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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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      JASON LOMBARD was not ill pleased with the world when he rolled yawning from bed and padded on bare feet across the warm floor of his room.
         He had slept deeply, but his dreams had been dull and gray, leaving him now—this early morning—with a vague sense that
         he was lucky: that the fates might have treated him far worse if they’d taken the trouble.
      

      
      Random thoughts along this general track crossed and recrossed his still only half-wakeful mind as he went through the regular
         just-after-rising routine. The coffee might be heavily cut with chicory, but it was ground from natural beans, not some powdery
         second-stage derivative; the room was cramped, but from the stories they told, his own parents had started their married life
         in a trailer not much larger; and certainly a student on an exiguous financial grant in his father’s time hadn’t enjoyed all the conveniences he could call on at the touch of a switch. Of course, the power which ran
         these devices … 
      

      
      His face twisted into a brief grimace as the day’s first irritant penetrated his sleepy acceptance of the world, twenty-first
         century pattern. He found he was hesitating to turn the heat on under the coffee-maker.
      

      
      Damnation! As if I make one millionth of one percent difference!

      
      Megalomania in there somewhere? This insistent idea that it’s up to me to save the world from itself?

      
      Angrily, he clicked the knob of the stove hard round to maximum heat, and made for the stall shower. Here, no joy for the
         moment. When he turned the tap he got the red light, signifying that as many showers were in use as the block’s hot-water
         system could cope with.
      

      
      Crazy damned planet! More ocean than dry land, and here in the age of unlimited power I have to wait for water!

      
      Put it down to the spread of personal hygiene. Put it down to centuries of Cork mockery: black boy, you stink. He yawned again and took the five paces necessary to check the mail.
      

      
      And that was when the tatters of his mood of well-being blew over the horizon on a gale of dismay, to be replaced by awareness
         of all the things that were not right with the world: the first and then the second rejection of his projects for a graduation
         thesis, without which his long struggle to come here was null; the snubs, the contempt, the weary waiting …

      
      He stood turning over the little silvery disc in both hands. A vidrec, of course. Formal. They went for formality in a big
         way, in this and most other parts of the modern world. A letter: too impersonal, adequate for circular communications (though
         even then having to be typed automatically, not reproduced, and to contain custom-inserted errors if the recipient was to respect the information in it) or for curt messages to social inferiors with no chance of one day overtaking the sender
         and snubbing him in his turn. A live conversation: too casual, too immediate, too fraught with the risk of unforeseen complications.
      

      
      So: a vidrec, the ideal compromise. A conversation sent by mail.

      
      He drew a deep breath and slid the disc into the play-over socket of the phone, thinking once more about the source of the
         power which would bring it alive on the small square screen.
      

      
      At once the image of a stout Chinese appeared. It could at least have been a Jap, Lombard told himself morosely. They rubbed against us for a long time; they aren’t so frigid and fierce …

      
      But the man in the screen was Chinese. One couldn’t have been certain from his face or his build; the leveling of world nutrition
         standards had abolished major differences of stature. His clothing, though, stated it instantly. He was even definable as
         high-ranking and conservative from his blue Maosjacket buttoned to the neck and loose-legged pants.
      

      
      Oddly enough he had recorded the message not in his own language but in English, a compliment absolutely at variance with
         the depressing implications Lombard read into it.
      

      
      “Student Lombard Jason”—the name reversed, of course: it was the traditional Chinese order, patronymic first, but in this
         civilization of alphabetical classification it was also a universal commonplace—“it is requested that you attend at my office
         in the fraternity building to discuss a matter closely concerning your future plans. It is hoped you will find it convenient
         to present yourself first thing today. My name is Sun Yen Soo.”
      

      
      A courtly bow to the unseen listener, with hands put briefly together and almost instantly drawn apart, a marvel of half-politeness.
         And the screen blanked.
      

      
      Numb, Lombard returned to the stall shower. The red light again answered his pressure on the tap. He muttered a curse with
         no real feeling behind it and found he was looking at himself in the wall-mirror.
      

      
      The sour hopelessness on his face, pale under its tan, was frightening. He ran his fingers through his untidy fair hair, twisted
         them there and tugged, as though by inflicting pain he could distract himself from the alarming prospect.
      

      
      Sun Yen Soo! What his position in the hierarchy of the fraternity was, Lombard didn’t know, but he also had a university title—something like “step-father of students”. No, not father: “great-uncle.” An age-honorific. And to rate that he must be right
         near the top of the ladder.
      

      
      Like giving a hanged man an extra yard of drop to ensure he snaps his neck.

      
      Well, it would always be possible to work at something, even without a graduate thesis approved and published. To have been
         accepted as a Cork student here counted for much by itself. In India under the British Raj—so he had been told by a fellow-student
         from Madras—there had been such a premium set on European education that babus would proudly add to their names such distinctions
         as “failed B.A., Oxford”.
      

      
      So all right. Call me Lombard Jason, failed M.Sc., Afrasian U. Carry on a great tradition.

      
      “But—hell!” he said aloud. “For all they make such a fuss about their blasted ‘face,’ I’m not going to cover up mine. It’s
         been kicked in the teeth, and I don’t give a damn who gets to know!”
      

      
      Not that they’ll care if they do get to know …

      
      He had addressed himself to his own reflection. Much of the past three years he’d had few other people to talk to; the form
         of his problems was pretty predictable, for one thing, so he might as well discuss them with his own image as with an outsider.
         He’d considered coming here as a married student—the news of his acceptance at Afrasian U. after a long struggle and a long wait had given him such prestige that several
         girls had suddenly decided they were willing. But in the long run he was glad he’d not settled for one of them. The advantages—company, freedom from the obsessive hunt for sexual relief, all that—would have been outweighed by the near-certainty
         of disaster before now. A Cork girl here, not a student but merely a student’s wife, would have gone through hell and most
         likely taken it out on her husband.
      

      
      He looked around the room, his mind darting bird-fashion to any perch-thought which might distract him from facing the probable
         deeper meaning of this order to go to the fraternity building. The retracting table, not quite flush to the wall—ought to
         be adjusted for a smoother fit. The blackboard over by the door, with its lines and lines of calculations converging on an
         elusive goal—strange that with computers so far developed it was still more satisfying to make one’s own marks with a bit
         of chalk, like a cave-dweller smearing mud on the walls of his home in patterns that trapped magic …

      
      On the other hand, not to be married led to unavoidable loneliness—unavoidable, even though clearly foreseen. He had expected
         to be older than the vast majority of the students from the privileged areas of the world; he was, by some years. He had expected
         to have little in common with other Cork students; he’d been correct in that, too. Coming as most of them did from overcrowded,
         depressed Western Europe, they typically were introverted, bitter, carrying enormous chips on their shoulders.
      

      
      Me too now, Lombard thought, and felt his own resentment boil up inside him like a black gusher of bile.
      

      
      “Bastards,” he told his reflection. “For all their smug patronizing manner, they can’t take you, can they? They can’t bear
         to have a Cork here who makes the colored students look small!”
      

      
      Was that the size of it? He’d determinedly fought off coming to that conclusion, yet seemingly nothing remained as an alternative.
         Allegedly, the highest IQ ever tested at Afrasian U. belonged to Jason Lombard; yet both his projects for graduation theses
         had been turned down—as too original, too unusual, for the rigid-minded authorities?
      

      
      It would be absurd if they turned him out without letting him graduate! But how to fight them if they decided to?

      
      Me, a Cork, fight the fraternity? Because that’s who I’d have to tackle, not the university staff. Fight them? Hear me laugh!

      
      His belly was tight as a kettledrum, hollow and booming.

      
      Go home? Yale, Harvard—such places still had respectable standards, some kind of reputation, and if he’d got into Afrasian
         he could be sure of …

      
      “No,” he said aloud. “No, if I’d wanted a home degree I’d have got one, years ago. I wanted one with world status. But—but
         what the hell good is it all? Am I to sweat away my whole life, fighting prejudice, to acquire a string of letters after my name when I know
         that anyone who learns I’m a Cork will automatically discount them? I think I’ve thrown away three years. I think I should
         never have got on this stinking treadmill.”
      

      
      And his image looked back in wordless agreement from the mirror.
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