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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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      And still I persist in wondering whether folly must always be our nemesis.

      
      —JERMYN GRAZ

   
      
      THE COUNTRY CALLED EDGAR

      
      A Personal Memoir by Spider Robinson

      
      Now do I repent me of my youthful extravagance.
      

      
      A monthly book reviewer, required to wade through over a dozen science fiction books a month, is dismally depressed most of
         the time, by Sturgeon’s Law. This has the paradoxical effect of inclining one to burst into ecstatic hosannas every time something
         marginally readable comes along. For a book that actually has something going for it, all the stops are pulled out, and a
         really good book has been known to generate incoherent babbling. And so I have squandered the superlatives of my youth, so thoughtlessly,
         and have nothing left fit to offer the genuine master who has come calling.
      

      
      How’s this?:

      
      I resist with difficulty the temptation to worship Edgar Pangborn—he wouldn’t have liked it. The most I will allow myself
         is to love him with all my heart.
      

      
      No, that’s no good. You probably think he was a dear friend of mine or something. I never set eyes on the man. I didn’t know
         he existed until very shortly before he died—somehow or other I contrived to overlook his every published work for over twenty
         years.
      

      
      All too many of us have made the same mistake. When Edgar died last year he was neither particularly rich nor particularly
         famous.
      

      
      So perhaps I had best assume that you don’t know Edgar Pangborn, that you’re standing in some drafty bookstore leafing through this foreword in search of a good reason to
         spend beer money on this collection. It’s a safe bet: if you do know Edgar Pangborn, the chances of your wasting time on words
         of mine in a book of his are negligible (although you just might be an Edgar-lover who has finished this book but isn’t ready
         to leave the bathroom yet). How, then, in this age of easy hype and squandered superlatives, can I convince you that just
         this once you really are holding in your hand one of the Special Books, the finest collection available of a writer of the
         calibre of Mark Twain?
      

      
      I’ll begin formally, with track record: for when Edgar died, he was neither particularly poor nor particularly obscure.

      
      He began writing in 1930; in that year he published a mystery novel, A-100, under the pseudonym “Bruce Harrison.” He wrote many kinds of things, under an assortment of names, but according to Peter
         Beagle, Edgar himself always claimed that he truly became a writer with the publication of “Angel’s Egg” in Galaxy in 1951. He set himself formidable standards, for the very least that can be said of that story is that it is one of the
         finest novelettes ever printed in a science fiction magazine. I defy you to read it without weeping. It was his first science
         fiction story.
      

      
      He won the International Fantasy Award in 1955 for his novel A Mirror for Observers—the same award won in the previous year by Theodore Sturgeon’s More Than Human and subsequently by Peter Beagle’s The Last Unicorn. Those three books belonged together somehow.
      

      
      His novel Davy was barely edged out for the 1965 Hugo Award (by Fritz Leiber’s The Wanderer). Reading. Davy has measurably and significantly changed my life, for the better, and I still have three-in-the-morning conversations with
         some of its characters. It spawned two other novels, The Judgment of Eve and The Company of Glory, both set in the same I-hope-hypothetical After The Holocaust future of Davy; both of them are exquisite. It also spawned the stories contained in this volume, and several others.
      

      
      His story “Longtooth” was a Hugo finalist in 1970. A non-Davy-cycle story, it builds unbearable tension into warm sweet horror with incredible skill.
      

      
      Davy and A Mirror for Observers both placed in the 1972 Locus Poll for Best All-Time Novel.
      

      
      Science fiction is a specialized taste; as a genre it has produced any number of Great Works and Great Writers which could
         not possibly be appreciated or enjoyed by anyone but a science fiction fan. There’s nothing wrong with that, and of course
         there are numerous exceptions. Edgar is perhaps the most outstanding; he transcended every genre he ever worked in, and he
         worked in several. I am no expert on murder-trial novels, but I have heard Edgar’s The Trial of Callista Blake called the best novel ever written in that genre—and it’s certainly one of the most heart-tearing books of any sort that
         I’ve ever read. His massive historical novel A Wilderness of Spring is a forgotten masterpiece, which almost seems to be a part of the Davy cycle in some ways. The only artistic failure of his I have seen is a very early novel called West of the Sun, an interesting attempt to do something genuinely beautiful within the narrow confines of formula fiction, of pulp sf. It
         very nearly worked.
      

      
      Once Edgar found his voice he simply wrote what it was given him to write, ignoring genre guidelines and following his star.
      

      
      He encountered resistance. As recently as 1974, an alleged editor took it upon himself to substantially alter Edgar’s Galaxy serial The Company of Glory for book publication, removing scenes that the editor reportedly found “too faggoty.” (Ironically, the protagonist, Demetrios,
         was an aged storyteller who was run out of town for refusing to be censored. Ah, but good friends went with him: a Company
         of Glory.) I can of course know nothing of what went on inside Edgar’s head while he was writing, but having read The Judgment of Eve I cannot help but believe that I know what ending he wanted to write, would have written if it had been possible to get a
         ménage-à-quatre past an editor in 1966. (It’s hard to recall in these allegedly enlightened times, but three years before that a professor
         was fired from Illinois University for having suggested in print that there were circumstances under which premarital sexual
         intercourse might be condoned. Nor was his appeal successful.) None of the stories in this collection appeared in the sf magazines,
         because they lacked the Identifiable Hero Has Problem, Grows To Solution formula required—they were picked up only by original
         anthologists of taste, and in one case because their continuous background fit an anthologist’s gimmick. Why, I know a man
         who refuses to read Davy because he’s heard it’s an After The Holocaust novel and he doesn’t care for them. (‘Taj Mahal? Nah—don’t like tombs.”)
      

      
      Yet for all that I think I could make an excellent case for saying that Edgar Pangborn was essentially a science fiction writer.
         He said again and again in his books that love is not a condition or an event or even a state of mind—that love is a country,
         which we are sometimes privileged to visit—and again and again he wrote of the exploration of that fantastic region, of First and sometimes
         Last Contact in that continuum.
      

      
      His two essential themes were love and human stupidity (perhaps human insensitivity is more correct), and that sharpest of
         antinomies formed the core of nearly all his work. There are a few dark and anguished stories in this book. But Edgar was
         one of those rare ones, a writer who not only could perceive the flaws in his species, but could find it in his heart to forgive
         them. I think he was strong enough to bear his terrible empathy. Though he may have cried out in pain at times, he never gave
         in, as so many modern science fiction writers have, to screams of rage. He never attempted to renounce his humanity. Not that
         he could have.
      

      
      “And still I persist in wondering,” muses Jermyn Graz, in telling of his brother Leopold, “whether folly must always be our
         nemesis.”
      

      
      Me too.

      
      Certainly folly was my nemesis, for over two decades. In retrospect I learn that some of the most respected editors, anthologists
         and critics in the field have been trumpeting Edgar’s praises for years. Terry Carr, Theodore Sturgeon, Damon Knight, Algis
         Budrys, Jim Baen, George Zebrowski and many others have raved about Edgar, in print or in person, right along. Somehow I just
         wasn’t paying attention. I dimly recall seeing the first edition of Davy on the stands, deciding from the cover painting and blurbs that it was probably dumb, and putting it back (which was certainly dumb—but in those days I was too poor to gamble). I missed nearly every one of these stories in their original appearances,
         and the one I did stumble across I read in a hurry and entirely misunderstood.
      

      
      It was in late 1975 that I finally woke up. I had taken over Galaxy magazine’s book review column, “Galaxy Bookshelf,” from Theodore Sturgeon and begun receiving literally hundreds of free
         review books. I ran across a reprint of A Minor for Observers in Avon/Equinox’s excellent (but now dormant) SF Rediscovery Series, and frankly I expected that it would turn out to be
         one of those Immortal Classics that looked good in the pulp days but couldn’t cut it today. But I had just reviewed Sturgeon’s
         More Than Human and this had won the same award in the following year, so I started it out of curiosity.
      

      
      It was pick-of-the-column that month. You remember the syndrome I mentioned back at the start.

      
      Next month I received George Zebrowsla’s exquisite and sadly overlooked anthology Tomorrow Today (Unity Press), and it contained “Harper Conan and Singer David” (included in this volume).
      

      
      I was in love.

      
      I raved about that story in the next column, and even favorably reviewed an otherwise ordinary anthology series that contained
         four of Edgar’s Post-Collapse stories (one included here).
      

      
      By now I knew that I wanted to read every word Edgar had even written, and I even knew that I wanted to meet him, to know
         him personally. The logical thing to do would have been to write to him in care of his publishers and say so. But I wanted
         to include copies of the reviews I had written, as a sort of introduction (I didn’t know then that Edgar would have taken me off the street and fed me beer and cookies), and I decided that magazine copies would
         look more impressive than manuscript carbons.
      

      
      Must folly always be our nemesis?
      

      
      In the four or five months it took those columns to actually see print (standard lag), I did some digging, and located a battered
         secondhand copy of Davy. It took me five times longer to read it than its length indicated—I kept stopping at the ends of paragraphs, to sort of bask.
         When I was done I was nearly incoherent—and my column was days overdue. I sprinted for the typewriter, determined by God to
         flog my readers out into the street in search of Davy, and wangle Edgar’s number and read the column to him over the phone, and sitting on the typewriter with the day’s mail was
         the February ’76 issue of Locus, the newspaper of science fiction.
      

      
      The headline story was Edgar’s obituary.

      
      I have it still. Charlie Brown does a good obit. It tells me that Edgar was born in New York City on February 25, 1909. It
         says he attended Harvard from 1924 to 1926 and subsequently studied music at the New England Conservatory. It says he farmed
         in Maine some, but I’d already figured that. It says he lived with his sister Mary on the Bearsville Road outside Woodstock,
         and that he painted and played Bach on the piano. It gives most of the bibliographic information I’ve already imparted under
         Track Record. It includes a eulogy by Peter Beagle, dripping with true love and true respect, that still makes me weep today.
      

      
      If Edgar Pangborn had only been a damn good writer, that would probably be all I know of Edgar Pangborn.

      
      But those reviews saw print, and the response started coming back. A literal boxful, all of it heartwarming. Most of it was
         from grateful readers, thanking me for the tip. But a substantial percentage was from people who had already known and loved Edgar’s work—and almost every damn one of them enclosed some Other work of Edgar’s that I had not seen. Each acknowledged that it would be nice to see the work in question get reviewed; but
         each made it plain that the book was a gift, from one of Edgar Pangborn's lovers to another. One man mailed me the enormous hardcover version of Edgar’s superb historical novel A Wilderness of Spring (Edgar once said that it “went out of print in a matter of minutes”), knowing that I couldn’t review it in Galaxy, just wanting me to have it. Those who couldn’t send books sent lists of bibliographical references, for anthologies with
         Pangborn stories in them.
      

      
      That is the kind of writer he was.
      

      
      So I acquired a complete set of Terry Can’s Universe series and beatup paperbacks of Callista Blake and Good Neighbors and Other Strangers (which contains both “Angel’s Egg” and “Longtooth”) and the recently reprinted Davy and The Judgment of Eve and eighteen copies of West of the Sun. I got letters from people who said that reading Edgar Pangborn had kept them from committing suicide, had helped reconcile
         them to going blind, had pulled them back from the Dark Place where everything tastes like cornflakes and everything looks
         like ashtrays. I begged Edgar Pangborn anecdotes from editors and friends (they overlap) who had known him. I felt my own
         writing take on depth, felt myself beginning to understand life better, with exposure to Pangborn. I began to absorb Edgar’s
         special essence, a quality which Damon Knight, in In Search of Wonder, calls “very like the thing Stapledon was always talking about and never quite managing to convey: the regretful, ironic,
         sorrowful, deeply joyous—and purblind—love of the world and all in it”
      

      
      I became myself more reconciled to being alive.
      

      
      And one day it finally dawned on me that there were more than enough Davy-cycle stories to fill a book. I contacted Robert Mills, Edgar’s long-time friend and agent, for permission to assemble and edit
         such a book. I told him what stories I had and asked if he had any that I lacked that ought to be considered. He didn’t, but
         to make certain he checked with Mary Pangborn. In searching Edgar’s files, she turned up a box containing everything you are
         about to read except the bibliography and this foreword.
      

      
      Edgar had selected and retyped all these stories, written the introduction, titled the book, boxed it, and died before he
         could mail it in.
      

      
      It happened to contain almost precisely the stories I’d planned to use, in the order I had contemplated putting them. That’s
         irrelevant; you get what he wanted. He made some slight changes from the original story-appearances, mostly spelling-standardization, and the copy is
         so clean and obviously carefully copy edited by him that I have not presumed to touch it and neither will the publisher.
      

      
      It may not even be the last Edgar Pangborn book. At this writing Mary Pangborn is preparing two final books for publication:
         Atlantean Nights’ Entertainments, another collection, and Light Another Candle, a historical novel on which Mary and Edgar collaborated. (Mary just sold her first science fiction story to Terry Carr, and
         I look forward to seeing it.)
      

      
      But it is, I believe, the finest collection available of Edgar’s shorter work, superior to Good Neighbors, which after all had several stories that were “only” solid entertainments. I regard it as one of the high points of my life
         so far (as well as my career) to have had something to do with bringing it here before you.
      

      
      Some day academicians will classify him, analyze him, trace his influences and effects, relate his intimate biographical details
         to his statistical word-choice, and in general explain to each other why anyone who didn’t know how it was all done would
         worship him. All I can do is tell you what I told you pages ago: that I love Edgar with all my heart, and bless him for having
         taken on the bitterly wearisome task of writing. If love is a country, he is one of its most prominent citizens.
      

      
      And so that is why I find myself writing a personal memoir of a man I never met. I think he is a country all his own, one I can always visit in my heart, one I share with all the people who have chanced or
         chosen to visit there, one I share now with you.
      

      
      Welcome.

      
      New York City,
 January 1978

   
      
      AUTHOR’S NOTE

      
We all create worlds, and writers of projective fantasy are especially prone to let them grow up on paper. My novel Davy developed one of these worlds—(their number of course is infinite, which is one of the advantages of living in a universe
         of infinite universes)—and this group of stories belongs to Davy’s world. The present culture collapsed toward the end of
         this century in a twenty-minute war, followed by a pestilence among the survivors. The human population was cut down to minimum
         survival numbers; in fact there will have been many areas where the human race simply died out. (This was all most unfortunate,
         as well as too damned probable, so it is comforting to reflect that in a universe of infinite universes, like ours, there
         must be a good many where things turned out more pleasantly—good Christ, there must even be one where Nixon wasn’t reelected!—why
         wasn’t I there?—or maybe I was….)
      

      
      After the war and pestilence there followed what Davy’s book speaks of as the Years of Confusion: barbarism, not actually
         “like” Fifth Century Europe because history can’t repeat itself that way, but just as dark. Here and there enclaves where
         some of the valuable bits of the old culture survived. In some places, primitive savagery in its varied forms; and monarchies,
         petty states, baronies, whatever. Then through many centuries, a gradual recovery toward some other peak of some other kind of civilization. Without the resources squandered by the 20th Century.
      

      
      The region for these stories is the part of the eastern United States and Canada that would be left habitable after a great
         rise in the sea level, a climatic change brought on by our present bungling—if this seems improbable look out your window
         at the smog. Along with the rise of waters there would be massive earthquakes and landslides as the earth’s crust shifted
         in adjustment. The present New England states would become an island; so would the Adirondack country, etc. This picture is
         drawn in “The Children’s Crusade.”
      

      
      “The Legend of Hombas” is set in a dateless time, perhaps 150 years after the collapse, among people reverted to the primitive,
         with some shreds of Christianity; in the background there are some more sophisticated communities, seen through savage eyes.
         The Witches of Nupal” belongs to the new nation Katsldl in the third century of a new calendar; Katskil encloses the ecclesiastical
         state of Nuber, headquarters of the new official religion foreshadowed in “The Children’s Crusade.” “Mam Sola’s House”* makes a jump into the Seventh Century, when quite a stable culture has blossomed, anyhow stable enough to support a Curator
         of Antique Visual Arts, and brother, that is stability.
      

      
      It takes a bit of time to build a world. Other pieces of this one appear in the stories “Tiger Boy,” The World Is a Sphere,”* “My Brother Leopold,” and ”The Freshman Angle.”* In a universe of infinite universes there must be one where you could keep at it for another fifty or sixty years, or until
         you got tired. With infinite royalties.
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