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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 End of Summer

   



      
      I

      
      Americaport hadn’t changed since he’d last seen it, two hundred years before. It was set as far away from any other civilized
         area as possible, so that no plane, no matter how badly strayed, could possibly miss its landing and crash into a dwelling.
         Except for the straight-edge swath of the highway leading south, it was completely isolated if you forgot the almost deserted
         tube station. Its edge was dotted by hangars and a few offices, but the terminal building itself was small, and severely functional.
         Massive with bare concrete, aseptic with steel and aluminium, it was a gray, bleak place in the wilderness.
      

      
      Kester Fay was so glad to see it that he jumped impatiently from the big jet’s passenger lift. He knew he was getting curious
         looks from the ground crew clustered around the stainless-steel ship, but he would have been stared at in any case, and he
         had seen the sports car parked and waiting for him beside the Administration Building. He hurried across the field at a pace
         that attracted still more attention, eager to get his clearance and be off.
      

      
      He swung his memory vault impatiently by the chain from his wristlet while the Landing Clearance officer checked his passport,
         but the man was obviously too glad to see someone outside the small circle of airlines personnel. He stalled interminably,
         and while Fay had no doubt that his life out here bored him to tears, it was becoming harder and harder to submit patiently.
      

      
      ‘Christopher Jordan Fay,’ the man read off, searching for a fresh conversational opening. ‘Well, Mr Fay, we haven’t seen you
         here since ’753. Enjoy your stay?’
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ he answered as shortly as possible. Enjoyed it? Well, yes, he supposed he had, but it was hard to feel that way since
         he’d played his old American memories at augmented volume all through the flight across the Atlantic. Lord, but he was tired of Europe at this moment; weary of winding grassy lanes that meandered with classic patience among
         brooks and along creeks, under old stately trees! ‘It’s good to be back where a man can stretch his legs, though.’
      

      
      The official chuckled politely, stamping forms. ‘I’ll bet it is at that. Planning to stay long?’

      
      Forever, if I can help it, Fay thought first. But then he smiled ruefully. His life had already been an overdone demonstration that forever was a long
         time. ‘For a while, at any rate,’ he answered, his impatience growing as he thought of the car again. He shuffled his feet
         on the case-hardened flooring.
      

      
      ‘Shall I arrange for transportation to New York?’

      
      Fay shook his head, ‘Not for me. But the man who drove my car up might be a customer.’

      
      The official’s eyebrows rose, and Fay suddenly remembered that America, with its more liberal social attitudes, might tolerate
         him more than Europe had, but that there were still plenty of conservatives sheltered under the same banner.
      

      
      As a matter of fact, he should have realized that the official was a Homebody; a Civil Service man, no doubt. Even with a
         dozen safe places to put it down within easy reach, he still kept his memory vault chained to his wrist. Fay’s own eyebrows
         lifted, and amusement glittered in his eyes.
      

      
      ‘Driving down?’ The official looked at Fay with a mixture of respect, envy, and disapproval.

      
      ‘It’s only fifteen hundred miles’, Fay said with careful nonchalance. Actually, he felt quite sure that he was going to throttle
         the man if he wasn’t let out of here and behind the wheel soon. But it would never do to be anything but bored in front of
         a Homebody. ‘I expect to make it in about three days,’ he added, almost yawning.
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir,’ the man said, instantly wrapping himself in a mantle of aloof politeness, but muttering ‘Dilly!’ almost audibly.

      
      
      Fay’d hit home with that one, all right! Probably, the man had never set foot in an automobile. Certainly, he considered it
         a barefaced lie that anyone would undertake to average fifty mph during a driving day. Safe, cushiony pneumocars were his
         speed – and he an airlines employee!
      

      
      Fay caught himself hastily. Everybody had a right to live any way he wanted to, he reminded himself.

      
      But he could not restrain an effervescent grin at the man’s sudden injured shift to aloofness.

      
      ‘All right, sir,’ the official said crisply, returning Fay’s passport. ‘Here you are. No baggage, of course?’

      
      ‘Of course,’ Fay said agreeably, and if that had been intended as a slur at people who traveled light and fast, it had fallen
         exceedingly flat. He waved his hand cheerfully as he turned away, while the official stared at him sourly. ‘I’ll be seeing
         you again, I imagine.’
      

      
      ‘I’m afraid not, sir,’ the man answered with a trace of malevolence. ‘United States Lines is shutting down passenger service
         the first of next dekayear.’
      

      
      Momentarily nonplussed, Fay hesitated. ‘Oh? Too bad. No point to continuing, though, is there?’

      
      ‘No, sir. I believe you were our first in a hectoyear and a half.’ Quite obviously, he considered that as much of a mark of
         Cain as necessary.
      

      
      ‘Well … must be dull out here, eh?’

      
      He cocked a satiric eye at the man and was gone, chuckling at that telling blow while the massive exit door swung ponderously
         shut behind him.
      

      
      The car’s driver was obviously a Worker who’d taken on the job because he needed money for some obscure, Workerish purpose.
         Fay settled the business in the shortest possible time, counting out hundred-dollar bills with a rapid shuffle. He threw in
         another for good measure, and waved the man aside, punching the starter vibrantly. He was back, he was home! He inhaled deeply,
         breathing the untrammeled air.
      

      
      Curled around mountains and trailed gently through valleys, the road down through New York State was a joy. Fay drove it with a light, appreciative smile, guiding his car exuberantly, his muscles locked into communion with the automobile’s
         grace and power as his body responded to each banked turn, each surge of acceleration below the downward crest of a hill.
         There was nothing like this in Europe – nothing. Over there, they left no room for his kind among their stately people.
      

      
      He had almost forgotten what it was like to sit low behind the windscreen of a two-seater and listen to the dancing explosions
         of the unmuffled engine. It was good to be back, here on this open, magnificent road, with nothing before or behind but satin-smooth
         ferroconcrete, and heaped green mountains to either side.
      

      
      He was alone on the road, but thought nothing of it. There were very few who lived his kind of life. Now that his first impatience
         had passed, he was sorry he hadn’t been able to talk to the jet’s pilot. But that, of course, had been out of the question.
         Even with all the safety interlocks, there was the chance that one moment’s attention lost would allow an accident to happen.
      

      
      So, Fay had spent the trip playing his memory on the plane’s excellent equipment, alone in the comfortable but small compartment
         forward of the ship’s big cargo cabin.
      

      
      He shrugged as he nudged the car around a curve in the valley. It couldn’t be helped. It was a lonely life, and that was all
         there was to it. He wished there were more people who understood that it was the only life – the only solution to the problem which had fragmented them into so many social patterns. But there were not. And,
         he supposed, they were all equally lonely. The Homebodies, the Workers, the Students, and the Teachers. Even, he conceded,
         the Hoppers. He’d Hopped once himself, as an experiment. It had been a hollow, hysteric experience.
      

      
      The road straightened, and, some distance ahead, he saw the white surface change to the dark macadam of an urban district.
         He slowed in response, considering the advisability of switching his safeties in and decided it was unnecessary as yet. He
         disliked being no more than a pea in a safetied car’s basket, powerless to do anything but sit with his hands and feet off the controls. No; for another moment,
         he wanted to be free to turn the car nearer the shoulder and drive through the shade of the thick shrubbery and overhanging
         trees. He breathed deeply of the faint fragrance in the air and once more told himself that this was the only way to live, the only way to find some measure of vitality. A Dilly? Only in the jealous vocabularies of the
         Homebodies, so long tied to their hutches and routines that the scope of mind and emotion had narrowed to fit their microcosm.
      

      
      Then, without warning, still well on the white surface of open road, the brown shadow darted out of the bushes and flung itself
         at his wheels, barking shrilly.
      

      
      He tried to snap the car out of the way, his face suddenly white, but the dog moved unpredictably, its abrupt yell of pain
         louder than the scream of Fay’s brakes. He felt the soft bump, and then his foot jerked away from the clutch and the car stalled
         convulsively. Even with his engine dead and the car still, he heard no further sound from the dog.
      

      
      Then he saw the Homebody boy running toward him up the road, and the expression of his face changed from shocked unpleasantness
         to remorseful regret. He sighed and climbed out of the car clumsily, trying to think of something to say.
      

      
      The boy came running up and stopped beside the car, looking up the road with his face drawn into tearful anger.

      
      ‘You ran over Brownie!’
      

      
      Fay stared helplessly down at the boy. ‘I’m sorry, son.’ he said as gently as he could. He could think of nothing really meaningful
         to tell him. It was a hopeless situation. ‘I … I shouldn’t have been driving so fast.’
      

      
      The boy ran to the huddled bundle at the shoulder of the road and picked it up in his arms, sobbing. Fay followed him, thinking
         that ten thousand years of experience were not enough—that a hundred centuries of learning and acquiring superficial maturity
         were still insufficient to shield the emotions trapped in a young boy’s body, at the mercy of his glandular system, under a shock like this.
      

      
      ‘Couldn’t you see him?’ the boy pleaded.

      
      Fay shook his head numbly. ‘He came out of the shrubs—’

      
      ‘You shouldn’t have been driving so fast. You should have—’

      
      ‘I know.’ He looked uselessly back up the road, the trees bright green in the sunshine, the sky blue.

      
      ‘I’m sorry,’ he told the boy again. He searched desperately for something, some way, to make recompense. ‘I wish it hadn’t
         happened.’ He thought of something, finally. ‘I … I know it wouldn’t be the same thing, but I’ve got a dog of my own – a basset
         hound. He’s coming over from Europe on a cargo ship. When he gets here, would you like to have him?’
      

      
      ‘Your own dog?’ For a moment, the boy’s eyes cleared, but then he shook his head hopelessly. ‘It wouldn’t work out,’ he said simply,
         and then, as though conscious of guilt at even considering that any other dog could replace his, tightened his arms on the
         lifeless bundle.
      

      
      No, it hadn’t been such a good idea. Fay realized. If he weren’t so snarled up in remorse and confusion, he’d have seen that.
         Ugly had been his dog and couldn’t be separated from him, or he from Ugly. He realized even more strongly just precisely what
         he had done to the boy.
      

      
      ‘Something wrong? Oh—’ The Homebody man who had come up the road stopped beside them his face turning grave. Fay looked
         at him in relief.
      

      
      ‘I had my automatics off,’ he explained to the man. ‘I wouldn’t have, if I’d known there was a house around here, but I didn’t
         see anything. I’m terribly sorry about the … about Brownie.’
      

      
      The man looked again at the dog in the boy’s arms, and winced. Then he sighed and shrugged helplessly. ‘Guess it was bound
         to happen sometime. Should have been on a leash. There’s still a law of averages.’
      

      
      Fay’s fist clenched behind his back, out of sight. The well-worn words bit deep at the very foundation of his vitality, and his mind bridled, but in another moment the spasm of reflexive fear was gone, and he was glad he’d had this
         harmless outlet for his emotions. Besides, the man was right, and at this moment Fay was forced to be honest enough with himself
         to admit it. There was still a law of averages, whether Fay and his Dilly kind liked it or not.
      

      
      ‘Go on back to the house, son,’ the man said with another sigh. ‘There’s nothing we can do for Brownie. We’ll bury him later.
         Right now you ought to wash up. I’ll be along in a minute.’
      

      
      It was the way he said it – the fatalistic acceptance that no matter what the honest folk did, some blundering, heedless dilettante
         was going to thwart them – that scored Fay’s emotions.
      

      
      The boy nodded wordlessly, still crying, and began to walk away without looking at Fay again.

      
      But Fay couldn’t let him go. Like a man who picks at a splinter, he could not let this pass so simply. ‘Wait!’ he said urgently.

      
      The boy stopped and looked at him woodenly.

      
      ‘I … I know there’s nothing – I mean.’ Fay stumbled, ‘Brownie was your dog, and there can’t be another one like him. But I
         do a lot of traveling—’ He stopped again, flushing at the Homebody man’s knowing look, then pushed on regardless. ‘I see
         a lot of people,’ he went on. ‘I’ll try to find you a dog that hasn’t ever belonged to anybody. When I do, I’ll bring him
         to you. I promise.’
      

      
      The boy’s lip twitched, suddenly revealing what ten thousand years had taught him. ‘Thanks, mister,’ he said half-scornfully,
         and walked away, cradling his dog.
      

      
      He hadn’t believed him, of course. Fay suddenly realized that no one ever believed a Dilly, whether he was telling the truth
         or not. He realized, too, that he had done the best he could, and nevertheless failed. He looked regretfully after the boy.
      

      
      ‘You didn’t have to do that,’ the man said softly, and Fay noted that some of his reserve and half-contemptuous politeness
         were gone. ‘I don’t know whether to believe you or not, but you didn’t have to do that. Anyway, I’ll edit the dog out of his memories tonight. My wife and I’ll clean the
         place up, and he won’t notice anything.’ He paused, reflecting, his eyes dark. ‘Guess Madge and I’ll cut it out of our own
         minitapes, too.’
      

      
      Fay clenched his teeth in sudden annoyance. Nobody ever believed a Dilly. ‘No,’ he said. ‘I wish you wouldn’t do that. I meant
         what I said.’ He shook his head again. ‘I don’t like editing. There’s always a slip somewhere, and then you know you’ve got
         a hole in your memory, but you can never remember what it was.’
      

      
      The man looked at him curiously. ‘Funny thing for one of you people to say. I always heard you went for editing in a big way.’

      
      Fay kept his face from showing his thoughts. There it was again – that basic lack of understanding and a complete unwillingness
         to check secondhand tales. The very essence of his kind of life was that no memory, no experience, not be lived and preserved.
         Besides, he’d always heard that it was the Homebodies who had to edit whole hectoyears to keep from going mad with boredom.
      

      
      ‘No,’ he contented himself with saying. ‘You’re confusing us with the Hoppers. They’ll try anything.’
      

      
      The man curled his lip at the mention, and Fay reflected that the introduction of a common outsider seemed helpful in circumstances
         like this.
      

      
      ‘Well … maybe you’re right’, the man said, still not completely trustful, but willing to take the chance. He gave Fay his
         name. Arnold Riker, and his address. Fay put the slip of paper carefully in his memory vault.
      

      
      ‘Anytime I lose that, I’ll have lost my memory, too,’ he commented.

      
      The man grinned wryly. ‘More likely, you’ll remember to forget it tonight,’ he said, some of his distrust returning at the
         sight of the spooled tapes.
      

      
      Fay took that without protest. He supposed Riker had a right to feel that way. ‘Can I drive you down to your house?’

      
      
      The man flicked an expressive glance along the car’s length and shook his head. ‘Thanks. I’ll walk. There’s still a law of
         averages.’
      

      
      And you can take that phrase and carve it on Humanity’s headstone, Fay thought bitterly, but did not reply.
      

      
      He climbed into the car, flicked on the automatics, and froze, completely immobile from sharply ingrained habit that was the
         only way to avoid the careless move that just might open the safety switch. He did not even turn his head to look at the man
         he left behind as the car started itself slowly away, nor did he catch more than a passing glimpse of the house where the
         boy and his dog had lived together for ten kiloyears.
      

      
      We guard our immortality so carefully, he thought. So very, very carefully. But there’s still a law of averages.
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