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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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A NOTE ABOUT THE MAYAS OF THE QUINTANA ROO

The Quintana Roo—pronounced Keen-TAH-na Row—is a real and very strange place. It is the long, wild easternmost shore of the Yucatán Peninsula, officially but not psychologically part of Mexico. A diary of daily life on its jungly beaches could sometimes be taken for a log of life on an alien planet.

The Mayas who inhabit it extend in their millions, from Mexico down through Honduras and Guatemala and on south, and the differences between tribes and tribal language are often taken more seriously than “national” boundaries. The Mayas are the most oriental of all American Indians, but they do not have the oriental-doll delicacy. Along with the slant eyes go sloped-back foreheads and strong bones—and big hooked noses. The nose and the slant-back forehead are considered beauty marks, from their resemblance to serpents, and mothers used to tie boards on their babies’ heads to slant them. A similar Maya beauty mark is crossed eyes; they are all, especially the babies, as cross-eyed as Siamese kittens—and again mothers used to tie a little ball of wax over a baby’s nose to focus its eyes in. Another feature, which I cannot confirm personally—Mayas are modest—is the Maya Blue Spot said to be exhibited by the ladies just at the ends of their spines.

It is difficult for one struck by Mayaphilia to shut off, but perhaps the reader will permit me one last general observation: Mayas are barely “conquered” and often do not regard themselves as such. They are as different from the tribally-mixed, oft-enslaved Indians of mainland Mexico as an unreconstructed Highland Scot is from a forelock-tugging, class-conscious Londoner. None of this “Sí, sí, Señor” snake-oil. They look you straight in the eye from babyhood on, and demand to know what you’re doing there. On the Quintana Roo coast today there are still (as of 1984) villages that exercise their treaty rights of remaining unassimilated and unmodernised. They are visited by invitation only. The former governor was a friend of mine, and when he made his ceremonial visit to such villages he went alone and did the last twenty kilometres on foot, using an old sac bé road. (The sac bé network is the road-system of Maya antiquity, now limestone ridges running through the jungle, some to no one knows where.)

The visitor who wants to understand the Yucatán, and why certain things are referred to as “Yucatecan” rather than “Mexican,” should know that quite recently the Mayas rose and fought bloodily for their independence, mainly against Mexico. And the U.S.A.—that’s us—sent troops to help Mexico. Thus until quite lately, and perhaps even today in some places, it was very important, when a wrecked sailor or lost hiker suddenly found himself surrounded by small mahogany men with slant eyes and three-foot machetes, to stress that he was NOT Yanqui, but preferably British. (The British helped the Mayas.)

The wars ended in 1935, not with a surrender but with a negotiated truce. The recency of the whole thing was brought home to me when I learned that the secretary-general of the Maya Armies died only the year I first went down there. Afterwards, Mexico promptly divided the peninsula into three parts: the provinces of Yucatán and Campeche, and the Territory of the Quintana Roo. (A territory is approximately what our Alaska used to be; Mexico has another over in Baja California.) The Quintana Roo became a province ten years ago, for administrative purposes. It is named for their hero of the Independence, Andrés Quintana Roo, whose fine head in bronze surveys the Cozumel zócalo today. Had the Mayas, like the Scots and the North Amerinds before them, been a bit less interested in settling ancient feuds and more able to unite against the common enemy, the national maps of the region from Campeche southward might be rather different today.

The present uniqueness of the Quintana Roo will, of course and alas, go under the incoming flood of Western and gringo ways. But one finds here and there an interest in reclaiming the millennial Maya culture. And beneath the surface, flow tides and ancient currents of great power. Most of the matter of the stories set down here is simple fact. And of the fiction remaining, who could swear it was not carried in the four-thousand-year-old voices that whisper and murmur in the nights of the Quintana Roo?

JAMES TIPTREE, JR.
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