


[image: image]







THE POWERHOUSE

Gwyneth Jones

[image: image]

www.sfgateway.com







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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The Powerhouse

Introducing the team:

There were three of us, performing artists extraordinaire (that’s what Jef used to put on our flyers): Me, I’m Robs, Roberta Hayward. There’s nothing extraordinary about me, but it didn’t matter because I was technical. I didn’t have to perform my part, the machines did it. Jef wrote the lyrics, Maddy and he came up with the melodies, I did the arrangements (I suppose you’d call it). Jef: D. Mark Jeffries (first name Darryl, but he didn’t ever use it). Not all that tall, skinny as a spider, full of energy. Red hair in spiky corkscrews flying about all over his head, and huge green eyes. On stage he favoured jumble sale suits several sizes too small, Clark Kent horn-rimmed glasses that made his eyes look even bigger; and the lights in his red hair made it look as if his head was on fire. The girls loved him. And Maddy, Madeleine Wei Wei Turner. Wild athletic dancer, beautiful voice with an amazing range. Hair black, complexion pale; up-curved dark eyes (her mother’s Singapore Chinese). Nose short and straight, mouth a bit too wide, white teeth. I’m not describing her well. I don’t know how to do it. But I remember her so clearly, the way she was. If Jef was touched by fire, Maddy was a flame. It wasn’t just on stage, or with us. Everybody felt it.

Maybe you know someone a bit like Maddy. She had everything, looks, charm, intelligence, talent. But people didn’t hate her, because she didn’t make you feel she thought she was better than you. She didn’t keep her gifts to herself. Anyone who came near could warm their hands at what Maddy was. Anyone could share her fire. There were few people who didn’t smile when they were talking about Maddy, or were in her company. I’m smiling now. She was wonderful. Note the tense, I said was. Note it, and then forget it, because I’m going to tell you a story.


ops/images/9781473230385.jpg
JONES

The Powerhouse.






ops/images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@-EWAY





