
disturb complacency was this: suppose that 
you were the last human being alive, the 
very last, alone on Earth with all the 
remnants of the past, all the accumulated 
wisdom of man, all the monuments and all 
the things charged with the meaning of what 
it is to be human. . . and suppose that you 
had to live your life under these conditions. 
What would it mean to you to be a human 
being? And that is the question, with all 
the influences above, which lies behind the 
writing of The Faded Sun. Hence the title. 
Hence the hero — who is young and not 
human and faced with the decline of his 

Aegean, the ancient past of Mexico, 
obscured by cloud. And our own homes, 
our own boundaries, our own little fences 

and highways are transient and unreal in 
that context. And while we who read have 
already begun to cope with such perspec- 
tives, and we’ve watched them take subtle 
effects on generations born in the space age, 
in daily acquaintance with technology, the 
man in the street really hasn’t met it yet, 
really hasn’t come to grips with the fact 
that his own little living room isn’t ultimate 
reality. So the perspective of man measured 
against time, against the totalities of 

species. The central question is: what is 
survival worth? And what is really meaning- 
ful, measured against a vast expanse of 
time? 

One of the questions with which I have 
dealt in my early fiction, and my fiction is 
still early, because I am a young writer in 
terms of years published, is that of perspec- 
tives. What is all the accumulated experience 
of man worth when we step off this world? 
We’ve set footprints on the moon and 
scratched the surface of Mars. It was a 
great psychological wrench when the first 
photos came back, showing us ourselves, 

C J Cherryh 

looking back on ourselves, and realizing 
that all the arena of our past, all the places 
which loom so large in our history and our 
self-importance, are, like things remembered 
from childhood, so small when viewed 
from that perspective. You have to squint 
to make out the Mediterranean, where 
empires shook the world . . . to imagine the 

species, has lately fascinated me. Mean- 
while, I’ve been formulating my own 
estimation of how man might actually 
make this transition, from the world to the 
universe, and what it might do to his con- 
ceptions of himself and his place within it, 
and this speculation has occupied most of 
my recent fiction. 
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in a trilogy. The second book, The Faded 
Sun: Shon 7jir will be available from the 
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science fiction stories by 

Keith Roberts 

Keith Roberts is not a prolific science 

fiction writer, which probably explains 

why his work consistently reflects care and 

missing from the work of writers with a 
greater output and a combination which 

makes any new story bearing his name 

_ always been very well received (Pavane, for 
example, is one of the major alternative 

_ histories of recent years), his forte lies in 

_ the short story and the stories in this 
_ collection are among his very best. 
As a literary form science fiction is 
_ particularly suited to highlighting possible 

_ social changes of an insidious nature which 
_ can become a reality without anybody 

depth of thought, something which is often 

really noticing. How near are we to Orwell’s 
Nineteen Eighty-Four, for example? And 

how much we value freedom of expression 
after reading that book! Keith Roberts is 

very much in the Orwell tradition in the 

stories contained in Ladies From Hell. Here 

you will find no spaceships or multi-limbed 

monsters from Alpha Centauri; instead 
these are stories which will make you think 
very seriously about the world in which we 

live. Stories which at first glance may seem 
silly, but are not really very improbable 

with further thought. ‘The Shack at Cross 
Halt’, for example, is about a Britain domi- 

nated by motorways and juggernauts and a 
tyranny which forces people to scavenge 

for items which fall off lorries. Or ‘The 
Ministry of Children’, a tale born from the 
not infrequent reports of suicides or 
attempted suicides at comprehensive 

schools. ‘Something is wrong’, says Roberts, 
and if a solution isn’t found, school could 
become a terrifying battleground dominated 
by vicious gangs that ‘The Ministry of 
Children’ illustrates. 
—__Ledies From Hell-embodies-ali that is—4 | Souiething to celebrat e. Ladies From Heil is 

particularly worthy of popping a champagne 
_ cork because although Roberts’ novels have 

most important in science fiction: the 

stories are salutory, disturbing and thought 
provoking, making us look afresh at our 

world, our society and ourselves and 

illuminating both what we could well do 
without and what we should fight to 

preserve. Most importantly, they are about 

people and their fight against oppressive 
forces. 198pp 
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Here are three books which prove that science fiction can be hilariously funny. 

BLACKPOOL 
VANISHES 
Richard H Francis 

‘Richard Francis certainly has 
a beautiful sense of the 
absurd. His style of writing is 
dry and laconic with dialogue 
that’s very funny indeed.’ — 
Newsagent and Bookshop. 

SFBC £1.85 
Faber & Faber £4.50 

Printed in England and published by 
Readers Union, Newton Abbot, Devon 

known, 

REF 5154 

THE STAINLESS STEEL 
RAT WANTS YOU 
Harry Harrison 

More adventures with Slippery 
Jim diGriz, interstellar con- 
man and crook extraordinaire, 
as he faces up to the biggest 
threat the Galaxy has ever 

SFBC £1.70 
Michael Joseph £5.95 REF 5149 

FLUX AND THE 
TIN ANGEL 
Ron Goulart 

A satirist of distinction who 
has been hailed as ‘the next 
Kurt Vonnegut’ here displays 
his delicately zany humour in 
two complete novels in one 
volume. 

SFBC £3.75 
Millington £4.95 REF 8781 
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The Science Fiction Achievement 

Awards — Hugos — for 1979 
BEST NOVEL 
Dreamsnake by Vonda McIntyre 

BEST NOVELLA 

The Persistence of Vision 
by John Varley 

BEST NOVELETTE 
Hunter’s Moon by Poul Anderson 

BEST SHORT STORY 
Cassandra by C J Cherryh 
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PRESENTATION 
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PROFESSIONAL EDITOR 

Ben Bova 

PROFESSIONAL ARTIS 

Vincent Di Fate 

BEST FANZINE 
Science Fiction Review 

(Richard E Geis) 

BEST FAN WRITER 
Bob Shaw 

BEST FAN ARTIST 
Bill Rotsler 

JOHN W CAMPBELL AWARD 
FOR BEST NEW WRITER 
Stephen Donaldson 

GANDALF BOOK-LENGTH 
FANTASY AWARD 
The White Dragon 

by Anne McCaffrey 

GANDALF GRAND MASTER 
Ursula Le Guin 

(The John W Campbell and Gandalf 
Awards are not Hugos) 
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