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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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‘Broken speech; speech broken by silence. To let the silence in is symbolism. “In symbol there is concealment yet revelation: here therefore, by Silence and by Speech acting together, comes a double significance.”’

Carlyle quoted in Brown, Love’s Body





Something Inaudible

It was the silence. It had cost him a lot of money. It was why he’d bought Japanese. They’d engineered the silence in, built the car around it. Had a listening team working with the designers and engineers from day one, just using their ears. The doors closing, the servos in the electric windows, the switches in the dash, the leather, the hushed litany of the powerplant. These were sounds respectful of the silence they inhabited, and served in some way to define it. What all this meant, ultimately, was that Leverton could hear the faint embryonic pulse of an idea behind the rush of his thoughts. See through the glitter of the surface to where the big dark fish rolled. The big, beautiful ideas that his clients paid big, beautiful money for. The money that paid for the car and the house. And the quiet. The big, beautiful quiet.

Ken Leverton woke at six without an alarm, habitually, in the cool of his woodframe house out at Palos Verdes. Showered, took the first of his two daily shaves. Shaved with a blade, as the fretful insect buzz of an electric razor bothered him. Exercised naked in front of the full-height mirrors on the closet doors, measuring his breathing against the tensions in his body. Sleep often left him ricked out of shape, stiff as sticks, and the exercises were for realignment rather than muscle building. Still, he thought, recognizing the insidiously familiar whisper of self-flattery, not bad for an old guy. Normal height, normal build, maybe a little heavy-set. Thick dark hair cut decently short, touch of wave in it. Not handsome, not ugly. Normal guy. He slid into the cool of his judo robe and opened the deck doors, airlock suck and kiss of the rubber seal letting in a warm wave of morning heat. He looked at the palms above the low red roofs across the street, decals laminated on the bright opal panel of the sky. Closed his eyes, watched negative mercury trees sliding over the pulsing blood-black of his eyelids, breathed in the blue air off the ocean. And the sounds; crystalline, echoless, desiccated by sunlight. Tibetan bicycle bell, kid’s cartoon laugh, furry ripple of exhaust.

From here he could just see the tiny figures of the whale-watchers down the hill at Point Vicente, climbing into their high canvas chairs for the long day ahead. Save a chair for me, guys, he thought. I’ll be needing it any day. Name stitched on the back, notebook, binoculars, faulty prostate. Inevitable.

Little rituals. Spiraling his mantra off into silence. Buttered multigrain toast, lowfat milk so cold it made the glass sweat. In the living room, he unhooked his guitar from the wall. He’d sold the amplifier a lifetime ago, but kept the guitar. It held certain resonances he treasured, embedded into the wood and wire. And he liked its unamplified tone – barely audible, even in the silent room. He stroked the ball of his thumb over the strings, improvising on a mood set by his dreams. He no longer punished himself into remembering his dreams upon waking, no longer probed the turbid entrails for portents. There’d been too many bloody, blind, suffering monsters he knew to be his own dreadful babies. So this little ritual. Some kind of cleansing. This was when he might hear the last murmurs from the cave of sleep, the muddy mutter that had held his head in dream. Occasionally, in a sudden, quietly savage atonality, he could still feel the monsters roil. More often these days (these years), the mood had been meditative, simple, clear as a glass bell. This morning, some trailing thread of doubt had compromised the strength of every major chord with a slide into the lingering uncertainty of its major seventh. This subtly melancholic shift, did it augur anything? He let the final chord fade, unresolved, until he could hear the silence behind it, until he knew he could lift his fingers from the fretboard without killing the vibrations in the strings. He held the guitar up to the wall bracket, a gentle offering, and the small, vertical crease between his eyebrows deepened.

Little rituals in his clear white house. No radio, no TV. Rush sandals on sanded boatdeck floor, white tile. White canvas couch, director chairs. White walls. One closed white door with the handle removed. Passing it without a look, without a thought, same as every morning. Control. Triple-glazed windows and curling black Spanish wrought-iron bars. A raku bowl filled with knotted grass stems. A small Paul Klee drawing – spidery birdman in a twisted wire house – in a zinc frame. Aircon rendered noiseless after they’d replaced it twice. Noiseless, it had said, Leverton pointing to the word in the brochure. Noiseless or your money back. He didn’t care about the money. He had money. He wanted no noise. He wanted cool and quiet, while the hot world whirled around him. This simplicity of order, this quiet, this white haven, all this had taken more work than he liked to think about, and more time than he cared to admit.

Dressed in a collarless shirt, buttoned at the neck, an undyed linen suit and black canvas Charles Jordan shoes with no socks, he drove his Zen rock garden car up the coast to Marina Del Rey before cutting across to the office at Century City. It took longer than using the freeway most days, but he liked the calm along the coast, the view of the ocean. He drove slowly, hands resting lightly on the wheel. Liver spots on the tanned backs of his hands. Evidence of the years. Changing his grip, he took a right at the red light, a bum in rags mouthing something terrible at him from the curb, mouth like a slash in a cinema seat. Something inaudible.
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