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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 MEN FROM P.I.G. AND R.O.B.O.T.

The people of Trowbri were desperate. It seemed that one spot on their planet was haunted – by a killer which tore men apart and left no clues behind. So they’d radioed the Patrol, and now help was on the way. Vastly relieved, they were waiting for the spaceship to touch down. But they were in for a horrible disappointment. For when the steam had cleared and the gangway had been lowered, out stepped – a farmer with straw in his hair, followed by a herd of squealing black-and-white pigs.

The people of Slagter were also very disgruntled by the stranger who arrived on their planet. But then, they weren’t too keen on any strangers – and they didn’t think much of each other, either. Still, it didn’t look as though the moon-faced, bumbling salesman Henry Venn (Hank to his friends) was going to cause them much trouble, or that they’d have to worry about explaining where Commander Sergejev, who had come to take the census on Slagter a while ago, had disappeared to. All the same, there was more to Hank and his battered spaceship than met the eye, just as there was more to Bron Wurber and his herd of pigs … 


The Graduates

There were over eleven thousand of them drawn up in ramrod ranks in the great hall. Firm of chin, wide of shoulder, keen of eye, the finest of the finest, the best young men drawn from all the planets of man. And now, after years of effort, they were graduating. In a few moments they would no longer be student cadets – but full-fledged members of the Patrol.

The Patrol! The warriors and policemen of space, the mighty men who stood between the civilized planets and the chaos of the galaxy. No men stronger, none more envied.

The Commanding Officer looked out at their faces, smiling despite his normal stern manner, happy to welcome them to the ranks. When he spoke there was absolute silence.

‘Patrolmen, I welcome you. When you leave here you will no longer be cadets – but men of the Patrol. You will wear the uniform proudly and will be of credit to your calling. Some of you will man the giant space battleships that guard against alien invasions. Others will have the lonely vigil of the scoutships. Those of you who are technically minded have already shown interest in subscape communication, radar installations, engineering. The Patrol needs every man, needs every talent, and all are equal who wear the uniform.

‘Therefore I ask those of you who are of a particularly adventurous bent of mind to consider the Special Assignments. You have heard very little about these because they are one of the best kept Patrol secrets. Now the time has come to hear more. As a perfect example of the operations of Special Assignments I will tell you about the troubles on a planet called Trowbri, and just how those problems were resolved.’


The Man from R.O.B.O.T.


1

‘This is the end of our troubles, Governor, it sure is!’ the farmer said. The rustic next to him nodded agreement and was moved enough by the thought to lift the hat from his head, shout Yippee once, then clamp it back on.

‘Now, I can’t positively promise anything,’ Governor Haydin said; but there was more than a hint of eagerness in his words, and he twirled his moustache with extraordinary exuberance. ’Don’t know any more about this than you do. We radioed for help, and the Patrol said they’d do something … ’

‘And now a starcruiser is in orbit up there and her tender is on the way down,’ the farmer broke in, finishing the Governor’s sentence. ‘Sounds good enough for me. Help is on the way!’

The heavens boomed an answer to his words, and a spike of brilliant flame burned through the low-lying clouds above the field as the stubby form of the tender came into view. The crowd along the edge – almost the entire population of Trowbri City – burst into a ragged cheer. They restrained themselves as the ship rode its fiery exhaust down to the muddy field, settling in a cloud of steam; but as soon as the jets flicked off, they surged forward to surround it.

‘What’s in there, Governor,’ someone asked, ‘a company of space commandos or suchlike?’

‘The message didn’t say – just asked for a landing clearance.’

There was a hushed silence as the gangway ground out of its slot below the port and the end clattered down into the mud. The outer hatch swung open with the shrill whine of an electric motor, and a man stepped into the opening and looked down at the crowd.

‘Hi,’ he said. Then he turned and waved inside. ‘C’mon out, you-all,’ he shouted, and he put his fingers to his lips and whistled shrilly.

His words evoked a chorus of high pitched cries and squeals from inside the tender. Then out of the port and down the gangway swept a thundering wave of animals. Their backs – pink, black-and-white, and grey – bobbed up and down, and their hooves beat out a rumble of sound on the perforated metal.

‘Pigs!’ the Governor shouted, his angry voice rising over the chorus of porcine squeals. ‘Is there nothing but pigs aboard this ship?’

‘There’s me, sir,’ the man said, stopping in front of the Governor. ‘Wurber’s my name, Bron Wurber, and these here are my animals. I’m mighty glad to meet you.’

Governor Haydin’s eyes burned a track up from the ground, slowly consuming every inch of the tall man who stood before him – taking in the high rubber boots; the coarse material of the crumpled trousers; the heavy, stained folds of the once-red jacket; the wide, smiling face and clear blue eyes of the pig farmer. The Governor winced when he saw the bits of straw in the man’s hair. He completely ignored Wurber’s outstretched hand.

‘What are you doing here?’ Haydin demanded.

‘Come to homestead. Figure to open me a pig ranch. It’ll be the only pig ranch for more’n fifty light-years in any direction – and not meanin’ to boast, that’s sayin’ a lot.’ He wiped his right hand on his jacket, then slowly extended it again. ‘Name’s Wurber; most folk call me Bron because that’s my first name. I’m afraid I didn’t catch yours?’

‘Haydin,’ the Governor said, reluctantly extending his hand. ’I’m the Governor here.’ He looked down abstractedly at the rounded, squealing forms that milled about them in a churning circle.

‘Why, I’m that pleased to meet you, Governor. It’s sure a big job you got here,’ Bron said, happily pumping the other’s hand up and down.

The rest of the spectators were already leaving; and when one of the pigs – a great, rounded sow – came too close to them, a man turned and lashed out an ironshod boot. Her shrill screams sliced the air like a buzz saw run wild as she fled.

‘Here, none of that,’ Bron shouted over the backs of his charges. The angry man just shook his fist backward and went away with the rest of the crowd.

‘Clear the area,’ an amplified voice bellowed from the tender. ’Blast-off in one minute. Repeat, sixty seconds to blast-off.’

Bron whistled again and pointed to a grove of trees at the edge of the field. The pigs squealed in answer and began moving in that direction. The trucks and cars were pulling out, and when the churning herd – with Bron and the Governor at its centre – reached the edge of the field, only the Governor’s car was left Bron started to say something, but his words were drowned out by the tender’s rockets and the deafening squealing and grunting of fright that followed it. When it died away, he spoke again.

‘If you’re drivin’ into the city, sir, I wonder if you’d let me drive along with you. I have to file my land claims and all that kind of paper work.’

‘You wouldn’t want to do that,’ the Governor said, groping around for an excuse to get rid of the rustic clod. ‘This herd is valuable property; you wouldn’t want to leave all these pigs here alone.’

‘Do you mean there’re criminals and thieves in your town?’

‘I didn’t say that,’ Haydin snapped. ‘The people here are as decent and law-abiding as any you can find. It’s just that, well, we’re a little short of meat animals and the sight of all that fresh pork on the hoof … ’

‘Why, that notion is plumb criminal, Governor. This is the finest breedin’ stock that money can buy, and none of them are for slaughterin’. Do you realize that every critter here will eventually be the ancestor of entire herds of … ’

‘Just spare me the lecture on animal husbandry. I’m needed in the city.’

‘Can’t keep the good folks waitin’,’ Bron said with a wide and simple smile. ‘I’ll drive in with you and make my own way back. I’m sure these swine will be safe enough here. They can root around in this patch of woods and take care of themselves for a bit.’

‘Well it’s your funeral – or maybe theirs,’ Haydin mumbled, getting into the electric car and slamming the door behind him. He looked up with a sudden thought as Bron climbed in the other side. ‘Say – where’s your luggage? Did you forget it in the tender?’

‘Now, that’s shore nice of you to worry about me like that.’ Bron pointed out at the herd, which had separated a bit now that the swine were rooting happily in the forest humus. A large boar had two long cases strapped to his back, and a smaller pig near by had a battered suitcase tied on at a precarious angle.

‘People don’t appreciate how all-around valuable pigs are. On Earth they been beasts of burden for umpteen thousands of years, yessir. Why there’s nothing as all-around as a pig. The old Egyptians used them for plantin’ seeds. You know, their bitty little sharp hooves just trod those seeds down to the right depth in the soft soil.’

Governor Haydin jammed the rheostat full on and drove numbly into town with a bucolic discourse on swinology echoing about his head.
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