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At The Core Of The Happy Apple: A Mystery
Solved


Let me begin by stating that I'm careful with
things. Like an Entwife, I prefer order, and plenty, and peace.
Wanton destruction is something I can't remember indulging in even
once in my entire life, and I make the following confession with a
contrite heart. Caution: this post contains possibly disenchanting
revelations. If you have fond recollections of the Happy Apple and
prefer to let its inner workings remain an enigma, please don't
read on.



Some background first. The Fisher Price Happy Apple was a wobble
toy from the early 1970s, and countless babies loved it for its
cheery face and soothing chimes reminiscent of a gamelan. They also
enjoyed its invitingly chewable and easily detached stem and
leaves, features typical of playthings in that less-regulated era.
Fisher Price shortened the stem later to discourage teething, and
here are the two versions:
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Fisher Price retired the Happy Apple after
1974, which is odd considering the toy's popularity, and sad
because quiet lovely sounds are always good for people no matter
what their age. Although it was made to be patted, batted, and
swatted by tiny flailing hands, the Apple is best savored when held
close to the ear and just barely shaken. If Fisher Price could make
a minimalist version for the present day, unencumbered by perilous
foliage and minus the rather overly-insistent grin, they'd sell
jillions. I'd buy one in a heartbeat.

And now for the regrettable part of my tale. Always keep in mind
while reading further that my Happy Apple was nowhere close to mint
condition when I acquired it at the local Goodwill some months ago.
Shorn of its stem and greenery and covered with a heavy patina of
scratches, it looked all of its nearly forty years, but from its
secret depths emerged the most lovely celestial harmony. Many
people are that way, with a world-worn exterior masking inner
resonance. The poignancy of the notion moved me, and the 99-cent
price tag seemed a killer steal.

After I got Happy home and gave it a scrub, I kept it on the table
next to the sofa where I like to write, and at intervals when I
required inspiration I'd rock it and swirl it, letting its soft
tolling like distant temple bells imbue me with serenity. What a
wonderful toy this must have been, imparting to a child the lesson
that the more gently something is handled, the more its beauty will
appear! The Happy Apple could have fallen from Buddha's bodhi
tree.

But the serpent had entered the garden. Peace fosters the spirit of
inquiry, and eventually Happy's deep delicate tones caused me to
muse "what's inside this battered tchotke creating such
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