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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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CHAPTER I

“THE BEGINNING”

The tattered highways were deserted strips of pale-blue ice. The broken valleys and cities were locked beneath the weight of crumbling mountains of pillared snow. And there was a clean silence in which nothing moved, and time had no meaning.

The twisting rivers were stopped; and banked by clawing fingers of palely glimmering white that shone wanly in the dim glow of the sun.

Earth was dead!

Earlier, while there had still been time, Mankind had fled the planet and spiralled inward, towards the dying sun. For Man did not die when the Earth did. There had been colonies on Venus, but these had lasted less than fifty years. Then they in turn had fallen, deserted and ruined, under the ever-thickening layers of carbon-dioxide snow.

Even here, there had been survivors. The cataclysmic fury of another Ice Age had merely served to advance scientific knowledge by two hundred years. Men had looked first towards the stars that seemed to promise so much. But these were, without exception, beyond reach in the empty, black infinities of interstellar space.

The end was something of an anti-climax after these high hopes and ideals. There remained only Mercury on which to find even temporary respite. In the narrow strip of the Twilight Zone, where the glaring disc of the sun bobbed up and down in an endless rhythm against a jagged horizon of black, lifeless rocks. But here, conditions were not unlike those of Earth.

Science progressed rapidly in response to the challenge of an alien planet. Life for the ruling classes, the Overlords, was made as sybaritic as possible. Atomics changed the face and outlook of the human race, but made little difference to the face of the planet.

The mass of the people, the workers, existed on the sunward side, in the vast neutronium Shells that had been thrown up on the bottom of the shallow lakes of molten lead. Travel for the workers was naturally restricted. It wasn’t in the best interests of the Overlords to allow the people to know too much of what was going on. That would have been asking for trouble. So the vast majority lived out their miserable lives in the humid, artificial, grey atmosphere of the Shell in which they were born.

Then too, there were the Phranix. The great, beaked, nightmare furies of the Dark Side with their senseless, ageless way against the Xenonactls, the only other dominant species of Mercury, whose natural habitat was the scorching hell of the sunward hemisphere.

And Man, the interloper, was in the middle. For the only battleground they had in common, was the narrow emptiness of the Twilight Zone.

Eight generations of workers had suffered at the evil avaricious hands of the Overlords when Martin Zennek was born. And the baleful star that shone at his birth was the far-off planet of Earth that had long been forgotten….
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