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PERSONAL

Mr A Mrs Richard L Sigerson are giving a small party 
following the Symposium dinner on Tuesday 6 April 

' from 22.00 hours

Would you please let Jean Masters know speedily 
whether you can accept this invitation to be present

The address is Flat 8, 11 Hyde Park Gardens, W.l. 
This is quite close to the King's Fund College
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As last year, frosty winter has come early to this dimi-paradise, 6000 feet altitude. And, 
as last year, the first of the so very welcome Christmas greetings has arrived in an already festive 
atmosphere. _ Here the monsoon rules our lives. This year we have been drenched. Water to 
drink...irrigation for the rice. May your Christmas and New Year also be enriched.

Again...as last year, this will be late. As many of yours were. Due to postal and other 
strikes, here and there, last Christmas was pleasantly long. Many air mail letters posted early 
December, cheerfully arrived early March Ever welcome with their fascinating news. Eagerly 
awaited by many school children. The stamps, and the seals, are so carefully removed by small 
fingers. With the cards they decorate school note books or a wall around the family shrine. A 
shrine there must be even though the home is a bamboo and palm leaf structure. Or a shelter 
fashioned from salvaged bits of packing cases with a roof of rusty, flattened kerosine oil tins. Too 
costly for a shelter until they are rusted beyond other usage.

In return for your cherished messages and kind questions there may be no comment upon 
our rapidly shifting national scene. Family Planning fills all of our days. Absorbing beyond all 
other efforts. Th^re could be sent a detailed report. Unwise. For we too intimately deal with 
the private lives of our friends. The low income group. A daily wage of Rs. 3/- (about 75 cents) 
Usually w7ith more than 3 and often with 7 woefully, undernourished children. For an economic 
reason which we understand. The low income group does not read. Their courage and endurance 
are beyond praise. As they cannot save, their fear of hopeless old age is a constant burden. 
Children are their old age pension. Centuries of tragic experience have convinced them that there 
must be at least seven children for almost surely only 3 will survive.

So far, our oldest cities excavated from under drifting sand are Mohenjo Daro and 
Harappa...C...2500 BC. Since their destruction the long centuries were burdened with invasions, 
massacres by foreign armies, devastating famines... (the most tragic endured for 12 parched years). 
Each year, decimating epidemics swept across the country. Cholera, small pox, dysentery and 
fevers had their own seasons. Malaria an ever present enemy. Killing one million and incapaci
tating three million each year. The outside world is not aware of the heroic, patient Medical 
and Health Officers and agricultural experts and laboratory scientists who, amazingly, swept away 
the annual parade of death. Others lacked their vision and imagination. With no thought for 
the food, the drinking water, the jobs, and schools required for the millions who would not 
now perish.

No thought for the millions who should have been informed, in terms they could understand 
that death was no longer their watchful, waiting enemy. Especially the enemy of their children. 
Many centuries of fear may not quickly be overcome. Trial and error must be the method. And 
Anonymity. Three cautionary tales are my watchword.

500 B.C. Dao Tei Ching wrote i

“A leader is best when people hardly know he exists 
Not so good when people obey and acclaim him.
Worse when they despise him.
Fail to honour people 
They will fail to honour you.
But of a good leader who talks little 
when his work is done, His aim fulfilled.
They will all say ' We did this ourselves”

“In a far distant place there hung from the sky a great stone. The largest stone in all of 
the world. So huge it could not be moved. One after another the giants of the earth struggled 
against it. None availed. Then, from the sky another cord was suspended. Tied to it a feather. 
Generation after generation the feathers were swung against the great stone. Worn out and 
replaced they fell to earth to perish and be forgotten...But...one day...the great stone moved”

Here we are content to be a feather

Toward the end of the life of the notable historian Dr. Beard he was asked to compile a 
history of the world. Demurring, he said his years would not permit such a mighty task Still his 
friend persisted. Still Dr. Beard demurred...Finally, toward sunset, he said that it coul be written.

In one sentence “When it is dark enough...when it is dark enough...one may see the stars”

All over this troubled world there now are shadows. For everyone, everywhere, each 
might the same blessing... We may see the radiant, shining stars.

May yours, as ours, shine with hope renewed.
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Dear Unkie,
There must be some mistake about the vacuum cleaner: you 
had so much work there, and things going on, and so, evident 
you took the old vacuum cleaner instead of the new one.
The new one was repaired and worked perfectly. Sam tried 
it out. It had no cracked metals at all.
Well, no use crying over spilled milk anyway.
Since you have always been so nice, I am enclosing a check 
for $25, to help you buy another one.
As to the boys, they are doing fine.. You say, that my 
trying to help them ruins my reputation. In the first 
place, you don’t see how much they are helping me!
You arp living alone, and you don’t mind it. I could 
not live alone for a day. When I come home from work,
I want to have some one with whom to share the good 
or the bad news of the day. The boys are a lot of 
company. Ana, besides, who would take care of the dogs 
during my many travels? 2x I like to have a home where 
I can leave the dogs: a home that I look forward to 
coming back to, every time.
And if they succeed in ruining my reputation, 
reputation is not very strong anyway! So far, 
they have not quite succeeded.
All the best to you.

Cordially,
n r  t  ̂i
\—aX-<-vC

Elisabeth Mann Borgese.
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Merry Christmas 

and

Happy New Year







dear Elisabeth, I returned for a short visit only to find that you are off in Geneva.

Its a shame jyou weren't here, I would have loved to see you, but I know I will be back.

How could I resist such a blessed place. This is very close to Paradise. On my arrival 

in Halifax I was faced with an onslaught of memories, so pleasant, as if I took a step 

back in time to fonr years ago; it seems 1ikeyesterday. The heavenlies are still just 

that, though a bit older and acting their age, but they seem to remember me and I was 

greated with slurps and barks, familiar sounds and smells, the gorgeous view out to sea, 

mussels and clams from the cove. Some things never change. And Angus, always my favorite, 

speaks to me in his doggie expressive way, pawing and rolling his eyes as he too remembers. 

I am tempted to stay here in this beautiful and peaceful land (I have already extended my 

visit by one day), but I am bekoned by my travels to continue. I know I will be back, 

without a doubt, sooner than later. I know Marcel is leaving and the tought has crossed 

my mind; I wish I could. Perhaps again. I would love to live here again. Anyway. I 

hope all goes well with your work and school and I will see you very very soon.

All my love to you




