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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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al•ien (āl’yən, ā’le ən), n. 1. one born in or belonging to another country who has not acquired citizenship by naturalization (distinguished from citizen). 2. a foreigner. 3. one who has been estranged or excluded. 4. a nonterrestrial being. —adj. 5. residing under a government or in a country other than that of one’s birth without having or obtaining rights of citizenship there. 6. belonging or relating to aliens: alien property. 7. foreign; strange; not belonging to one: alien speech. 8. adverse; hostile; opposed (usually fol. by to or from): ideas alien to our way of thinking. 9. nonterrestrial. [ME < L aliən(us), equiv. to all(us) other + -ēnus adj. suffix; see -ENE] —Syn. 1. immigrant. 2. See stranger. 3. outcast.

al•ien•age (āl’yə nij, ā’lē ə-), n. 1. state of being an alien. 2. the legal status of an alien. Also called alien. ISM. [ALIEN + -AGE]

al•ien•ate (āl’ýə nāt’, ā’lē ə-), v.t., -at•ed, -at•ing. 1. to make indifferent or averse; estrange: He has alienated his entire family. 2. to turn away; transfer or divert: to alienate funds from their intended purpose. 3. Law. to transfer or convey, as title, property, or other right, to another: to alienate lands. [late ME < L aliēnāt(us) (ptp. of aliēnāre), equiv. to alien(us) ALIEN + -ātus -ATE1] —al’ien•a’tor, n.

al•ien•a•tion (āl’nā shən, a’le ə), n. 1. act of alienating. 2. state of being alienated. 3. Law, a transfer of the title to property by one person to another; conveyance. 4. Psychiatry. a. mental or psychiatric illness. b. legal insanity. 5. Statistics. the lack of correlation in the variation of two measurable variates over a population. [late ME < L aliēnātiōn- (s. of aliēnātiō), equiv. to aliēnāt(us) (see ALIENATE) + -iōn--ION]

al•ien•ism (āl’yə niz’əm, āl’ē ə-), n. 1. alienate. 2. the study or treatment of mental diseases, esp. in their relation to legal problems. [ALIEN + -ISM]

from The Random House
Dictionary of the English Language




Portamento

THE END OF THE WORLD HAPPENED OUT OF SIGHT AND out of mind.

Umi-jada! Umi-jada! Wamma, wamma bing bang!

The dancers form in a semblance of a line, and step in and out, to and fro, to the music of an exotic steel band.

Jami-bobba, jami-bobba, rama zama ding dong!

Overhead, a light-year or so from the planet Ondine where the dancers ignorantly revel, worried commanders examine war-board screens in great battle cruisers.

Umi-jada! Umi-jada! Wamma, wamma bing bang!

The man looks at the ersatz chorus line with longing and some wry amusement, leaning back on his bar stool, sipping Ondinian ale.

Jami-bobba, jami-bobba, rama rama ring rang!

“Dagger’s completely out, sir,” a young officer reports to the admiral aboard the flagship. The commander is about thirty years older than his chronological age, and reaches for a stomach pill, gulps it down with some water.

“We can’t hold the line without her,” the old man manages to utter in a voice hoarse and strained. The aide looks uncomfortable. He knows this, too.

“Then we’re going to lose Ondine,” he responds, voice quivering.

Zippi-doo-a, zippi-doo-a, ringa ranga rung rung!

In the bar on Ondine, the man orders another dark brown ale and feels his loneliness more acutely here, in the midst of a crowded nightclub, than alone in his hotel room. He wishes wistfully that he’d had a childhood, that he’d learned to dance.

Zippi-doo-a, zippi-doo-a, ringa ranga rung rung!

Aboard the battle cruiser, the admiral discovers that he is out of stomach pills, even though they were a hundred to the bottle. Angrily, he throws the empty bottle at the wall, then stares in frustration at the computer projections of friendly and enemy forces and sees the tremendous bulge in the front. He knows his needs. He needs at least eight, possibly nine cruiser-class vessels to punch that bulge in space back in. Failing that, he needs to get roaring drunk.

Both needs are impossible to fulfill in his present position.

Umi-bobba, umi-bobba, wingi wangi wong wong!

The man in the Ondine bar looks at the girl in the line. She is radiant, alive, lost in the music and the togetherness of the dance. Not attractive, not at all: stringy black hair, jaw overlarge, badly overweight in all the wrong places. But there was a fire in her, an energy, a life-force when she joined in the dance. He downs his ale and wishes longingly to feel that in himself, but inside there is only a hollow emptiness.

Umi-jada! Umi-jada! Wamma wamma bing bang!

The admiral sighs. Without the firepower of the Dagger the bulge is enlarging, starting to curve in. It seems so tiny on the great electronic map board, a matter of mere centimeters. Actually, it was less than that when set just against the size of the front, let alone the size of the galaxy. Just a speck among the four-thousand-plus human worlds linked in the defensive unit called the Combine.

Yes, he notes, the sadness welling up in him, the bulge starts to loop, starts around that tiny little dot there, that one little flyspeck no bigger than a pinhead.

That world, where people were still dancing in joyful ignorance.

Jami-bobba, jami-bobba, rama zama dong dong!

He’d met her only a few hours earlier, looking forlorn and alone on the beach facing the ocean. Her name was—let’s see, what was it, now? Azu—Azure Pontine. An interesting name. Kind of a pretty name, really. He’d started up a mild conversation about the sea birds, and she’d responded. That didn’t happen often, not to him. She flirted, he made a pass, and they started touring the clubs and carny attractions up and down the beach. It’d been fun. More fun than doing it alone, the way he was used to doing it. And then they’d been passing this joint and she’d heard the bong dance, and that’s how it stood.

Umi jama! Umi jamma! Wamma wamma bing bang!

The admiral orders more stomach pills and bawls out a few aides for minor nothings with a furv that surprises even him. They don’t mind; they understand. They are feeling the same way themselves, and this has happened to them before. That’s why they’re on the flagship.

The admiral, they know, is putting off the inevitable as long as possible.

Jami-bobba, jami-bobba, rama rama ring rang!

The man is unsure of his own feelings and he doesn’t like that. He’d always prided himself on his self-control, but the older he got the less able he was to control anything. He was becoming a creature of emotion, dark emotion, and it was eating him alive. He knows this, admits this, but feels trapped. He knows intellectually that he seized upon this girl because she was someone, another human being, someone who was with him despite a total lack of understanding of him, or even a care about him. That, too, was all right; nobody ever cared, nobody ever understood. He cared—cared so much that he tortured himself constantly, desperately wishing that he could be a part of them, a part of humanity, and not a thing apart, knowing that something inside of him created the wrongness, unable to know what it was or do anything about it.

Lights flicker, the happy line of dancers kicks and reels to the beat of the combo, their shadows flickering against the studded tapestry backdrop of the dance floor; shadows that move and flow as a single organism, joined, linked together visually as in the rhythm of the dance, while the man’s shadow does not touch the dance floor, although it reaches for it.

Zippi-doo-a, zippi-doo-a, ringa ranga rung rung!

The admiral pushes back his white hair, which seems greasy and thick to his touch. He realizes for the first time that he is sweating, that he is feeling every ache he ever felt in his life, including aches not so much of the body as of the soul.

He looks around the command bridge and wants to cry, not just for the defeat, not just for the souls on a planet named Ondine, soon to be lost no matter what he does, but for them—these incredible men and women who feel as frustrated, as tired, as angry, and as sick as he, yet perform their own duties as experts. They didn’t have young, dedicated officers to take it out on. Perhaps they had friends, even relatives, down there. Certainly most of them had visited the beautiful world at one time or another. A perfect shore-leave place.

Who do they take their feelings out on? he wonders idly, feeling suddenly foolish and ashamed. He knows they understand, but that makes it worse, not better. They have nobody to take it out on.

They didn’t have his responsibility, either.

Zippi-doo-a, zipp-doo-a, ringa ranga rung rung!

The man takes out a sinkweed and lights it, inhaling deeply. He knows that interaction with the ale will make him high as a kite, but it’s all he has. Why was she alone on the beach? he wonders idly. Why did she pick him? Probably because I look safe, he decides. He always looked safe: fat, tall, balding, a trace of a goatee that didn’t work on his oily, pitted face. A shy, halting manner; they knew he understood. Everybody’s big brother.

He hates the dance line. He studies their faces, wonders which one would make a pass at her, take her away from him. The flickering lights seem to mist in front of him, forming an intangible, transparent barrier. They are on the other side of the barrier, with her.

Umi-bobba! Umi-bobba! Wingi wangi wong wong!

The circle is closing, forming a larger bulge on the screen.

“Messenger’s hit!” comes a call from the ensign. She looks up at the admiral, expectant but with hollow eyes.

He tries to force water to his cracked lips, but feels only bile. Finally, he manages a soft, almost inaudible croak.

“Withdraw and regroup,” comes the broken whisper, the deadly ghost of words they cannot prevent or exorcise.

“Aye, sir,” comes the slurred reply.

The bridge is silent for a long period, but the order has already been sent, received, and by the flickering of cheap little lights, acknowledged.

Finally the old man, for now he is just that, not an admiral commanding a battle, looks up through tears.

“How many people on Ondine?” he asks. There are no tears left in his eyes, but they pour out of his voice.

“Not many, sir,” comes a consoling reply. “Almost unpopulated, really. After all, it was designed as a resort, not a mother planet.”

“How many?” he demands in a tone that would have cut cold steel.

The ensign stiffens. “Sixteen million, give or take,” she replies crisply, like she was giving the number of tomatoes on Farm Number 34.

“Sixteen million,” the old man repeats in wonder. “Only sixteen million?” He stiffens, his face contorted with rage. “Only sixteen million?” he roars. “ONLY SIXTEEN MILLION!” He is screaming now.

The bridge seems impossibly large, the people in it mere specks, like the tiny little lights on the war board, like the tiny little dot that is Ondine. The anguish is a living thing, bouncing from wall to wall, corner to corner.

The ship is pulling out, pulling back, but not the people aboard her. Their bodies are going, for certain, but their minds are fixed on Ondine.

Umi-jada! Umi-jada! Wang bong BONG!

The dance is over now. The dancers release each other’s hands and struggle to their places. The girl moves toward him, toward the stool next to his, where her boilermaker demands attention now. She is laughing, smiling, and almost flopping onto the stool, she leans back and spins once around.

“Wheeee!” she breathes, chest heaving, and he laughs at her exuberance, as if that laugh for one precious moment makes him a part of it. He lurches slightly, almost falls off his stool, catches himself.

She laughs again—it’s a pleasant laugh; she has a soft and sexy voice that doesn’t go with her looks at all. She’d be the greatest sex symbol on Ondine if she were on the radio.

“You’re tight!” she accuses playfully, then downs her double whiskey and reaches for the ale. “Got a sink-weed?”

He chuckles, gets one, lights it and hands it to her.

“You’re flying pretty high yourself,” he responds lightly. “And that thing with a boilermaker ain’t gonna help any.”

She inhales deeply, then chugs some more of the ale. He watches almost admiringly; the three he’s had have bloated him.

“Aaah! This is Ondine!” she responds. “Anything goes on Ondine! That’s what it’s here for!” She finishes the last of the ale. He lights another sinkweed for himself.

Suddenly her head darts up. That playfulness is still in her voice and manner and in her crooked smile. She reaches over, grabs his arm.

“C’mon! Let’s go visit the ocean again!”

She almost pulls him off the stool, and they are running now, out the wide doors of the club, out into the twilight.

The ocean’s roar is just across the brick lane inexplicably called a “boardwalk.” The lights of the joints and tourist traps seem remote once they reach the beach, now shrouded in dusk, the noise of the clubs, the rides, the attractions, the people all mixing in a wild crescendo with the crashing of the surf and the final call of sea birds warning of the approaching dark.

They are flying, sailing along in a chemically induced elation enhanced by the setting sun and the cooler evening air.

Now they are running, running through the surf, which reaches out gently for them, touches them, splashes them. It feels tingly and they laugh, she still running ungainly, dragging him by the hand she clenches tightly.

Finally she stumbles, and he can’t stop, falling on top of her.

She giggles, reaches over to him, pulls him to her. They kiss. They embrace. It’s a long, long time, or no time at all.

Finally she relaxes, and so does he, and they lie there on the beach, wet and full of sand, looking out at the darkening horizon.

“The sun’s set,” he notes for no particular reason except there is nothing else to say.

“But there’s an afterglow,” she responds. “It’s beautiful against the clouds.”

He looks hard, watching the deep magenta glow reflecting against Ondine’s ever-present cloud cover and the roaring sea, so different in the lighter gravity than seas he’d known, like sheets rippling, twisting the afterglow reflection into a million strange and fiery shapes.

They watch for what seems the longest time, until the afterglow has all but disappeared.

It only lasts a few brief minutes, she thinks. How lucky we were to have caught it.

Now it’s the awkward time, he thinks, the growing blackness bringing back the deep emptiness and fear in his own soul. Now what? Do I sit here with her all night? Should I make a move? Will she walk away if I make a move? Oh, God! I don’t know what to do, and she seems to be waiting for something. Here it is again!

At first she doesn’t sense his unease; then, for a moment, she can’t figure it out, and begins to feel let down. Am I this bad? she thinks for the hundredth time. Even here in the dark? Is he thinking of a nice way to drop me like most of them do?

Finally she snuggles up to him; the wind begins to make the wet clothing feel clammy and irritating. He accepts her, puts his arm around her, and she leans into him.

“Do you have a room near here?” she whispers in her best voice.

He nods, excitement rising in him at the question, but wary lest he lose the moment too soon.

“Just up the ‘walk. A short walk from here.”

“Ocean view?” she asks.

He nods, although it’s too dark now to see. “Oh, yes.”

He gets up, offers his hand, and she pulls herself to her feet. He puts his arm around her, and they walk to his hotel.

Both feel conspicuous and guilty in the hotel lobby, and both look a mess, but this is nothing new to the hotel personnel, who hardly notice. They board the lift capsule, which is mercifully vacant, and he says “Ten,” and the thing shoots up to that floor in eleven seconds.

He is still nervous, still sure this evening must go sour, and he has trouble unlocking the door. Finally it opens, and as they enter the soft lighting comes on. It is a typical Ondine beachfront room; one wall is transparent, looking out at the ocean but seeing only darkness now; a desk, a small table, a couple of padded chairs, and a huge round bed.

“Can you make the windows so we can feel the sea breeze and hear the ocean?” she almost whispers. “I’ve got to get the sand off.”

He chuckles, and sets the window. The field dissolves, leaving an apparent wall-sized opening into space. The sea breeze and salt smell comes through, and the crashing of the waves mixes with the human circus that will go on until all hours of the night. He feels nervous at this setting, even though he knows that the same energy field that creates the window is still really there, preventing anyone from actually falling out or, as he’d considered more than once, jumping.

There is the rush of a waterspray from the bathroom.

“Turn the lights out completely,” she calls from inside. He does, and finds that there’s still the faintest light reflected from boardwalk to air.

He undresses himself, the sand irritating him. He senses more than hears her emerge from the bathroom, since the rear of the room is very dark. He goes into the bathroom, wipes himself off, and returns to her.

She is standing in front of the window wall. He can see her, faintly, in the light-glow. She is nude, as is he.

She hears him, and turns slightly. He goes up to her, and puts his arm around her.

Finally, they walk over to the bed. The night air coming in now is slightly chilly, and their skin feels cold to the touch of the other.

He is sex-starved, ravenous. She is mechanical; there is no feeling, it’s all take and no give. She is satisfied in a few minutes; he is just getting warmed up. She is not used to this sort of man, and she is puzzled and concerned, feeling guilty, as if she did something wrong. She lets him keep at it, but it’s no good, her moment has come and gone, and she slowly, sadly lets him know it.

She apologizes softly, but it is he who feels guilty, and somewhat sad. He will not press. The moments were enough. For a brief time, “I” was “we” and that was more than he’d experienced in a long, long time.

It’s still “we,” he thinks, arm loosely around her. Until tomorrow, anyway. There’s another human being with me until tomorrow.

And, for now, that’s enough.

At 2640 hours Ondine time the lights on the boardwalk at Lamarine went out for good. They were together, asleep, and did not notice it.

No one shut off the night, or the breeze, or the roaring sea.
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