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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.
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Though its weight was more than twenty tonnes, the huge white-painted jet touched down on Palma Airport’s main runway as lightly as a feather. The pilot, Captain Matthews, grinned at his young co-pilot who had been at the controls.


“Couldn’t have done it better myself,” he confessed to the delighted Lieutenant Brown. “Even the Old Man couldn’t grumble at that.”


The person to whom the Captain had referred with affectionate disrespect was none other than Ebenezer Yates, the multi-billionaire who owned this luxury aircraft. Actually Mr Yates owned so much of everything that wealth itself had become meaningless to him, except that it gave him almost unlimited power over men and materials.


Back in the lounge of the aircraft Ebenezer took up his drink approvingly. A little quirk of his was to take a full glass of whatever he was drinking and place it on a table as his plane was coming in to land. If one drop of liquid was spilled he would storm at his crew and call them all sorts of names. But there would be no malice in him and no heat in his blustering. In fact his eyes would twinkle, for he knew that his crew were only pretending to be scared, just as he was putting on an act of being angry.


He opened-the door of the cockpit and put his head inside.


“Not bad,” he conceded, “but no better than it should be.”


“Yes sir,” chorused the two officers with a wink at each other, and with a grunt Ebenezer returned to the lounge to finish his drink.


“Come on, Grandad,” Ian Campbell called impatiently. “I’m dying for a swim.”


He was the son of Ebenezer’s only daughter, Julie. She and her husband had been killed in a car accident when Ian was just a year old, and since then the old man had done all in his power to make up to the boy for the loss of his parents. This trip to Majorca during Ian’s school holidays was just such an exercise.


To tell the truth, Ian was more than a little spoiled. His grandfather gave him almost everything that he wanted, and there were always plenty of employees to do his bidding. The only one who tried to keep him in order was Smith, the old man’s secretary.


Smith—no one ever seemed to use his other name—accompanied his employer everywhere. It was to Smith that the billionaire barked his orders; it was Smith who shielded the old man from anyone whom he didn’t want to see; it was Smith who bought his clothes, planned his journeys and carried his money. But Ian and Smith didn’t like each other.


“You can be in the sea in half an hour’s time,” Smith said. “We have to go to the hotel first.”


Ian looked sulky. He knew that it was common sense, but he didn’t like to be told it by his grandfather’s secretary. Who did he think he was, anyway?


The plane door opened and one of the stewardesses stood aside for the boy to go through. Impatiently, Ian pushed his way out into the blazing sunshine and scurried down the steps on to the tarmac.


“Come on, Grandad,” he called impatiently as Ebenezer descended in a more leisurely and dignified fashion. Smith brought up the rear, carrying a fat brief-case crammed with the papers that seemed to accompany the billionaire everywhere. Captain Matthews and Lieutenant Brown saluted smartly from the open door of the plane.


A huge yellow car was waiting for the new arrivals. It took less than ten minutes to go through the Customs, and then they were speeding away from Palma Airport.


They drove through Palma itself, past the vast cathedral on their right and along the sweep of the curving coast road. The harbour was crowded with yachts of all sizes, but, Ian thought, none was as big as his grandfather’s yacht back in America.


The pavements were full of shoppers and the souvenir shops seemed to be doing a roaring trade. Many people were sitting outside cafés and bars, enjoying their drinks in the hot, bright sunshine. A light breeze stirred the leaves of the tall palm trees, and the white waves rolling in from the Mediterranean emphasized the blue of the warm and glistening sea.


To the right was the mountain range which runs all down the length of the island parallel to the coast. On top of the highest peak were two shining white dots. These were the former radar domes, now used for satellite tracking and space communication. They could be seen from almost every part of Majorca.


As they sped along, leaving Palma behind them, McKimm, the Scottish chauffeur, pointed out to Ian beside him the numerous hotels that were springing up like mushrooms.


“There’ll no’ be any grrass left on the island soon,” he grumbled. “Ah dinna like it, Master Ian. It’s no guid to ha’ so mony folk crawlin’ all o’er the place.”


Ian said nothing. He knew that much of the island was owned by his grandfather, who was also, probably, responsible for many of the rash of new hotels. As long as there was a stretch of beach from which he could bathe, as long as there was a strip of sand on which to lie, as long as the sun poured down from the cloudless, blue sky—the boy was content. This vast development of Majorca that McKimm was grumbling about was none of his business. It was the concern of the grown-ups. He intended to enjoy every minute of his holiday on the island and he didn’t want to listen to moans about its dire future.


Keeping the sea on the left the yellow car wound through palm woods, skirted headlands and breasted hills.


“That’s where we are staying,” Ebenezer said suddenly from the back seat. His pointing finger indicated a big hotel that could just be seen nestling in a palm grove. Ian made out the huge letters spelling its name. They spread all along the front roof of the hotel.


“Hotel Beverley Playa,” the letters proclaimed, and Ian wondered if it was one of his grandfather’s properties. As if in answer the old man leaned forward and spoke again.


“This isn’t one of my places. I prefer to stay somewhere where I’m not well known. Besides,” he added with a grin, “it’s good to see how other people run their hotels.”


The car swung off the main road and along a rather bumpy track through the trees. It stopped not at the main entrance but at a side door leading in from the car park. Scores of cars of all shapes, sizes and colours were parked, but the small grey hire-cars predominated.


Ian was, of course, first out of the car. While Smith and McKimm were unloading cases from the back and Ebenezer was marching towards the side door, Ian ran round to the back of the hotel and found the swimming pool. It looked very inviting, with its blue-painted sides and bottom. Scores of people were splashing about in it. Ian could hardly resist the temptation to tear off his clothes and plunge into its cool embrace.


Reluctantly, the boy went back to the hotel, where his grandfather was waiting impatiently for him.


“There’ll be plenty of time for swimming later,” Ebenezer chided. “Now come and look at your room.”


The billionaire made his grandson unpack his clothes carefully and hang them up or put them away in drawers, for he believed that this was the right way to bring up a boy. But at last he was satisfied, and Ian raced off to take his swim.


A little later Smith walked down to the pool more sedately, while Ebenezer, in a flowered shirt of brilliant colours, came to sit in one of the comfortable chairs alongside. Then the secretary demonstrated his prowess in the water in a way that sickened Ian. Smith was as good at swimming as at everything else, and soon people round the pool were admiring his powerful strokes and athletic figure.


Twilight is fairly short in Majorca, and while Ian was changing from his tee shirt and trunks into a suit, ready for dinner—a formality on which Ebenezer insisted—darkness came. When he was ready Ian stepped out on to the balcony of his room to breathe in the warm night air.


In the nearby village of Paguera the lights had come on, and he could see several floodlit blocks of hotels in the distance. How much more attractive and interesting were the lights twinkling on distant mountain sides from villas or farmhouses perched way up on the slopes. Two small points of light on the very tip of a mountain showed that the space communication station never slept.


“Where are we going tomorrow, Grandad?” Ian asked at dinner.


“If it’s fine—as I believe it will be—you can enjoy yourself in the pool or in the sea. I have many papers to look through with Smith. But if the weather changes there are some very beautiful parts of the island that I’d like to show you.”


The arrangement suited Ian well. He would rather spend his time swimming or lounging in the sun than touring the island. It was better still when Smith was busy with his grandfather. Ian didn’t mind McKimm. His perpetual grumbling rather amused the boy.


The next day was fine, and in the afternoon Ian said he would like to go on one of the twin-hulled paddle-boats that were for hire. At that moment Smith appeared from the hotel, for the old man had decided to take a nap because of the heat. Usually two people, sitting side by side, paddled the boats, but Ian didn’t want Smith to be his partner. McKimm sized up the situation in a flash.


“Och! Mr Smith,” he pretended to grumble, “I’ve just had to pay for one o’ these wee boats for the laddie. Now I suppose I’ll have to do all the harrd worrk paddling.”


When Smith offered to pay for the boat and go with Ian, McKimm refused.


“Nay,” he said with resignation. “I’ve paid ma money, so now I’ll go to ha’ ma money’s worrth.”


Ian flashed McKimm a grateful look and the Scotsman replied with a heavy wink. So for the next hour the pair paddled the boat over the gently heaving sea. It was an exhilarating experience, particularly when Ian decided they would challenge two nearby youths to a race. Ian and McKimm won by inches.


“Och! Master Ian,” moaned the chauffeur as they paddled slowly back to the shore, “I feel as if ma legs will drrop off. I’ll no’ be able to walk the morn.”


The weather held good for the next two days and Ian was beginning to get a splendid brown tan. On the third day black clouds covered the mountain-tops and the wind had risen. Though it would still be pleasant enough to bathe in the pool, Ebenezer thought it was time that he showed his grandson some of the island. McKimm had given the yellow car an extra polish, and Smith had collected packed lunches from the hotel. The old man gave his driver directions, and off they set.


Ian enjoyed the drive. As usual he was sitting beside McKimm. They drove round the foot of towering mountains, through groves of lemon and orange trees, past gnarled old olive trees that were said to be over a thousand years old, through mountain villages, past monasteries, churches and vast, rambling villas. Everywhere stone terraces were built up the mountain sides so that they could be cultivated.


They were making for Soller, a town on the north-west coast. Here they ate their packed lunches and then wandered about the streets and shops. Smith who—naturally—could speak Spanish fluently, insisted on giving them a lecture on the town and its history. Ian was glad when his grandfather said it was time for them to move on.


“I think Master Ian would like a wee drrive up one of the mountain roads,” McKimm said to Ebenezer. Ian hadn’t thought of it, but a wink from the chauffeur made him guess that there was something in the wind.


“Ought we not to go straight back to the hotel?” objected Smith. “There may be some important messages waiting.”


“Oh, let’s go up the mountain road, Grandad,” said Ian, entering into the spirit of the thing.


“But your messages? Your papers?” protested Smith.


“Oh, rats to them,” the old man said airily. “If the boy wants to have a thrilling ride those papers can wait.”


So began one of the most exhilarating and hair-raising drives that Ian could ever remember. Scores of hairpin bends, narrow, rough roads, deep drops right beneath them—he enjoyed them all as the yellow car snaked its way up the mountain road. Looking down through the car windows he could see, far below, the road they had used ten minutes before. When a car or coach was coming the other way it was a tight squeeze. Several times the car wheels seemed to be on the point of slipping off the road edge and plunging them a thousand feet down the mountain side.


Ian glanced behind. Smith was pale and sweating, plainly terrified. Now Ian knew why McKimm had suggested this drive. He didn’t like Smith any more than Ian did.


Next day, too, was overcast, so another drive was discussed. At last it was settled that they should lunch at Porto Cristo, a small port on the eastern part of the island, and Smith’s relief was plain. Ian saw that there would be no mountain roads on this route.


The small bay at Porto Cristo was crowded with the usual array of yachts, and Ian and McKimm spent a happy time walking along the breakwaters and jetties. When they returned to the others Smith explained that in days gone by this had been a very busy port, but now Palma, the island’s capital, had taken over in importance.


At about three o’clock in the afternoon old Mr Yates was ready to start back. Ian looked out regretfully through the back window as the delightful little port began to fall away behind them. Then he turned his attention to the road ahead.


It was a few moments later that he saw the sign: a finger-post with bold black letters painted on it.


“CUERVAS DEL DRACH,” it read.


“What does that mean, Smith?” the boy asked.


The secretary looked at the sign.


“That,” he announced, “points to the Caves of Drach.”
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“The Spotted Dog.”


That was the name of the bar, on the northern outskirts of Paguera, where four young men were sitting having drinks.


They had chosen this particular bar from among many others because it was just like an English pub. It was run by Toni, a small dark Spaniard from Madrid, who had married an English girl. Iris, tall and blonde, came from the East End of London, where she had worked in a pub in Bethnal Green. Toni and Iris had set about creating an exact replica of the place in which she had served so happily.


Around the bar were dozens of photographs of English football teams together with their flags and pennants. There were advertisements for English ales on walls, trays and beer mats. Round polished tables with cast-iron legs added an air of authenticity. Above the bar over which Toni and Iris ruled, there hung hundreds of men’s ties—presented by British visitors who had appreciated the homely atmosphere.


Only two of the quartet sitting in the Spotted Dog that evening were British. One was an American, and the fourth was Russian. The bar was full of English people, for this was a natural centre for them, and more than one eyed the four young men curiously. Surely there was something familiar about them. That’s it! They were four famous astronauts—Chris Godfrey, Tony Hale, Morrey Kant and Serge Smyslov. Their pictures had appeared frequently in newspapers and on television all over the world. There was some excited whispering among the people in that bar.


Many of them wondered what these four were doing so far away from Cape Canaveral, where they spent most of their time. Actually they were taking a well-earned holiday during a lull in the activities of the United Nations Exploration Agency. U.N.E.X.A. had given them six months’ leave of absence, and Majorca had been the first on their list of places to visit.


Oblivious of the interest they were causing, the four astronauts chatted happily together. They had known each other for some years, and their amazing adventures had welded them into a very close team. They were never happy when separated—though this had to happen sometimes. But now they were to have a long holiday together. They intended to forget their work and enjoy every minute of their vacation.


“What shall we do tomorrow?” asked Tony, the mechanic of the quartet.


“Let’s visit the Space Communication Station,” suggested Chris, but the others vetoed this at once. It would remind them too much of their jobs.


“There’s a monastery somewhere on the island where the composer Chopin lived for a time. Shall we go there?” asked Serge.


Tony pulled a face. He knew how interested Serge was in music, but he himself was tone deaf. He said firmly that he wouldn’t enjoy the visit at all.


“I guess we ought to visit the artificial pearl factory,” Morrey said. “It’s the most famous in the world.”


“Who wants to look at pearls?” Tony protested. “That would be all right for girls.”


“Then let’s go to a leather factory,” Chris suggested. “Majorca is famous for its leather, too. You might pick up a suede coat or a brief-case.”


“I’d look well with either of those, now wouldn’t I?” grinned Tony. “I might even be tempted to buy a handbag.”


“All right, misery. Where would you like to go then?” sighed Chris.


“I’d like to go to the Caves of Drach,” Tony said at once. “I’m told they’re fabulous and they have the biggest underground lake in the world.”


“All right, then,” Chris said with resignation. “The Caves of Drach it is.”


“The word is pronounced ‘DRACK’. The CH at the end sounds as in ‘chemist’,” Smith informed Ian as they were nearing the caves.


Several coach-loads of visitors also seemed to have had the same idea, for the big car park in front of the inevitable souvenir shops held several of the huge vehicles. A finger-post pointed to the building in front of the entrance to the caves. Smith bought four tickets for their admission.


The arrangement was that parties of tourists were admitted every hour. Guides accompanied them into the caves, and they returned to the surface by another entrance, so that there was one-way traffic through the caves. Old Mr Yates’s party had to wait less than ten minutes for the next batch of tourists to be led below.


There seemed to be several hundred people in the crowd waiting to file into the caves. Ian shuffled impatiently while he waited for the people in front to move forward. They did so with exasperating slowness, but at last he reached the entrance building and the steps leading underground.


Then his impatience vanished, for he had entered into an incredibly beautiful new world. Skilful electric lighting set off the cave to its best advantage, and he gasped in amazement as they made their way downwards.


Countless many-hued stalactites stretched down from the roof, to be matched by their counterparts reaching up from the floor. The path, with its steel guard-rail, wound its way down through forests of stone. Browns, reds, yellows, greys, with occasional splashes of pure white, glistened in the electric lights. Greens and blue-greens glinted in some of the formations. Many of the stalactites and stalagmites had almost joined up, and would probably do so in a few hundred years. Some had already come together to form noble pillars like those in cathedrals, and countless others looked like “organ pipes” of every possible size. People were whispering in awe, as if in a real cathedral, for the sheer majesty of the place impressed itself on everyone.
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