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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.







ANGRY YOUNG MAN REVISITED


Richard A. Lupoff


My notes don’t include the date I started work on Sacred Locomotive Flies but I know it was late in 1969. By January of 1970 I had given my then-agent, Henry Morrison, some sample chapters and an outline of the proposed book and he had shown this material to Donald R. Bensen, an editor at Berkley Publishing Corporation.


Bensen was enthusiastic about the proposal and issued a contract. I have it beside me now; it’s dated January 20th, 1970. Berkley would pay a modest advance and would publish the book as a paperback original, but there was an unusual clause in the contract. If they were really excited about the book once I completed it, there would be a small bonus for me and Berkley would publish it in hard covers first, then follow with the paperback.


That’s called motivation.


I finished the book in the spring of 1970 and I really felt good about it. So good that I personally hand-delivered the manuscript to Bensen’s office, then went home and waited for his response.


He loved the book. It was the right book for the right moment: angry, funny, sexy, satirical, and serious. He prepared a marketing plan for the hardcover edition, complete with an all-out advertising and promotion plan. Then he presented the plan to his boss.


His boss’s response was succinct: “Nope.”


“‘Nope?’ What do you mean, ‘Nope?’” Bensen demanded.


“I mean we’ll publish this as a paperback original. Let it sink or swim, no support.”


In short, the book was cannon fodder.


Bensen was appalled. “Have you read the manuscript?” he asked.


His boss shook his head. “Haven’t read it. Don’t want to. Don’t need to. Don’t intend to. I’ve read the by-line. This guy isn’t an established hardcover novelist. First hardcover novels are risky. Let somebody else buy his next novel and publish it in hardcover. If it flops, it’s their loss. If it flies, we’ll hire him back for his next book.”


Bensen was outraged.


His boss was adamant.


Bensen persisted.


His boss listened as long as he could, then offered a compromise. “You’re fired,” he said.


Don Bensen was a talented and much sought-after editor. He was promptly hired by Ballantine Books, and in short order had worked out a tripartite deal whereby I bought my book back from Berkley and sold it to Ballantine for the same price. Financially it was a wash.


Unfortunately the project was delayed for a year by these machinations. If ever there was a moment to be seized, this was it, and the Berkley-Ballantine glitch had cost us a year. Instead, some other bozo brought out a book called Another Roadside Attraction that grabbed the audience I had hoped to reach.


More bad news: Ballantine had first gone into business doing hardcover-paperback deals and would eventually return to that policy, but at this point they published only paperbacks.


And still more bad news: Ballantine was having distribution problems at the time and decided to start a new line called Ballantine Beagle Boxer Books (I am not making this up!) which would go out through a new, experimental distribution system.


The new system flopped.


There was one advertisement for Sacred Locomotive Flies. It appeared in Galaxy Science Fiction magazine. The book was ignored by critics (if they ever even saw copies), sales were dismal, and that seemingly was the end of that.


Even so, about a year later I was sitting home one night when the phone rang and a voice asked if I was really Richard Lupoff, which I was, the same Richard Lupoff who had written Sacred Locomotive Flies, and indeed I was.


“Oh, I was just wondering,” the caller explained.


“Well, why did you call me?” I asked.


“A group of us here at the University of California are big fans of Sacred Locomotive Flies, and somebody said you lived in Berkeley, so we looked in the phone book and there you were.”


And indeed, there I was.


I put the experience behind me, as I think one needs to do with such painful events if one is to avoid becoming totally embittered, and went on with my career. And with the rest of my life.


Now, three decades after Sacred Locomotive Flies was first published, Sean Wallace of Cosmos Books is bringing out a new edition. He sent me an electronic file of the text and I cleaned it up a little, mostly correcting typographical errors and other such matters, but making no essential changes to the book.


What I meant as an absurdist, comic satire, reads very differently than it did in 1971. Some of the calculatedly ridiculous projections turn out to be blood-freezingly accurate. Other elements in the book, intended as satire, don’t read that way any more. They come across as pretty nasty stuff. I apologize to anyone whom I unintentionally offended or hurt.


Certainly Sacred Locomotive Flies isn’t the book that I would write today. The world has changed in the decades that have passed since I wrote this book.


And of course I’m no longer the person who wrote this book. I’ve changed since 1970; we achieve at least a degree of enlightenment by living, I hope, and some of the issues addressed and attitudes expressed in this book are not the issues I would address or the attitudes I would express today.


When I look in the mirror today the man who looks back is not the fire-breathing, in-your-face radical of 1970. He’s something of a contented grandpa, more interested in taking his son and his grandson to the ball game (or being taken by them) than in making revolution.


But that doesn’t mean that there is less need for revolution than there was thirty years ago. If anything, there is more need for it. But mine are no longer the hands to make it. I cede that task to younger men and women, and urge them on.


Maybe Sacred Locomotive Flies will help them to avoid some of the mistakes that we made thirty years ago, and encourage them to go out and do better than we did.




Chapter 0.


WORLD-WIDE ROUNDUP


Now this all happened in the year 1985, which is good news right from the start and we all like good news, don’t we? I mean, after all the things that the late Eric Blore had to say about 1984 and when he said them everybody thought it was satire and warning, but well before the date arrived it turned out that his words were a literal prediction, only he didn’t have it figured quite how bad things would be.


So just making it to 1985, you have to say to yourself, “Well the worst is past; maybe things are lousy” (they are) “but what the hell, they can hardly get any worse so they pretty much have to get better and that’s good news, isn’t it?” And isn’t it?


Now what’s going on in the world of 1985 we can all figure out for ourselves, just about: look around at the characters as they dance their jigs, pay attention to the hard science in the story, and don’t be lazy—read the little unquoted phases that fall between the lines of dialogue like this:




“These economic statistics for the 1983 alfalfa harvest for northwestern Kurdistan are not sufficiently detailed, Miss Heckinschmidt,” mumbled Lemieux fondling her juicy labia absent-mindedly, “so please have Jackson add a breakout by spring and fall acreage, yield, and cultivation techniques.”





There, see, if you were lazy you missed the only interesting part, and didn’t even know that this book is dirty, therefore worthy of your attention.


So if you’re not interested in broad backgrounds and world situations and you decide to read carefully you can go right on to Chapter 1 and you’ll be okay.


Har har har, now that those guys have gone on to Chapter 1 the rest of us can settle back and see the world of 1985, which is really the best part of the book. We’ll catch up with everybody else when we get to the next chapter. Come along!




DATELINE BERLIN: East and West German officials meeting in heavily-guarded quarters for the past eight months emerged today with a national reunification plan designed to restore the territorial integrity of Germany after forty years of division. The German Democratic Republic (East Germany) and the Federal Republic of Germany (West Germany) will be combined into the All-German Federated Democracy, with its capitol in this city.


Two major stumbling-blocks had to be overcome in order that the negotiations could succeed, and spokesmen on all sides of every curtain had praise for the two delegations for the integrity with which they worked out differences between the Communist and non-Communist zones of the country. The two great problems were the political arrangements and the economic systems of the two republics.


West Germany’s capitalist system, while highly efficient and profitable for owners and key managers, had resulted in corruption, exploitation, and other major economic abuses in the West. The GDR’s Communist system by contrast, although producing fewer luxuries, was designed to assure employment end security for all workers.


On the political front, West Germany’s parliamentary system provided for a high degree of personal and political freedom, including free speech and freedom to form opposition political organizations. The Communist republic’s one-party totalitarian system of course permitted few individual freedoms, and had rigidly state-controlled media, suppression or worse of political opponents of the regime, etc.


In the treaty announced today, negotiators provide for the new All-German Federated Democracy to adopt the economic system of the West and the political system of the East.


DATELINE VIENTIANE: Government sources today leaked word of an extraordinary meeting between Mr. Tran Doc Xuan, foreign minister of the South East Asia League, and Baron Tsin Tsu-Lai, ambassador of the Imperial People’s Kingdom of China. Mr. Tran is reported to have presented Baron Tsin with a list of eighteen demands which China must fulfill on threat of the League’s giving full support to the Russian Federation in the continuing dispute between the Federation and the Kingdom.


The list is said to have included the following points:




	Full recognition of Tibetan independence and the payment of reparations to Tibet for past offenses.


	Non-interference in the internal affairs of all members of the South East Asia League, and the granting of economic aid and trade concessions to Vietnam, Laos, Cambodia, Malaya, Singapore, Thailand and Burma.


	Withdrawal of Chinese opposition to Nepalese membership in the Asia Common Market Association.


	Guarantee of free access to members of the League’s ice hockey team still serving time in the penalty box in Peking.





DATELINE LONDON: Buckingham Palace announced plans for the visit of King Charles and Princess Olga to the official Thames River Depollution Project dedication ceremony, to take place next Thursday.


The King and his consort will share a glass of Thames water, symbolic of the purification process to be applied to the river over the next three years. The glass of water which the royal couple will sip was extracted from the river some six months ago, and has been undergoing treatment by the palace apothecary ever since.


Sources close to the government of Prime Minister Cornelius have unofficially expressed concern that the water may not be rendered potable in time for the ceremony, in which case the dedication may be postponed. Rumors that a similar-looking substance such as gin may be substituted for the ceremonial quaff have been dismissed as politically inspired.


DATELINE QUEBEC CITY: Crowds rioted today demanding the secession of Eastern Quebec from the rest of the nation. Placards and banners in French, carried by mobs numbering in the thousands as they marched on government buildings, accused the national government of being Montreal-dominated and of “selling out” to British sympathizers.


Quebec’s President Georges de Gaulle denied all accusations, proclaiming himself “more French than France,” but rebel leaders remained adamant. Jacques Sortilege, a separatist spokesman, said that the de Gaulle government was guilty of accepting “contaminated francs” from the Canadian government in Ottawa, and that “the damned limey Montrealers” should get out of Quebec and go back to Canada where they belong.


DATELINE HOLLYWOOD: General Entertainment Industries, world’s largest manufacturer of home entertainment equipment, announced that their laboratories had developed a new Personal Entertainment Center to be marketed in time for the Christmas season starting next February. The Personal Entertainment Center, a device about the size and shape of a football helmet, includes loudspeakers for both ears, a special 3-D full-vision color video screen, nasal stimulation devices for odor accompaniment and microfilament taste bud stimulators.


The Personal Entertainment Center can be worn at all times, and has nourishment provided intravenously to the wearer. The standard model is designed to plug into a bedside socket in the home. A portable model is to follow, which can be plugged in to an automobile cigarette lighter.


DATELINE HATTAHATCHIE: Local officials in this Mississippi community denied today that civic priorities were unbalanced. The statement, read on the steps of the village’s combined city hail and tavern, was issued in response to criticisms that $4,000,000 in federal funds should be used to feed starving children rather than to build a new clubhouse for the town’s white-only private golf course.


Mayor Claude Jackson reading the statement said, “There is no hunger in Hattahatchie. This is a progressive community and we would never permit such a thing. All we ask of our citizens, white or colored, is that they get out and work for a living.”


Asked by reporters if the $4,000,000 might not be better applied to increase the local welfare payments of $1.85 per month per person, Mayor Jackson replied, “Why, they’d just spend the money on food and eat it all up if we did that. Use it to build a clubhouse and you’ve got something to show for your investment!”


DATELINE CAPE KENNEDY: Plans went forward for the United States’ first attempted manned Mars shot, despite warnings from the Hollow Earth Society of disaster should the launching take place. Rev. David Perry, president of the Society, declared that the blast of the Mars rocket would, “punch a hole clear through the earth’s crust like a fat kid jumping up and down in a rotten tree-house.”


Despite assurances from NASA and other officials, Mr. Perry, who claims the title of High Bishop of the Universal Holiness Church of Salvation, warned that once the Mars rocket had broken through the earth’s crust at Merritt Island, the waters of the Atlantic Ocean would pour through to the hollow interior of the planet with untold consequences.


“We have documentation as far back as 1759 proving that the earth is hollow, inhabited, and provided with a miniature sun inside. There are natural openings between the outer and inner worlds, and they are in delicate balance. If we create a new opening, the ocean is just likely to pour right through and flood the inner world like a second deluge, and leave us here high and dry on the outside,” he said.


The Universal Holiness Church of Salvation, according to Mr. Perry, is several hundred years old and has, “thousands of members, maybe millions,” worldwide. Mr. Perry, however declined to give details as to the location of any Universal Holiness Church of Salvation congregations.


DATELINE WEYAUWEGA: Owners of National Football League franchises meeting here announced plans to enlarge the League from its present 850 member teams to 900. A full list of new teams was not released, but informants say that among the cities in the running for new NFL franchises are Hodmesovasarley, Hungary; San Fernando de Atabapo, Venezuela; Qodnadatta, South Australia; and Teaneck, New Jersey.







Chapter 1.


MUSIC IN THE AIR


Well that’s the way it goes in the world of 1985. Not too different from any earlier era. As for any later one, there’s no telling for sure. Things have to get better, or do they?


There’s no warranty, stated or implied, that any or all of those factors will reappear in the book. Will we ever encounter Miss Heckinschmidt or the Reverend Mr. David Perry again? How about Mayor Claude Jackson of Hattahatchie, Mississippi? Could he be the same Jackson that Lemleux has working on the Kurdistan alfalfa statistics?


Not only do you not know; you do not even know whether you are going to find out. Oh lord, why don’t they write nice easy straightforward novels the way they used to? That might provide subject matter for one hell of an essay; let me know if you come across it because I’d kind of like to know about that myself.


But this is 1985, and the way they write books now is not something that would please fans of Upchuck the Barbarian. However, the PDQ Network has announced an innovation in HEC programming: a continuing adventure available twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week on your Home Entertainment Center. Just think of that, nothing but bashing skulls from now on. (With an occasional commercial, of course.) Think about it.


Meanwhile …


Freddie Fong Fine, thirty-year-old pseudo-adolescent man-boy, gun-toting drug fiend music lover, curly red-haired yellow-skinned mod-dressed symbol of tomorrow’s today, Freddie Fong Fine, hero of a hundred adventures on a dozen continents, Freddie Fong Fine snuggled the warm, flesh-soft plastic pseudo-leather briefcase on his lap, sliding its surface electrically over the thin imitation silk of his red-and-white striped bellbottoms as he waited impatiently for the thousand-passenger Boeing 3707 to be towed into position on the Pacific shuttle launch ramp. He glanced out the hundred-millimeter-thick quartzite viewport beside his first-class lounger, taking a farewell Look at the BART landfill launchport that stood in the middle of what had once been San Francisco Bay.


Out the viewport and to the rear of the shuttle Freddie could see thousands of acres of drive-ins, tract housing, Co-op Monopoly Stores and the gigantic sprawling university campus fading away into the morning fog toward Knowland City and the mountains beyond. Ahead, the launch ramp gleamed as it rose slowly toward the towering pylons of the Golden Gate Dam that sealed off the polluted waters of the Pacific beyond the BART landfill and connected the hills of Greater Hashbury with South Mendocino and its giant sequoia preserves.


Freddie smiled uneasily as a naked trip hostess with “Plaf” tattooed over her left breast and “Pat” tattooed over the right one jiggled past, reaching down rows of passengers to give comforting hugs to nervous first-timers. Freddie tried hard to look bored. A feel from a hostess was the last thing he wanted right now. He heaved a sigh of relief as the trip hostess moved past. Freddie turned to watch her, taking in her crystal-heeled slippers with the embedded light-show generators and the words “Pat” tattooed on her left buttock and “Plaf” on the right.


With Pat Plaf safely past him and the Boeing nearing launch position as the automated ground tractors clanked ahead, Freddie opened the briefcase on his lap by slitting the self-seal edge and slipped both hands inside so his seat-mates could not see the contents. For a moment Freddie fondled the contents of briefcase, his eyes misted and a drop of spittle appeared at one corner of his mouth. Then he took hold of himself and set to the quick business of selecting the proper items from the contents of the briefcase and assembling the all-plastic submachine gun inside.


In a matter of seconds Freddie had the gun together. He pulled open the front of his orange-and-purple lace-trimmed blouse, lifted off his chain necklace of super-8 calibre dum-dum shells, and before the startled passengers around him could react, slapped the chain into the submachine gun’s receiver mechanism with clean, professional aplomb.


He thumbed his lounger into vertical position and clambered to its padded arms shouting, “Hold this shuttle!” With all eyes riveted on him, he gestured with his gun barrel toward four ill-assorted and scruffy looking young men occupying a love couch near the front of the first-class compartment.


“I want everybody off this shuttle except you four and Pat Plaf! This flight is going up with just us and the hostess and the pilot! Everybody else off the plane!”


For a moment the gigantic cabin was filled with shocked murmurs, then the passengers began a frantic rush for the doors but before they could get beyond their seats there was a gentle hiss and the plane filled rapidly with a slightly pungent dark green mist.


In a trice Freddie had filters in his nostrils and a black, absinthe-flavored lozenge in his mouth. He sucked it for five seconds, then as the trip hostesses, airliner gigolos, strolling jugglers, prize-fighters and magicians who dotted the compartment fell insensible among the 999 unconscious passengers, he shouted again. “Good try, captain, but not good enough to fool Freddie Fong Fine! I’ve been around too much! I’ve been trained by the best! Now unless you want me to spray this cabin with dum-dums, you’ll pump the antidote to that shit though this cabin and you’ll order everyone to do as I say!”


There was a period of silence, then Freddie shouted again. “I’m serious, captain! Can you hear this?” He cocked the plastic gun loudly. “I’ll give you to the count of five, then I start killing people one at a time. How would you like to explain a cabin full of dead passengers to the FAA?”


The silence continued. Freddie began counting, loudly and deliberately:


“Five!”


“Four!”


“Three!”


He uncocked the plastic gun, then loudly cocked it again.


A voice came through the plane’s speakers. “All right,” it said, “here comes the antidote. We’ll play your way, whoever you are.”


“My name is Frederick Fong Fine. You can call me Freddie, and get on with the antidote!”


There was another hiss. This time the gas that filled the cabin was a vivid pink, sweet-smelling and tangibly moist. Within half a minute the 999 unconscious passengers were moaning and writhing on their loungers. Gigolos, strolling jugglers, prize-fighters, magicians and trip hostesses were struggling to their feet. Pat Plaf, who had fallen across a portly alcoholic millionaire from East Orinda, had to disengage her left breast (it had “Plaf” tattooed on it) from a suction pocket m his yellow and green striped flying tuxedo. As she stood he took a small bite from her right buttock. (It too had “Plaf” tattooed on it.)


“Now get ’em all off the shuttle!” Freddie repeated his order. “I just want me and the Sacred Locomotive”—he gestured toward the four scruffies tangled on the love couch—” On this shuttle when we launch. Plus you and that hostess Pat Plaf, captain!”


Over the speaker system came the other voice. “Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain welcoming you to Trans-Orbit shuttle flight 339.” The speaker hissed and crackled. “Due to unforeseen difficulties we’ll have to ask you all to deplane at this time and return on foot to the terminal building. I’m sure that Trans-Orbit will provide satisfactory alternate booking for you all. In the meantime, you’ll be our guests for bruncheon at the terminal cafeteria where today’s menu is vegetable cocktail, chipped beef on toast, and cherry cobbler. Please remain calm and exit through the nearest doorway. Your hostesses will show you the way. It’s been a pleasure having you on flight 339 even briefly, and we trust you’ll fly Trans-Orbit again.”


Freddie Fong Fine gestured at Pat Plaf with his gun barrel. He pointed it at the four in the love couch and Pat Plaf tottered over to them and sat unsteadily in their midst. The color-generators in her heels were sending out showers of red, white and blue illusion sparks. Within half an hour, the passenger compartment was completely empty except for Freddie, Pat Plaf and the Sacred Locomotive.


Freddie faced a loudspeaker and yelled, “Hey, captain! What’s your name?


“Clem Carter,” crackled back the intercom speaker.


“Listen then, Captain Carter,” growled Freddie, “this 3707 goes on autopilot, right?”


“Our ultramodern Boeing 3707 shuttles are the most fully automated suborbital ballistic craft ever built,” the speaker answered. “We’re scheduled for launch in another three minutes, on a great circle suborbital trajectory for Lake Baikal designed for your convenience and safety.”


“That’s swell,” Freddie said.


“However, the positronic computer-aided guidance system is equipped with an optional manual override capability developed jointly by the Sperry Gyrocomp Corporation, Boeing, and Trans-Orbit Airlines.”


“Leave it!” ordered Freddie. “Leave the shuttle on auto and get back here as fast as you can! I want you in the passenger cabin!”


There was a fumbling, bumping sound from the front compartment of the big Boeing, then the door opened and a wizened figure emerged. It was clad in an ancient leather aviation suit, zipper jacket, fleece-lined trousers and boots. The skin was stretched sallow and tight across the facial bones, with the only life glittering faintly in sunken beady eyes. The face sported a huge walrus moustache gone entirely to gray, and the whole was surmounted by a leather flying helmet and goggles.


“Captain Clement Carter, Trans-Orbit Airlines, at your service, sir,” the apparition croaked.


“You expect to fly this thing?” Freddie gasped.


Pat Plaf placed one hand on Freddie’s arm (the one not holding the submachine gun). Before Carter could answer Freddie she whispered softly in his ear, brushing aside the curly red locks as she spoke. “Just humor him, Freddie Fong Fine. All these flights are automatic. We just let him ride in the cabin and pretend he’s the pilot. All the old pilots ride these flights. It makes them happy and it doesn’t do any harm.”


Freddie kept his plastic gun away from Plaf with one hand. “Okay,” he hissed, pulling her close with his free hand so he could feel her warmth through his thin, colorful outfit. “But he’d better stay out of trouble or he’s a dead duck!”


“Thanks a lot,” Pat Plaf murmured, her hot mouth touching Freddie’s ear wetly. “Come on, Captain Carter, let’s get onto a lounger now. We can’t take these launches standing up.”


With a loud blat and a surge of acceleration that buckled Freddie’s knees and sent him onto a lounger clutching his plastic submachine gun to his body, the huge Boeing 3707 slid westward along its glittering launch ramp, pressing its seven occupants down as it rose toward the pyloned summits of the old Golden Gate Bridge that had provided the skeleton for the present Golden Gate Dam. It lifted majestically through the Cal-Pacific pollution layer into the sunlight penetrating the upper strata of the Pacific atmosphere.


In a matter of minutes the acceleration was over and the Boeing 3707 was in its suborbital trajectory, black sky above sprinkled with tiny brilliant stars and fierce, glaring sun, gray-brown filth below totally obscuring the garbage-choked waters of the Pacific. The Boeing’s razor-edged delta wings faded from takeoff-red back to their usual green-and-white candy stripes beyond the ovoidal quartzite windows.
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