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Official Notices

Proper Boskonian is still trying to catch up to being a quarterly (or semi-annual) genzine of the New
England Science Fiction Association. Send contributions (writing, art. and/or letters) to:

Proper Boskonian

NESFA

PO Box 809

Framingham. MA 01701

or e-mail: ph@thor.com
All opinions expressed herein are those of the individual contributors, and may not represent the views of
NESFA. Al articles and artwork are copyrighted 1997 by their creators, and reprinted here by their
permission. One copy of Proper Boskonian 15 free to each NESFA member and contributor; additional
copics are available through NESFA for $3.00 each, unless you’re nice to me, in which case it's free.
Back issues are also available.

“Boskone” is a registered service mark of the New England Science Fiction Association, Inc.
(NESFA). PO Box 809, Framingham, MA 01701, USA, a Massachusetts 501(¢)3 non-profit
literary organization. “Worldcon™, “Werld Science Fiction Convention”, “WSFS?”, “World

| Science Fiction Saociety” and “Hugo Award™ are service marks of the World Science Fiction
Society {WSFS). an unicorporated literary society.

[ Contents copyright 1997 by the New England Science Fiction Association, Inc., except where

individual contributor’s copyright take precedence.
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The Editor Speaks Writes

by Lisa Hertel

[ have a confession to make: [ am not a “fanzine fan.” While [ will read just about anything 1 come across, T simply don’t
have time to seek out (or even read) all the fanzines sent to NESFA. which is why [ have kept Bob Devney’s Zineophile. If
you would like your fanzine to (possibly) be reviewed by Bob, you can send them to NESFA, or mail them directly to;

Bob Devney

25 Johnson St.

North Attleboro, MA 02760 USA

¢-mail: bobdevney@aol.com
Bob Devney is replacing his usual fanzine review this month with movie reviews to help you with your Hugo decisions.
Lioyd Penney has provided us with a few brief fanzine reviews instead.
This issue contains a rather lengthy and detailed report from Evelyn 1.eeper regarding her trip to Japan. While it has very
little fannish content, I found it fascinating; 1 hope you do, too. In addition, there is yet another installment of lan Gunn’s
cartoon, Space*Time Buccaneers (only 10 left). Finally, there was quite a back-log of letters as the last two issues were
published very close together. It you think your letter should be here and isn’t, it means | got it recently or it got lost in the
stack, and it will appear in the next issue. I also plan to have two Boskone reports plus some fiction in it, and hope to mail it
in June. The deadline for the next issue, should you want to submit something for it (we're always open to suggestions!), is
mid-May., Until then. good reading!

(MOTERN LIVING SUMMED UP 1N JUST ORE LuorD)
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Cineophile

Voting for the Best Dramatic Presentation Hugo
by Bob Devney

If you're thinking about the Hugo Award for Best Dramatic Presentation in the science fiction/fantasy field for 1996, it
seems to me your choices break down into three groups. There are the obvious choices. The interesting choices. And the
totally insane choices.

You have a few months to think about them all. Then (if you're a fully paid up member, supporting or attending, of this
year's world science fiction convention, LoneStarCon 2} you can make your picks and send your final ballot off to San
Antonio, enjoying the privilege of being among the small group of—what, several hundred people? %who decide this best-
known of SF awards.

Normally, given my lazy, crazy, twisted character, I'd be drawn to the last category like vampires to a blood bank. But
frankly [ only have spacc and time here for about three full-fledged reviews. So for once [ think I'll scek the sacred middle
ground. Therefore, let’s talk about your three most interesting potential choices this year. Afterwards we’ll briefly consider
the others.

When we're done, it should be pretty clear to you what my choice would be. And perhaps I’ll have affected your own
thoughts about which way to vote. | hope so. Since as someone who hasn’t purchased a membership I'm not eligible to vote
myself,

What, you thought [ was kidding about the lazy, crazy, twisted part?

Low Spirits

The Frighteners takes its grim spirit from Beetlefuice and Death Becomes Her, its demons from Ghost and
Candyman, its hero's winning trick from Flatfiners, and its underfying air of desperation from High Spirits.

it’s got a solid cast, first-rate directing (by Mick Jackson, who did the much more serious Heavenly Creatures), world-
class special effects, and a script with a number of good ideas and lines studded throughout. Despite the laundry list above,
some of the latter are even original. That it doesn’t all add up to more may be the most frightening thing of all.

Michael J. Fox stars as Frank Bannister, who's not exactly on the stairway to heaven. He’s a busted-out ghostbuster and
medium in a smal! town who lives in a half-renovated dump and tries to slip bereaved family members his business card at
funerals. Bannister once was a rising young architect, who ¢ne day had some sart of tragic accident. Ever since, he actually
can see ghosts.

But he uses this gift only for a shabby con game. His usual ploy is to assign ghostly confederates to cause mischief. Then
get himself hired to root them out. Despite his practiced patter and Fox’s practiced ease with this kind of smoothie role,
Bannister’s heart doesn’t really seemn to be inil. As one of his ghostly gang comments, “Death ain’t no way to make a living.”

What brings Bannister back to life are 3 woman—Trini Alvarade as a young doctor who soon (conveniently) becomes a
widow woman—and a worthy oppenent. Unusually large numbers of townspeople are dying of freak heart attacks, and it
soon scems to Bannister that an unusually evil ghost/demon named The Ceollector of Souls is behind it all. And a little
Jurther behind it all, events may connect with a2 mass murderer who went on a killing spree up at the old sanitarium and was
executed years ago. Said sanitarium being unoccupied now—except by the haggy old widow (Julianna McCarthy) of the
former director, plus her half-zembicd grown-up daughter (Dee Wallace Stone), who as a teenager was somehow linked to
the killer.

There’s lots more plot to go around, and plenty of characters as well. To mention just two:

The local cemetery is run by a kind of ghostly drill instructor, embodied — well, maybe that’s not the right word — by Fuil
Metal Jacker's R, Lee Ermey. My favorite of his lines: *“There’s a piece of dirt up here with your name on it, Bannister!”

Jeffrey Combs is the other standout in the supporting cast, as FB! guy Milton Dammers. He’s the agent to whom the
Bureau seemingly assigns all their deeply twisted paranoid occult serial killer cases. Presumably on the theory that it takes
one to know one. When Combs shoves the heroine into his car, ¢rabs around to the driver’s doer, and menaces her with a
frightening crimson object he whirls from under his coat, it takes you a long terrified moment until you realize the object is
merely the world’s reddest, most evil-iooking hemorrhoid ring seat cushion.

On the score of logic and internal consistency, while The Frighteners doesn’t go as low as fndependence Day,
things are still disappointingly loose. The interaction between the spirit world and the physical one seems especially
ill-defined. In fact, downright contradictory.

Ghosts can walk through doors and walls. Except when they get stuck. Or when they just bulge out the walipaper
like latex, in a marvelous-looking, much-used, but completely nonsensical effect. (Your wallpaper would just shred,
woulda’t it? Kids, don't try this at home. My home, anyway.] And when you hit a ghost your blows pass harmlessty
through. Except when Michaet J. Fox gives one a sharp backward elbow-jab that sends it reeling.

I see that NESFAns Dave and Claire Anderson and George Fiynn all were taken enough with the film to put it
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forward for Hugo consideration. On the other hand, the public seemed to find litlle joy in it. The critics ditto. In fact,
though Roger Ebert admired the special effects, the bottom line of his piece gocs like this: “Last year, 1 reviewed a
nine-hour documeniary about the lives of Mongolian yak herdsmen, and 1 would rather see it again than sit through
The frighteners.”

i liked it better than that. I nothing else, the end credits send you out with that great final song, “Don’t Fear the
Reaper,” which I've now been humming for 3 days. Got to like a movie that keeps you thinking zbout it.

Howcver: The Frighteners as a Hugo-caliber picce?

I"ve ol grave reservations...

But then, don’t we ali?

Danson Fairly Swiftly

Walching the Ted Danson TV miniserics version of Gulliver's Travels, the word that comes (o mind, unfortunately,
15 “worlhy” When it might have been “wow!”

The film is fairly faithful to the 1726 satire by Jonathan Swift. Unlike the case in less ambitious media versions,
Dr. Gulliver actually visits all foor ol his imaginary places: Lilliput, home of little people. Brobdingnag, home of big
people. Lapuia, home of people too smart for their own good. And Houyhrhemiand, home of smart, civilized horses
(the Houyhnhrms) plus people who are real yahoos (the Yahoos). Also 1o its ceedit, this version retuins Swift’s satirical
cmphasis. Its bitter focus swiftly dances around, scorching all abusers of human reason. Including rulers, generals,
doctors, academics, junkmen, farmers, dwarves, men, women, children, and so on.

You know, all us yahcos.

Plus you gel well-done scenes of all the familiar wonders. Life locked at (rom bolh sizes now. A flying island.
Talking horses, And most famous and disturbing of all, a giant ticd down and held helpless by a hundred little mea.

This fidelity was aided by the two-part TV miniserics format. That gives it 4 hours and {8 minutes of eibow room,
more than many people will sit still for in a theater, (T saw it as a two-vidcotape sct.) But unusually tor TV, this Gulliver's
got a $28 million budget. Which allows a first-quality cast plus boffo special effects and production values. It's perhaps the
only Gulliver's I've seen wherc you can actually believe he's big, he's small, hey, that horse is 1alking pretty good sense...

Nevertheless, iU’s a good {ilm, not a great onc. The trouble may come from two causes. The script sets the entire
story of his adventures as flashbacks within a frame tale that shows Gulliver returned from 9 yeurs of exile. Like
Odysseus or a Vietnam vet, finding his marriage shattered and his home at risk, he's overcome for a time by madness.
Insisting on the reality of the fantastic worlds he's seen gets him shipped posthaste to perhaps the worst destination in
all his travels: an English madhouse.

Star Ted Danson does a creditable job with these scenes, as with the entire inovie. (I somehow didn’t mind this
18*-century Englishman’s mid-American accent. Althovgh heavens knows wot our Brit and Aussic friends will say.)
But the madness just goes on too long, scene after scene. You start wishing the Laputans would, like, discover lithium
carty and for god’s sake give Gulliver some.

My second problem with this movie: it isn"t The Adventures of Baron Minchausen. Terry Gilliam’s underrated
1989 extravaganza covers similar material—[8”-century man tests and unsettles the Age of Reason with stories of
fantastic adventures. But Minchausen had a great dircctor with a great visual imagination.

This Gulliver's has merely a good director, Charles Sturridge of Brideshead Revisited fame. He does have one
inspired visual motif here, signaling a flashback by having it infrude into the frame story. So, for example, poor
Gulliver is languishing in his madhouse cell — and suckdenly a 3-foot-long hornet crawls up his back. (There’s an
image that'll stay with me for a while.) This transits us neatly into the middle of the bautle against the giant insects on
the dinner table back in Brobdingnag.

Hewever, the imagination of Siurridge and the creative crew from Jim Henson Productions just isn’t as wild, dark,
and grand as it would take {0 make a movie masterpicce of Lhis material,

No reflection on the stellar cast. The lovely Mary Steenburgen plays Gulliver's long-suffering but faithful wife;
their convincing love story adds fresh warmth and humanity to somewhat soften Swift's colder vision as the film goes
along. Supporting players inctude Peter O'Toolc as king of Lilliput, whose first words on seeing Gulliver are “Well
you weren't exaggerating. Iie's a whopper!” Plus James Fox. Alfre Woodard, Ned Beatty, Omar Sharif, Edward Wood-
ward, Kristin Scott Thomas—and Sir John Geilgud as the scientist bent on extracting sunlight from cucumbers.

There's still plenty here to catertain a SF fan. And the {ilm’s cnding manages some real grandeur, with a pure
science fictional sensawunda feel. LelU’s conclude with its last lines, delivered by Gulliver in voice-over as the camera
swirls back and up. showing he and his wife walking free over the hills in a magnificent English landscape:

“l have lost cight years of my life.

“And yet, and yet, the moments [ have had. The marvels 1 have witnessed. The wonderful truths 1 have scen.

"You see, when night falls, and you close your eyes (o sleep and drcam—1 have seen the things that you can only
dream about.

“1 have been there...I was lost at sea for a long lime, but T have been there. Oh ves...all the way, and back.”
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Howard’s End

Let's invent a new category lo consider tor awards, or just to help us think about certain films.

Call it, however absurdly, the nonfiction science fiction movie. It would be a film with SF elemeats or interest that is
nevertheless factual in content. Last year's example: Apollo /3. This time, let’s consider The Whole Wide World.

This independent film is based on a memoir by retired schoolteacher Novalyne Price Ellis. Pubiished in 1988 when
the author was 76 years old, it's the story of her romance in the mid-1930s with a young man in a small Texas town,
Cross Plains. The title derives from that young man's self-description as “the greatest pulp writer in the whaole wide
world,” He was Robert E. Howard, creator of Conan the Barbarian, Red Sonja, and other heroic fantasy icons. This
movie about one episode in his lite strikes me, on a small scale and wholly on its own terms, as a perfect little gem of
film-making and an American original.

As brilliantly embodied by Vincent D"Onofrio, Bob Howard is big-boned, not unhandsome, soft-spoken, endearing
in a bumbling kind of way. He's introduced to an attractive young schoolteacher (Renee Zellweger as Novalyne Price).
Feisty, determined Price draws a bead on him under her flapper hat with a shrewd cowgirl squint, and keeps smiling at
Howard with the prettiest mouth east of Abilene. Their first meeting goes well. But she finds it vexingly hard to arrange
a second. Howard's mother is the smothering type, stonewalling all his phone calls. (Except one about some other
writer named Lovecraft.)

Novalyne persists. Pretly soon Bob is back, swinging his big arms around, talking louder now. Taking her for tong
rides at night out into the country in his convertible. He quotes poetry. Tells her about writing. Gives her daring French
novels. No less than he, she seems a little bigger than the small-town miliex in which we find her. They both keep
doing the best thing a movie character can do: surprising you.

In onc caf€ tryst, he’s scornful about the realism of a woman’s-magazine story she’s trying to write. Hurt, she
lashes back. “Well. T haven't seen any barbarian swordsmen, or beautiful Amazon women, or giant snakes frolicking
around the streets of Cross Plains lately!™

Howard gives us the key to his character with onc¢ reply in his soft Texas voice. “Well, I have...You better look a
little closer next time.”

They quarrel, make up, quarrel. Time passes. He's got his writing and his mother; both consume him. Things do not
end well.

Perhaps I'm just starved for a film about a writer, and onc in our genre at that. Or simply gaga over Zellweger, a
really attractive, fresh, direct presence (this is her first film; she stole Jerry Maguire from Tom Cruise for her second).
Bul this movie succeeds on all sorts of levels: as an unusual study of a real relationship...a tender love story...a
fascinaling character sketch...an authentic period piece...and a portrait of the artisi(s),

For instance, it's famously difficult to show a writer writing and make it interesting. The filmmakers do so beauti-
fully here, Howard sometimes composed his stories aloud. So we see him at twilight in his room, bellowing out lines of
purple magnificence, hunched over the keyboard in a summoning trance. And they orchestrate these scenes with
terrific Conan music. Deep, restless chords rise and fall ominously, fraught with dark power.

The moviemakers also take care to show Howard in his place. There’s an unforgettahle scene where we witness the
lovers™ most passionate kiss. It's set in a specifically Texan landscape of rugged bluffs and wild woods, rough ridges
and shining river waters. From Howard's viewpoint as he gazes across the land, we see the pioneer promise of the
frontier years in this country—overlain with his Hyborian Age of blood and magic.

With a look, we know that in Robert Howard's eyes these times are one.

T said “lovers” above; not strictly accurate, perhaps. Remember, these were nice young unmarried people in a more
restrained age. But is there sexual tension or romantic tenderness here? Certaiaty. On the river bluff. In the look on
Novalyne’s face. At the typewriler keyboard. And in a mostly silent scenc where Howard washes the body of his
adored, dying mother.

[ knew something about Howard’s own end going in—one dimly remembered sentence of fact, perhaps. The movie
puts a much different fecling behind that reality, without altering its dark essentials. That’s one of its chief fascina-
tions, of course. The Whole Wide World is a true stary.

Again, you could also make the case that it’s a science fiction movic, or at ieast a fantasy. Beyond just dealing with
a writer from our crowd. There are genuinely a few moments when you are shown one thing — and you see something
else. Shown a Texas river valley...and see Cimmeria. Shown an overgrown farmboy shouting at his typewtiter...and sce
the soul of the artist, wrestling in joy and torment with his barbaric crafi.

[ may lose most of you with what I must say next. But as Howard proclaimed, “the road 1 walk, I walk alone”* Grant
that this IS a science fiction movie. Then if you're really trying to pick SF’s best dramatic presentation of 1996,
Babylon 5 isn't even in the same solar system with the eccentric little planet that is The Whole Wide World.

By now, you may have guessed wherc my voic would go. Or haven’t you a clue in the whole wide world?

Let's examine a few other possibilitics below. Alter that, it’s up 10 you, your conscience, and whether you have a
shred of independent freethinking in your entire being. Or are you just going to sheepishly vote for something that
isn’t a great science fiction masterpiece but plays one on TV?
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The Obvious

{adependence Day

This straightforward invaders-trom-space, special-eftects-happy SF flick made more money than any other movie
released in the United States in 1996. But lecling good about that would be like the American Society of Demolition
Engineers voting Timothy McVeigh its Blockbusler Award for Special Achievement in Explosive Publicity.

independence Day is very exciting. Almost everybody leaves the movie pumped up and happy. But if you're a
science fiction fan, the bad feelings quickly come flooding in. You don’t have to be some killjoy scientific accuracy
anal case. The movic has a load of homendous scientific, technical, even common-sense howlers that any bright 15-
year-old {an could have caught in 15 minulcs.

Obviously, the moviemakers just don’t care. {(For confirmation, scc their previous work, Stargate. Same sloppy
story.) Don’t vote for a movic that just doesn't get it. Got that?

Star Trek: Kirst Contact

Well. it was better than many other Szar Trek movies. Al of which should have been subtitled The Search for
Kirk's Talent. Obviously, there’s an installed base of Trek fanatics out there who will probably vote for this. But [
guess I just haven’t been quite assimilated yet by the Bore ... sorry, Borg.

Babylon §

I have only seen a few episodes, and wasn’l really all that impressed. So join the long list of people who
want to disown me for this character flaw. Starting with my sister Liz. And my Hugo-nomination-veteran fricnd
Michacl Burstein, who a little birdie lold me helped engineer a sinister fanworld conspiracy last year to sweep
in some Bubylen 5 thing. Apparently had somcthing to do with San Juan Capistrano—wasn't it “The Coming of
Swallows™?

Lister, [ know this whole article is a lost cause and what's going to win this year will probably be a BS episode
entitled something like “Severed Creams” or “Za Dum Dum™ or “Shadow Prancing™ or “Wart without End” or
“Innertubes and Expectorations.” But I've gol to make Lhe attempt (o get you w0 do (he right thing. If it's the last thing I
do in the whole wide world.

The Interesting

You've alrcady heard about my top three picks in this category. A few others:

The Arrival

My comment when [ saw this cinematic take on a theme of The Aliens Already Among Us: “Finally, Charlic Sheen in
the role he was BORN to play: a brilliant radio astronomer...” Actually, it’s a solid SF flick with a fairly intelligent script,
good performances (including, fairly amazingly, Charlie’s), a few laughs {mostly intentional), and fine direction and
atmosphere, Excellent scorpions-in-the-bed scene especially. [t doesn’t quite make my cut for the Maost Interesting top
three. But you wouldn’t be actually crazy to vote for it, if you didn’t like my choices.

Mars Attacks

Memo to Tim Burton, creator of the sublime fantasy classic Edward Scissorhands and (he also pretty damn
wonderful Batman:

The 1rouble with making a loving tribute to bad 1950s SF flicks is thal if you're not careful you might ¢nd up with
something that feels a lot like a bad §950s SF flick with superb producticn values.

Like this.

Sorry, Tim.

Sincerely, Bob.

Escape From L.A.

A vote for this would pbviously be a (hinly disguised Life Achievement Award for director John Carpenter 10
thank him for terrific [iims like The Thing and Escape from New York, not for this lightly warmed-over treatment of
Snake Pliskin’s midlifc crisis. Let’s leave that sorl of thing to the Oscars.

Third Rock From the Sun (Episocde Whatever)

You don’t know one person who’s mentioned this show in terms of a Hugo?

I have twa comments: 1) Why? Isn’t comedy eligible? Then how come you voted for Back 1o the Future, The Princess
Aride, and Who Framed Roger Rabbit, which won for 1986, 1988, and 1989 respectively? And 2) Now you do.
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The Insane

Dragonheart

Didn't see it. Hear that Sean Connery has a great dragony delivery—think his voice coach had him doing scales?
Wish Dennis Quaid would find a hit role that suits his considerable talents. Don’t sec how this has a prayer.

Kenneth Branagh’s Ham!let

OK, so it’s got a ghost.

By this inclusive logic, why not vote lor Trainspotting because it's got a fantasy scene wherein a guy dives into a
toilet and comes out underwater? Or Mission: Impossible because you don’t think a helicopter could actually do that
with a rrain? Or Baywarch hecause the actresses defy localized gravily?

Phenomenon

John Travolta plays an ordinary guy who may have had a UFO experience and suddenly turns smarter than Isaac
Asimov. Not to give anything away, but the ending indicates that there isn’t a science fiction explanation after all.
Although the explanation they do give is so spacey that mayhe this counts as at least a fantasy.

Still, to win, this movie would have to be touched by an angel.

Michael
John Travolta plays an angel. Say, you don’t suppose...?
Nah. At best, the Vincent Barbarino/Vincent Vega fan clubs would just split the vote.

The Island of Dr. Moreau

OK. Ihis one was so bad that it must be you just love absolutely anything Marlon Brando or Val Kilmer arc in. Or
you're a direct descendent of H. G. Wells and want more income for the estate. Or you think David Thewlis has a face
that just begs for somebody to smash it in, and you want the movie lo win so when you go to the Hugo ceremonies in
San Antonic and, by some bizarre chance he shows up, and you get the sick chance to wipe that incrcdibly annoying
smirk off personally.

Hey, maybe you're onio something with that last one...

Breaking the Waves

This sensitive story of a touched young Scottish woman and the sexually seti-sacrificing things she docs out of
love for her crippled, crazy Scandinavian husband off a North Sea oil rig would be a truly insane sclection on my part
Since T didn’t see it.

it’s spoken of by many critics and discerning movie fans as onc of the best movies of the year. Not obvious to me
what its SF element is. But after my spectai pleading for The Whole Wide World, who am 1 to complain about 4 little
weakness in that department?

Art by Alice Lewis



10 Proper Boskonian

Art by ' Van Vlack




April, 1997

1]
3 apan
A travelogue by Evelyn C. Leeper
Copyright 1996 Evelyn C. Leeper
Art by Ian Gunn

“Four black dragons, spitting fire,

And the earth trembled, and the sky cracked,

And | thoughit it was the end of the world.

And it was."

exchange from Stephen Sondheim’s Pacific Overttires, describing the amrival in Japan of Commodore Peny’s “Black Ships”

October 6/7, 1996: Flight and Arrival October 17, 1996: Hiroshima and Miyajima
October 8, 1996: Ueno Park (Tokyo) October 18, 1996: Himeji
October 9, 1996: Imperial Palace area & Ginza (Tokyo) October 19, 1996; Nara
October 10, 1996: Kamakura October 20, 1996: Hikone and Nagoya
October 11, 1996: tkebukuro and Shinjuku {Tokyo) October 21, 1996: Kinkakyji & Ryoanji Temple {Kyoto)
October 12, 1996: Tsukiji and Asakusa (Tokyo) October 22, 1996: Imperial Palace & Festival of the Ages
October 13, 1896: Shibuya and Harajuku (Tokyo) October 23, 1996: Nijojo Castle and The Ghost of Apri
October 14, 1996; Odawara and Nikko October 24, 1996: Higashiyama (Kyoto)
October 15, 1996: Matsumoto October 25, 1996; The Path of Philosephy (Kyoto)
October 16, 1996: Travel to Kyoto Qctober 26, 1996; Kyoto National Museun & Ee! Festival

Qctober 27, 1996: Osaka and Return

The answer is, “No, not really.”

When people asked us if we had any big vacations planned and we said, “Yes, to Japan,” the first thing everyone asked us was, “Isn’t
Japan very cxpensive?” Well, it’s not the cheapest place in the world, but it isa’t that expensive either, or at least doesn’t have to be. [n fact,
the per-day cost for us was about the same as for our Jast trip to Britain.

Wehave a friend who said that we would find Japan the most different place we had been to. I think he mieant it was the most
different place /e had been to, forgetting that we had been to places like Egypt, India, and China. Someone described Japan as being
unique in that it is the only non-Western “First World” country, Certainly my expectations were different for this trip than for our others.
Japan is also the First World country furthest from its nearest First World neighbor, for what that’s worth. | expected a modern infrastruc-
ture, but | alsoexpected a very different culture. Did [ find it? Well. read on,

[Almost ail prices are quoted in yen. When we went the exchange rate was US$1 to ¥110.62, or conversely, ¥ 100 to US$0.98. (For
the mathematically challenged, just assume one yen is abouit one cent, s0 ¥680 would be US$6.80.) People using other currencies should
make the approptiate conversions, because | don’t have all the current exchange rates handy. The only prices quoted in dollars will be those
we paid in dollars, such as US$950 each for airfare from Wewark, and in the cost sumntary at the end, with an occasional one here and
there for reference, Part of my assignment on this trip was to determine how much it might cost my brother, the baseball fan, to make a trip
10 Japan ta see bascbalt. While | will not be pricing baseball tickets themselves, the rest should be helpful, The INTO {Japan National
Tourist Organization] or the JTB {Japan Trave! Bureau], both with offices in New York. should be able to give more information on sports
and sport tickets, 1'm also using a 24-hour cfock and metric measurements.)

This log is shorter than some of my previous ones, Forone thing, | am finding it harder to keep going as constantly as before. Aftera
long day of sightseeintg, I don’t have as much energy to write in this log as §used to. For another, Japan is in many ways a less exotic
culture, or at least one that more people are famitiar with than, say, Thai or Lithuanian. | suppose this is because it is a First-World economy,
and has adopted much of the First World’s patterns, (For example, buying something in a store in Japan does not involve bargaining, nor is
there one counter for paying and anather for pick-up. Come to think of it, Foyle's in Britain had the latter system when we were last there.)
But also, most ofthe things to see in Japan don't have long historical notes behind them. In Finland, when we saw the harbor fortress, there
was history that { could tatk about which would be meaningful. In Japan, there is some historical association connected to a temple, but not
much that is understandable without giving far more background than | could.

The Lonely Planet guide says, “As in India, rail is the way totravel in Sapan, but there are few other similarities. Japanese rail travel is
usually fast, frequent, clean, comfortable, and often very expensive.” In India, on the other hand, it is usually slow, infrequent, dirty, uncom-
fortable, and often very cheap. Well, in most ways that a tourist interacts with Japan itis the opposite of India. That is, in India, the language
is thesame. but everything else is different. In Japan, the language is different, but everything else is the same. And this probably summarizes
my reaction to Japan. Yes, there are some differences, and yes, the underlying philosophy is different, but in most of a tourist’s dealings,
everything is the same except the language. In India you haggle when you buy things, ride rickshaws, wormry about the water, see everyone
wearing Indian clothes, and chase away vendors. In Japan you pay fixed prices, ride the subway, drink the water with blithe abandon, see
everyone wearing Western clothes, and no one pesters you.

I suppose 1 should mention what resources we used, We started by pretty much following the walking tours in Frommer’s Haiking
Towrs: Tokyo. though we became somewhat disillusioned with that and eventually used it merely as a framework for putting our own
together (i.e., we dropped almost all the shopping stops, which secemed to be three-quarters of the stops). We also used information from
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Fodor’s 7okyo. the Lonely Planet guide to Japan, and the Intemet. Special thanks go to Dave Griffiths (dgriff@infomatch.com) for his
interesting log at http=//www.inlomatch.com/~dgrifjapan.hitm, to Gerald Masan (masan@iipr(0.ifw.uni-hannover.de) and Andre Schramm
(schramm(@)vader.prec.k yoto-u.ac.jp) for ccommending Himeji<jo Castle, and to Gerald Masan {masan@iipr00.ifiw.uni-hannover.de) and
Louise Hirasawa (hirasawa@u.washington.edu) for recommending Horyu-ji Temple. We have a couple of other books as well, and we read
even more {mostly history and other background—I recommend Ruth Benedict's The Chrysanthenum and the Sword) before leaving.

October 6 -7, 1996 Flight and Arrival

Well. we're not off to a good start, First Mark’s watch casing broke where the band is attached, so it became a pocket watch by
detauit. Then we were told there was some fluid seepage from the plane and there would be a slight delay, This “slight™” delay turned out to
be three hours while they replaced part of the braking system. Luckily our “conncction” in San Francisco was actually the cantinuation of
this flight, so they held it, though we practically had te run between gates tomake it. { They also claimed to have had some mechanical
problem on that plane, or so the passengers said.) All this got us into Narita about nincty minutes late, landing abont 17:40.

Immigration and customs were pretty fast, and after getting some money from the ATM {one of the few | knew would have English
prompts, and one of the few on Cirus), and changing some travelers cheques (well, we needed more than our daily ATM limit to start out
with), we proceeded downstairs to the train area. Everything was very well-marked in romanji as well as Japanese, so we had no difficulty
finding the Keisei Line area (well, no more than we would have trying to find our way around, say, Penn Station in New York). (Romanji is
the Roman alphabet. When I say things are labeled in romanji, this often means in English as well. “Maranouchi” would be romanji;
“iransfer to Maranouchi Line” would be English.) Here we had twochoices: a rather daunting ticket dispensing machine labeled entirely (as
faras [ could tell) in Japanese, or buying a ticket from the clerk, We opted for the lutier, it being easier 1o say “Nippor Station tokkyu™
(Nippori Station limited express) than try to match up the Japanese with the labels on our map. At some point we will try these machines,
but right after nwenty-four hours of travel did not seem like the best time to start.

The Keisei Limited Express (about ten stops) costs ¥980 per person from Narita to Nippori. I specifically mention this because every
place | looked and everyone | talked to gave me different information, ranging from
¥480 tosomething like ¥3800! There is 4 Keisei Skyliner, which makes fewer stops
and takes about sixty instead of seventy minutes, but costs twice as much. This ride
gave us our first view of Japan, and my first impression is that it is a country in love
with neon. (Mark notes that the word “ncon” is pronounced very simitarly to the
Japaneseword for Japan, *nihon.” This must have some decp significance.)

We werc just aboul the only Westerners on the train, and the only West-
erners on the next leg on the JR Yamanote Line. Changing at Nippori Station
was casy, with everything again labeled in English, and a clerk ta buy tickets
from. (Note: always hold on to your tickets, as you nced them to exit at the
other end.) On both trains, people asked us if we knew where to get off, and
seemed 1o be very helpful in general.

At Ikebukuro, we had some difficulty finding the “West Exit” the ryokan had
directed us to and eventually had to ask directions tothe police box (“Koban
doka?") which had a detailed map ofhow 1o get to the Kimi Ryokan. With the map
we had no problem finding the Ryokan, and after checking in, coflapsed onto our
futons about 21:00 and slept until 6:00.

October 8, 1896: Ueno Park (Tokyo)

The Kimi Ryokan is net a true ryokan. For one thing, it’s much cheaper (¥7500 for a “large” double) than a ryokan; foranother, it
doesn’t include meals. Butit's definitely more Japanese than Western. You leave your shocs at the front entrance. The room seems to be a
six-latami room (we haven’t picked up the futons to check), making it about three meters by four meters. It has two futons and a small
table, along with a closet for storing the futons during the day if you want, and a small alcove undermeath it for suitcases. There are three
clothes hooks, placed so high that 1 don*t understand how most peopie can reach them, and one fluorescent light in the ceiling. There are
two (Western-style) toilets on each fluor (for about cight rooms), and two showers. There is also a Japanese-style bathtub on one floor.
One other thing that distinguishes it from a traditional ryokan is that its bulletin board has grown into the Kimi Information Center, which
even has a web site: hitp://www.ipe.nli-it.co.jp/kimi.

We had originally planned on going to Tsukiji and Asakusa today, but had also decided that we would not set an alarm to wake up at
4:00 (Tsukiji is a fish market where the main action is from 5:00 to 8:00), Since we slept later than that, we rearranged our schedule, and
since it was raining, this seemed like a good day to do Ueno Park, which has several muscums that we planned on spending a lot of rime in.
We dropped into the lounge for preen tea, and talked a while to aman from California on his fourth jong trip to Japan. He was able to
recommend a rcasonably priced place to stay in Kyoto, so we'll probably call and make reservations soon.

Alaboul 9:00 (to miss the rush hour) we went to Ikebukuro Station and took the Yamanote Line to Ueno, Even after the “official’ rush
hour, it was still very busy, with pcopie rushing about blithely ignoring the armows indicating directions for pedestrian traffic in passageways
and on stairs. We bad heard that the JR Lines (including the Yarranotc) were more expensive than the subway lines, but this was only ¥160
each and the subway would have involved changing trains for not much of asavings. (The cheapest subway fare four years ago was ¥120,
and this was probably further than thar would cover.) Ueno Station was easy to recopnize— even in Japancse, the train announcements here
are clearer than back home. Ueno is one of the bigger stations (as is tkebukuro) and is fitll of shops of all sorts. Outdeors are even more
stores and restaurants with very reasonably priced food. One sushi place had bento boxes ofassorted sushi at prices cheaper than in the
United States, and ifit hadn’t been raining, we might have picked up something fora pienic in the park.
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A However, it was raining, which made Ueno Park somewhat less appealing than it would normally be, We passed a statue to Takamori
Saigo, a samurai who first hielped restore the emperor in 1868 and later fought against him when he curtailed the power and privileges of the
samurai class. A bit further on are the tombs ofthe soldiers who fought against him defending the lokugawa Shogunate. General MacArthur
wanied the statue taken down as being too nationalistic, but there was so much public outery that he changed his mind.

Shortly afier this was the Kiyomizu-do Kannon Temple to the goddess of child-bearing and child-raising. it had been closed for
renovation until a few months ago, during which time a temporary temple has been built to accommodate worshippers.

We then went looking for the Toshogu Shrine, but got sidetracked at first by a smaller shrine to the goddess of letters and medicine.
Eventually we got where we were going, the shrine to leyasu Tokugawa (also known as ‘Tokugawa leyasu, since true Japanesc style places
the family name first, but many Japanese names get “Westemnized” in translation). He founded the Tokugawa Shogunate in 1603 after
Nobunaga deposcd the emperor. This shogunate lasted untii 1863, when it was overthrown by men such as Takamori Seigo, and the Edo
Era ended and tic Meiji Era began. This was followed in 1912 by the Taisho Era, in 1926 by the Showa, and in 1989 by the Heisei. In
modem times the era changes with each emperor, though earlier this was not true. (The Fujiwara Fra, for example, ran from 858 to 1160.)

Theshrine itselfis at the end of a long aisle flanked by stone lantemns used for refigious purposes. There were many prayer plagues letton a
rack near the shrine. These are pieces of' woud, about the size of postcards, and also similar in that they seem to have pre-printed pictures or
illustrations on one side. People write their prayers on the other, and leave them hanging by their cords ona rack. (One assumes that someone
regularly removes the older ones, sort of like cleaning old notices offthe community “for sale™ boards back home.) Thereis alsoa memorial
marked by a piece of'a tree burnt in the bombing raids of 1945 and found nearby in 1991, dedicated as a memarial to peace.

We got 1o the Tokyo National Museum about 10:45, having decided 10 do this one
before the other museums becuuse it was said to be the museum 1o see. There was a
major exhibit of works from the Horyu-ii Treasures as weli as the usual exhibits of
pottery, painting, swords, armor. and so on, as well a3 an entire gallery of non-Japanese
Asian art. (This includes Egyptian art. which [ suppase is connected stylisticallyto Asia
but is not actually Asian.) The museumn has 90,000 pieces butdisplays only a small
number al any one tme. This small number was enough to keep us occupied until almost
15:00, however, 5o we were glad we had come here lirst instead of having too littl time.

There were some Westemers in the buildings (the museum occupies several buildings,
including the three main display halls), but almost al the visitors were Japanese, including
some smali groups of schoc! children, and also one large group of aduits (maybe tharty or so)
who were apparently getting a lectureabout a particular Chinese painting in the non-
Japanese gallery. There was one painting that looked very lamiliar tome: “Two Beauties” by
Utagawa Toyokuni. Maybe it was used as the cover ofa book or something. but 1 feel like
I'veseen ita fot.

We alsa dropped into the museum store, with typical muscum store prices, and the
restaurant for junch. with atypical muscum restaurant prices: | had curried rice for ¥530
and Mark had katsuiya (pork cutlet over rice) for¥720. Since there is no tax and no
tipping, this is actually less than this sort of meal would cost in a muscum in the United Sttes. (Beverages, however, were expensive: ¥300
for coffee or lea, and ¥220 for a small cola.) This restaurant, like so many other restaurants. had a display ofthe menu as plastic food ina
case by the door. Also supposedly common (though this was the only place we saw it) was the purchase method: vou go to the cashier. teli
her what you want (based on the labels), and pay her. She gives you a ticket for each item, and when you sit down, the waiter comes by,
takes your ticket, and brings back your food. (Beverages seemed uniformly high-priced in restaurants, no matter how cheap the food. That
must be why there are so many beverage vending machines around, at about a third what the cost would be in a restaurant,) Random note:
While the ryokan toiletis Wesiem style, many toilcis in museums and other public buildings are Japanese style.

By the time we finished here, it was clear we would not have time for the National Museum of Western A, the National Science
Museum, and the Shitamachi Museum. Since the latter was s sort of *Museum of Everyday Life” of Tokyo aver the last century or so, that
seemed like the best choice (being something unlike what we have at home). This was outside Ucno Park but very nearby, and although
smail, had interesting displays of magazines, children's games (including sumo wrestler trading cards), and other memorabilia. Unfortunately
there were very few labels in English, but we could tell what most of the items were in gengral: an exhibit of ways to combat insects, a
collection of movie magazines, cven a hula hoop. There were also re-creations of shops and (enement homes as they would have been
before the 1923 earthquake. Well, not entirely as they would have been, since each re-creation had modem items in it as well: a calendar,
very recent childrens toys, and so on. Maybe that's a way of saying that this way af life still continues in some sense, even though the
buildings were destroyed, if not by the earthquake then by the war and its aftermath of reconstruction. (Oh, by the way. the costs for these
were ¥200 for the shrine, ¥790 for the Tokyo National Museum, and ¥200 for the Shitamachi Museum.)

We then walked along one of the main shopping strects in Ueno, Chuo-Dori, and then along Ameyo Yokocho, a pedestrian shopping
street that used to be a wholesale candy district. but now is full of stalls selling everything from fish to jewelry at a discount, They had cheap
walches, but we couldn’t find a cheap watch strap for my watch (from which 1 had removed the strap so [ could carry it as a pocket
watch}, Maybe it doesn 't pay ta replace a strap these days on an electronic watch,

By now it was almost | 7:00, and ] was exhausted. (Carrving around three difierent guidebooks in my shoulder bag didn’t help.) Rather
than siand around and then end up in rush hour, we went directly back, planning to go out again in a couple of hours. However, we both fell
asleep and when we woke up decided it was too late,
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October 9, 1996: Imperial Palace Area and Ginza (Tokyo)

Since we woke up (relatively) early (a little after 5:00), we decided to do Tsukiji today rather than try to wake up even earlier another
day. Getting tickets from the subway ticket machine is not al] that difficult, even when there is no English. The lines are ali color-coded. so if
you know you're going nine stops on the red line and then two stops on the gray, it’s easy to find the stop and read the price underneath
(which is in Arabic nuimerals). Tickets from thebukure to Tsukiji are ¥ 180, which means that the subway prices and JR prices are pretly
comparable. The JR trains have maps with all the stops labeled, but some of the subway lines have electronic maps, where the current
station lights up, making it even easier to find the right stop.

the subway cars themselves are very clean, with no litter, and no graffiti. As an example of how well passengers take care of the
subways, the szats are a plush cloth, and it has no tears or stains. (The old New York subways, or maybe it was the LLRR, used to have this
sort of seat covering before the war, and when it was phased out, a friend of my father's who worked for them gat some of the discarded
material to use as a backing fora handmade chessboard for my father.) The word is that 7:30 109:00 is rush hour. | can at least assure you
Lhat 6:00to 6:30 is not.

Well, we got to Tsukiji and glanced in the Temple. However, since a service seemed to be in progress, we decided not to goup tothe
front (o peer at the statue of the Buddha, but instead went off to the fish market itself, We gotto what appeared to be theright area, and it
had a wholesale fish market look to it. Only two things were missing: people and fish. We wandered around the deserted area fora while
and finally came upon the police box, where Mark determined that the market was closed for Health and Sports Day, a national holiday.
Strange, our book claimed that was tomorrow, as dida vouple of ather tourists we met (and as did the Tourist Information Center when we
went there later). Maybe the wholesalers close the day before the retailers do, or some such.

Given that this pretty much messed up the whole day’s plans (we had been planning on taking a ferry to Asakusa after seeing Tsukiji,
but it wasn t running this early), we decided to do the Imperiat Patace Walking Tour. The weather wasn't ideal (sun would have been nice),
but at least it wasn 't raining. The first thing of interest we saw on this (our wasn't even mentioned in the book: a statue of Godzilla. Not life-
size, alas, but about three fect high on a pedestal across from the Toho Twin Towers building.

We were 50 early here that pretty much everything was closed. You can’t go into the Imperial Palace anyway, but we did take the
obligatory picture from the Nujibashi Bridge. We got to the East Garden about twenty minutes before its 9:30 oprning, and had (o hang
around waiting. We walked through, stopping bricfly at the small museumn of pieces from the previous Emperor’s collection. (It was only a
briefstop because only about a dozen picees are exhibited at anyone time.) At the top ofthe hill are the remains of Tokugawa’s castle.

We decided toskip the Museum of Modern Art and the Science Muscumn (not the same museum as yesterday's skipped National
Museum of Science) because we felt muscumed-auralready —or at least for the time being. We started toward the Shrine to the War Dead.
but decided we needed 1o eat first, since we hadn’t eaten in almost twenty-four hours. We wandered down the street a few blocks and
found several choices in this business arca. 1 had said what I really wanted was a bowl of noodles, and sure enough, one of the piaces was a
noodle shop. There were the plastic models of food outside, but at first there appeared to be no prices on them. Then I noticed the
Japanesc symbol for ven (nota *Y*" with an “=" through it, but a kanji character), and realized that the prices were in Japanese kanji
numerals rather than Arabic. Using our phrasc book, we were able to determing Ihat they were cheap, and so went in, pointed through the
door to what we wanted and got two large bowls of soba noodies, broth, and tempura vegelables, for a total of ¥800. (t’s truc that the
restaurant lacked some of what most people might consider necessary, such as tables and chairs (you stand at a waist-high counterto eat)
and spoons (you pick up the bowl and drink froin it), but it was good and it was cheap. Standing there, slurping my soup (slurping onc's
noodies is considered good manners in Japan), | felt that | was getting at least a glimpsc of Japanese life,

But it was a very small glimpse, Frealizc, and though it's still early in thetrip, | have tosay I’m having a hard time getting a handte on
Japan. Though this is a less formally regimented country than Singapore, it is nonetheless a very regimented country by consensus. Everyone
dresses the same (the men all wear dark blue suits, with the very occasional gray one}, and the women wear a It of black. It reminds me a
bitof what China was likc when we were there, although that has changed alot in the last fiftecn ycars and Japan is still very “cookie-
cutter.” 1 had expected some culture shock, and people had said it was the most different culture they had scen, but I'm just not feeling it.
Maybe reading so much about it ahead oftime made some difference, and also the fact that we're not interacting with the people here
excepton a very superficial level. Doing business here would be ashock, 1imagine. I do notice that while people fry not to be rude, they are
a bit stand-offish. For example, if1 sit down on a subway next 1o someanc, they won’t get up and move away, but if the seat next to me
frees up. a person standing right there might not take it.

Anyway, atter junch we went back to the Shrine to the War Dcad. This is officially named the Yusukuni-jinja Shrine, which means
"Peaceful Country Shrine.” in Star Of The Unborn, Franz Werfel postulates a future in which, after trying to be the “world’s dading” by
two wars of conquest, Giermany became a very pacifistic country. To some extent he seems to have had the right idea, butthe wrang
country. (Yes. | know the shrine was named over & century ago. Bear with me.,) A fier World War 11, Japan (with a lot of “encouragement™
from the United States) renounced war as part oftheir new constitution. {One wonders why, if wethought it stich a great idea, we didn’t
change our own constitution to match.) As far as 1 can tell, they seem to have adopted this belief rather than just mounthing the words. Bwt on
the otherhand, ifthey could name a shrine to the war dead the “Peacefisl Country Shrine” even back then, it im plies that this peaceful stance
inay not be as meaningful as we might think. The fact that hundreds of war criminals were enshrined here also indicates that what the
Japanese mean when they renounce war is not what we are hearing.

Ofcourse. fora while it seemed as though the Japanese had renounced war as a method of conquest and switched to economics and
capitalism instead. However, recent setbacks in the Japanese economy and their overseas holdings make that tess likely as a long-term
future either.

‘there is also a military museurn on the grounds, the Yushukan Museum (¥200). This was closed for a long time after World War 11,
und now seems to concentrate on everyday objects and diaries of'soldiers rather than the more militaristic displays of armaments and
glorifications of victories that one sees elsewhere. The fact that the Japanese still refer to their long and brutal invasion of Chinaas the
“Chinese Incident," and don't seem ta include itas partof World War Il (which they call the “East Asian War™) again seems to indicate an
unwillingness to face historical fact completely.
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Finishing up bere, we took the subway to the Ginza. | expected 2 lot of tall buildings, and there were a few, but tall here seems to mean
about ten stories. This is na doubt due to earthquake restrictions, but it makes the Ginza look small by comparison to the downtown
shopping arcas of New York, Chicago, or even San I'rancisco. We folfowed the Frommer’s tour here, but it seemed to consist in targe pant
of shops and galleries {(well, it is what the arca is known for), and otber than the display areas in the Sony building, there was littie of interest.
Sony displays some ofits newest products in its building, as do many other companies (mostly in Shinjuku these days, I think). We also
stopped in a bookstore, and discovered that English-language books cost two or three times their marked United States price (just in case
you’'re interested).

We stopped in the Tourist Information Center for a coupie of brochures. then walked over to the Yamanote Line, where we got on the
train and rode it a full circuit around the city before finally getting offat Ikebukuro. This is supposed to be a good way to see the city, and it
probably is if you are on a train that is not absolutely packed with people. We could see out the window behind us somewhat by twisting
around, but it was not idcal. (I wonder if anyone has a book pointing out sights one can see from this train at various places along the route.)
It wasn 't rush hour that made the train so fitll, because the second time we rode from Yurukucho to Ikebukuro the car was emptier, not
fuller as it would have been ifit were rush hour traffic building up.

This at least let us sit down for about an hour, and gave us enough energy to walk back to the Kimi, stopping for a Coke on the way.
There are vending machines cverywhere selling Coke, other sodas, and about a dozen variations of tea and coffee in cans. Some even give
you achoice ot hot or cold tea or coffce (in cans, so I'hope they don't heat it too much?). These are fairly consistently ¥ 110, which is
certainly cheaperthan in a restaurant, but 1 suspect canned coffee is not as good as fresh brewed.

Wealso stopped at the local mini-market and picked up some sushi-tu-go for dinner. One of the assortments was vegetarian: four
oshinko-maki, three giant maki, and three rice balls wrapped in fried tofu wrappers. The other was mostly shellfish sushi: shrimp, giant clam,
two pieces of squid, two kappa maki, tamago, salmon roe, and something close to eel. The former was ¥380; the latter was¥580. They
come complete with chopsticks, ginger, and soy sauce (no wasabi, though), so we ate them in the Kimi lounge/dining area with the green tea
provided there. This is ceriainly cheaper sushi than we can find at home, and is ¢ven cheaper than something like McDonald's at home. [
had canscrvatively (1 thought) budgeted US$80 per day for food for us; | suspect we will not cven come close to that.

We had heard about someone’s problems finding a place o stay in Kyoto, so we decided to call one place we had a recommendation
for. We managed to gt our first five nights in Kyoto there, but still had to find someplace for the other six. However, this at least got us
started (and through the period of cur fapanRail Pass, when we wanted to be doing day trips, not changing hotels), so we decided to wait
until we had collected more change for the phone before trying some other places.

1 looked at the INTO brochurc “Walking Tour Courses in Tokyo” that we got at the TIC, and decided it was better than the
Fromnter’s book. The book, while it has some good sights, concentrates too much for my taste on shops, hotels, and restaurants. (I can
think of several people who would love it, though.) The brochure has six walks on eight pages (four sheets) which seem more the temple/
shrine/muscum/interesting store type. It doesn't have much background on each, but then, the Frommer’s didn’t have enough 1o eliminate
the need for a good guidebook. The ones in Fodor’s aren’t bad, and do have some background information, but fora quick overview, the
free brochure gets my vote.

October 10, 1996: Kamakura

Well, i fell asleep at 2):00 and woke at 2:00, so 1 got five hours of sleep-—at the wrong time,

We left the Kimi at 7:00 (no point in getting to Kamakura before anything opens). A1 Tkebukuro Station we got tickets to Kamakura
{¥880 each one-way). We rude 10 Shinagawa and then changed therc with no real probiem. The train that arrived on the Kamakura track
didn’t aclually say “Kamakura,” bui the station attendant said it was the train for Kamakura. When we got off at Kita-Kamakura (the stop
at the near edge of Kamakura), our tickets were 1aken nat by a machinc, but by a ticket collector. This is one of the few places where this
was true; | guess it's not a very busy station.

Kamakura is known for its temples and shrines, mostly originating from the time when Kamakura was the capital in the 13th century.
Our first stop was the Engaku-ji Temple (¥200), right by the train station. (Actually, | think that is redundant, since “ji* means temple. It’s
sort oflike saying “*Rio Grande River.” We found this redundancy everywhere, with *Something-jinja Shrine,” “Sormething-koen Park,” and
“Something-jo Castle” as well.) Engaku-ji is one of the five main Rinzai Zen Buddhist temples in Kamakura. (Rin2ai relies more on riddles,
stories, and question-and-answer drills than on the meditation of Soto Buddhism.) Founded in 1282 in memory of those who had died
resisting Kublai Khan's second imvasion attempt. As with many temples and shrines, the buildings themselves are not that old, having been
rebuilt and reconstructed many times. Even the main gate here dates back to anly 1780. There is a bell from 1301, the largest in Kamakura
and a Japanese National Treasure.

Another Japanese National Treasure here is the Shrine of the Buddha Tooth, which we spent far too long looking for. Though we were
given an English-language pamphlet describing the buildings, there was no map of which was which. There was a picture of this building, but
its distinctive upswept roof was blocked in real life by tree branches, and when we first looked at it we didn’t realize what it was. There was
also a Zen garden {like a rock garden, but consisting mostly of a few dark rocks on a ground of small white pebbles). The pebbles are
swept into lines and circles around the rocks, giving the whole the appearance of islands in a sea. Around the garden were a hundred small
statues and carvings of Buddhas. In front of the temple was some sort of children’s festival, probably in honor of Health and Sporis Day, in
which teams of young children competed in games. These were accompanied by music, usually from Walt Disney films,

Because there are somany temples in Kamakura, we decided to skip all but the main ones, and so did not go to Tokei-jt, a temple
known for its history as a women’s refuge. Women wholived as nuns for three years here could be recognized as officially divorced, which
it why this is sometimes referred to as the “Battered Wives Temple.” However, there are no nuns living there today, less complicated
methods for divorce now being available.

We did stop at Jochi-ji Temple (founded in 1283) (¥100), listed as one of Kamakura’s five great Zen temples. What are the other
four? And what makes a Zen temple great? Are they talking about the architecture, or the quality ofthe teachers? Certainly architecturally
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this did not appear (to me, anyway) as that noteworthy. And il'it were the architecture, then when they reconstruct the buildings. do the
rankings chaige? And why five? [ bad read that the Japanese like to list the three best of everylhing.

We were going (o siop at Kencho-ji Temple next, but the admission fee there was ¥ 1500 per person (at the other temples itis about
¥200). While Kencho-ji did ook very large and imposing from outside, we suspected we did not understand Buddhist architecture or
symbolism wel enough to appreciate it that much. so decided to skip it. {Kencho-ji is Kamakura's most important Zen temple, and 1'm sure
someone with say that this is like going to Rome and not seeing Saint Peter’s. But Saint Peter’s | understand.) This, by the way, seemed to
be one of the few times the Lonely Planet guide was out of date. Most of the other admissions and tares were what they had been when the
guide was printed in October 1994, For some places, a guide book even a year old would be out-of-date, but Japan isn’t one of them.

Along the way we stopped and had a beverage from a vending machine: icexl tea flavored with hibiscus, acerala, roschips., and lemon.
There is certainly a bigger variety in the vending machines in Japan than back home. Next we arrived at Hachiman-gu Shrine. As the books
say, thisis quite a contrast to the Zen temples. While those are for the most part quict and contemplative (with the exeeption of the children’s
games. of course), the shrine is a bustle of activity and noise.

Japan has pwo major religions, Buddhism and Shinto, and most Japanese apparcntly follow both. [n particular. birth rituals and
mariages are usually Shinto ceremaonies, while funerals arc usualty Buddhbist. But in other aspects as well, they co-exist in the same
individual. Shinto shrines are built on sacred sites, while templcs (I believe) can be built anywhere. But what confuses everything, at least for
the outsider, is that there are things referred to as shrines that are Buddhist. (One sees thesc in litlle corners in the city, for example,) Shinio
shrines have a giant torii gate of circular upnghts supporting one or twa curved circular cross-pieces at the entrance (and it is ofien orange or
red), while Buddhist termples have a more traditional carved wooden gate.

Shrines also have zigzag pieces of paper strung on cords hanging from trees, and votive plagues (of the sort 1 described at the shrine in
Ueno Park). People coming up to the shrine clap their hands to attract the attention of the deity, and also throw coins as offerings into a
targe coin box and may ring a gong. This takes to make shrines a bit noisier, and when they are particularly busy (as this one was), the
constani clanter of the coins flung into the box begins 1o make you undersiand why the Japanese are not froubled by the noise ina pachinko
parlor.

By this point we were pretty hungry, and huckily the shrinc was right at the end of one of the main strects of Kamakura, Walking down
the street we passed scveral “plastic food” restaurants, and eventually settied on a noodle shop, where Mark wrote down the Japanese for
the dishes inthe window that we wanted. (This does somewhat limit you from ordering dishes with complicated kanji, but it works pretty
well otherwise.) Since this was a tourist area, the prices werc higher (han yesterday—¥650 each for the soup, and ¥400 for six gyoza
(dumplings). (1 think the bowls may have been slightly bigger as well, though.) If you cat at places like this, food is not expensive in Japan. Tn
fact. you can eat better and cheaper in Japan than in Britain.

Wealso saw a couple of wedding processions. There was a Shinto one at the shrine, with everyonc in traditional black and white
Shinto garb. There was also one on the street where peaple were wearing more Western clothing; that onc ended up at 2 Roman Catholic
church. After lunch we had hoped to take a bus to the Daibutsu, or the Giant Buddha. However. | took a look at the buses in front of the
railway station and realized that | couldn’t even figure out which bus stopped where there (they didn’t seem to have numbers on the stops),
and it Jooked like only about a kilometer or two, so | suggested walking. Mark agreed, or at least I thought he did, so we ser off.

Following the maps we had was not all that easy, though, because there were no street names on them (or for that matter, any street
signs on the streets cither). Going by the shape of the sireets, we asked in sign language a Japancse couple carrying a Japancse tourist map
ifthe Daibutsu was ahcad ofus. They indicated yes. but a minete or so later | felt a tap on my shoulder. They had realized that we needed to
make a right tum at the light and had run back totel) us’

The watk seemed longer in reality than on paper. but itdid at least give us a chance to see 2 Jupanese town out of the center ofthe
tourist section. We passed several shoe stores, leading Mark 10 comment that we must be in the ghetto. (The burakumin, the “wntouchables™
ol Japan, often deal in leather goods. This is one of the major remnants of the earlier class system— | don’t think the Japanese today care
about whether you are descended from a samurai or a peasant, but descent from a burakumin does still matter. To most Westerners it
appears sirange because the burakumin are identical genetically to the other Japanese. They are merely the descendants of people who
were in professions such as tanning that were considered as “dinty.™)

We finally got to the Daibutsu. The last couple of blocks was casy to follow because there was such a crowd going towands it. It is
within the grounds of Kotokuin-ji Temple (¥ | 50), but sits outside. This is because the building in which it was originally placed was washed
away in atidal wavein (495 (it was built in 1252), leaving it untouched. It has been repaired and reinforced over the centuries, and you can
sce evidence of this if vou go inside. Yes, the Buddha is hoilow, and for an exira ¥20 you can goinside. You used to be able to climb a small
statrcase to a platform at a window in back, but that is closed now. There seems 1o be some disagreement about how tall this Buddha is.
One book says over thirty-two feet (ten meters), another says thirty-six feet (eleven meters), and a sign there said forty-four feet (thirteen
meters). Well, anyway, it was big.

Owr lastsight in Kamakura was the Hase Kannon Temple {¥200), also known as the Hase Dera Temple. it is known for its carved
wooden statue of the eleven-faced Kannon, or juichimen, but | think may be better known, at least among tourists, as the temple where
there are offerings for miscarried and aborted fetuses and stillbom children. Thousands of little statues are evected by their parents, and it's
made morce poignant by the way some have been dressed by them, with bibs, or pacifiers. or little toys beside them. Some are statues of
Jizo, the patron saint of travelers and departed children, while others seem to be little stone statues of children, done in a style reminiscent of
South Pacific cultures. In addition to the prayer plaques, there were also small stones with one of two characters writien on them left at the
feet of various statues of Kannon, and sometimes there were several flattish ones stacked up. | have no idca what significance this has.

We walked back o the train station. This tumed out to bea misunderstanding. | suggested waiting for a bus, and Mark said something
which [ interpreted tomean it probably wouldn’t work, but apparently wasn’t that al all. Anyway, we goton the train and dozed a bit from
exhaustion on the way back. We still had onc more stop, since we had to change trains at Shengakuji Station. Shengakuji Station is named for
Shengakuji Temple, which is dedicated to the Forty-Scven Ronin. Who are the Forty-Seven Ronin? Well. let me give a briefexplanation here.

A lord was provoked by an enemy 1o draw his sword in his enemy’s house, This was such a stain on his honor that he was forced to
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commit ritual suicide. His samurai werc now masterless (ronin), but swore to avenge his death. Fora long
time they planned, many taking on false characters and appearing to become drunkards or other low types.
Eventualty they all rejoined and killed their lord’s enemy, then committed suicide together at the site of this
temple. Though this is a major temple to the Japanese (there were even souvenir-type shops around it), it
appears lo be unlisted in most Western guide books. maybe because it is somewhat remote from the tourist
track. We had some difficulty finding it because the one map it was marked on had no street names or much
else to help, and indeed we would have missed it altogether, except after we had given up and were waiking
towards the station, we came upon a sign pointing us to it. Unfortunately, we got there after it was closed, but
we could still see itclearly from the gate. In the twilight it had a very calm, yet sad, look that is pcrhaps
appropriate tothe place.

We retimed to the Kimi, picking up sushi boxes at the local conventence store (a different assort-
ment this time, and a lasger bottle of soda). ¢’s pretty easy to dehydrate here without realizing it. People are
saying it’s very humid, but it’s only about 70% humidity and in New Jersey that would be low. Afier dinner
we called a few more places in Kyotorecommended by both the Loncly Planct and Inicrnet peopic, and
found a place for the last six nights at ¥8000 a night. So we were all set for rooms.

October 11, 1996: Ikebukuro and Shinjuku (Tokyo)

Even though we woke up at 5:30, we decided not to jump right ot of bed and rush off to ‘Tsukiji. Instead we lay around the room until
about 10:30, which was good timing since they were just coming around to change the linens then. Our first stop was at the JR Travel
Service Office in Tkebukuro Station to change our vouchers for JapanRail Passes good siarting Monday, at which point we will be spending
alot of time on trains for the next seven days. You can do this changing only at certain offices, but there are several in Tokyo. Thereis also
one at Narita, and you can change them before they start (in other words, when you convert the vouchers, you tell them what the starting
datc should be), but it’s just as well we didn’t do it when we amived because we changed our minds on when we wanted them to run. We
were going to start them later, but if we have to change hotels in Kyoto one day, we shouldn’t plan on any major travel that day.

Wewent into the local department store ( Tobu) to see what their food floors were like. They were not giving out all the free samples
that the guidebooks claim, but they did have pre-made sushi by the piece that you could buy. We thought the sushi in the convenience store
was cheap, but we were wrong—compared to this it was overpriced. We got an assortment for lunch consisting of two picces each of ltying
fish roe, herring, iki {squid), maguro (tuna), tako (octoptis), unagi (eet), uni (sea urchin), and something pink that was some sort of fish paste
{wethink}; and onc each of ctam, something tentacled, herring with scallion, anda long tekka maki {tuna} roll. And what did all this come
to? A grand total of ¥1288! That’s right, this deluxe assortment cost about US$12. (It’s also true that we saw apples priced at three for
¥1000 and other fruit similarly high-priced. But not everything was like this.)

So we went back to the Kimi and ate our feast, then walked around Ikebukuro. The pedestrian shopping street had posters for all
sorts of movies, including such American films as 7he Rock and Tin Cup (they seem 10 love golfhere, sothis should do wcit), some Hong
Kong films, and some Japanese films, including a poster for Mosura {otherwise known as Mothra). Toho is remaking all theirold monster
movies, but this poster seemed to be announcing that it was coming rather than here, and movies arc very expensive anyway (about ¥1500).
This street had more flashy signs than the Ginza area and even though obviously only a small arca, scemed more like what we were
expecting of Tokyo shopping areas than the Ginza.

We looked in the poster section of Tokyu Hands, hoping to find a Masura poster, but all their movie posters were of classic non-
Japanese films, The toy section had a lof of Disney stuff, which is enormously popular here. We then went into the Toyota Amlux Salon.
Now we are not normatly car people (though we like our Toyota), but this was billed as being very intercsting, and indeed it was something
like going to a World’s Fair pavilion.

The Toyota Amlux Saton is six floors (everything in Tokyo s vertical). One flaor is devoted to urban cars, another to all-tervain
vehicles, and so on, There was also a special exhibit (at least 1 think it was special) of handicapped accessible vehicles (elevator seats, room
in back to store a wheelchair, hand-operated, and 5o on). There were some computerized displays (design your own car, etc.}, but vou
really needed to know Japanese to use them. However, a couple of presentations were in English. One, the Dome Theater, was a series of
short films showing how a '[oyota is assembled. One of the films used holograms, another had a robot in front going through motions similar
to that in the film, and a third was in 3-D {polarized, not red/green, but not the new fancy 3-D stuff Sony has). There was alsothe Amlux
Theater, with a regular-size movie screen in a small room that made it seem larger, very comfortable seats (which wilk never show up at our
local multiplex), and some special effects like vibration or aroma-wafting at appropriate times during the movies. (The aroma stuff wasn’tall
that noticeable, at leastto me.)

In addition to all this, there was a“*Patio di Frutta,” a coffee shop, and a “player piano” (which was actually a Yarnaha baby grand, not
the old clunky upright you're probably envisioning). And what Japancse tune was it playing? Debussy’s “Clasrde Lune.”

Having finished with all the excitement that Ikebukuro has wo offer (except for the Tokyo Metropolitan Art Space escalator, which we
were planning to get to later), we took the subway to Shinjuku. Shinjuku Station is supposed to be the busiest in the world. with two million
passengers gaing through it twice a day, but we got tucky (or unlucky) and took a line that terminated practically at the station exil, so we
didn’t haveto wend our way through it.

Poople say there aren’t many homeless in Japan, and this may be true, but there are some, and many of them live around Shinjuku
Station. In New York, the homeless sometimes live in a2 makeshift cardboard box shelier, but here these are more elaborately constructed,
with several boxes tied together to form z larger, more permanent home. What is also true is that passersby in Tokyo are not constantly
approached by people begging for money.

We started with Western Shinjuku, not very “user-friendly,” but having some of the tallest buildings in Tokyo, and some of the most
architecturally interesting. One guide book describes the Tokvo Metropolitan Office Buildings as looking like something from a high-budget
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oroduction of George Orwell’s /984, This is somewhat true. but they at least lack the heavy squared-
off look of real Stalinist architecture,

All the guide books {and our fricnd Dale who had been to Tokyo several times) agrecd that there
was something catled the O. A. Center in the Shinjuku NS Building that displayed the fatest products
from a bunch of computer companies. Well, the Shinjuku NS Building did have the 30-story atrium,
and the giant Seiko escarpment Jobby clock, but did not seem to have anything called the 0. A.
Center. The information clerk did not speak much English. but did understand “Q, A. Center” and
looked it up, then showed us on a map that it had moved to the Shinjuku Sumitomo Building a couple
of blocks away. This also had an even higher atrium (52 stories), and an observation room onthe §ist
foor, butalso failed to havethe O. A. Center. Their information clerk wanted to send us back to the
Shinjuku NS Building. We decided (o give up instead.

The view from the 515t floor was impressive, and even more so when you realize that you are
looking west, away from the center of Tokyo. {The observation deck in the Tokyo Metropolitan
Government Offices may face east, but we didn"t getto it.) It's a pity it was cloudyand smoggy, but the
latter is a semi-permanent condition, and the former seems 1o be so as well, at least so far on this trip.

Having seen Western Shinjuky, we now wanted to £0 to Lastern Shinjuku. It was about 16:3¢,
the start of rush hour, and the most obvious route was through Shinjuku Station. Luckily, perhaps, we
couldn’t find this route: the entrance we cameto had JK cntrance gates the wholc way across, and
there didn’t seem to be a way around them to get to the station itself, Mark suggested walking around
the station, which took a couple of extra blocks because of tracks, but did work.

Eastern Shinjuku is probably what people picture when they picture modern ‘Tokyo. Streiching
before us was a long wide street of stores, restaurants, and o on, all with lashing, pulsating neon signs. Neon, nean, and more neon. [f
there’s a neon shortage somewhere, here’s why. (Well, here and Las Vegas.)

Thearea east ol the station and north of'this main sireet is called Kabuki-cho, and it is a combination red ligt districtand general
entertainment area. There are various hostess bars, massage parlors, and soon, with varying levels of discreteness (some af'the pictures
displayed are pretty surprising, considering that this is such a senerat area). Japan is not a countty with non-diserimination laws, and at least
one club we saw said on the door, “Japaneseonly.” One suspects many have this policy but don’t announce it soopenly, which is interesting
since many (inchiding this one) have Amcrican names er motifs. Oh, int Japan “pink” has the same lascivious connotation that “blue” has in
the United States (as m “blue movies™), soa lot of pink was in evidence. Well, as Mark pointed out, we do have the Pink Pussycat in New
Yok

We wandered around for a while, just taking it all in. We stopped in 2 CD store on the main street and got two CDs of Toho Films
monster and science fiction movie themes. CDs are expensive here (about ¥2400 cach), but we can't get these back home and they do
make a nice souvenir, Now all we have to do is figure out which mavies they are from the lapanese titles!

We decided to eat dinner and looked around for a while before deciding wherc. We ate at a Mister Donut American Carousel. Tt’s not
whal you think. It may be that there wene donuts upstairs, but the basement of this restaurant was decorated in sort of 19505 American
style. Elvis Presley songs were playing. Forks werc used instead of chopsticks. The only thing not 1950s American was the food: Chinese
dumplings and ramen soup. (Atleast what 1 remember of the 1950s in America did not include Chinese dumplings and ramen soup.) We got
combmation plates that each had a ground pork steamed bun, a shui mai dumpling. and a shrimp dumpling. Mine had ramen soup: Mark s
had noodles with a sort of vegetable topping. This came o ¥ 1030 1otal. (Things are reversed here trom home. Food bought in a supermar-
ketor department store is taxed; restaurant meals are nat.) A fier this we returned “home” and collapsed.

October 12, 1996: Tsukiji and Asakusa ( Tokyo)

This being our last chance to get to the Tsukiji Fish Market, we set our alarms for 5 :30, but didn’t need them. We teft the Kimi at 6:00
and got to Tsukiji. This time there were a lot mare peoplc on the streets, many wearing rubber boots, and stores were open, And when we
got tothe fish market itsel£ there were fish. Bay, were there fish!

Tsukiji Market is 225,000 square meters {S6 acres) and handles about 2500 tons of fish a day valued at about [1$$4.000,000, We
didn’t get there early enough for the auction, which starts about 3:001 think, but there was still plenty going on, as wholesalers, retailers.
reslaurant owners, and others bustled about buying and selling fish. Huge frozen tuna were being cut up with electric saws, or hacked at with
axes. Fresh fish was being sliced with knives as long as samurai swords. Who knows, they may have been samurai swords. Live fish
flopped around. Eels swam in tanks, Crabs waved their claws. There were fish bigger than a man, and fish the size ofa pin. Dr. Seuss's Ore
Fish, Two Fish, Red Fish, Biue Fistrwouldn’t cven begin 1o scratch the surface.

There were also motorized carts whizzing around in the main aisles, making the sideaisles, while crowded, much safer. The floor was
wet, but the recommendation of one book to wear old shocs may have been a bit of overkill. Don’t wear good shoes, but general walking
shoes would be fine, Don’t wear long floppy jackets, though—there are a lot of tanks of water and who knows whatelse. We spend about
an hourand a hatf wandering around taking pictures. Photographers would love this placc, though it’s difficult to stand somewhere very long
to compase a picture without being in someone’s way or having peoplc constantly walk between you and your subject. (] also read that
flash photography is not allowed during the auction.) National Geographic did a photographic spread on this in their November 1995
issue, if you want to see what it's like.

After all this walking around looking at fish, we stopped at a stall for breakfast and had ... fish. Maguro donburi, to be exact, or raw
tunz on rice with a bit ofnori (scaweed), ginger, and wasabi, served with green tea. At¥700 each this was more than we had been paying
for meuls, but still incredibly cheap by American standards for such a dish, and how could one not have paper-thin slices of very fresh
maguro at a fish market? Around the wholesale market was another market of restauranss and general sialls, although there did seem 1o be
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an unusuaily .hjgh number of stalls selling rubber boots. There is also supposedly a wholesale produce market
here and, while we didn’t see the market, we did see Jots of produce trucks,

_ From here we walked to the Hama Rikyu Garden to catch the river bus to Asakusa. There was & sign
outside thegarden which said “Closed for Today,” but someonc waiting there indicated that i would open at :
9:00.1 guess the sign was what they put up at the end of the day, but it's confusing early in the moming. WP [[|

Sinee we had to pay adrmussion (¥300) to the garden to get to the boat dock, we decided we would
walk around and see it (not to mention that the first boat was not for another hour). In one of those
strange “gotchas,” if you take the river bus from Asakusa to Tsukiji, it's the same boat fare but gives
you free admission to the garden. Of course. if vou go in that direction, you artive too late for the
Fish Market, since the first boat is afier 10:00. Normally we are not garden people (which I realize
makes a fair amount of Kyoto wasted on us), but we do occasionally wander through one.

The park has 2 lot of ducks, cranes, and other birds. In fact, there is what used to be a duck
hunting pond there, though | doubt it s used for that purpose any more. Above this pond we finally
got a view of Tokyo Tower, known to us from many Godzilla films, It’s sort of a mini-Eiffel Tower,
painted red, white, and blue for some reason. Like the Fiffel Tower. it has a viewing platform, but is
really more interesting to look at than from.

At10:15 wecaught the water bus, which had a pre-recorded description in Japanese and English of
what we were passing. It took forty minutes to get to Asakusa and cost ¥620 each, pretty cheap for a sightsceing-type boat. The same man
who told us when the park would open was at the water bus dock and told us when the water bus would leave and how much it was (even
though both were clearly posted). People say that the Japanese are very helpful to foreigners, and they are, with people ofien asking if they
can help us find someplace or other. But people also say that the Japanese also feel superior to everyone else, and § wonder ifthese aren’t
related, and what we see as helpfulness isn’t in a sense patemalism. (Ofcourse, Americans often have the feeling of superiority without the
helpfulness, so even if what 1 suggest is true, the Japanese are ahead afus.)

The Japanese also love things Western. The traffic lights play tunes when it is safe tocross, and one near the Kimi plays “Coming
Through the Rye.” As we walked through one of the shopping areas in Asakusa, we heard them announcing some sort of street festival and
playing Elvis Presley songs, “In the Mood” and “By the Bayou.”

The main sight in Asakusa is the Senso-ji Temple, also known as the Asakusa Kannon Temple. This is approached down a long
covered alley of shops selling everything from crackers to Godzifla toys to clothing. [t reminded me of the entrance to the Red Fort in Delhi,
though of course here the vendors don’t chase after you out of their shops. Even with this admirable restraint, the camival atmosphere
seemed out of keeping with Western notions of dignity around religious sites. (I think I’ve heard that St. Peter’s in Rome may be as
surrounded by vendors as this.)

The temple itself was fairly impressive architecturally, but not notable in any obvious aspect, My knowledge of temples (and shrines) is
very limited, so I can’t comment on them very much. 1 suppose one might ask why ['m going to them. Some have historic interest (though
many, especially in Tokyo, seem to be recent reconstructions, the originals having been destroyed either by the 1923 earthquake or the
World War )| bombing), but [ guess it’s more to see what Japanese tourists go to see. And there’s also the feeling that there are some sights
you have to see. We would be surprised if someone went to New York and didn’t see the Statue of Liberty, orto Beijing and didn’t see the
Great Wall. And 1 claimed that when tourists left India, their film was checked and ifthey didn’t bave a picure of the Taj Mahal, they were
told they couldn't leave until they had one, Well, here there seem to be some things one must see: Mt, Fuji, for example. Whilethe temples
and shrines are not quite on that level, I am still enough of a checklist sort of person to feel 1 should see them. (Mt. Fuji may bea “must-see”
bul it also turns out to be a “hard-to-see,” as we discovered.)

After the temple. we walked over to Kappabashi, the wholesale restaurant supply district, The books implied that there were a lot of
stores selling plastic food here, butit was almost entirely dishes, cutlery, signs, and other non-plastic-food items. The few plastic food places
we saw were fairly expensive, which was a pity—they would have been good souvenits.

It was only mid-afternoon, but we had started early and were tired, so we picked up some stamps at a post office and retumed to the
room, where we did nof write our post cards. Getting back to lkebukuro is notusually difficult (it’s on two subway lines and the IR
Yamanote Line), butonce in 2 while we end up somewhere where we need to ride a long wayto change to the right line, or tochange twice,
orto switch from the subway to the JR Yamanaote Line, effectively having to pay twice, and this was one ofthose times.

Instead of writing post cards, we did laundry. There was a coin laundrya few biocks from the Kimi, so I took the week’s accumulated
laundry over and washed and dried it in under an hour. While | was there, someone (local, | assume) came in, puthis laundry in the machine,
took his shirt off, put this in the machine, put his yakuta (cotton bathrobe) on, took his pants off under it, and put them in the machine as
well. From what I"ve heard, this is fairly common.

For dinner we went 10 2 Chinese restaurant nearby, We had clams in a vinegar/soy sauce (cold), squid in spicy sauce (hot), clams in
black bean sauce (hot), and soup with a thousand-year-old egg. This was our most expensive meal so far—¥2626—but certainly reason-
able compared to prices back home. After dinner we went over to Tokyo Metropolitan Art Space, a concert hall nearby which was
supposed io have a very exciting escalator. Well, it did go up the four stories ofthe atrjum, but it was no more exciting than many in vadous
subway systems. One book had claimed. "l doesn’t get much more exciting than this in tkebukuro.” What a depressing thought! On the
way back to the Kimi it started 1o rain, so we cut through the subway station to get out of the drizzle for at least a couple of blocks, Rain, or
at least overcast, has been our constant companion so far.
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October 13, 1986: Shibuya and Harajuku (Tokyo)

We've been skipping breakfast because we weren ‘1 sure where to find it, buttoday we picked up steamed pork buns at the convenience
store for¥88 each, and those made areasonable break fast. One reason Tokyo is so clean is that people don’t eat {or drink) as they walk. If you
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buy something in a store or from a machine, you consume it there, and thereare always trash bins and recycling bins at thesc places.

We took the train to Shibuya Station and went out onto Hachiko Square. Hachiko is Tokyo’s “Greyfiiars Bobby” {2 comparison that
occurred independently to both Mark and me), Hachiko was a dog who used to wait at the station for his master, and kept doing so even
after his master died. Both were honored by their cities, but Greyfriars Bobby was buried in a nice grave, while Hachiko was stuffed and put
ondisplay in Tokye's Science Museum.

Because Japan’s major religions don’t have the tradition ofa special day for rest and/or church attendance, Sunday momings are just
like other mornings. Stores are open and people are busy doing whatever they would do other days. Oftice workers do havea five-day
week, as do schools {or possibly a five-and-a-half-day week), but stores arc open as earfy on Sunday as on other days. (On the other
hand, the major department stores do close one day a week, but it's a different day for each chain.)

We went into a couple of music stores hoping to find some cassettes to supplement the ones we had brought. Because ofall the power
lines in Tokyo. particularly those near the Kimi, we are unable to pick up mote thar a couple of radio stations and they are more 1alk than
music. So we’ve been listening to the cassettes a lot and need to get some different ones. But neither the Wave nor HMV had any cassettes.
[ guess Japan is advanced enough that cassettes are considered old technology not worth bothering with. Everything is now CDs and mini-
discs, with expensive vinyl for the real audiophile. We did not bring a CD player and did not want to buy one, sowe’ll have to make do and
hope Kyolo has better radio.)

We walked over to NHK (the Japanese broadeasting company), but the tours there seemed to be in Japanese only and designed for
tour groups, even to the extent of having a special spot for taking group pictures. (This spotdidn’t have an interesting background, just a
sign with NHK's logo, the date, and the tour number.) Many things in Japan are designed more for the tour group than the individual tourist,
The same was true in countries such as China and the former Soviet Union, but there it was more a political thing abowt limiting individual
freedom, while here it's more on doing things with your group. Some might claim the two are the same, but | dun’t Lhink theyare. (Dave
Griffiths claimed that the NHK tour was not alf that interesting anyway, since what yousee are actors pretending to do television broadcast-
ing things, rather than an actual behind-the-scenes look, This sounds a bit like Universal Studios in Florida, but without the rides.)

The TEPCO Electric Energy Museum, on the ather hand, was designed for individuals or families, and hzd some English, though not
enough to use many of the inteructive displays or understand the full explanations. (On the other hand, it was free, so we couldn’t complain.)
This was again World’s Fair material, complete with a carouse] theater like the one General Electric pioneered, which was namrated by a
character who looked fike a friendly version ofthe Wicked Witch ofthe West.

From here we waiked o Harajuku, which is the area next to this part of Shibuya, though for some reason none ofthe maps for these
two arcas that we had seemed to fit together properly. It must have been a difference in scale or orentation, The day had turned sunny and
hot, which was anice change from a weck of overcast and rain. The main streer of Harajuku was closed off as a pedestrian shopping mail,
and it was full of pedestrians shopping. We saw more Westerners here than we had the rest ofour trip. But they {(we) were still a very small
percentage of the people,

We had hunch at Quintet, a noodle shop deseribed in the Lonely Planet guide, though under a different name. The easiest way to order
seems to be to copy down the names of what you want from the display outside and then show it to the waitress. This does limit youto
items with not very complicated nams, and to placss with good penmanship,

We dropped in at Kiddyland, which, as predicted, was packed with tecnagers. 1 bought some Japanese baseball cards for my brother,
and Mark coinmented on how the Japanese have failed to realize the marketing potential of Godzilla. They did have one or two Godzilla
toys, but Ultraman seems far more popular here, and Disney characters outstrip them all. One of the shops along this street was
Condomania, which is part (I believe) of a chain dealin gin condoms. (No biy surprise, right?) In addition to condoms, they have other items
such as oils, and also condom joke gifts and art (like a flowerpot with a little flower made of a rolled-up candom}.

We stopped to find out how much the Ota Museum was, in case we had time to come back 1o it. Our guide books are all a few years old
and all disagreed anyway, but even the latest INTO pamphlet was off. The admission is currently ¥900, steep by United States standards even if
this is one of the best ukiyo-e (woodblock print) collections {outside of the one in the Boston Museun of Fine Arts, which is supposed to be the
best i the world). (Intcrestingty, ¥900 is the sam pricc as the condont flower in Condomania, [ wonder ifthis means somcthing.)

The main “offivial™attraction in Harajuku is the Meiji Jingn Shrine, the major Shinto shrine in Tokyo. It was originally bailt in 1920,
destroyed during World War I1, and reconstructed by 1958, but as with most shrines, the reconstruction was faithful to the original, cven in
the matenals used. This shrine was also busy, though not as busy as the shrine in Kamakura. We did see two wedding parties, bul vne
scemed to be there more to pose for photographs in fancy wedding dress against the backdrop of the shrine (the woman was wearing a
colorful kimono rather than the traditiona! white Shinto robx: and headdress).

There was also a “display” of dolls of all sorts with a sign above them saying good-bye to them. I'm not sure ifthis was some special
thing. or a standard ritual of girls getting rid oftheir dolls at some point. Oneoftthe problems of traveling on one’s own is that there is no one
to ask about these things, particularly when you don’t speak the language at atl,

And }am having definite problems remembering any Japanese that | leam, The phrase book is handy if ] want to say cxacily what it
says, but [ hardly ever do. For example, it will say, “Is this tie last rain?” when | want o say, “When is the last train?” and Japanesc is
complex enaugh that it's not obvious what changes ta make. But | find that individual words are sometimes enough, and context is usually
helpful. If we walk up to a train station ticket window and say “Kamakura,” the clerk will probably understand that we want two tickets to
Kamakura on the next train. There is a newer Lonely Planet phrase book, more than twice as thick (but costing less than twice as much).
The probiem with it is that it is too big to carry around in a shirt packet any more; I'm glad we have the old one, which is convenient for
reading some of the basic signs.

A fier the shrine we went to Harajuku’s main “unofficial” attraction: the performers in Yoyogi Park. Actually they are on the bridge from
the main street to the park and at the entrance of the park, ratherthan in it. This is sort of like Speaker’s Corner in London in that the same
peuple arcback week after week (this happens only on Sunday, another similarity). According to the books, this is supposed to be
rebellious youth, but the books go on to say that these young people don’t drink alcohol or do drugs, usually perform as groups, and don’t
even wear their costumes o the park. but change in the public restrooms there. So1'm not sure why the books think this is rebellion—it
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sounds more like amateur performers to me. (One difference between these performers and those in, say, New York City is that these
aren't asking for money.)

‘ Thestars ofall this are what someone called the “Dancing Ebvises.” These are members of several rock and rol] clubs who dress up in
old jeans or leather pants, long pointed shoes, leather jackets (wlich they took off because ofthe heat}, and pompadour hzirdos. They play
olc.i Fifties rock and roll on their cassette player and dance to it in classic overdone Fiflies style. There are also a few young women in flared
skirts and petticoats who dance rather iore sedately (they don’t fling themselves on the ground) and more in unison to such tunes as “Let’s
Go to the Hop.”

, We r|l1e1 another American couple here: he is stationed on the U.S. military base nearby and she is visiting him. She was saying she lives
in atown in Nebraska with a population of about three hundred, and hias never seen anything like this. (Docsn’t she have television? Even
50, [ suppose you pretty much get only broadcast television in really small towns, and I don’t think PBS has done a special on the perform-
ers of Harajuku yet. But it’s a great idea. )

The other performers (there seemed to be far fewer than the books indicated) were some pretty bad singers, a reasonable punk mitne,
and 4 group of Hare Knishnas (well, they were perfonming). We returned ta the Kimi, stopping in Tobu about 17:30 to pick up sushi. It was
really crowded at that hour, but there was still plenty of sushi, We got another huge amount of sushi for ¥1050, and picked up a liter of
Coke to go with it. (1 know, real gourmet.)

After dinner, | went down and souked in the tub. First you wash yourself thoroughly, either under the shower {whichdidn’t seem to work)
or usiog the fauvels owside the tub and rinsing off with a basin provided. Then when vou'reclean youtake the
cover off the tb and elimb in. This tub was not very traditional-looking: it was basically a shorter, / s
deeper bathtub. When you sit in i the water comes up toyornr neck. This had the temperature set at /'! ‘:}%SI :5:7:)6 l;hfm— /
42 degrees Centigrade (about 108 degrees Fahrenheit), which is actually pretty cool for a Japanese §’§) '\ . (,_S/

tub. After soaking inthis fora while, my feet felt a lot better, and the rest of me felta lot sleepier. In
fact, when | got back tothe room, [ fell asleep foran hour or 50, then wrote for a white, then L’D:_ﬁ
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went to sleep about 22:30, missing the group of rowdy A mericans who came in about 23:30).
October 14, 1996: Odawara and Nikko

naL

Some days the best you can say is that no one threw cow dung on your shoes. But let
me begin at the beginning. E;;%[L_z\

Breakfast was again steamed buns. We had twao day trips planned from Tokyo, oneto 7
Hakone and one to Nikko. The Hakone one was primarily to see Mr. Fuji. and involved
taking trains, cable cars, and various other forms of transportation through a scenic area. In
other words, we would be outside a lot and weather was critical. Since the moming looked relatively clear, and hardly anyone was carrying
an umbrella, we figured this would be & goed day for Hakone.

We tried to get tickets to Hakone (actually the town is Odawara; it's the gateway to Hakone National Park) at the window at
Ikebukuro, but were unable to. Apparently you et tickets cither at the Travel Service Bureau offices in the major stations (these are open
mostly from 10:00to0 18:00) or at the station from which the train is leaving. In our case this was Tokyo Station. So we took the Yamanote
Line to Tokyo Station. Even though it was not rush hour yet, it was really packed, at least for the first few stops. However, it was not so
packed that there were conductors pushing the people in. (By the way, (o use the JapanRail Pass on the local trains, go through the gate for
handicapped and special pass access. Even ifthese aren't marked, they’re obvious: there's a man in a booth at one end of the row of
aulomatic gales. Just show your pass, open sa they can check the dates, though in Tokyo they didn’t seem to care.)

In Tokyo Station we ended up getting on a local train rather than the Shinkansen (bullet frain), because | didn’t realize there were
scparate tracks for the Shinkansen. Make sure you look for those tracks ifthat’s what you want. Atany rate, we got on the train and started
out. The trip took about ninety minutes and was basically through city the entire way. There may have been brief stretches of countryside,
but nothing like onc sees in most countrics. Japan is a very urban country.

The cities we were traveling through were not all gleaming buildings and neon, either. ‘The buildings outside thecity centers werc mostly
older and somewhat run-down. The vision many people have of the shining 2 19-cantury Japan may be true of parts of Tokyo, but it
certainly is not the case everywhere. We see spotless factory interiars with robots assembling cars, but most of the factories look pretty
much like factories everywhere, at least from the outside. By now you’ve probably guessed that by the time we got to Odawara, it was
raining. We debated what to do—was it worth doing the Hakone route in the rain? Given that it would be about US$40 zach for ali the
transporiation tode it, it didn't seem worthwhile if the main attraction, Mt. Fuji, was noteven visible,

So what could we do? Well. we had covered most of what was in Tokyo itself, so we decided on what will undoubtedly seem to some
like a bizarre course ofaction—we went to Nikko. This is bizarre because Odawara is southwest of Tokyo, and Nikko is northeast. Sa our
pian involved retuming to Tokyo Station (this time on the Shinkansen), taking the Yamanote Line 1o Ueno Station, having a quick lunch ina
nacxdie shop and a quick leok in a bookstore (where they had various American science fiction books in Japancse for about ¥410 each),
taking the Shinkansen to Utsunomiya, and then taking a local train to Nikko. What with changing, etc., this took us from about 18:30 to

15:00. (That did include an hourin Ueno when we made seat reservations and had lunch.)

A few mare notes about IR trains, The unreserved seats are in cars that are usually at the front but sometimes at the back. Look for the
signs that have the characters for unreserved on them (three characters, the first a vertical rectangle divided into three horizonta! slices with a ittle
vertical line coming out of the center of the top, the second a similar rectangle divided into four pars with ane vertical and one horizontal line, also
with the little vertical line, and a third kanji character 100 complicated to describe). Alternatively, ask “Juyiseki ka?" (“Is this unrescrved?”). You
can, of course, get reserved tickets (“shiteiseki'), but often these are sold out. With unreserved you may have to stand, but this didn’t seem that
common, particularly if you are getting on at the beginning of the route,

In Nikka we had the choice of walking uphill a half hour in the rain or taking a bus. We took the bus. We were worried that we would
miss the stop (Shin-kyo Bridge), but itis 1) pretty obvious. and 2) announced in English. (The other stop announced in English is the train

&%
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station on the retum route.) The bus is fairly straightforward; the fare is displayed electronically at (he front by zone, and if you get on after
the first zone you geta ticket at boarding that says where you got on. They require exact change, but they seem to be willing to make
change from the next passenger’s money if possible.

There is a legend connected with this spot, and so there was a famous bridge built here. But the old-look ing bridge is actually a
reconstruction of the original bridge (for which they still want ¥300 justto walk across it, and it's only about thirty meters). There is alsoa
new bridge on which all the traffic goes and this you can walk over for free, Across the bridge is Nikko National Park, containing two major
shrines and a temple. Most people who come to Nikko go to all three, and they in fact sell a “two-shrine-ane-temple” ticket which saves
youon admissions. The only caich is that this does not include leyasu’s Tomb, though even if you pay the extra for that the combination
ticket is a good deal—ifyou are going to all three sights, However, it was now 15:30 and last admissions were at | 6:30, sothe multiple
ticket wouldn’t have done us much good. This way we also had an excuscto skipa couple of places we probably had less interest m
anyway. (Theadmission to Tosho-gu Shrine, including leyasu’s Tomb, is ¥1250, The combination ticket, not includi ng the tomb, is ¥950,
and the tomb is ¥500. [ am not surc what the other shrine and the temple are now, but it’s obviously worth the combination ticket.)

We climbed the path up to Toshu-gu Shrine. The rain had, surprisingly, stopped, but it was still very dim among the trees and the mist
was rising off the mountains in a very atmospheric setting. The shrine and tomb are quite elaborate, with morc omamentation than most of
the ones we have visited so far. Mark said there was a gate somewhere nicknamed the “Looks Al) Day Gatc™” because you could spend all
day looking at the carvings on it, and the main gate here may have been it. This shrine is also known for its carvin g of the three monkeys
(“hearnoevil, seeno evil, speak no evil™), though | doubt that they originated here.

leyasu Tokugawa united Japan in 1603, and so Mark describes him as the “Arthur of Japan.” There is a long climb up stairs to
leyasu’s ‘lomb high amony the cedars. This part of the shrine is referred to as the “Sleeping Cat,” becausc there is a
carving of a sleeping cat on the gate at the beginning of the stairs. There is, however, apparently no legend abouc this
sleeping cat, not even for tourists, so you know it’s a different culture. (I mean, most places wonld have some story
about how when the cat wakes, leyasu wall return to tead Japan again or some such.) We tinished here just about
the time the shnine was closing (17:00), and natunally it started raining. Well, it had atJeast held off while we were
attheshnne.

Because it was raining we decided 10 take the bus back 1o the station rather than wa Iking, When we got to
the station. it took us a few minutes (o realize that it was not the JR station, but another station. By the time we
got tothe JR station (abouta block away), we had just missed one train and had to wait almost an hour an a
half for the next onc. (This was, of cousse, the longest gap between trains of the day.} By the time we got
hack we were definitely tired.

Oh, and the cow dung? Well, in India boys run by you and throw cow dung on your shoes 50 an
accomplice can come up and say, [ saw that. There's a shop around the comer where you can get your
shoes cleaned.”” Okay, so this day wasn’t that bad, and we did finally see something warth seeing. But we
spentan cxtraordinary amount of time on the train and waiting around train stations to do it.

WELL, M
GLAD THATS

October 15, 1996: Matsumoto

The weather this morning was clearer butstill somewhat overcast in the direction of M. Fuji, sorather than try Hakone again, we
decided tory to see some of the mountain area around Matsumoto. {We were glad we hadn’t planned on climbing Mt. Fuji.) We gottothe
departure station (Ueno) only to discover that there were no reserved seats lefi, s0 we queued up for the unreserved car and did get scats
there. though not window scats (at least until well into the trip as people got off). The trip was almost three hours {on a limited express, not a
Shinkansen), and went through a lot oftunnels as we climbed into the mountains, The scenery was beautiful, and we discovered that there
are countryside and rural arcas in Japan, something not at all cbvious ifone stays around Tokyo.

Amiving in Matsuemnoto about 12:00, we made retum reservations sothere would be no risk ofhaving tostand for the three-hour trip back.
Wetheo tooked for lunch. The Lonely Planet guide talked abuut the Matsumoto specialty. soba noodles with wasabi and soy, and recommended
a restaurant, but the restaurant seemedto have changed owners (or at lcast names), and was now somewhat more upscalethan we were hoping
for ( small serving ofplain noodles was ¥1000), So we walked around and found another noodle shop, where Mark had ramen and | had
something like chop suey over rice (vegctables and meat in a somewhat gelatinous sauce). | wanted a change, but | think I'I1stick to noodles in
the future. Thesc came with a little dish of Japanese pickles and a little bottle of something mango-flavored that scemed to be like a yogurt drink.
Becawse it was a wholemeal, this was a little more cxpensive than other noodle lunches Y1600 for the twoof us.

After [unch, we walked toward the castle. about a kilometer away and well-signposted. We passed a department store with a glass
clevator painted to look like the space shutile, and a lot of less flashy stores as well. One department store had a display of their best-sellers
{1 think), and it appeared that several were scicnce fiction. at least from the cover il lustrations, but we didn't stop to check. {Later |
discovered that these were Sidney Shetdon novels with no science fiction content.) We were stopped by two young women taking a survey
who asked us where we were from, how long we had been in Matsuimoto, when we were leaving, elc. We think they were probably fiom a
tourism board, though | suppose it cauld have been a school exercise.

The castle in Matsumoto is known variously as Matsumoto-jo Castie, Fukashi-jo Castle, and Black Crow Castle. [t was built in 1595,
butnever involved in any fighting, At the entrance (2500, which includes the Folklore Muscum) the woman held up a piece of paper for us
to read that said a free English guide was available at the information desk. The anly thing that made it difficult to read was that she held it
upside down. There was no one at the desk when we got there, but within fifteen minutes an old man came back to it from the castle. Mark
asked if we could have an English tour, and off we went.

The previous day 1 wore a thin T-shirt and a denim shist, expecting it to be warm, so ! had been cold most of the day. Today [ wore a
long-sleeved knit shirt. a cotton shirt, and brought the denim shirt. So it got really warm (welt, only about 20 degrees Centigrade, or 68
degrees Fahrenheit, but it felt hotter). and 1 ended up carmying two of the layers. (Just as well, because by the end of the day when we were
stiting on the train platform | had al three layers on and was still cold.)
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mmn?e::::dgtt;r; izu;s:s?i !::; 1:»;1;]\:? found.oul lhag the guide was sc\‘fcnzy-two years old and had served in China during the war. Mark

( dthather nteresting stories to tell, but he didn’tseem to want to volunteer any, The Japanese Amny’s reputation
in the warin Chmg is very bad, but of course we have no way of knowing what this particular person did then. Still, it was a strange feeling.
Hewas also _lcammg Hebrew (Mark saw he had a Hebrew book) so that he could read the Old Testament. He said this wasn't for refigious
reasons, but just to study it.

We went through the six floors of the castle, including the “hidden floor” (from the outside there appearto be only five fioors), climbing
several ﬂlghts of very steep stairs t0 get tothe top. This was made more difficult by the fact we were carrying our shoes in a bag with us. For the
older fourists it was even more ofa problem, and the steepness reminded me ofa scene in a Peart Buck novel {Peony, perhaps) in which the
bieroine goes up stairs for the first time and when she has to come back down s terrified and has to doit sitting down and going step by step.

The castle was used only for defense, not for living, and so has no fumiture or decorations. (Although it does have a “Moon-Viewing
Pavilion.” which seems ill-suited to a castle built entirely for defense.) it does, however, have a display of guns and related materials such as
builet m'olds, powder homs, and so on. There was even a powder hom in the shape of a penis, which the guide pointed out to Mark.

This was the first castle we had seen unless one counts the distant view of the Itnperial Patace in Tokyo, so it’s difficult to judge how
good it is. We found it quite interesting and impressive, and having an English guide was a real plus and gives us a clue as to what to look for
and recognize in other castles. The exterior is quite beautiful against the mountains, though unfortunately it is impossible to look at without
also seeing the modern buildings and wires which surmound it on all sides. (Itis in a park, sothe city isn’t right up against it.) According 1o
what 1 had read. this is 2 common problem in Japan.

After we finished the tour, Mark went back through the castle again to take some pictures of things he had missed, while I satona
bench enjoying the view. There were some other Westerners there, Australians (1 guess they count as Westemers in this context). 1t’s about
as far from Japan to Australia as from New York to Buenos Aires, which is still pretty far, but as I noted earlier, cioser than to just about
anywherg else outside of Asia.

We went overto the Folklore Museum, which took less timethan expected because there was a special exhibition of modem Western art
taking up a fair part ofit. lt had some prehistoric items, somenatural history exhibits, and a large collection of clocks. Why clocks? Well, arich
industrialist collected them and then donated his collection to the musenm. There wasn 't anything particularty folkloric, or even Japanese, about
them, though there were more Japanese-made clocks than one would see in, say, Boston. (Although given the ukiyo-e collection in Boston 1
mentioned earlier, this may not be true.) There was also a display of folk ilems, labeled entirely in Japanese, so we were unable to determine the
exact significance of the carved wooden penises (in varying sizes, but all considerably larger than life-size) displayed there.

Walking around the outside of the castle grounds, we were stopped by an older man from Kobe who apparently just wanted a chance
to speak English o someone. He said that he had had an exchange student from Washington State [iving with him fora while, which is
probably where bie leamed his English.

We stopped at a used bookstore on the way back to the station and bought a couple of postcards of the castle. Postcards are not very
common here. The various sights may have one or two packs of postcards, but the only place they seemed to have individual ones was ai
the Daibutsu in Kamakura. Well, some do have individual ones, but they are larger, and run about ¥150 or more €ach. We bought some at
the Daibutsu to send to people, but had hoped to find a couple more “exciting” ones (of Tokyo or something less serious than the Daibuisu)
for our gedchildren, Well, maybe in Kyoto.

We had made reservations for the 18:49 train, figuring we would finish sightseeing about 17:00 and eat dinner, but we finished earlier
and weren't really hungry yet. We probably could have changed our reservations to the 18:31 but ithardly seemed worthwhile. and the one
before that was 2 bit too early. We bought some snacks at a convenience store and ate them on the train platform while waiting. (Mark feit
somewhat embarrassed that what { bought was Calbee, which are sugar-frosted com flakes. It didn’tstop him from eating some, though.)

As | said earlier, the platform was cold now that the sun was down. (Actually. it had clouded up toward the end ofthe day anyway.) it
was good to get on a warm train, and we both napped part of the way back, there not being much to see in the dark. Strangely, the train
was twenly minutes late to Shinjuku, unusual in such a precise country. (For example, in the stations there are lines drawn as to where to
queue for specific train cars, and the car doors line up with them when the trains siop.)

(At feast, I thought the train was late. The tickets had what appears to be an arrival time printed on it, but we often didn"t arrive at that
time. Pethaps it is the time of the fast stop before the destination?) We finally got back to the Kimi about 22:30 and got to sleep about
23:30. leaving our packing for tomorrow.
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October 16, 1996: Travel to Kyoto

Today we were basically just traveling without really sightseeing. So naturally, the weather was beautiful. We packed—pretty easy to
do in a traditional Japanese room, since there are no drawers to check and no chance of forgetting something under the bed. We went out,
picked up our steamed bun breakfast, and returned to the Kimi, where we ate it with green tea in the lounge. We needed to kill time until
9:00, as we had to change more money and the banks don't open uotil then.

We checked out and wialked towards Ikebukuro Station. The fiest bank we passed, Gunima, was an “authorized foreign exchange
agent” (not afl banks are). We went in, where we were directed upstairs to someone who didn’t seem familiar with the procedure for
traveler's cheques. He looked it up and finally concluded that { needed to sign the chegues and fill in the form, and he needed to photocopy
my passport. (One wonders why.) This doae, he gave us a number and we waited downstairs for about fifteen minutes while they ... did
what? This seemed to be onearea in which the Japanese are less efficient than elsewhere. In fact, it may have been faster 1o change money
in India! (1 think the Tanzanians hold the record. though, since they record by hand the serial numberof each bill involved.)

We got to fkebukuro Station and took the Yamanote Line to Tokyo Station, from which the Kyoto Shinkansens leave. {Actually,
Kyotois just a stop on the Shinkansens that go to Osaka and Hiroshima.) We made reservations, but couldn’t get seats on the next train.
That’s okay —we could get seats on the train afier that, and they leave about twenty minutes apart, so il was no big deal.

That, by the way, is what is probably most amazing about the Shinkansens. Yes, they go really fast (and no, 1 don’t know off-hand how
fast), but there are other fast trains. Jt's more that these trains go roaring past the stations between Tokyo and Hakata (south of Hiroshima)



24 Proper Boshonian

every seven minutes or so. | mean, we might have four super-expresses a day between New York and Washington, but not onc cvery seven
minutcs, all day.

We gotup tothe platform and found the queing point for our car. The previous train was still i the station and hadn‘tboarded yet,
and everyone waiting tor that car was an American. At first we thought they had a separate gaijin car, but it turned out to be atour group
who naturally had seats together. On our train we were, as usual, the only Westerners in the car.

While we waited we browsed the kiosks on the platform. There are several different “chains,” but themost common seems io be one
calied “Let’s Kiosk.” This sounds like something our friend who likes toshop mightsay (“Hey, if there’s nothing else to do now, let's
kiosk!"}and is somewhat typical of the fractured English one sees in Japan. My Japanese is even worse, 1 know. but I’'m talking about the
sots of things one assumes would be professionally translated. One wonders how business is accomplished at all, given the difficulties in
cross-cultural communication.

When we got the tickets for the Shinkansen we had seats 2A and 2B in car 3. Unfortunately, these are on the lefl side of the carand
Mt. Fuji (which we would pass) is on the right. However, my Japanese wasn’tup (0 asking Iorseats on the Mt. Fuji side, (If yours is, you
want seats D and E.) We figurcd we could take our pictures from the train doors anyway. So we asked the conductor when Fuji viewing
time was (as a woman in the ryokan had suggested) and he pulled out a card from his pocket and said, #11:53.” (This means, I guess, that
it's fifty minutes after you ieave Tokyo il you're on the Shinkansen that stops first at Nagoya.)

Well, tcn minutes before the appointed time we were positioned at the car doors with our cameras, and right on schedute we passed
through the Shin-Fuji Station, and probably right behind that cloud and smog bank was Mt. Fuji, but all we could see was abit of the lower
left stope. This is apparently not uncommon, and it’s harder and harder to sce Mt. Fuji these days. (Perhaps it’s better earlier in the day.)

The Shinkansen seemns the train most designed for tourists, with announcements in English as well as Japanese. Well, for some announce-
ments anyway, fike stops. There were other announcements only in Japanese. Hostesses come through selling beverages, snacks and ice cream,
and they bow when they enterand teave each car, as do the conductors., The Shinkansen is fastand comfortable, but itis notcheap. (Thisis an
cxample of “Good, fast, cheap-- -choose two,™) With the JapanRail Pass we don’t feel it, but areserved seat ticket from Tokyo to Kyoto would
cost ¥ 3,920 one way. Our trip to Matsumoto wottid have been ¥7020 round-irip for each of us. (Reserved seats cost only ¥500 extra, which
must be why they sell out.) This, of course. is why we will be doing all our long trips during the week the pass is good.

We amrived on time to Kyoto (13:39) and prompily got lost around the station. We somehow went out the south side and couldn’t
figure how to get to the north side. liven attempting to walk around the station (as we did with Shinjuku earlier} didn’t seem to work. Finally
we went to an information desk, where they directed us to an underground promenade which went to the other side of the station.

We first went to the Travel Information Center, which is pretty much right across the street from the station. This is supposed to be
better organized than the Tokyo one (according to the Net), but was out of most of the pertinent pamphlets. We did get one for Matsumato
{for background information), for example, but they were out of the Nara and Kyoto Walks ones, which we luckily picked up in fokyo. |
guess that makes sense in a way-—they would go faster herc than further away. So pick up your Kyoto pamphlets in Tokyo and vice versa,

By now the backpacks were feeling pretty heavy, so we went back 1o the station and took the No. 205 bus three stops to the
Riverside Jakase. We had a bitof difficulty finding the Takase, because while we had a map with it indicated, there were no strect names on
the map and no street signs on the street. Luckily 2 young woman riding by on a bicycle stopped to ask (gesture) ifshe conld help. We
showed her where on the map we were trying (o go (and the name in Japanese) and she pointed down the side strect and then to the left.
And sure eniough, there it was.

“The rooms in the Riverside Takase arc Jarger than those in the Kimi (maybe twice as large), and have closets with hangers, more storage
space, and a larger table with a thermos ofhot water, green tea bags, and cups. The window is larger, and we even figured outhow toclose the
glass after a verycold first night with it open. There is a coin washer and dryer right in the Takase. (It tumed out the dryer was broken, making the
washer not very useful unless you wanted to hang al} your laundry outside and hope it dried in time.) However, there are a few drawbacks. The
bathtub is not left filled or continually heated, so it’s more like taking 2 bath back home, and it takes a Jong timeto fill. The (oilet is a bitmore
claustrophobic. And there’s no tounge for sitting and meeting people (well, there are only five rooms). Mark thinks it’s not as clean, but | think it’s
justolder and more used-looking. There's also the question of why there were two policemen in riot gear guarding the small bridge over the tiny
canal that runs in front ofthe hotel. There are several other bridges along the canal; this was the only one so guarded.

By now it was after | 5:00 and we hadn’t eaten since our pork bun breakfast. We set out looking (or food. There didn’t seem to be anything
near the Takase, but another group of tourists said that there were places toeat in the Gion and it wasn’t far. Well, they actualty meant
Kawaramachi, Kyoto’s “downtown” in the sense ofa shopping area. There were lots of stores, but no really cheap restaurants that we could
find. We finally found arcasonably priced restaurant in one of the shopping arcades, where we had cel; | had eel udon and Mark had a ramen
dish and something like an eel custard (though with tofu rather than egg custard). {This came 10 ¥1950.)

Afler dinner (for by this time it was dinner) we walked over to the Gion, which is acruss the river from Kawaramachi. This is
the entcrtainment district, but not flashy and somewhat tacky like Kabuki-che in Shinjuku. For example, there
is Hanami-koji, a street with 1 7%*-century teahouses on cither side, One suspects they’ve been renovaied __J"” -/'V
since then, bul they still retain their original appearance. Part of the entertainment \—J 5 .
here consists of geisha houses, and we cven saw some geishas on their way to z L‘r
work. Somehow | would have thought that they would put on their make-up
and get dressed at their place of work, but apparently they dress at home—or
somewhere ¢lse—and arrive at work “in character.”

We walked back to the hotel, not quite getting lost in the dark. Looking at
the map, [ realized that our other hotel is apparently only a few blocks away,
even though it is listed as being in a different area because itis across the
river. This would be convenient except that check-out time at the Takase is
16:00 and check-in at the Ryokan Seiki is 15:00. Well, we’ll sort it out
somehow.
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October 17, 1996: Hiroshima and Miyajima

More traveling on the train, but at least today we had sightsecing as well. The weather was clearand cool, 1 hope it lasts.

We left the Takase about 7:15 and walked to the station, it actually being closer than the Kawaramachi area to which we walked
yester.day was. On the way we passed various vending machines. One near us is called “Time Trip,” and sells phone cards. We also saw a
machine {ike one Dave Griffiths mentioned, selling pomo magazines. He said he saw this outside a bookstore, and suspected it was there to
allow anonymity (though you're right there on the sireet buying them). 1 thought it might also prevent people from reading them in the stores
without paying. These magazines run about ¥2000 to ¥3000 and a lot seem to feature nurses on the cover (well, women in nurse uniforms,
or partial uniforms, anyway). For a long time the big taboo in Japanese magazines and movies was pubic hair, ‘[his taboo seems to have
been broken. (Later we rode by here on the bus when the magazine store it was in front of was open, and the machine had a curtain over it
50 I guess it’s jus an after-hours vending machine.)

Atthe station we made the depressing discovery that there were no reserved seats to Hiroshima until the 10:42 train, which was far too
late for us. So we took the 7:42 in unreserved seats. We were able to sit down even from the beginning, though in the smoking car (hack!
gasp!}—we still don’t have the hang of guessing which unreserved cars will benon-smoking. At the next stop fifleen minutes down the line,
Qsaka, lots of people got off and we were able 10 sit together. It is less important to have reservations at the start of the line, orright before
a major stop, than if you're getting on somewhere in the middle, or even waorse, right afier a major stop. 1.et’s Kiosk must be 2 Jokyo
chain; I'haven’t seen any around here,

We amived in Hiroshima about 10:00 and, in keeping with the grand Leeper tradition, got completely lost around the station. Even after
we got across the street from the station (a major accomplishment involving several false starts and underground passages), we had difficulty
figuring out how 10 cross the river. But finally we got into the main section of Hirushima. Notsurprisingly, Hiroshima is a mtodern town. In the
center at least, all the buildings are less than fifty vears old. The reason for this, of course, is the reason why we, and millions of other
tourists, come to Hiroshima.

Much as been written about the atomic bomb and the Atomic War (well, it was). The Lonely Planet guide (Tony Wheeler in specific)
does some editorializing on this, saying that 75,000 died in the initial biast, and the death toll eventually reached 200,000, Wheeler com-
pares this to the 30,000 who died in the Blitz, but doesn’t mention any other statistics, such as the 10,000,000 who died in the concentra-
tion camps. or the 750,000 who dicd in the Siege of | eningrad, or the 300,000 who died in the Rape of Nanjing, or the 135,000 who died
in the Dresden fire-bombing, When cne looks at the deaths in World War 1 {which are estimated 1o total $4,000,000 from all causes), the
number of deaths at Hiroshima is farge but not a major pereentage.

Wheeler also describes the A-Bomb Dome as “the spot where the world ended forthe people of Hiroshima,” Perhaps in some sense
this is true, but ifone looks around Hiroshima today, it seems as though it is doing quite well. Except for the A-Bomb Dome, ithas been
completely rebuilt and looks pretty much like any other Japanese city.

This may sound like I'm a defender, ar even a supporter, of nuclear weapons and their use. So let me clarify my position, The bombs
used on Hiroshima and Nagasaki werc (relatively) small. The invasion of Okinawa certainly led the Allied military to believe an invasion of
ihe Japanese mainiand would cost millions of lives, on both sides. Earlier, the Japanese government, expecting such an invasion, had called
for “ten miltion deaths with honor,” and it's estimated that at [east 4 quarter of a million Japanese died during the invasion of Okinawa.
{Contrast this figure, just to take onc smalt island, with the 350,000 Japanese deaths from the bombings at Hiroshima and Nagasaki to take
the entire mainland.) The Japanese were alsa waorking on an atomic bomb, and on biological weapons as well (which they had used in
Manchuria). And many of the people wha made the decision (o drop the bombs did not understand them and thought them just quantita-
tively different from existing bombs rather than qualitatively different, Given all this, [ have tosay that | cannot disagree with the decision.

And as Mark points out, this concentration on nuclear veapons has meant that countries have not been spending as much effort
developing biological or chemical weapons. Now that we know about nuclear winier, what we have are a whole bunch of very expensive
weapons that we are afraid to use. Yes, it's possible for a suicidal individual ar country to set off an atomic bomb. 1t’s still safer than having a
lot of biological weapons flcating around waiting for an accident to happen. With nuclear accidents, the danger is more contained (even
given air currents)than unleashing some new germ warfare would be,

The one building in Hiroshima that was not o down afer the war was the remains of the Prefectural Industrial Development Hall. The
ruins of it with its domed roof are what is referred to as the A-Bomb Dome. (I had envisioned a glass dome covering some blast area, but
that's not what is meant.) This building was less than a kilometer from the “*hypocenter” of the blast, and is proofthat the bomb used was
relatively small. in that a lange part of it is still standing. Around it are memorials to various groups who died. (A couple ofblocks away there
is 2 memorial to the Koreans who died in the blast. More than ten percent of the deaths were Korean slave laborers brought to Hiroshima.)

Across the river from the dome is the Peace Park with the Hiroshima Peace Museum. This was the most crowded sight we had seen,
with hordes ofschoolchildren brought here. One presumes the purpose is to teach them peace, though they scemed tatally unafiected by
what they were seeing. (One book said that back in the militaristic period of the 1930s, schocichildren were all taught how to perform
seppuku in case it became necessary. This is an improvement. ) The museum constantly asks for the elimination ofnuclear weapons, but fails
to take inta account the fact that destraying the weapons will not destroy the knowledge of how to make them.

After hearing so much about how the Japancsc only selectively remember World War I, 1 was curious to see what the museum said.
Ofcourse, 1 could read only the English translations (and this was the one place where everything was translated into Englisk), but there
were several quotes ofinterest. On the one hand, it says, “In 1941, a surprise attack on the U.S. naval hase at Pearl Harbor hurtled Fapan
into the Pacific War (World War I1).” This somewhat glosses over the fact that it was fapan who launched this attack, not some thind party
hurtling Japan into the war, And it claims there were three reasons that the United Statcs dropped the atomic bomb on Hiroshima and
Nagasaki: to avoid even heavier casualties from an invasion; to win the war before the Soviet Union declared war on Japan, and hence
would have some political power in the Pacific scttiement (the Soviet Union had agreed to declare war on Japan within four months of
Germany’s surrender, and did in fact do so before the atomic bombs were dropped); and to test the effects of the alomic bombas a
weapon. (1t also claims that the decision had been made very early to use the atomic bomb on Japan. Perhaps, but the developers believed
it would be used against Germany, and it might have been, had the European war not ended when it did.)

a6
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On the other hand, it does mention that Japan imperted Korean and Chinese slave labor, does talk about the Rape of Nanfing (though
it suys estimates vary on the number of deaths), and says, “But we must never forget that nuclear weapons are the fruits of war. Japan, too,
with colonization policies and wars of aggression, inflicled incalculable and irreversible harm on the peoples of many couniries, We must
reflect on war and the causes of war, not just nuclear weapons.” But naturally much of the museum is about the horrors of atomic war, with
photographs of radiation and blast victims (hibakusha), charred and twisted everyday objects found after the blast, and poems such as this
one by Tamiki Hara:

"This is a human being?

Look how the atom bomb changed it.

Flesh swells fearfully.

All men and women take one shape.

The voice that trickles from swollen lips

On the festering, charred-black face

Whispers the thin words,

This, this is a human being.

This is the face of a human being.”

There was also a museum shop, but not full of junky tourist souvenirs: the books were all about the blast, atamic weapons, or radiation, and
the 1-shins all had peace or disarmament messages. Strangely, they did not have a copy of the best-known (at least in the West) manga
about Hiroshima, Keiji Nukarzawa’s Burefoot Gen (and its sequels Barefoot Gen: The Day After and Barefeot Gen: Life Afier the
Bomb). (We saw these later in the English-language section of the Maruzen Bookstore in Kyoto.)

In the Peace Park there is also a statue to Sadako, a girl who was two years old in 1945, survived the blast, but developed leukemia
ten years later. She attempted to fold a thousand origami cranes, since the legend is that if vou fold a thousand cranes you will get your wish.
Almost every book says she folded only 665 before she died, and that her classmates folded the other 335 afierwards, but the museum
clairos she folded 440. Inany case, her classmates had a statuc erected to her of a girl holding a representation of a folded crane, and all
the school groups bring eranes (a thousand, perhaps?) to lay at the foot of the statue. They alsoall sing what scems to he the same song as
part of the presentation, though ] have no idea what it was saying. There are piles of cranes strung on string at the statue, and the groups
have to stand in line to do their presentations.

In the park, we met a young man from near Hiroshima who wanted to talk tous. But he didn’t usk abuut the bomb (which I had heard
is what people in Hiroshima ask Americans about). He wanted to know if America was really as dangerous as it secmed on television and in
the movies. We tried to explain that some parts are but most are not, and that they have to make the shows exciting somehow. (I will note in
passing that Japan seems to have an almost crime-free society with an emphasis on famity values, without having a need for school prayer or
a call fora “Christian nation.” it's not completely crime-free, though; people still lock their bicycles when they leave themn on the street.) He
also asked about whether everyone in America had to have insurance against lawyers. Well, maybe not against lawyers, but it is true that we
seem lohave a lot of insurance because of lawyers.

We walked toward Hiroshima-jo Castle. On the way we stopped in a computer store and looked at the hooks on the first {ground)
floor, There were Japanese translations of all the O’Reilly Associates 1 NIX books; the one I looked at (on TCP/IP) was ¥4700, not that
much more than in the United States. (This will be meaningless ta the non-computer people who read this.) Hiroshima-jo Castle is, naturally,
areconstruction, the original having been destroyed August 6, 1945. It is nice enough, | suppose, but does not have the multiple floors and
hence gracetul and beautifu! lock of a castle such as Matsumoto-jo Castle. The Lonely Planet guide said that there was an admission of
¥300, and inside 2 display about the construction of the castle using taser effects. Well, there was no admission but no display either, maybe
it was moved to a museum. The inside was empty and afforded little of interest other than noticing that the cross-beams were already
cracking,

By now it was about 15:30 and we decided to go to Miyajima, west of Hiroshima. There is supposedly a tram from the center of town,
but it would take fifty minutes and wc had no idea where 1o cateh it. So we took a tram back to the train station {saving ourselves the
problem ofnegotiating our way back there), and took the locai JR train instead, which took twenty-five minutes. This actually stops at
Miyajima-guchi, which is the departure point for ferries to Miyajima, an island just oft the coast. Leavi ng the train station, we immediately
saw the JR ferry tenminal two blocks in front of us. We watked down and used our JapanRail Passes for the ten-minute ferry ride 1o the
island. (There were no actual rails that | could see.)

The Lenely Planet guide describes Miyajima as a tourist trap, and there were a lot af shops selling souvenirs and somespecial star-
shaped cookies. You could watch the cookie assembly lines running, with a mechanical brush oiling the molds, then another machine pouring
the batter in, then the molds being run through a heating area, and finally the cookies being mechanically removed. For the more nature-
inclined, there were deer wandering around the town and the path tothe shrine.

Oh. yes, the shrine. You’ve seen pictures of it; ltsukushima-jinja Shrine is one of Japan’s most photographed attractions. Its most
notable characteristic is that the giant orange torii gate sits in the middle of the water. Welt, in the pictures it does. This is reatly true only a¢
high tide, und at low tide the gate sits in the mud. (Ifyou walk to the gate at low tide and throw a pebble up onto the top and it stays there.
your prayer will be answercd.) We arrived somewhere in between, so there was watcr around the gate, if not afl the way to the shrine.

Even with all the souvenir shops, Miyajima was very peaceful, Of course, the fact that we arrived at the end of the day may have had
something to do with this—thc shrine closes at sunset and most people do not stay on the isfand. In fact, when we walked back to the pier
from theisland, most of the shops werc already closed. But sunset may be the best time 1o see the “ floating torii” (at sunrise, the mountains
on the island would putit in shadow). It's true we didnt have time to go into the shrine, but the scenic beauty of the area with the temple
homs blowing in the background was worth the trip.

We took the ferry back to the mainland (which as Mark points out is just another island) and had a quick dinner of squid and vakitori.
There were not 2 lot of places to choose from, and the place we picked had a ¥200 cover charge per person, which with the tax brought
dinncrto ¥1771 (meals over a certzin price are taxed). This is theonly place we found with a caver charge,
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On the Shinkansen back from Hiroshima there were some loud Louisianans who were abviously here on business and trying to figure
out1fthey could open their sake without a corkscrew. L offered them mine if they needed one, but sake comes in serew-top bottles. After a
while they meliowed outand senied down; their Japanese host seemed to take it all in stride. Random note: onereaily useful iten to have on
a U1 Is acompess. Even in the city it’s invaluable for orienting yourselfwith the maps, especially on cloudy dayvs (of which we have many).

October 18, 1996: Himeji

Thanks to the Internet, we had a great day today. We decided not to rush out first thing, so we didn’t catch the train until 9:21. (Well, if
the Japanese railways are that precise, I suppose [ should be.) We stopped for pork buns on the way (1o eat on the train)and this meant we
had to rush to catch this train. Lockily we didn’t get loston the way to racks, which is easy to do in Kyolo Station. They’re remodeling it
“toserve you better," though | doubt we' |1 ever see the benefit of it ( The airport in Guayaquil, Ecuador, had a similar sign in 1986, and they
haven't served us any better since either.) We talked to a couple of other tourists. Most people seem tospend more time in Kyoto, with
only a day or two in Tokyo, but so far | have to say that Tokyo seems far more interesting than Kyoto. Admittedly, we haven’t had much
time here, somy opinion couid change.

It clouded up as we rode and was cloudy when we arived in Himeji, but luckily it didn’t rain (exeept for a m
couple of drops). We walked along the main street, observing the statues crected there. It’s not every town KNOWs YOU'RE A
that has a statue of'a nude saxophone player on its main street. In fact, [ suspect this 18 the only one. The gk
main attraction in Himeji is Himeji-jo Castle (¥500). This is a UNESCO World Heritage Site. 1 am
reminded of Marks article about the (supposed) *“Seven Wonders ofthe World Committee” that
determines whar the current Seven Wonders are. Well, UNESCO seems 1o be something very like
that, except they have no numerical limit. | had a list of UNESCO sites and checked it before we
left, butnothing in Japan was on it. This is because the list was a couple of years old. Japan did nat
sign the Agreement of World Heritage until 1992, and it was afier that that Himeji-jo Castle and
Horyu-ji Temple were listed as World Heritage sites. (And the ancient sites of Kyoto as well, it
turms out.)

Again, an English tour was available. An old man gave the tour, but there was also a young
worman trainee who gavea couple of sections. | don’t know if they are employed by the castle or just
volunteers. { would have thought volunteers, but it seems strange to have a traines volunteer, On the other hand, maybe this is how people
practice their English, A lthough students spend many years leaming English in school here, | understand there is nore concentration on
reading it, and the result is that most can’t speak it even after all that. ( know, Americans are terrible at other languages. But they don't
spend years learning them in school, nor do they have much contact with them outside of school. The exception would be Spanish, since at
least in some areas one can get Spanish-language television and radio.)

Himeji-jo Castle was built at the beginning of the | 7th century by Terumasa lkeda, son-in-law to Ieyasu Tokugawa. (! will leave the
historical details to Mark. since 1'm sure he's covered them completely.) We first saw the Long Corridor, which was a long defensive
building along the western edge of the castle grounds, but also contained a “Cosmetic Tower” for Princess Sen, whose dowry helped build
it. On one of the buildings after this, the guide pointed out a cross on the end of one of the roof tiles, the only evidence that one of the earlier
daimyos (lords) here had been e Christian. (Though the main castle was built in the early 17th century, other buildings were constructed
earlier. and even though they may have been demolished, parts of them were re-used.)

Wealsosaw the “Oil Wall,” made of clay mixed with rice water. All the other walls are of white plaster and have been restored many
times; this wal) is over four hundred years old. The stone wall around the base of the main keep (donjon) incorporates all sorts of stones
including old tombstones, stone coffins, millstones. and stone lanterns, Apparently getting all the stone necessary was a problem. Thereiis 2
fegend that the millsione was donated by an old woman when she heard that the castle was being built, but this is not true, because that part
of the wall is much newer. But it’s a nice patriotic legend to get people to sacrifice for their country.

The donjon itselfappears to have five stories from the outside but really has six and a basement (much like Matsumoto-jo Castle), One of
the main pillars is original; another was replaced onty during the restoration work done from 1956 to 1964, The stairs are very steep (originally
there were ne stairs, only ladders). The guide implied that some ofthe castles had elevators instafled during restoration/renovation work, but this
wasn 't one of them. (Needless to say, this means that this castle is nof handicapped accessible, Most everything else is. Although temples and
shrines usualiy have a few steps, they often have a ramp as well. Not only do all the main sidewalks in major cities have curb cuts, theyalso have
astrip of raised “stripes™ down the center for guiding blind people using canes, and at the comers the stripes become dots as a warning. The
same is true in the Tokyo subway, which also has Braille at the ends ofthe handrails on the steps to and from the platforms.) This donjon had a
display of materials relating to the people who lived in the castle (this one was used for living). lts atmosphere was somewhat hampered by the
loudspeaker constantly reminding people in both Japanese and English not to smoke. (Fire is obviously a real danger.)

The Lonely Planet guide book says the “tour” takes about an hour and a half, By this it probably means the “route.” since it doesn’t
really talk about having an English-language tour. ( There is an English-language brochure with map and explanation ifyou don’t want the
1our.) ok only castles here have specific paths to follow, but museums do as well. (I suppose it’s possible that this is true only of history
museums. though the Asian art building ofthe Tokyo National Museum had a specific route.) I’'m sure one can interpret this in terms of the
Japanese emphasis on conformity and the group, where in the West we are more geared toward letting people wander about on their own
as their individual wishes dictate, but I’1] leave that to others.

Atany rate, the book said an hour and a half, the guide said at the beginning it would take two hours, and what with all Mark’s
questions and subsequent discussion, it actually took three. | think the guide was not used to Americans who already knew who all the main
historical figures were, even after seging Shogun. (Of course, Shogun changed all the names for some reason.) Speaking of which. parts of
this castle have been used for filming historical films and television shows, including Shogan,

After the castle, we went to the Hyogo Prefectural Museum of History, which had a special exhibit of archaeological finds from the
area. It was a nice exhibit, but it overlapped a lot of what we had seen in the Tokyo National Museum, and for us served mostly to raise the
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usual admission fee of ¥200 to¥800. This museum has a nice section on Japanese castles, with cutaway scale models and descriptive
iflustrations (not a lot of English. but not a lot was necessary),

By the time we finished with this musenm, it was afier 15:00 and we hadn’t eaten bunch. We walked back 1o the train station, and on
the way found a place to have lunch (dinner, really, by the time we ate). This made stopping in Kobe on the way back not worth it; our main
interest was the synagogue, but we woutldn’t pet there until aiter sundown on a Friday night, and we weren’t planning on attending services.
So wedidn’t rush, but stopped at a Baskin-Robbins for ice cream. Mark had “odura cream,” which tumed out to be red bean swisl, and |
had chopped chocolate. They also had green tea ice cream, and pumpkin pudding ice cream. I’m sure thelatter (the October Flavorof the
Month) was invented for the United States, but in Japan they celebrate Halloween (we saw displays of Halloween costumes) and Christ-
mas, even though the vast majority are not Christian. This is yet another example ofhow things are the same as back home.

We came thinking we would at least get 1o miss all the campaigning for the presidential election back home, but we merely swapped it
for the campaigning for the elections in Japan. The whole time, there werc trucks with foudspeakers cruising the streets pushing various
candidates. Of course, we had no idea what was said.

Werelumed via Shinkansen and stopped in a manga store on the way back 1o the Takase. Manga are often described as Sapanese
comic books, but there’s more to it than that. There seem 1o be wo kinds. One is the Jarge (really large—cight and a half by eleven inches,
or slighily smaller than A4, and up to twa inches or five centimeters thick) monthly magazines, whick have five or six stories printed on
cheap newsprint, The vther is published in a book format, and is usually devoted to more serious works, In the United States we are starting
to see more manga-influenced works, where they are ofien called “graphic novels.” | inentioned carlier Barefoot Gen, which was justa
translation ofa Japanese manga. But a wark such as Maus by Art Spiegelmann seems to have been at Jeast somewhat inspired by manga. in
that it tries to use the combination of text and illustrations usuakly referred to as “comic books™ 10 tell a serious story. (For more information
on comic books and manga, see Scatt McCloud’s Understanding Comics.)

Most of the manga were incomprehensible tous, even with the illustrations, but there were three of interest: Les Miserables, Heidi,
and Jane Eyre, Les Miserables (Jisted on the cover as Les Miserable—the French here is as fractured as the English) is a little over two
hundred pages, so obviously somewhat abridged, but makes an interesting souvenir. { wondered if they have Sherlock Holmes manga. ([
never did find any Holmes manga. And anywhere [ saw this series of Western-inspired manga, they were the same three.) Random note:
Western actors appear in advertisements here, particutarly the actor from T%he Professionaf and Quentin Tarantino. You also see URLSs in
advertisements here; they are frequently the only Romanii in the ad.

October 19, 1996: Nara

loday was our day trip to Nara. Several people suggested spending more time in Nara than just a day, but | think we have decided we
are city people rather than tempie and shrine people, and so we found a day in Nara to be just about ri pht.

Breakdast was something different this momning: a green tea and red bean muflin, 2 bran muffin, and a piece of “custard bread” (what
appeared to be a thick slice of bread with a custard filling). We taok the JR Lincto Nara, Ther are private lines that are a bit faster, but
with the JapanRail Passes this was free. (1 suppose that s a bit of a drawback to the pass; you find getting places
sometimes takes longer. Luckily, it's not usually a very big difference.) This was a local train complete with
children in uniform going to school (I guess they have a six-day schedule). Whike there are school uniforms,
this doesn’t seem toinclude shocs, for which anything goes (conservative uniforn with bright pink running
shoes. and soon), and the rest of the dress code must be equally loose: 1 saw one student in uniform with a
lip ring.

We arrived in Nara and walked down the main street to Nara-koen Park. All of Nara is dotted with
temples and shrines, but the major ones are imostly concentrated in Nara-koen Park. Our first stop was o A
Kofuku-ji Temple, which includes a five-storied pagoda dating from 1426, (There is also a three-storied e
one dating from §123.) One can't go in, however, so the main atiraction seems to be the “tame” deer thal ;&-’z %
wander around. There are vendors who sell a package of “deer cookys™ for ¥150 so you can feed the ot e
deer. But it’s a funny thing: though the deer will wander by the vendor without rying (o eat the biscuits from the table. as soon as a tourist
buys some, whammo! The decr swarm the poor soul, butting against him (luckily their homs are rimmed), drooling on him, and irying 1o cat
not only the biscuits but often his clothing as well. The best approach seems to be to throw down the biscaits and run!

By the way, this is another example of a price change from when the Lonely Planet guide was printed: they guoted ¥100 as the price of
the biscuits. | think the English label “decr cookys™ was added to some ofthe stands because gaijin tourists were buying the biscuits and
cating them themselves! As for the antlers, every Sunday in October they havea sort of deer rodeo when the deer are herded into enclo-
sures and have their antlers sawn off. There were signs all over the place advertising this, for only ¥500 admission.

We next walked to the Nara National Museum, not really excited about seeing another museum, and so we were not entirely dis-
pleased to discover that the museum was closed while they were setting up a special exhibition to start in a few days. (This actually worked
out well, as we were able to get to Horyu-fi Temple, which we would not have had time for otherwise. )

Qur next stop—and apparently everybody’s stop—was the Todai-ii Temple. While this has several buildings, it is really popular only for its
Daibutsu-den (¢404), which s the building housing the Great Buddha. This building is the largest wooden building in the world, and the Buddha
insice is the largest bronze statue in the world. Although it is farger than the one at Kamiakura, it is not as impressive, probably because it is
enclosed ina dark hall which makes it seemn smatler. The vital statistics about this Buddha statue are printed on the ticket in case anyone wants
them. (Most tickets here are informational. For example, castle tickets will have littte maps of the castle on the back, labeled in Japanese.)

The one piece of entertainment that the Daibutsu-den has that Kamakura lacks is the “Tunnet of Enlightenment.” At the basc ofone of
tie piliars towards the back ofthe hall is a tunnel through it, about a third of a meter square and two-thirds ofa meter long. The legend is
that if you can squeeze through the tunme), you will attain enlightenment. 1 iried, but couldn’t quite fit. {1 had problems with my shaulders, but
afterwards noticed that some people tried it with one arm pointed above their head and one by their side, thereby tilting their shoutders to
minimize the widih.) There was one woman who did squeeze through. and the book says children do it all the time. I suspect in a couple of
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hundred years it will bea lot easier to get through; it's wood. so all these people squeezing through are wearing down the wood and
widening the hole. Of course, before then they may close it, because as the hole widens, the pillar becomes weaker.

. The books wamed ofhordes of schoolehildren with guides with megaphones, and there were some, but it wasn'tas crowded as, say,
!—uroshlma. Maybe there were fewer because it was Saturday, There were souvenir shops tining the path to the Todai-ji Temple, selling the sort of
Jupky souvenirs that we usually assume only Americans buy. There were stuffed deer toys, deer hand puppets, toy samurai swords. key chains
with pictures of the temple, and so on. Two of the odderitems were little Buddha hand puppets (1 doubt they sell listle hand puppets of Jesus at
St. Peter’s in Rome), and a James Dean noten. (A noren is the small divided curtain that hangs outside a shop when it is open.)

Nara-koen Park itsel fwas reasonably busy but quiet. The only real crowds were at Todai-ji Temple, and there were no boom boxes
or noisy groups. ( The subways and trains are also very quiet. They invented the Walkman here, and people use it.) We got a few sprinkles,
but no real rain. Qur last stop in the park was Kashuga Taisha Shrine. notable more for the thousands of stone Jantems fining the pathsto it
than for anything | could notice about the shrine itself,

On the way back to the train station we had lunch: curry udon, zaru-soba, and another soba dish. We had thought we were ordering squid
ramen, but what looked like squid in the plastic fod turned out o be scallions sticed diagonally. Oh, well, it was good anyway. If you’re a picky
eater, this is not the place for you unless you either read or speak Japanese, or are on an unlimited expense account and can eat in restaurants
catering to foreign tourists, { They do have McDonald’s, Kentucky Fried Chicken, and other Western chains. I don't consider that eating.)

We took the train a few stops farther down to Horyuji. Having the kanji for the various towns and sights in the Lonely Planet guide is
helpful, because you can always show it to someone if your Japanese pronunciation is bad. But even more, you can use it io read the signs
In train stations and at bus stops when they aren’t in Romanji. Using this we found the train to Horyuji and the bus to the temple there
without too much difficulty. The tempie is about a two-kilometer walk from the bus stop, but the route is not clear, and the roads are narrow
and have heavy traffic—the bus is definitely safer, Although the bus announcement at the beginning said in English that this was the bus
(number 72) to Horyu-ji Temple, the stop itself was announced only in Japanese.

Remember what | said about Himeji-jo being a UNESCO World Cultural Heritage Site? Well, apparently the Horyu-ji Temple area is
another onein Japan; 1 simply must get a more up-to-date list. Horyu-ji Temple was founded in 607 by Prince Shotoku. The special exhibit
in the Tokyo National Museum was of the treasures of Horyu-ji and featured a fot about Prince Shotoku, but of course we didn't appreciate
itthen, or even know we were coming here. There were signs all over saying there was no photography atlowed. There were also tourists all
over photographing away, including folks with tripods taking group photos of schoolchildren. [ guess the no-phosography rule applied mostly
to inside the buildings.

The site is divided into three sections (all covered by one ¥1000 admission). The Western precinct contains the main buildings, the main
hall, a lecture hall, and a five-storied pagoda that one brochure says is the ol dest wooden building in the world (though from the other
books, T get the impression it may be just the oldest pagoda in the world). The buildings house various statues and images but, except for
the lecture hall, cannot be entered and are not lit, so seeing what is inside them through the doors shaded by eaves is very difficult. (I suspect
shining a flashlight in would be frowned upon.)

The Treasure House contains more statues and other objects, these in a museum setting that makes them much easier tosee and
appreciate. Some of what we saw here were pictorial biographies of Prince Shotoku painted on screens. [ suppose one could think of this
sort of thing as the predecessor of manga. They also had something which was labeled a*National Treasure”: “Tamamushi Omamented
Beetles' Feathers,” 1 didn’t think beetles had feathers. The eastern area is mostly notable for the Yumedono, or cight-sided building where
Prince Shotoku is believed to have meditated.

Gerting back should have been straightforward. There was a big sign cutside the templethat said 10 go back to the station, and catch
the number 71 bus at stop 2 (there were three different stops near the temple). We went tostop 2, but when the stationmaster asked where
we were going and we told him, he indicated we should wait at stop 3, across the street and a block down. This didn’t sound right, but we
went there anyway, Sure enough, fifieen minutes later 1 saw a bus pull up to stop 2, and was trying 10 see the number on it when Isaw the
stationmaster running down the street toward us gesturing for us to take this bus (which was actually number 71). it did take us to the
station, but we just missed the train. Had we stayed at stop 2, we probably would have made it, but the trains run every ten or fifteen
minutes here anyway. We changed at Nara for the train back to Kyoto.

[t was too late to stop in Uji to see the Byodo-in Temple, being about 18:00, sowe Jooked at its iimage on the ten-ven ¢oin instead. We then
got into a discussion of whether we should just hop off the train at some stop and see what was there. [ was for the cautious approach, not
knowing how |ate the trains ran and aiso not very impressed with the opportunities afforded by the wwns we were seing. Bui I suppose we
should have, just to see what one was like. Weended up riding back to Kyoto and eating at Osho, a Chinese testaurant that appeared to have a
dining room upstairs and seats ata counter in the kitchen, We ate at the latter and had gyoza (two orders), mar po dofis (a spicy tofu dish), and
something else {f can’t remember what Mark ordered). This came to ¥1550, nota bad price considering the quantity.

Back in the room we tried again for the supposed English-language mavie, but the closest was Jackie Chan’s Rumnble in the Brorx.
dubbed in Japanese and retitled Red Brorx. My feet hurt every evening and that's wearing my walking shoes. (I think the problem is that the
heel padding in them has no “give” any more, | brought ald ones, and will abandon them here.) The slip-on shoes | brought, because they
would be easy to take offand put on, are not getting much use. One rcason is that in addition to all the walking, we are ¢limbing a lot of
siairs, either at teinples or in train stations.

Qctober 20, 1996: Hikone and Nagoya

Today was our last day on our JapanRail Pass, so we traveled again, | started with a breakfast of a green tea muffin; Mark had a pork
bun and a vegetable cutlet bun. The bakery where I got the muffin has a bag that says “thank you” in dozens of different languages butit is
somewhat out of date, listing Lithuania, Latvia, and Estonia as being part of the Soviet Union and Macedonia as partof Yugoslavia.

We rode the Shinkansen to Maibara. As 1 said before, although they give announcements in both Japanese and English, they give more
in Japanese, such as all the ““change here for such-and-such lines” announcements—and I’'m starting to recognize some of the Japanese (at
Jeast the names of the other lines). The station at Maibara was the most poorly labeled station of the ones we’ve been at, with very little
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Romanji. And the Lonely Planer guide misled us as well, claiming that the Tokaido Linc went to Hikone (rom Maibara when actually it’s the
Biwako Line. {Lake Biwa-ko is the main attraction in the area.) By asking around in broken Japanese, | was eventually able to find the right
wack and train and we got to Hikone, Trueto our luck, there was a big bicycle race going on {(which made getting to the castle a bit more
difficult), and renovation of the donjon oceurming, which made secing the main keep mpossible. But having come this far, we did wantto see
1he rest of the castle (X500, with no reduction because of the renovation work).

A sign at the entrance indicated that the castle's five towers were named as “Important Cultural Assels™ in 1951, the main toweras a
“National Treasure™ in 1952, the complete castle area as a “Special Place of Historical Interest” in 1956, and the stable as an “bmportant
Cultural Asset” in 1963. The castle is also on the list of “Hundred Best Sightsecing Places™ (“Meigetsu Hikone no Kojo,” “The beauty of
Hikone Castle in the Moonlight.” is one of Lake Biwa’s “Eight Famous Scenes”), and on June 5, 1996, the Environment Agency selected
A Hundred Soundscapes in Japan™ o preserve, including the time-keeping bell {Jihogane) and chirping of insects in Hikone Castle. Who
decides all these? And is there some rank-ordering? Is an “Important Cubtural Asset” more important than a “Special Place of Historical
{nterest™ Or 15 it hike National Parks and National Monuments at home, which are created by different groups of people? (National Parks
arc created by the President; National Monuments by Congress. )

As | said, the main tower was closed, and surrounded by scaffolding. It seems now that at least one sight per trip for us is surrounding
by scaffolding. Mark claims it is a major infestation of scaffolding moths. The last renovation ofthe tower was in 1957, which scems fairly
recent for it to require another one now, but I guess nat. We did not get to see the view of Lake Biwa from thetop floor, but there was a
spot on the grounds that had a nice vicw. [t was very windy, and the water was quite choppy.

We walked over to the garden, passing a monument to Seiichi Funabashi’s Life of a Cherry Blossom, a novel about Tairo Naosuke [i,
who signed the Japanese-US Trade and Anity Treaty in 1858 and was laterassassinated by isofationist elements. The garden itself was
okay. but nothing special. Lunch on the way back to the station was ramen for Mark, and soba with green beans for me.

It was casicr finding our way out of Hikone than to it. Not only was the station smaller, but it was also better-tabeled. When we
originally posted our itinerary to the Net, we had listed a day in Nagoya. A couple of people said not Lo waste time there, so we had added
Himeji and Hikone and dropped Nagoya, but some things took less time and we ended up with time on our JapanRail Pass that we hated to
wasle, sgsince it was onlyabout 13:00, we decided to go to Nagoya for the aftemoon. Nagoya is a big city, and both (he station and its
well-labeled subway system arc remimiscent of Tokyo’s. It has a castle, which we had been wamed was a reconstruction, but since many of
the casties bave been renovated and were stili snteresting, we decided o see it anyway.

Nagoya-jo Castle (¢500} is very impressive-fooking on the outside, but inside it looks just like an office building with green marble or
modern wood-paneled walls, marble floors, fluorcscent Jighting, and an elevator. It is basically a museum with a fancy exterior. But in
addition, two floors were closed forremodeling and another floor and a halfwere devoted to 2 special exhibition with separate admission.
‘This teR the sixth floor (an observation deck with a souvenir stand and much bigger windows than the original castle had). the fifth floor, half
the second floor, and the ground floor for us to see, with some exhibits and models of the original castle and ather buildings. And this is
Nagoya’s main attraction. ) have (o agree with the Net—skip Nagoya.

There was also a statue 1o Kito Kiyomasa, and what is referved to as “Kivomasa's Stone Drawing.” He was alord who wanted to show his
cnthustasm forthe building ol the castle, sowhen his peasants were pulling the big stone he was contributing for the foundation, he stood on the
stone and waved his fan in encouragement, while personally leading the work chant. Pve seen managers like this, and Scott Adams would have a
field day with this in his “Dilbert” comic strip.

We walked part way back to the station, but nothing much was open and it was cold and windy, so we taok the subway back. then
walked around the station arca looking for dinner. We found a place near the station for dinner (Meshiya) where the proprietor had a curled
penytail. along graying beard. and a skullcap, and the menu was entirely in Japanese. We ordered two dishes at random, and got stir-fried
beefand fited whole fish (not really big, but not the breaded stuffmost people think of as fried fish either).

After dinner we took the train back- -our last train op the JapanRail Pass. The JapanRail Pass cost us US$273 each. and | calculated
we made US$659 worth of travel each onit. Gf course, a lot of that was because we had the JapanRail Pass. Without it, we probably
would have done day trips to Nikko, Hiroshima, and Nara (and maybe Flimeji) and leli it ai that. Still, the trip from Tokyo 1o Kyoto, and a
round-trip from Kyoto to Hiroshima, covers the cost ot a one-week JapanRail Pass, soif you can do those within a seven-day period. ii's
worth geming, {1 should note that there are also cheaper ways to get between some places, For long distances, time becomes a factor, and
10 some extent on a vacation, time is money.) We were tived and it was cold, so we were going to take the bus back (o the Takase. but we
would have had to stand at the stop for fifteen minutes, in which time we coutd be most of (he way back, so we walked.

October 21, 1896: Kinkakuji Temple and Ryoanji Temple (Kyoto)

Today we had to change hotcls. Luckily, the logistics were not as bad as they might have been. Wehad becn ablc to
yerontly five nights in the Riverside Takase, 50 had booked the remaining six nights in the Ryokan Sciki. Though they
arc listed as being in two different areas of Kyoto, the areas border each other. and it was only about a twenty-
minute walk froim {he Fakase to the Seiki. Even with our luggage this wasn'tbad, bul it was morning and we were
fresh. We thought we might have to leave our luggage at the front desk at the Seiki, or worse yet, have to take it to
the station and check it, but there was a room free even though check-in wasn 't officially until 15:00. So we
dropped our bags off and immediately headed out to see Kyoto.

O first stop was the Tourist Information Center (again). Now that we knew there were two big festivals on &
Tuesday, we wanted more information on when and where they were, We also got a slightly better map of the &
northern area of Kyoto, and not much hielp on whether Toei “Movieland” was worthwhile if we didn"t understand s, Wk
Japanese. We then took the 206 bus to Kinkakuji Temple. This took about forty-five minutes, because we were in Tt s %

the southcastern arca and it was in the notthwest, but at least we got to sce a lot of Kyoto on the way. The buses
display the next stop on an electronic display at the front, as well as anpouncing it, and some of them include
Romanii on the display and/or announcements th English of what sights are at or near this stop.
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Kinkakuji Tem‘pie (¥400) is more accurately called Rokuon-ji Temple, and is also known as the Golden Pavilion. It is apparentlyalsoa
World Cultural Heritage Site, or rather part of one: the Historic Monuments of Ancient Kyoto. Maybe these were named after the Horyu-ji
pamphiet was printed, because that said there were only two such sites in Japan. It has also been named a “Special Beauty Site” (whatever
that means), The Golden Pavilion is a reconstruction, since 4 monk obsessed with it bumed the ariginal down in 1950, Well, actually, that
one was also a reconstruction of one that had previously bumt down {at least according to one person). Yukio Mishima wrote about this in
tis novel The Temple of the Golden Pavilion. There is a fine reflection in the mirror pond (though not as good as the reflections in some of
the Norweguan lakes we’ve seen), The Lonely Planet guide claims the gold-covering had been extended to the first floor during the
reconstruction, butif so, the renovation in 1987 reversed that and only the second and third floors are covered in gold. Perhaps to prevent
further fires, visitors are notailowed in the pavilion.

On teaving Kinkakuji Terple, we walked towards Ryoan-ji Templ, stopping for a Chinese lunch along the way, Gerald Masan says,
“A visit o one of the lesser known. remote temples will give a deeper impression of the temples. A visit to Ryoan-ji at 11:00 AM will give
you a decper impression of Japanese puckage tour buses.” While an impression of the temples is a good thing to get, part of getting a fiel
for modemn Japanese culture would include getting an impression of Jupanuse package tour buses, In fact, one of my favorite books on
tourism is Maxine Feifer’s Tourism in History, which discusses (among other things) the birth and rise of the package tour. [n any case,
Ryoan-ji (¥400) was not nearly as crowded as either of the Daibutsus, or as the Hiroshima Peace Museum. And the louds peaker an-
nouncement explaining the garden was fairly easy to tune out, being entirclyin Japanese.

The garden in Ryvan-ji Temple is the most famous Zen garden in Japan (or in the world, for that matter), It is not what Westermers
think of as a garden at all, consisting of a raked grave) bed with fificen rocks placed in it, surrounded by a wall. The rocks may represent
islands in a sea, though some see them as tiger cubs crossing a stream or ather less likely interpretations, One thing making itcomplicated is
that the rocks now have muss growing on them, bul when the garden was created in 1450, they probably did not have moss. And moss
makes the rocks appcar more like islands {and less Jike tigers) than barc rocks would. Looking at the garden, [ krew I was supposed ro get
some sort of Zen feeling. But instead 1 found myself thinking, “Is the raking ofthe pebbles fixed? How?" and * What does a Zen garden
mean, especially to someone typing on a palmtop in it?”

On leaving, T got confused as to which direction we wanted te take the bus in, and so we managed ta be on the wron gside ofthe
strect just as our bus came by. Another one, which we did catch, came by fiftcen minutes later, but it's things like this that make everything
take fonger. We took that bus to a stop north of Gion, and walked 4 long way—a very long way—to Sanjusan gendo Temple. Distances that
don’tlook so far on the map are, and the streets are not very interesting. Mayhe we're just missing the fascinating byways of Kyoto, but |
tound walking in Tokyo much more interesting. The streets have more vitality to them, and therc seems to be more of interest, where here
the streets scem mostly residential or smal) businesses.

Aswith all temples, there were “No Smoking™ signs ull over, Ifnothing else, the temples give you a chance to get away from tobacco
smoke. The Japancse love to smoke (a fact I find somewhat ironic given how they tatk about all the cancers caused by the atomic boml),
and smoke everywhere. The restaurants here do not have non-smoking areas, at least not the restaurants we’ve been going to.

Sanjusangendo Temple (¥500) is known for its 1001 statues of the Thousand-Armed Kannon (Goddess of Mercy), acranged in ten
rows of fifty each on either side of the central worship area, with the last onc behind the main altar. Thesc statues were all individually carved
and are replacements for the originals, which were destroyed in a fire in 1249; it is estimated that it may have taken a hundred years to
create them all. They all seem pretty dusty now, probably becausc they are so close togetherand have protruding rays from the heads that
they are difficnit to get to in order to dust.

They are called “Thousand-Armed,” but each has only forty arms. A pparently each arm saves twenty-five worlds, making a thousand.
(Jews will recognize the logic: it is almost precisely the same as onereads in the Passover Seder discussing the number of plagues visited on
the Egyptians at the Red Sea.) Along with the 1001 Kannons are twenly-eight Nijuhachibushu (spirits subordinated to Kannon): Varuna.
Narzyana, Sri-devi, Kimnara, Mahamayuri, Maha-brahman. Gandhrva, Purna-bhadra, Sagara-naga-raja, Mani-bhadra. Kumbhira,
Gobujo, Hariti Dhrtarastra, Virudhaka, Virupaksa, Vaisuravana Garuds, Maha-bala, Nanga-naja-raga, Vasu, Mahesvara, Vikarala, Asura,
Sakra-devendra, Sanjaya, Purna-bhadra, Mahoraga, Vajra-pani, Vayu. It's probably just as well we don’t read Japanese and that there
was no English here—this woutd have taken us forever, since each Nijuhachibushu had a descriptive plaque. Again, this temple is misnamed.
Rengeoin is the whole complex, while Sanjusangende is just the main hall.

We picked up some food at Lawson’s, and returned to the Seiki. The room is cur smallest yet: a six-tatami room. When the futons are
unrolled there isn’t much room left at alt. There is hot water and tea bags, and a free television (the Takase had
a coin-operated one). There are also a halfdozen hangers. I did the accumulated laundry, happy to have
a working dryer. Exccptit wasn't. Apparently it had no heat, so running it did very little in terms of
drying clothes. We hoped that the laundry dried by the momting, since I had foolishly washed aif our
socks (and all my shirts but one). It's hard 1o hang up this much laundry with only six hangers and
very little fumniture,

October 22, 1896 Imperial Palace and Festival of the Ages (Kyoto)

Disaster strikes' Lawson s was out of pork buns! Well, okay, not disaster, but a erimp in Mark’s
breakfast plans. (I had a raisin bun in the room.)

We took the 202 bus from Gojozika near the Seiki, but managed o pvershoot the stop we really
waunted by one. (The problem is that the bus map doesn’t indicate the streets very well, and the street map
doesn’t Jabel the bus stops. This worked out for the best, though, because on the walk back we passed a
7-11 and got huns there. () realize that 7-11 and Lawsoen’s don’t seem very Japanese, but what they cany
is. Circle-K also has stores here.)

As we procceded toward the Impenal Tousehold Ageney Office we saw them preparing for the
Jidai Matsuri (Festival of the Ages} with raffic barriers and such. This is one of the major festivals in
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Kyoto, held every October 22 to commermorate the founding of the city, and we just happened to be here for it. To tour the Imperial
Palace. youdon’t just go and get aticket, you have to apply for permission at the Imperial Household Agency Office at the Palace, You do
this by filling outa form which asks for vour name, age, and passport number. Then they stamp it “permitied” and that's that. ['m not sure
the purposeofithis, or if they ever refuse anyone (though supposedly these tours are granted for foreigners only, but | saw Japanese entering
as we were [eaving, so maybe it’s just specific tours that are for non-fapanese).

Unlike many palace touss, this covers anly the cutside of the buildings. The buildings date from various eras, but are all quite old and rarely
used except for ceremonial occasions. As the tour guide noted, the curmrent Emperor would rather live in the Imperial Palace in Tokyo, which has
electricity. One suspects it has been more modernized than just that, The guide told us something about the Palace, but as she was not speaking
very loudly, it was hard to hear a lot of it. (Because these tours are only for foreigners, they are in English. [{ you understand a different language,
you need 10 bring an interpreter.) She did explain a little of the symbolism of a Japanese garden, particularly of the tsukiyama (*hill garden™) or
chaniwa (“tea garden”) types. Thereare three basic elements: stone. water, and trees. These represent respectively bone, blood. and fiesh. in
addition to these, there is the kare-sansui (“waterless stream”) type of Ryoan-ji Temple. It is not clear how orifthis symbolism translates to the
kare-sansui; it would seem that would be a garden attacked by a vampire. In any case, flowers are not part of a traditional Japanese garden.
Flowers do, howevet, play an important role in the art of ikebana, or flower-arranging, so they are not completely ignored,

One of'the things about Japanese culture is that the traditional ants were so unlike those of other countries, even China and Korea, which
influenced Japan heavily, These arts included ikebana, calligraphy (here there is atie to China), chanoyu (the tea ceremony), origami, kabuki,
Noh. haiku, and bonsai. Add 10 this the completely different clothing styles and domestic architecture, and you can see how the arrival of Perry’s
“Black Ships” was real culture shock on both sides. In contrast to this, we say now that the Japanesc are busy inventing things and exporti ng
them. But this is not new, what |'ve said notwithstanding. For example, people often cite Cervantes’ Don Quixote as the first novel. Wrong—
Lady Murasaki's Tale of Genyji predates it by about six hundred years, or put another way, is almost twice as old.

After the tour {which took about forty minutes and was a bit of a let-down), we walked to the southem end of the Palace, where they
were getting dressed in costume for the festival. We were at the southwest comer and saw quite a few costumes, but it appears that the area
where most of the really elaborate costumes were being prepared was to the southeast. However, we were able 10 position ourselves at the
very start of the parade route. right nextto the reserved seats, It happened that Mark went over to the other side of the route just before the
parade started and got stuck there, 50 he gota ot of pictures of the groups as they came across his ficld of view, while I got many head-on
as they tumed the comer—we couldn’t have planned it better.

I was lucky, in that standing next to me was a woman from Boston who was a graduate student of Japanese history, and she was
cxplaining the costumes and periods to someone else there. So not only did T have a froni-row seat (albeit on gravel, not the most comfort-
able cfseats),  alsohad a running commentary by a knowledgeable guide, | got to talking to the woman, Her name was Abby, and she was
spending 2 year in Japan studying Japanese history before moving to A ustralia (she was originatly from Boston). We talked a little about
books about Japan. and she recommended a few: Re-Creating: Japanese Women (an anthology of articles; its sequel, Re-fmaging:
Japanese Women, she said wasn’t as good). Musui s Story, and Etsu Inagaki Sugimoto’s Daughter of a Samurai. (1 said | had already
read Jale of Geryl, and she also recommended Sei Shonagon’s Pillow Book.) 1'm adding quite a lot 1o my reading list: whether I'll still be
as interested na year when I ger to them is another story.

We then stopped for a quick (and somewhat late) lunch. and then took a bus back to Kyoto Station, from which we walked to Higashi
Hongan-ji Temple. Higashi Hongan-ji Temple was built by leyasu Tokugawa. Well, he ordered it built. Other people did the actual work. his
main claim to fame seems to be a rope made ofhuman hair, woven from hair donated by women when it was discovered that ordin ary
ropes were not strong enough to raise the beams to build it. Around the outside were several meditative poems, such as:

“As long as the tomato gspires to be a tomato

Surely something will come of it.

[t's when the tomato aspires to be a melon

That it calls down grief upon itself.”

—AidaMituwo
This poem can be interpreted two ways. It could mean either than a person must be true to their inner nature, or that a person should be
satisfied with their position in life and not try to changeiit.

There was alsoa Fire Festival (Kurama-No-Hi-Matsuri) at the Yuki Shrine this evening, but we decided to skip it. First of
all. we were tired. And secondly, it would take two hours to get out there (it’s up in the mountains north of Kyoto) and longer to get back,
and the Seiki locks its door at 23:00. (The festival is far enough out that it would be a little Iike being in New York Cityand goingtoa
festival in Red Bank one evening.)

The shoe thing: { understand the idea of taking off your shoes when you come into a house. But putting on slippers seems like an
unnecessary step, particularly since you have to take them off when you go into a tatami room, and change them for special bathroom (toilet)
slippers when you go to the toilet. If you come back to your ryokan, drop off your coat, and go to the bathroom, you change your shoes six times
by the time you're back in your room. On the other hand, this is one country where | can manageto get a really hot shower.

October 23, 1996: Nijojo Castle and The Ghost of April (Kyoto)

No buns again today, and they seem to be dismantling the bun case, This was a very low-key day, of the sort we could have
used about haifway through the trip. but having it at all was good. We started by taking a bus to Nijo-jo Castle (ancther one of the “Historic
Monuments of Old Kyoto™ named as a “World Cultural { leritage Site') (¥500). The usual Japanese tour buses and hordes of schoolchildren
were all over. (All the uniforms for the younger boys include short pants, by the way, | suspect they start wearing long pants afier their
coming-of-age ceremony, but [’m not sure.) At the ormate Kara-mon Gate, everyone was posing for pictures, and one schoolmaster with
five boys in his group posed them in front of the gate and then proceeded to take pictures of them with cach of six cameras!

We took advantage of the popularity of the castle by staying close to an English-language tour group (whether a standing tour
£roup, or just people on a city tour wasn't clear), and listening to what the guide was saying through her megaphone. A lot of it was in the
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handout (a fairiycompleteoge in English), but not all. This castle, like some other buildings of the period, has “nightingale floors.” These are
specially desEgned floors tvhfch sgueak {sounding like nightingales) when anyone walks on them, This means that enemies {inciuding stealthy
ones like ninja) can’t sneak in quietly, This is accontplished by having clamps on the floorboards and nails holding the clamps in place. When
someone walks on the boards, friction between the clarp and the nail causes the squeaking.

The wall (screen) paintings are also particularly notable, being 17#-century paintings of the Kano School (many done by the
Ka_mo brothers themselves). What the guide said that the handout didnt, is that some of the paintings are modern copies and that the
originals are in museums. This is to protect them from fire and general environmental damage, and the plan is ta move all theoriginals to
museums eventually and replace them with copies. {1 don’t know ifthis includes the ceiling paintings, but I doubt it.) This is expected to take
twenty-five years. Presumably the copies will be faithful to the originals, but that still seems like cheating. {One reason the originals have
lasted as long as they did is that the castle wasn't used regularly, so there was much less smoke from candies and so on. And now the outer
doors remain closed all the time 1o protect the paintings from light, dust, etc.)

While the paintings are excelient, the ones of tigers and leopards are amusing. Because there were no figers or leopards in Japan
in the 1 7th century, the painters had to imagine what the animals looked like from the trophy skins brought back fiom China and Korea. As with
many such extrapolations, they guessed wrong. There was also damascene work around the walls featuring the three (heart-shaped) ho!llvheck
teaves that are the Tokugawas’ emblemn, and panels between rooms consisting of cypress wood thirty centimeters thick with different views
carved on the two sides,

Some of the rooms had mannequins set up in court dress, including lords in formal dress which included pants with legs over
ameter and a halflong—awkward, but according to the guide, ifone of the lords wried to attack the shogun, others could trip him by
stepping on his panis legs. This seems like an unlikely reason for this style, There were also gardens surrounding the castle, Aciually, there
had been a donjon (castle tower) at one point, but it bumed down, so now this is really more just a palace than a castle (sort of the reverse
of Matsumoto-jo Castle, where the palace part burned down, leaving onty the donjon). The problem with the Seiki is that it’s noisy. 1t has
nightingale floors—and elephant occupants.

This all took about an hour and a half. We then started walking toward the Japan Foundation of Kyoto and looking for lunch.
The best places to look for cheap restaurants seemed to be the covered shopping arcades. They are, 1 suppose the equivalent of malls,
achicved by covering onc of the narrower side strects for its entire length between main strects. The main difference between these and
shopping malls is that cars and small trucks drive through these. The main problem is that it's not clear how to find them; they are scattered
around, and none of the maps [ have indicated them.

We walked by the Kongo Noh Stage to see ifit would make sense to try to see a Noh play, but since everything there was
posted in Japanese. we suspected that we wouldn’t get very much from it, My understanding is that many modern Western dramatists have
been influenced by Noh (alternatively spelled “No,” sometimes with a bar over the “0™), especially Yeats and Beckett, and it would have
been nice tosee the original, but not ifwe didn’t understand it at all.

One sees a lot of strange English around here. One phrase that shows up on a fot of children’s clothes (it may
be a brand-name for all I know) is “Hetlo Kitty.” Another popular product is “Coffee Boss,” which is a brand of canned
coffec. We saw parodies of “Coffee Boss™ noren and T-shirts for sale at some of the souvenir stands-—-they seem very fond
of parody T-shirts here. So | tried some Coffee Boss. 1t’s not the best of the canned coffes I've had here by any means;
it’s a bit watery. But we had some time to kill before the film at the Japan Foundation, so went into the Rokkaku-ji Temple,
bought drinks, and sai on the benches there drinking and writing. Rokkaku-ji Temple isn’t even listed in our bocks—Kyoto
has far more temples than a guide book could cover, unless it was specificaily focused on the temples of Kyoto. | don’t
know the story of this temple, but its current notable aspect seems to be its pigeons, which will swarm anyone who feeds
them, (They were landing all over one woman who had some crumbs for them!) We also watched the calligraphers at the
temple use an electric hair-dryer to dry the ink on the calligraphy that was being done there.

After this we walked overto the Japan Foundation of Kyoto. This seems to be set up te cater to foreigners, with English-
language newspapers available forreading (our first chance to check up on news, and to see that Lucent’s stock price had gone up). And
they also have a film series Wednesday afternoons. October was devoted to “Fantastic World™ (science fiction, fantasy, etc.); November
would be“Crime Month,” Today’s film was Shi-Gatsu Kaidan (The Ghest of April), Other films this month were Ginga Tetsudo 999
(Galaxy Express 999), Gondola, and 1999 Nen No Natsu-Yasumi (Summer Yacation: 1999). All are shown with English subtitles and
are free, but bimited to non-Japanese nationals.

The Ghost of April was a 1988 film about a girl who appears to die but is really stuck between life and death, Another
ghost tries to convince her to return to life, but when she sees that the boy she has had a crush on is more interested in another girl, she
decides to stay dead. However, there is another boy in {ove with her, and the ending is somewhat predictable. It was nothing special. but it’s
always interesting to see films made in other countries, not as prestige art exports, but ordinary films for domestic consumption. This
reminded me ofthe sont of thing Walt Disney would have made in the 1970s or so—atmed at a teenage audience with a somewhat comic
baunting (though with less comedy than Disney would have put in).

Afterwards we stopped at a couple of department stores (Daimaru and Hankyu) to pick up take-out sushi for dinner. We
had been spoiled by Tobu—neither of these had as varied, or as fresh-looking, a selection, Back home, we would have thought these great,
of course, but here they suffer by comparison. We also picked up some pastries for dessert or breakfast, and some soda. One problem with
the food departments in department stores is that they are in the basement. Finding the exit after wandering around to find the sushi can be
difficult: ] find a compass is really useful (though admittedly strange). 1 have also used the compass to orient myself in the maze of shopping
arcades in Kawaramachi,

By the way, it is not necessary to bring tissues to Japan. You know how in the United States they hand out flyers on street
corners to advertise things? Here they hand out little packs oftissues with an adverntisement on the wrapper. These are handy because the
public restrooms have no paper towels. and restaurants frequently have no napkins. So far we’ve collected about twenty packs with various
ads on them, We figure they’ll make interesting hand-out souvenirs for people at work—the most technical folks will get the ones with URLs
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onthem, (By the end of the day, the people handing them cut—mostly students, | suspect—are so eager to get rid
oftheir supply that they stufften or twenty packs in some people’s shopping bags!)

Onthe way back we priced tickets for kabuki at the Minamiza Theater. They seemed to be
between ¥4,000 and ¥10,000, with no indication that a single-act ticket was available, so we will skip this as well.
Walking back from the theater we saw a poster for either the film Anne Frank Remembered or a production of
the play. The poster was entirely in Japanese, but the picture of Anne Frank s instantly recognizable in any
language (at least to us).

October 24, 1996: Higashiyama (Kyoto}

After yesterday’s “day off* (well, by comparison). it’s back 1o the sightseeing whirlwind. Four more days to go. Today’s plan
was basically walk number two from the Tourist Information Center’s pamiphlet on Kyoto watks, covering the southeastern part of the city,
We started by walking east through one of the quietest parts of Kyoto we’ve been in—a cemetery. It was very big and the gravestones
were very close together—is it just ashies buried here, or are people buried standing up, or what? There is hardly any representational an—
the wombstones are pillars with an inscription, and there is an incense bumner and a flower holder for each.

After about fifteen minutes of uphill climb, we arrived at Kiyomizu-dera Temple (¥300), in a beautiful setting among the trees
of the eastern hills. 1t is known for its view ol Kyeto (though Kyoto is not a very pretty city from a distance), and the temple receatly
purchased some adjoining land to avoid having a high-rise building erected that would have blecked the view. The main hall of the ternple
has a wide verandah which overhangs the hill it is on, supported by massive columns and cross supports, This is good, because the
verandah is constantly full of people—the usual hordes of schoolchildren on s ficld trip. (Do Japanese students ever spend any time in
school? It seems like in October the answer is “No.")

Ouring World War [1, one of the caricatures of the Japanese was that they had big buck teeth. Weli, there is some truth to
that. In actuality, it may be because the Japanese are less into orthodontia than A mericans (1 don’t think I've seen anyone wearing braces on
their teeth, and 1"ve seen a lot of schoolchildren), but 1 don't think the [talians (for example) have as much orthodontia done either, and they
arg not known for prorninent teeth. i suspect it really is a racial characteristic.

[ mentioned earlier than you cant buy individual postcards most places. What people apparently buy instead are
phonecards. For example, at the Kiyomizu-dera Temple, you can buy a phonecard with a picture ofthe temple on it. After you've used up
the amounton the card, you have the card as a souvenir. Of course. the cards come in fairly large denominations; I think the smallest is
¥1000 and we would rot have used that up, or even come close.

The Kiyomizu-dera Temple has extensive grounds, including a waterfall with supposed therapeutic properties. There was 2 long
line waiting todrink from it, butit’s not even really a waterfall any more; it’s channeled into bamboo pipes at some point high up the hill. There is
also the Jishu Shrine. with its “love stones.” These are two stones about a half meter square and three-guarters of a meter high which are about
eighteen meters apart. They say ifyou can walk from one 1o another with your eyes closed and not miss it. you will find your true love soon.
Apparently coaching by friends is allowed, because the sign talks about how goats cannot be achieved without thehelp of friends. Theyalso had
a statue callet “Nade-Daikoku-san,” which they said meant “Daikoku obe patted.” | think I'll nickname Mark “Nade-Mark.”

We left the temple and walked downhill for about two hundred meters through the usual strin g of tourist shops that one finds
leading up 1o (and conversely, away from)every major tourist attraction here. What is amazing after a while is the realization that theyareall
sefling exactly the same things for the same prices. (Is this the Japanese “group mind™ in action?) For example, every souvenir store we wens
Into—here, the Kyoto tHandicraft Center later, and the souvenir shops in the shopping arcades—had the same five sets of five different sake
cups in ukiyo-e style: geishas, kabuki actors, sumo wrestlers, scenery. and semi-pomographic (*Kama Sutra”-type iliustrations, burofa
very mild sort). The only difference seemed to be that a few things were slightly cheaper in the shopping arcades.

After this street we went down two other streets (still going downhill), Sannenzaka and Ninenzaka, These are lined with parteryshops (of
themore expensive sort) and tea shops. Some peaple like this sort of thing, but | can’t say it does much forme. Westopped torbeverages. [ was so
confused irying todecide among the many vaneties ofcanned coffee in the machines that | ended up with hot coffee instead of the cold [ wanted. and also
managed to spilla biton my shitopening it, Oh, well. it was getting hotand Ehada T-shirton under the shirt, so I took the shirt off, The weather had turned
rather warm (later wesaw a tharmoineter that said 23 degrees Centigrade). The hot coffee made the can hot enough that | needed to use mybandana to
hold it. {Bandanas are also useful—mnine has been a towel, aground cloth, a cushion, and a pot holderso farthis trip,)

We passed a pay phone that didn't have traffic roaring by it, so } called United Airlines in Osaka and reconfirmed our ights. 1
staned with a whole handiul of¥10 coins and it took eleven of them to complete the call (it probably would have been cheaper at night). Our
flightis scheduled to leave ten minutes later than the previous scheduled time.,

Our next stop was Todai-ji Temple (¥500), built by Hideyoshi Toyotomi®s widow in his memory. 1 haven’t mentioned
Hideyoshi before, but he was one of the threc major shoguns at the start of the Shogunate (a.k.a. the Edo Period ) around 1600, The ather
twowere Odo Nobunaga and leyasu Tokugawa. This temple was just recently opened to the public, and the main hall is still not open. It
has many arttreasures, most of which are not on display. Even the statues of Hideyoshi and his widow, normally on dis play, seemed to have
been remaved for some reason, (There was an English pamphlet, butit didn’t go into such details as why
the statues weren't there.) Considering how Japan makes the best-known cameras in theworld, Lfind if | “WONPERS 0f mobean pesian |
interesting that such a huge percentage of the Japanese tourists are using disposable cameras. They are |
evenwhere!

We walked through Maruyama-koen Park and stopped for a snack. We had ...
something. Mark thinks they may have been balls of pourded rice mixed with what we think was
seafood. fried, and covered with a sauce. Maruyama-koen Park is known for having beautiful
foliage in the fall when the maple leaves turn. This is supposedly mid-October, but this year it must
be tate. since almost all the leaves were stil) green.
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We continued north, past a couple more temples that we didu’t stop in (you can’t visit every
temple in Kyoto, certainly not in the short time we had), and ended up at the Heian-jmja Shrine. This is where
the Jidai Matsuri Festival ended its parade a couple of days ago, and we were able to buy 4 program book
(with English) and a set of posteards of the festival. Since the same costuraes and order are used each year,
these are accurate to what we saw except perhaps for some of the faces.

The shrine itselfis nothing special, being a fwo-thirds scale reconstruction ofthe Heian
Imperial Palace from the beginning of Kyoto's history () 100 years ago). It is painted white and what
they call vermilion but ] would call orange. Its most impressive feature is its torii gate, which is very lanze
(though apparently not as large as the one at Yusukuni-jinja in Tokyo, which was {isted in oncofthe
books as having the largest torii gate in Japan, or anywhere else, one assuines),

That concluding the sightsecing plan for the day (we decided to skip the Kyoto Museum of
Modem Art), we walked a couple of blocks north to the Kyoto Handicrafi Center. This is a cooperative of
several companics, and is efearly designed for tourists. There are a few people demonstrating techniques for :
making woodblock prints and such, though at least they are not trying to claim that evervthing there was made by these people. (Thls was
the case in the “factory” in Toledo, Spain, we wentto.) Every few minutes the loudspeaker would announce things like, “Sunrise Tours
Number 27, please retum to your bus; it is about to leave.”

We looked around for souvenirs and gifts, and came 1o several realizations. One. almost everything we liked was expensive.
Two, almost all the people we were looking for gifts for bad been to Japan already and probably had what they wanted. (We're not exactly
the last people weknow (o visit Japan, but we are pretty much the last of our gift-giving circle.) And three, woodblock prints like the ones
we got from my parents, whe got them from a friend who had been to Japan in the Fifties, are probably worth something.

We decided to walk over to the shopping arcades in Kawaramachi, where we picked up this and that as souvenirs. I'mnota
shopping person (except maybe for books, which are way too expensive here when they’re in English), and this tired me out as much—or
more than—the sightseeing. We ended up by buying take-out sushi in ‘Takashimaya, which has a bettersushi selection than other stares, but
is stili not up to Tobu's, and then taking the bus back tothe Seiki.

October 25, 1996: The Path of Phifosophy (Kyoto}

Today we finished the eastern arca and the “Path of Philosophy.” We started by taking the bus to the northwest comer of
Kyoto University. The arca secmed much more conservative than around universities in the United States, but my universities for compari-
son are the University of Massachusetts (and the other four colleges in the area) and Stanford, which are not among the more conservative
back home, There were big hand-painted signs advertising various events, but of course [ have no idea what they were for. Mark got
steamed buns at the Lawson’s at the bus stop, and some squid jerky for later. (Thad some chocolate bread earlier in the room.)

We walked cast a fair distance. but we could see we were headed in the right direction by the hordes of schoolchildren, and
the stnng of souvenir shops, where Mark found 4n incxpensive deman mask (from Noh theater design) as a souvenir for us. All the stores
seem 10 have children’s items that say “Shinsengumi” and have a cartoon of a little kid with a samurai sword; T have no idea what this means.

At thcend ofthis string of shops was Ginkaku-ji Temple {or inore accurately, Jisho-ji Temple (¥5003). Ginkaku-jiis also
known as the Silver Pavilion, but was never covered in sitver—that was the original plan, but it never happened. The name seems to have
stuck. though. This was built in 1482, about & hundred years afterthe Golden Pavilion, and the idea probably came from that. Even now,
there seem to be parallels. For example, bath have calligraphic tickets ofa sort that we've gotten nowhere else. Here, as at Kiyomizu-dera.
vou climb up the mountain for a view of Kyoto, This is not like Tokyo, which goes on forever; Kyoto has definite edges on citherside, being
bounded by mountains. The “Silver Pavilion” itselfis not very impressive, being just an old building. 1t's the setting and the grounds that
make this temple appealing.

Leaving the temple, we attempted 1o find the “Path of Philosophy,” a tree-lined street that gocs along a canal and which
everyone recommends for a nice stroll. Again, our maps were not entirely useful, one showing it on the west side of a canal, another on the
cast, and none too clear on how far it was from the temple. A fier wandering around a while, we saw a map board by the side ofthe road,
and it was very clear about where the street was. The Path of Philosophy is called that. riot because any famous philosephers lived or
walked here. but because someone decided that would be 2 good name for a peaceful tree-lined street that people might want to walk
along, and possibly contemplate philosophy at the same time. | tried asking Mark his opinion of the Aristotelian notion of substance, but we
didn't get very far. We did meet two old women who stopped us, gestured for us to close our eyes, and proceeded to bless us (or pray
over us) for about a minute and a half. At least we think that’s what they were doing.

At the southern end ofthe Path of Philosophy is the Eikan-do Temple. Like every other temple in Kyoto, it seems to be
called by something other than its real name, which is Shoju-raigo-san Zenrin-ji Temple. This was theonly time ] felt that we had been
misled by one ofthe sights. The admission was ¥300 each, but afer you pay that and go in, vou discover that to see the buildings and
statuary {(which are what the informational sign at the gatc talks about), it is another ¥500. While it is possible that there was some small sign
up at the gate saying this in Japanese, ! don’t think so, because [ looked for it on the way out.

By now we were pretty much “templed-out” anyway, so we contented ourselves with seeing the gardens and then decided to ga
back to the Kawaramachi area and wander around. On the way we stopped for lunch. There wasn 't much in the way ofrestaurants (of any sort)
between where we were and the river which forms the eastermn boundary of Kawaramachi, so when we passed a noodle shop we decided to go
in, even though there was no plastic food or menu. 1t was clear that it wasn’t an expensive place, and we figured we could just order at random.
Well, it tumed out they had an English mienu anyway, as well as a Japanese ane. Mark had soba in broth with a herring on top; | had cold soba
noodles. (It was very hot outside—I would guess closeto 30 degrees Centigrade.) This totaled ¥1400—gquite reasonable.

Afier this we walked 10 Kawaramachi, and went into a few stores. We dropped into Virgin Music, where we looked at their
selection of soundtrack CDs. They were all Western movies (American and European, not cowboys and gunstingers), and ran about ¥2250
each. We had hoped to find more Japanese film music, but | guess Virgin is not the placeto lnok. Then we stopped at Muruzen Books.
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First, we went through ali the movie lobby cards they had out for theit sidewalk sale, picking up lobby cards in Japanese for films such as
Star Trek 2 and Gone With the Wind. Then we went up to their eighth floor, where they had even more. and found a Gadzilla 1983
(known inthe United States as Godzilla 1985 when it was reieased there two years later) and a Zatoicki, as well as a few more science
fiction ones. Their seventh floor seems to be fashion (Burberry’s, etc.}—a strange department 1o find in a bookstore.

Thesixth foor is foreign-language books (primarily), andthis is also where they were having their “Star Trek Fair,” which
consisted ofan ¢normaus selection of Srar Trek books: large-format photo books. books about science in Star Trek, and of course lots of
Star Trek novels. Given that these are all books imported from the United States. and the prices here are about twice what they are at
home, we didn’t really browse through these. They also had an “SF Fair,” which was a display of Tor science fiction books. | don’tknow if
Tor helped sponsor this, or ifit was Maruzen's idea. We did look atthe books about Japan, Japanese culture, and so on, There were quite
a few [ was interested in, but they were almost all published by Charles Tuttle, based in Rutland. Vermont. so | figured | could get them
cheaper back home,

We were in a good area for dinner, but weren't huogry yet, We looked fora place to sit and write in ourlogs, but this seems to be
something Kyoto(and probably most Japanese cities) doesn’t have in abundance. We eventually found a few benches in an open ares where
several shopping arcades met, and sat for about an hour writing. ([t occurred to me later that another possibility would have been the Japan
Foundation.) For dinner, we decided to try okenomiyaki, a Kyoto specialty which someone described as a vegetable pancake, with various
ingredients such as seafood or egg, grilled and served with a sauce, One of the places recommended for this by the Tourist information Center
was "Mister Young Men." The menu was entirely inn Japanese, but did have some pictures. | got what appeared to be “French-style
Okonomiyaki™ (well, itcame with a little paper French flag in it, and had asparagus on top), and Mark got something else, which did not have a
flag in it, butdid come with a small salad and asmall Coke. Mine had tuna and octopus in it and corn kemels and apink sauce that tasted like a
sweet Thousand-Island dressing on top. | dont think the French would think it very French. Dinner came to ¥1680.

When we first got to Kyoto | said that my impression was that | preferred Tokyo. This hasn’t changed. | must just bea big-
city person, and while Kyoto is not exactly rural (it has a population of about 1,400,000), it’s oot as lively as Tokyo, Many people said we
were focused too much on big cities and should try to see more of the rural Japan, implying that was more like the real” Japan, But of
Japan’s 123,000,000 people. 75% live in urban areas, and 25% live in Japan's ten cities that have over 1,000,000 people each: Tokyo
(12M), Yokohama (3M), Osaka (2.6M), Nagoya (2.2M), Sapporo (I.6M), Kobe (1.5M), Kyoto (1.4M), Fukuoka (1.2M), Hiroshima
(1.1M), Kawasaki (1.0M). Another book notes that the Tokyo- Yokohama-Kawasaki corridor is virtually one city, and the world’s largest,
and that 40,000,000 people live within fifty kilometers of the Imperial Palace in Tokyo. All this seems to indicate that urban Japan is the real
Japan these days. ( This reminds me of people who think the “real America” is in some small town in Jowa. The “real America™ is New
York, Los Angeles, and so on, or at least those are just as rea) as a smal) tarming town.)

October 28, 1996: Kyoto National Museum and Eel Festival (Kyoto)

What better way to end our stay in Kyoto than by going to the Blessing of the Eels? {Why am | so sure thai man y people
reading this will have an answer (o that question?)

It was raining when we woke up, but it had stopped by 9:30 when we went out, and it was merely overcast. Still, we were
happy that we had decided to forgo walking through Arashivama (Western Kyoto) or going to Toei Uzumasa Etga-Mura (Toei Movieland).
The former is described as a good place for a “pleasant walk in natural surroundings” (but not, one suspects, on an ugly day) and the latter
seems to be like the Universal Studios Tour, though perhaps with fewer rides: in any case both were mostly outside and somewhat pricey
(¥2000 each). We had coincidentally decided to do some things today that didn’t require good weather,

We stopped in Lawson’s for something for breakfast, and discovered the buns were back
(maybe they ran out faster during, the week than on the weekends). [hada pastry, while Mark had two
steamed pork buns. We also got snack stufl: rice crackers, squid jerky, and some snack
consisting of rice crackers, peanuts, and dried whole fish (which are about a centimeter
long). Mark also picked up another small souvenir: a chopstick rest shaped like a
hot pepper.

We walked to the Kyoto National Museum, about fifteen minutes
from the Seiki. ){ was open, but amongstall the Japanese was English saying thal the
main hall was closed. This seemed to make seeing the museum a bad idea, 50 we saton
a ledgeat the entrance and tried to [ormulate an aliernate plan. Then a woman came out from
the ticket office with a newsletter in English which explained, among cther things, that the main hall was now used for special exhibits and the
permanent collection was in the New Exhibition Hall. This solved our dilemma—we went in (¥400).

This musewn is like the Tokyo National Museum, butan a smuller scale, There were a lot of labels in English (although these
were much briefer than the corresponding Japanese labels). I notice that on the Japanese labels they often give hiragana translations above
the kanji as a guide to pronunciation and to help with unfamiliar kanji. (This is similar to train station signs, which always show the hiragana
as weli as the kanji for the town.) In the museum they have a sign saying that no pens are allowed, They suggest that if you need to make
notes, you should use pencils. [ guess palmtops are ckay, too. One nice thing about museums s that they do hbave places to sit down.

The one piece 1 found most impressive was *Yamaraja and His Attendants” (a grouping of five statues bigger than life-size).
They may have been twice life-size; a Jater section said that twice life-size was the standard size for a Buddha statue, so maybe that applied
here as well. (Obviously there are many that are larger than this, and many smaller. But [ guess the main one in a temple should mest this
standard.) It was a bit disappointing, though. to discover that the metalwork exhibit, which rotates among the items in the collection, was yet
more bronze mirrors rather than swords or armor.

We spent about two hours in the museumn, then left and looked for lunch. We passed a Benihana restaurant, but it was not at
all like the “Benihana of Tokyo™ restaurants that pass for Japanese back in the United States. We haven't seen anything like that here, and
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this Benihana was just another restaurant serving somewhat Westernized food (cutlet, spaghetti,
und o on).
Instead we ate &t the Curry Shop. where we had “curry rice” (sort of like on our first
day). Mark had cuttlefish in his; [ ordered something that seemed to read “chi-zu ry-zu,” but
)0 Twasp’t sure what it was. It was, just as they said, curried cheese and rice, The cheese
* was something like shredded mozzarella. It may not sound like a very good combination,
butst wasi’t bad,
We had some problems finding Mishima-jinja Shrine, which is where the
Unagi Hohjo-E is held, And what is the Unagi Hohjo-E, you ask? Why, the
Blessing of the Eels, of course. When [ plan a trip, 1 try to put something
original in, something we wouldn’t see on a package tour, [n Lithuania, for
exaimple, we went to the Devil Museum. | cait’t claim | pianned this one ahead of
ume, but when | read about the Unagi Hohjo-E in the magezine Kansai Time Ou,
I knew it was for us. The only problem was that none of our maps or tour books
. listed the Mistuma-jinja. | asked at the front desk at tlee Seiki, and someone drew it on
&?{x the map as being next to the Kyoto National Musewn, very close by to us. Well, there is
a shrine there, but it ts not Mishima-jinja but “Toyo-something” (from the hiragana). They
were able to direct us to Mishima-jinja, which we found after only two or three wrong turns.

We were (naturatly) the first to amive (at about 13:40 fora 14:00 ceremony). We felt abit strange and out of place, but they
welcomed us in and asked us 1o sit and have tea by the side of the shrine area, where benches had been set up. Another gaijin (Sanya) arrived
about ten minutes later and we talked to her for a while; she has lived in Sapporo for four vears and teaches English there. About 14:00 some
Japanese started showing up (and a few more gaijin—in fact, the group was probably one-~quarter gaijin). We were going to stay outside the
shrinearea, but they gestured vs into the benches with everyone else. Since taking notes during the ceremony would probably have been
considered tacky, I will have to work from memory, and since it went on for about an hour. 'm sure | will forget something,.

Theceremony (servicc) was led by a Master of Ceremonies with microphone (very traditional). There was the head priestin a
gold robe and indigo pants. two assistants in purple robes and turquoise pants, and two women musicians whose costumes | don't remernber
(they were out of my line of sight most of the time). The pants have gaps on cither side from the waistband down to the knees and are worn over
white trousers, but the younger assistant was wearing striped undershorls under the white tousers, which showed through and made it difficult to
take him entirely seriously. Theyalso worc black wooden shees with rounded -up fronts (not pointed. but flat across, sortof like if you took a
rectangle of wood and then folded up the front in « straight line, except they alsa have sides and a back). They were wearing the specially shaped
black hats. The ones we saw at the Jidai Matsuri were plastic, and | thought that was just for the festival, but apparently the real ones are plastic
also, or at feast look plastic. They carried polished woodvn paddles, about forty centimeters long and eight centimeters wide. The clothing. [ am
sure, is worn out of tradition, but the paddles must have some meaning, Sometimes they carried them or held themi out in front of them, almost as
it they were reading from them; other times they stuck them into their waistbands.

The beginning consisted of the assistants waving leafy branches decorated with zigzag paper strips in front of the altar, over the
offerings, and over the congregation (forlack of a better term - -there wereabout thirty of us), Various prayers (I assume) were said, with the
congregation standing for some, and then sitting down again. Sonya said she couldn’t really follow what was going on, because the Japanese used
was somewhat archaic (like a modern lalian trying [o follow a T atin mass?), but she did notice that the Master of Cerernonies did ask the
congregation to rise or sit, using the most respectful furm ofthe verbs. This was clearly a situation where the provert “When in Rome, doas the
Romans do™ applied: stand when and how everyone stands (head and upper body slightly bowed), sit when they sit, and hope you can figure out
ifthere’s something they 're going to do that you shouldn "t (like Catholics take Communion at Mass and non-Catholics don’).

Then the assistants opened the altar and with great ceremony moved the offerings into it. The tast offering was a live eel in a plastic
bag of water, in an aquarium tank. There were then more prayers and readings, including the head priest reading from a folded paper with the
ritual written on it {one assumes),

Theythen lita candle (?) in the altar, and after some morc prayers ok the eel out again, carried it over to the pond by the side of
the shrine, and released itinto the water. They lit a paper torch ffom the candle atthe altar, and used it tostart a fire in a receptacle by the pond. |
couldn’t see it too well, but it semt up quite a flame. People then were called up to the altar by the Master of Ceremonies. One of the assistants
would give them a leafy branch, which they would present ata table in front of the altar, bowing several times to the assistant and towards the
altar. and clapping twice afterplacing the branch down. Afier this, they would go overto the fire and pur a special stick with a prayer writtenon it
inthe fire. (All of this part applies toonly the Japanese.) Then there was a sermon or a speech from the head priest, who apparently mentioned
something about the large number of gaijin atiending (at least that’s what Sonya heard, and the other speaker also mentioned * Americans™). But
Sonya thinks it was just that they were surprised. They certainty didn’( seem offended. and when we left we were given the same gift bag that the
Japanese got. which was a small white shopping bag containing a bento of nine small pastries with red bean paste and black scsame seeds, three
packets of tea, and atemple booklet, sort oflikc an almanac, with events or something for each day, etc.. except since itis all in Japanese we will
probably have some difficulty figuring it out,

Oh, and the purpose of all this? Once a year {or perhaps twice—Sonya thinks they may have a similar festival in the spring)
there is this service at this temple to thank the gods for the previous year’s cel catch and to ask for a good one for the upcoming year. (And
if you think this strange, it was no more strange than the Blessing of the Animals at a church in New York each vear.)

By now, it was aimost 16:00 and had tumed colder and windier (though it hadn't rained since we were out. and in fact the sun
was even shining 2 bit), so we retumned to the ryokan to warm up and have some hot tea. This ryokan has one nice feature for weather like this—
heated toilet seats. Then again, since most Japanese homes are kept fairly chilly in the winter, and people rely on clothing or quilts more, it’s not
surprising that you find these. We had thought about having a fancy dinner our last night in Japan, but didn't want to spend a lot of time searching
someplace out. sowe had dinner at a Chinese restaurant down the strect.
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Octaber 27, 1996. Osaka and Return

Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home, The weather was sunny today, and not as windy as yesterday; one
thermometer said | | degrees Centigrade. We finished packing—it's always the last few odds and ends that are the problem. Everything
pretty much fit into our two suitcases and one shoulder bag, although a few items were in a separate bag for carrying around Osaka. One
ice thing abour the paying-in-advance system that they have for rooms: you can just leave when you 're ready without having 10 check out.

We went to the bus stop to catch the 207 bus to the Hankyu-Kawaramachi Station for the train to Osaka. We discovered
that at this hour the 207 bus seems to run only once an hour; huckily we arrived fifteen minutes before it came by. The train station ticket
machine was easy to figure out—there was a map in romanji. It was ¥380 each to Osaka, which is pretty cheap for thatlong avide. I’m
sure Japan Railways would have been more expensive, even ifwe ook something other than the Shinkansen.

In Osaka, we were looking for coin lockers, but first took the connecting overpass from the Hankyu Umeda Station to the
JR Osaka Station, since we would be leaving from there. The coin lockers were easy 10 find, and we were trying to fitour three bags into
the ¥400 lockers when we saw some much larger ¥500 ones. This made it a lot easier. The coin lockers here have a Sports scene covering
them so that from a distance they look like a wall with a mural rather than coin lockers. We decided to buy our tickets for the train to the
arportnow, and discovered that we needed to allow more time than we had thought. Someone had told us it 1akes twenty minutes, but from
here it takes about an hour on the limited express. This meant we had about five hours in Osaka,

Unencumbered, we then spent a fair amount of time trying to find the Osaka Tourist Information Office. Even with the Lonsly
IManet guide saving which exit to go to, we had problems finding it; it is a very small and not well-marked office, We bought a map and city
guide here, since the books say not o try going anywhere without a subway and bus map. Looking at the map, however, we decided there
was nothing wonh going to in the time we had, Osaka-jo Castle would have been our first choice. but it was being renovated and was
supposediy wrapped up so you couldn’t even see the outside. Panasonic Square was moderately interesting, but probabiy a lot iike the
Sony showrcoms in Tokyo. The Science Museum might have been a contender, but we suspected a lack of English would be a problem. In
the end we decided just to wander around the centval area near the station, which has an enomous underground shopping complex. (The
map/guideclaimed itis the largest in the world.)

Most of what seemed 1o be open at 10:00 on a Sunday moming was pachinko parlors, video game arcades, and other amuse-
ment-oriented establishments. There were some other businesses open as well (drugstores, bookstores, restaurants, and so on), but there were
alsoa lot of shuttered shops. Maybe what [ said about Sunday being just like any other day is true only in Tokyo, or only in parts of Tokyo.

We walked around above ground a bit as well, passing a Toei Movie Palace, where we picked up flyers for Escape From L. 4.
Fhere were stores and restaurants open here within a block ofthe main street, buteverything further away seemed closed. We stopped at one for
lunch, and we both had unagi donburi (eel on rice), having been inspired by yesterday’s ceremony, | suppose. We walked as faras the river, then
walked along the river, and back on a different strect. We also walked some more through the underground area, where we stumbled across, of
allthings, the Sherlock Holmes Pub, done up like a British pub, with some additional Sherlock Holmes decor, and serving such delicacies as
bangers and mash. There inay not be any Holmes manga (at least that | could find), butthey doknow about Sherlock Holmes. There was also an
area that had musical instruments sort of sculpted intoa wall, and buttons on them so you could play them. For example, there was a button on
cach of a range of about a dozen keys on the piano, and as vou pressed each one, the appropriate note was played.

Eventually it was time to leave, and we retrieved our luggage, packing our day stuffinto my suitcase to minimize the number
ofbags we would be carrying. (At the last minute, we bought a Daruma doll, which was in a box about iwenty centimeters on a side that
didn’t fit in anything, so we had to carry that separately.) We managed to find the track for the train, though I was starting to get nervous
when. fifteen minutes before the train, we couldn*teven figure out where the tracks were. ‘the trains on this track run every few minutes, so
wealmost got on the wrong one, but the right one was well-labeled as going to the airport, The ride took almost an hour and was unre-
markable, except for going over the world's fongest floating double causeway or some such.

Kansai Airport is a new airport, having opened just about two years ago. It is very futuristic looking, with lots of modern
touches, like luggage carts designed 1o be used on escalators, and automatic machines for checking boarding passes. There is aiso a higher
deparnure tax than for Narita, unless Narita's has been raised recently: ¥2600 per person (versus ¥2000 for Narita). Luckily we had extra
yen with us, although you can also pay by credit card, To pay by cash, you put your cash in a machine, and it gives you a card that is read
by a machine at the entrance to the departure area. Then you go through the security check and an immigration check. Most countries. if |
recail comectly, don’t make you go through any special check 10 leave the country, but Japan does. (On the other hand, most countries
other than the United States don't ask you to fill out a customs declaration when you enter.) When you arrive in Jupan you fill ina twa-part
card; they keep onc part and put the other in your passport. When you leave, they take that part back. | gucss they wantto make surc no
one is staying illegally, but how would they be able to find you if they dezided you were? At the gate, you put your boarding passina
machine, and it returns the stub to you, and on a display screen tells you by name that you can board.

Before boarding, we changed our excess yen back into dollars, We had more excess than usual, due to my cautious
estimates, but it’s just as well, because we would not be able to change money easily the last two days (Saturday and Sunday),
and also because we necded a big chunk for the departure tax (actually, the “Passenger Facilities Service Charge”). They
suid they were going 1o board our flight by row nuumbers, which seemed 1o mean the {irst-class row numbers first,
then all the economy class at once.

The llight was, as usual, uncomfortable. [ thought Iwould enjoy a chance to sit in one

place and not have to walk anywhere, but [ had forgotten how cramped the seats are, and how .
they are constructed s0 as 10 give you a crick in your neck if you're (un)lucky enough to fall Jvf\j

asleep. There was a farnily next to us on the plane who were returning to the United States
after six years at the base on Okinawa, The children were seven, nine, and twelve. The

mother was worried about what the United States would be like aiter being away so fong,
especially for them. She said the youngest is very friendly, always saying “Hi" to peaple, and &'

RZE@: ar
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she was trying to expiain that he couldn’t do that in the United States. T suspect it will
be quite a culture shock, although ifthey live on base it won’t be quite as drastic.
N
\\
s\

Andre Codrescu is an authur who was bom in Romania, but cameto the
United States and became an American citizen. He went back to visit Romania, which
was still very repressive and a place he would not wantto live in. What he jiked best about
the trip was that when he retumed to the United States, the immigration officer looked at
his (United States) passport, stamped it, and said, "“Weltcome home.”

We ¢leared immigration and customs in Los Angeles very quickly  not \“\\\ At
having to wait forchecked luggage helps. Wekilled a couple of hours at the Los
Angeles airport, then boarded our last flight. This was a little bit roomier (each seat was ) &-
eighteen inches wide instead of seventeen), but stilf not what one would terin spacious. ‘ wir

Therewas one final goicha  our flight was not }isted on the arrivals board {and had
arrived early to boot). So when Jo arrived, she didn’t see it listed and thought she
either had the number wrong. or it was in a different terminal. Luckily, as she was heading for the office to ask, she saw us.

Would 1 recommend Japan as atravel destination? Yes, with a couple of provisos. First, while it’s nat terribly expensive, it’s not
terribly cheap either. [t’s probably on a par with Britain or Scandinavia, [fyou’re looking for a cheap vacation. almost anyplace else in Asia will
be cheaper. Second, | wouldn’t recommend itas a first travel destination, 1t's difficult enough not knowing the language, and dealing with people
whodon't know English—you should at least have a working knowledge of changing money, buying train tickets, finding hotels, etc., before
wying todo it without a common language.

Giventhat, my Ten Rules for Affordabie Travel to Japan are:

When to go: The best time seems to be September or October. June, July, and August {especially)are very busy times and it’s hard toget
cheap airfares. May is cherry-blossom time and probably just as bad. December is also busy:

Guide books: The Lonely Planet has the best information on hotels and getting around. Call the Fapan National Tourist Organization (in New
York) and get their brochures, including maps of Lokve, Kyoto, and Japan. Stop in their offices in Tokyoandior Kyoto for lots ofuseful
pamphlets and information,

Airfare: Shop around. The “bucket shops™ (ticket consolidators who place ads it the back of your newspaper’s Sunday travel section) are a
good place tostart. I'veheard of fares under 11S$500 from the West Coast: we paid US$956 from Newark.

Long-distance ground travel: Rail is the way to go, but it's expensive. Get a JapanRai} Pass, but maximize its use by compucting afl your long-
distance travel. if you are doing a Tokyo-Hiroshima-Kyoto loop in some form within a seven-day period, the one-week pass is cheaper. If
you are poing 1o Tokve and Kyoto, being able to fly into one and hame from the ather wilt save you a couple ofhundred doliars in ground
costs getting back. {Tokyo uses Marita Airport; Kyoto uses Osaka’s Kansai Airport.)

Local ground travel: Leam the subways and buses; taxis ate expensive and the cities aretoo spread-out to walk. The Tokyo subway system is
very simple, and color-coded { for those rare stations where you can't find a map labeled in romanji).

Hotels: You can et reasonable double rooms foraround US$75/night. Singles are cheaper, oryou can try youth hostels foreven less, if you
don’t mind all the sules. Reserve ahead; given thatno one seems to require a deposit, it's probably safer to line up your rooms before
locking in your plane ticket. (Note: all the cheaper places seem to have Japanese-style beds—fuions on the lloor—though with Western
toilets. Ifyou can’tsleep on the floor, it will cost you.)

Eating: Your best bets are the restaurants with plastic food in the window with prices on it. [.eam the Japanese characters for the numbers; a lot
of places show prices that way. Cheap dishes include noodle soups, pork cutlets, some Western dishes, und even sushi, Large department
stores often have food departments where you can buy take-ous sushi by the picee. We averaged about US$35/day each for food, including
2ll snacks, beverages (sec below), etc.

Drinking: Beverages such as sodas and coffec cost about three times as much in a restaurant as from the ubiquitous street vending machines
(US$3 versus US$1). Tosave money, stick 1o the machines. Restaurants serve water or small cups of tea, or both, free with meals. “Coffee
shops™ are aven mora expensive than restausants (US$S5 a cup).

What to bring: Not much—you’ll be carrying vour own luggage through big train stations and such. Bring comkortable shoes. You will be on
your feet a [ot. In the fight benween “comfortahle” and “easy to take aff at the door,” comfortable should win, A compass is useful, and not
something everyone thinks to bring,

Money: Bring traveler's cheques. There are ATMs, but they arc not usualty on networks like Plus or Cimus (the oneat Narita Airport is), and
maost don’t take North American hank cards. Cash advances against credit cards can cost a bundle in finance charges, unless you pay the
maney in firstfa create a credit batance. {This docs not apply to debit cards.) Very few (cheap) places take credit cards (or debit cards).

And our cost break~diown:

Airfare US $1959
Ground Transportation 786
Hotels 1361
Meals 567
Film/Developing 219
Miscellaneous 527

Total US $5409

"Nippon, the floating kingdom. There was a time when foreigners were not welcome here, but that was long ago—a
hundred and twenly years, Welcome ta Japan." —the end of Stephen Sondheim’s Pacific Overtures (1973)
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Fanzine Reviews
By Lloyd Penney

OSFS STATEMENT 233, Nov. 1996 - Ottawa Science Fiction Society, c/o 251 Nepean St., Ottawa, ON.
CANADA K2P OB?7 - Edited by Lionel Wagner, full-sized - E-mail: ck508tireenet.carleton.ca. - For members or exchange.

There aren’t many SF clubs left in Canada who publish a clubzine that does travel around. and get exchanged, but the
Ottawa Science Fiction saciety in one of them. For just aver ten years now. Lionel Wagner has assembled the Statement for
OSFS combining club news and other guodies for fans in the Ottawa area, and combining the talents of Ottawa’s fannish
artists with its traditional goldenrod cover. Lionel’s work has gone largely unrecognized by Canadian fandom. and few clubs
can boast a zine editor who’s been doing the job for the club as long as he has.

Issue 233 has the usual club information, such as a list of other organizations in town. like apas, cons, parties,
BBSes, and other club and special interest groups. There’s also a calendar of coming events in local fandom. Many
clubs underestimate the importance of such a calendar and such a fiat of other organizations; such pure info in all
that connects many fans to the grapevine. When a club fails to provide this info, as | have seen in some clubzines, it
withers, wondering what happened.

Being able to put a number like 223 on a clubzine is an impressive feat, and OSFS is one of two clubs in Canada able to
boast about that. (The other is BCSFA4zine, the clubzine of the British Columbia ST Association in Vancouver. Its latest
issue, dated December 1996, is number 283.)

Ouawa fandom has a history of publishing under pseudonyms, and writers like The O’ Perfesser and Ann Elid get
references from time to time, There used 1o be a lot of local content. with columns from many fans on S¥, comics and
gaming, but these have died off. being largely replaced with interesting messages. conversations and articles downloaded
and hardcopied from the Internet, One exception is a regular feature entitted Whispers from Hollyweird/Whispers from
Elsewhere, by Charles Mohapel and Tohmas Branes, which details SFnal entertainment news and strange stories from the
newswires, which is always a fun read. The other is a regular reprint of Ask Mr Science from BCSFAzine.

Issue 223 also has an article from itinerant convention fan Andre Licven, about convention economics and how much to
charge for membership, reviews from Glenn St-Germain, a comics column from columnist, letterer and comic creator
Janet Hetherington, and books and a con list from Beulah Wadsworth. As for a letter colurnn...while other letters appears
from time to time, [ can say that I’m the only fanzine fan who LoCs thc Statement regularly. Then again, [ think I'm the only
one who gets it regularly. They haven’t had many trades. so contact them and arrange one. They’ll enjoy the new zines, and
you'll enjoy a good clubzine.

ETHEL THE AARDVARK 68, 69, Sept.-Oct. 1996, - Melbourne Science Fiction Club, P.O. Box 212, World
Trade Centre, Meltbourne, 3005, AUSTRALIJA - Edited by Paul Cwins, regular British size (Ad) - For members, trade, sub or
The Usual,

I'1l stay with clubzines for right now, for I believe these zing’s are more important than fanzine fandom thinks. They’re
often the first exposure to fannish publishing many fans have, and if we want fans to keep publishing, and enlarge our
numbers, we need Lo support the clubs in their efforts. Clubzines are the perfect link between the club members and the rest
of the fannish world. and that link works both ways. To get a look into the fun and frivolity of Australian fandom. get a
regular maiing of Etfrel. and get your letters of comments in.

Issues 68 and 69 see the end of Paul Ewins’ editorship, and there’s no word about who his replacement will be with issue
70. He says that his departure has nothing to do with Australia’s win of the 1999 Worldcon, but many of us have suspi-
cions... As with the OSFS Starement, Ethel has the usual ¢lubzine elements, with when the next meeting is, membership
info, a report from the club library, trades (inany. from all over the world) and a calendar detailing when club meetings and
cons are coming. {In case you're wondering, this zine takes its name from a series of Australian children’s book. with the
title character being Ethel the Aardvark. [’m sure Ethel would be a welcome change from the Bananas in Pajamas. Makes a
better zine title, tov.}

Paul provides his usua) waffling editorial in each issue, Karen Pender-Gunn
writes about neat sites on the Web. Tan Gunn blethers aboul something interesting
in his regular column Gunnshats, Phil Wiedarezyk writes about computer games,
and the usual book and movie columns appear. ssue 68 has articles about the First
Annual Australian Costumers’ Ball, and 69 has remembrances of Aussiecon I1. as
Aussiecon 111 is staring them in the face. [t also has a great article from Paul on
why Srar Trek Pisses Him Off. {His words and title.) Sixty-nine’s cover will raise a
few eyebrows, with a sex-planet theme, and some familiar faces of Ozfandom
blended in. (Issue 69.,.we should have expected it.) Because the MSFC is the
Gunn’s home club. there ‘s plenty of art and cartoons from lan, plus art stuff from

g Ah...
RRsanocher fine ish!
ala . F E

Art by Shaevl Bitkbesd
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Phil W.. Sheryl Birkhead and Peggy Ranson. The local
occupies a good chunk of each issue, and fans write in from
all over the world.

WILD HEIRS 17. 13, September and October 1996 -

edited by Amie & Joyce Katz, Tom Springer, Tammy Funk,
Ken & Aileen Forman, Ross Chamberlain, William Rotsler,
Marcy & Ray Waldie, Ben & Cathi Wilson, Ray Nelson,
Rob Hansen. Shelby & Suzanne Vick, Bill & Laurie Kunkel,
& Cora Burbee; known collectively as The Vegrants - 330 S.
Decatur, Suite 152, Las Vegas, NV 89107, ¢-mail
WildHeirs@aol.com - 8 1/2 x 11 - Available for trade, loc,
art or article.

There’s plenty ol cooks to spice up this broth, and
Wild Heirs is always a spicy read. These two issues came
together, and I sent in my usual four-page loc, This zine
always is the cause of my largest LoCs, up to 10-12k in
size, because it’s jam-packed with comment hooks and
fascinaling ideas with which to insert my opinionated
words. Suffering from a surfeit of editors (19, that's not
oo many) means lots of editorials/columns, lots of
articles and lots of Ray Nelson and Bill Rotsler cartoons
and Roes Chamberlain covers.

The editorials in issue 17 cover Toner, the fanzine party
{not a convention) that was staged in Las Vegas the weekend
before 1..A.con 11l. A semi-regular feature of this fanzine is
the Heritage Reprint, which spotlights some of the best of
fanwriting of the 40s and 50s, like those of F. Towner Lancy,
Charles Burbee and Elmer Perdue. just to name a few, These
reprints makes fandom that much more three-dimensional
for me, for it gives me a look at these who anned before us.
Twao chapiers of Martin Tudor’s TAFF report finish up 17,
Eighteen has a fan camping article by Ken Forman, and a
GoH speech by Grep Benford.

The efforts of the Katzes have turned Las Vegas, a slecpy
fannish backwater, into the current centre of the fanpubbing
universe, sceing that Seaftle pubbing fandom seems to be in
hibernation. Plenty of titles (Folly, Swerve, Doodiebug,
Brodie, Dalmatian Alley. Vegas Fan Diury) have come
from the Katz pubbing empire, and the team of writers he
has assembled rivals in numbers of the denizens of Harry
Warner 's fanwriter dungeon. The addition of former L.A_ fan
and Delineaior editor Alan White should add even more
twinkle to this stellar grouping, and some of his distinctive
cartoons are in these issues. The writings of this team
makes it look like Vegas is the place to be fanwise, and even
if it isn’t, it makes for great reading. Neither issue has a
tocol, but an all-loc issue is promised for #19, with LoCs
from around the world.

What™ s the appeal of this zine for me? Tradition, fannish
foolishness, great fanwriling and cartoons, solid connec-
tions with fanzine fandom. fanhistory aspects...it"s got all
the ingredients that spark my interest. Plus, the fact that it
doesn’t take itself seriously at all, reserving seriousness for
remerbrance of our fannish past, and the tone of the zine s
genuine hospitality in paper form. Plead with Arnie for an
issue, and make sure he spells everything right (grin).

Letters of Comment

December 12, 1996
Dear Ken and Elisa:

Many thanks for issue 38 of Proper Boskonian...

First of all, Ken, congratulations on successfully editing
your tun of £Bs. As an itinerant fan who moves from one
interest to another. | understand wanting to get on with fresh
projects, and doing it by committing time management with
your other projects.

I can see by the fanzine column here (and in a fow other
fanzines) that | will have to get myself organized, and send out
another raft of whiny letters, saying “Pleeeeeze, PLEEEEEZE
send me your fanzine,” Worked once before, so let’s try it
again. 1'd like some more of the great British fanzines Fve
been hearing about (I think the UK in now having the same kind
of mini-renaissance in fanzine publishing North America had a
couple of years ago.) I’d also like to get Barnaby Rapoport’s
Zina. (Not to be contused with Xery, 1 guess.)

Greal article by Richard Harter, and I have read a copy of
Personal Nates. I'd like to sce the articles in #10. but it's a
shame it's electronic only...

Looks like Nomi Burstein has done her homework on the
literary instances in Babylon 3. No doubt, she had access to
video tapes with all the episodes on them, or she’s been
keeping steady notes going all this time. And, of course,
there’s the assistance of the Lurker s Guide. | remember
some of the references mentioned...] also remember my
reaction when we finally found out Bester’s first name. I
KNEW IT! As everywhere, litfen and mediafen alike here
watch the show, and [ did take some delight in explaining to
some mediafan friends why [ knew Bester’s first name had to
be Alfred, and then pulling a handful af Alfred Bester books
off my shelf to their astonishment. ..

This past week has been an egoboo-filled week for me,
quite deliphtful. First of all, there’s Bob Devney’s leter,
describing me as being a Veritable Fannish [nstitution. Perhaps
|1 should be IN one, but being a VFI (read: OldPhart) at age 37
ican be dangerous to one’s fannish carcer. [ am pleased that a
ot of my letters are published, though; excellent refurn for the
'investment in postage and envelopes. (Mimosa 19 arrived
‘today, and being consigned to that issue’s WAHF column
brouight me down to earth real quick.} Then, there’s Joe
Mayhew’s cartoon about me being an alien? Hey, folks, to me,
you’re the aliens. (And then, fndependence Day just makes
me wonder...when you come up, Just show your birth certifi-
cates, no passports required.) Joe drew me all wrong,..my
irises are poinicr, and my ears are much larger and furrier. I've
been referred to in a few Cartoons, but for some reason, no
one knows what ! really look like!Finally, | got down to my
friendly neighbourhood SF shop and the Locus article on
runners-up for the Hugo ballot showed that [ had received six
nominations for Best Fan Writer. It’s time for lead weights in
the shoes, for 1 have had reason to float, with my trademarked
shit-cating grin on my face.

Yours, Lloyd Penney, Veritable Fannish Institution. (Bob

Pevney sgid s0)
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12-28-96
Dear Lisa and Kenneth:

Received PB-38 today, and welcome it was. Since [ last
wrote you. [ actually attended two SF conventions, my first
since the 1993 Corflu. Not Worldcon, but Ditto © and
Orycon 8. You should be able to read all the details in the
next FOSFAX.

The two conventions were part of a 4-week vacation.
My next lengthy vacation will be a 24 days adventure to the
Antarctica area in November 1997. This obviously will take
all my available vacation time and spare money, so | see no
chance of attending any SF cons in 1997. Qddly enough, the
Post Office has given me 15-28 February as a winter
vacation slot, which would have enabled me to attend
Boskone 34 if | had had the money.

So, what to LOC in this issue. Flying Saucers again?
Pass. Babylon 57 Another pass. (No TV set since 1985.)
Readercon? Indeed 1'd like to attend one some day, if not
this year or next year, ] like small cons. (Although Ditto 9,
with only |3 attendees, may have been TOO small. | fear
that Richard Brandt fost his shirt on that hotel contract.)

Fascinating to read about the 1971 PBs. 19717 Pause to
remember.... | was in the US Navy, stationed at HQ London,
kitty corner from the USA Embassy where anti-American
demonstrations over the Vieinam war were a daily event.
Despite actually being in the armed forces, 1 gave litile
thought to Vietmam. | was more interested in drinking as many
of the British beers and ales I could find, most served at room
temperature. (By the way, these beers and ales are NEVER
served warm, as some Americans claim, They are served at
room temperature, which is not the same thing in the LIK.)

Q yes, as a Postal Worker | survived the holidays.
Unlike Las Vegas, Los Angeles had no shootings. My whole
attitude towards Chri$tma$ is stil! BAH! HUMBUG!

Yours Aye,..Harry Cameron Andruschak

12-29-96
Dear Kenneth,

Thanks for the many {ssues of Proper Boskonian you
have sent my way. 1’ve enjoyed them, especially seeing the
{an Gunn artwork. Nice to see a zine presenting lengthy
fanzine reviews; now if we could only get some into the
prozines... Evelyn Leeper does a wonderful thorough job
of convention panel reports.

It was good to see a new, but excellent, writer like
Michael Burstein remark about how it is still possible to
see fandom as a step to being a pro, and that you can be
both a fan and a pro. 1°d hate to see the close relationship
between the two become extinct. even though 2 pro may
have 10 cut back considerably on their fan activity.

The reviews of early issues, and then the long article by
tormer editor Richard Harter made a great nostalgic pisce.

Best wishes, Eric Lindsay (Gegenschein)

(Sorry. but [ cut this letter due 1o length; you can find
Gegenschein ai hup://wvww.maths.us.edu, au'staff/eric/
ain99 --Lditor)

January 3. 1997
Dear Ms. Hertel:

Re: Proper: PROPER BOSKONIAN #38, I enjoyed the
cover and worried about the back cover. Is this a tribute to
Escher? Am | missing any references? [s this a European
city ot one in otherwhen?

More good, fun, and thorough reviews by Bob Devney. [
appreciated being reminded about the post card/e-mail
experiment and other interesting info in The Freethinker. |
liked FTT’s attitude toward illustrations, though | have to
admit that sometimes | like my text broken up with pictures.
The Opuntiu 28 review had some gems (the type reference
and 90% of everything...how true). Interesting that Proper
Boskonian is reprinting early issues—a great idea. Zina / (a
paperback...so light in weight...) sounds like fun too. (Thanks
for all the quotes, Bob.}

I enjoyed Richard Harter’s recounting of £B’s early
years. Looking back is interesting and funnier than it was
then, (Working with stencils, etc, sounds horrible.} “The
Literary Roots of Babylon 5” was very good. (Well, | didn’t
miss all the references.) Note to Evelyn Leeper: I love the
in-depth con panel reports...

Lots more 1o #38 of course, but 1 have to take the pack
oui now,

Sincerely, Joy V. Smith

1-4-87
Dear Kenneth,

Just a note to thank you for the copy of Proper Boskorian
38 that you sent, [ was sorry to see the Blish content reduced
to a fairly uninspired review of The Tale That Wags the God,
but I guess it’s better than nothing. Chris Druntm has now got
copies of the Blish bibliography if you want to strong-arm
NESFA into buying a copy (list price is $10.50). | was again
very happy with the way it turned out, although Virginia Kidd
spotted an error as soon as she got her copy, | did a new
edition of the Anne McCaffrey one at the same time, althongh
there’s keen nothing since.

Thanks for the information on The White Papers, which
I’ve now been fortunate enough to acquire — a great
volume, and one of the best NESFA have done to my mind.
I’m only sorry | didn't gel asked about the bibliography in
the Program Book until it was too Jate to do a proper job,
but then 1’ve always been a perfectionist.

Rumour has it that His Share of Glory is now due in
February - I hope this time the date is correct, as I'm really
keen to see that volume appear.

All the Best, Phil Stephensen-Payne (/mladris)

(His Share of Glory is available now from NESFA—Editor)

i-7-97
Dear gang:

The article by Gene Stewart on “SF, UFO’s, and a Sense
of Wonder™ would be more credible in the absence of
articles by Gene Stewart on how SF should try to discredit
UFQ's and how ST should aveid all that SF detail. He seems
to be mounting up and riding off in every direction, The
cross-section appeal to UFOdom would seem to be con-
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traindicated. since from all indications UFOdom is gnostic.
“We don’ need no steenkin’ sensawonda!” The UFQfzn
already knows it all and basks in the light of his knowledge,
existing at a height of wisdom unattainable by sci-fi fans
who are so deprived and depraved as to actually believe the
lie spread by MJ- 12 that there is no air an the Moon.

If Babylon 5 has a transport named in homage Mar/e
Celeste, it may have sound literary roots but poor historical
ones, The “sailing ship found adrift in the sea in 1872 by the
crew of the ship Def Gratia™ was named Mary Celeste. The
sound literary roots come from a story, “J, Habakkuk
Jephson's Statement™ which was about a “sailing ship found
adrift in the sea”, said ship being named Marie Celesie. The
story itself was actually by an impoverished doctor seeking
to get away from detectives — Dr. A, Conan Doyle.

Yes, Blish was nuts about James Branch Cabell. Almost
every one of his novels has a Cabell reference: usually the
name of a character but sometimes something else. As with
the motto of the Traitor’s Guild revealed in “*Beep™/The
Quincunx of Time, which is the same as Dom Manuel's
motto in Figures of Earth, namely “Mundus vult decipi”
[Lat. “The world wishes to be deceived”].

“How anyone can deny all that film footage and those
personal interviews with survivors, military personnel, and
unrepentant former Nazis themselves is inconceivable to
me.” says Joy V. Smith, who clearly has no acquaintance
with the paranoid style. For example, if two accounts
correspond. that proves a conspiracy, since the accounts
were clearly written by the same conspirator. Whereas if
they disagree. that proves a conspiracy, trying to promote a
clumsy lie. Special effects can account for the film footage
(at present there is a book out pointing to nineties digitzed
movies as proof that the famous Zapruder film of the
Kennedy assassination was faked), And so on.

Can Bob Devney send Johnny Carruthers his “whole
paragraph attacking his attack on slightly pudgy ex-cadet
Shannon Faulkner™? Or send it to us (FOSFAX c/o FOSFA.
Post Office Box 37281, Louisville, Kentucky 40233-7281;
or jimgjor@iglou.com)?

Joseph T. Major

1-10-97
Dear Lisa—

Where did Joe Mayhew come up with the idea for his
back cover art? | know he wasn't at the Worldcon in Scot-
land but the scene reminds me of the old part of Edinburgh,
with iis stecp streets and staired walkways. There was cven
an ancient camera obscura near the castle,

1-16-97
Dear Kenneth, Lisa and George,

Thank you very much for sending Proper Boskonian to
my husband.

Orbita Dicta was really interesting. So was S UFOs
and a Sense of Wonder. The Babylon § article was interest-
ing too, although | don’t watch the series much these days.
My husband and { have just maved into a house where all the
heat drifis upstairs. The TV is downstairs and we generally
only watch it when the weather allows. Perhaps when the
weather allows [°[l get back into watching the show and try
to figure out what 1’ve missed.

I really liked the article about James Blish also but then
[*'m always a sucker for anything dealing with fannish
history.

Sincerely, Lisa Major

1-29-97
Dear Ms. Hertel:

I enjoyed the cover art, “Mac,” and, as usual, the magnifi-
cently thorough con and con panel reports from Evelyn
Leeper, which | love. My favorite was “Funny Stories from
R & D.” “Dinosaurs™ was very good. As for “Death of the
Book," when I get up from the computer, I lie down on the
bed or sofa and read books and magazines to relax.

[ loved the Hollywood Cliches! And enjoyed “Space &
Time Buccaneers.” (Hey, lan. Do you know that AQL is
looking for cartoons?)

And Bob Devney has more great and enjoyable zine
reviews. Since | can’t read them all (no time, no time), it’s
wonderful to see what's happening and what’s funny. (Thank
you!)

Appreciatively, Joy V., Smith

1-29-97
Dear Lisa—

| received your first issue of The Proper Boskonian
today & was quite impressed. ! like its fannish, tight-
hearted style. T'll miss Ken Knabbe but [ know I’'H enjoy
what you have to show us.

What 1 need to know is whether you have seen a copy of
Challenger No. 5, my genzine, or whether the copy | sent to
Ken stayed with him. If you don ! have it, please drop me a
post card or a call, and you’[} get one ASAP.

1 guess you’ll be at San Antonio. If you spot a bald fat
broke old ugly* funboy in glasses and a New Orleans Saints
hat, come up & say hello.

All best—Guy Lillian 111 (Chal-

Ken viclated one of the unwritten rules of fan
editing in his editorial. Never apologize for an issue
being late. Once they have it in hand, fans don’t care.

Best wishes—Teddy Harvia

(This one's late too.. I will take Teddy's advice--
Editor)

Art by Sheryl Birkhead

lenger)
*QOr fabbo, as | like 10 say

(AUl fanzines that NESF4
=521 receives are kept in the clubhouse
5 for all members 10 look at and
enjoy—Editor)
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1-31-97
Dear Lisa:

Received PB-39 today, and wonder if my LOC on PB-38
ever arrived. Not even a WAHF listing?

Ah well, [ haven’t been doing much except enjoying life
and saving up money for my Antarctica vacation, now
rescheduled for 7-30 November.

{ see you have forgotten, on page 9, my favourite
Hollywood sci-fi movie cliche: “That’s odd, my watch has
also stopped!”

[ missed the 1996 Worldcon, so [ suppose there is an
academic interest in Leeper’s account. But | cannot honestly
say that anything I read makes me regret that { was unable to
get the time off from my work at the Post Office to attend.
And in all honesty I didn’t try very hard.

However, for your amusement, I enclose a copy of the
magazine all us Postal Workers get as part of our wondertul
Jjob from our ever so enlightened management. [t may be of
interest if vou were the editors who once asked about the
origin of the phrase “to go postal”. Or was that FOSFAX or
some other zine? In any case, hope you enjoy it.

Yours Aye, Harry Cameron Andruschak

(PB 38 & 39 came so close together that few letters
nad time to arrive, your older loc is above—Editor)

February 7, 1997
Dear gang:

Evelyn Leeper’s con report begins with imposing, if not
indeed tedious, proof that Worldcon is getting so big that
nobody goes there any more. Or if they do, you cannot ever
find them, You will. however, be surrounded by thousands of
people having the same prablem. “Having to break away
from programming to run to another buiiding to vote for site
selection is a real nuisance,” except for the people who run
the con.

“LACon lit had ten panejs on various aspects of Japanese
SF and fandom™. Gee! Do you think it could be because of
the substantial Japanese membership of the con, facilitated
by its being on the Pacific Rim, and led by GoH Takumi
Shibano?

“Religion in SF Books and Movies”; There is still an
anti-religion bias, which 1 note by seeing the references
later on to James Morrow, who profoundly dislikes religion.
His attitude would be more coherent and better founded if
he knew about what he disliked. But the point raised from
the audience about “civic religion,” with ritual instead of
befief, is sound. Peopie in the public eye are often com-
pelled to admit to some practice of religion, but anyone in
the public view who tries to actually practice religion is
disesteemed. (Steven L. Carter’s The Culture of Disbelief
could have gone into this like it said it would, but it did not.)

“The Future of Religion”: The Old Catholic Church has
not been split off from the R.C. for several hundred years,
but for only about a hundred and twenty, over the matter of
papal infallibility. (At one point in his lurid career, Aleister
Crowley tried to take over an Old Catholic organization.)

“Funny Stories from Science Research and Develop-

ment”: This went over very well at the office, but then there
are a lot of technical types here. | even thought of some-
thing to go with the liquid nitrogen ice cream, [in my case,
Diet] Coke with dry ice, You put the dry ice in the glass,
where it sinks, and emits strange huge brownish bubbles. As
for the barbecue matter, there is a Web site dedicated to
precisely that.

“Dinosaurs™: “[Greg} Bear had just finished a sequel to
Doyte’s Lost World.” Which one— The Poison Belt or The
Land of Mist? And how did he like it/them? I would think
that The Land of Mist, with Challenger taking his belligerent
style to advocating spiritualism, shows how scientists can be
tricked even more than most peopie, because the scientific
method is so heavily based on assuming that people are
telling the truth. Perhaps a continuation of The Poison Belt
would be better to sell than a continuation of The Land of
Aist because the audience would be more interested in
another book on dinosaurs than a book on debunking, or
warse yet, advocating.

**Film Presentations at L.A.Con I1I”; *Someone in the
audience asked how the filmmakers plan to tell much of
story in such a conflict-fess land as Dinotopia.” To answer
the question, in a curious reversal of sequence, Alan Dean
Foster has written a book, Dinotopia Lost, which brings
conflict to Dinotopia. Some pirates are blown there and
bring conflict, violence, carnivorousness, and other such
unpleasant things with them.

Robert A, Heinlein's Starship Tvoopers “will have the
next quantum leap in special effects.” I think they were
thinking more in the sense of “a transition from one state to
the next, higher, state.” Mark Leeper was pre-disenchanied
by the sense of “how can you make a film without bullets?”
and according to all reports, not without cause. For example,
unless “Casper Van Dien” is a name of some great-grandson
of an American soldier, with all other ancestors being from
the Philippines, something is very wrong here. And in
general the Word regarding Robert A. Heinlein ‘s Starship
Troopers is that it is no more than a shoot-up, a film you
cannot make without bullets. They can make it without the
philosophical musings (it may be a philosophy you disagree
with, or one you dislike the presentation of, but it is still a
philosophical book).

I wonder if there is not some problem with only being
able to understand the current episode of Babylon 5 if you
have seen the entire series. [t sort of serves as a too high
threshold keeping out new viewers.

As Batman: the Animated Series also known as Batman
and Robin takes off from the “new Batman” of Batman: the
Dark Knight, so does Superman: the Animated Series take
off from the *new Superman” of after his temporary demise,
For example, the Luthor who is “a captain of industry” in the
comics 1§, or so | understand, Lex Luthor I, pretending to
be a relative of the original, dead of cancer, but in fact a
clone, imbued with the original’s memories (but, presum-
ably, able to grow hair, for example). Anyone who wanted to
try to understand the Kuhnian concept of “paradigm shift”
could do so by following the comics.
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To the entire LoC column (i.e. Bob Devney). thanks. E.
R. Eddison’s The Worm Quroboros: “There . . . audience.”
Said audience being Edward Lessingham, the superhero of
the Earthly parts of the Zimiamvia trilogy, wha invisibly
observes the events of the book for our reading pleasure. He
presumabtly gets out before the scene at the end, which
switches the characters into an endless loop, and even
denies them the power to escape from this grand-scaie
version of Lupoff’s 12:01 through suicide—never ask for
what you want, you might get i.
Joseph T Major

2-10-97
Dear Kenneth Knabbe, Lisa Hertel er afia -

#38’s cover was great, with the amusing stickers &
licenses on the UFQ/RV. Also. | generally like reading black
print on yellow paper. Most intense contrast, I°m told.

Speaking of Blish, which FdKen was. in his Editortal
Ramblings. | came across a copy of an old Belmont PB in
the thrift-shop the other day. It's called A Pair From Space
but is not focused on extraterrestrial breasts. Rather, it's an
omnibus of two novellas. One is “We, the Marauders™ by
Silverbob. The other is “Giants in the Earth” by James Blish,
The book’s from 1965 and hasn’t been read, fan pis. Or
lanf mienx, from a collector’s POV, I suppose. {n any case.
I'm always glad to find more Blish. Is someone who reads
too much of his work at oue go liable to being called
“Blished out? Sorry.

Zineaphile by Bob Devney--Great reviews. They're
detailed, precise, and often cut to the quick of what’s right,
or wrong, with a given zine.

PB: The Gory Years by Richard Harter, FN - First, it's
funny. Second, it’s informative. Third. interesting. With
those three strikes against it, what can be done but to sigh,
nod, and praise the damned thing. Ghood stuff. Makes me
nostalgic for times | never had. Far from babbling, Harter is
concise, witty, and pertinent. What kind of fan is that? By
the way. nine is where most of the big symphony composers
stop, teo, Hm.

By lan Gunn ~Fanimals “Sticky Beaks” -A 1l too true,
alas. alack. And everyone thinks Nixon had problems with
surreptitious taping.

-Space* Time Buccaneers™ -Sense of wonder with wit
and hilarity. Episode 2 is great and | hope this barnacled tale
continues for umpteenth ishes. Grear ‘toon.

Readercon 8 by Ken Knabbe The live e-mail with Win.
Gibson was a great fix, and in years to come I imagine
telepresence will increase, as real-time video confersncing
becomes affordable. Hotels might also begin to make this
available, Think of having Arthur C. Clarke in attendance, for
example. { hope he's doing wel! enough to benefit from the
nexi few years of technical applications of this sort.

The panels you cite sounded interesting, and your details
of what worked and what didn’t seem right on target. Wish [
could attend. You made Readercon sound just right.

Bob Devney’s Orbita Dicta —-Closest thing to virtual
attendance I've seen; excellent report. Really brought it to life.

“SF, UFO’s, and a Sense of Wonder” by Gene Stewart
Thanks for presenting my essay in such a clear, dignified
form. Spotted only one typo, can’t recall where, Thanks, too,
for pubbing the bibliography, which surprised me. Let’s hope
any & all responses are kind. huh?

I'm a C. S. Lewis aficionado, too. and he once made the
point that fans are the proper folds to review things, because
they appreciate the form and know what has gone before,
and can place each work against a rational, understandable
context. | wrote the essay in that spirit.

The Literary Roots of Babylon 5 by Nomi Burstein - To
Nomi is to love me? Almost wrote “Naomi.” but | cross-
checked both by-line and title page, so Nomi it shall be. 1t's
anice name. What'’s the origin?

This article is fun, revealing, and makes me eager to
catch some more B-5. Of course, over here in the depths of
the EU, we is not be gettin® mucha any kind 0" TV show, no-
suh. Culture siaves, cast off your Trainspotting. You have
nothing to lose but a Bad Habit.

Okay, I'm back. It’s fascinating, spotting all this oblique
lit-ref going on ina TV show. In a post-fiterate society, it’s
refreshing, but may also simply be a better ploy than pilfering
other TV shows & movies, the way most of Hollywood tends
to do. Independence Day was so crammed with filched
scenes, right down to dialogue echoes, that any chance for
originality evaporated before the first White House explosion.
Is IMS perhaps simply mining a better vein of gold?

I'm not sure. While the reference game is fun, Meyers®
Sitveriock’s been done, and Niven-Pournelle-Flynn’s Faflen
Angel, too, and derivative is as derivative does, It's a danger
to have too much referential fun, is all I*'m saying. ! hope
Straczynski keeps tight hold of the reins and doesn’t lose
control of his exceptional bandwagon. If the vision is truly
his, and if he is true to the vision, then he and his show will
do fing. His greatest strength is that lte came from print
himself. He knows the word comes first.

A Case of Consclentiousness: James Blish und The
Tale That Wags the God by Bob Devney—Another superb
piece by the inestimable Devney. If Blish deserves intelli-
gent readers, here’s the proof. BD illuminates bath the man
and the book(s).

Letters®—All the letters were fun to read. but only one
elicited comments.

Joseph T. Major—1"m shaking my head over that silver-
and-green nonsense. It’s sad that people so mistrust one
source of information that they forget to think and end up
placing ajl rust in alternative channels. Or channelers, alas.

Orson Scott Card is certainiy treading on sore toes with
his Alvin. [’m still reeling a bit from having read The
Mormon Murders by Naifeh & White-Smith, (no claimed
relation). It reports on the bombings that terrified Salt Lake
City awhile back, but some of the background stuff is
equally alarming.

I read. “Come Back to the Raft, Huck Honey” and was once
again boggled by academia’s idea of a good time, Or book.

Your locs are the best. Thanks for the stimulation and
crudition.
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Guess that's about it. PB-38 was everything a zine
should be. | look forward to #39. And | may cobble up
another article or review. Of late ['ve read Jdoru by Gibson,
Kuleidoscope Century by John Barnes, Martyn Bedford’s
Acts of Revision, and even Going Digital by Nicholas
Negroponte, among much else.

Tschuss — Gene Stewart

(Nomi says her name is a variant of Naomi, based on
the traditional Hebrew—Editor)

2-14-97
Dear Lisa—

[ laugh at everything lan Gunn does (even the serious
stuff), but his science fictional natural history of the
lungfish had me gasping for air. It was every bit as believ-
able as the truth about them. [ can hardly wait for the sequel
on coelacanths. ("Reports of their extinction are greatly
exaggerated.”)

Evelyn C. Leeper and | attended the same Hugo Nomi-
nees party in L. A., but she drew different conclusions from
what she saw than [. Such parties are typically crowded.
loud and hot. At the LoneStarCon 2 party | saw no one
inside who was not staff or a nominee. The Texas fan who
guarded the front door said that in the 2 hours he was on
duty he let no one else in. The only party crasher I know of
is the pro who came to the backdoor without a badge and
when challenged, said, “Do you know who | am?” “Well, no.”
“1 am Famous Writer." The guard, Diana Thayer, unaccus-
tomed to belligerent pros, let her in. | stayed in the party
only about 30 minutes before going out onto the patio to
breathe and mingle with my non-nominee friends. 1did
return @ couple of times for more drinks.

Evelyn’s Criticism of the drinking boots LSC 2
handed out to the nominees is based on faulty memory.
The wineglasses ConAdian handed out in San Francisco
had only a maple leaf on them to indicate who they were
from. The famous flashlights Mike Glyer gave out in
Glasgow made no mention of Intersection. The handouts
with the most complete identification are Intersection’s
shot-glass (from Winnipeg) and Magicon’s coffee mug
(from Chicago). But I treasure them all {(even the
notepad from ConFrancisco, that | have misplaced, and
the flashlight, that has totally corroded inside).

Beast Wishes, Teddy Harvia

2-22.97
Greetings Folks—

Great 10 see that design on the cover; seems several
zines died that were going to use it—glad the curse has
ended. Excellent Worldcon event coverage by Evelyn, as
always. Always look forward to those in-depth reports!

Best—Brad Foster

{Many people liked Brad's cover; 1've received many
compliments—Editor)

2-23.97
Dear Lisa:

Hello, new editor, and welcome to the position of editor
of Proper Boskonian. A daunting task, but I'm sure that Ken
Knabbe’s still around to help and answer questiens. [ssue 39
is here, and "1l try to write some intelligent comments.

We’l} be at Astronomicon 6 in Rochester, New York, so I'll be
tailing this letter from Rochester. to use up the US postage | have
at home, | hope the rates haven 't changed lately. .

You used my Mike Ford review...great! You should have also
received some fanzine reviews, plus a loc on issue 38. Did | submit
the onty Ford review? I’d be interested in knowing what happened
at Arisia and Boskone...couldn’t go, asusual.

The geeks will use e-mail, and the old-fashioned will use
a quill pen? Does that mean the rest of us will use a com-
puter and WP programme, and simply mail it? Some
fanzines already look down at those of us who will remain
e-mail-less for the foreseeable future, and inflict the PO on
those {ong-suffering faneds.

One thing that made us smile in Evelyn Leeper’s L.A.con
1§ report was one of the con’s ribbons, “*Place Party Stickers
Here”, Yvonneand [ have been doing that, affixing blank
grosgrain ribbons to our Worldcon badges to hold bid stickers
and pins, for some years, since the 1988 Worldcon. At
Magicon in 1992, Mike Glyer was in Treasury, and noticed
that Yvonne (one of the Treasury workers) was wearing a blank
ribbon on her name badge. When he enquired, Yvonne told him
that it was to store pins and stickers so that her name on her
badge wouldn’t be obscured. Mike said he thought it wee a
good idea, and | guess it was good enough to make it part of
the Whole Ribbon Collection.

One useful addition to a pocket programme, besides all
the programming grids...a blank grid for yourself so you can
write down the programme items you'd like to get to, plus
space to write down party times and rooms for each evening.
Your Personal Worldcon Sccial Planner, you might say.

Skateboarding fanac and fanzines? This, ['d like to know
niore about, | figured that any skateboarding zines would be
electronic. Rock music makes me smile when it claims it
invented the idea of the fanzine, and the few ['ve seen have
been generally unreadable,

Lloyd Penney

3-3-97
Dear Lisa,

“Hello, sucker!” You do know what you are letting yourself
in for in taking the editorial duties of PB? Actually, at the
moment. managing PB should be more fun than being at the
helm of either the Bruins or the Celtics. Possible topic of
debate: Wheo do we dump first; Harry Sinden or M. L. Cart?
Speaking of no longer being in high school, [ graduated in
1970 when the Bruins with Bobby Orr and Company won the
Stanley Cup. 1 have a nephew who's half way through high
schoo! and two nieces who have long since graduated. One
thing for sure, nobody ever gets younger, only oider.

Kenneth Knabbe did a great job at PB and you will too if you
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take it slowty as you allow your own stvle and voice to emerge.

*“Mac” by Joseph M. Freehan was evocative and deeply
moving while only running to four pages. By all means add
fiction from time to time when you have a hole or two to fill,

lan Gunn's Hoilywood s Cliches where funny and dead
on target. ] can imagine he can come up with some more
since he hasn’t exhausted the subject

Okay, okay , | was wrong. Evelyn C. Leeper’s entitled to
interject her own opinions into her con reports. [t does
make it seem like she’s doing more than just cataloging what
took place. And you're always free to disagree with her. [
still marvel at her conciseness at reporting the most
important aspects of each con and con panel. Re: “Style Vs,
Substance™: While 1*ve always been drawn more to story
telling (substance) than style, I feel that that the latter, or
author’s voice or point of view are equally vital. P'm not
crazy for writers who show-off via style with no story
behind it. Yet how a story is told and by whom [ feel can be
as important. As much ] as dearly tove Stephen King there
are times when his voice and style can be full of it. Talk
about literally running off at the mouth. King 2nd Tom
Clancy need to have a good talking to about doing too many
overlong novels. Having majored in English and have studied
and enjoyed poetry (and in getting older and meliowing
more!) I'm not totally against style. At least style in sff
fantasy/horror/mystery and the classics as opposed to what’s
called style in mainstream literature.

Keep Devney chained up doing fanzine reviews. He
continues to do a great job in detailing each zine he reports
on. Sorry that [’'m not one for joining werld cons or 1'd be
able 1o nominate both Leeper and Devney for their superb
fan writing. Lately it seems like the oniy place I've been in
and out of a [ot is the hospital. Yes, I'm all in tavor of seeing
doctors and nurses underge what they dish out to the poor
patients. ] have read of doctors making the worst patients. 1
can believe it.

The back covers of both PB 38 and 39 came oft the
staples. Maybe better or longer staples next time.

Sincerely, Ray Bowie

{Bob Devney say it would be “an horor just 1o be
nominated” for a [ugo...thanks—Ediror)

E-mail of Comment

E-mail should be sent to pbi@thorcom.

22 Mar 1997

To: pb@thor.com

Thanks for sending Suzle and me Proper Bosk 39. | just
read it (1 know you sent it awhile ago, but I'm just catching
up) and wanted to let vou know. T don't have 2 lot of com-
ments, though; Evelyn and Mark Leeper are a bit overwhelm-
ing in their detail, for instance, and [ was reduced to skim-
ming in places.

Bob Devney is pretty detailed, too, but since fanzines are
a primary fannish interest of mine. [ appreciated it. One
thing in his review of Apparatckik caught my eye: his
mention of the "callout quotes” that Apak uses. [ presume

from Bob's enthusiasim that he's never seen such a thing
before, so 1 get to tell him that the use of odd-ball quotes
from letters and general reading as filler, decor or separa-
tors between letteers or articles in zines is an old custom.
They're generally called "interlineations” or “intertinos.” (If
NESFA has a copy of Fancyclapedia [1, you can look it up.)

Some fanzines have even devoted a section of their page
pages to collections of these, rather than scattering them
throughout: Hyphen, fgoboo and one or two of the Nielsen
Hayden's zines (Zed, fzzard) made this a practice. The best
ones are still boggling and funny.

We're looking torward to your next issue.

Jerry Kaufman (JAKaufman@aol.com)

5 Feb 1997
Dear Lisa,

Thank you for sending the zines and for Bob Devney's
kind words about The freethinker in #38. | see that | made
Evelyn Leeper's WoridCon repart on page 26 of #39 as the
audience member from the South. Evelyn was correct in
thinking the Hugo Nominees Party was sponsored by
LoneStarCon 2. [ helped set it up.

At cne time, | read every Star Trek novel that came out.
However, this was before Next Generation. Since then i
can get my Star Trek fix whenever | wanted. Ofthose | read,
I thought The Kinal Reflection was the best. Unfortunately,
one of Ford assumptions was that Klingons have shorter
lifespans than humans. This has been contradicted by the
later shows.

Good luck with future issues!

Tom Feller {CCWS74A@prodigy.com)

24 Jan 1997
{.isa:

Just came across these items, please pass them to the
appropriate person for the Ford bibliography:

Gaming Related: The Journal of the Travellers' Aid
Society #19 Game Designers’ Waorkshop (1983); Pride of
Lions; Skyport Authority; The Klingons, FASA 1983 (John
M. Ford, Guy W. McLimore, Jr., Greg K. Poehlein, David F.
Tepool); The Klingons, 2nd Edition, FASA 1987 (Writing
credit is given as: Fantasimulations Associates (based on
ariginal material by John M. Ford)).

-- Michael Feldhusen {mmikef@pharlap.com)

Art by Joe Mayhew
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