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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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The Three Johns

by Isaac Asimov

There were three John Campbells, one after the other, with virtually no overlap. I met him at very nearly the junction point of John II and John III.

John I was the writer of the superscience epic, the competitor of E. E. Smith. He was the epitome of science fiction of 1930 and there was none better at what he did. E. E. Smith might be his equal but certainly not clearly his better.

But John I tired of this and looked for a new world to conquer. He found one by bringing science fiction down to man. He began to write stories that sang the drama of the human being. To avoid confusing the reader who associated the byline “John W. Campbell, Jr.” with the superscience epic, he used a version of his then-wife’s maiden name and wrote as Don A. Stuart. Under that name he was John II, the epitome of science fiction of 1936. The stories in this book were written by John II.

And again there was none better at what he did. Several might be his equals but none were clearly his betters.

Then in 1938, having written for a decade and having won top honors in two fields under two names, he placed his typewriter to one side and became John III, the editor of Astounding. In fact, he became the editor. He utterly revolutionized science fiction and launched the Golden Age of the early 1940s. He was no longer a writer but through the men he discovered and developed he became dozens of writers.

As John III there was none better at what he did and here, at least, there was no dispute. He had no equal, no near-equal, no far-equal, no semi-equal. He stood alone.

But it did mean that there was no more fiction and what he had written in the 1930s was all that we would have. It wasn’t much; it certainly wasn’t enough; but it exists and it has a vigor that bespeaks the man.

John was a large man; large in body, in mind, and in spirit. He towered physically, but to know him and to listen to him was to be virtually overpowered by a more-than-physical towering. He was an endless man, never at a loss for ideas.

Certain key ideas were for him at the base of all else.

For instance, he believed firmly in the uses of adversity. If man had it too easy, he would degenerate. He needed to struggle if he was to get anywhere and even the worst disasters were valuable if they could only weed out the weak and give the strong the incentive to move upward again.

Over and over again, his stories preached the spectacle of man degenerating through prosperity, hardening again through disaster, and then successfully climbing out of the abyss and toward greater heights than before.

It was a glowing dream, an optimistic dream in some ways, and yet his vision did not match reality. He saw man as a stubborn, unending fighter who would die to the last individual rather than surrender. There are enough Thermopylaes and Stalingrads in man’s history to lend color to that idea; but it is by no means universal. Quick surrenders are far more the rule in man’s history than the exception.

Again, so exalted was his notion of the value of the male sex that in “Out of Night” he could have someone say “so many women would die defending their men that none would survive” even though history does not record one case that I can think of in which women rebelled massively to save their men from destruction.

John was an incorrigible romantic, you see. He did not see mankind the way it is, but the way it ought to be by his lights. He had a vision of mankind rising superior to all else in the Universe, defeating all other beings even when the odds were enormously against it. He saw mankind as towering superior, at last, even to the laws of the Universe.

But he saw mankind in his own special way. His vision of mankind was that of an ideal man, not an ideal woman. And this ideal man representing mankind was clearly in the mold of the ideal American; and the ideal white American of northwest European origin, too.

John’s heroes were large, blonde and blue-eyed—as, in fact, was John Campbell himself.

That is the secret I think to his world-view. John was not really anti-this or anti-that, he simply accepted it as a matter-of-fact truth that what was worthwhile in the world and in mankind was very much what he felt inside himself.

He was wrong, of course, for there is more to mankind and the Universe than can be contained even within the ample bosom of a John Campbell—but his misconception had its uses.

He took it for granted, you see, that those who wrote for him were necessarily like himself; that they were as endlessly energetic, capable and versatile as he himself was. By acting as though they were and expecting them to behave as if they were, he ended by forcing them to be more energetic, capable and versatile than they would have been had they been left to themselves. No man wrote for Campbell without writing over his own head by the time he became publishable. Sometimes Campbell’s writers learned how to write over their heads even when Campbell wasn’t there guiding them.

The stories included in this book can be read with pleasure for their own sake. But aside from that, if you’ve never met John Campbell and wish you had—here’s your chance—for John never hid behind his writing. He is present in every paragraph of what he wrote; in what his characters say, what they do, what they are.

But even so, those of us who really knew him, must sigh, for it is not enough. Take him for all in all, we in science fiction shall not look upon his like again.

Isaac Asimov


Introduction

This second volume of “Don A. Stuart” stories contains several of my own personal favorites, and several first-rank “Yes? Well let’s see now….” yarns that I thoroughly enjoyed doing.

Under my own name, I had been writing a good bit of science-fiction for a number of years—following the traditions of the field—and simply expressing my own ideas of what would be fun, but still within the “classical” tradition of science-fiction. The straightforward science-fiction story of the time “proved” the wonderfulness of super-science, the super-machine, the straight-ahead progress of Man; and it assumed, as a matter of course, that thus, and only thus, would man progress.

Originally, the stories The Machine, The Invaders and Rebellion were written as a series, titled The Teachers. Part One was the Machine—which taught laziness. Now this was not entirely according to the rules of science-fiction; this was saying that too darned good a machine can be a menace, not a help. The second “Teacher” was the Invaders—which was also slightly askew on the then standard line of science-fiction. The Invaders aren’t supposed to be a desirable proposition at all; they’re the ones that everyone has to fight to the last man. Only, under the circumstances, the Invaders were the remaking of Man.

Rebellion, originally thought of as The Teachers, Part Three, The Rebels, returned to the fold, in essence. While the Invaders were teaching Man what he had forgotten, Man was busily teaching the Invaders precisely the same lesson the Machine had taught Man. But with slightly different consequences!

Again, The Escape is, quite forthrightly, in flat contradiction of science-fiction tradition, and also in flat contradiction of fiction tradition. I had an argument with a fellow author before that one was written, a man who did not write science-fiction at all. He wrote love stories. Now science-fiction, by tradition, doesn’t include much in the way of love-interest, or love stories, wherefore a story based on the love motif in science-fiction is not according to standard performance. But here we have a nice, “I Love You Truly” piece, about Young Love vs. Fate (in the persona of the Genetics Board) and the fun of considering whether the course of True Love ran smoothly or didn’t it, and if it didn’t does it matter? Not cricket, doncha know—but fun.

And Forgetfulness was another piece particularly calculated to be The Wrong Answer type of story for science-fictioneers. The theme of the mighty civilization grown decadent is not new in the field. The particular devices of proving that Rhth had developed a mighty civilization are, necessarily, conventional science-fiction. Interstellar travel; immense cities built of perdurable and beautiful materials; automatic machines that wait ten million years and still respond faithfully. These are symbols; these must be conventional because a symbol is without effect unless it is conventional. The science-fiction interest in these things is a real and genuine one; it’s based solidly in Man’s deep instinct to build, build wide and great and enduringly.

And Forgetfulness is quite an unfair story. Definitely the wrong answer. Children have such a time getting adults to be sensible.

As a matter of fact, in many of the Don A. Stuart stories, there is the element of a dirty, underhanded crack at the pretensions of science-fiction—dressed in the most accepted terms of science-fiction. For no literature is sound, no philosophy of action workable, if it doesn’t take a hard look at itself, and consider whether the Eternal Fitness of Things isn’t getting a little tight across the shoulders and whether the trouble is not that the athletic chest of yesteryear hasn’t slipped six inches down and become something different.

Science-fiction can be, and by rights should be, a thoroughly philosophical literature. While most people tend to think of it as being Jules Verne and H. G. Wells up-to-date, perhaps we might better remember that the tradition goes back earlier to Gulliver’s Travels and even to Aesop’s Fables. Aesop, of necessity, talked to his contemporaries in terms of Foxes and Lions and Donkeys; in our more enlightened age we call those same characters Robots and Martians or Sarn. But they’re still the same people: human beings in fancy dress, because the reader-listener can more easily, more psychologically-comfortably, witness the errors of the ways of those silly non-human entities. In this age, which has somewhat deified the machine, it’s much easier to accept the Machine that answers all prayers, and consider the consequences. But, after all, wouldn’t the same consequence stem from the existence of any all-answering Being? There’s nothing quite so stultifying as having someone around who has all the answers—and gives them to you.

And it’s always handy to set up someone like the Sarn Mother. Make her six thousand years old, emotionally remote from her own kind by time, intellectually akin to any intellect. Let her look at two conflicting cultures, and see each dispassionately for what it is.

“Don A. Stuart” was an uncomfortable sort of fellow for the dyed-in-the-wool, straight science-fictioneer. But the vistas that opened up when you started looking at the other side of the coin—considering whether an accepted tenet of The Eternal Fitness of Things really did fit—made for a lot more fun. And actually, science-fiction is the ideal medium for doing that sort of examining. It’s so much easier to recognize the foolishness of the fanatical fights of the Lilliputians over Big-Endianism and Little-Endianism than to consider some of our own political squabbles.

And science-fiction, by permitting the arbitrary establishment of a solution to today’s problems, can divert our thinking for a moment to larger issues beyond. Our present problems always seem so important today, and so simply solved when they’ve become yesterday’s problems. The problem of Napoleon and his Grand Army seems so picayune by comparison with the problem of Stalin’s multi-million man army equipped with tanks and atomic bombs. It’s so evident that that vast military power is the great problem we must solve today—

But is it? Isn’t it, rather, a quite different problem that, in 2151 A.D., will be foolishly obvious? For instance the real problem isn’t Stalin’s army, but Stalin’s….

But that’s another science-fiction story.

John W. Campbell, Jr.

Mountainside, N. J.

September, 1951
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