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A0N'S  R0OST.

Rather than do my usual thing and just list tha zines I've received
and the books I've read these last two momths, this time I'1l1l give my thoughts
about several things that came to my attention in the last two months. One
of them was brought to mind by a query from Joseph Hanna=Rivero in the R & R
DEPT. this issue, in which he asks to list the currently published fanzines
in Australia. By now you have some. idea from the 'zines received! I keep
listing in these editorials.

“Before proceeding to Advention '81 I voted for the DITMARs (the
misnamed Australian SF Achievement Awards). What struck me at the time were
not so much the zines listed as those left out. There were Four fanzines
listed; Q36, the South Australian fanzine put out by Mark Ortlieb, of which
at least five were published equally throughout the previous years Chunder,
published by Victorian John Foyster, of which some 4 issues (two mailings)
came out in the previous six monthsj Science Fiction Commentary, by Victorian
Bruce Gillespie, of which two issues (one mailing) ' came out in the prior six
monthss and Australian Science Fiction News, by Mervyn Binns (published for
the Australian Science .Fiction Foundation....), ') which came out about every
two months last year. Also a Victorian fanzine.

Judging by my records, at least half of all zines published in Aust.
in the twelve months prior the con came out of West Australia. None of these
zines were nominated (or were seliminated). Thus so for any NSW zines. (In case
anyone thinks this is a case of sour grapes on my part - the circulation of
this zine ensures TM will never win a fanzine Ditmar.)

' From my hazy memory it
seems to me that wherever a con takes place, and a zine is nominated in that
state, that zine usually wins. An interesting fact: of the four zines nominated,
three (the Victorians) were all pre=AussieCon fans, and two of them go back
to the fi“ties. That brighten you up, Bob Smith? It just may be that Milford
isn't the only place with a Mafia.

In a recent issue of Aust. SF News, Mervyn talked about some fans not
going along with the prevailing attitude taken by the present Con Committees
of charging ex:rbitant attendance fees to bring an overseas author to the Con.
1t seems that Australian authors are all used up. (I'm sure Wynne Whitford and
Jack Wodhams realise this). And these fees are after ar grant from the prevailing
state or federal government is taken into account. It seems that the students
thesedays (about 75% of con attendance from what I have seen) have no trouble
(or are expected not to have ) , in abtaining the $20-$30 fees, plus any live-
in attendance costs.

You may not believe it, people, but you can still run a successful con
for attendance fees of $5 to $10. (Come to MEDTREK and see — GOH A B Chandler,
Fan GOH Shayne McCormack ). ‘

It isn't that an overseas author visiting this country couldn't be
taken advantage of by the con committee and 'rented out! for interviews and,
say, (with their permission) an extended tour of universities and collages
lecturing - after a suitable rest from the con = to recoup whatever money it
is feasable to.

- Ron L Clarke.
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And so I came to the 'Medallion' antique shop where, some days prev--
iously, I had seen an exquisite Art Nouveau original. It was a delightful
lamp by Emile Dufrene. However, as I reached the rather musty and decrepit
establishment, I noticed an ominous blank space in thse window where the lamp
had been. Peering through the grimy glass, the sought after object was nouwhere
to be seen. 1 feared it had been sold, and such proved to be the case when I
questioned the propriator.

I had not met the man beforey, hbut as I was a collector, and he a
dealer, we were soon immersed in a discussion of antique objects d'art and
their availability - yet, for some reason, my interest was aroused more by the
man's appearance and implicit attitudes, than by his conversation.

He was immaculately dressed in a white suit with a light-grey silk
cravat. His face was almost abnormally pale, though finely, even delicately
proportioned. His hair was thick, waving, and rather darker than his wisps
of honey-—blonde moustache and exiguous goatee. His manner of speaking seemed
deliberately artificial and full of curious affectation, yet sometimes stilted
and dream=like. The massed effect of his appearance, demeanour, and speech
patterns suggested that he could not possibly belong to such a brash, 'prog-
ressive' and coldly functional age as ours. And I deemed it grossly unusual
that such a young man should possess such curious features of personality.,

During our conversation, I had learned that he had in stock no more
of the antigues I had been seeking. Then, as I was about to bid him good day,
he invited me to luncheon in his private rooms above the shop. On the spur
of the moment, I accepted the invitation. As it was midday, he went to the
door, locked it, and placed in the window a sign on which was printed 'Open
at GCne'.

His residence and place of business was in an old and decaying part
of the city. But, as he led me out of the shop and down a dim hallway and up
a flight of wooden stairs whose central concavities bespoke their age, I noticed
many poignant traces of a gracious past. There were exquisitely intricate
mouldings, ornate wall panels and rich pastel-hued tiles beneath our feet.

We entered his living room through a long, echoing halluway. In a
far corner of that room was a wide archway of carven teakwood, through which
could be seen an extensive library. I would dearly have liked to see his books,
but instead he bade me be seated at a heavy circular table of polished and
venerable cedarwood. Then he announced, "I have a bottle of a rare and delicate
liqueur made from the fruit of the Oromel Tree of which there are only five
lovingly tended by the monks who dwell in the abbey near the oasis of Frantu®.
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‘From a polished ebony cabinet inlaid with jade dragons he producsd
two intricately fluted crystal goblets and a strangely beautiful bottle. He
proceeded to place one goblet before me, and one gaoblet before himself with
what, in this age of debased, truncated and barbaric manners would be taken
as an excess of ceremony. ' '

He proceeded to unstopper the bottle, which, though sealed only by
an absurdly disreputable and humble looking cork, was itself suggestive of
the 'Arabian Nights! and, I deemed, like as not to contain a genie. I had
never befére seen such a bottlej refulgent aureoles and glories seemed to
flash and sparkle in its interior, and its glass, like bubbled and translucent
gold, held phosphorescent whorls and glimmering coruscations like unto those
unseen planets, stars and galaxies which ars said to spin and incandescs
beyond the Blue Veil and the tenebrous Gulfs of Nib.

'He removed the cork, and at once there billowed into the still air
of the room a fragrance that was redolent of fantastic ante-diluvien gardens
of sandalwood, myrrh and lavender. That otherworldly bottle, elegantly held
in his alabaster-=white and carefully manicured hand, he now inclined towards
my crystal goblet. And it may be thought, by the insensitive to such matters,
that the mere pouring of a liquid from a bottle to a vessel is a mundane and
prosaic thing. Yet a curious peacs, an hieratic majesty had stolen over the
ostensibly ordinary events taking place within that antique room. I observed
fascinated, and with an unwonted cognizance of minute detail, as a stream of
shimmering, roseate fluid filled my glass., I contemplated the filled goblets
it stood with strange majesty on the table befors me, and a transient fancy
crossed my mind that that goblet, when filled with that liqueur, became a
kind of scrying glass. Indeed, for a little while I gazed abstractedly into
that liquid and imagined its roseate glamour to be the congealed and blended
light of forgotten mornings in Atlantis, Ophir, Lyonesse, and Shambhala.

All this time, the bottle had been left uncorked, and I became awar
of a subtle change in the aroma of the liqueur; no longer did it honestly
allude to its origins in exotic ante=diluvian gardens, but rather the room
seemed now to be filled with an opiate. vapour suggestive of voluptuous,
Byzantine sophisticationsec.. And the noises of the street came in muffled
and attenuated like sounds in a dream, and the venerable grandfather clock.
tocked on slowly, rheumily, and reluctantly... It was in this atmosphere
that he began speaking and exhibiting that subtle change of personality and
manner which I attribute to the exotic liqueur. He spoke, at first, quite
calmly, although with an air of suppressed excitement as if the sub ject were
very close to his heart; his eyeballs did not, at first, stare maniacally
from their sockets, nor did his white, carefully manicured hands tremble, nor
did he sprawl raving upon the richly upholstered sofa with its fantastic
designs of Eastern palaces, seraglios,; and fountained gardensj sprawl raving
oblivious to the embarrassment and amazement of his guest. No, all these things
took place a little later, for first he began to speaks "I'm sure you will
appreciate, Mr. King, that there are few people in this benighted age of ours,
least of all any devotee of futurism, modernity, or sterile functionalism,
who could ever understand the Decadent's aesthetic craving for certain scenes
and landscapes wherein the partial or total decay of architectural forms, or
artifacts in general, may be observed."

To this I cordially agreed, informing him that I held roughly similar
opinions. And I opined also that there is a Spirit = a Zeitgeist = abroad in
our age. This Spirit seeks to minimize the importance of the individual and to
corrode his sense of personal identity by such inéidious devices as a dehumanized
style of monolithic city architecture which is rigorously bereft of any
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correspondence to the inper 'naturej or needs, of Man.

This comment of mine seemed to encourage him, and it was then that his
eyes grew wild and staring and he commenced to deliver a vehement, though still
fairly controlled, tirades “The truly sensitive decacdent® - he cantinued - %will
derive a special aesthetic stimulus from the contemplation of such scenes as
deserted or abandoned graveyards, or grass and weeds growing profusely between
the lines of discontinued, or at most, lightly travelled railway tracks, or
fruit orchards grown wild and rank and fungous in the grounds of a deserted,
but once gracious and stately house... or the delirious, winding, grimy, and
warren~like streets and buildings past which one's train invariably sezms to
travel in heavily industrialized areas.®

Here he paused, breathless, as if recovering from an excess of some
emotion known only to himself and others sharing his delicate sensibilities.
I could see his hands gripping the edge of the polished and venerable cedaruwood
table -~ his knuckles stood out white.

1 sat facing him, feeling uncomfortable, and trying to think of some
reply or comment, but before I did so he resumed the outlining of his gueer
aesthetic principles - though now with a definitely fzsbrile intensitys "The
opportunities for viewing these rare snd ecstatic vistas have been considerably
mitigated by the lamentable passing of the Great Age of Steam when the areas to
which I allude were perpetually shrouded in the dark glamour of billowing smake
and the heavenly aroma of burning coal,'

I ought to have left then and there, but it was actually because of
what he did and said subsequently that caused me to csuspect the manifestation of
some definitely abncrmal psychology - for he then leant across the table touwards
me with his eyes darting crazily back and forth as if looking for eavesdaroppers,
and in a hoarse, whispering voice said, "Have you seen the old tShield!' stove
factory at Greendales?" Nervously, and a little bewildered, I repli=d, ™"uhy,
Er... yes, it's a horrible old place - an eyesOTeE.. 0hY but surely you are not
suggesting it has aesthetic valuel? As a matter of fact I heard that the City
Council was considering condemning the building as structurally unsound.' That
seemingly innocuous piece of news hit him like a thunderbolt. For he leapt to
his feet, uttered an impassioned cry as if mortally wounded, and flung himself
onto the sofa. %Philistines%... Vandals!®, he shrieked. "what could théZzr
simpering bourgeois mentalities know of the Inner Glory of that symbol of
Transcendent Decrepitude!® ... "Have they not seen those Great Cathedrals of
ecstatically rusted and deliciously warped galvanized iron? ... Or the weeds and
grasses that grouw there in boisterous, unchecked, and exuberant luxury?.. God!
the shivers of delight that have traversed my spine as~I have viewed that Empyrean
fane of the Flder Mysteries and mused upon the wonders and terrors which must
lurk and abscenely gibber within it's shadowy and cavernous intericr!! And more
than once have I had to turn my eyes away when, in passing that holy place, I
felt sure that I would be overcome by the opiate and Elysian radiance into which
the solar illumination had been transmogrified by the gloriously distorted
symmetriec of that divine and frenzied architecture!l!l™

And he veritably screamed and frothed thess last few words, rather
than articulated them.

Suddenly came the prolonged thunderous roar of a large jet aircraft
directly overhead. The sound scemed to cause him an unusual amount of pain, for
his carefully manicured hands gripped the sofa's rich upholstery like talons...
When the noise abated, he began speaking again - and his voice was even lower,
and his face even more rzverant and serious, and then he confessed to me,; in
those hoarse and whispered tones, of how he once scaled the old wooden fence
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around the factory. It was on a night of the full moon, yet he took the risk =
of being seen (because, he claimed, it would have been grossly inartistic to
do what he did by any other light).

And he told me of how he had crept into the shadow of one of the
rusted hulks, and adored at it's corroded walls - and he told me also of
other things that he did on that night, in the shadowSc....

Then came the moment when I thought I might be in actual danger, for
he leapt up from the sofa and threw himself at my feet. He whimpered and
sobbed and said, "Come! adore with me at the Holy Shrinel' I was disgusted,
and admonished: “God% man, control yourselfti" Then I said, "While I may
agree with some of your theories, I believe you have gone too far beyond the
bounds of decency, sanity, and civilized conduct, Good day sirl"

I turped on my heel to leave, but he held fast to my boot (with his
carefully manicured hands). He sobbed and whimpered and whimpered and sobbed.
Then I had to strike him firmly and repeatedly with my cane, but he only
laughed maniacally, hysterically, and pitifully. Eventually, by the judicious
application of short, sharp raps of my cane over his (carefully manicured)
hands, he was induced to let go and I was able to flee.

Seconds later, any
passers—=by in Sidonia Street
would have heard someone
making a rapid, clattering
descent of the stairs within
the 'Medallion' antique shop.
And had they paused in bewild-
erment at that nodse, they
would have seen a fist,
wrapped protectively in a
handkerchief, smash one of
the small panes of glass in
the locked door, and open it,.

Then they would
have seen a figure with a gaunt,
harassed facd rush precipit-
ately down Sidonia Street
towards Malory Street.

- Peter A. Kells,
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Beyond the mountains, dawn was breaking, gold streaks from the still-
hidden sun illuminating the eastern sky. It soulds beautiful, doesn't it? I
suppose it is, under normal circumstances. 0On this particular occasion, though,
I was sitting aon a hard bench in a little park just outside Bathurst, endeavouring
to drink tea from a cup that wouldn't stop shaking. Maybe that was because my
hands woulcdn't stop shivering - or the rest of me for that matter. Ron Clarke sat
beside me, haying the same problem. The temperature had to be zero. (Actually,
I'm exaggerating. It must have been closer to two degrees above. Has anyone
out there ever sat in a park in Bathurst just before dawn on a June morning?).

e were on our way to Advention '81. For me, this was my first science
fiction convention, and my first trip to Adelaide. 5o I was a little excited,

wWe travelled across New South Wales, across the Murrumbidgee Irrigation
Area, bound for Mildura on the Murray river where we would spend our first night.
The plains surrounded us as we drove westward, getting flatter and flatterj boring,
and more boring. A belligerent rain storm followed us the whole way, making
life a little miserable, especially for Ron whose camera had to lie idle beside
him for lack of light. There was a rainbow, though, bright and beautiful,
bending to touch a solitary tree that stood lonely in the distance upon a small
hill.

Following a long, long, straight road, we came at sunset to the
mighty Murray, and drove across it, and the Victorian state border, arriving
at our first night 's lodgings at an old, country hotel. Log fires blazed in
the lounge rooms quiet nooks for conversation beckoned here and there; a funny
old 1ift groaned its way upwards.

Next morning , we were on our way again, across Victoria, bound for
the South Australian border. UWe kept passing the Murray; old, old river that
it is, winding like some injured, mighty serpent of Aboriginal dreaming between
the eroded banks of its wide valley.

The passing into South Australia was a great event, except that we lost
the sign that told us exactly when we did. We looked for it, honest, but we
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missed it, anyway; the
scintillating conversation,
no doubt. Or do you think
that a long day's driving
may have had something to
do with it?

Long day or not,
one signpost lifted our
spirits - "To the Barossa
Valley®.

Having heard much
about it, I was gpager to
see it, and was not disapp=-
ointed. Like a piece of
another world suddenly
deposited within these
hills, the Barossa opened
up before us, presenting
vista upon vista of green
and yellow fields where
grapevines clung to each
other with gnarled old
hands.

0f course, this
valley has other attractions. We visited several of them, for free wine-tasting,
and came away with an armful of bottles, and very giddy heads.

Next mcrning, Saturday, was convention day. After purchasing some
odds and ends for our fai’' ful conveyance, we arrived at the Oberoi hotel (with--
out getting lost oncey, I may add). After unpacking the car, and settling into
our room, we descended to the convention rooms, agog with expectation.

At first sight, I
was very disappointed. Having
become used to Star Trek Cons
(yes, I ammit it, Star Trek
was my gateway into scirnce
fiction) I expected a huck-
ster's room - do they call
them that at straight sciencse
fiction consy; too, Ron? -
full of wonderful things to
purchase, and take home as
mementoes.

What did I find? Tuwo
tables of books, one display-
ing very proudly fFrank
Herbert's latest, and Mike
McGann's tee-=shirts, =tc. A
Star Trak table arrived later
in the morning, which made me
feel a little better. The
art show, also, was kind of
small, though there uwere
some very good things there,
especially some of a 3=dim—
ensional quality, made in




polystyrene foam.

I found old
friends, and some neuw
ones. We talked, and
talked, but my friends
and I always do a lot
of that.

There were
many interesting things
on the pragramme,
several of the panel
discussions sounding !
very much so. There t
were a few of them
with a theme of world-
building (not surpris-
ing with Frank Herbert
presenty, I suppose).
The fan guests of
honour were inter-—
esting, too = the
American one at least.
The English one; on
the other hande..

At first glance, I was impressed by Mr Joseph Nicholas. He dressed
well, his hair was a nice length, not bad looking. When he first opened his mouth
1 still thought that here was a man of culture. The accent was adorable, the voice
melodious. However, when the man began to say something, my illusions quickly
fled. Do you know the old saying to wash a mouth out with socap? 1In this man's
case, carbolic acid wouldn't
be strong enough., If this
is the way that a British
fan talks to a room full
of listeners, I think I
shall stay in this country
contentedly.

Needless to say,
after one or two doses
of him, I took care to
miss any of his further
contributions to the prog-
ramme.

The male American,
who gave his after—dinner
speech after a rather
badly organised "banquet",
was a different kettle
of fish. He was a public
speaker, who, with his
wit and humour, lightened
up an otherwise rather
dull evening.

Am I being a little



over-critical of the
Oberoi hatel if I say that
I don't think that a cold
smorgashoard really
constitutes a banquet?

Sunday night was
costume night. Unfortunately,
as happens at cons, things
can get out of hand. The
programme became a little
tangled, and delays cccurred,
wikh the result that
the costume parade did not
take place until very late.
There was no stage = which
made the organiser's work
a little difficult. The
final arrangement of seat-
ing was such that the back
seats had almost no chance
of seeing the entrants
at all, Not that there
were many entrants. Such
as there were, were good, but surprisingly few of them. The photo-taking session
afterward was fun. One particular lady in an eye--catching costume, complete with
whip, drew a lot of attention - deservedly so. Ron was in his element, his movie
lights illuminating the costumes and milling crowd. We did some more picture-
taking in the room later with some Trekkers from Melbourne.

Monday's highlight was a visit to a nearby coffee-shop by a bunch of
media fans, where we invented Devonshire coffee, much to the distress of the
waitress. In the evening, we went our separate ways, saying goodbye to old friends
and new ones.

We stayed over=-
night in a town called
Elizabeth just outside
Adelaide.

YOU ARE NOW LEAVING

 SOUTH AUSTRALIA
PLEASE COME AGAIN

Leaving from
there next morning, we
decided that we had to say
goodbye to the Barossa
Valley, and since we werse
there... You guessed it
a little more wine-tasting
and a few more bottles.
This time we also took a
tour of the winery, seeing
the wine in the making.
The most impressive thing
we saw was an old grape
vine which was as old as
the winery, and greuw
untouched in the middle of
the winery. There's some-
thing venerable about a
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living thing so old, and yet so beautiful.

We arrived home very late on Wednesday night, having detoured through
Griffith and via Mcwilliam's. (well, we had to compare the two wine growing
districts, didn't we?).

Thus ended a five-day expedition into the realms of straight (or hard-
core) science fiction. On the whole it was enjoyable, and enlightening.

« Gay Williams,
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While 'neath a gnarled mountain pine he did rest,
He mused long on the hardness of his Quest

To discover that lost Faerie Portal

which is the border of things Immortal,

(He would live in a land where Time is not

And where exotic plea: res are one's lot)

So musing thusy; and weary of his Quest,

He slept while the Sun sank far down the Westaooo
All the day had he to slumber succumbed

Until below the hills the Sun had plumbed,
Then he woke in a crimson afterglow

And felt the first cooling night breezes blou,
whence he rose in his tattered cloak bedight -
And 'twas then he saw an uncommon sight,

And his heart thrilled to the spectacle rare
Of Faerie's saltant forms dancing on air...
From flower stalk to leafy bough they fleu

On gossamer wings of roseate hue

In a mystic rite of their unknown race
Invisible to Man, outside of Space -

They danced around an ancient standing stone
wWhich stood in a field sequestered, alone -
They leaped to flutes from no visible source:
Flutes compelling him with magical force

To join in that otherworldly pavane,

Though be ever lost to the world of Man...
Reason departed, no longer he cared

That enchantment enthralled him, magic snared -
Now a Faerie Queen binds him with a spell

And in an underground palace they dwell

(Lo! when they counted but one fleeting year,
e counted more than half a huncred here!l )

s Peter A. Kells



CHARIT  ALONG,..

B JOHN J ALDERSOMN

AOLL THE - OLD

"Here Ethymology was found,

Who scorned surrounding fruits,
But ever dug in desper ground
For old and mouldy roots."

Bert Chandler, as usual, is perfectly right about the antiquity of the
word "car®, It's probably older than even he A¢ realises,

Some years ago, when I was interested in such things, I visited the
pustralian Institute of Archaeology in Melbourne, and in the course of conversat-
ion, asked the Assyrian word for ichariot." I was told it was rho=car (I spell
it phonetically so as not to confound Assyrioclogists amongst the readers of THE
MENTOR). And it means, "a seat on wheels", This too, is the meaning of "chariot®,
and if you look carefully at the latter word it breaks into three, cha (seat),
ri (wheel), and it, a diminitive similisr €0 the French ®ette"™ and probeably both
ultimately derived from the Gaulish, if not parlier, "Chariot® is then, the
Assyrian word "rho-car®, reversed and with a diminitive added.

However, the Assyrians did not invent the .chariot and they probably
took some strange mangling of its name when- they acquired it. Indeed, if
Velikovsky's rearranging of ancient history is correct the word dates from Greek
times and almost certainly contains the Gresk "rho" sound. The Homeric heroes
howsver called their chariots "harma", It is unlikely they got their chariot
from the Greeks, or for that matter the word, though the way the Greeks mangled
foreign words the Greeks could easily have got the word from them. ,

The earliest mention of chariots occurs in Exodus. But a land of river
flats could never have produced a chariot for two reasons. (a) They would be
useless. (b) They would not have the rauw materials. I beliesve the present idea
on the subject is that the Hittites invented them, the Hittites being the iron-
proddcing peoples of what is variously called Palestine and/or Syria. Iron and
timber were essential for the making of chariots, though probably the first
chariots were almost entirely of wood. However, it is also possible that the
Chalybes, who were regarded by the Greeks as the first iron-workers, were the
inventors of the chariot, and very early in the piece mountaineers from this
area swept down onto the plains. The Celts claim to come from this area.

However, at present I am more interested in the word than the history.
(sorry about that, you history freaks).

The word "Car® or "ca" means seat. The Egyptian hieroglyph which
(I admit some scepticism here) was the origin of our Yc" was a seat or stool,
sometimes called "The Throne". It was also the origin (?7?) too, of the letter
ngh, The origins of the alphabet is shrouded in mystery, not the least caused by
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the gravest doubts now, as to the validity of conventionel dating. However, the
word Pcar” for seat is known in some form or other in many if not most of the
languages of Europe, that is, it is one of the fundamental root words of the
Indo=-european languages.

The word "rho" or "ra" is also widely dispersed. Ra was the name of
the Egyptian sun-god, a deity which Heyerdahl has traced tuwo thirds the way
around the world to the central Pacific. The sign for the god Ra was a circle
with a serpent around it, However, I doubt if we got our "r" from Egypt. But
the root word, “ra® originally meant either a circle, gold, or the sun, and soon
meant all three. Thus we have a whole series of words in many languages derived
from "ra" meaning to circle or rotate, yellow or gold, and to glow or radiate.
But Ra was the king of gods, and %ra" gave us a whole series of words meaning
kingship or royalty.
Some of
these words
are somewhat
4 disquised
,f}ai now. Take
o I the word "circlel
-ig“ —_— £ o ¢ 55 1atigt [iEE
/ i an "ir® (remem-
ber vouwels
change at
the drop of
a hat in
words, not
only to indic-
ate tense etc.,
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T eg swimy, swam,
£ swum, but
to also
indicate

intensitivesy
crick, crack,
crush).
“Circle®™ is
variously derived
from Anglo-
saxon circul,
French cercle,
Latin circulus
a diminitive of circus. They are probably congate terms. Allied words are Greek
kirkos a circle, Anglo-saxon hring a ring, German kreis a circle, Gaelic

cusirt, a circle or ring. Naturally when faced with such a whelter of cognate

terms, often of ancient standing, the derivation of words from languages other

than immediate parent languages is risky. What I mean is, a word like circle
probably has been derived from the most ancient roots existing in the language,

and vaguely standardised.

Obviously such words as rotate, revolution, rotor, or orbity, hardly
need mention. The use of "ra" (back again) as in "regain®, ‘remake™ and so on are
interesting but derived (there's another!) from the long descended root word,
“ra', for sun or wheel or circle.

The word "or” will be familiar to all students of heraldry... notice
the ra in that word for a herald was originally someone sent by the king. Or means
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gold, reputedly derived from Latin gurum., But it is more likely derived from
the Celtic. The 0ld Irish is,ég and is not likely to have been derived from
aurum. Take another common word, "orange", Derived from the Persian ananj
the "n" being dropped. The Italian is arancic, Spanish naranja, Portuguese

laranja, Arab naranj, Hindu ngrangI s Sanskrit nEranga. The loss of the ¥n®
and the™" is due to the confusion with the indefinite article.

It is probable that such words as oral, orifice, etc, derived from
oris a mouth also comes from ra. The Egyptian glyph for "r" being a pair of lips.

The Egyptians did not distinguish betuween the ®r" and the "1" just as in
some southern English words, eg almond, alms and so forth, So "glow" probably
was derived from "ra" meaning to radiate. In such case we have such diverse
words as “glimmer", "gloss" and "glory". So we get "prad® and from it "raw" and
“gcarlet". "Scar" was originally a red wound made by burning. Notice the word
burn. .
- ‘When the Romans came in contact with the Gauls they took their word for
king, "rix" to denote the Gaulish leaders. Hence the Latin 535. Like Royal, regal,
and reign, they all come from that ancient ra. So does the Gaelic righ (pron=
ounced ggg.) The very word Rome (Italian Rama, ) like the ancient Hindu hero Rama,
are both derived from Ra, meaning a king or sun-god though Roman tradition insisted
that the city was called after a woman of the same name.

well, so much for the wheels of Eha<chariot~ Now for the seat.

The word %car" or #ca® , meaning a seat, has come down to us with two
ma jor meanings. That of seat itself which gives us such words as "cathedral',
which is a bishop's seat. "Ex cathedra™ 1is an authorative pranouncement as from
a seat of dignity. Of coursa you all realise that from this %car" we get chair.
dcar¥ yas Used by Caesar to describe the Celtic warechariots. ' So we -
get the French char, Spanish garrg, Irish carr, and Latin currus. From the French
(Parisian) pronounciation of chaire we get chaise, a light two wheeled carriage.
Carriage comes from the same root. Cart is to my thinking a shortening of chariote.
Cognate terms are 0ld Norse kg tr, Anglo-saxon creet and 01d Norman French
cerste. Of course there is a string of verbs, carry, carriage, cart,

The chariot has been with us a long time and it's two .root mérds still
seem strong and healthy. Incidently,; in case anyons was wondering where the title
comes from, it's from an old Salvation Army hymn. The complete stanza goess

“Roll the old chariot along,
Roll the old chariot along,
If the devilts in the road we'll roll it over him,
And don't hang on behind.®

1t's not sung so much now, with the mounting road=toll.

« John J Alderson.
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A sea of stars, ten oceans deep

A realm for the most mighty ‘kings.
Remember the swift fleet of arks...

How fast across the seas they'd leap -
What riches, what wondrous things

Did such arks bring

From lands afar, from stars so strange
From depoths ten occeans deep..

But there is no .life among the stars
No longer are there battle cries

Nor songs nor sounds of laughter

The starry sea's in tranquil sleep.
There are no arks.

The stars shine as bright as life
In velvet oceans dark and deep

But there's no whisper !'tween thsz stars
There is no murmur to disturb the peace;
Only a speckled silence, where fire jewels gleam.

The stars are blinking.
There is no message, there is no thought,
Only a trangquil majesty, a frozen beauty.

The stars wait,

They wait, patiently and without feeling

In the timeless deep.

Wait for life to fill the empty space

Once againj for shining arks to cruise with grace
From star to star, to lands afar,

To watch the beauty

And be pleased.

It will be a long wait.

-~ |Lilianne Forbin.
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A COLUMN BY A. BERTRAM CHANDLER.

PG JSLAMD  BEYISITED,

The recent Norcon, held in Auckland, was my first visit to New Zealand
since I was there, in late 1974, as Master of Abel Tasman. I was running to
and around EnZed, off and on, from 1937 to 1974. I was always meaning to visit
the famous thermal showplace, Rotorua. Somehow, I just never got around to it.

Among the brochures on- display at the reception: desk of the New
Station Hotel = the Norcon convention hotel = was one advertising Mini-Tours.
There was a one day tour from Auckland to Rotorua advertised. 1 decided on taking
it. Booking could be made by telephone and the mini-bus would pick up from the
hotel and deliver one back at the end of the day. So I booked for the Tuesday
tour, the Norcon having finished on Monday.

- The mini=bus arrived exactly at the agreed upon time and then cruised
the city,.picking up other passengers from their hotels. At the finish there
were five North Americans, one South American (from Buenes Aires), a Japanese
couple, a young man from Germany and myself. As usually is the case on such
expeditions: the driver/guide lost no time in finding out the nationalities of

his charges. And then as we were bowling along between low, green hills on our
way inland, he just had to say, "In case any Australians are wondering what that
funny green stuff is along the sides of the.road, it's grass.”

Ha, ha. Very funny.

. I got my own back, of course. I had learned, ‘during conversations,
that the Americans had spent time in Australia before coming to EnZed and that
whilst in our country had done quite a lot of sightseeing, including a tour of
Canberra. Well, after a somswhat hurried lunch at Rotorua we were chivvied
along between the hot water springs and the obscenely bubbling mud pools so as
to be at the right place at the right time, to witness the blowing-off of one
of the famous geysers. We waited and waited but the mini-eruption just wasn't
happening. I said, "In Canberra, on Lake Burley Griffin, the Captain Cook
Memorial Jet always blows on time..." At this point there was a far from spect-
acular issuance of evil-smelling steam and water from a hole in the ground.
“aAnd,® I continaed, "it's much higher..."

The Americans were amused. The guide wasn't.

=1 6=



pAll in all, I found Rotorua rather disappointing. Just Beppu with
Maoris and Pakehas instead of Japanese. The alle-pervading stink was the same.

On the way back to Auckland a stop was made at the Agrodoma. Despite
ths name it is neigher a dome nor a venue for aggro. The ‘“Agro comes from
agronomy. It is a large building, built of wood with aluminium cladding. In
appearance it's as though two of the Wgails" of the Sydney Opera House had been
sat upon by something huge and heavy and flattened out. It is remarkable
inasmuch as there are no pillars at all inside the huge hall. There are rows of
seats. like church pews. There is a platform wtih two step—pyramids in, as it
were, silhouette, the one at the back taller than the one in front. Each of the
small platforms/steps has a label - Merino, Southdown, Ronmey, Suffolk Punch &c.
On two sides of the hall are pens, with the sheep of the various breeds confined
in them in the right order.

We were treated to a lecture on the New Zealand wool and mutton industry.
And then, as the lecturer said his piece about the Merino, his young lady assist-
ant pushed a button and the Merino was released, trotting up to his place at the
apex of the rear, higher pyramid. There was some element of briberys there
was a food bowl containing something obviously very tasty on top of the pillar
to which he was secured with collar and chain as somas in place. Nevertheless
it was quite fantastic how every animal, when releasad, went directly to his
appointed place.

There was an exhibition of shearing. Then, as it had started to rain,
the sheepdog demonstration was held inside the dome. The lecturer, using whistle
signals, told the dog which of the sheep to stand on.

All right, all right, dogs - sheepdogs especially -~ are intelligent.
But sheep aren't notorious for their brainpouwers. I'd like to know how those sheep
were trained....

The next day I entrained for wellington. I had learned that a ‘rail
car” makes the daylight trip. Boarding the thing I was pleased to find that it
is more of a train = although with only two coaches - than a rail car. It could
be described as a poor man's Bullet Train, although the locomotive uas a very
ordinary Diesel-electric engine and no: something out of a science fiction illus~
tration. Unfortunately the day was mainly overcast, with frequent rain; none--
theless the scenery was spectacular. Until I made the trip I had no idea that
the North Island of New Zealand is so mountainous.

Although the Silver Fern broke no speed records it made good time and
would have arrived in Wellington exactly as advertised had it not been for one
of those annoying, unscheduled and unexplained stops just outside the station.

But I was supposed to be going to New Zealand to attend a convention,
not to go gallivanting about the countryside.

Norcon was, in fact, guite enjoyable and had its amusing moments. At
the opening ceremony I was suppocsd to cut a red silk ribbon. I thought of some-
thing really humorous to say, and said it. It went over like the proverbial
lead balloon,

“In Australia,® I said, "we do things differently. Just as the VIP
has his scissors poised some clot in a comic opera uniform, mounted on a horse and
waving a sword, gallops up and slashes the tape...”

And then, of course, I had to explain everything.
Don't they teach history in New Zealand schools?

==



'And then there were the plastic Tiki awards, similar to the Norwescon's
Tacky. awards. (Last year I qualified for the Guiness Book of Records. I must
be the only Australian who has returned to his native land with a souvenir
boomerang; plastic, Made in California,) It is the Dunedin mob that awards the
plastic Tjkis = small, selling retail at 10¢ at the outside = at New Zealand
SF conventions. They were determined that one of the four Australians present
should receive a plastic Tiki for the most grossly ocker remark made during the
Con. I was so honoureds

It was because of something I said when answering questions after my
GoH speech. 1'd finished the talk by speaking about the work currently in
progress, KELLY COUNTRY, which is, essentially, a history of the Australidn War
of Independence. An earnest young lady asked, "And what part does New Zealand
play in all this?" I replied, "New Zealand remains loyal to the British Crown.®
There were houwls of protest. I said, "But it has to be so. Otherwise my plot
is mucked up.®

Apart from plot requirements I really think that, during the 1880s,
New Zealand would have remained loyal to the British Crown, no matter what was
happening in Australia. And, in both Australia and New Zgaland today, there are
many, many people who would remain loyal to the British Crown no matter what was
happening. Let's face it; whether we like it or whether we don't (or even if
we could hardly care less) the nuptuals of Charlie=boy and Lady Di are NEWS in
this part of the world.

There was one last amusing episode, when I passed through Emigration at
Christchurch Airport. I handed my form to the Customs bfficer. He looked at
it and then at me and exclaimed, "I know youl” Fellow intending passengers.
stared, expscting (possibly) to see a notorious drug smuggler arrested, They
must have been disappointed when the offider and myself warmly shook hands. He
had been one of the Customs staff on the Lyttleton wharves when, years ago, I
was running to that port as Master of Karamu.

And that, I think, will have been my only overseas travel this year.
Shortly after my return from New Zealand I received a surface mail letter from
the U.S.A., dated February 25, inviting me to be Guest of Honour at URCON III,
in Rochester, New York, in late Septembsr this year. I fear that my letter of
acceptance, even though it was sent EXPRESS AIR MAIL, will arrive too late. An
alternative GoH must have seen signed up weeks agos

¥* %* *
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S . F A ., - THE ALTERNATIVE.

This section of The Mentor could reasonably fit * into the editorial

space, but since it is mostly an Information section, I thought it better to
keep it separate. An alternative title is "TM's Info Page® - again dredged
from previous issues of TM, lo these many years gone.

I hope you find something of interest in the following pages = let

me know if you want this feature to continue, and if so, if you can think of
anything else you may want included.

/.

34 X 3= *

CURRENTLY PUBLISHED (2121981) AUSTRALIAN ZINES
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FANZINES:

Ta
2.
3.
4.
S.
6.

7.

8.

9.
10,
11,
12.
13,
14,
15.
16.
17
18
18.
22.

Interceptor - Geoff Allshorn, 17 McAuley Dr., Rosanna, vic 3084 (UFO TV).

Aust. S F News — Mervyn Binns, 205-307 Swanson St., Melbourne, Vic 3001 (newzine).
The Mentor - Ron L Clarke, 6 Bellevue Rd., Faulconbridge, NSWw 2776 (genzine).
Beyond_Antares & Data - Susan Clarke, address as in (3). (trekzines).

The Ravin' - Stephen Dedman, PO Box 311, Nedlands, W.A. 6007 (fannish).

The Phantom Zine ~ Larry Dunning, 46 Holmesdale Rd., West Midlandy, W.A. 6056

(fannish)

Orpithopter. = Leigh Edmonds, PO Box 433, Civic Square, Canberra, ACT 2508
(fannish).

Chunder — John Foyster, 21 Shakespeare Grove, St Kilda, Vic 3182 (genzine)e

Rhubarb - John & Diane Fox, PO Box 129, Lakembla, NSU 2195 (genzine).

.S F Commentary - Bruce Gillespie, GPO Box 5195AA, Melbourne, Vic 3001 (Critical).

WAHF=Full = Jack Herman, 1/67 Fletcher St., Bondi, NSW 2026 (fannish).

Sikander -~ Irwin Hirsh, 279 Domain Rd., South Yarra, Vic 3141 (fannish).

Thyme - as above (newzine).

Gegenschein - Eric Lindsay, 6 Hillcrest Ave.;, Faulcanbridge, NSW 2776 (genzine).

Blatherstone & Ankh - Seth Lockwood, 19 Coleby St., Balcatta, W.A. 6021 (genzine),

forerunner - Shayne McCormack, PO Box A491, Sydney South, NSW 2000 (clubzine).
Forbidden Worlds = R Mapson, 40 Second Ave., Kelmscatt, W.A. 6111 (fannish)

Ultimus — ¢/~ Mike QO'Brien, 158 Liverpool St., Hobart, Tas 7000 (clubzine).
HLSETiES, = Mark Ortlieb, Flat 1, 2 Water St., Kensington Parky, S5.A. 5068 (genzine).

Crabapple = Ken Gzanne, 42 Meeks Cres., Faulconbridge, NSW 2776 (genzine -
editor is overseas for rest of 1981).



2.
3o
4,

20, Positron + = Gary Rawlings, PO Box 145, Mt. Druit, NSW 2770 (genzine)

21. Griffin - Mike Schaper, 211 Preston Pt. Rd., Bicton, W.A. 6157 (fanniéh).

22, Spacé Wastrel - Mr Warner, Flat 9, Cara Maria, Shenton St., Geraldton,
W.A. 6530 ('FanniSh)o

23, Weber Woman's Wrevenge = Jean Weber, 13 Myall St., O'Connor, ACT 2601,

(genzine
PRO=-ZINES:
1, Cygnus Chronicler = Neville Angove, PO Box 770, Canberra City, ACT 2601,

Futuristic Tales - PO Box 19, Spit Junction, NSW .  2088.
Crux - c/- Mike Hailstone, PO Box 6, Cooma, NSW 2630.

v

.geience Fittion - c/= Van Ikin, Dept. English, Uni of W.A., Nedlands, W.A. 6009.

* ' * * *

FANZINES RECEIVEDS

Querseass Ludds Mill, nos 16/7 = Andrew Darlington (UK).

Napalm In the Morning 4 - Joseph Nicholas (UK).
Scottishe 81 ~ Ethel Lindsay (Scot). ,
Foreign Fahzine 3 - Roelof Goudriaan (Neth).
S F Review 39 - Dick Geis = (USA).

~ “Arial 3 =-Graham Ferners (NZ),

Australian: Forerunner V4 nos 1,2 = Shayne McCormack (NSW).

Forbidden Worlds 6 - Robert Mapson {WA).

Weber Woman's Wrevenge U2 no2 = Jean Weber (ACT).
Crux 4 - Michael Hailstone (NSW). -
The Ravin' V2 no3 = Steven Dedman (WA).

Gegenschein 40,41 = Eric Lindsay: (NSW).

Patched Up Dreams -~ SASF Society (SA).

Q36F - Mark Ortlieb (SA). |

Blatherstone 4 = Seth Lockwood (WA).

Sikander 5 = Irwjin Hirsh (Vic).

Science Fiction 8 = Van Ikin (WA).

The Cygnus Chronicles 9 - Neville Angove (ACT).
Thyme 1,2 = Irwin Hirsh (Vic).

Noumenon 41 — Brian Thurogood (NZ). :
A Mortal's Glimpse of Heaven Pt2 = Eduina Harvey (NSW).
Tales of Terra Nova 1 - Gay Williams (NSW).

S F Commentary 62/66 — Bruce Gillespie (Vic).

* ' * ® ’ : *

And that about covers the info page for this issue, except for the

cross-word following. Two things to remember: Jan Howard finder's Guide to
Australterrestrials, is still available from him for A$§6 at PO Box 428, Latham,
New York 12110, USA = the second thing is: AUSTRALIA IN 83!
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ACROSS - SOLUTION s PAGE 38 =

1« American author: ROGer ceecesse(7)

4. Dr Who is a .... Lord (4)

6. Interplanetary hero Buck eeeeee (6)

7. 007 film Dr .. (2)

8. Hal Clement's world in Mission of Gravity (7)
9. TV series. The Tuwilight .e.. (4)

13. Popular American sf-fact magazine (6)

14. Novel by Jack Vance: The s.eee (5)

18, Former name of 13 across (10)

20. Novel by Nevil Shute .. the Beach (2)

21. Italian sf magazine. Title means 'neu'. (4)
22. Collection of Aust. SF. The Altered ... (3)

D O W N

1. British 1973 film directed by J. Boorman (6)
2. Renouwned authoress. Ursula K eesses (6)

3., FilmM, .... Population Growth (4)

4, Author of Dhalgren. Samuel R ceeees (6)

5. Author of The Hobbit. J.R.Re ecessss (7)

8. Inventor of synthesiser for spacey music (4)
10.America's magazine of the future! (4)
11.Published Dangerous Visions in 1967. Harlan seeecse (7)
12. Film about supernatural evil. The .... (4)
15.5pace artist of the space age. David .... (4)
16, Latin for moon. (4)

17.Edgar Allen ... (30

19.Novel by 1 across. To ... in Italbar.(3)
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Raymond L Clancy Thank you for Tﬂ‘EQaALifsyRDW‘ interested me. Our own

494 Midland Ave., computers are messing up eur socisty right now. They hate
Staten Island us so that thay can't wait to gset at us when the Martian
New York 10306 colonists return. Of course, some human being programs the

USA. hate into the machines.
PR ! Business is better here, and the better

it gets the louder the propagantists scream that it is worse, and the more desperate

their measures to make it worse. Read a stpry by Robert F Young - "Starscape

with Frieze of Dreams®. It's about space whales who are able® to plunge <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>