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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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1

Of the two beasts, it was the bull leopard seal who pursued, his twelve hundred pound body hot with rage against a barrier, a law he could not understand. He flung himself through the gray-green underwater of the pack ice, after the quarry that fled before him. The leopard seal was under a part of the ice where the taste of warning in the water had turned him back before this. But he had forgotten that now. The creature he followed was neither Ross, nor crabeater, nor Weddel seal—nor any such animal or fish he knew. It was barely shorter than himself, furless and smooth and gray-backed as a storm sky.—And faster than he.

It was a dolphin, a Risso’s dolphin, though the leopard seal did not know it. He only knew it did not belong, here in his polar ocean. The only beings his size or larger, belonging here, were the great whales.—And the huge antarctic wolf packs of the orcas, the killer whales, who hunted seals—among them the leopard himself, as the leopard seal preyed on all lesser swimmers. So it was that the sea-leopard did not understand this swift beast that fled so successfully from him.—And hated it—and hunted it now to tear and kill it.

It had been four years now since something strange had come to live here in the white wilderness of the leopard’s pack ice by the Ross Shelf. It had barred him from this, an area of his hunting waters. Some part of his inner, living self that he could not exactly place was angry and bruised from the long forbidding. Killing the creature that fled him now—here where there had been a warning to him never to hunt—would make the seal feel better. The taste of salt blood would fill his throat and soothe him. He would eat warm meat, sleep on the ice in the new spring sun, and forget strange things. Now, he chased.

The Risso’s dolphin swam to escape. He was not afraid.

He knew himself to be faster than the beast that followed. And wiser.—If it came to that he was stronger. A twist, a dive, a sudden turn and drive back upward at fifty miles an hour, flashing through the water to ram his pursuer with all the weight behind his beakless but horny nose area, would end the chase. The blow of that beakless front could crush and ruin the life within the unbelievably tough, sandpaper skin of a shark. What would it do then to the life within the little belly fur, and warm skin, and soft fat of his follower?

Then why was it the dolphin fled? He was not sure. An instinct, a duty the leopard seal did not know, commanded him. The Risso’s drove instead toward a destination earlier appointed him…

…As the year had tilted—the sixth year since the bombing of the Castle-Homes—summer had faded in the northern hemisphere and spring had grown in the south, carrying an increase of daylight. The light had strengthened, pushing back the hand of winter night which had held the antarctic pack ice off the Ross Shelf in darkness.—Under which Johnny Joya had sat for fifty-six days now, in a dim, fur-carpeted room hollowed out of a berg-chuck, mindlocked in solitary battle with the completed, self-constructed analog of a world that contained his unyielding problem—that was the world’s problem as well.

It had been and was, a desperate, silent struggle, as in hand-to-hand combat, where neither fighter can gain, though every ounce of strength is poured into the fierce and straining motionlessness. So, in this struggle also, on this fifty-sixth day, Johnny was stayed, utterly still except for the faint, slow movement of his chest that showed he breathed.

His powerful swimmer’s legs were clothed to the waist in the lower half of a suit of black coldwater “skins,” as the undersurface garments were known among the sea-People. At his waist, almost invisible in the dimness, was a small, rectangular, flat box with a single loop of metal at each end. His body was unclothed above the waist, but in spite of the barely fifty-degree temperature of the berg-Home, his white skin showed neither gooseflesh nor bluing from the chill. It was like moonlit marble in the faint light of the short south-polar day, now filtering down through the domed ice roof overhead.

Even in dimness, his strength was apparent. His chest and arms were sculptured in power of muscle far beyond the normal even for the third generation of the sea-born. His shoulders were unusually square-boned and wide. The deltoid muscles humped out toward the clavicles; and the heavy pectoral muscles, relaxed, creased downward over the lower rib cage. The belly area was one concave wall of muscle.

The heavy forearms and long-fingered, square-palmed hands lay relaxed on the black-clad knees. The face was tilted toward the dark brown-gray of the Weddel seal fur under the black-clothed feet. The level brows were dark, below the dark brown of the hair and above the straight nose, straight mouth, and square chin. Under those brows, the blue eyes in this moment were darkened by the intense concentration of the mind behind them; like lamps dimmed by the drain of the power that fed them, to serve some heavy need elsewhere. They did not move.

Behind the eyes, the mind was elsewhere. In the analog—a place, but not here. Six years had passed since the bombing of the Castle-Homes that had been the undersurface cities of the sea-People; and in one of which his wife had died.—Five years since he had brought his then five year old son to this berg-Home. Nine days more than four years since he had begun translating his problem into terms of the massive, mental counterpart of the force-filled universe, with which he now wrestled. Fifty-six days since the analog had been completed.

And for fifty-six days now it had resisted him, refusing to give up any translated image of the world outside the berg-Home that would contain a relevancy to his problem. For fifty-six days he had been blocked, at a standstill; like a man trying to walk ahead through a stone wall against which he already stands spreadeagled.

But the thought of relaxing the effort of his search, even on this fifty-sixth day, never occurred to him. He was the instinctive leader of the sea-born third-generation. Therefore, his leading should have led them only to better things.

It had not. Six years ago, his leadership had brought about only the bombing of the Castle-Homes and the outlawry of the People—so that anyone of the Land who cared to might now hunt them down in the seas, like animals, for sport.

Therefore, in his leading there had been an error. That error remained.—But alone with his son, apart, isolated in the pack ice, he still remained instinctive leader of his People. That could not be changed—therefore the error must be found and corrected.

So the determination to find it was not a matter subject to internal debate. Nor was it even something peculiar to the sea-born. Even with land-birth, Johnny might have possessed it.—But the idea of seeking it by means of the immense mental construction that was the analog of all operative forces on sea and shore, this four-dimensional darkness filled with forces through which his mind moved in search of an answer, that was an idea possible only to a mature individual possessing all the peculiar instincts and perceptions of the third-generation sea-born humans.

Also, only with the talents of the third generation, could Johnny, now that the analog was constructed, view what was to be seen in it—the multiplicity of literal mind’s eye images of events now happening beyond the berg-Home walls, on land and in the sea.

It was not with a clairvoyance that he saw these, nor with any extrasensory perception, in the ordinary sense. For he did not see in order to know. Rather he knew, in his third-generation calculations from the forces in the analog, what must be at any point in contemporaneous time and space. And therefore saw for efficiency’s sake.

But, for all his ability to visualize from the analog, the overwhelming number of images possible to him baffled his search. There was a human limit—even to one of the third generation—of the number of images he could examine at one time for a relevancy to the error he sought.

There were too many to view at once, even within that sub-class of available images that related to him personally.

Like the life-and-death pursuit at this moment taking place beneath the polar ice, not two sea miles from where he sat.

—Yet, this particular image was relevant.

…The Risso’s dolphin fled. The sea leopard followed close. Hunted and hunter, they flew as if in an underwater ballet along the vast white face of a submerged, vertical wall of ice. It was the side of a berg-chunk, the edge of a great piece of pan ice, and it stretched along beneath the open water for over a hundred yards before its smooth face was broken by the entrance to an underwater bay.

The dolphin swung into this bay. It was too large beyond the entrance for its walls to be seen, and in it, enclosed by the ice, the light was dimmer. The seal, following close, entered also.—And checked.

The quarry at last had turned to face him. But it was not alone any longer. Beside it now was a strange, black, upright, four-limbed figure. A round, transparent something glittered like ice on the front of its head. There were wide black finshapes at the end of its lower limbs and something long and separate was held in the ends of its upper limbs. It faced the leopard seal. And, at the same time, below them all in the depths of the ice bay, the seal sensed, rather than saw, the great, dark-backed, rising shape of a thirty-five foot male killer whale.

“Leave here, Leopard!”

—The boyish human voice was distorted, coming from the dark, membrane-covered opening at the base of the glittering roundness. But this made no difference, for the words had no meaning for the seal. Only the message of command in the young voice, clear-pitched and calm, came plain to the beast through the most primitive fibers of his being. His mouth and lungs were closed against the water pressure, but his soul snarled defiance.

“No,” answered the voice, thin-sounding in the heavy medium of the water where sound waves had three times the speed they achieved in the air-filled throat and glinting mask. “This is my sea, here! Leopards and wild killers stay clear!”

The seal hung balanced in the water. Rage, and the mortal threats of the voice and the killer whale, teetered against each other in his inflamed and furious soul.

“You’ve tasted the warnings in these waters!” came the voice through the dim water. “Turn around, Leopard—and go.”

The seal remembered the opening in the ice at his back. He saw the killer whale now, drifting upward. He saw the dolphin poised, and the black creature that was a ten year old boy in a skin-tight, coldwater suit and waterlung.—And the fuse of his frustration and fury burnt short and blew all reason from his mind.

His doglike muzzle wrinkled in berserk rage. But even before it wrinkled, before the nerve and muscle reflex was accomplished that drove him with all the strength of his wide hind flippers at the black figure of his enemy, even as he died, a little light winked in the end of the thing his enemy held—and that was all he saw. The light expanded suddenly into a brilliance that lit all the inside of his head; and the golden flame of his anger burst like a flaring meteor into darkness, as the powerful blow of the sonic rifle struck into his brain along the lance of light from the rifle’s sighting mechanism, exploding the gray cells in his skull and ending the beating of his heart.

Tomi Joya moved aside in the water as the eleven-foot leopard-spotted shape slid past him, turning a little on its side, aimlessly slowing as the mass of the water stopped it.

“No, Conquistador!” said the boy, as the killer whale rose like a dark-backed storm cloud through the water, trailing the several reins from the straps he wore—like a harness around his great body in front of the tall, black dorsal fin that rose like a triangular sail from his mid-back. “I want his pelt. Then you can have him. Come here.”

The killer drifted close.

“He was brave, Conquistador,” said Tomi, as he reached out to secure the drifting body with one of the reins, tight to the killer’s harness. “But he got too far in before we stopped him. No leopards are to come here. No leopards and no wild killers! You hear me, Conquistador?—Baldur?”

His voice beat upward on the last words to a note of command, the maturity of which rang strangely at odds with the youthfulness of the voice itself. Killer whale and dolphin drifted away from him on either side, without visible swimming motions.

“No…” said Tomi, contritely. He caught one of the reins of the killer and reached out his hand through the water to the dolphin. Both beasts returned to him until his hands touched their smooth sides. “I know … I know the wild killers never come now, and the leopards only when they get wild mad like this one. But my dad still gets to thinking when he swims around, and forgets his rifle, sometimes. It’s for him. You know … You know …” He stroked the two cetaceans soothingly. I have to keep them all happy and in balance, he thought—and his hands paused. Balance—it was a new thought…

His voice became brisk once more.

“Home, now!” he said. “Home, Conquistador. Baldur!”

The boxcar length of the killer whale turned and left the ice bay, towing the dead leopard seal and Tomi. The dolphin followed. They went out and up to the surface of an opening in the ice pack, breathed through the blowholes in the top of their cetacean heads—and so continued, diving and breathing, by the undulating three-dimensional pathways of their kind to a large, free-floating small berg two sea miles off.

Here they dove under the berg until they came to the mouth of a dark tunnel leading directly upward and too small for the killer to enter. Untying the dead seal, Tomi and the dolphin pushed it into the tunnel opening and rose upward toward dim light above. Forty feet up, they emerged with it into a weirdly blue-lit chamber hollowed out of the berg itself. Their heads broke through the surface of the water. They had come up to sea level within the ice. Tomi clambered out of the water onto the surrounding ice floor of the chamber. Reaching down, he took hold of the fur and loose skin at the neck of the dead seal.

It was a casual, automatic, everyday action, of the sort taken for granted by the boy himself and the dolphin—even by the killer whale outside the berg-chunk, and the man silent in his thoughts—had they too been watching. But in it was implicit all that difference in Tomi that separated him from every other human being in the world—even the other scattered, hunted children of his own sea-born fourth generation.

And it contained the clue to that error which his father sought, as well as the potential means of its correction.
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