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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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Retief in the Ruins
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“Look at them!” Ambassador Gropedark ordered, stepping back from the wide double windows which commanded, through broken panes, a view of the Embassy compound, now densely packed with a yelling, jostling mob of enraged locals—tall, chitinous, green-hued fellows shaking agricultural implements and other sharp-edged tools at the Terran arms adorning the ancient facade before them. Gropedark shied as another missile came sailing through to impact on the deep-pile Azusian carpet among its fellows, scattering the huddle of Terran diplomats who had edged forward in response to the Chief of Mission’s exhortation.

“They’ve already ruined the tourist trade,” Gropedark grumped, “the mainstay of the Popurean economy.” He broke off and ducked as yet another missile shattered the remaining glass.

“Geeze, another priceless relic rudely throwed at us like it was just another pebble!” Percy Ebbtide, the Cultural Attaché, mourned aloud as he retrieved the object, a fragment of deeply-carved purple stone.

“‘Thrown,’ Percy,” the Ambassador corrected his subordinate’s grammar.

“I don’t see what the throne has got to do with this here rock,” Percy returned defensively. “What I bet it is, it’s a hunk of the cornice of the Embassy here, which I bet any muzeem in the Arm would give a purty to have it in a glass case setting on a doily.”

“‘Sitting,’ Percy,” Gropedark said wearily.

“I can’t help it if I only got my Ph of D from a small cow-college on Moosejaw,” Percy pointed out. “Name like Percy, I never had no time to study, fellers playing jokes on me and all. Oughta get special consideration, jest for sticking out grad school.”

“I’m aware, Percy,” the Ambassador Extraordinary and Minister Plenipotentiary conceded grandly, “that your expertise lies in the area of archeology and art history rather than in the realm of grammar and syntax.”

“Sin tax?” Percy queried. “Never hearn tell they got a tax on that. Wonder how they keep track.”

“Syntax, Percy, is a term employed in reference to the manner of arranging one’s phonemes so as to form intelligible utterances.”

“I flunked that part,” Percy acknowledged. “All about diagramming sentences and such as that. But I was saying about this year art treasure and all—”

“It is precisely the art treasures of ancient Popu-Ri to the protection of which this Mission was dispatched here to see!” Gropedark snapped. “Meanwhile the place is disintegrating about our very ears!”

“You lost me on that one, Mr. Ambassador,” Percy mourned.

“As for disintegration,” Smedly Shortfall, of the Econ Section, spoke up, “my researches indicate that the town was built in what was once an area of peripheral tectonic activity, related to the underthrusting coastline some fifty miles to the east. In ancient times, spouts of sand issued from surface faults at various nodal points, building up circular mounds of debris, while at the same time an extensive system of subterranean caverns was formed as magma drained away in certain of the crustal readjustments. Doubtless the primitive forbears of the present population employed these handy caverns as shelter against the elements, in time elaborating their early village into a great city, seat of an interplanetary empire. Then their civilization collapsed, and now the decadent remnant of this once-great race lives on the falling ruins of its past glories.”

“Sure, Smed,” someone jeered. “Everybody knows that. It was a big Special on Art Fingerfink’s show last year. And I heard that when the natives found this big mess—holes with sand and rock laying around ’em—they started to police the area and throw all the ejecta back in and pretty soon that turned into a like religious rite where they were ‘sacrificing’ stones and such to some earthquake god, and now they call it the Sacred Well—just an old volcanic vent, you understand?—and charge tourists to let ’em drop stuff down the hole for good luck, same time they dig down and excavate stuff thrown in there hundreds ’o years ago, and they sell that to the tourists. Get ’em coming and going. Only now, like Mr. Ambassador said, these riots has the place all stirred up, and the cruise ships don’t come anymore. Tough E-pores.”

“And another thing!” Gropedark barked. “It is what I was saying about that that is of importance, specifically the curious activity here on this out-of-the-trade-lanes world of an inordinate number of our Groacian colleagues, for whose presence there appears to be no readily apparent rationale.”

“Art treasures,” Percy supplied. “The sneaky little five-eyed sticky-fingers are tryna swipe the antiquities and all.”

“Swipe, Percy?” his chief challenged. “On what basis do you make this seemingly baseless charge? Only this morning I was having a friendly chat via tight screen with my esteemed colleague Ambassador Smoosh, and he assured me—”

“That knob-kneed little sapsucker will assure you of anything he thinks will get you off his back, Mr. Ambassador,” the hard-pressed Cultural Officer interrupted.

“Let’s not forget, Mr. Ambassador,” Colonel Trenchfoot spoke up. “I am in possession of a firm rumor to the effect that the Groaci are amassing an attack force in this very subsector. Be quite a coop if we spotted it right here on Popu-Ri, eh, sir?”

“‘Coo’, Jim,” the Ambassador corrected automatically. “And one can hardly evoke a hostile war fleet simply by wishing for it, Colonel,” His Excellency reminded his Military Attaché wearily. “I remarked only that I have the impression of seeing more Groaci personnel in the bazaar and on the streets than can be readily explained by their modest cultural team which was authorized on-planet solely to carry out an inventory of recoverable antiquities. I imputed no fell motives to the Groaci.”

“I ain’t going to tell, even if you said them mothers was robbing the place blind,” Percy reassured his chief.

“‘Those mothers,’” Gropedark corrected automatically.

“How’s come we’re worrying about somebody swiping a bunch of junk?” young Marvin Lacklustre queried, “With an armed mob out there yelling for our heads?”

“The delegation of the local citizenry is hardly ‘yelling for our heads’, as you so inelegantly put it, Marvin,” the Chief of Mission set the record straight. “I should imagine that they are in fact calling on me for a statement. Don’t understand their barbarous dialect, of course: only caught something about ‘the ruins’, doubtless an appeal to me to confirm that their precious ancient capital will be protected against any attempted vandalism, and in due course restored to its original splendor.”

“Percy,” Colonel Trenchfoot addressed the Attaché in a crafty tone, “if the Groaci are looting the place, where’s all the loot going? My watchdogs at the port haven’t cleared any tramp freighters off-planet, Groaci or otherwise.”

“Beats the metabolic residues outa me,” Percy acknowledged. At the window, the colonel was peering out, ready to dodge the next accurately thrown missile.

“Hey!” he blurted. “If it ain’t Captain Kith of Groaci Central Intelligence, you can put me on pots and pans for the next month! And it’s an open secret that ‘Assistant Military Attaché’ business is a double cover. He’s the GIA’s top dirty-work boy.”

“Absurd, Jimmy,” and “Impossible!” burst from the staff.

“Kith is a mere gofer,” Gropedark declared with finality. “What possible reason would the Groaci High Command have for sending their number one sneak-killer to this peace-torn planet?”

“I guess I recognize Kith when I see him,” Trenchfoot declared stubbornly. “He was on the Groaci delegation to the last Arms Summit, which I had the honor to head up internal security. Spent two weeks in the same room with the villain!”

“Very well, Jimmy, since you’re so concerned, I’ll send Ben along just to check on his movements—casually, of course, Ben.”

“Why me?” Magnan yelped. “It’s Jimmy’s idea, I mean I wouldn’t want to rob him of the glory—”

“Scant glory is to accrue from shadowing a code clerk on his daily trip to the bazaar for produce,” Gropedark rebuked his Budget and Fiscal man. “Still, you may as well just keep an eye on the scamp. Better use the back way to avoid the crowd. Be back in an hour.”

Magnan departed, muttering, “What for? It’s just your fans, remember?” It was a remark His Excellency decided not to hear.
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“You see,” Ambassador Gropedark said contentedly an hour later, waving a plump hand to indicate the now-deserted courtyard, littered with dope-stick butts, empty gribble-grub bags and the usual assortment of priceless fragments of the lofty facades which looked down on it. “They’ve dispersed peacefully, just as I expected. Pity I didn’t step out to say a few soothing words as they desired.”

“If as you suggested,” a timid Admin type spoke up, “the beggars were here to demand a full-scale restoration program to return this dump to its former glories and all, I don’t see how jawing at ’em from a balcony is going to make ’em any happier.”

“It is precisely that element of short-sightedness in your makeup, Ted, which has delayed your advancement in the Corps,” Gropedark dismissed the cavil. “By the way, I distinctly told Ben Magnan to report back in an hour …” He paused to inspect his issue watch. “And it has been precisely one hour now.” He barked the last word as if ordering the troops over the top. “Ben’s inclined to be careless, of course—may have wandered into the tabu Inner City.” He pointed. “You, fellow—you’re Mr. Magnan’s assistant, as I recall—perhaps you’d best run along and remind him he’s keeping his Chief waiting.”
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