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I made a decision that T may well live to regret when I re-registered THE
MENTOR with Australia Post in June. I changed its publishing schedule from once
every three months to once every two months. There were two reasons behind this -
the first was that with the book reviews, publishing once every three months is not
that up to date when the books are being released every month. The second reason is
that I found the R&R DEPARTMENT was more lively when it was being seen every two
months (or even every month). The things against the shorter period are time and
money. The former is not that important in that if one types up the material as it
arrives and puts it on disc so there is no last minute rush, (Ha! to the last - it
is Truly Amazing all the stuff one finds to do when putting together the zine for
platemaking: gluing in the illustrations, rubbhing down the Letraset headings and all
those other jobs that taken individually don't take up much time, but when done
together seem to take about twelve hours, at least.) The money is a load, though, as
you may have noticed me winging about for the last couple of issues.

As Sue Bursztynski says in her article AUSSIE CON II: it's all over.
Well, the actual event is over, though I doubt the repercussions will be done with
for some time. I have not, at this stage, had much feedback about the Con. Before it
commenced various bands of wandering Americans (from both the USA and Canada)
visited for varying periods (several fans stayed several days, Robbie and Marty
Cantor stayed several minutes) and then went on to the Con. When the Con was over a
bit of feedback was received, mostly from Media fans. We did score a half S5 1lb tin
of peanut butter some fans brought with them from the USA to use in a room party (in
case they could not get the makings from Australia - well, that is a turn-around
from taking Vegemite to the USA), but mostly it has been dead quiet.

As you may have noticed with the reproduction of last issue, and probably
this issue, the platemaker is making itself noticed by leaving the middle of the
page fainter than the edges. Mfff. I rang the distributors but all they could
suggest was that I clean the charge wire. This T did, but it still is faint. They
did say that light may be getting in, though I can't see where, or how I could stop
it if it is. So you readers will just have to put up with it,.

On the 26th of July Susan and I completed our family with the birth of
Graeme Alexander. We now have four children, two boys and two girls, the youngest
one month and the eldest (girl) ten. This new addition leaves even less time for
fanzine production (and sleep...) so this bi-monthly schedule may only last till
July next year.

- Ron.

2 THE MENTOR

BY

from
substi
at th

Cross
conti
the &
creals
grate
uncom
waite

his ¢
about



<
v

>d THE
- once
his -
(S not
son is
'y two
le and
as it
- it
e for
nd all
1 done
gh, as

over.
e with
ore it
anada)
Marty
over a
1b tin
ty (in
around

obably
of the
could
. They
d stop

rth of
ungest
me for
t till

BY GAIL NEVILLE ILLUST. BY STEVE FOX

] dmﬂ%?a”' BT > : : i uxl_:.i g B ‘C) SJM(Ei
Zg%%/ /) / 2 ; . -
All Z

Huldra scanned the distant city with her solitary eye. To a hive-dweller
from the deserts of the Warra, these gaunt northern towns had an ominously
substantial look. Keffe was the name of this city - it clung stubbornly to the rocks
at the ocean's edge as if defying the elements to topple it.

Huldra shifted her weight in the saddle. After a day's hard riding to
cross the Bharran Ranges that separated the Warra from the cooler northern
continent, she felt sore and ill-tempered, and smelled as strongly as her mount. I/
the Given of Chaystal had meant us to nide these things, she thought, He would have
created us without noses! Thurgs were hardy little beasts, however, and she was
grateful for this one's stamina and docility. It had borne her and her pack
uncomplaining on the long trek from the hives. Glancing back along the road, she
waited for the other thurg and its rider to catch up.

Zuzukan her hatch-father, his long legs sticking out at right angles from

his thurg's fat sides, came at a steadier pace, letting his colourful robes flap
about him to keep away the insects that clustered about the animals,
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"We are in sight of Keffe. There is another ship coming in." Huldra
pointed with excitement at the sky, where a commuter shuttle from one of. the
spaceports on the inner moon hovered outside the atmosphere.

"I can see it," Zuzukan agreed. '"We shall reach the city before the
rising of the second sun., The beasts tire, child, but we have made good time."

Huldra spurred her thurg off the road, into the sand dunes leading down
to the sea. The thurg's gait changed promptly to cope with the new surface, even the
form of his hooves changed, flattening, spreading out, for better purchase on the
sliding sand. Zuzuka continued on his own way. He would not leave the road, but
Huldra wanted to go by way of the ocean's edge. It fascinated her, this ocean, the
only one on the planet. It was like a shiny, lazy beast, lapping at the sand with a
long, wet tongue. She slipped off the thurg's back and knelt down in the shallows.
Eddies of foamy wavelets crowded about her feet. She dipped her fingers in and
scooped some of the foam to her lips. It tasted like blood, salt and rank.

Remounting, she rode at a fast trot toward Keffe. The sand was wet and
hard-packed here, and the thurg adopted his hardway hooves again and they made good
speed as the Prime Sun dipped below the peaks of the Bharran Ranges to the south,
and the Shadow sun boiled up over the ocean's flat horizon, carrying the inner moon
before it 1like a toy. A bloated red star, the Shadow Sun gave the ocean an
appearance to match its taste - an ocean of blood. Huldra thought it most poetic.

The thurg's hooves rattled on stone. They were beneath the battlements of
the old city. Flagged stone streets squirmed away between teetering ruins. Huldra
felt her buoyant spirits dampened as she quickened the thurg's stride through the
empty streets. A busy tourist attraction by Prime, it was deserted and echoing in
Shadow. Beyond the fantastic spires of the new city towered reassuringly against the
bloated bulk of the Shadow Sun. Here was life, energy, and opportunity, not ghosts.
Even the placid thurg seemed glad to leave the ruins behind, and sped back to the
road to catch up with his companion.

They rode into Keffe side by side, Zuzukan upright in the saddle, Huldra
subdued by the noise, the crowds, the curious mingling of native and off-world
two-eyed races. Few off-worlders came to the Warra. The fierce heat and monotonous
wastes of sand had little appeal except for the hardiest of tourists.

They had reached a kind of piazza in the centre of the city, where
tourists browsed in chattering groups among the attractions at a street bazaar,
Spires, towers and minarets soared above them, apartments, hotels and gaming rooms
shining with light to dispell the glood of Shadowtime. Zuzukan dismounted from his
thurg, and curious onlookers stopped to gaze at his fantastic robes, emblazoned with
strange devices, his bronze-coloured leathery skin, and single glowing eye. Zuzukan
was swift to take advantage of their interest.

"Friends, gather round", he cried, swirling his cloak, and spinning in
antic circles on his spindly lets. "I am Zuzukan - the Wizard of the Warra! Gather
close, friends, I have come from my homeland to show marvels to you, such as you
have never seen." Having their attention, he lowered his voice conspiratorially.
"We of the Warra have but two resources, friends. One is sand, from which we derive
all we need. The other - " he gazed around at the curious faces bent his way, his
eye glittering in the Shadowlight. " - the other is the Giver of Chrystal." His
voice faded to a whisper. "The Giver of Chrystal works through us in wondrous ways.
I am a Wizard of the Warra. To me is given the key to creat mysteries."

Huldra took the cue, and opened her saddle bag. From inside she took a
hooded circle of cloth and a rope. Both were made of the glass fibre spun from the
endless desert sands of her homeland. She and Zuzukan were Masters of the Chrystal
Art, as such spinning was called, able to create fibres of varying strengths and
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properties, to build hives, or creats cloth, rope, and many other materials. Bur
only one Wizard could make Shadowcloth. Hold it one way, and the fibre looked like
any other spun of the sand - many facetted, sparkling like a prism with rainbcw
lights, But hold it another way and the fibres reflected the light in such a way as

to appear invisible.

"This is Huldra," Zuzukan introduced her to the crowd. "Before your many
eyes, friends, Huldra and 1 will bend the laws of light." He unhooked a rope from
his belt, and tossed it up in the air. Made of glass fibre, it had no special
properties of light, but as it rose in the air it formed a slender pole. Huldra,
draped in the cloak and with the other rope concealed beneath it, started to inch
her way up the stiffened rope. At the top, she adjusted the cloak so that it covered
her completely and she vanished from sight. Quickly she dropped the other rope, and
it stiffened beside the original, although the tourists could not see it. She
transferred her weight from Zuzukan's rope to her own. Zuzukan caught hold of his
rope and it crumpled in his hands. The crowd gasped.

"What is the Magic of the Warra worth, friends?" he cackled, as he folded
the rope back into his belt. Showers of coins fell at his feet, and as the crowds
dispersed, he knelt to gather them up. Stowing the coins in a pocket in his robe, he
went back to the thurgs and waited for a moment, until Huldra appeared at his side.

"Nice pickings,'" she said.

"It could have been better. Trouble is, many of them have heard of our
Chrystal Arts, and have some idea of how the illusions work. We need to go
off-world, to planets where the Arts are unknown. Then we could be rich, child."

"First we must make money. Off-world passage is expensive."

Leading their thurgs, they made their way toward a street cafe, where
appetizing smells drifted out from the kitchens,

"Hey, Wizard! Not so fast, Wizard!"
They stopped and turned., A soft-skinned two-eye was scurrying after them,
his plump hands waving urzently.

"Not so fast, Wizard. I have a proposition for you."

Zuzukan allowed himself to be steered to a table at the cafe. His face
wrinkled with amusement as the newcomer tossed Huldra a few coins.

"Run along and buv vourself a few sweetmeats, little girl. Daddy and I
want to talk business."

"Do we?" Zuzukan murmered.

“Irdeed we do. lLet me introduce myself. I am Yoza Qazal - entrepreneur -
I have created more stars than» there are in the highways of Heaven. I know all ahout
you Wizards of the Warra. You'd make a good attraction on the circuit. I caught your
act back there. Very nice. Needs a little polish. But you've got talent, old man,
real talent. I have ideas. What's your poison? Yulutz ale, all you Warrans drink
Yulutz 2le, T was watching the act, old man - it's good. Very good. But it needs
glamour. Get rid of th= kid. Get a woman. A two-eved woman. I can have you a
showgirl here in wminutes, legs up to her collarbone, a figure to make a brave man
weep. How abouc ir7 We'll hiil you - 'The Wizard of Warra and his Beautiful
Aseiotant® - Gat you a huadrad tuan a week. easy, Twenty per cent for myseif, of
crnurse. T'm not a areedy man. How about 1t?"
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"We'il find something for the kil ¢ . Yo rainaed har, vou can Zrain &
full grown woman, easy."

Zuzukan sipped at his ale thoughtfullv. His companion ordered more. A
two-eyed waiter bent over the tahble to pick up his emptv plass, then stepped back in
indignation, glaring down at Yoza Nazal.

"This is not that kind of establishment, sir'" The waiter snapped.
Dazal gave him a bemused smile. "Are vou addressine me?" He asked.
"T am, sir. If vou require those kinds of - services - vou will find what

vou seek in the Vedobe district."

Someone .at a nearby table tittered 1n amusement, and Nazal's face
reddened. .

"Are vou suggesting | interferred with vour person”" He demanded.

"Me, sir? ['m suggesting nothing, sir. Rut please put vour hands on the
table while T pick up your glass."

ALy

"T've never been so insulted Nazal srormed to his feet. "Where's the

manager”"

"T'd be more than happy to take vou to him, sir." The waiter said
smoothly. "No doubt he will call a vice inspertar. There are laws on this planet,
vou know, We take tourists, but we have our pride."

"We'll see the vice inspector toeether!" 0azal threatened. "Don't run
away, Wizard. This won't take long." He strode awav, followed at a more sedate pace

by the waiter.

Zuzukan finished his drink, setting the glass down with a smile as Huldra
shrugged off the cloak and appeared in the chair opposite.

"That wasn't verv nice," he said mildly.

"He wasn't verv nice. What did he order - guod, fried opka legs." She
laughed as she reached for the food. "He didn't know 1s much as he thought about the
Wizards of Warra."

"What did you do to the waiter”?"

"It doesn't matter what 1 did, ir eot rid of the two-eve. And he had a
nice fat purse, as well." She set a hulging bhag on the tahle.

"We'd better bhe moving on before he comes back. Huldra, that is not a
good use of the cloak."

"It's quicker than street shows. There's lots of tuan in here." She
stowed the bag in her desert suit, and got up from the table, taking another opka
leg. "Little girl, indeed!'"

"You must learn not to take offense so quickly, if we are going
off-world."
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Huldra merely laughed again, and strode on ahead, dragging her thurg
along by the reins. Zuzukan followed, still smiling. He felt sorry for the
off-worlder, but no doubt that smooth tongue would talk itself out of trouble as
easisly as it talked itself in. Perhaps he would learn to treat Warran hatchlings
with a little more respect. Huldra had been horn from an egg found in the deep sands
of the desert, as were all Warrans, the hatchlings having full awareness at birth,
She had come with the knowledge of making shadowcloth, which no other possessed. The
Giver of Chrystal created the Wizards of the Warra, and the Wizards' children, as it
created all things,

No, only a fool would underestimate the Wizard's child... and if the
fools and their tuan would not come to the Wizards, then the Wizards must go the the
fools.

Zuzukan hurried after the child that alreadv know more than he, and was
learning faster every minute.

- Gail Neville.
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AUSSIE CON 11

BY SUE BURSZTYNSKTI

Well, the big event has come and gone.

It was impossible to get to evervthing - ceven to everything 1 wanted. I
had to work on Thursday and Friday and on Saturday morning attended a barmitzvah.
Still, I managed to socialise, spend outrageously, eat lots of rubbish and stay up
till the small hours. In other words, a normal con, only higger.

It was a pleasure to see in one place so many writers whose work T1'd
enjoyed and others whose work I intend to read from now on - Jack (halker, Larry
Niven, Fred Pohl, Hal C(lement, Gene Wolf (the GoH), Phyllis Ann Karr, Anne
McCaffrey, David Brin, Bob Shaw, Frank Herbert...

During the con I kept a journal; what follows is a day-to-day account
based on the notes I took. The con was spread over the three hotels and the State
Film Centre (alas, I missed the entire film programme!), so there was a good deal of
running around to do. Forgive any jumpiness in this report, therefore.

THURSDAY

Hurried home from work, fetched my things and, with my room-mate, Helene,
went to town, We hunted white roses for the Wake for Richard TI1 - only artificial
ones were available, There must have been quite a run on white roses that day!

After dumping our gear at the Victoria, we went to register. At the desk,
1 failed to recognise a penpal (sorry, Richard! Fspecially since vou had your name
on your shirt!)

My first panel of the con was on world-creating, with Hal (Clement, lLarry
Niven, Frank Herbert and others T didn't recongnise (] missed the start)., All the
panellists stressed the importance of knowing vour characters completely, whether
vou use the material or not.

The Wake for Richard JII was veryv colourful, with many of us in costume
and hundreds of white roses pinned to hats, cloaks, shirts and gowns. No drinking,
though - the hotel corkage fee was too high! After a lecture, there was dancing -
the form of Renaissance dance done hy the Society for freative Anachronism. T know
the standard SCA repertoire, so was able to join in.

I failed to recognise a second penpal (inexcusable - she 1lived in
Melbourne for months!)

The evening ended with socialising - Nikki White, Lucy Zinkiewicz, John
Alderson and others. [ refrained (with difficulty) from strangling Helene for
reading aloud all the events I'd have to miss next day due to work.

Robert Jan, who had threatened to wear two red roses to the Wake, was

wearing both red and white ones ("hedging" his bets?) while Adrienne Losin had
painted a red rose on her face. Spoilsports.
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FRIDAY

Work again. How boring. But you necd a medical certificate to stay away
the last day of term... *Sigh¥*,

In the afternoon, I invaded the hucksters rooms and splurged on books,
zines and a delightful knitted unicorn Edwina larvey had lving in wait for me (she
knew I'd have to have it!), then joined the queue for Larry Niven's autograph. The
man deserves a medal for the two hours he patiently signed entire libraries.

The elf-eared girl in front of me squealed "Oh, hi, Miss Bursztynski!"
Egad, an ex-pupil. Last saw her when she was twelve and I was still teaching.
Fandom's a small world.

I didn't enjoy the zine-publishing panels, 1'm afraid, since some panel
members (not all - no names, please!) indulged in the common fannish silliness of
making in-jokes about a certain fan. Apart from the fact that perhaps not everyone
in the audience knew said fan, the theme of the panel was supposed to be "The Need
To publish", NOT '"Character Assassination In Fandom". 1f people must bitch each
other, surely it can be kept private?

Dressed for dinner, Nikki and I hurried to the Sheriton for the Star Trek

panel with Nola Frame, Adrienne Losin and Leslie Fish. We enjoyed this; it was an
intelligent and rational discussion, in which plausible reasons were offered for the
changes in Trek over the years. Unfortunately, we couldn't stay till the end, as we
had the rush off to the banquet.

Bob Shaw's after-dinner speech was delightful, We all chuckled at his
anecdotes. My favourite was the one about a job he got on the strength of '"two
hundred articles in 'science-related journals'" (fanzines!).

Afterwards, there were films, including the STAR WARS saga, but I opted
to socialise. Out came Nikkie's famous woolly dolls of media Sf characters and my
two unicorns, Angus and Robertson, much to everyone's amusement. There were six
librarians in the party (sheer coincidence), so we had a mini-conference. We
nattered till the small hours.

SATURDAY

After returning from the barmitzvah, I went to the art show, which was
impressive, if small for a WorldCon. I hid on some items with affordable reserve
prices.

I missed Bob Shaw's and Gene Wolfe's autograph sessions, alas!

Helen Sargeant and I attended the Georgette Heyer tea organised by Shane

McCormack. Many people came in costume. It was a very pleasant way to spend an
afernoon - tea and biscuits and quiet chatting in elegant surroundings that looked

Regency. There was a quiz on Heyer's hooks (written) with a prize (I think) of books

from Galaxy.

Next stop was the Sheraton for a panel on media universes, panellists in
costume. This was amusing, especially Greg Franklin's description of THE PRISONER
and the groansome punning between him and a !.S. fan, Mitchell somebody, dressed as
Colonel Tye from BATTLESTAR GALACTTCA, something about a "black Beau Tigh"...

It did go too long, I'm afraid. One hour, with each speaker restricted by
a moderator, would have been ample. It went for an hour and a half.
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After dinner, I attended the masquerade. I'd decided against enterlﬁg,
because I wanted to see the costumes - alas, I might as well have entered for all :
saw, The hall was huge, the platform low and I had to stand to see anything at all.
And T was luckier than people further back, who saw nothing. A higher platform next
time, committee - please.

Presentations and costumes were very good; people had really worked on
them. A number of prizes were awarded, after a rather long deliberation by the
judges (I thought somebody had devised a system of giving points during the
masquerade, to cut down on judging time?) and some entertainment by a band that was
rather too loud for my taste (others may have liked it). Lewis Morely won the prize
for best overall costume, for a spectacular demon costume.

I'd have liked to get some photos, but flashes were forbidden and you had
to register in advance, it seemed, for photo sessions before and after the
masquerade (I hadn't known that - don't recall it being widely advertised). These
sessions, also, meant masqueraders were kept standing around in costume for four
hours - rather them than me! A pity, as there were some marvellous costumes.

SUNDAY

Two of my bids were successful - a nicely done Captain Kirk (pastel) and
a stunning Indiana Jones (also pastel), at prices I could afford.

I got my Fred Pohl book signed and went to some panels. Several writers
were on the one about "Solar Sails in the Sunset" (I caught half of it). Jack
Chalker, Phyllis Anne Karr and Clare Bell (?) were on the "Fantasy-SF for kids?"
panel, an enjoyable discussion of the distinctions between Sf and fantasy and
between children's and adult's lit - i.e. should there be any?

Next stop was David Brin's talk on the search for extraterrestrial
intelligence. Mr Brin is a fascinating, intelligent speaker. We all enjoyed his talk
very much.

In the evenirg, I had dinner with friends then it was off to the Hugos
presentation (list of winners at the end of this account).

Marc Ortlieb was a delightful M.C. There was no long-drawn out jokes or
tedious "clowning", but an atmosphere of good cheer that fitted the occasion. About
four of the winners were actually there to collect their awards. It was an especial
pleasure to see David Brin, who had won both the Hugo and the Nebula before, show
real surprise and delight over his Hugo for Best Short Story. Some people aren't
spailed by success, it seems,

The ceremony started late, but proceeded smoothly, so was over by about
10.00 pm. After a drink in the lounge, Natalie Prior, John Tipper and I had a quiet
informal room party,

MONLAY

First up was the panel on Arthurian literature with Phyllis Ann Karr,
Cathy Kerrigan and Robert Jan, This was mostly an information session on available
books and films, most of which T knew. Everyone seemed to enjoy it, though, throwing
in their own bits of informatien.

After lunch (sp2at elbowing through school holiday crowds) Nikki and 1

went to Phrili= Anne Yarr's reading. Ms Karr read a gigglesome Star Trek story she'd
writter Aduring © days as a fonvriter, A pity only five of us were there to enjoy
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it - ah, well, that was everyone else's loss. Ms Karr is a delightful, friendly
lady.

After a panel on professional writing with several writers, in which each
discussed his own writing habits and attitudes (very enjoyable), three of us had
afternoon tea - I'd have liked to go the the Bob Shaw natter, but needed a break and
I didn't want to be late for David Brin's reading.

This was the last event of the con and a good one. Mr Brin read from his
book THE POSTMAN (not yer available here), then from his latest, unfinished story in
the Uplift series, THE UPLIFT WAR. Every now and then, he winced over a bit he said
needed re-writing (I winced in sympathy - know how he feels). He'd just reached a
cliffhanger when he was told the closing :er=2monies were waiting. Drat!

After the ceremonies, 1 said goodbye to some interstate friends, then
left with two others.,

And that was it, except for seeing off friends over the week.

On the whole, I enjoyed the con. The committee and volunteers must be
thanked for all their hard work. Some things could have been better - the
organisation of the masquerade, for example, and [ would have liked to see a couple
of quiet hours in the middle of each day when people could take a break and go out
for meals. As it was, taking a meal-break meant deciding what to miss. I happen to
enjoy programmed events; I suppose it doesn't matter to people who just go to
socialise. But 1 was sorry.

Also, I seemed to be constantly rushing between hotels for panels. The
media panels all seemed to be at the Sheraton, the others at the Southern Cross. If
you liked both worlds, as I do, you never got to see the beginning of any panel.
Perhaps another time the con could be less spread out?

These winges aside, I had a good time. Now to save for Britain 1in

'R7..
- Sue Bursztnyski
HUGO AWARD WINNERS
Best Semi-Prozine: Locus, ed. Charles N. Brown
Pro Artist: Michael Whelan
Pro Editor: Terry Carr
Fanzine: File 770, ed. Mike Glyer
Fan Writer: Dave Langford
Fan Artist: Alexis Gilliland
John W, Campbell Award for Best New Writer: Lucius Shephard
Best Non Fiction: WONDER'S CHILD by Jack Williamson
Best DNramatic Presentation: 2010: ODYSSEY 2
Short Story: CRYSTAL SPHERES by David.Brin
Novelette: BLOODCHILD by Octavia Butler
Novella: PRESS ENTER by John Varley
Novel: NEUROMANCER by William Gibson
12 THE MENTOR
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DIANE FOX

ROOMS OF PARADISE, edited by Lee Harding,

MS @@ foreword by Roger Zelazny. (C) 1978 St.
: : Martin's Press (New York), h/c, cover
2 illustration by Michael Payne. US$8.95.
@AI}BA@USE Penguin edition 1982, pb, cover illustration

by Mike Hollands. A$4.95.

a dozen dazzling stories of the individual in

bizarre but terrifyingly possible futures, by This anthology is = much
BRIAN ALDISS, MICHAEL BISHOP, GENE WOLFE, international as Australian, The editor and
R ASLAFRERTY JCHERRY WITDER G AN WATSOIN) four of the authors are Australian; another
SAKYOIKOMATSUS GEQRGETTURNERTS [OTRERS author 1is Australian-born but 1living abroad.
Edited by Lee Harding bl There are two English authors, one Japanese,

Foreword by Roger Zelazny 4 three Americans, and the introduction is by an

{SZ?‘ American. The book was first published

overseas, and republished by an Australian
; branch of an overseas company. Even the title
3 story is by one of the English writers.
! Despite this, the book has somehow a decidely
Australian feel and mood.

i e

Ian Watson, the author of the title
story, is known for his striking story ideas -
and has a fondness for bleak or pessimistic
endings. ROOMS OF PARADISE shows an apparently
utopian future, where immortality is possible,
by rebirth into a new body. But the souls of
the reborn are partially trapped between life

and death in everlasting loneliness, and only
é‘é 3 when they sleep are they aware of this. A
S strange, uncomfortable story, especially to a
materialist such as myself. This story may
have provided the name for the whole collection because it so effectively expresses
a theme shown in many of the stories: that an apparently entirely good thing may
have hidden and unexpected side effects which may be utterly disasterous. This
feeling may be expressed not only in the suspicious words, "What's the catch?", but
as TANSTAAFL ("There ain't no such thing as a free lunch") and even "Hell is paved
with good intentions",

David Lake's story RE-DEEM THIY TIMF is pessimistic enough, although it is
also extremely funny. A time traveller finds, not a the utopian future he expects,
but a return to the Good 0Old Days - technology is being systematically dismantled,
accompanied by a return to the customs of the past. A marvellous cautionary piece of
black humour; I wouldn't think Lake meant the idea to be taken seriously as war was
very much a part of the past, and I cannot see anyone giving up something which
might helo them to win a war.

THE MENTOP 13



Recreating the past would make necessary an exact knowledge of the past -
something we don't have. Even when we have accurate “acwledge of techmology and
customs, it 1is hard to put ourselves into the same thoughts and feelings of our
ancestors - and this might prove a great problem for time travellers, as Philippa C.
Madden's IGNORANT OF MAGIC shows. This story also suggests that the laws of nature
may be partially what we believe them to be - if enough people believe in magic, it
may work.,

Paranormal powers are a modern variant of magic; 1like the older
traditional magic, these powers may be a curse rather than an advantage ultimately.
Kevin McKay's PIE ROW JOE tells a story similar to Stephen King's CARRIE. in the
slightly Ocker voice of its title character - his nickname has nothing to do with
pies, and is a nice inventive touch.

Michael Bishop's COLLABORATING shows a different kind of mutation - a
two-headed man, or rather, two brothers who share one body. It is a powerful tale of
love, distrust, jealousy and grief - but not without wit and bizarre humour. As the
brother's situation 1is unchangeable, this is not a tale of warning - caution here
would be irrelevant, '

BEQUEST OF WINGS by R.A. Lafferty is another story, the sudden evolution
of a generation of winged humans. Allegory as much as SF, it depicts the attitude of
the old to the young, the mystique of teenage peer groups and the romaticism of
tragic destiny. Society sees change as deformity. A beautiful, bitter story with the
lightness and wildness of its birdlike characters.

Human strangeness of a different sort is seen in Sakyo Komatsu's THE
SAVAGE MOUTH, the only outright horror story in the book. Tt deals with that classic
Japanese theme, inventive forms of suicide, and with the recurrent them in Sf,
cannibalism; despite the extremity of the main character's action, his views are not
beyond our understanding, or even admiration. Most of the stories touch n some
aspect of disguised Hell, but here there is no disguise.

Social and economic oppression is a face of Hell., Gene Wolfe's OUR
NEIGHBOUR BY DAVID COPPERFIELD is an entertaining pastiche of Charles Dickens with a
serious sting in its tail, showing an early experiment in hypnosis and a sharp
comment on social attitudes that have not changed at all. This story is borderline
Sf, but so good that this matters not in the slightest.

Cherry Wilder's THE FALLDOWN OF MAN despite theological hints in its
title (red herrings) is straight SF - humans seen from the viewpoint of aliens. It
is one of her delightful Torin series, and shows a great social change from the
viewpoint of ordinary people - a group of wandering actors, who base a play on the
adventures of the first Earthling on Torin (earlier described in her novel THE LUCK
OF BRIN'S FIVE). A fairly sunny slice of life, this story contrasts with the
downbeat themes of most of the others.

INDIFFERENCE by Brian Aldiss describes the setting up of a cyborg
computer by three cloned missionaries on an isolated, backward planet. The computer,
one of thousands, is part of a project to contact, or perhaps create, God. The
mission is successful, though two clone-brothers die. But the survivor ends by
seeing God as callously indifferent. The last line of the story is startlingly
effective.

George Turner's IN A PETRI DISH UPSTAIRS shows the coming-of-age of an
orbital culture, which will eventually control the solar system and beyond. Most
such high-tech stories are idealistic and optimistic. Turner's view is uglier and
frighteningly plausible., The selfish groundling politicians have allowed the space
colonies to deteriorate into orbital slums, whose people cannot afford the luxury of
civility - love, kindness and truthfulness are also scant. They can afford the
burden of rankling envy and resentment towards the "Earthworms". The miseries
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endured by a groundling heiress who is enticed into marrving an orbiter are not oiilyv
a sardonic commentary on marriage that would illustrate the most savage feminist
comments on that institution, but a preview of what is in store for the "Earthworms
once the orbiters inevitably gain control of the solar system. There's also the
sub-theme that political hypocracy and lip-service to morality may be preferable to
unvarnished "realism", which is usually a euphemism for fascism. This story is
bleak, but memorable.

Roger Zelazny's foreword is brief and graceful, only hinting of the power
of some of the stories, and whetting the reader's interest,

Of the two cover illustrations, T liked the Penguin one the best: this is
A subjective judgement, however.

- Diane Fox
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A

MAGNIFICENT

waving in one tentacle
an Innocent Jug

in the other an Autumn
Storage Jar

these are my trophies surely
you'll agree well

worth a1l the danzer diving in
poisonous

atmosphere plunging
through slag mountains

fused over and under
old cities wearing

my irreplaceable
cutter limb

to the raw bone and all the time
dangerous as a poem in so hostile

a ruined environment weakening
my alertness to any

and every hazard waves of emotion
from the lost world they sang

THE MENTOR
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those beings in between being
world-breakers in between being

beauty-makers still it resonates in
their absence that song conjuring

them unchanged above the warted blistered
landmass itching the exczema

of self scratching it raw i swear it i
saw them just same as in

the culture-packs issued to museum
planet visitors hlack on white white on blue

salmon on pale silk task forces of their life force
clear multifoliate as clouds just keep on

sailing shining through
inside these objects i hold them entire now

crying see me skincloak wrinkling
as if in acid with thought of parting

forever from what is gone forever gentlemen
i swear by my pores-pain truly these are

true brew of planet Hellnheaven how much as i bid

THE, MENTOR



Jorv 4. ALDERSON

THE MALE - DOMINATED SOCIETY

SUMMING UP

When we come to collate the results of our investigations into the three
male-dominated societies, we find that the guide-lines of the older anthropologists
are right, but only as far as they go. We also find some other extremely interesting
facts. On the one hand we find that all these societies show relics of a previous
different society, and on the other hand, we find that the Bedawin Arab, long
reckoned as belonging to a most fundamentally male-dominated society, is in all
probability a non-dominated society (with male descent). One does have to be careful
here and not exclude a society because it does not fit pre-conceived guide-lines.
But to me the more probabie reality is that these people are non-dominated and they
certainly fit that group of societies Lelier than they do the male-docainated ones,
and further, they are markedly different froum their city counterparts. These city
dwellers may come as a surprise, for it is usually regarded that herdsmensnhip is the
more proper role of a male-dominated scciety, and not merchantising or labouring.
Yet some writers regard the Arab as pre-dominately a city dweller,

However, the some sixteen vclumes of Burton's translation of THE BOOK OF
A THOUSAND NIGHTS AND A NIGHT seem to have the majority of the stories set in cities
or relate to the adventures cf merchants such as "Sinbad the Seaman", with a2 heavy
levening of stories of lahourers =nd sl2ves that this city orientation does not
really come as a surprise. Unly trne fact that thev have remained male-dominated may
be surprising, yet it must be rememberaed from our studies of woman-dominated
societies, that societies are very conservative and are almost impossible to change
without a major economic revolution which alters the economic dominance in social
relationships. Thus whilst farmers turned nomads in the case of the Arabs and the
Jews who created anotiner form of wezxlth other than land, that is, livestock, and
their wandering removed the women frow the possibility of an efifective social
contact with their kinsfolk, the npositine was similiar but very different with the
migration of white men to Australia cnd thne formation of the pastorial industry
which did not in any way alter the sex-dominance of the society, for when the women
joined the men they bHrousht :coelr =cilil cohesicn with them, 2nd even more
importantly the law, which inmesred ia 2 web 2f social practice and customs remained
the same so that the pature cf “he trzcsplizanted society remained the same as in
England. Actually the web »of sccizl dominance invedded in the laws was so strong
that the Scots, neun-¢ominated 23 ther wer> 3ad in 20 actual wajority inm, say,
Victoria, succumbed to the English tyne sf =ex-dominance. The Arab and Jew managed
to form a male-dominared society becausz they crezated their own economic web which
permeated their new society, (that is, that wealth became livestock instead of land
which was the basis of the woman-dorinatzd society and :that economic dominance
required a mele as heir for <t requir=] 2 3l2 o handle the livestock.

Whilst a man's heir was his so°. usu27'+v ghe eldest. but rthis i3 0o means
universal as we have seen the =ossibili 53 tnat the Heprews may nave had the youngest
son as heir in eariy times, all a man’s children srere¢ in the facher's w=2zith,

18 iz Asmarmes

ERIRERES

“

CEFEERREA

B

BEERR

RReRRREERRER

RIBAKOE %S



:hree
jists
iting
‘ious
long

all
eful
.nes.
they
nes,
city
s the
"ing.

X OF
ties
eavy

not
. may
ated
iange
cial

the

and
clial

the
stry
omen
more
ined
s in
rong
say,
aged
hich
land
ance

eans
gest

LN,

whilst generally, though nct always, the wcmen's wealth went %o their davghies
This wealth of a man was shared out in fixed proportion. We also find that®
marriage present (so-called bride-price), at least the first one paid for a virszi
was split amongst the family in a similar fixed proportion. (It is more &i=
probable that the interest in a girl being a virgin stemmed from the fact that for
remarried women the marriage present went to the new family via the woman). As tn=
right of willing wealth otherwise was quite limited in the societies we have
examined, what this all boils down to is that twice in a lifetime there is a general
redistribution of wealth. With the Jews there was the traditional Year of Jubilice
with its general cancelling of debts and loans and mortages and the releasing of
bond-servants. With the Arab and in most cases the Jews it seems that the woman's
proportion of the wealth of the tribe/land was half of that of the men, though that
proportion would be raised by their mother's estates, but it does not seem clear
whether the half share a daughter received is half of what the eldest son received
(who got twice that of the younger sons) or half of what the younger sons received.
Under the Law of Manu the situation was similar. But the division of the estate ¢n
the death of the father, and the monies received at marriage kept the wealth present
in the community being continually redistributed. The ideal seems similar to the
potlatch ceremonies amongst the Kwakiutl of Vancouver Island,“ but more regulated.

In theory at least there would be no really poor and no really rich in a
male~dominated society. In practice the scheme was less than perfect, but then few
schemes for the periodic redistribution of wealth are perfect. There is also built
into the ideas an automatic enriching of the eldest son (or perhaps more accurately
the main heir) though this should have been matched by increased responsibility for
unproductive relatives such as widows, unmarried sisters and the incacapitated.

We noted that many vestiges of older societies became fossilised in the
new societies. Thus the domesticated '"cow" rather than the "bull" or "bullock" is
the sacred animal of India, and this despite various taboos ragarding the milking
and so forth. The presence of milk-maids, particularly in the legend of Krishns” for
example, preserves the older pre-Aryan practices. So too the early Jews seemed to
have accepted the Law of Hammurabi, whilst the thinly disguised female deities of
the Arabs and their early polyandry are well known. This survival of older social
practices 1is the more important and the more confusing when it is considered that
nona cof the societies we have examined are to be regarded as ancient, all being no
mere than 4,000 years old., Nor can we really point to a male-dominated society
eariier than these either, for it seems that the domestication of herd-animals (as
such) dates frem about that time and all these male-dominated societies seem to be
furdamentallv a product of that nomadic revolution. All these three societies are
now "settled" and have been for centuries, often as city dwellers.

Nomadic herdsmen are by the nature of their profession, solitary (that
is, excepting family and servants and, it must be confessed, soldiers) and this is
well reflected in the marriage laws. Under the Law of Manu there was no divorce. The
Jews, whilst allowing divorce, did frown upon it, the Bedawin Arab apparently
changed spouses like we change our coats, until there were children, but with the
city Arab the case seems to be different. A herdsman, miles from his breihe:
herdsman, is not lightly going to divorce a wife he may not be able to replace
without difficulty, and te reinforce this position a whole system of monetry (I use
this term in the sense cf wealth rather than coinage) and family ties have been
woven. Divorce was at +iirst impractical, but later became a matter of moral
prianciple. TIa fact wunder Hindu influence the Moslem attitude to marriage is
rzdizally different in the Indian sub-contirent tn what it is in Arab countries
elsewhere. It i3 prohabls that this isolation of the nomad family also had much to
do with the ritual exse with whish certain social tunctions can be carried cn. It is
signifizant thet an svganised priesthood is largely abeent from such societies, This

staterant wust be read with care, Under the Law of Manu the Brahman was certainly a
prizet. hut go dindead were a1l the "twice-born", that is, everyone who had gone
through their ‘tiatica hefaora which they were "nakad". hoth men and women and 411

- M';"‘in T“(‘ "o



acted as priests in domestic ritual. The Brahmans were naot, nor are “aey noWw an
organised priesthood in the way we have, say a oriesthood in the Church 2f Rome. The
Arab, with the advent of Mohammed, got rid of their priesthood and have remained
without a priesthood ever since. The Jews began withour a priesthood, and although
Moses 1is wusually credited with its institution, it was Eleazar and his son,
Phinehas, who appear to have established it, or attempted to do so, for reading the
historical works of the 0ld Testament it is obvious that throughout the time of the
Judges and the Kings, that the priesthood was a luxury, even that reinstituted by
David and Solomon. After the Exile a priesthood flourished but it died with the
destruction of Jerusalem by the Romans in A.D. 70, and was not revived. The truth is
that a priesthood, or at least an organised one, is impossible with a nomad people.

The consequence of this is that ritual remains simple (though ritual and
pageantry is an essential part of male thought, the ritual remains simple). The
Moslem may marry, divorce and conduct his own funeral rites, the latter naturally
being done after his death. And any True Believer may perform the ritual. Immorality
and adultery are uncommon amongst the Arabs, That is not to say that some affairs
are not pretty casual, Thus the story goes that a man's guest exclaimed one night
that he needed a woman, and his host got one of the slave-girls to marry him, and
they were divorced next day.” Regardless of what we may think of such a proceeding,
an Arab will, if possible, for the most casual affair, go through a marriage and
divorce ritual. They regard ocur shameless promiscuity as shockingly immoral, The
tent of the nomad by its isolation had to be a place of simple rituals, but careful
agreements about dowries and marriage presents prevented as much as possible
deliberate injustice, and frem their point c¢f view, immorality,

Jewish wcuen were required to carcy their "Bill of Divorcement" with them
so that if taken in the act of sex they could not claim incorrectly that they had
divorced their husband and were free to form a new marriage... obviously an easy way
out if caught in embarrassing circumstances.’ We see in this "certification" of a
divorce a step forward from the Arab inasmuch as, though probably it did not cut
down the percentage of adulteries committed, they were forced to call a spade a
spade. In both cases the penalties for adultery were dire, though in reality in both
cases the guilty parties had to be taken in the act, with four witnesses for the
Arab and two with the Jew. Both parties were stoned to death.

With the Law of Manu, husband siud wife became one (that is also the
teaching of the Christian Church) and there could be no divorce. However, for
certain reasons a wife could be superceded but she still remained part of the
household and was cared for. That her lot at times may not have been a happy one
goes without saying, particulariy at the hands of her successor, In cases of
adultery they were apparentiy aliowed to undergo a severe penance and then regain
the household (the man died rather crueily). TIf a woman did not produce a son after
a reasonable time they could te superceded but this need not have met any odium,
except at the hands of the new wife. Usualiy if there was a daughter the household
went through no such trauma for the daughter was made an "appointed" daughter,
though such women were not the most popular as wivss as the duties required of her
son conflicted with the dutizs required bv his father. This was because of the
belief that the father was re-created in the son and that son was thus the only one
who could carry on the housenold rituais. iae wife was also resquired o help carry
out these rituals and a man marricd for the simple burpose that the ritusls could be
effectively carried out. This required the wife to be ceremonially clean, so an
adulterous woman would be disasterous. Careful thought was needed regarding a
woman's menstruation and cleansing after childbirth. Such matters were common to all
three peoples in principle if not particulars.

If a woman had *o bo ceremnnially clean, the man of the house had te be
most particular and a great part of the law 2f all three neoples was concerned with
their being ceremonially clearn. Again this arzears to have deveioped [roam the notion
that the nomad is his own priest. lhere 1s a story in the Arabian Bigute of a man
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caught out because he could not read the Koran whilst polluted... he refusec to o
so just after having committed adultery and had not been given time to perform tuc
necessary ablutions. He even lied and said he had fallen asleep and had had a wat
dream (requiring the same ceremonial ablution). It may amuse us that whilst the man
cheerfully committed adultery and was in no ways repentant, he had a greater horror
of touching the Koran before ritual purifiction. One result of this need to be
ceremonially clean is that all three peoples are particularly clean in their
personal lives. Two of them, the Indian and the Arab also refuse intoxicating
drinks, and all abstain from pork (though the indian usually abstains from all meat,
though this is a modern innovation.)

Whether it follows from this that a very high regard was paid to woman,
or not, is a moot point which we need not pursue. The fact remains that women in
such societies probably hold the highest social position of anywhere in the world.
Even captured women had to be decently treated. That is, if taken to bed had to be
afforded the full status of wives. In the case of the Hebrews the woman was allowed
to mourn her parents for a full month before sexual advances could be made to her
and if she was not married, she had to be given her freedom. Nor are the lurid
stories of a man making merry with his concubines with any substance, but are the
product of the sultry minds of cheap romancers with no knowledge of the East, Of
course men married their servants, they still do in our society, but it had to be
proper and according to the general ritual of taking wives.

Polygamy certainly existed in each society, but only to a limited extent.
Marriage settlements, as for example that of Israel, could forbid the taking cf
other wives.” Amongst the Arabs the first wife would usually be consulted and she
would be paid the equivalent of the new wife's marriage present. Under Manu the
second wife was rare and only taken as a last resort. In practice the whole three
societies are monogamous.

Again this seems to stem from the isolated position of the tent and the
high place it took in the affairs of men, and perh<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>