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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.




Contents

Title Page

Gateway Introduction

Contents

Epigraph

Prologue

I: Yin

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

II: Interface

Chapter Seven

III: Yang

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Epilogue

Afterword

Website

Also By Damien Broderick

About the Author

Copyright


 

I am waiting for rain

I am waiting for it to rain

I want blood

scalps that made me into

a marriageable item a woman

who needs a man a transgressor

of the moral authority of

male supremacy, a prison is

one twenty years back time

machine, I need nobody but a sicilian revenge,

no triumph.

KATE JENNINGS


Prologue

A.D. 2009

Because the courts permitted me to see my daughter every Monday, including leap years, there was at least one compensation for being out of work much of the time. (Thus, my recipe for saying yes to life.) So while everyone else toiled I took the ferry across smooth dark water to the sandstone terraces of Balmain, a snug inner-city gold mine where even the streaky old soap factories (bane of the allergic: invisible gusts of itchy soot) had long since been scrubbed out and refitted as condominiums.

Once the suburb had been a home for poets and ruffians, and before that the honest working class, whose ravages had by now been all but expunged. Native gardens soared from tiny plots in front of the terraces. These days the place was too expensive for poets, and the ruffians all spoke Program and their lawyers knew to a nicety the lyrics of judicial enchantment.

In all truth, I was in fair spirits. The afternoon promised to be a bitch, mad-dog mutual assured destruction at Social Security, but that was later. I pushed it away. The day was a delight. Up through the fragrant leaves of European trees meant for endless sifting rain the morning sky was hot blue yet pale: the heat in it was not Pro Hart’s electric enamel but a kind of shivery end-of-summer immanence, February in Sydney.

I went through Birchgrove park smiling, springy on my toes despite heavy hiking boots, and even found myself whistling until I realized with a burst of self-reproof that the park sound system was lilting out wimpy Donovan songettes, sticky with adolescent nostalgia and the dying falls of the misunderstood jongleur and scads of sea gulls. Perhaps there had been more sea gulls around forty-five years ago.

Megan turned from a complicated game with two other little girls and saw me coming up the slope from the sports oval. Shrieking with pleasure, she leapt to her feet, bolted for me, skidded, turned back to excuse herself politely. With some gravity and circumstance her companions allowed her to depart, immediately dividing between them her stock of imaginary play objects. Like a bright yellow bird she darted away again, shot down the grass incline into my arms, and up into the air, the hot transparent air.

“Good girl?”

“Mmm.” Suddenly she was shy, pushing her fat pink cheek into my shirt. I went with it, stood her on her feet and took her hand, walked back the way she’d come, up the path toward her school. They knew I was coming and without doubt had me under scrutiny on their monitors, but Spouse Access regulations insisted that I check through the formalities.

Our years put together come to thirty, Donovan told the magpies, almost getting it right. I grimaced horribly at Megan, causing her to laugh helplessly, and whistled along with the awful thing. It could have been worse. It could have been Vivaldi. I might then have broken a tooth clenching my face up, if it had been Vivaldi, plangenting away through the misery and love of a late summer morning as I went to check my daughter out of kindergarten for a few hours of the last remaining truth in my life.


I

YIN


But once I think of an imperfect God, I can begin to imagine a Being greater than ourselves, who nonetheless shares his instinctive logic with us: We as men seek to grow, so He seeks to grow; even as we each have a conception of being—my conception of being, my idea of how we should live, may triumph over yours, or yours over mine—so, in parallel, this God may be engaged in a similar war in the universe with other gods. We may even be the embodiment, the partial expression of his vision. If we fail, He fails too. He is imperfect in the way we are imperfect. He is not always as brave or extraordinary or as graceful as He might care to be.

In capsule: There are times when He has to exploit us; there are times when we have to exploit Him; there are times when He has to drive us beyond our own natural depth because He needs us—those of us, at least, who are working for Him:

We have yet to talk of the Devil.

NORMAN MAILER
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