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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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PROLOGUE

Scop. (1995–?) A bitter man with bitter eyes and a bitter mouth set bitterly underneath a bitter forehead that leaked bitterness, glowed with pain. “No more,” Scop said bitterly, little flights of saliva dazzling their way free from his tongue, dribbling their absent way down his pointed chin to hang suspended in the stop-time an inch above his highly polished, almost fluorescent shoes. “No more of this at all,” and wrenched himself, springing the lever, forced himself back then to 1963 where most bitterly—

He stood on a Grassy Knoll with an enormous box camera dressed as a tourist of the time snapping photographs of the Presidential motorcade. (They would never quite figure him out in the investigations but no matter.) It passed by him slowly, lumpish in the Dallas midday, motorcycles front and back, the President waving. Across the way another photographer crouched: Abraham Zapruder. Scop smiled and caught the President clearly in frame open to one tenth aperture just as the first bullet hit twitching back the head. The President screamed (only Scop could hear it but there it was). The President’s mouth opened as if he were attempting to ingest the bullet but before the manufacturer’s toy camera could get that impossible expression the necessary second bullet hit the occipital zones causing fragmentation. Bitterly Scop launched himself out of there clutching his camera, moved to 1965 in Arlington where he caught a splendid snap of Rockwell’s brains blown out in a parking lot, then shunted hurriedly to 1968. Time was running out. He checked into a strategically located motel muttering oh do excuse as he pushed his way past businessmen to the swimming pool, ducked under a deck chair, got himself situated not a moment too soon to see the Reverend come strolling into the kind evening light of the balcony and got one, two, three, four angles of the death mask, then whisked to the mosque too late for Malcolm’s death but time enough for a lovely portrait of his widow screaming. Bitterly. 1995, the very year in which Scop was born was the last on this swing; he waited out two hours in the public square playing a rented lute and making believe that his camera was alive; onlookers thought him gently crazy but when the Premier was shot in the temple in the motorcade they thought differently. Scop supposed. He had no way of being sure of this of course and with eight exquisite freeze-frames he was already gone.

Back to bitter 1963 and the Grassy Knoll. Terrible times then, slaughter of the infra-structure but there was nothing to be said, event was immutable: you moved on. Sentiment called however; pilgrimage had its role even at the cost of pain. Motorcade on the way again. Two tourists stood behind Scop, women in their early fifties, long-lived for those times, dressed in sunsuits. “Boy get away from me,” one of them said and Scop said something unprintable in a foreign language, did not move, looked for the motorcade. Where was Zapruder anyway? “Didn’t you listen?” the second woman said, “don’t you listen to anything, are you crazy?” and moved deliberately to step on his toe but Scop said fara fara in the old tongue and hit her a soft but stunning blow behind the ear, kicked the other unconscious with cunning toes on the spinal regions and then, feeling his failure, knowing his bitterness, winked back to the Time of Origin where he made the necessary adjustments that would compensate for their nonentity, altered lines of flux so that their descendants would be transferred without penalty to others of the nineteenth generation and then returning to the exact spot but three seconds earlier dragged the women away from Grassy Knoll with surprising strength, thirty whole seconds before the motorcade passed.

No one noticed him of course. They were interested only in the events of the day which were clearly Zapruder’s; no one had noticed Scop because Scop, originally, had never been there. Behind a hedge he committed rough, quick, unspeakable sexual acts upon the women from vague compulsion and then leapt to the time span suddenly opening, felt it devouring him fleshily. He returned to embarkation. “Enough,” he said to the machines against their quick strokes and bird beat, “There must be no more of this. These assassinations … these assassinations were horrible.” He had every right to be truly bitter. “It could have been different,” he said.

Melodramatically Scop fell to his knees, engineering now for remorse. “Forgive me,” he said, “forgive me for this,” and then the bitterness overwhelmed to say nothing of the cries of rage of the Temporals as they, having deduced his mission, caught and seized him, shunted him away, four channels diverted to find himself sealed and decked. But not unconscious, oh no. Not unconscious. Bitterly, he considered his failure.


PART ONE


I

SCOP’S FAILURE: If he had not lost it would have been another way, perhaps like this: Scop would have appeared before the old man robed and cloaked at the proper hour, standing deferential yet radiating assurance in the hall of interviews and would have shown his photographs, unfurled them, tripped them one by one like playing cards from his fist, showing them to the astonished Master who would have clutched his own garments withdrawing. “What is the meaning of this? where have we obtained this blasphemy?” the old man would have shrieked.

“Through mastery of the temporal,” Scop would have said, “capturing one by one the frozen moments in which our history itself pivoted. Kennedy dead, the kings assassinated. Here at the moment of impact we can see the gong of civilization struck.”

“What you have done is illegal. Witness may be allowed under certain circumstance but photographs never,” the Master would have said, leaning forward, scuttling the photographs, hiding them in his robes. “You have broken all of the codes; you are asked to submit at once, no delay, to questioning,” he says. “You will explain why this was done and how you have circumvented the codes.”

“It is of no matter. I have duplicates.” Suddenly Scop leans forward, seizes the Temporal Master by the ribbons of his own clothing and pulls the old man closer to him, a faint, fine quiver like that of the machine goes through his hands, a faint, dense sweetish odor penetrates Scop’s nostrils, he becomes aware as if for the first time of the acute mortality and vulnerability of the Master and this dismays him because he has not up until now really concerned himself with that problem, being more involved—let us face it—with the reordering of all existence. “We live in a time stream based upon astonishment and disaster, created by a series of accidents, based upon pain and brutality which sends us lurching inch by inch in pain toward a future we cannot divine,” he says rather floridly, makes florid gestures with his hands upon the Master’s robe, with equal floridity although perhaps some self-awareness wipes his forehead. “Look at these pictures and you will see the proof inviolable. Don’t turn away!” he shrieks to the Master whose old eyes indeed do turn inward and who begins to breathe steamily through his mouth exhaling fumes of cabbage, onion, incense and the other mysterious materials which Scop imagines the Masters to eat, “You’ve got to face it, you’ve got to face the truth, our world is based on murder,” and indeed as he shakes and shakes the old man (becoming more aware of his vulnerability on the instant and by that knowledge also understanding his own power in a world he never made) he can feel the insight driven into him, some spike into the consciousness of the diseased but necessarily gallant old man whose eyes flutter open with that knowledge and the Master says, “Why I do see this, I see it indeed! You’re perfectly right: how can an evolution predicated upon the murder of saints lead to anything but barbarism?” and he begins to laugh. Scop laughs also, the two of them laugh hopelessly in the dim clamp of the enclosure while joy fills Scop’s heart for he knows that he has made his case to the Master and that all will be changed. The lines will be changed, the dead will walk again, the enormously complicated task of switching over will begin and within his lifetime if not within the next decade Scop will see a world of truth and justice in which the lives of the saints, perpetuated to their natural end, gave impetus to the era of benevolence which follows. “Thank you,” the old man says, “thank you for helping me to see this. How unreasonable we were to have thought that this could go on, Scop.” Scop, he says again, murmuring it, the ritual of naming and places his hand on Scop’s head now, the translucent fingers shaking and Scop feels vague warmth, light, distension … he feels joined through the ritual of the naming in some indefinable fashion which will weld him and the Master together for all time, may lead for all he knows, to his own initiation as Master some day … but as this moment flows over him, as he revels in the understanding that he has, almost single-handedly brought the era of barbarism to a close the photographs wink and dazzle before him, they seem to blend and flow together in the murky light and then there are cries, cries all around him, the sounds of the trespassers coming into the hall to seize him with enormous hands and as they drag him away Scop realizes—or then again he tries to avert the realization—that none of this has truly happened and that what he has taken to be resolution is nothing more than a construction, he never got through to the Master, the Master never listened to him, the Master refused to agree … and they tear him from there, he protesting, screaming for his evidentiary photographs but they take him far to a safe place and there he is wrapped layer between layer of stasis while they decide, oh how he hopes that they will decide soon! what they will do with or to him.
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