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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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      INTRODUCTION

      
      The aliens here are human. This book contains no giant flying snails or telepathic octopods, no Ganymedean cat-women dressed
         in silver, no aggressive dugong chiefs roaming the galaxy in their pulsar-powered yoyo ships. The aliens here are human aliens.
         Most of them work in ordinary offices, and they do not commute to work from Proxima Centauri, either. Yet these here humans
         are aliens.
      

      
      Office life attracts them, perhaps because of its futility. At least they’ve inhabited offices in fiction since Dickens’s
         day. Since the Circumlocution Office we’ve had the petty officials of Kafka, the double-thinkers of Orwell, the pathetic cogs
         of Elmer Rice’s The Adding Machine, and that super-clerk of Herman Melville’s, Bartleby the Scrivener. In The Grey Ones, J. B. Priestley outlined an entire alien conspiracy: Having no souls, They cannot possibly be bored. Thus they must always
         rise to the top in business and governments, where they can set about killing the souls of others.
      

      
      Notice that none of these authors can separate the monsters from the victims in office life, for aliens are both. The sociologists
         who speak of ‘alienation’ manage to alienate themselves through official jargon like this:
      

      
      
         … a set of arrangements for producing and rearing children the viability of which is not predicated on the consistent presence
            in the household of an adult male acting in the role of husband or father …
         

      

      
      (meaning ‘families where Dad isn’t home much’). A person who thinks like this may not exactly breathe methane, but there is
         a giant flying snailiness here.
      

      
      Here are the human aliens.
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