


ROUGHING IT IN THE SALT RANGES

Just before Christmas we made what will be our last holiday trip
in Pakistan. Megan®s brother was able to stay with us for a month
on his way through to Europe, so we decided to show him a bit of
the country. The plan was to see the Hunza Valley, which everyone
who has seen raves about. Like Chitral, it lies iIn the north.

Unfortunately, this scheme fell through when all of our flights
were cancelled. We didn*"t even get out of Peshawar by air. After
keeping us in the airport boarding lounge for several hours, PIA
(Prayer In the Air) finally admitted that bad weather would allow
no flights in or out that day. We wound up catching a minibus to
Islamabad, where the flight to Skardu was to have brought us within
striking distance of Gilgit and Hunza. After being rescheduled for
the next day, that flight was also cancelled. We found out later
that the Islamabad-Skardu flight had not been operating for a week!
Had the buggers in Peshawar told us that in the beginning, we would
have made other plans.

In the end we rented a car and headed south instead of north,
visiting Jhelum, Rohtas Fort and the Salt Ranges. The fort was a
major highlight of the trip, a fantastic sight (and site). Built
by ...mumble... in ..._mumble, mumble... the perimeter of the fort
measured around Tfive Kkilometres. A village 1is still situated
inside, the inhabitants now rather blase about all of these crazy
tourists driving through their midst to look at the crenallated
walls, towering parapets, executioner"s tower, and so on. Parts
of the structure are fTalling off the side of the mountain 1iIt"s
situated on, but overall it was iIn remarkable shape.

Our main concern the rest of that day was finding a place to sleep.
Our guidebook mentioned no hotels and only a few guest houses that
required bookings iIn advance in the area we would be travelling
through. We*d tried to book one place in Jhelum, without success.
So we rolled up in Khewra, a salt mining town, and looked around
for a hotel. The guidebook had been right; there were none. How
about those guesthouses? We asked at the salt mine office about
theirs. "Sorry, TfTamily visiting from head office in Islamabad.
Any other time it would have been okay, but... Try the concrete
factory, just out of town... " A very curt reply from the manager
of the concrete factory sent us back to Khewra. There was one
other possibility, the ICl factory. Maybe they had a guesthouse,
too -- or even a few mattresses we could borrow for the night.

We gaped at the ultra-modern, ultra-clean ICl factory gate, with
security guards inside and out, and figured this was a real long
shot. The guards let us in, though, and let us talk to somebody

in the head office over the phone. "Do you have a guesthouse we
could stay the night in?" 1 asked. Did we have a booking? asked
he. I looked out the window at the setting sun and wondered how

long we*d have to drive to find another place to stay if this fell
through. Khewra was the biggest dot on the map for a fair way.
"Well,” 1 said, "not for your guesthouse. We did have a booking
for the salt mine guesthouse,”™ 1 lied, "but they"ve just had a
company family arrive at short notice and had to cancel out on us.™
"Oh," he said, and then, "Hang on a minute™.

[Continued on p. 15]
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SCIENCE FICTION IN PAKISTAN

I did not come to Pakistan to look for science fiction, fantasy or
fandom. As it turns out, 1 didn"t get a lot of time to do so.
But fans are slans and every now and then as 1 wandered through
the bazaar my tendrils would begin trembling in anticipation.
Clearly, something was out there. Eventually 1 found out what;
regretfully, it wasn"t much.

My first sf discovery in Pakistan was amazing -- literally, for it
was an 1issue of Amazing Stories on a magazine rack in one of
Peshawar®s bookstores. Many American and British magazines are
available throughout Pakistan, so it"s not surprising that some of
the sf digests should show up. Their availability is irregular,
though. Omni, on the other hand, 1is omnipresent. And the Ffilm
magazines -- Starlog, Fantastic Films, Star Trek: the New
Generation, etc. —-- seem to be more popular.

The bookstores also carry Western sf&f paperbacks and the rare
hardcover. These are usually limited to bestselling authors (a la
Asimov and Clarke), with lesser-knowns represented mainly by
remaindered copies. The same is mostly true of those libraries
holding books in English, such as the British Council library and
that at the American Centre. One of the best Pakistani libraries
I"ve seen, in Lahore, listed only 23 st titles and half of those
were by Verne and Wells. Only one was by a Pakistani author.

Secondhand bookstores in Islamabad are another source of Western
sf&f. At one of these 1 happened upon a copy of the 1982 issue of
IAstM that included Dr A"s editorial written around my letter. It
gave me a strange feeling, finding this. But the real shock was
to come when I found what appeared to be a local sf magazine!

Stunned by cover art depicting a giant lobster about to attack a
diving bell, 1 snatched up the i1tem with tendrils all a-quiver.
Flipping through it, 1 quickly realized that it was -- alas! --
only a general fiction magazine. But there was a story to match
the cover, entitled "Atlantis™ in Urdu script. A note on the next
page explained that this was actually a translation of ""The Maracot
Deep” by A. Conan Doyle. The 1issue was dated 1971. 1 looked
through all the other Urdu magazines in the bookstore but could
find no more containing fantastic art.

When 1 returned to Peshawar 1 took another look through the Urdu
magazines for sale in the bazaar. There are more than a dozen
titles published monthly which 1°d noticed before, without much
interest. I can recognize a few words in Urdu but not enough to
be able to read stories. And I°d never before seen any fantastic
artwork to entice me. After another search, 1 found a few more
with sf or fantastic illustrations, only one of which illustrated
a short story. Another was by Virgil Finlay! (Some examples are
overleaf. | also found a translation of a short by Robert Bloch.)
Why they should use the imagery of sf or the fantastic to attract
buyers but then fail to deliver the goods made me curious. | wrote
to some of the publishers, asking iIf they used many sf, fantasy or
weird stories, and, if so, whether these were original works by
Urdu writers or translations.



The editor of Monthly Suspense Digest wrote back:

"1 am thankful to you for your letter dated 15th October 1991,
and appreciate your deep interest in fiction magazine.

"You have mentioned science fiction, fantasy and weird/ horror
stories particularly. This type of fiction is out-dated here.
The readers no more like it; therefore, we especially do not
publish such type of stories.

"Besides, translation work has also receded during recent
years and most stories are original, as written and published.

"It 1s regretted that your requirement for a list of stories
which we have published is not possible, because we have
published numerous stories in last twenty years and this
record is obvious in the magazines."

IT you have a full run of their magazine, which I didn"t. Rather
than answering my questions, this just raised a few more. Implied
was that (1) Suspense had published sf and fantasy stories in the
past, and (2) that some of these might have been translations of
stories by Western authors. 1 still wonder what stories Suspense
might have used, back when *"this type of fiction" was "in-date™.
And if It Is now "out-dated™, why is its imagery still being used
on covers of Suspense and its rival magazines from time to time?
A second letter asking for more information was never answered.

By this stage 1 had perused a number of scholarly volumes about
Urdu literature and made some enquiries at university TfTaculties.
These sources confirmed my suspicion that, apart from fantastic
elements in folklore and mythology, there was little tradition of
the genre in Urdu. Apart from juvenile works, 1*d seen no modern
Urdu sf&f either. Hardly surprising, given that sf, at least, has
developed as a genre largely since the Industrial Revolution. Two-
thirds of Pakistan®s population still lives in rural areas; the
total Iliteracy rate 1is barely 15%. (The official Ffigure, 26%,
includes people who can read and write only their own name). The
rate is higher In urban areas, as you"d expect.

What, then, are the chances for fandom developing iIn Pakistan?
(1t may exist already, but I"ve found no trace of i1t.) Given the
literacy rate and lack of much Urdu sf&f, not good -- if based on
that language. In fact, the language of Pakistani fandom would
more likely be English, since those who are literate are usually
taught English as part of their education and since the Western
literature is easily accessible. Fandom here would probably be
even more male-dominated than early fandom was in the West, because
of the bias in Pakistani culture towards men. (The female literacy
rate is only half that of the male, as one consequence.) Given the
attitude of at least one editor of the Urdu fiction magazines, it
seems unlikely that neofans will meet through letter columns as
they did in the West -- but there are other ways.

There®"s even a possibility that Pakistani fandom will develop not
around the print media but cinematic sf&f. |If so, the preference
here for violent, mindless films could produce a very interesting
-- not to say, dangerous -- fandom, indeed. Enshallah!
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BOOKS READ 1990-1991

I can"t claim this list to be exhaustive -- who remembers every
book they"ve read over two years? -- but these titles were still
on my bookshelf when 1 wrote this, so they“"re some indication of
my leisure reading over the last two years. 1"ve not included non-
fiction, since that was mostly work-related books and articles on
Afghanistan and the refugees. |1"ve added capsule comments.

Interesting to note how many of my favourite authors made the list,
and how many worthy titles 1 was able to find. Most were sent from
overseas by family and friends or acquired in Islamabad bookstores.

SF&F:

The Autumn Land and other stories (Clifford Simak)  weak collection.
The Cat Who Walks Through Walls (Robert Heinleln) standard Heinlein fare
Cat"s Cradle (Kurt Vonnegut) weird and wonderful stuff.

Children of Dune (Frank Herbert) creatly enjoyed.

Dune (F rank Herbe I"t) Can you believe | never read this before? A classic.

Dune Messiah (Frank Herbert) Aclassicsequel.

God Empe ror of Dune (F rank Herbe I"t) Exasperating. Good for a doorstop, though.
Great SF stories: 21 (1959) (Asimov, et al., eds.) Mostlygreat.

1 Iegal Aliens (Fogl io & Pol Iotta) Contrived, inconsistent fun. Reviewed in #3.

Kel Iy Country (A . Bertram Chandl er) Good Aussie lark. See review in #2.

The Long Dark Tea-time of the Soul (Douglas Adams) HHGTTG was better.
The Man from Earth (Gordon R. Dickson) Nothis best, | hope.

The Mote in God"s Eye (N iven & Pournel Ie) Great plot, awful characterizations.
Nebula stories #1 , 13, 14 & 15 (Var i OUS) Varied. Tiptree's story in #13 tops.
Neuromancer (Wi Iliam Gi bSOﬂ) Pyrotechnic, | guess. OK, but not a classic.

N ght Has a Thousand Eyes (CO rnell Woolri Ch)* Spooky atmosphere well maintained.
Nine Princes in Amber (Roger Zelazny) nNicefantasy. Must find the sequels.
Non—Stop (BI" ian Aldi SS) Excellent, despite my knowing "the secret" before reading.

Prelude to Foundation ( Isaac Asi mov) Over-long and long-winded, but of interest.
Retief of the CDT (Keith Laumer) Light-weight stuf.

The Ring of Ritornel (Charles L. Harness) Greatpulpsf.

Sexing the Cherry (Jeanette Winterson)* intiguing and well-written.

Surface Action (Davi dD rake) Pseudo-50s sf based on Kuttner's "Fury”. Not bad.

The Toynbee Convector (Ray Bradbury) pisappointing.

Untouched by Human Hands (Robert Sheckley) snappy shorts from the 50s. I liked.
The Vor Game (LO is McMaster BUj ol d) Good book -- Bill Good sent it -- but Hugo-winner?

Non-SF&F:

Bright Lights, Big City (Jay MclInerny) Reminiscent of F. Scott -- intentionally?
Chronicle of a Death Foretold (Gabriel Garcia Marquez) Fatal; fascinating
The Hunt for Red October (Tom Cl ancy) Gripping techno-yarn (but movie was a yawn).
Kim (Rudyard Kipling) obiligatory reading for these parts, as with all his rest.

Lake Woebegon Days (Garrison Keinllor) Reviewedin#3. (My dad liked it.)

Riotous Assembly (Tom Sharpe) Hyperbole and sarcasm at their best.

The Thin Man (Dashiell Hammett) Funtoread butl think I prefer the films.

Treasure Island (Robert Louis Stevenson) o kids stil read this?

Winters®™ Tales (Jonathon Winters) Mostly awful. A curiosity

* Some people might put these iIn the non-fantasy category.
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R.1.P. PIP

When my family immigrated to Australia in 1972, we lived in a
suburb of Sydney for about a year and a half and then moved out to
Koondrook, a small town on the victorian side of the Murray River.
My dad was teaching, and we kids were attending class, at a school
on the other side of the river, in Barham, N.S.W. It was great fun
living there compared to the city, with lots of surprises for us
all, especially the Kkids.

One of the biggest surprises we got was when our folks came back
one day with two tiny puppies, wrapped in an old blanket. Both
pups were practically covered with fleas; 1 can remember my mom
sitting in front of a fire picking them off the dogs and tossing
them (the fleas, not the dogs) into the flames. You might detect
a certain influence of fantasy literature in our Tfamily by the
names we gave them (the dogs, not the fleas): Merry and Pippin.

Both dogs were fine examples of that best of breeds, the mongrel.
Their mother was an Australian terrier; the pedigree of their
father was never determined. Their exact date of birth was not
known, either, but was close enough to February 14, 1974, for us
to celebrate on Valentine®s Day each year. We always had trouble
convincing people that they were brothers, since Merry looked
pretty much like an Australian terrier whilst Pip, the runt of the
litter, had short, silky hair. My mom chose Pippin from the litter
because he had white fur on all four paws; my dad chose Merry
similarly, though the fur was orange.

In Koondrook, 1 remember them mostly as little balls of fur --
blurry balls of fur, at that, since they were mostly always on the
run. The burden of house-training them fell to my parents, so I
am spared any memories which might have diluted this happy image.

Of course, they accompanied us when we upped and crossed the
Nullabor to find a home in Western Australia. After settling down,
we took the occasional holiday around the state, often to the
stirling Ranges in the south-west. Those ranges may not be high
by Hindu Kush standards, but Pip and I both felt a thrill when we
reached the peak of Toolbrunup together. Then the dopey mutt
almost fell over a cliff chasing a startled bird!

Pippin proved to have less in the intelligence stakes than Merry
on other occasions, too. Meriadoc was able to master all of the
standard dog tricks (sitting, begging, dying for the Queen) by an

early age -- and could even do some fancy ones, like flipping a
biscuit on his nose iInto his mouth -- whereas Pip apparently
decided that sitting was enough. He probably wasn"t so dumb -- we

fed and loved them both, regardless of talents.

Merry died in 1987. My dad wrote in

o September that Pippin had been put to

N sleep after suffering two strokes.

3 He was over 17 years old. 1 figured

( ¢ he might be gone before | returned to

Ienrd Oz, but I was still struck by the
dﬁ J} news. Rest In peace, Pip.
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GOSTAKS STILL DISTIM DOSHES

I"ve always wondered about those spacefarers of various science
fiction stories who land on a new planet, approach the local
inhabitants, smile confidently, and then whip out their pan-
galactic 1interlingual translation devices. Language problems
evaporate in a flash of fantastic technology. How I wish I1*d had
one of those devices when I arrived In Peshawar!

The variety of languages spoken here is amazing. I"ve witnessed
people speaking iIn up to a dozen different tongues at a single
venue. True, it was the American Club bar and they were all just
European aid workers asking for another round of beers -- but there
are many local languages to overhear here, too.

Urdu is the official language of Pakistan, but most of the local
inhabitants (i. e. NWFP Pakistanis) speak Pashtu. Elsewhere 1in
Pakistan they speak Punjabi, Sindhi, Baluch, and many others. Most
of the Afghan refugees are from provinces bordering Pakistan and
speak either Pashtu or Baluch, though Dari is also common. Dari
is basically the same as Farsi, which used to be known as Persian,
but the Persians (i.e. lranians) kept getting upset when they heard
Afghans saying that they spoke Persian (i.e. Farsi), so the Afghan
version of Persian became known as Dari. 1 hope that®s all clear
to you now.

IT It isn"t, you can imagine the trouble I found myself in when I
decided to try learning a second language whilst in Peshawar. Of
the three main contenders, 1 was told that Pashtu was the hardest
to master, so | wrote it off immediately and trained my attention
on Urdu and Dari. Urdu had the advantage that it is basically the
same as Hindi, which is spoken In many parts of India, but my ARIC
colleagues were almost all Afghan and spoke mainly Dari. That
decided me on Dari.

Now, anybody living overseas in a country where their native tongue
is not widely spoken is going to pick up a few words of the local
language, if only by accident. 1It"s impossible not to learn "Good
morning, how are you?" in another language i1t six people ask you
this question every morning for two years.

I wanted to go a bit further than this, so I enrolled in a Dari
course offered by the International Rescue Committee about a month
after 1 got here. IRC is one of the US relief agencies here. It
was a reasonable course, run by Afghans, with Afghan teachers, but
using a textbook written by an American who had lived in Kabul for
some time. This unfortunately used a form of "international
phonetics™ to translate Dari into Roman script. It took us a while
to grasp the system of phonetics before we could start grasping any
Dari. We had a good teacher though.

Our class started with eight or nine people. This dwindled to four
within three months. Those of us remaining were amazed at how few
of our fellow expatriates were making any effort to learn a local
language. Within a few more months we could make conversation with
locals and had no trouble iIn the bazaars. Then our classes were
suspended for the long, hot summer.
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By the time we reconvened, most of us needed a lot of revision.
Our new teacher abandoned The Book, which we didn*t mind, but
failed to replace it with any organized alternative, which we did
mind. Then one of our members left for the states, followed a
month later by our teacher. Afghans who have found a way to get
out of Pakistan tend to jJust disappear and our teacher was no
exception. We heard later that he had been smuggled to New York,
where the authorities couldn®t be bothered jailing him. They fined
PIA for letting him travel on false documents instead.

We had just been allocated a new teacher when the Gulf War began
and all IRC language classes were suspended. Practically all of
the Americans in Pakistan were evacuated and their return was slow.
Classes reopened around May. 1 enrolled again but found that the
new class was back to The Book, at a chapter my previous class had
finished with a year before. 1 persevered a while but finally quit
and found a tutor instead.

That"s what 1 should have done in the first place. My tutor and
I agreed from the beginning that 1 should learn the Arabic script
first, which lost me a little time but made picking up new words
much easier. It was fun to be able to sound out titles of Dari
and Pashtu books coming into the library; occasionally, 1 could
even understand and translate a title. And it amused my Afghan
counterpart, Fahim Rahimyar, to hear my attempts.

One title 1 particularly remember trying to understand was "Doing
Maswak is Sunnah'™, because this reminded me of Miles J. Breuer®s
story about gostaks distimming doshes. Fahim eventually explained
that "maswak™ is brushing your teeth and "'sunnah™ is the body of
actions the Prophet Mohammad (PBUH) performed and which are to be
emulated by all good Muslims.

So, after two years, off and on, learning Dari, am 1 proficient iIn
the language? No. Far from it, to be honest. And for much the
same reason that most foreigners don"t even try to learn: 1It"s too
easy to get by here without knowing a second language. English is
part of the legacy of British colonial rule on the subcontinent.
It is the language of higher education in Pakistan and commonly
spoken by the upper and middle classes. Many see it as a way of
widening their work options, whereas most foreign workers stay only
for short-term contracts and see no point in starting to learn a
language they will probably never use.

Which is a pity, since | enjoyed learning the little Dari 1 did
learn, as well as the insights this gave me into Afghan culture.
Communication is obviously the first step in cultural exchange, a
lot more of which in the world certainly wouldn®*t hurt, the way
things are going. Teaching everyone in the world to speak their
language was an appealing solution to the colonial imperialists,
but hardly a moral one. I do wonder if the concept has been
entirely abandoned, having seen how foreign aid projects are run.

And now I know why so many composers of space operas, instead of
worrying about how a pan-galactic interlingual translation device
might actually work, just have their heroes land on a new planet,
approach the local inhabitants, smile confidently, and then whip
out their ray-guns and blast "em. It"s easier on the tongue.
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Harry Pol, Nieuwegein, The Netherlands 17 September 1991

I enjoyed your account ™"OFf Mountains and Meteors™. Northern
Pakistan sounds like a pretty rugged place. It reminded me of the
Zimbabwe-Mocambique border area which also has beautiful mountains,
even if they aren"t quite as high as those up in Pakistan. I
almost managed to get lost there (with two companions). We had
just about decided to spend the night out in the open when we saw
the lights of the camping. It was much later before we found out
the area was leopard country...

Another thing waiting for me in the mail was The Garden of Rama by
Clarke and Lee, the third Rama novel. 1 have a soft spot for Rama
—1 loved that book when I read it as a teenager. This one gets
a very good review In the August issue of Locus. By the way, Locus
also listed Mumblings in their "International Books and Magazines
Received”. Unfortunately there were a couple of typos in your
address. | hope i1t doesn®t stop the mail from pouring in ...

[So that"s i1t! Jaroslav Olsa®"s letter arrived addressed to
"University Twon, Teshawar™. 1*d thought he was writing in
Czech! What shall it be, Mr Brown? Lasguns at 20 paces?]

Graham Stone, Sydney 7 October 1991

Dirt and filth, eh? But we don"t have to go to Pakistan to find
such a wording. The NSW Railways used to display a table of things
which travellers weren®t allowed to do, one of which was throw
things out of train windows. There was a list of specific items
not to be thrown, some of which were "burning tobacco or cigarette,
or any filth, dirt, rubbish or matter of a similar nature™.

[It wasn"t the words so much as the context. Did 1 already
tell you about the Peshawar hospital where staff were told to
ignore bad smelling tap water and gastroenteritis in patients?
They complained for over a week before Maintenance looked for
the cause -- and found a body iIn the hospital®s water tank!]

Grant Stone, Murdoch, WA 17 October 1991

I amn alive, just. 40th birthday yesterday; 1 had a piece of apple
streudel for you. “Mumblings'™ is always received with delight. ..

I have a desperate Library Studies student (sf fan) with me who
would dearly love to see/use the various sf classification schemes
you showed me some years back when you chased them up. Do you
remember i1f/where they are in the library?

[Up in the Q room, fourth bay on the right (when facing the
quad), iIn the partition nearest to the wall, second shelf from
the top on the left, between those fading, uncatalogued copies
of Astounding and a dust-stained run of Chunder!. (1 think.)]
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William M. Danner, Kennerdell, Pa. November 15, 1991

Around here the old saying should be, "Last in, first lost.” |1
read and enjoyed your letter and the new MfM but for the life of
me 1 can"t lay my hands on them, though in Tooking I run across all
sorts of things 1 looked for without success on previous searches.

Good thing they didn"t have teeth! They were, with previous of your
issues, on a sofa arm not two feet from my right elbow. #5,
with the fierce-looking gent on the cover, came in 13 days...

The loco cut is an ancient one which I got as a stock cut from a
place in Indiana. Your reduced offset reproduction [photocopier,
actually] is very good, indeed. Is the Heffalump & Ork a model
railway somewhere, or is it purely imaginary? [1"ve heard of model
lines with odder names than that.

[Such as? The Heffalump & Ork, in planning for over 40 years,
iIs currently under construction in Mount Pleasant. Locos and
rolling stock have been acquired periodically over the same
period, so it should be a magnificent layout once completed.]

"Of Mountains and Meteors™ is fascinatin, and you couldn®t coax me
to make such a trip for a billion dollars. Your remarks about
videocassettes are amazing. Anyone who tried some of those
pirating stunts would find himself in jail over here, and rightly
so, even if only for taking money on false pretenses.

Tim Nelson, Lathlain, WA November 22, 1991
I enjoyed your review of the Tim Burton Batman, which 1 saw on
video some months ago. It was quite unimpressive. |1 fTail to see

why Jack Nicholson attracted such favourable reviews and must put
it down to a combination of the reviewers having prejudged his
performance ('Jack the lad™) and having no real familiarity with
The Joker (as portrayed in the comics, not tv). Funnily enough,
I didn*"t really mind Michael Keaton as Batman, but then he didn"t
have much to do, did he? The most appalling thing was the almost
total lack of any real plot and the failure to make any narrative
sense out of the little plot they did have. Maybe the sequel will
be an improvement.

I also saw Total Recall recently, which I quite enjoyed. Hardly
good science Tiction, I suppose, but then that®"s not really what
you d expect from Arnie, is I1t?

[Nope. Should be really popular in Pakistani fandom, though.]

Also received: Science Fiction #30, 31 (Van 1Kkin); Thyme #84, 85
(Hills & Loney); Stefantasy #109 (Bill Danner); Weber Woman®s
Wrevenge #40 (Jean Weber); Cry Havoc Dec.90-Jan.91 (Smith & Horne).
Thanks to all and apologies to the folks at Cry Havoc for not
mentioning them sooner.
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[continued from p.2]

Ten minutes later, having heard nothing more over the phone, the
guard waved us out of his office and said something to our driver
in Urdu. We thought it must be advice on where to try next. The

driver just grinned and headed further into the ICI compound. It
was incredible. The size of the gardens we passed made it look
more like a Moghul courtyard than most Moghul courtyards do. And
the guesthouse turned out to be more like a four-star hotel. We

were put up for the night in heated rooms with hot water, fed
dinner and breakfast and invited for lunch, and waved goodbye to
in the morning. No money was ever even mentioned! It was wild.

Hoping that nobody at the salt company had heard about this little
escapade, we went to visit the mine the next morning. It was fun.
An old timer who had worked down the mine all his life gave us the
grand tour, complete with wisecracks he must have learned by heart.
The mine was iImpressive, too, as stalactites vied with walls of
translucent pink rocksalt for our attention. Of course, there was
also a small mosque built of salt bricks for the miners to use.
An electric railway is used to bring salt up from the depths of the
mine, which has been In use for many centuries.

And that was about i1t. We hosted Christmas for some friends and
other Australian volunteers, took them up to the Khyber Pass (where
else?) and saw -- wonder of wonders! -- a steam train running on
the line up to Landi Kotal. Apparently the line will re-open soon.

We"ll take the trip if we have time, but our flight from Peshawar
(in more than one sense of the word) is at the end of this month.
It"s been quite an experience living in Pakistan, but it"s time for
us to go. We"re travelling back in the direction of 0z but hope
to visit India, Nepal, Bangladesh, Sri Lanka, Thailand, Cambodia,
Laos, Vietnam, and a few other places along the way. There"s even
a chance we"ll make it to Kabul, strange as that may sound.

Stay tuned for further news!

For the front cover this time, my apologies go to that venerable
old pulp, Famous Fantastic Mysteries, and Berni Wrightson, whose
sunburst 1 swiped from somewhere. The Pakistani artist responsible
for the attractive woman is credited there. The back cover depicts
a mullah overseeing a maths class in Afghanistan (courtesy of the
1992 UNESCO calendar) above the lesson which may have taught his
students how to count (from a 1lst grade textbook used iIn some of
the refugee schools). Makes you wonder what the future holds for
Afghanistan, doesn"t it?

"Twas hard to fix, this, #6. Next issue may be a while iIn coming,
for obvious reasons. But fear not, it shall come. Any missives
provoked by this issue should be sent to the old homestead:

Chris Nelson, 36 St. Michael Terrace, Mount Pleasant, W_A. 6153
- AUSTRALIA -
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