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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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In the Great Central Library of Deneb University

Moa Blue, Chief Assistant Librarian, snuffles his way back to the Historical Specialties carousel. His snuffling is partly constitutional—Moa is an amphibian—and partly directed at his current customers, two impossibly cheerful young Comenor. They are asking for a selection of Human fact/fiction from the early days of the Federation, “to get the ambience.” A selection! In Moa’s days as a student, you did the selecting yourself. The hard way. Now these two want to pick his brains.

Well, he can satisfy them. There’ve been a lot of similar requests this term—probably some ambitious instructor offering an “enriched” course. Moa sneezes definitively and punches up a readout.

When he comes back to the front, the young Comeno couple are leaning their upper arms on the counter, a sign of seriousness. Each also has an upper arm entwined with the other’s, a likely sign of mating intent. Moa Blue’s stern reptilian face softens; he has a tender spot for romance, if the truth be known. And also a soft spot for Comenor, who are known to like actual reading and learning alien psychology. In a student body full of engineering types briskly scanning tapes full of numbers, it’s pleasant to encounter students who like the touch and feel of old books, and who know that the real problems lie in living hearts and brains.

“As you doubtless know,” he tells them, “there’s been a long Human vogue for what they call fact/fiction. That is, taking a crucial event or epoch with all its known details, and reconstructing it as a dramatic story. They claim it makes history more easily memorable; I daresay they’re right. In any event, it gives you quite a hoard to choose from.”

“That’s why we need your help,” smiles the taller Comeno, in richly accented Galactic. “We took one look at the inventory and got lost, even with the summaries.”

“And you shall have help. Here’s a nice little one I picked for you to start with. It’s from way back before Humans had much FTL capability, and were just starting to explore the fringes of that great Rift that separates you from the Federation. In fact, I’ve chosen a group set in the Rift locale, both because you know it, and because it’s about the same time-period as that well-known story about the explosion-front from the Murdered Star passing the planet Damiem, which you were probably assigned in class—but it’s on the very opposite side of the Federation, so you’ll get some interesting anomalies and contrasts. You have encountered Damiem and the Stars Tears business, haven’t you? Brightness something, it’s called.”

“Brightness Falls From the Air—oh, yes, it was offered as an example of Human behavior toward other races. In fact, it started our interest in Humans. But it’s so localized—something in a totally different sector is just what we need. Does this one have the Moom shipping lines, for instance?”

“No. You must realize that in pre-FTL days all cultural diffusion took place incredibly slowly. And this was well after the Ziellor and you were using it routinely.”

“My goodness, you certainly have to know a lot of technological history!” says the smaller Comeno admiringly.

Moa smiles, a toothy effect that would have been intimidating in a different context. “Sometimes I think I should take every course in the syllabus, to serve our clients properly! … Now, I can’t issue more than this one at a time, but it’ll give you plenty to think over; it’s from quite an unusual point of view.”

“But is it all true?” the little Comeno asks anxiously.

“That’s the remarkable part—the story is almost entirely taken from actual tapes dictated by the little Human herself. All that is extrapolated is a group of highly predictable subjective responses corroborated by other sources. And it involves one of the Humans’ most extraordinary First Contacts, all in the alien’s own words … The Eeadron are well known now, of course—you may have come across the quarantine regs.”

“I have,” says the tall Comeno. “So this explains that, too! Well you have found a star for us, Myr Blue. We thank you more than I can say.”

“Oh, yes!” chimes in his friend.

“And when you return I’ll have one almost as good, and then there’ll be a real treat for finale.”

“Oh, thank you, thank you!” And with a resounding ceremonial tail-clap, they hurry toward the door, carefully clasping the ancient text.
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