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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.



      
      Contents


      Title Page

      Gateway Introduction

      Contents

      
      Introduction

      
      Chapter One

      
      Chapter Two

      
      Chapter Three

      
      Chapter Four

      
      Chapter Five

      
      Chapter Six

      
      Chapter Seven

      
      Chapter Eight

      
      Chapter Nine

      
      Chapter Ten

      
      Chapter Eleven

      
      Chapter Twelve

      
      Website
 
      Also by Robert Silverberg


      About the Author

      Copyright


   



      
      
      THE SILENT INVADERS

      
      Introduction

      
      It is a strange and wonderful thing for a writer to forget the existence of one of his own novels. Rather like a parent forgetting
         one of his children; but I imagine that Johann Sebastian Bach, who was responsible for some twenty offspring, occasionally
         had trouble reciting the names of the whole tribe from memory, and I, well, I have written a lot of novels. THE SILENT INVADERS
         is one that did indeed slip from my mind.
      

      
      The occasion on which I rediscovered it was an odd one, a bit schizophrenic, a moment in which I experienced that curious
         split between the ‘Robert Silverberg’ who is my own personal identity and the ‘Robert Silverberg’ who is the World-Famous
         Science Fiction Writer of someone else’s scenario. I mean, I have been carrying my identity around for a long time, and the fact that I have written s-f is
         part of that identity, but not by any means all of it; a whole goulash of other events, activities, preferences, habits, hobbies,
         and whatnot is part of it too. But to readers I am simply a character in the great unfolding drama of science fiction that
         goes  on in their heads; I am an abstraction, a name on a title page, a structure made of words.
      

      
      Anyway, there I was in Alamogordo, New Mexico, on a summer day in 1973, midway in a rambling jaunt through the Southwest from
         Carlsbad to Santa Fe. I stopped in a luncheonette/news company on the main street for a cold drink, and sauntered over to
         explore the book racks. Naturally I checked the science fiction shelves, and (it is forgivable egocentricity) my eye happened
         to wander to that familiar place between Sheckley and Simak where the Silverberg titles are often kept, and in that place
         I spied an unfamiliar and rather handsome paperback, the cover of which declared:
      

       

         THE SILENT INVADERS

         By the Winner of Science Fiction’s
Hugo and Nebula Awards

         ROBERT SILVERBERG

        

     
      ‘Ah,’ I said instantly to myself, ‘there’s a new Silverberg novel out. How splendid!’

      
      And I reached for it, and only when my hand was midway to the shelf did I tremble a bit and remember that I was Silverberg, and that my new novel was called DYING INSIDE, and not THE SILENT INVADERS, and that in fact I couldn’t remember anything called THE SILENT INVADERS at all. Was there some other Robert Silverberg in the s-f business now? Had I carelessly
         turned this novel out last year without noticing it? No. No. Please, no.
      

      
      A glance at the copyright page told me everything. The book had first been published in 1963. It had been written somewhat
         earlier, of course. It had been out of print for a long time, and out of mind for nearly as long. Someone at Ace had reached
         into the back list and yanked it forth. And there it was, to my surprise, on public sale in Alamogordo, New Mexico. I paid
         my 95c – this was 1973, remember, and paperbacks were a mere 95c then – and walked off with the book, and that night dropped
         a postcard to my agent to find out what the dickens was going on. It was, indeed, a reissue, and nobody had warned me it was
         coming. And now, again, a few years later, the book comes forth, only this time with some advance notice to its author, who
         will have only himself to blame if he is startled once again to find it on sale.
      

      
      For the bibliographical record: I wrote the original version of THE SILENT INVADERS, a 16,000 word novella, all the way back
         in December, 1957, when good old Ike was in the White House and I was still a beardless boy. (As it happens, I began to grow
         the beard that is so familiar a part of my appearance the very week I was working on the short version of THE SILENT INVADERS.
         It was that long ago.) The story was commissioned by one of my most dependable markets, a magazine called Science Fiction Adventures, edited by the estimable Larry T. Shaw. Alas, SFA folded a few months later, and Shaw used the story in his surviving magazine,
         Infinity, where it appeared under the pseudonym of Calvin M. Knox. I have the issue before me as I write – the date is October, 1958,
         the cover is a bright red job done by Emsh, and the headline reads, ‘WAS SHE A WOMAN – OR A MONSTER? … a great CALVIN KNOX novel.’ Wasn’t a bad story, wasn’t an amazingly good one – just a routine job of the sort I knocked out pretty rapidly in those days
         to pay the bills. (My ledger reveals that I was paid in December of 1958 for this story that I wrote one year earlier – $237. Which is one reason why young writers of science fiction then tended
         to knock out a lot of stories for the sake of paying their bills.)
      

      
      Subsequently – a long time subsequently – I hatched the notion of expanding that novella into a novel for Ace Books. The contract
         for THE SILENT INVADERS is dated March 14, 1962. I had a lot of bills to pay that month, too, bills of a size that would have
         stupefied the lad who wrote that story four years previously; for in February of 1962 I had moved into Fiorello La Guardia’s
         old house in Riverdale, New York, your basic neat little fifteen-room mansion, and I was desperately trying to get it repainted,
         furnished, and otherwise up to snuff. Which meant selling a lot of books in a hurry, and it was tempting to resuscitate old properties and blow them up
         to book length. I finished my expansion of the story a bit later in March of 1962 and Ace published it the following spring,
         in a double volume with William F. Temple’s BATTLE OF VENUS on the flip side.
      

      
      Comparing the shorter version with the book is instructive. So far as plot goes, the two are virtually identical, and neither
         is what you’d call Hugo-quality work. But the expansion allowed me to put a coat of recognizably Silverberg-sounding prose
         over the bare bones of the cloak-and-dagger adventure story beneath. The most significant place of this sort is Chapter Nine,
         the telepathy scene, in which my 1962 self suddenly burst out with a flourish of imagery and passion that sounds much more
         like the Silverberg of 1970 or 1971, the Silverberg of DYING INSIDE and TOWER OF GLASS, than the kid who wrote the original
         story in 1957. The same scene, in the magazine version, is perfunctory by comparison. I find it most interesting to see these
         phases in my own development lying there like the strata of some buried city.
      

      
      I would not try to pretend that THE SILENT INVADERS is a landmark in American literature, or even a very important segment
         of the oeuvre of Robert Silverberg. It is, after all, a book whose very existence I managed to forget in just eleven years – not because
         I was repressing the memory, mind you, just because I had no reason to keep it in mind. It’s a decent action story, cobbled together out of second-hand ingredients
         by a young man who had to buy a few thousand buckets of house-paint, and not much more. I could tell you in some detail why
         it isn’t as memorable a book as DYING INSIDE or DOWNWARD TO THE EARTH or NIGHTWINGS, but you will probably be able to arrive
         at the reasons on your own. On the other hand, there are always people at science fiction conventions who seek me out to tell
         me how much they loved my straightforward melodramatic adventure novels of twenty years ago, and how much they wish I hadn’t
         deviated into writing all that arty literary stuff. They know what they like, and who am I to quarrel with them? In its original
         printing this book was dedicated to a beloved tomcat of mine, long since gone to his reward; I let that dedication stand,
         but now I dedicate this book also to all those people who yearn for the good old days when the ‘Robert Silverberg’ byline
         meant books like THE SILENT INVADERS.
      

      

      Robert Silverberg       

      
      Oakland, California   

      
      June 1976

   

OEBPS/images/Art_pub.jpg
%EWAY





OEBPS/images/9780575105997.jpg
TEWAY

WINNER OF THE HUGO, NEBULA, WORLD
FANTASY & SFWA GRAND MASTER

ROBERT
SILVERBERG

THE SILENT
INVADERS

WHERE SILVERBERG GOES TODAY,
THE REST OF SCIENCE FICTION WILL
FOLLOW TOMORROW!

ISAAC ASIMOV





