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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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He stands, the Hero, at the peak of a mountain or in the black jaws of a cave or within the temple guarded by serpent-tongued, many-headed ancient gods. His sword is ready. The strong muscles of his right arm ripple and gleam.

She, the Heroine, is behind him. Her beauty and rich jewels are useless to her now. Her hand is clenched to her mouth to stifle her terror. Her eyes are fastened on the Hero. Only he can save her. Only he can bring them to safety, and triumph, and love everlasting –

And only when the Monster has been defeated. Only when the last great battle has been won.

Mists swirl round the defiant figure of the Hero. There is distant music, a thin, whining melody, gliding like a serpent over the menacing undertone of pulsing drumbeats. Then above this music, a roar and thunder that shakes the very rocks and makes the air tremble.

Its voice! The voice of the Monster! At any moment –

Suddenly It is there – even more dreadful than our worst imaginings! Impossibly vast and evil, hideously scaly and horny-headed, It lashes its spiked tail, glares hatred and death from burning eyes like great lamps. Above the mad music rise the Heroine’s screams. She knows her Hero, hopelessly valiant, must die.

The Hero raises his puny blade – a needle, a straw. Towering above him, the Monster lashes the air with shrunken yet deadly forearms from which curved claws spring like great sickles. From Its black nostrils, blasts of flame belch out. The Heroine screams again, a piteous shriek of despair.

Unnoticed by her – she has eyes only for her Hero – a thick, slimy tentacle is coiling down, very slowly, from the dark, dripping rocks above her. The tip of the tentacle touches her bare shoulder: she does not feel its cold and awful threat. Not until the suckered tentacle is actually around her neck does she scream her Hero’s name.

He hears and turns and leaps to save her, slashing madly at the coiling tentacle. He cuts – again! – again! – hacking through oozing flesh!

He has no time to see Its vast head behind him, stealthily moving forward like some ghastly living machine from hell, eyes blazing, hungry jaws opening, fangs dripping, fire running from writhing nostrils! Nothing can save him, nothing – unless he can snatch from the Heroine’s necklace the magic jewel that, when thrust in the hilt of his sword, gives it miraculous powers…

But the Heroine has fainted – her body is covering the necklace – and It, breathing hellfire, is about to strike the final, agonizing blow.…

And then it is all over, THE END half hides Hero and Heroine as they smile into each other’s eyes and embrace. The house lights of the cinema are on; soft-drink cartons explode underfoot; a cross usherette who wants to get home grumbles, ‘Hurry along please, this way out, this exit.…’

Matt rides home on his bike not seeing the road: seeing only the monsters.
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