of the services of a tooth-drawer—which, given the way of all flesh, and of my sorry flesh in especial, strikes me as being altogether too probable—you may rest assured I shall hasten hither to your establishment as quickly as ever I may; for, rendered insensible by the miracle of chloroform, I shall at last be able—or rather, happily unable—to cry out, imitating the famous and goodly Paul long ago in his first letter to the Corinthians, ‘O pincers, where is thy sting? O torment, where is thy victory?’ and knowing myself to have triumphed over the agonies that have tortured mankind for ever and ever.”


Still holding the pliers, Vankirk cocked his head to one side, examining me with a keenness most disconcerting. After a moment, he shook his head, a quizzical expression playing across his countenance. “Extraordinary indeed,” he murmured.


“Why say you that, sir, when I—?”


I had scarcely begun the question ere the tooth-drawer raised a hand, quelling my utterance before it could be well born. “Extraordinary in that you are, to all appearances, a changed man,” he said.


“Why, so I am—I am a man free from pain, for which I shall remain ever in your debt, figuratively if not financially,” I said.


“Our financial arrangements are satisfactory in the highest degree,” Vankirk said. “By every account reaching my ear, you are and have always been a man of the nicest scrupulosity in respect to money, and in this you seem to have altered not by the smallest jot or tittle; not even by the proverbial iota, smaller than either. But your present style—how shall I say it?—differs somewhat from that which I observed in you a fortnight previously. And, as the illustrious Buffon (not to be confused with any of our present illustrious buffoons) so justly remarked, ‘Le style c’est l’homme même.’ I trust you would agree?”


“How could any man disagree with such a sage observation?” I returned. “As an apologia, however, I must remind you that my faculties at the time of our last encounter were more than a little deranged by the pain of which you so skillfully relieved me.”
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