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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.

      


      
      Introduction

      Jack McDevitt

       

      I first encountered Mike Bishop at about 3:00 A.M., on a snowblown night more than thirty years ago in the U.S. border station
         at Pembina, North Dakota. Traffic was usually slow at that hour, but because of the storm, it had stopped altogether, except
         for an occasional optimist trying to make Florida.
      

      The secret to being a responsible law enforcement officer under those conditions does not limit itself to being able to stay
         awake, but that’s certainly part of it. So I was always careful to keep a good book at hand. I’d discovered that, as much
         as I liked Mark Twain and Damon Runyon and James Thurber, they didn’t work in the small hours. So I’d fallen back on science
         fiction. It was how I became acquainted with Gregory Benford and Brian Aldiss and Ben Bova. In those years, the measure of
         a writer was his ability to keep me going before sunrise.
      

      On the night in question, I’d picked up a copy of And Strange at Ecbatan the Trees. Since I was unfamiliar with the author, and I didn’t know quite what to make of the title, I had stashed a backup book which
         was, as best I can recall, a collection of Star Trek stories. But I didn’t need it.
      

      Mike’s novel was set in the distant future. It depicted a desperate human race, threatened by horrific barbarians, a sea monster
         of epic proportions, and a race of hyper humans. Throw in a reanimation capability and a search for long-lost knowledge, mix
         with an institute for free thought, and I was carried far from the snow storm.
      

      I know that sounds like a standard conflict between good and evil, but we’re in Mike Bishop’s hands. And Mike doesn’t do anything
         simplistic. It would be difficult to find any kind of struggle in his work that doesn’t require difficult ethical and moral
         decisions.
      

      In this case, the humans have been genetically altered so they can live together. And the experiment has worked for millennia.
         They are happily clustered on a group of islands, and life is good. But when a potentially cataclysmic outside threat materializes,
         we see that the price for such modification can be high. We know that all through the history of the species, peaceful societies
         tend to welcome their eventual destroyers. In Mike’s world, as in ours, there may not be the capability, or the will, to resist.
      

      * * *

      So who is this guy Bishop?

      The son of Air Force parents, Mike was born as World War II staggered to an end. He spent his early years on air bases, finished
         high school in Spain, and collected a master’s degree in English from the University of Georgia. He married Jeri Whitaker
         of Columbus, Georgia, in 1969, and sold his first story, “Piñon Fall,” to Galaxy, a year later. It was a good twelve months.
      

      Meantime he’d become an Air Force lieutenant. He taught English at the Air Force Preparatory School in Colorado Springs. In
         1972 he returned to civilian life, but continued his career as an English teacher, moving to the University of Georgia. Two
         children, Jamie and Stephanie, were born in the early 70s. Many of us who take creative writing courses in college have teachers
         who’ve never gotten a piece of fiction past a professional editor. I wonder if Mike’s students realized how fortunate they
         were.
      

      In 1974 he became a fulltime writer, and the rest, as we like to say, is history. 

      * * *

      His son Jamie, a promising writer and artist, became a teacher at Virginia Tech. He was among the thirty-two people killed
         during the 2007 massacre.
      

      * * *

      After And Strange at Ecbatan the Trees, I took to reading Michael Bishop by daylight, of which I didn’t see much during those Customs Service years along the Canadian
         border. It didn’t matter. He never needed a dark sky and a mournful wind to grab me by the throat and hustle me into a new
         world. Unlike most of us practicing this insidious craft, he shows no indication of an arc in his career. There’s no period
         early on in which he seems to be honing his skills, learning how to get his characters on stage, or how to set up a climax.
         Mike has been an extraordinarily talented writer since his earliest appearances. Sometimes, you’re just born with it.
      

      And God knows, at least to date, there’s no evidence that his capabilities are trailing off.

      We don’t read Mike the way we do most writers. He does not simply carry us along in a story line. Rather he creates a whole
         new reality and plunges you into it. Read him, and you will forget where you are, or that you have a life outside the book.
         You’ll be drawn into the narrative, you’ll fall in love, and you may have your heart broken. You may also acquire an insight
         or two, something to carry with you the rest of your days. Like, perhaps, as you are about to discover, the downside of being
         a peaceful society. Mike is that rarest of artists, a writer who can permanently alter your perspective. He’s a life-changer.
         So be careful.
      

      His first novel, A Funeral for the Eyes of Fire, was a Nebula finalist. He has been nominated on twelve other occasions for the Nebula, and has won twice. In 1981, “The
         Quickening” took the award in the novelette category, and No Enemy but Time was best novel in 1982. His work has been on the final Hugo ballot nine times. Another story, “Dogs’ Lives,” appeared in
         the 1985 edition of Best American Short Stories, no small accomplishment in a market that does not normally notice science fiction.
      

      He’s won four Locus Awards, and “The Pile” received the Shirley Jackson Award for best short story of 2008.

      In all, he’s written thirteen solo novels and 125 short stories, give or take. The stories are collected in seven volumes,
         the most current being Brighten to Incandescence (Golden Gryphon, 2003) and a large retrospective volume, The Door Gunner and Other Perilous Flights of Fancy, which appeared from Subterranean Press in February 2012. He has also collaborated on three novels, two of them mysteries,
         with Paul Di Filippo, under the joint pseudonym Philip Lawson.
      

      He has compiled an enviable record as an editor, with seven anthologies to his credit, including, recently, A Cross of Centuries (Thunder’s Mouth, 2007) and, with Steven Utley, Passing for Human (PS, 2009).
      

      In his spare time, Mike writes poetry. He’s published two collections. And again, he has a prize to show for his efforts:
         the 1979 Rhysling Award for his poem, “For the Lady of a Physicist.”
      

      * * *

      For fourteen years, Mike has been writer-in-residence at LaGrange College in Pine Mountain, Georgia, where he teaches, among
         other things, creative writing. LaGrange has awarded him an honorary doctorate of humanities. Jeri is a counselor at Rosemont
         Elementary School. They have two grandchildren.
      

      * * *

      There’s a spiritual dimension to Mike’s work. I wouldn’t suggest that his Christianity gets injected, although he often writes
         about religion and its effect on the way we think and act. But he shows us that moral choices can be unclear. He portrays
         life as it is for most of us: an ongoing struggle to get things right in an atmosphere stretching from uncertainty to chaos.
      

      The careful reader will, I think, detect a wistfulness, a sense of longing that we don’t live in a more orderly, less painful,
         world. That we are instead in a place where the uncertainty principle rules, and the idiots are too often in charge.
      

      Live in peace, my friends, to the extent that you can, Bishop tells us. But keep the powder dry.

      Jack McDevitt
Brunswick, Georgia
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