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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.


      




The Power of Time


‘It shouldn’t present much difficulty if you approach it in a positive way,’ I said to the Chief of the Mohawks, Flying Spider. ‘Your tribe is expert in this kind of thing. All you have to do is number the parts, get it translated in terms of a computer jigsaw multi-dimensional complex, get the land measured out and prepared in advance – new sewage systems and so on, flood the Trent and the Soar to form an island – aw, c’mon Spider, you can do it …’


My power complex that I never thought about, working on his power complex that he nurtured and lived by. He was very powerful and his tribe had worked for five hundred years to make it so, and other tribes too; time was when Flying Spider’s ancestors had been a very small minority, working high above the streets of New York, building on higher bits, repairing, cleaning. Work other people would not do, nor could do; the Mohawks took naturally to heights.


Yes, Flying Spider was powerful all right: he owned the whole of Manhattan Island. His ancestors had sold out for twenty-four dollars’ worth of trinkets, and he had bought it back for an unimaginable sum. He didn’t only own the land, either, but every bit of every building, and all the companies too except for DuPont on the eleventh floor of the Empire State Building who had a special concession for making all the tribal costumes free of charge and before any other order. Like Spider for instance always wore full regalia, masses of gorgeous feathers but rain-and-stain proofed; you could have poured printing ink all over him and it would have brushed off when dry. Not that anyone would do such a thing, not to Flying Spider.


So Spider was powerful and rich and so was I. There were only about a hundred of us as rich as that, all descended from former depressed peoples and groups, like about five generations back my great multi-great grandmother was secretary to the Stir-Crazy Housewives League Ltd, England. That’s what I call progress, I mean, out of the sixteen million or so people left on this planet after the Great Emigrations, I should end up being one of the Elite. Everybody else lived well too, but we hundred or so Top People decided how well. I not only wanted to get one up on Spider though (that’s just a kind of hobby we had, buying things from each other and then proving it more valuable than the price paid), I wanted Manhattan Island for myself. You see, my family have always had a kind of thing about Manhattan, it’s been a kind of Mecca for them, although I can’t say quite why. It has been a tradition to sit at mother’s knee and listen to tales of Manhattan. But I had never been there. Yes I know it sounds a bit odd what with travel so easy, anti-grav sledge would have got me there in half an hour but not only had I always been rich and powerful, I had always been – well, English Eccentric, which is a type you have probably never heard of but in my case it took the form of never leaving the village where I was born. Travel never appealed to me; three-D teevee was as much of the outside world as I wanted to experience. I had everything I wanted right there in East Leake which was Reservation Country for the Ancient Britons, a small village that made two leaps in its development. First in the thirteenth century when it got itself built around the church, and second around the twentieth when they added a few thousand horrible houses, a supermarket, a library for those that could read and a health centre for those going crazy from loneliness and boredom. Only the privileged and eccentric could survive such a place, I then thought.


So in that situation it was not surprising that I became the victim of a whim. It was a kind of nostalgia for something I had not seen, something almost genetic, passed on from that female ancestor – for it was said that she had actually been there for a visit. I have a pair of her false eyelashes set in lucite and they look like underwater caterpillars … they had some very bizarre fashions at times in the past.


I had better explain it quite straight now just in case you haven’t got it. What I wanted to do was buy the whole of Manhattan Island and have it re-erected on the site of East Leake, a village between Nottingham and Loughborough, in England. It was only a matter of marking every piece correctly and sticking piece A on to piece B.


‘Okay okay, it’s a challenge. I’ll transact. Let’s say the entire thing including inhabitants within six weeks, in working order?’


‘That’s what I had in mind, Spider. Is that your earliest delivery date?’


She finished typing the last letter of the day as Secretary of the Stir-Crazy League and went to look out of the window for a while, through the cotton mandalas of Nottingham lace. Mailman should be due, more mail, please let there be more mail. There was.


Congratulations on being winner of one week in New York City. Your guess number of Sugar Tweeties in one ton accurate absolutely not counting plastic turkeys which was the catch. Our rep will call to arrange tickets reservations escorts to suit you.


After the initial shock and fuss there were envious goodbyes, passionate kisses that were at once expressions of perfect trust in fidelity and betrayals of trust – after all she’s a good-looking woman, all those escorts laid on, standing in line to take her out. Manhattan at her feet for a week. Brand new clothes, lovely shoes which were really seconds, a lot of care and attention to health and looks. Lucky woman zooming up to thirty thousand feet, far above the cat-spit of the rest of the Stir-Crazies. She was full of silly worries and frightened of flying, but the man in the next seat, who was really a boastful bore, kept her amused by telling what it was like to spend a month on a Greek island. Oh, she thought, it must be marvellous to be a rich American and travel a lot. He was stopping over in New York to take in some culture in the form of off-Broadway plays, one must not allow the mind to stagnate. Secretly she thought it was too late for him, but said out loud ‘Nossir’. In American.


The JFK Airport, two valises at her feet, hand clutching purse, raincoat, passport, tickets, just standing there wondering what to do. More people in one place than she had ever seen before. The temperature was in the nineties and humid, she prickled. With fear as well as heat, for she sensed something horrible. What was it that was evil? It vibrated everywhere in the very breath of the place. The organisers of the competition arrived to whisk her off in a yellow taxi driven by a huge handsome black man, somewhat oblivious of the fact that there were other cars on the street. The noise was incredible, car horns going all the time, tyres screeching – a thing one never heard in England, but in America they always seemed to corner on two wheels and brakes, people calling, traffic rumble, subway roar, police sirens. Police sirens, did that mean a murder? Could be. And then it seemed to her that she could smell and hear the vibrations of Hell, she could see how it had all come to be, suddenly one day the lid of the Pit had crumbled up because of the pressure, and all this had come oozing out, out of the earth, materialised as City. She wanted to go home, she wished she had never come …


But she never said so aloud, kept smiling and looking and asking, kept the false eyelashes fluttering. The hotel room they gave her was clean and comfortable and very much too hot, and she expected to be fetched in the morning to go on a tour of Fifth Avenue dress shops followed by lunch in the Russian Tea Rooms near Carnegie Hall. No sleep to speak of because of being confused and feeling strange. She didn’t know, but it was jet lag. Her home and family seemed like faded photographs already. The next day after some rest, everything improved.


For lunch there was a pancake stuffed with goatsmilk cream-cheese, caviar and sour cream, and vodka. She began to feel better, the centre of a great deal of unaccustomed attention, and it was all very pleasant. The escort for that day was charming and intelligent with a golden silky beard and impeccable manners. They discussed Russian literature and she blessed the time she had spent long ago reading Crime and Punishment for she could recall some things about that he could not and thereby avoided looking stupid. He told her that the witch-balls on the chandelier were Christmas trimmings from six years previous. So, they were fallible and human in America, even if this was a Russian place. It certainly was not all noise and rush and bustle and food in cans.


A conducted tour of the East Fifty-Seventh Street art galleries in the afternoon, an introduction to kinetic art. Glass globe on black cube, inside the globe a long symmetrical loop of neon moving back and forth and changing from red to blue regularly. She found it particularly hypnotic and compelling and found that it was trying to say something to her in between hooting bleeps. Buy me and take me home. But it cost an immense sum of money and the cash she had with her prize was meant to be spent in dress and cosmetic shops. A woman didn’t want a piece of sculpture – she was a piece of sculpture. Not quite understanding how insulting this tortured compliment was, she went along with the escort on the schedule.


The city was wonderful and everything seemed exciting. Nowhere else exactly like it ever on Earth. And that in itself was exciting.


‘Yes, sure, Spider. It’s the perfect site for it. A disused gypsum mine right under the hill, stretches over an area approximately three hundred square miles, you can use what you like of it to suspend the new sewers and subways and all of that in, it’ll be a cinch, I mean, East Leake is built over a vast cavern, you won’t have any blasting to do at all and it’s like the Rock of Ages for strength, they don’t even get a split in the wallpaper from subsidence, and you won’t need to flood much of Nottingham to get it all in, I was talking to the surveyors only this morning, you see, there’s no problem at all, don’t make any. Down to the eleventh floor and DuPont giving trouble? Build them a solid concrete base with elevator, and when the whole building is transported put DuPont’s floor back on to that, they’ll have everything they’re legally entitled to but who else will care? Anybody else grumble at coming to England, offer them the same treatment, tell ’em they can stay behind. They’ll come to their senses, what business are they going to do on Manhattan Desert Island?’


I was really flying with the idea, it was taking shape already, only a couple of days after I had signed the deal with Spider. I had had to sell out thousands of square miles of Finland to do it but as I had no intention of going there I did not care. I had never been to Manhattan, it was coming to me! I sorted it out with the town councils and started on the evacuation of all the inhabitants in the area, and when we actually got the measurements it included West Leake, Sutton Bonington, Hoton and Costock, Stanford and part of Bunny. But as I pointed out to them – what was their problem? They would benefit. I was having it seen to that everyone got a better house than the one they were leaving, that new factories and shops would be built, that their whole standard of living would improve not to mention the retirement pensions for everybody, not just heads of households. They might have been Ancient Britons on Reservation Country, but they were open to reason if it smelled of comfort. By the time I had finished talking to them they couldn’t wait for the subsonic rasers to move in.


Everybody stand back! The alarm hooters making all of Sherwood Forest tremble, all of Charnwood shake. And then, the strange drone that was almost a silence, quite quickly, the whole area I needed became dust which was of course siphoned off to my breeze-block factory in Yorkshire. ‘I may seem to create chaos but I don’t like waste,’ I said to a Flying Spider who was stunned with admiration.


‘I do believe you have genius,’ he said to me. That’s what I call progress, I thought, it had only been a matter of weeks since our first head-on meetings and he had thought me unadventurous and neurotic with my dislike of travel, and hopeless at buying and selling. That compliment from him gave me a boost – he was a powerful fella.


The escort for the day was a delight to be with: he was a large young man with unconventional clothes and hair and a wild grin which frightened some people, but not her. He bought her lots of vodkas and Camparis on the expense account, and when she looked around at the city she felt that she was falling in love with it all. Something in the air was like those evenings out with her husband before they were married. What had happened to that? Once, they had had such splendid times, and felt so good.


‘Well if DuPont won’t come across and it means that there will be only one hundred and nineteen floors to the Empire State, then I have to have it built right on top of the hill, on the site of Adastral House you know? Appropriate name, no? Yes, I do insist, I want it to be as tall as it was, higher above sea-level than its original site. Think of the view! On a clear day I’ll be able to see as far as Northampton or Derby, depending on which way I look. No, I’m not interested in the fact that there are other taller buildings. The Empire State is historic, which is why I suppose it had been so carefully preserved – and must be so again. By the way, the flooding of the new rivers went perfectly, there’s not a ripple difference in the shape of the water around New Manhattan, the currents run exactly right, you can move the ferry tomorrow, check that the toll-gates on the tunnels and bridges are sorted out properly, like the Pennsylvania lane will now be the lane for North Wales. We’ll make a tuppence or so too, people will drive down from Edinburgh to ride on the ferry at night, it’s quite spectacular, I hear.’


Spider was delighted with me, I could tell from the way he laughed. He liked women with imagination. He told me that already the city was in pieces and stored on the Palisades and the Poconos in the order of re-erection and that whole blocks were on their way across the Atlantic by anti-grav sledge. They had been obliged to use subsonic rasers on whole tracts of forest which I would not have allowed, but Spider said that the method of storage and shuttle was essential if I wanted fast delivery, and there was nowhere else near enough. I ordered replanting at the earliest time possible.


I took a two-seat sledge to watch the foundations of the Empire State being relaid right on the site I had specified. I hovered around for hours and could hardly explain why I felt so scared. I put it down to excitement. After all, it was no mean thing I had set in motion. It was a First all right. I couldn’t sleep that night even though the luxury houseboat I had fixed up on the East River, formerly known as the Trent, was as comfortable a place as any I had ever known. I was not to sleep properly for many nights. It was soundproofed against the twenty-four-hour activity of anti-grav sledges homing in with the next bit of the jig-saw, armies of fibreglass and old-time concrete mixers, the clang of scaffolding, blowtorches, cranes, lorries, drills and other machinery. No it wasn’t the noise that kept me awake. Every day I went floating out over the growing city to watch, checking the avenues with a map just for fun. It looked like scum and lichen at first with square mushrooms sprouting but as time passed it rapidly took on a coherent shape. Glossy yellow sunrises would reflect off flight after flight of glass, some of the smaller buildings even had flags flying and people began to move in. Every hour a new sledge arrived and furniture and boxes and people began to settle in, back into their homes and shops and offices. Faces appeared at the windows to see what the view was like from the new location. Most looked disappointed for they looked out on exactly the same bricks as they ever had. One old fellow in an apartment on West Eighty-Eighth complained that we had been the cause of the death of his cat. He accused us of planting his acacia tree out of place, because his cat had been used to jumping from the fifth-floor window on to a certain branch, and the first time it tried it in the new location, it fell to its death. We showed him the plans to prove that every stone was in place – the cat must have lost its touch. I was sorry about that, but everything above ground was exactly as before. Below ground there was the new sewage system with a built-in rat-gassing system. My idea of course but I had paid to have it invented. Offer enough money and people can invent anything. So, no rats and no spillage. The people of Manhattan would like me, I thought, and even as it was they did not seem too perturbed. Life for them would go on much as usual, and if they wanted vacations in the States, I paid. I had all that kind of detail covered.


What I particularly liked to watch were the spidermen high up. They were better than cats, height just did not scare them. They were both sexes all doing similar jobs. Spider’s tribe didn’t have to work of course, but it was a tradition and they liked the work.


There was a thrilling time when the Big One was finally up and I floated past and there was a blazing sunset behind me and the reflection flung back at me was like scarlet fluorescent blood, and then blue sky, and I flashed back and forth to get the sight again and again until the greenish clouds of early night came and I descended away from my tower of glass, out of my mind with exultation that I owned the most beautiful city ever built. I lay in bed that night feeling that someone was trying to get a message to me, but I knew I was overtired and ignored it. I got up before dawn and looked out on to the river. Somewhere near the island there should have been a thing called the Statue of Liberty, but I had forgotten to include it in the deal. Anyway, I thought, who wants sculpture that size, I had the whole of the Guggenheim and all that stuff if I wanted Art.


I was just a little depressed about the whole project around that time I must admit, but I put it down to extended impatience which made me feel ill. Six weeks seemed a long time to realise a dream, but as Spider said: ‘You don’t want the Chase Manhattan in Battery Park or the Penn Station under the elephants in the Natural History, do you?’ He put me down properly by saying, ‘It’s organised.’ It was the way he said that word. He outpowered me, but I was still the one with the imagination.


‘What shall we do next when this is over?’


‘Suggest something,’ I said nonchalantly.


‘How about a merger?’ I shrugged but not rudely. Secretly I was shattered with pleasure. A merger with Flying Spider was a great project. It was as if I had been dreaming a dream for centuries and it had suddenly come true.


There were two days of the Competition Trip left, and she was feeling wonderful. She wondered how she could ever have thought the city frightful, it did not now seem possible. She was with an escort in a superb restaurant, slightly drunk and very happy. He was a pleasant companion and very attractive. He poured vintage claret which she was not used to (‘actually at home we usually have plonk’) and they drank it with squabs in a delicious sauce full of olives. The salad was perfect. By the time they got around to fruit salad in Kirsch and then the excellent coffee she was truly flying with well-being, happiness, joy. Her companion was beautiful and had a fabulous tan. She asked him where he had got it and he smiled without annoyance. Not a tan, he was a full-blooded Mohawk Indian. By day he worked as a spiderman high up on girders, and he only did the escort job to make extra money. His wife was very ill and medical bills were exorbitant. But, he said, they were not to talk of that. He had something wonderful to show her. The sixty-fifth floor, the Rainbow Room. Huge windows through which he indicated a fabulous view. Somehow at that moment they had clasped hands, and she could hardly breathe for the shock of what she saw, it was so beautiful. The mist was below them in the canyons, moving towards them menacing and amorphous was the Empire State Building like an insect presence from Outer Space, a glittering treasure in the sky. Just coming in to land, perpetually coming nearer. She spread out her hands to it, stunned by the mystery of architecture that is unearthly and unreal, compelled to love this strangely Gothic place which masqueraded as Modern. She wished a deep wish to come and live here forever. She loved the place, and felt loved back. At home.


Chief Flying Spider apologised for being one day late with the goods. It was DuPont’s fault: they had decided at the last minute that they wanted to come in on the move, and so the problem of how to insert their offices back into the Big One had to be solved. I came up with the unique idea of floating it all the way across the Atlantic on several layers of anti-grav sledges all inter-computerised so that there would be no hangups like the entire thing sliding down into the fathoms. DuPont resented losing working time and I wanted them in fast, so it seemed obvious to me to float the entire thing over at one blast, typewriters and computers clicking away, temporary short-wave telephones installed, elevator doors double-locked. About fifteen thousand sledges were fastened all the way up to the top of the Big One from the twelfth floor up and lasers sliced through the entire floor just above the ceilings of the tenth, and up it went at a preset moment like a plumbline sweet and true, and in slid DuPont still yakking on the phone and hardly a drop of coffee spilled. Services were reconnected and everything was checked for perfect fit. I had them pin certain places with steel rods and an electromagnetic charge, making the join stronger than it had originally been. All the windows were tested for warp – we didn’t want glass exploding, but there was no strain anywhere. Spider thought I was bright to have thought of doing it that way and I thought him clever to have accomplished the dream. After the merger, we felt that we would do things which would shake the world.


There were then only details, like making sure that all the new commuters’ homes were satisfactory – the overwhelming opinion seemed to be in favour of the English countryside.


Already the subways were roaring, and I was very pleased with those.


The escort for that last night was a very nice man who was to take her out to dinner and then the theatre. They were to see three one-act plays in an off-Broadway theatre and she looked forward to the evening very much. (Take in some culture on the way home, as the man on the plane had said.) She took especial care with her appearance, thinking that she often did so at home, and that her husband took it for granted. She missed him less and less each day and thought with horror of going back home to that flat village and the Stir-Crazies secretarial work and the housework and the loneliness of life as a wife. But she told herself not to be selfish and silly, for this was just a trip, and she was lucky, people who were selfish and greedy risked losing everything.


All during dinner she told her escort about the previous evening when she had stood on the sixty-fifth floor in an ecstatic condition, she rattled on all during the excellent clams on ice and softshell crabs in butter, and tactlessly rattled on about the incredible beauty of New York City, Manhattan Island, America, right until the curtain rose on the first play. During the interval she told her escort all about the escort of the previous evening until she perceived a small knowing smile on his face, interpreted it and blushed. He was paid to be attentive and kind, she felt that she had been boring. And indiscreet.


When she got home in a cab, there waiting at her door was the Mohawk, dressed in his working clothes. She did not hesitate for a moment but invited him into her room.


They kissed a few times and lay back reeling. Yes, they agreed, they were in love. No, they agreed, they were going to do nothing about it. There was nothing they could do. His wife was sick and needed him, her husband was waiting for her at home. It was the most powerful and awful hour of her life, to find the one true person and lose them. Her feelings she could contain but she felt that they burned her from inside and that she would never be healed.


He left silently and she neither wept nor could she sleep. At dawn in a drugstore drinking coffee she came to a formula for transmuting pain and love: she gave all her love to the city, forever, and ever. Her pain turned into a kind of elation, and every sound of the city waking up gave her pleasure. Nothing would succeed in hurting her now, she felt sure.


Spider called me: ‘It’s all yours, complete with trash in the gutter and roaches. Wanna conducted tour?’ I picked up the lucite block with the false eyelashes set in it and I swear the damn things moved. Like crawled, or winked. I had to laugh. I was very overtired but full of energy; it is amazing what a sense of accomplishment can do for the nervous system. I put down my paperweight and told Spider no, first there was something I wanted to do. I had a crazy longing to go and see Manhattan Island all bleak and bare. He was horrified.


‘The first trip you take outside your own backyard and what do you go and see – it’s all happening here! You made it happen, you got what you want. The trouble I went to …’


‘I know, I know, it’s just a feeling I have. I want to do it.’ I hung up. I was nervous about the merger. Our combined powers might be too much, together we could possibly accomplish awful things. On the TV they were interviewing the former residents of New Jersey and places around and there was a noticeable lack of sentimentality about their former homeland. The weather was the only problem. I was getting that fixed. I wanted the seasons extreme like real New York, not the English softness where you were not always sure what season it was.


It was all set, it was mine. There would be the official company meeting to sign the merger. Before I set off on my trip I called Spider.


‘By the way, what were you thinking of doing with the site of NYC?’


‘I thought I might do an Ancient Indian Reservation …’


‘See you later,’ I said, smiling.


She stayed awake every moment until she got back home. The plane journey had been fabulous, intense blue runway lights, the lights of the city from the air, an electric storm and black silk clouds ripping on the wings, the whole sky illuminated like her sudden discovery of a new love, plunging into cloud like its loss. But then straight up to a sight of the stars, and ahead into pale liquid glass containing one last bright star, permitting herself one last exploding thought of him and of how it might have been and then consigning it all to outer darkness, because if she did not, something utterly dreadful might happen.


I hovered over the desolate site of Manhattan and wondered why I had come, it had been silly. It was utterly dreary and kind of haunted, the earth flat dust. I headed for home and made it in less than an hour. I did not land immediately but decided to have a good look around the new place first. When I first saw it I thought I was suffering from sleep-loss hallucinations. The skyline was trembling. Moving around idiotically. And then I began shouting warnings to people who could not hear. Buildings were toppling over sideways and I narrowly escaped being crushed by the steel cupola of the Woolworth building, gliding past me like a rocket and exploding into scales somewhere below in the abyss. I sent my sledge straight up and began to cruise, circling, switched the controls over to automatic-avoid. It was the gypsum mine caving in, of course; it had been roofed in firm for thousands of years but this was after all just too much. All the engineers and consultants had said that it would take it, that it would be fine -but they had been wrong. Maybe the subsonic lasers had done unseen damage, maybe it was my wanting the Big One right on the top of the hill at the thinnest point of the cave roof. I could not hear anything much in my sledge, but I could imagine. All the screaming and shouting and crying out, yells of disbelief and horror, echoes of explosions as power lines hit subway cars, fires everywhere, gas leaks, buildings falling and bursting like fruit, yellow cabs like beetles under bricks, horns howling, then the sucking downwards, a thousand feet of sparkling white gypsum grinding against itself and spreading back miles of surrounding yellow clay, the pressure so great that Beacon Hill ten miles away became three feet higher above sea level – the oldest rocks in Britain would take another million or so years to flatten out.


I homed in, aware of vast winds and flashes of light, scarlet and blue, explosions, sunset, dust and fire and electricity both manufactured and natural, and then I saw what I was seeking: Spider on a parapet of the Empire State, waving to me for help. The building moved back and forth and I strapped myself in and opened the dome. I could hardly breathe for rising gas and dust. I could not hear him. I reached out to him, I tried again and again, I screamed to him to jump across but I had forgotten the automatic-avoid. He leapt into empty space and I zoomed out of the way of his falling body. Down it went hurtling over and over, I stayed to watch the island sink, like the lid of a great pit was lifted, the void claiming its own again, it was a triumphal roar, a greedy sucking, closing over, the abyss eating up what was its rightful property.


It was a long time ago and on Earth. I emigrated. I had no money left and no friends, no home, no choice. I don’t have anything much now, no power. I didn’t have any then. I have never had any, or I would have made everything go very differently.




Lover from Beyond 
the Dawn of Time


Homage to H. K. Giger, and with respect to H. P. Lovecraft


My recording begins now. This batch of material is to be put into the camera section of the Mental Health Bureau for attention in the near future. Tegrindesfor, archivist recording, eleventh section of year 6666.


It is with much difficulty that I have managed to decipher the papers found in the room of Malleena, the eccentric new inhabitant of the Land Complex number 223, who has recently disappeared. I myself will decline comment, the reasons for which reticence the researchers will readily appreciate, except I must state that the material in itself is more or less useless as information as it is obviously the product of a very sick brain. There are various matters to be cleared up in connection with this material, and it could possibly provide a clue to the origin of a squatter reported in that same complex, but I do not think it will help in locating the corpse or person of its author. The material was written by hand but we have managed to translate it into speech. I read this slowly which will give an odd cadence but I have rehearsed and colleagues find it intelligible if incomprehensible. Material begins now:


I had been assigned a unit well above the water-level, high in the area which was once called Switzerland. It was a huge block of several thousand together, so I did not anticipate loneliness. Now that we all speak one language, I thought, I shall enjoy promenading the long corridors, meeting new people. Once in my childhood I was moved, and could communicate with nobody at first. My rhythms dictated that I should have free time in the minority group, but there would still be sufficient people awake to ensure a happy social life. It was a new block and all the units were not yet filled, but I knew how lucky I was for so many people are assigned units below the water, and I felt certain that I should suffer from the discomforts of this, adaptation not yet being perfect. I was therefore very lucky. I have the unusual hobby of reading books, which as we know is considered very eccentric, but something in me is very atavistic and prefers to decipher and write lettering rather than watch a screen with images or listen to sound alone. An antique book could last me many sections, and I had two. One was a very great curiosity about food in pre-flood times in which various powders were mixed with food to make it hot or mild, an idea which does fascinate me, and another Book of Records by Guinness, a strange fabulation about imaginary people who spent their lives doing the most extraordinary things. The imagination of the author is beyond anything else I have read, but he manages to make it sound authentic.


My unit was on the lowest floor, right in the centre of the building, and this made me feel safe. Old units or outer units afford me no comfort, I do not care to look out on eternal greyness; weather upsets me, it is primeval.


I was the first to occupy this unit so there were no personal marks on it at all, everything was immaculately clean and neat, so I closed my door behind me with delight. I had a new home. Immediately the viewing screen came to light with a message for me. I was invited to a mixed-sex party for newcomers in nineteen parts time. I replied to the invitation with pleasurable anticipation. Celibacy was not going to be a problem.


I began to unpack my boxes, putting away my clothes in the closet, relishing the hygienic feel of the place. I had occasionally come across old clothing or the remains of eating in rooms and found it quite disgusting. I was therefore very puzzled to encounter a faint odour emanating from the bottom of the closet. It was horrible.


I have problems describing this odour for we have so little to compare it to, but I would guess that sulphur dioxide and bacteria in rotting meat or stagnant dirt would approximate to it, with some strange overtones of very sweet scents, musk and patchouli, the kind of thing some people sometimes wear at social occasions. I recoiled from the closet and activated the air purifier. I searched for the source of the nastiness but there was nothing. There was no fault in the structure through which the smell of a wild animal, a mouse for example, could possibly seep. It is not unheard of for buildings to have colonies of small animals in their basements amongst the works, but there was no way for a smell to enter my unit if it came from such habitation. The smell disappeared, I finished my packing, and when I noticed on my checker that it was past my sleeping section I decided that I was overtired and overexcited and had imagined the smell. I took a dreamkiller and laid myself down on my bedstream, adjusting the temperature of the airflow. My last impressions before closing my eyes and turning off the lights was of a safe and pleasant living-space, immaculate, and anticipation of the party.


That party was a great success. There were about a dozen newcomers, all pleasant outgoing types, and the men among them were quite suitable for me and I made an alliance immediately. I recall that occasion with nostalgia because it was the last social occasion I attended at which I felt normal and at ease. We took food together, and there were the usual drinks and drugs. We danced and mimed and I went with the new lover to his unit to spend a pleasant section and congratulated myself that I would have everything I needed in 223. He agreed with me that we would be suitable partners. His name was Ilexin and he was quite young, a mere seventy-two without any visible changes in his muscletone as yet. My physical form is still perfect as it was when I was young, but I am eleven years younger than Ilexin. I have not yet given birth to children, but had been considering applying for permission. That idea is now irrelevant of course, I no longer desire a human child. Now I do not know my future, I live from one sublime experience to the next and I am not the person I then was, for experience changes and enriches. My friends had noticed. I soon found a woman friend, a good person who took an intelligent interest in my hobby and who had the even more unusual hobby of writing poems. Her name was Hegellin and she can conjure up images in the mind and turn them to words as the ancients did. We got on well, but as events progressed, I began to neglect her. Ilexin also noticed.


‘Malleena, perhaps you need a visit to a clinic? You do not seem happy and you daydream a great deal. Did you know that you are unsociable? Perhaps you feel that we are not suitable partners after all?’ he suggested mournfully. I reassured him. I told him that I had been a bit lax on keeping to my correct rhythms, that I got interested in reading some of my favourite things and forgot to sleep, and that it was affecting my health, but not seriously. I knew that such an excuse was thin, for if I seemed much worse to them, my friends would insist I go to a clinic. I could never tell them the truth. If I had told them even a part of my new experiences, they would have taken me for full treatment at a clinic immediately, and then I would no longer be Malleena. I dreaded that, such an occurrence has always been a phobia of mine. I can not understand how so many people give themselves up at the slightest aberration, without fear.


One sleep section soon after the party I went to sleep as usual but did not take a dreamkiller as I was very tired and full of drugs and alcohol. What happened later I put down to this condition, for it does occasionally happen as we know, that people hallucinate quite strongly. The idea that I was hallucinating saved my sanity at the time, for I could not have borne the reality.


I woke in the dark, hearing a faint music in the air. It was like strings and drones with deep distant drums behind, and it felt not interesting but threatening. But my senses were chiefly assaulted by smell – the same smell I had inhaled on my first entry to the unit, but this time it was much stronger. I cast around for the controls for the light and air-purifier and could not find them at first, and when I did a most extraordinary thing occurred: they would not work. I had never had that experience before, it was unheard of and it shook me into sweating terrors. I decided that I must be ill but I could not think what to do if the services did not work. I was confused.
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