Line cuts
from ink drawing

by Helen







THE Zéeny HORSE

THE CHINESE lunar year 4664 is not only the Year
of the Horse in the Oriental calendar cycle, it is the
Year of the Fiery Horse. Once every 60 years—as in
1966 — the Year of the Horse falls under the influence
of the element Fire.

The horse is eSteemed as representing power, pet-
severance and readiness to do battle. These are fine at-
tributes in a male; but in Japan, a girl born in the year
of the Fiery Horse, especially, is doomed to spinster-
hood with a finality even more rigid than those born
under the sign of the Horse. Not even the Tiger is
willing to face the rearing hoofs, the uncontrollable
nature, of the Fiery Horse.

Already, Japanese marriages made
in 1965 were planned early, that the
child could be botn the same year. Mar-
riages planned for 1966 are set late, if at o
all, so the birch will take place in 1967.  [U5FD |
The (legal) abortion rate is expected to
soar. Japanese parents are not willing to
take that dread 50-50 chance.

Here at Matsumon, the flower ar-
rangement in the entry hall for the New Year includeda
red-painted wooden horse, carrying a pair of golden
chegts, on a tatami dais with a ceramic sake bottle filled
with silvery-white Honesty. (The Honesty—a plant
new to the family -— was bought at a church fair because
Helen considers its purity and beauty well-named.)

Then, from Vietnam, where our boys are fighting,
came a dispatch to the New York Times which cast a
pall on her enthusiasm. Surprisingly—to people who
consider this 2 new war—the Vietnamese have been
fighting for more chan 20 centuries, mostly against
Chinese imperjalism. They consider the Horse sym-
bolic of courage, for the horse carries generals into bat-
tle. Even the most Westernized Vietnamese believe the
military associations of the horse signify “a lot of fight-
ing and killing.”

One evening Helen was browsing through a Christ-
mas present, “A Witch’s Guide to Gardening” by
Dorothy Jacob, when she read this:

“Honesty (lunaria), also called moonwort as its
silver-disks resemble the moon, was a handy thing for
a witch to have in her garden because it could pull the
shoes off horses, which was the sort of trick witches

liked to play on an unpopular neighbor. This earned
it the additional name of Unshoe-the-horse.”

Well!

This coincidence pits Western witchcraft against
Oriental orthodoxy. May the witches win. —HVW

“The +Hundzed Hozses

DurING THE Enryaku era (782) the renowned general
Sakanoue-no-Tamuramaro prayed at the Kiyomizu-dera
in Kyoto for victory. Entin, founder of this temple, was

. busy carving Buddhist images. As a parting gift, he

carved for the general a hundred horses from left-over
wood, which the general put into his armor-case.

In a major battle,enemy forces were overwhelming
and defeat seemed inevitable. At that point a hundred
saddle-horses leaped from the armor-case and attacked.
With their help, Tamuramaro won a decisive vicoty.

The hundred horses then disappeared —except for

one wounded horse. Avillager carved ninety-nine more
to commemorate the “hundred horses.” The magic
horse disappeared; but the ninety-nine were handed
down in the carver’s family. His descendants made
copies as gifts for the children of the village.

This is the legend of the Miharu horse of the To-
hoku. My black horse is painted with white daisies and
a seascape,and the dots shown on the red horse. —HVW

Wintezr On [Japan
(Haiku)

Through the snow I see

@ camelia blooming,
hot pink in the cold air. ..
—HVW, 1954

Reprinted from Siamese Standpipe 46
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of

Fabulous

Brain-children

veeand a Morry Christmas to you, too, though I write this at the buffet
table 1n cur screened back porch, sarens now with the rest of the fame
ily off %o collepe, work and school, Berond, the garden is beginning
to look somewhat zcmiby wilth the first of the few fallen leaves and
the last of the flowers, and a screen over the carp poola My efforts
with the parden gince we reiturned to Amcrica produced more disappointe-
ments than joys, though left to itself, the ovsrgrown shrubs have kept
my flower-arranzersent pararhenalda welleugsed, I am the sort of home~
wife who likes an arrangement centerplece on the dining room table,and
an arrangement--if only a Tropicana rose bud in a brown-glazed "dough~
nut" sake bottle-=-in the living room, though the house be cluttered
with books and the avalanche of papers which inundates us each daye In
fact, I hava somcwhat resigned myself to the fact that clutter and I
are inseparable, and at the hospital I knew I'd won my battle with
staph when a rew little student nurse chided, "Now, Nrs. Wesson, letls
clear up this clutter of books and paperSees

Gee, I wonder if I could
et a contract writing homey philospphiss for a supsrmarket magazine.

To those who con't kned, Uyoography 1§ our family hobby, and I collect
old cuts, an inexpeinsive way of pampering my acquisitive nature. We
came across the above-printed in an old batch, and wouldn't you like
tc meet the proud papa who haé this idea for the birth announcement of
a Christmas ba by? (At least, I guess that's what it isd) R
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THE JOHN DNICKSON CARR BIBLIOPHILE, No. 1t by Rick Sneary.

This is a
most worthwhile endeavor, and one I particmlardy appreciate., Carr is
the best, for my money, and at the rate the British editions are soare
ing to §l and above, it is money, indeed, for mere paperbackse. What I
find most useful, therefore, is the list of alternate titles, to avoid
duplicatlonse Some day, when I am caught up with the laundry-sorting,
Linen-ironing, attic-cleaning and s ewing pro jects == or perhaps when
I revolt and cast them all aside for a few hours =- I intend to lay out
my Carrs and check them off on your list. You well deserve the sgo=boo
you received by crashing Boucher's columnh in the Sunday Times Book
Review, (Were you flooded with orders? Maybe we can form a Carr Pool.)
Next time, I'd 1ike to see John Creamey (Marric) of Gideon and West
(also The Toff, which I don't care for)s. He, and not Boucher's choices
of Agatha Christie and Ellery Queen, most deserves the honor. (I can
gee why Boucher gives EQ a compliment--his empdoyer-~but Christie can
be nauseatinges Not that I have anything against my favorite magazineg
LQMMy Just that as a novellst or short-story writer, EQ is/are too
contrived and gimmicky, and the character of Ellery Queen rubs me the
wrong way -- a8 does too much of any detective-character like Hercule
Foirot or Miss Silver. That's why Creasey has my accolade., Commander
Gideon 1s a good man to live with, story after storye

ALTIQUOT: Rusty Hevelin.

Pamela gets no help on her effusions.Although
her teacher corrected what few errors she made, all copy for Psko's
Fages 1s chosen from A's and Af's, but this should not be surprising,
as far as punctuation goese In our family,our printshop rules are
taken for granted. For instance, all punctuation goes within the guotcs,
Refently, one of the kids put an exclamation point outside The quote
(maybe Sliel in a letter before his vigit) and it was table conversa-
tion when I pointed it out in shocked dismay, and received the reply
that yes, it was wrong, but it was a typo due to the typewriter car=
riage Jamming at the end of the line. In such an atmosphere, what can
you expect of even a childe I cull from PP only those stories which
touch on FAPA interests (lost civilizations.etc)s

ABOUT REPRINTS IN hFantasia: BRBefore I go any further, I w ant to make
clear that reprints from Slamese Standpipe, Peko's Pages,etce are a
matter of which-comes~first- the-eghicken~or-the-egg, in case someone
questions their validity for publishing activity, The material may
actually be written with hF in mind (as the article on my study Jjust
before the fire) but since my husband is the printer who sets it up in
tyoe and rans it ofT, and since he is co-publisher of 858, he naturally
wants S5 to be the imchiban journal., If there is a rule that I can't
et credit for such work, then 1!'11 simply have him run off hF firat,
then reassmmble the body type irto 44x6 format for SS, instead of what
ig usually the reverse. Free printing is one of my luxuries.

Which re-
minds me of a true story: Ralph Bunche was mowing his lawn when a canp
pulled up and the driver called out: "Hey, boy, how much do you charge
to mow a lawn this size?" To which Bunche calmly replied: "The lady of
the house lets me sleep with here" (Or maybe it was Thur.arnold, )

LUNDY'!'S LANE: Bob Lichtman.

Where's the title from? Some day I wish
each FAPA publisher would explain his/her title. My prosaic title actue
ally derived from the brand-name of a nationally-advertised bra, (The



Uplifting Fanzine") because I liked--and lifted--the hand-drawn lettere
ing of "fantasia® in the ads. (Sce cover) So now we know about LI & hF,
Was 1t you who send me a

letter (I'm sure unanswsred tecause I can't f£ind it) with a letterhead
having skoletons working in s printshop? If it was -- and I don't de=
suyve the favor I am aboubt to zsk for -- would you please proof them
up in black or white, so I can have cuts made? Your letter was on a
rich cream napcr vhich, however, doesn't mske cuts well, I'd 1ike to
put these cuis into my men's stockings at Christmas--any Ghristmas will
70e (Actually,I like them for myself, so in this way I mmke everyone
hapryd )

Are you an American history buff? American Ierisage, for you#
Any stories about the San Francisco riots?¥ I happen to be more intordigggﬁ
¢stedirdn most in houses, perhaps because my Dad was an architect, but
clso from living in a land where 1t is uzeful to know all the details
about the fowv Western-style houses available.# Anyone whose name is
Mr. Portofine should be satuck with, by all means.# Give us more on
San Franclseo, one of my favorite citiag,

VAFDY: Coulsons,

No, to be semantic, Laney was not "a smug little ]
bastard with his denuncilationse..% There wasg nothing little about
Laney's denunciations, no more than his loughe Not only do I resent
the glant that Isney's Demunciasions was,boing stung by a mosquito
(the bravado of vou, knowing he can't sting backl) but I don't think
he wag o bastard at cll, If he hed been, I'm sure he would have built
1t up into as fine a tale ags thae breakup of his first marriage, No, we
shall not see hls kind again in FAPA.e..nor his Denunciations, either,
worse lucke# Recently the kids opered a carton from storage and found
some Blondie comics from the early 1940's, They are mich more pertinent
-=¢ven Lo contemporary living--than the present vintage,

HORIZONS: Warner,

I'd make this criticism to no-one else but you: About
the Tricon - WHERE? WHEN? even What? though I X ow it's Soume sort of
fan~-convention, Everyone talks about it, asguming everyone else knows,
Well, it could have been held richt in Glen Ridge here and I'd have
missed 1t because I gseem to be a srmall minority of One Who Docsn't
Knowe (One of the firast things Burton Crane taught my husband in ama-
teur publialiing i1s that allusions should cortain basic facts, presup=-
posing readers who don't know or can't or won't dig backe lMany FAPAns
C¢o this in reviews, but it wouid be better if when onc commehts on a
comment, one quotes the busic comments) Tricon? Discon? Those are more
Tar~fe¢tched then Phillycon, which explains iteelf.;; Hagerstown emerges
I'rou titls issue with o better gace than usual, probably due to the
sentence : “"Ierturately, these things are not done too formally in
Haperstowne.," showing a sympathetic side s Probably you realize that's
2 classic: “'Why, Ike, what in the world are you doing in that coffingt®
#Y¥ou arc onc of the few who can get away with a stripped fanzine. As
ior me, I derive my pleesurc not from non=stop publishing (obviously])
but from artistic and typosraphic layout as well as literary content.
in fact, I am several Standpipes ahead on art ideas, lacking copy to
go inside the covers and around th: fancy headsg., hP is less formal but
for me 1t ia less of a Wroquirasd activity chore" when it has art work
end colore Ard I nevaer bother to read an illegible fanzine,

BETE NOIRE: Boggse
Didn't you kuow, Elvis Presley has besn stuffed for




several years now. There's an agitator inside, patented, I believe, by
Waring Blender, that works pretty mich like the rotating mechanism in
the dolls in Pepsi-Disney's "Small World" at the NYWFair.

AYORAMA: Morse (just Bill in the colophon).
How about a Biblicphile on Dorothy Sayers' mysteries,
in the manner of Rick 3neary?

BOBLINGS: Pavlat,

_ Gandalf the Grey goes to Pame, Besides McGillicuddy,
(who is more than enough) our fauna this summer included a spotted
thrush who died of a watermelon binge, a female blue Jjay whose leg was
torn most off from a disaster in the nest which her brother survived
unharmed (she mercifully dicd soon??dMurgatroyd the Turtle who died of
neglect when Shel joined the family in Maryland for the NAPA Convention

This sounds lkke a Necrology Report., Cover appreclated by Peko also,.

DAMBALLA: Hanscne

What is the Origntal on your cover looking at? I
can't figure 1t out.# Agreec that we should not gcrap the poll for just
this reason: "It is a PPAPAish tradition going back almost 20 Barse. "
Besides, if we keop dropping activities and not adding any, there won't
be much left. # "The sumie painting was reproduced by means of an
clectronic stencil of course. Wothing complicated, all very simple."
Just HOW SINPIE?Y Wen Pam  cts around to uging her sumie =zet, could
I reproduce it for Poko's Pages? HOW? Or were you being sarcastic.#
I am looking forward nnstalpglcally to more of your Oriental art work.

IBELANGE : Trimbles,

Love all bjo's art work..always do, Your 1870 dice-
tionary reminds me of an encyclopedia of the vulgar tongae I've been
meaning to voview for FAFA, maybe next issue. So the Greeks bleached
their hair, tood Mcn, women or Grecianz?

ATONMIC CALAXY: David Tucker,

) 1 note you are No. 55 on the Waiting List,
Davide Daresay you 1l still be the youngest FAPA publisher even after
the years it takes teo get to the top nf the List. How about a few facts
about yourself? Let's get acquainted,

HABARKUK: Donaho. (4rt Editor: Rozcrs,)

This is & fanzine in the tradition of %oo long agoe.
The colorful 1llustraticns ars worth all the cxtra work, but even
nicer, what surrounds them ias guitc readabley not always true of a
thick zine. Terry (music) andDarroll Pardoc (art) are so right. "The
appreclation of art is a vory individual thing, and a very subjective
things"ss Happy fo see you back in activity, Alva. You wrote recently
about the nostglgic paste I still have the original of The Outslder you
drew for ACOLYTE, now thoroughly charred.around the edges from our fire
in *52 or ‘565, Last year Shel phoncd me from college: "Mommy, you have
a demonaic mind," those wees his very words, "I want you to design for
our pledge shirts 2 aorrible monster th_’mg.fi Tho, me? He insisted, and
L s¢nt 3 or 4 drawings vpe Onc was vased on the face of the Outsider,
and I intended to scnd you o« zweatshirt if it was chosgens The winner,
however, was an all-brain racs with stunted arme and legs, baged on a
Japansse obake (and used once in The Unspeakable Thing) which somehow
well-represented RPI men and his fratérnity, Lhe Hoe 1 scholastically,

MORE



What really licked The Outsidex in the close vote, however, (14~16)
was the hande After finishéng the face, I found myself stymled about
drawing the hands (I'm no creative artist) so I handed it over to lle
vear 0ld Pam to finish, and mailed them off in a hurry. Later I over-
heard Shel tell David that it was an obscene gesture the frat boys saw
in the hand (drawn quite innocently by the child, I assure you)bhat
has since madae that design famous in the dorms. Oh well,

PROJECT REPORT Noe 1l: Hoffman.

This isn't dated but it is a few ycars
0ld. Your work on Gilgamesh was a scholarly piece well-done. Would it
be possible for you to do such a projaect on Lilith?

SNICKERSNEE: Silverberge.

I,too, think coolly of the current war, butes
"Rurthermore, the war has the useful leature«of...disposing of a great
many members of our own armed forces who, if theyware still in thils
country...beneficial developmenbessel'm beyond draft age and unlikely
to get shot at over there, I have an additional reason for seeing no
objection to the military festivitiecse.." Well, I RBVES71?W8+sons, One
already in ROTCe. The other only 16 and too young to be killed in two
more years, o that the stock you own in munhitions can soar highers
Sometimes FAPAns are just too, too flippant. # I do realize what you
are trying to say: that it isn't your war to fight but you're atill
againat it.e It is quifte a dilemma and I'm sure we in PAPA cannot solve
the problem. However, we mist consider that 1f we pull out, we lose
all nf Asia and will fight the next battle on the Amerlcan mainlande
Our stand in Vietnam has gained us Indonesia, when that country was
pretty well written off the booke Thalland 1is looking to us, and all
free Asia. I don't see why they can't fight thelr own battles, because
as you say, we do as much harm as good, 1 consider the Vidtnamese mess
a mere holding action to forestall World War III with China, though
in turn, every day's respite is to China's advantage. I just hope we
can keep respiting for another few gencrations and it'1l play itself
out, as you say. That's ostrich in the sand for you. #Do you write
your archcological gtuff under a pene-nane ? The high school ones?

VUKAT: Patten.
Welcoma. It is nice to meet a literate and legible
NEWCOMEY

SAMBO: Martincz.
Another David, and very talented, tooe I have long
ago noticed that every David I know 1s well-liked. David means
Beloved, you knowe. When my David was very gmall, he drew his name
like this but now disdains to use it as a pres3s mark.

PHANTASY PRESS: McPhail,
That was a beautiful tribute, Dane

QURPE: Bgnnett.
Your rcmarks in No. 5 about the class you teach made
absorbing reading for me. We are engaged in trying to push through a
new high school, to avoid double scesions for Pemelae There are almost
twice as many pupils as the school was physically built for.Classes
are up to 34, not 46.#Give us more anecdotes about your school lifes



SPINNAYER REACH: Chauvenet,
Boating in Autumn

:i & Avay and away I gail in my light boat; ' >
\&ngﬂf My heart leans with a great gust of joy. KZ:Z§,
':’lf!‘j Pee e ees sen

‘%E§#> Back 1n my home I Crink a cup of wine
‘ and nced ot fear the grced of the evenlng wind,.

I found that whilst scarching for the origin of the Chinese poem you
quoted., SR 18 one of my favorites, since it encompasgses many subjects
of diverse nature ond net just mailing commentse. Perhaps if we didn't
like sailing, I might not feel such an affinity. Shel sails now in
the RPI regattas, and wears the insignia of the Utica Club. I wish
very strongly we were located wherc the family could sail at least now
and then; we all miss the Yokohama Yacht Club--I for the easy socia-
bility. Vhen I tired of the lonely life I could always accompany the
family to the Club, and of course, we lived there all summer, virtuale
1y, sailing and gwirminge# I doubt L1711l ever campaign "to emulate the
Japanese cuBtom of no ser discrimination in public washrooms" after
my experience of being "locked in" in the inner room of a large Japan-
ese=-3tyle hotel, caught there when a convention ended and there was a
flood of males using the urinals in the outer roome I probably shall
let memories of the Crient dribbls into hf from time to time, cspeci-
ally if I follow Warncr's method of writing, ie, keeping a stencil
handy to type oiff a thought before it leaves, forever lost.

DAMBALLA: Hansen. (4gain)

I sharc¢ with you your interest in things
Tibetane There was a magnificent Dbronze plague, about 18-20", ob-
viously a temple plece, in an antigue shop up the strect. The woman
didn't know what it was, didn't appreciate it; in fact, she thought it
was splid brorzs because it was so heavys. {4ctually, it was sheet,
weighted by the concrete they put inside with prayer papers. Even so,
she wanted 75 for it.How I hated to sce that absent from her window
after due coursed I do have some treasured iconography (reported on in
a previous hF) and I recommend to you, for fuller understanding and
alsc an enjovment of the illustrations, "The Iconography of Tibetan
Lamalam" by Antoinette e Gordon, revised editicn, Tuttle, available
in Orientalia if you want a copy. If you come east, Yale has 105 Ti=
beten books, "collected works' of four Dalal Lamas and five Panchen
Lamas, covering 500 years., The Hewarlk Museum has a superb dlsplay and
even more in storage which you can, a3 a connisseur, ask to be showne#
Once again, I sk how you reproduced your cumie cover, "simple,"

SERCON'S B4 NE: FliBusby.

Small wonder when I picked up the Fan~Dango,
I wondered how it had gotten into this pile. Who kept the stencils all
these yezras and how come?

SYNAPSE : Specr.

Thank ynu for thc compliment on my truthful reporting,
and to justify it I shall try to write on subjects more sulteble for
a male audienccs, (I had to gct the other copy into the record, my home
record, that 1g.) I am perfectly willing to write, even rcsearch, any
subject FAPAns may be inter.sted in, but an omnibus question like,
"How did you like Japan?" is impossible to answer in one gulpe In fact,
I can only now answer, Y"How do you like being back in USAT" NOT MUCH}



Four Short Stories

By PAMELA YNIR WESSON, 11
Reprinted from Peko’s Pages, June 1966

“Che Fig of Lipe

(A FABLE)
I TUNG lived in a bamboo* hut, alone, on the
edge of the forest. This hut was rented on the
/land of the lord of this region. The rent was at
the high price of the equivalent of $100 a month.

“Oh, where will I get the money to pay the hon-
orable master? The porcelain® teapot is empty!” she
mourned daily. For in a fortnight was the rent due.

All of a sudden a knock at the door shook the weak
house. “Come in," she cried, shuffling toward the door.
She was startled by the lord's voice.

*“Li Tung, I have a job for you. Fetch me a fig from
the Tree of Life. If you succeed, no more rent shall be
due to the end of your days. The Tree is guarded by
a man of the faith of Buddhism,* one Moslem* and a

Hindu.* You are to invade* the garden, overpower the
men, and take a fig."”

“But how can I overpower them?” asked poor Li
Tung, trembling.

“Wear this sacred ring of my ancestor,* Tse Fong.
It is a stone of jade™ set in a lacquer* ring.”

So Li Tung set out on her search.

Seven years later —in the Year of the Tiger, the
Month of the Tiger, Day of the Tiger, Hour of the
Tiger —she returned to the lord.

“Oh, Honorable Wise One, I have found the Fig
of Life. On the roadside I nearly starved. A discarded
fig saved my life. Once I was caught in a trap, and fig
juice helped heal my wound. Once a hare was chased
by a dog. I threw the fig and it landed on the dog. He
ran away and the fig saved the life of a hare.

“Oh lord, any fig is the fig from the Tree of Life.”

The lord laughed and rewarded the faithful woman.

(Morav: Anything, in time of need, is a blessing.)

“Che Sun Gods Justice

T WAS a beautiful dawn. But it wasn’t beautiful

to Hana, the dog. For it was June 24. Everybody,

including pets and beasts of burden, sensed what it
meant. [t was Sacrifice Day. Hana's master was to be
killed instead of a sheep or goat. So what, if he had
murdered for his bread! Animals must kill for food.

This scene was at Stonehenge. The rising Sun God
cast a shadow in the middle of the altar. Ah, the god
will be pleased with this offering, thought the dignified*
priest. He was the equivalent of a deacon* in a church.

Innumerable* people thronged around and on top
of the stones. The prisoner was on exposition* to the
people. The priest gestured.* The tension™ mounted
as the prisoner was brought forth. For a moment his
silhouette* was imprinted on the sacrificial stone.

His temper smoldered* calmly. He had a right to
be angry. He didn’t kill the man. Akol did. Only he
knew. Who would believe him?

He was tied to the stone. The priest drew forth
the knife. Quickly Abon, Hana's master, said a small
prayer to himself. Convulsively,* the priest plunged
the knife. Nothing happened! “Why isn't he dead?"

* Part of our Sixth Grade spelling/vocabulary lesson
is tu write (extemporaneously) in sentences certain
assigned words, noted in Peko’s Pages by asterisks.

he thought wonderingly. He struck again. What's this?
The dagger wasn’t even bloody!

Nobody looked at each other. That was good. No-
body saw Akol collapse, his blood pouring from two
wounds. They were not self-inflicted.

One hundred years later, the centennial® of this
strange event was celebrated. What glory and splendor!

But no one was happier than Hana at that mo-
ment when her master returned home —alive, through
the judicial reign and good favor of the Sun God.

SCIENCE ON THE MARCH
Dn a Classzoom of the Futuze

ND NOW a word from our sponsor-—
**‘Cancer-Cancel—proven 50 per cent more
effective than any leading cure for cancer now on
the market. Just take with one glass of sulphazide . . ..
**And now, back to our old movie, Science on the
March. As you all know, viewers, this film is 100 years
old. 1965 —imagine that! Your grandfather and grand-
ma were your age then. So here’s the rest.”
A good-looking man appeared on the screen.
*“After our experiment, kiddies, do you see the re-
sult? The atmosphere™ is constantly moving. Convec-
tion currents help, as specifically shown in this experi-




ment. And now we shall learn about solar* radiation.
TheSun...”

Mrs, 01981414 (translated into Mrs. Simmons—
try it!) clicked off the television and said : *“That is how
they used to teach in the old days. Questions? What
is it, Bos 1392672

“Please turn it on again, Mrs. 01981414. I like to
hear how they taught my grandparents.”

Mrs. 01981414 switched it back on.

“Evaporation,* condensation and precipitation™ af-
fect our weather, too. They are caus . .. ” Click, went
the set.

“Good Mtclvxes,” she said, “and good gosh, even.”

On went the set.

*...and that's how that works. Some phases of
weather are destructive. The tornado,* typhoon,* cy-

“clone* and hurricane* are very damaging sometimes.
“Thereisa...”

Off went the set again.

*‘Come, children, time for civics. Get out your text-
books, please.™

*“Mrs. 01981414, my grandmother remarked that
her teacher was like that, too. [
think that her name was some-
thing like—Mrs. Hawark or
Howard—or something like
that. Her class was impossi-
ble!” said Gi25190

“Who is your grandmother, G125190?”

*“I don’t know, but her first name is Pamela, or
something. It’s hard to say names without numerals,
isn’t it? Those poor souls,” she mused thoughtfully.

*“Class, all of a sudden you are like Mrs. Howar's
—er, Howad’s—uh, Howard’s . . . that’s right!— but
you're not! Get out those civics books immediately!”

There was a bustling of books, then silence. Men-
tal telepathy reigned.

“What a crazy world that must have been—100
years ago,” received Mrs, 01981414. And she agreed.

A Chiek Collazed

T ALL happened in an instant. Little Karubi was

gaily romping at the feet of Habbam, his master, on

the dry dusty road. Suddenly, a chariot® careened
around, horses in perfect rein, and purposely struck
down Karubi in mid-air. The dog’s legs crumpled be-
neath him, and there he lay, bleeding and crying, but
alive. Habbam gave a short cry and gathered his dog
in his arms, blood and all, and ran home.

Bursting in on the quiet life of the Babylonian like
this was unusual. Hammi, his mother, took one look at
the situation, and ran to get clean wet rags. After the
dog was bedded down, Habbam sat behind the house
to think. Why was he struck purposely ? Of what value
is a half-dead dog to a chariot driver? Off he went to
see his friend the scribe. ¥

As he strolled up to Akalm, the scribe, he was hailed
by another to fetch a reed from the river-bank, for his
stylus* was split. He glanced at the tablet™ as he went
by. As he could read a little cuneiform,* he was aston-
ished to see news of a robbery and, most of all, a series
of dog murders! All other news didn’t appeal to him,
but this . .. ! This tablet was like a daily newspaper,
and was called “Hammurabi’s Empire.”*

All of a sudden, a torch flared in his head, symbol-
izing an idea (they didn’t have a light bulb yet). He
rushed home without even fetching a reed.

Again bursting into the kitchen, he yelled, **Send
for the priest!* Hurry ! And a king’s officer! I have it!”

Hammi, puzzled, did as he said. What had gotten
into her son?

As soon as these important men arrived, Habbam
motioned them to where Karubi was resting. Pulling
off the metal collar, he handed it to the officer. They
gasped in astonishment. Out fell two precious gems,
one shaped in a crescent® and one linked to it in the
manner of a caravan *

“But these are the missing gems!” cried the priest.

Then all was confusion. What with the court and
Hammurabi (honorable king sublime), Habbam never
had a moment to himself. There was a reward for quick
thinking—a §o-acre section of fertile farmland by the
palace!

Finally the culprit of the case was found. He con-
fessed that he hid the gems in a dog’s collar, but forgot
which. So he went around slaughtering dogs to steal
their collars.



One of my pleasures in FAPA 18 rceading about the places and the ways
in which pecple livey whether it is a few paragraphs or Warner on
Hagerstown, After 10 years in Japan, during which time I gradually
lost contact with much of the American way of life, we moved tOe.s

v+ CLEN RIDGE, Zssex County, New Jerseye..

es.home of the double-headed zebra (a head at both ends), symbol of
the GRHSchool anc e¢specially its State Championship football team,Not
that GRHS emphasizes athletic over scholastics. (Shel's friend Jeff,
Co-Captain, turncé down Annapolis to attend Darthmcuth without play-
ing football.) The dournalist, school paper, wins first prize in the
annual competitlons. And the band is outstanding at the local Music
Featival, the only band which plays from memory without msic (notes)s
In other words, the kids here in town are clean-cut and wholesome,with
sometimes morz sense than their parents. (This town voted for Gold-
water (by a small percentage) with a pokl of the young uns decidedly
against; in fact, they ran a Scranton campaign,)

Glen Ridge is a small
finger--7 blocks wide at its widest--between lontclair and Bloomfield,
and keeps pretty much to itself despite its tinlness. (2,000 or 2,300
homes, over 90% owner-occupicd, many palatial; 8,000 residents.) It is
primarily &« commuters'! town, with no industry allowed, a fact which is
now becocming troublesome because, while the residents desire a snooty
atmosphsre, they arse not willing %o support GR schools, of which they
are proud with a pride that is dwelling in the pasta

Since we returned
to the States hecause our teenagers needed the proper education for
American colleges, we find ourselvss -- still "moving in" after four
years hare =~ discussing the pcssibility of a move elsewhere so that
Pam will not have to attend double sessions at the high school with
resultant poor teaching staff and parcd-down curriculum. Thias is most
discouraglng, when you consider we interior-decorated ourselves the
entire house, moved in 60 tons (yes, 60!) of household goods from
Japan, a library and furniture from storage, and THREE complete printe
shopsd In the furor pBaised by The Glen Ridge Paper against the pro=-
posed new high school, one resident complained about the "rootlessness"
of the newcomers, anc¢ 4 think that will stick me like a burr forever
during my stay; in Glen Ridge, though it be the rest of my life., Many
familiés have lived here for < or & generaticns, rather unusual in an
area predominahtly Mobile Sccistye (I tend to conslder this "stick-
in-the-rmud" but I haven't settled down yet. Indeed, a Japanese friend
has moved to Iran and in researching her life there while she was make
ing up her mind (her lmsband is an amcrican engineer executive), I
found myself ready to leave at an hour's noticel)

The people in town
arc interesting, but busy. Mario P:i lives here, the oxpert who knows
more languages than any other man (except possibly one at the UN);his
second book (that I know of) has just been published and if it is as
absorbing as The Story of Languages, both are highly recommendables
We can draw on highly-pazid executives (for instance, the owner of
Grand Union chain) for the non-pnlitical posibisdns of Mayor and Clvic
Conference (unpaid and ro graft),and Board of Education, all unap-
preciated when a school budzet comes up, someone 1s inconvenienced by
a necessary road repair, or the water runs rustye. Therc is a local
Democratic Party (1 man and 2 lackoys) w illing to ruin the school
gystem if it will pull down the Civic Conference with 1t,

Unfortunately’




my own immediate neighborhool 1s not as friendly as the brochure on
Glen Ridge 4 Unique Commnity (edited.byv§QWesson) would have you
be~lieve, <o me, the houges immediat%%y?ﬂéem to be waiting for Death
behind cleoaed windows, (46% of the families have children out of the
school system,private schools some, but many graduated; a very high
count of ¢lderly peoples.) I guess anyone passing our house would think
the zame of us, too, for the great pines and shrubs seal off the house
znd provide Japanese-stylec privacy.

] Soclally, the happiest period here
for me was the year in which I haelonged (for the first time in my life)
to b bridge circle..of former Japan-hands which didn't help orient me
to my immediate neighbors but did help me orient in general to life
in Amerlca. One woman wag 9 years out of America (Wales, Ireland,Porto
Rico and Japan with Esso) and was as bewildered by the vast array in
supermarkets as I wasd We are, however, fortunate in that the back-
bone of our social interests has never changed, here or abroad: our
friends in Amateur Journalisme My soclal 1life here was not helped by
my operations and subseguent slow convalescence, since I was physicale
1y unable to pile more work on what most women would have more sense
to attempt in the first place,

Nor am I happy with the medical plcture
in Bmerica. Granted, I could not have had the most renowned back sur=
geon in the East for my operation at onc of imerica's finest hespitals,
were I in Japan, but for run-of~the-mill troubles, Bluff Hospital was
always there, always avallable, a home away f{rom home during some bad
years, 4lcn Ridge is noted as a doctors! and brokers! town, but we
have THREE family doctors, a ridiculous situation when you think that
Pam, for instance, went from her doctor to the Radiological Clinic's
doctor to a third “finger" doctor, just to have a steel splint put on
her finger with tape, a R2-minute operation I rsdo every time she gets
it wets But I am lucky, Pam and I have a woman doctor who is consciente-
ious and did come when we thought I had a cerebral hemorrhage (mis=-
diagnosed a5 migraine and four months later cured as sinus infection)e
khen that picture "Never on Sunday" was advertieed, I thought it was
about doctors!

4nd in Japan there are so many germs to worry about,

staphylococcus doesn't have a chanced At least, you can bet that the
women in the Yokohama foreigh community would have known if there'd
been one case. that had me so far gone that Pam'a Cod-father (my cousin
and closest relative) asnapped down to the hospital, visitors or no
vishtdrs, bucause LI had instructions avout Pam I wanted him tomck my
busband up on, just in cease. (Of course, I'¢ have hated to go to an
average Janancse hospital someplace in the sticks, or traveling thru
hsia (except Hpng Kong where I know a Scottish cdoctor Ifrom Tokyo and
trust his acdvice on hospltals).

All America is having school trouble,
A friend of ours who did thoughtful and thorough research on schools
before hc clioge his new comunity, moved into a higher-priced Levite
town because Levitt built one school, znd gave the township $ufficient
money to build another for thal particular cormmunity, and the town
fathers spent i1t on a ROAD in another part of townd Our friend's smart
daughter 1s handicapped by double sessions rizht nowe So many of today's
chilldren are so much smarter than we used to be-=or they have to be
these days--that adults don't comprehend the needs and methods and
facilities of today's Zducatione

Althongh we are only a half-hour from
NYC, with one son already in college (tuition at RPI went up another
w150 this term)and another entering, NTU's shows are appreciated treatse
"ilan of La Mancha" is a theatrical experience;also "RoyalHunt of theSun"



