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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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CATACOMB YEARS: A CHRONOLOGY



	Documents
	Dates
	Historical Data: Technical, Social, Human




		1968	Robert F. Kennedy & Martin Luther King assassinated.



		1972	Apollo 17, final American manned flight to Moon.



		1973	Maynard Jackson, first black mayor of Atlanta. Mrs. Martin Luther King, Sr., dies at hands of gunman in Ebenezer Baptist Church.



		1976	Celebration of American Bicentennial. Vikings I & II put down on Mars. Saigon falls.



		1978-1994	Soviet Union & Red China at military & political loggerheads. Pan-European Ecumenical Movement provides foundation for New Free Europe (NFE). Continuing homogenization of American landscape. Adoption of “Preemptive Isolation” as guiding foreign policy.



			Virtual suspension of American space program. Breakthroughs on both sides of Atlantic in recombinant DNA technology. Seven-year-old New York girl begins regimen to double her life span.



	Prelude: The Domes	1994-2004	American Republic dissolved. Construction of 25 Domes of North American Urban Federation (NAUF).



			Four computer-administered “Evacuation Lotteries” bring rural and small-town residents into Atlanta Nucleus.



		1998	Formal establishment of Rural American Union (RAU).



		2000-2020	Rise of Urban Council & Conclave of Ward Representatives. Founding of Ortho-Urban Church. New-style seasonal calendar implemented. Popularity of neo-swing and pop-op-rah (e.g., “Ef Ya Gotta Zotta”); orpianoogla invented. Establishment of City’s Glissador Corps.



		2023	Japan & NFE establish Amity Base on Moon.



		2025-2029	Political disturbances, social ferment; terrorist musical ensembles & hive violence. Carlo Bitler’s hour as spokesman for the disenfranchised.



		2029	Bitler assassinated.



	If a Flower Could Eclipse Interlude: The Testimony of Leland Tanner	2034	Disappearance of Fiona Bitler & Emory Coleman (Nettlinger), son of her husband’s assassin, from Atlanta Nucleus. Septigamoklans officially approved. “Death” of Vivian Millar in Miami.



	Interlude: The City Takes Care of Its Own	2035	Retrenchment Edicts. Covenant ceremonies of original septigamoklans.



	Old Folks at Home	2040	Office of First Councilor instituted.



	Interlude: The City Takes Care of Its Own	2041-2045	Bondville riots & repressive aftermath. Nonviolent but antiauthoritarian hoisterjacks in hive. Combcrawling becomes popular urban pastime. Telemetric biochemical monitoring of most urban dwellings begins.



		2043	NFE, with Amity Moon Base, test-advances spacecraft four light-years; retrieves it in 93-day period.



	The Windows in Dante’s Hell	2045	



	Interlude: Volplaning Heroes	2045-2046	Latin revolutionary armies, with advisors from reunified China, begin tentative assaults in RAU.



	The Samurai and the Willows	2046	



	Captives of Hieronymus Bosch	2047	Saganella Ruth Lesser becomes Atlanta’s First Councilor, forces resignation of Leland Tanner as head of UrNu Geriatrics Hostel, disbands septigamoklans. Continuing conflict in RAU.



		2050	Treaty of cooperation and nonaggression between RAU & Sino-Sudcom Alliance. Ships of NFE go from lunar orbit to six different computer-selected solar systems.



		2050-2068	Resource-reclamation teams sent into Open (“Fifth Evacuation Lottery”). Intensive immortalist research in Japan & NFE. Funkphalt music.



	Interlude: First Councilor Lesser	2063	“Glissador Revolt”; martial law & police-state tactics.



	Allegiances	2066	Fiona Bitler & Emory Nettlinger return from Scandipol to Phoenix Plantation nears Toombsboro. Resource-reclamation team sent to escort them back into City.



	Interlude: The Cradle Begins to Rock	2067-2071	Pair of alien visitors installed in Hyatt-Regency “ecologarium.” Five more arrive via Amity Moon Base & 61 Cygni A. NFE & Japanese scientists performing sophisticated gene-splicing and limb-regeneration procedures.



	At the Dixie-Apple with the Shoofly-Pie Kid A Little Knowledge	2071	First public appearance of alien. Several Cygnusian conversions to Ortho-Urbanism. Publication in newstapes of “ethnography” devoted to aliens’ penthouse society. Attempted assassination of Cygnostik priest. Urban guerrilla episodes. Death of Fiona Bitler.



	Interlude: The Fall of Saganella Lesser	2071-2072	Bloodless coup removes First Councilor Lesser from office. “Council of Three” expels all but two of remaining Cygnostikoi from City. Emory Nettlinger returns to Scandipol.



		2073	Vivian (Millar) Klemme meets with Nettlinger in Polity of Rhine, NFE, to discuss immortalist research. Leland Tanner returns to Atlanta from 26-year exile in Washington Nucleus.



	Death Rehearsals	2073-2074	Deaths, nativities, resurrections.



		2075	



		onward	ERA OF MULTIPLE POSSIBILITIES








Prelude: The Domes

Toward the end of the twentieth century, history branched in a way that would have struck its human captives—had they only had the power to view their counterparts in the divergent branch—as curious and unforeseeable. But they had no such power. Like most of us, they believed their lives linear and single, the results of a host of successive past choices that were now indelibly beyond recall. The captives of one branch had no significant belief in the captives of the other, who mirrored them exactly in the only aspect of their divergent lives that they continued even in their alternate realities to share: the splendid crazy-quilt robes of their humanity.

This narrative, then, is a history of the divergent branch and its otherwise inaccessible human captives.

In 1994 the American Republic ceased to exist. For more than twenty years the nation had been doing a drunkard’s walk toward collapse. The Jeremiahs who foresaw the end harped on different strings, usually plucking out monotones that were drowned in the full orchestral resonance to which their partisans remained unbelievably deaf.

The threat, argued these one-note prophets of doom, was (choose one, and only one) Communism, fiscal irresponsibility, military unpreparedness, technological disaster, or spiritual decay. If the People didn’t (choose one, and only one) reassert the values of the Founding Fathers, restore the credibility of the Dollar, restock the nation’s nuclear and paranuclear arsenals, reject the temptations of machine and computer, return to Nature, or rededicate their souls to Christ, the United States of America would fly apart like an ill-made wheel.

As it happened (at least along the divergent branch of history that this narrative randomly chronicles), the Republic collapsed not so much because things fell apart as because the center could not hold. The central government, under an unremitting barrage of regional priorities and narrow local solutions, gave way to a number of virtually autonomous city-states, or Urban Nuclei, that cut themselves adrift from the heartland. The United States of America became the twenty-five poleis of the North American Urban Federation.

The symbols of this new social order were the immense, computer-designed Domes capping the Cities. Linked one to another by seldom-used transit-tunnels, these Urban Nuclei rose like giant geodesic mushrooms from the cluttered neon and aluminum wildernesses of the nation. The country had so homogenized its landscapes that the forests of New England and the deserts of the Southwest were mere local variations on an inescapable suburban theme. It took a decade for the Cities to put up their hemispherical shells, and resources that the plundered countryside yielded only grudgingly, and so many admirable human qualities—cooperation, ingenuity, perseverance—that few of the people under the Domes realized what stifling secular infernos they were creating for themselves and their descendants.

Or why they were doing it.

The why had to do with many things, not the least of which was the irrational popular notion that the ultimate urban environment must exist beneath a bubble or a Dome. A science-fiction given for decades, this notion proved—if only in retrospect—an embarrassment to those who had taken it up secondhand without examining the preconceptions on which it was based. It eventually proved such an embarrassment to these people, in fact, that in order to deny the sources of their chagrin, they resisted resurrecting themselves to the light and invented reasons for staying as they were. As a consequence, many of the inhabitants of the Urban Nuclei believed that they lived in Domes to protect themselves from the unbreathable air, polluted vistas, and pathogenic sunlight of the World Outside. This belief was in error, but for most it sufficed.

For those demanding more stringent or at least less facile explanations, a number of other theories arose. One stipulated that the Domes had gone up because the materials and methods for building them had suddenly come to hand; that, in other words, the ability to do something not only presupposes but actually ensures the doing. Another theory posited the idea that the Domes were the Cities’ means of declaring their economic and cultural independence of the rest of the nation, a divorce made possible by the wonders of climate control, intensive rooftop and hothouse cultivation, “tank farming,” and the manufacture of a startling variety of chemical foodstuffs. (In truth, trade between the Cities and the countryside continued unabated, but it was conducted in secret through fortified urban “receiving points”—as if to admit even a degree of dependency were wretchedly shameful.)

A third theory embodied the bizarre but useful concept of “Preemptive Isolation,” by which it was meant that America’s major Cities were concertedly resisting foreign attempts to entangle them in a patently unworkable Government of the West. The perpetrators of this idea were the nations of New Free Europe. Meanwhile having engaged in a protracted conventional war along their common frontier, the Soviet Union and the People’s Republic of China had effectively neutralized themselves as threats, making a confederation of domed Cities in North America a viable alternative to union. In turn, the efforts of New Free Europe to incorporate the United States as one of its western “polities” had led to the local conclusion that the Domes were not merely an option but an absolute necessity. They represented an architectural prophylaxis against the spores of foolish optimism and utopian meddlesomeness that were being wafted across the Atlantic.

Finally, a few discerning Americans believed that the impulse behind the Domes was not substantially different from that behind the Egyptian and Mayan pyramids. The Domes were monuments to privilege, and tombs for all those who found themselves trapped within. They were unparalleled feats of engineering, prodigious works of art, and unutterably loony memorials to human folly. They seemed, once they had arisen, as abiding and inannihilable as the Earth herself. Like Everest and Annapurna, forever and always they were there.

Atlanta followed New York and Los Angeles in the raising of a Dome. While it was still being built, the City’s leaders summoned beneath its naked honeycombing a half a million people from the surrounding countryside. This was the First Evacuation Lottery, a random computer selection of Georgia’s rural inhabitants. Surprisingly, most of those selected chose to obey their summons—probably because they were either proud of themselves for having won a lottery or half-panicked by the realization that someone had deemed an evacuation from the countryside essential to their health.

Between 1998 and 2004, then, three more Evacuation Lotteries—each larger than the last—emptied the fields and old-fashioned town squares of the state and swelled the City’s population to the bursting point. By the time the Dome had been completed, Atlanta was housing the greater part of its citizenry in surfaceside tenements, dilapidated hotels and motor inns, and tiny cubicles along the spooky concourses of its nine recently excavated understrata. Catacomb years, the people called them, and at the turn of the new century they looked to be endless.

Living during the Catacomb Era, you could go crazy without ever realizing the depths of your own madness. The outwardly well-adjusted and the uncompromisingly deranged were often indistinguishable. You lived from day to day in the submerged hope that your old age would deliver you to the immaculate dignity of death under a clear blue sky. In the meantime you tried to form fragile human alliances against the terms of your imprisonment.…
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