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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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It should not be difficult. Thank the survey for that. Harb smiled slightly to himself. That was his difference from Cohone. The volunteer had studied the survey with an eye to advantaging the Homskarters. Harb had studied it with an eye to advantaging himself.

He had not, of course, told Cohone that whole truth. He looked down a little complacently now at the hard-muscled legs within the boots stretched out before him in the canot. He was young, in top physical shape, and thoroughly armed and prepared to deal with the courts of savages he was about to encounter. And that was another difference between him and Cohone. Cohone was trying to deal with a culture. Harb intended to deal with individuals.

… With the result that the Homskarters would make the cultural shift that the survey promised—bringing this world to a need for human aid and immigration. And bringing Harb the rewards obtained by one who added a world to the human community.
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“… There was no suspicion 
in the mind of any 
that the Duke 
himself 
was responsible for the death 
of Facino. 
It was simply that 
Facino’s death created a situation 
only to be met by the destruction 
of the Duke …”

BELLARION, by Rafael Sabatini
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PROLOGUE

To Bill Cohone, who was unimportant, news came late and the supervisory people in his Sector came by infrequently. One exception to this, however, was Major Manai Elles, the Medical Services officer. Manai dropped in whenever she could.

Cohone left his quarters and walked out to meet the shuttle that had just brought her down from the permanent orbital station at which her ship would have parked and which was his single link with the rest of humanity. The port had opened in the side of the shuttle and she was on her way out before he reached her. Her arms were full of mail, including one fairly good-sized package—an unusual sight, considering the distance World 49381D was from Earth, and the cost of sending anything larger than a letter this far.
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“Presents,” she called to him as she turned to greet him. In her white slacks and shirt, with only the Med Service badge for color on the pocket, she was a vibrant sight. Her hair was as black as obsidian, black enough to catch the rich yellow light of the sun in glints of warm fire. She was tall, slim and—Cohone reminded himself again—fourteen years younger than he was. He had never understood why she seemed to like him.

“What’s in the package?” he asked, unloading her.

“You’re supposed to tell me.” Her ceaselessly brilliant eyes held him merrily. “It’s from your publisher, isn’t it?”

Cohone’s gaze suddenly recognized the sign of the publishing firm he had dealt with.

“Oh. That.”

“What is it?”

Abruptly, her voice was concerned. She hooked an arm in one of his now laden ones and turned him toward his quarters.

“They’ve sent me a couple of copies of my book,” he told her as they went. “I’ve been expecting it.”

In the main room of the quarters, Cohone opened the package, to display two disposable film-players with the title OTHER WAYS THAN OURS in star-glitter on the dark blue of each front panel. His name was also there, in glitter but in very small print.

“It means they’ve decided to trash the unsold copies. Yes,” he went on, reading the note that had accompanied the two copies, “that’s what they say here. I was expecting this.”

“Trash!” the major was outraged. “It’s only been out five months.”

“Well, it’s a financial decision on their part, of course. It just didn’t find enough buyers …”

“Because they didn’t try hard enough. That’s their job!”

“Oh, I suppose they tried.” Cohone laid the two books aside, gently in spite of his tone of indifference. “They have to make decisions like that on a lot of the books they publish.”

“It’s a book they shouldn’t ever trash—a book a lot of people back there ought to be reading. There isn’t one in a million back there who appreciates the realities we deal with out here.”

He looked toward her, loving her—though of course he would never be idiot enough to tell her so. Luckily, behind her head, he suddenly caught sight of his own reflection in the turned-off communications screen built into the far wall, and the ghostly image of his own tall, balding, round-faced self sobered him with its reminder of other realities.

“Well, if I ever make a name for myself, I can try to get it republished,” he said.

“You will,” she told him.

He laughed.

“Forget the book,” he said. “Tell me the news.”

“The news—” Manai’s voice changed. “We’ve got a new Sector Chief, and he’ll be visiting you any day now.”

“New Sector Chief?”

“A man named Harb Mallard. He’s one of the Academy wonders—what they call a full-fledged professional. Apparently he completely revamped the last Sector he handled. Don’t let him push you around, now.”

Cohone smiled.

“All right. I won’t.”

“I mean that,” she said. “You do let people push you around.”

“No,” he sobered suddenly. “In fact, I don’t—not when it gets down to something important.”

She looked at him doubtfully.
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