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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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“The term blowback, which officials of the Central Intelligence Agency first invented for their own internal use, is starting to circulate among students of international relations. It refers to the unintended consequences of policies that were kept secret from the American people.”

—Chalmers Johnson, Blowback


PROLOGUE

HAPPILY EVER AFTER

I want to give you a happy ending.

I want to tell you that Niko and I piled into the Ford Thunderbird and drove off into the sunset. That we bought a house with a thirty-year mortgage on a sensible budget. Every year was a photo album of barbecue cookouts on the holidays. I’d squint into the sun with a spatula in my hand and Niko would stand in a square of green lawn in a yellow dress stretched over her swelling belly. We’d be surrounded by friends who reflected our good social standing with diverse stock portfolios that never crashed. We’d be so charmed, even the fierce coastal mosquitoes wouldn’t sample us. Laughing and drinking beer. Life by glossy catalog, paint by numbers.

I’d flip steaks on the grill and laugh at politically correct jokes. I would never, ever let anyone know that in another life, I’d been a zombie. An honest-to-god, eat-your-brains zombie with a wicked prescription drug habit that kept my brain agile enough to master sarcasm and a bad attitude with psychopathic tendencies.

Blood would dribble out of the meat, sizzle on the red hot coals, and conjure a smell from the grave. I’d fall quiet while I contemplate the past. The sun would dim with a passing cloud. Niko would explain my quiet as unease from the time I spent in Bosnia, or that ill-fated trip to Sarajevo when I was sixteen. Any of these would be enough to forgive my stoned gaze as I remembered what it was like to be as bloody as that steak, as I remembered Jamie. The brother who authored my demise and made me a monster. Bending people to his will as one folds paper into origami.

I spent a decade as a rotting, decomposing, undead corpse until a twist of events gave me a second chance. Jamie’s son gave me that second chance. He traded his life and sacrificed his body. Instead of sustaining my final years as a restive corpse, I now fret and strut in my nephew’s skin.

I want to tell you my days and nights were filled with suburban idyll. I want to tell you that Niko and I got married and built a family from scratch, a family that didn’t include my brother or my father, the wily gray fox. I said goodbye to the military life and all its subterranean machinations. I said goodbye to godforsaken New Jersey and the junkies and thieves and casinos and mob bosses and every crooked resident.

I want to tell you I kissed my brother on the cheek and I forgave him.

I want to tell you I honored my nephew’s sacrifice.

I want to tell you things were good.

You and I, we both know better, don’t we?

*

They sat me in a chair in the interrogation room and asked me what happened, the beginning of November 2010. I told them I didn’t remember. There’s a darkness in my memory like an empty space in a shark’s grin.

Witnesses saw a young man tear out of my driveway in a Ford Thunderbird. On traffic surveillance, I’m pushing the car through intersection after intersection with my fingers tapping the wheel and a gun in my other hand.

I watched myself, this new version of me in my nephew’s skin but wearing my fury in his eyes, grinding through red lights and lurching down side streets. The full-time guard at Ruby’s Retreat gated community reported a young man he recognized as Amos Adamson blew past his window and rammed through the gate, breaking the automated arm into bits across the concrete.

Footage from Jamie Adamson’s house showed a Thunderbird skid to a stop in front of the castle-sized McMansion on the waterfront. I watched myself exit the vehicle and leave the door swinging open. The resolution high-definition crisp. Dash light blinking. In my head, I imagined the automated ping ping ping accompanying the seat belt, clattered limp as a snake over the fabric. Keys dangling in the ignition. Fumes coiling from the exhaust pipe. Sand like lumpy cookie dough batter in the street gutter.

They told me the man in the footage is me. I looked angry enough to shake the ground through my walk, to crack pavement with my heels. The gun at my side pointed down. My old zombie corpse had been refunded and exchanged for this new one, but I could not reconcile my identity with the image on the screen. Me, Vitus Adamson. How like Amos he looked—but every twitch and idiosyncrasy is me down to my bone marrow. The way I held myself with my head down in the hot and unforgiving coastal sun. The evil northeast ocean wind punching ragged claws through my hair. A cigarette clamped in my teeth. I’ve got new skin and I’m already making a down payment on a set of smoker’s wrinkles.

Exterior video showcased my brother’s lawn, mowed in neat diagonal patterns. His mailbox in the shape of a lighthouse. A silhouette of a woman through a frilly white curtain. Megan, my brother’s wife. I watched myself increase speed and make my body a battering ram, pushing my shoulder into it with the cigarette still throwing smoke up into my face. The lock broke and fell to the ground. The door opened. I disappeared inside.

Screams followed. Witnesses report several shots fired. An officer recovered spent shells and dug two bullets out of the studs later. They’ll dig the other out of Jamie’s dead heart. Minutes passed. In my head, I pictured the light on the car’s dash blinking frenetically, on and on, calculating minutes into infinity.

While the surveillance footage played, they let me stew in the chair. But I didn’t need footage. My memories filled in what the surveillance missed, expanding into Panovision technicolor.

On-screen, police cars arrived and screeched onto the roadway, one by one. They stacked themselves into every corner of the property with their weapons drawn. A man with a bullhorn. Neighbors peeked through their windows and stood in their door frames while officers waved at them to stay back and to get inside. They didn’t listen.

Screaming and commands. Red-faced men in uniform and then a figure appeared in the doorway. A bystander reported his longtime neighbor Jamie Adamson screaming one thing over and over again before the gunshots silenced him: Beware the echoes and specters! The echoes and specters! The echoes and specters!

I watched myself drop the gun into the manicured lawn. My hands crimson to the wrists. Blood spattered all over my shirt. Blood on my mouth, forming a clown smile. Blood tracked through the entry way. I expected a river of it to spill out behind me.

Two steps forward and I fell to my knees. Cops rushed me. I leaned forward and vomited into my brother’s green lawn. They repelled in disgust, and the last chunk was not even out of my mouth before they cuffed me, my face down in my own sick, and dragged me into the back of a police van.

After that, the screen faded to black.

If you don’t know by now, we don’t deal in happy endings here.

OPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OPS/Fonts/MinionPro-BoldIt.otf


OPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OPS/Fonts/MinionPro-It.otf


OPS/Images/cover.jpg
MY:EQM.LY
HEART

MARTIN ROSE





OPS/Images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@-EWAY





