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MAILBOX

Benchamarachootit School
Chantaburi, May, 17, 1966

Dear Editor:

I am sending you a copy of a list containing five suggestions pertinent to Peace Corpa
policy, which was presented to volunteers staying at the hostel between April 30th and May
2nd. The results indicate that 35 volunteers out of the total number staying at the hostel,
were in complete agreement with the list of suggestions. Since each volunteer who agreed
‘ was asked to sign his or her name as well as their group number. it was determincd that
! of the 35 voluntcers, 32 were in group 11 and 3 from group. 10,

L On May 3, 1966 the iist with the signaturcs was given to Mr Adams.
B N.B. The reasons fr such a list are twofold:

First, it represents a positive and direct statement concerning Peace Corps policy by
present volunteers, who do not wish to be governed by policy established by terminating
groups at an end of service conference,

Secondly, the list serves as a means of informing the staff of how a relatively large
number of volunteers stand in regard to certain questions, which hitherto, have not been

answered satisfactorily by thestaff and which to a large degree remain the object of rumors,
gossip, ctc,

Wayne Ries
(Group XI)

FIVE POINTS FOR CONSIDERATION
We the undersigned are in complete agreement with the following suggestions in regard
to Peace Corps policy.

1. That a centralized lecation be maintaincd where Peace Corps Volunteers can gather for
any of the following rcasons, !

a, Medical
b. Business

c. Social (providing that leave has been authorized )
2. That fans be supplicd all volunteers on or about the time of their l;rinl up-country.
3. That Peace Corps policy concerning motorcycles be discussed in conjunction with a
representative group of volunteers, ? '

- 4. That transfers continue to be considered on an individual basis and not against a back-
~ ground of pre-conceived by-laws,

5. That “regional representation™ (on the part of the staff) take the form origi intend-
1 .-td:ndmuhepru’ailin: form be climinated, ie., regional reps. bemhm

respective regions.




BRIDGING THE KWAI DEPT.

Dear Mom and Dad,
- [t's so nice to be in Thailand after all that hard work in ﬂllg. I jos arrived in the vil-
t’. ' fage this morning where 1 will be teaching for two years. | had a wonderful lunch and I wan:
- to tell you all about it,

All the important people in the village were there »o 1 was on my beat behavior. T wor
» pair of pants I had made for me in Bangkok and a black tic, Evesyone was very im
pressed by the tic and kept talking sbout it and pointing at it, :

: When we got to the headman’s house, | remembered that Thais like to take their shoes
off before going inside, so I quickly slipped mine off. 1 had carried them almost to the top
of the stairs when I realized the others were leaving theirs at the foot of the stairs. Ii's
Jucky I saw this; it couid bave been a real socal blunder. I'decided the best thing to do was
oy to be flexible, 50 I called one of the men over (he was the man who is going to be my
‘ headmastes) and as soon as he was below me I handed him my shoes to put at the bottom
i ~ of the stairs. Everything was going O K. whea his hand slipped and one of the shoes drop.
B ped on his head. It bounced off harmlessly. But 3o no one would worry, I gripped the

e staic with my right hand and reached down to feel the place o his head where the shocs had
M lznded with my left hand. I told him it was O.K. I think I did the right thing, because when
|+ Ifinished the xamination, he scemed very relioved, ) < RUEGIERT B

'  Thenl went into the house where I met my hos AR u.g Thai handshake.

EORINAN etect the. coavermrica solliop. by (seind Bim

- ;'t' ¢ here” I exclaimed. "I upec:’g!lyhh _ ‘house you have
'-! & "'.:: e WOfbirds.

He began 1o laugh and I could see

\ I could write
t with an old red
' note pad and
they had never




| I became a bit worried about a diplomatic problem. Nothing to drink had yet been sery

ed, and [ wasn't sure what I'd do when it was. You see the medical office had told us not ,;
if drink any unboiled water, but I was afraid my host would have hust feelings if T wouldg's
i drink the water, But | needn't have worried: no drinking water was brought out, 4o | didn's
L) have to face that problem. When the meal was finished I remembered that old an Chinc;e
E custom was to belch after a meal if you thought it was good, so I belched loudly and washed
| my hands off in the large silver fingerbowl they handed me, (Did you know they put ICE in
| fingerbowls here?)

Like I say, it was a wonderful meal. I can’t understand why all those books we studied
in training worried so about differing social customs —if this meal was just like eating in
Amerca All you need is some fexibility. I can’t wait until I'm invited back for my next
meal.

Love,
Mike
~Michae! Love, Group XI, Singhaburi
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A STICKY INTERNATIONAL SITUATION

FATHER (in a letter from home): *Should I continue to use the colorful new U.S. com-
4 mﬁuwmﬁpl«mluﬁmw.m.yiw_mm: no ope in

| your area collects stamps?”* PR 3 AL e A A
THAILAND P.C:V.: “For heaven's sake, Dad, please do continue using those fancy stamps
. onyourletters, If youstop, whoever it is that rips them off the envelopes
between the time they leave Bangkok and the time they reach

days and two postoffices later, is likely to get
than he does now.”
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An Amateur’s Ideas On Un‘derde_'ve_lopment

Ta replace the hot showvers and hamburgers of Ame:ica, a Peace Corps Volunteer in »
rural village in Thailand is given a large urn of “feeah” water (with ladle even) and ric.
everyday, Under these circumstances he has an opportunity to pmouﬂy soe and experience

economic underdevelopment. Althongﬁ he is sufficiently imbued with Peace Corps idealism,

and has alrcady mentally preparsd himself for two years of physical hardships, that water

looks more than a little dirty, and the rice just doesn't {ill the same hole that a plate of roast
school (dirty

beef does. But soon he begins to crave 3 refreshing bath after a hot day in
water—s0 what!), and one day he actually asks for more rice, About that time he realize:

that life out here “in the sticks" isn’t so tough after all.

As he becomes more adjusted to the life of the village, the thought occurs that if he, 4
spoiled American, can live comfortably here, thcn the villagers, who have never experienced
2 better life, must be satisfied.

""""

—does it matter that he was an English major?), the amateur socul-emnomnt begins to look
around. .

As he takes note of what he sces, spe c:ﬁully in terms of development and underdevei-

~ opment, he is surprised by the incoogruitics that he Iailed‘ nolwebetm The principa!
of his school, for example, has a television set and s «dalngt with his six children
vntdungudt Amcrian culmnl expom as. Thc_ K i Gmny really looks

dressed in their
ng them in

llun plush.)



begins 1o dry up, and the gardens, which are the cconomic base of the vijlage, reappear and

are ready to be cultivated (aftera couple of weeks repairing the mounds and trenches). The
people plant their crops and. after afew months of diligent work caring for them, harvest
their yrarly crop of vegetables, But by harvest time almost all the water hasdried np, to they
cannot plant another crop. Several month: go by while the fields lie idle. Then it beging to
rain, the fields are flooded, and the unending cycle begins again,

The PCV recognizes the waste that is represented by these dry, useless fields, and he re.
calls the vast amount of water that poured by just a fev kilometers away during the
rainy season.  With a dam and an irrigation system (that is, with several million dollars
and a few years), the agricultural yicld of this arca could be substantially inercased
But obviously that is 2 job for a government. In the meantime (which may bc forever), how
can the farmers increase their yield and decrease their workload?

The apparent absence of tractors leads the PCV to speculate on the possabality of giving
them to the people. But as he takes another look at the gardens, with their built-up moands
and deep trenches, he realizes that tractors just couldn’t do the job here. But something
simpler and much less expensive could be used, It is a machine that is pushed along as it
floats on the water, the gardener guiding its speed and direction, whilea small engine pumps
water onto two rows of vegetables at the same time. Great! But howdoes a gardener, whose
family is living closc to subsistence already, buy one of these machines? Being an amateur,
the PCV leaves that question to the financial and economic experts.

Rice is the major crop in Thailand, Rice is also grown in America. The yield per acre
of rice in America, however, is substantially higher thaa in Thailand. And whercas it takes

five people to grow a certain amount of rice in Thailand, that same amount of rice can be

grown by one worker with the help of his machines in America. Here there seems ta be some
possibility for improvement by introducing American mcthods which can be ad:ipted to the
land and climate of Thailand. But with a change in the method of agriculture, the sowal
system, which is built on centuries of rice cultivation in the traditional way, is iu danger of
being shattered. What will the four people who can be replaced by machines do? In an
industrial society where 90% of the working force is employed in manufacturing or services,
people displaced by new methods of production can be retrained and employed in some other
kind of work. But in a society where 80w of the people are employed in agriculture, snd where

~ conceivably half of them could be efficiently replaced by mechanization, and where there is
~a meager industrial sector capable of absorbing only a small fraction of these “emancipated”

workers, what could be done to avert wholesale unemployment?
Tlmekmds ofprobkmu:etoo M fwthoPCthaadh 30, confused 2nd frustrated,
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The Adventures of Salem Winston, P.C.V.
PART II

o g Bty e o
the apparent fact that there was no way he could avo g, . S il ,“.
butt of peoples’ jokes, It had been all right for a few years. Only his gra r:o l;r: N m%
Eula, had called him Salem, His mother, Lurleen, hadn't liked the uame from the beginning;
and his father, Billy Joe, repenting of his cruel and rash prank at the expense of a helpless
infant, had decided to nickname the boy "Buddy”. In consequence, Salem had a tolerably
undistinguished childhood and entered junior high school wx}hout any rem.arhb!e complc”xes,
Occasionally at the beginning of a school year his teacher might address lu-m as S‘clem Wms'-
ton, and there might be a few titters from around the room as he cxpl-alncd: ¥ b!y namc's
Buddy:" but the name through the grade school years was only a minor handicap with
his peers,

It was in the junior high school years that catastrophe struck, The R.J. Reynolds Com-
pany decided to bring out a new menthol flter cigarette to complement the exceedingly
popular and tasty Winston, and in the competition between the names “Giraffe” and
“Salem”, the advocates of the geographical designation easily won the day over the throat-
conscious Giraffe men. Insiders who were present in the smoke-filled room of decision report
that the animsl-lovers, who were mostly old-timers still around from the early Camel days,
were appeased by an offer to feature Nature in the new five billion dollar T.V. advertising
campaign. The die was cast; and Salem's anonymity was past,

There suddenly developed among Salem’s acquaintances, friends sed enemies alike, 2
powerful, mindless rage for telling and heanng Salem Winston jokes, a rage which spread to
affect strangers in every hamlet and town in that part of the state. “Fresh as a breeze in
springtime, ch Salem?"" students would call as they spied his huddled, cringeing form on
campus. Having once succumbed to the tobacco slogans madness the community predictably
carried it to excess, ranging far beyond the meager possibilities offered by the Reynolds pro-
ducts.. Occasionally, kindness emerged to cool the glowing coal of Salem’s wounded pride—
as when the county’s board of education fired a recent graduate of Chapel Hill's history de-
partment from his instructor's post for his impertinent but undeniably truthful comment on

_.“ Salem’s report card: “Outstanding . , . and he is mjld!™ No action was taken, however, to
ot halt such banal outbursts as the announcement in the sports scction of the juuior high new-
- ~zpaperthat Salem was the only entry in the annual track meet's new event: walking a mile,
b :;: entered high school Salem Winston's evil fate continued to pursue him with trick and
' As we said carlier, this was the time when Salem foresaw that his equilibrium was
destined to disappear in ashes, But lo, he had incressed in stature 30 that he was now seven
fmthn inches zall, aud be was Quickly offered an opportunity 1o repack the loose strands
- Of his self-respect as the king-sized center of the Whoop County High basketball team. The
~ tanny coach sensed that care must be taken to insure that nothing be allowed to crush
B W ‘:mll 1o win, 80 he called a meeting of the other members of the team, the managers,
f-fod t ,e.hgq!esdmnd warned them never to try any new blends of the standard ingre-
- dieats of 3 Salem Winston joke. “This mentor's plea was 30 impassioned and hot that even
 team members who had been multiple offenders were imtnediately cured of any ten.

‘to weed that ancient plot, NS % 0“’?

Wmmmm!cl&ﬁutm.;".m i
P of people outside his own family With whom he could fecl comfortable, relaxed,
S A SR T AT gz Send
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unapprehentive. It's true: the team became his life, Each day after practicc, walking the iz
miles to his home, he would breathe deeply with satisfaction: though the scason was winter,
for Salem every puff was springtime. It soon became evident to the team's following, which
included virtually the entire population of Whoop County, that Salem’s happiness was having
a salutary effect on the team's record. In fact, by early January, no team had even come close
to beating the Dervishes, as the aggregation was named. Thus, 11l the fans had cause to re-
frain from inflicting upon their hero anguish and pain.

But then wickrd Fate emerged in & crisply sinister manner from its flip-top box and
made itself once again an irritant to the membranes of Salem's psyche. It began innocently
enough. As a result of Whoop High's fantastic winning streak, attendance at the games
tripled. An clection campaign was coming op and all of the county’s politicians naturally
turned up to compliment babies, kiss mothers, and pass out dark, cvil-smelling cigars, Led
by E.R. “Bubba™ Calhoun of the reactionary faction of the single local party, and W.0.
. “Bubba™ Wallace, of that same party's throwback faction, they surrounded the exits, infiltra-
"_' ~ ted the locker rooms, and deployed themselves strategically in the stands. Political
TA expediency had caused them all to purchase asingle brand of cigar from a wholesale
= 'diltributing house owned by P.Z. “Bubba" Bird, the state highway commissioner. This was
the Zeppelin brand, whose manufacturer has been cited in testimony before the House
~ Usbealthy Additives Committee as 3 knowing tool of the international air-pollution con-
v spiracy. Needless to say, the nonsmokers put up a terrific stink when they found the

- Bymnasium filled with 3 massive black cloud of nose-filling, lung-scaring, face-smudging,
~ car-stopping, eye-stinging smoke. The women protested the damage done to their clothing
v, by flying sparks, and the teenagers harbored secret fears that continued sttendance at the
~ games would place them in bad odor with their friends of the opposite sex, The Methodist
-inin\io.tet. who was the only adult male to refuse the proffered cigars, was irritated by the
reduced visibility which limited his enjoyment of the wholezome spectator sport. A com-
mitiee was formed, and Mrs. O.R. “Bubba” Haskins was appointed to write a letter to the
Whuop County Times (“A Better Government Publication”). Mrs Haskins® latter stated
succinctly the results of the group's ruminations.

i3 As luck would have it Salem's father, Billy Joe, a functional illiterate, had made it a
- habit since the beginning of Salem’s basketball career to spend five hours every Thursday
~ might laboriously poring over the single sports page of the weekly Times. Billy Joe, it must
~ be said, was also among the chief bencficiaries of the politicians’ studied largesse. During a
single baskebsll evening he had been known to smoke as many s nine Zeppelin cigars. Billy
-' as we have noted carlier, also had rather 3 queer sense of humor, which he had forced
pimself for 3 number of years to direct at other targets than his unfortunate son. The oppor-
ty which now presented itself to him Was an exceptional one, 10 be sure, but given rela-
riety he could have compelled himself to refrain from taking it. The difficalty was
Joe had not done any work on that fateful day, but had spent the eatire day drink-
vith members of the **Bubba" Wallace faction in the back room of the barber shop be-
g to Wallace's brother-in-law. The participants in 1his festive interlude had managed to
imsclves entertained with the usual store of quips, puns, and cetera. The gathering
| #ix o’clock in the afternoon with an uproarious, side-splitting ceterum contributed
ba” Wallace himsclf; when Billy Joo started home he was laughing drusk, thus con-

f
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stituting « danger with which tobe reckoned. When he realized it was Tf-m night his
slogging pace q--ckued.

Billy Joe sat down at the table and Lurleen, his wife, handed him the paper, which
she had already resd. “T sce from the paper whar Miz Haskins writ in to complain abou
them see-gars you men's been smokin® over to the basketball games,” she said.

“Haw Haw Haw," Billy Joe chuckled. “Whut'd that ol’ bitch say?"

“She sez it's got so a body cain't hardly breathe nor see the game on account uv i
that smoke. She sez thar’s no-smokin' signs ever-which-way all over the place, but don't
nobody pay'eém no mind, ust goes on an' fills up the place with all that black smoke an

makes it ob-noxious for pcople what's paid to see a lmbuhll game, Only she called it s
athaletic ec-yent.”

“Haw Haw Haw," laughed Billy joe, *‘OI Lody Hutlnmill that?"

“Yes, an’ she sez y'all don't stop smokin’ them tlnaguln an‘h« friends is gonna call
the siurf. "’ AR 5

“‘Haw Haw Haw!" roared Billy Joe.

. 1) \*- - ]' i

“Whut're you brarin’ about m.&lfyjoe’ Itﬂmn&n up,mtou:e gym 1|
ﬁ&bndnolmr!’ kin make y"all quite lmohtn’ lndm” 3 ‘.51_-;.---.-
. "ﬂn dnle't done give out 2 passel o’ lbem : ~
!letdedtogitmtoqultlmokin' ‘em u - mig
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On Tharsday, however, she found out what it was; so did the whole county. Readers of
the Wh County Times opened their papers to the editorial page that night to find the
following letter to the cdll«:

Dear edter,

Them wimmin what writ in to complane about all that Smok over to the Jim and all
" dont nead to wurric none long as my boy Salems on the teem, his greter linkth filters the
“* meks it m“‘!

L Prowd father
y B.J. Winston

: Wiihin a few hours' time Whoop County in its entirety had gone utterly berserk, With
~iits self-imposed task of avoiding humor at the direct expense of Salem Winston, and with its
 bitterly divisive controversy over the cigars, the county had wound itself tightly to 3 high ten-
SRE R sion — which was casy game for the sharp wit of Billy Joe. When Salem emerged from prac-
) 'tlcc that evening at seven thirty, he encountered a scenc of pure insanity. The managers
: ducludm were rolling around on the schoolyard, shricking with laughter, one of the
lum clntolna: to her sweatered bosom a threddul copy of the Whoop County

’lby.‘mpped bt«ﬂnng entirely and had to be revived with mouth-to-mouth resuscita-
! ‘{ﬁm administered by the hooting managers.
f L plsics



| Steaming-pot Spirit

“What's the matter with the old man?” asked the witch-woman. The ghost hesitantly
ins to draw 2 picture in respansc. The pic-

|
i moved his right arm 1oward a basin of rice grai
: ture was at first hard to make out, for the poor ,hou'n vehicle was somewhat cumbersome,

No one knew who this ghost was or where he came from. He had been called by the
old doctor-woman to come and enter 2 wooden rice-steaming pot, which is a frequent habitat
of this type of ghost. Then a wicker-basket-like contraption was placed on top of the pot
and the ghost entered it. The basket was fitted with wooden arms and dressed in 2 man's
shirt, so that it looked something like @ human torso, Now it was being firmly held on
cach side by the witch and the family roatriarch, to keep the trapped spirit from flying

away.
The picture was crude, but it was definitely the outline of a chicken. *He wants you
to give the ghost that attacked the old man a chicken to cat,” explained the witch. Ailing

grandfather's proper remedy was discovered.

‘Several other problms were put to the pot-spirit, He answered “‘yes” by loudly
banging his left arm on ‘the floor, much to the delight and merriment of the children
gathered round (lbe father of the family had ten children); and *no™ by rising a couple of
\ feet in the air. *“Where will 1 mect my eweetheart?” asked 3 20-year-old daughter. The
",' ghost scratched away in the rice for a few seconds, but he was endcntlywmnsnome!hhgm
e the archaic northern script, which nobody in the room could read. The two old women
-pwkgdnp the hapless ghost and shook him violently for his inscrutability. Amudng"-
scr'bblmslequllymhg' “Hell, now he’s writing in Chink!"" said M-,
_“llﬁvwohlm‘” Somebody placed a coin in ihe basin for the ghost. He touched his
:‘- .'Imuit.leemdutilﬁnd.uddrewn:rrow The girl would find 2 man in 2 village to
-"J th!mh.
_'ﬂ»npldt m.mm&m«m been up to other mischief as well. When a ghost
harm, he maltyunhitlnmou than one place, and a young daughter was also
m mpouﬁmmaudupmwhbbﬁagheltbegxﬂ' Khwans, or
y-¢le - In her cupped hands she held lmmtethtnd.amall banans, an
: ‘?Fﬁﬂe»udiﬁrmofm The ghost ate and drank from her hands by
Mﬁm,m% He wauld wmum do wxhclp. Then he dis-

-
"»
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the triumph of five village dogs over evil

no Mo says the man

of this land,

i heard no dogs but

it is mebbe the sea
beating on the moon ¢h ?
it is neither noise

nor nuisance

nor your own agony.
mister

i have slept here nearly
all my life with onc wife
and have never heard what
you say you heard

it was what?

dogs i tell him again.

he will watch me walk away
tomorrow

and he'll smile at his woman. ..
yet just there

in the weak rising dawn

i scc five village dogs

feeding

on a great ghost fallen

from a tree where it had squatted
throughout the darkness,

soon they'll stretch in the warm
dust of the day

and begin to lick the shreds

“of this night away.




The Artist

Amrah got up and rubbed his seat, He had cramps again, but he was glad he'd gotten
! them. 1f hehadn't, he'd have gone toslecp.  He turned around and went back into his cave

There'd been nasty tatk going around the village lately. The women d’dn't like him in the
first place because he wouldn't share his cave with any of them, and now the men were be-
ginaing to complain that he wasn't doing his share of the hunting, He looked cut the door
of his cave again and wondered why most of the villagers had absolutely no appreciation for
the looks of things around them. The women cooked and suckled children and spat and the
fmen hunted and slept and begat and nobody, it seemed, even bothered to look around them
at the way things all looked. They all worshipped the spirits that lived all around them but
they mever just sat and tried to soak up every thing that was around them,

The sun had gone down now and it was almost too dark to see. Amrah moved to the
corner of his cave and picked up the torch, He scraped same of the charred wood off the end
into 3 bowl and set about making a fire. He kept thinking about things he'd seen and
couldn’t torget, like the sunlight Aashing on the reddish fur of a deer’s flank, and gray moss
hinging from the trees in the dark parts of the forest, and ferns and small flowers, and the
way the dust looked on the hide of a dead rhinocerous. He stuck the blazing torch in its
niche and went back to the bowl full of charred wood. He spat into it and stirred it around
with his finger. Then he moved over to the back wall and removed his stretching rack from

its usual place on the wall.

' There it was, He stood back and cocked his head to the side. A slow smile spread
1% over his face, He almost laughed out loud. There on the wall was his own thing of
8 ¢! beauty.  As a child he had always regretted the coming of the night because it meant that he
; could then no longes sce all of the things that had filled his days. He had gained 2 reputa-

tion 3s 2 young man for just sitting in his cave and staring at the wall, The villagers had
all thought that ke wassomewhat retarded and laughed and ignored him. They neverrealized
.  that on that blank wall he was staring at, he was recreating a thonsand sights. In his mind
" Be saw thuodering herds of stampeding bison, stirring up huge clouds of reddish dust that
. blotted out the sun. He saw the horrifying beauty of two scaley-fanked giant lizards tearing
~ cach other to picces, the fresh, light color of a tree broken over by a sloth, and the instant
~ tercor of a lightning flash in the dack sky.
“Thea, only recently, his great idea had come to him. The medicine man of the village
¢ sacred right to draw magic symbols, These symbols looked like animals and were
4 1o bring good hunting. They actually did work a5 everyone expected they would,
people who didn't like the medicine mun particlularly, and even Ameah, who was the
harbored the sacrilegious thought that the drawings didu’t look very much
¢ supposed to Jook like. Then Amrah had gotten his ides. 1f the

TN
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 pespect in a very short time for the medicine man, Drawing was very, very difficult, Bot the

¢ E i
~ promise of something beautiful to look at after the sun went down drove him on.

Amrah stepped back and looked again. It was finished, Iis legs were a little stumpy,
- \:‘ gnd the irregularity of the wall it was painted on made it look a little bit warped, but it did
* Jook like an animal. Tt looked like a much| better animal than the medicine man could
draw also, thought Amrah. In fact, it was beautiful. The artist threw his brush inlo the
corner and hit himsclf on the side of the head. He chuckled and began to skip around his
 cave. He finally laughed till tears cameinto his eyes. It was beautiful!

.

A
‘ » Amral spun around just in time to see a small, dirty heel disappear from sight. He
~ raced 10 the door too late and listened as a sct of small footsteps retreated into the night.
Quickly, he stood his stretching rack over the fresh drawing and doused the torch. His
B mind raced as he lay down on what was his bed. Now what? He had tried to
f.‘ﬂmd that this would never happen. He had thought that maybe he could talk to the
\ ,‘»' medicine man cvantually and come enough into favor with him that he would be willingly,
~ even gladly, sllowed to draw the pictures, Perhaps they would just think that he
: xmm:y After all, being a medicine man was not just 2 matter of drawing pictures. It
- was hereditary. The medicine man could talk with the spirits, he was differeat from normal
h ‘nen. he was above them, Amrah was just a common hunter, he couldn’t actually do anyth.
~ing sacrilegious. He didn’t have the power to. But the women of the village were all angry
) st him, The few remaining single women in the tribe didn’t like living with their
~ parents and Amrah wouldn't help them by marrying them. They could try to get
even now. Once a hunting party he had been with had missed its game because he had been
ng a spider spinning its web. They had tried to kill him that time, It was all ridicul-
ou It was only some dirt smeared on the wall!

B
*
-

:.Amnh decided that the villagers really had no argument with him, He was unly scar-
‘himself by thinking about it 0 much, It was childish. He got up and lit the torch again.
moved the rack again and stared at his work. The beatling of his heart slowly returncd
mal and his fear draincd away. He smiled again, A little nervously this time, he langh-
gin. It was beautiful.

hen « club slammed into his back and Amrah hit the floor. He sucked air back into
and tried to roll over. A foot caught him near his kidney and he heard the voice
licine man. In a frenzy, the voice accused him of sacrilege and a club fell again,
felt something warm and wet trickle over his shoulder and felt the back of his neck
old and numb, He watched, still on his stomach, as the medicine man obliterated hus
ag with & rain of blows from his club, He heard several familiar feminine voices ery
d weep as the medicine man railed about the death and starvation that had been
o ‘this presumptuous fool, Amrah started to cry as he heard the medicine man's
jce rise to 8 scream and heard several men stumble through the door of his cave. He
ted to explain but he couldn't even speak.

4
e
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semed 30 suddenly uscless. M"nﬁd.qg.wlhg-wm simple picture through the
g in his ears and then screamed as someone’s club splt his skall

B hid;cﬁuy,muuummuwum it at long time, but now it



| An Agency for Revolution

s, says Andrew Kopkind, is ““the last remaining, isoluted and beleaguered
omp;th o(P::?N%'PFron{?u." The u:xcine editor of The New Reépublic, writing an article
entitled "The Peace Corps” Daring New Look™ (Feb. 5. 1966), argues that a1l the other
“fortresses” of the Frontier “have fallen to the captains of consensus.’

Kopkind helieves that the Corps possibly foreshadows **a new kind of politics for Am-

erica.” rloder new Director Jack Hood Vaughn it must “in the next year or two....prove that

point or die," The past role of the Corps has been to send to developing countcies “not

much more than young, relatively inexpensive Point Four technicans®’, whose :dc_nu!i.c:no_n

with poverty-stricken campeiinos or African tribesmen simply n_mde their ,ob_l easier, This

role was de:'igmd partly to counter anti-Americanism, but in this, says Kopkind, “the V‘tace

Coprs has not been very much help. Anti-American sentiment runs high or low and,rcgm!cs

come and go in countrics where volunteers work, withou! relevance to their presence.” Nouc:

ing that applications fr »m young, radical activists were not exactly pouring into the Corps

reruiiment office, Washington officials sensed that somcthing was missing in the program. The

Pesce Corps, they decided, should be a ““government-sponsored agency for revolution in the
*third world"."

In Latin America, the first testing-ground for the “'new look”. community development
volunteers have the task of actually beginning communities where before only collections of
poor le lived. The community at first centers around some volunteer-zided project like =
school, 2 basketbell team, or & discussion group, Then the members of the group “begin to

_see ways in which they can usc the power which they have as an organization. They may go
'm'il':ililimy of Education Office and demand a new school or more teachers, or they may
form policel movements.” At this point the volunteer “catalyst™ should start to become su-
perfluous.

Promoting social revolution abroad, Kopkind observes, “raises enormous questions for
B American foreign policy, and makes the Peace Corps too politically vulnerable.” Frequently
< the results of‘tﬂs' s newkind of “community development” may “run dicectly counter 10 the
- objectives of State Department policy.™ Kopkind quotes Jack Hood Vaughn to the effect that
- = stronger Peace Corps program in the Dominican Republic might have resulted 1n nonviolent
| change, making Amerian military interveation unnecessary. But, says Kopkind, ‘‘when revo-
b i lutionary forces are put in motion, the forms they will take are largely unprediciable, and
~ uncontrollable, The Dominican uprising might have been bigger (and perhaps successful) if
’ ‘the volunteces had done a better job.” And, if this sort of thing happened, ‘“‘there would
' ulﬁinlg'h!tlph between the Peace Corps and the Aministration’s ‘real’ foreign policy

. m"g Yo ' Y

- What would happen if volunteers went beyond activities tending to encourage organ ized
actually participated in the resulting political action? Kopkind doesn’t know, but

Peace Corps Washington official a5 saying that ‘‘those who don't know where to
try to become political activists abroad™ arc not wanted in the Corps.
d’s analysis, the Peace Corps “is a convenient ‘cover’ to forestall
ace Corps, toreign aid, food-for-peace and the small kindnesses

d peasants are the “good parts’ of that policy. They comfort the
off by the military interventions, the irraticnal anti-Communism,
 and the napalm raids.” But Kopkind takes note of the possibality

to stimulate loog-range changes in American policy:

] 1o '3. - '.\7ﬁd State Dw tment & b




Talking Peace Corps Blues

" {Just strum along in 4/4 time, key of G, regular chord progression, and tulk,)

2 '_ Now 1 joined the Peace Corpa to get away,
| T'swick snd tired of the US.A.
' Put now that I've been on the roam,
By " I'm gettin’ lonesome, wanna go home.

Nobody even speaks English here, whole place is full of foreigners!

. The house [ live in's kinda nice;

h d 1t’s out in the middle of a field of rice.

" There's birds on top and snakes underneath,

' And a tiger on the front porch pickin’ his teeth.
) ‘j". He's waitin' for me to come out. Been there two weeks. I ain't comin® out,
i) Dumb cat.

¥ '.ﬂnu:hool I teach in's a dandy, too,

B 1t’s up on stilts in 2 field of goo.

3 It's nice and airy, though, the screens are all gone,
! ‘.‘.' So the equipment and the bong paam.

“

Pawn shop on the corner’s doin’a booming business. I'll teach the front office
to cut our salary.

hdo I teach ure smart as a whip,

. They study real hard and don’t give me no lip.
 sing folk songy and do the ramwong,

XN And take tutns lookin” for the Viet-cong.

‘Saw one the other day, too. In the third row.
83 Gomez could see me now,

3
-‘.
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Sue Kay is my Sister / A Sketch

I suppose the nicest girl in the whole world is my sister Sue Kay who is in the sixth grade
and whose long black hair is always swinging, whether she is playing two-square or hop-
scotch at the playgzeound, or even if she is only sitting still, maybe to play checkers with the
school-yard director who is in college and who holds her hand longer than I like him to and
who on ¢ kissed her on the wrist. [ absolutely hate him although the reason why is not be-
cause be likes her. Oh, no, but I think it is because he gets along with her, and 8o 1 always
feel strange and know the two of them wish I'd go away whenever T show up at the yard
to maybe kick the soccer ball around or just w atch them hunched over the checker board in
the shelter, where it is quiet and cool and dark, and the trouble is, maybe, that Sue Kay and
I arc the oldest in our family and have always been together to do things and 1 like to be
with her to do anything —to play kKick-the-can in the alley or {latten pennies on the strectcar
tracks in front of our grocery, store,

Of course I know that one day we will have to stop playing and fit into the world and she
will probably marry someone like Albert Wing next door, but if I had my own way Sue Kay
and I would always do things together because we go together like two halves of anything,
and even when we fight each other I know I would skoot myseli if 1 really hurt her. 1re-
member once she pushed me cnto my face in the alley and I got two teeth cracked right off
on the sewer grating and I remember she would not eat her supper for a week, even after my
father whipped her with his leather strap and screamed at her that she was a devil-girl. To
say it another way, we were always a team, the two of us, but I am not forgetting that sheis
only my sister, and | am only her dumb brother who wants to make her laugh all day long if
I can - who will break his ncck of she will smile a little bit, and I would like to never stop
sny of this, except that I am in the high-seventh now and maturing in school and I know
that one day she might have 10 leave San Francisco, forever, maybe to go to New York City
or L.A. or Portland or Chicago or some place, | don't know, and then in five more ycars I
want to go to college myself to study technical engineering— just like the schoolyard dirce-
tor is doing. I know I hate him when [ think of him and it is all because likes Sue Kay, not
because he hates her. He likes her as much as 1 do, I think, and I know she likes him, too,
and for me it is not very important that he is not a Chincac, only I wish he would not let
her lock her fingers into his fingers, But whenever I tell her anything, she tells me shut up,

‘and turns around to look at him and smiles, and even now Ido not understand what the

whole story is between them. Yes, I know be is mice and that the high school boys like it

when he walks over to play basketball with them ia the afternoon because he can jump high

—my God, how high ! I have seen him put a basketball through the hoop with one hand, and

<) the other boys like to see that, but I do not, T hate the way he runs very fast and jumps and

|y slams the ball down through the netting —no, I do not like to see that because he is doing it

by himself and I belicve cverything right has to be done together with someonc clse, as on

our church softball team where the word is Co-operation, That is how to play, according to

M Sun, our coach, for otherwise we would all begin to fight against cach other to get our

own way. But still [ have to admit that it is something to stuff a basketball through the

hoop with your hand. You have 1o be a six-footer to do it—but me, I am 2 Chinese.

ubh on“; llhe dir:;tor‘ hated l&;: II;!.’ . gu;e. She necds someone to hate her, l;:;

~everybody only loves her, especially HIM, and 1 am only one person anyway, only her
mr"h hangs around her like an extra scar{l maybe, and of course it doesn't

- matter, you see, that I sort of still love her because there are other people who do too, and

Tean do r about it. No, nothing. I have no rights of any Kind in regard to my sisé

, sh ly my sister, and when [ stand in the playground shelter and ask her to please

mﬁgm so that our mother can cook the dinner now, and she only wants to

ofher garan. of chickers and Laugh some more_ct Ve feces ke I making for bl d

I to swear and beat his chest with my fists? Who am 1 to make Sue Kay so afra

? 1am no one to do a terrible thing like that... R

it all out ahead of time—it is such a
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Incident in Mini

' Malaysia is paranoid.  Well, maybe that's 1 bit too strong. Certain Malaysians  are
3*!'-";‘.‘”;4, No, still too general. Perhaps I'm viewing it from the wrong angle, perhaps-
'_-'."“, that must be it, exactly—1I'm paranoid,

¥ 3 4 My incident took place in Miri, one of the larger towns in Sarawak, located on the
'1 cogst somewhere in-between Kuching and Brunei. No special reason why | was
. staying there, Only that I had missed 2 9 a.m. bus to Brunei and would have to wait another
ﬁn hours until the next bus left. What do you do in a town which has no more than four
~ main streets, cach of which is ten shops long and all of which have been walked through several
already? Sit in a shop, drink coffee, and read Dreiser. Naturally, Read Dreiser for
- .'” other reason than to finish highly sentimental Sister Carric and then, as if by pure
" accident, leave the book on the table for some unfortunate native of Sarawak to pick up
bt enthusiastically as if he liad found the world's greatest treasure, looking upon it as the key
. %o his entrance into modern civilization, I am always lcaving dreadful books behind, one of
Wbcing to imagine what sort of person will next posses: them and suffer their

‘monotonous drivel. Never leave good baoks behind. I could never think of doing that, That

‘female, ar. dining~candlclight, Courvoisier, everything quite correct —and are being
red by a Caucasian. An Englishman, I presume, Perhaps even a dispossessed colonial.
 bad everything's changed. Then they could have an advertisement showing a colonial,
type, dining (served by one of the natives, of course} with Queen Victoria.
into an India-shaped piece of steak. Steak is rare; streams of rich, thick blood are
%] o over the sides of the picce of meat onto the plate, Bloody good and all that.

ips of asparagus neatly decorating the meat. Potato halves lightly buttered and salted.
of oil-black caviar on a plate lying to the side of the table. And a tall glass of
dark stout with which to wash down the repast. Don't eat too much, though...
tior Here come coffee and toast. Thank you. Now to drysir. What page am I upto?
undred eighty pages left to go. Books like these should be numbered backwards. That
: always know how many pages ate left and it's made absolutely clear that an end

pt on reading. Between paragraphs I took word-sized sips of coffee and sentence-
of toast. My stock of coffee and toast would have to be replenished scveral times
e hours, But by ecleven I was getting tired and decided to take a ten minute
2 beeak in this situation being an attempt to make myself consciously aware of the
, 3% Opposed to tiie compoaite whole, of the place T happened to be in. When 1 closed
k 1 found that I was sitting at a marble-topped rectangular table —a onc-half inch
ck which, when you looked at it, made you momentarily shudder ran across the mar-

sce from the side opposite to mine. My table was on the right a8 I was sitting towards
of the room. The shop itself was three tables wide, rectangular settings decked with
e on cither side but circular settings, also topped with slabs of marble, in the

ble mine were occupied by at lesst two peeple. In fact, some were exea

B i : @
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overcrowded. Mine remained with only one, that being mysell. 1 rationalized that there
must be an Axian superstition about sitting at tables with cracks in them,

At the table parallel to mine on the other side of the room were seated five or six Ma-
laysiams. | didn't take particular notice of cach individual but just made a quick glance
around the table, 1t may be asked why I looked at the table atall. For. had I not looked
there, my incident, insignificant as it may be, would never have occurred, Neither would | be
telling ail this now, I can only say that the pictorial aspect of secing these Malaysians
seated at the table, good-humoredly imbibing their Carlsberg Pilsener and pleasantly tossing
peanuts inta their mouths, appealed to me cnovgh to wart 10 take a picture of this “typical™
coffee house scene. | took out my camera, focused, and then tried to determine the aperture
opening. Why didn't I first find the aperture and then focus ? Simply because 1 enjoy
focusing immensely and this way I get the opportunity to focus twice, Actually I just wanted
to get an initial view of what the picture would look like. Anyway, my lightmeter showed
that there wasn't enough light and that I wouldn't be 4ble to photograph this scene at all,
Unfortunately the people at the table opposite assumed that I had taken a photograph of
them on first focusing because, after I bad put the camera away, one of them turned and
smiled. This being sucha trivial affair, I didn’t bother to stand up, go over to them, and
try to explain that I hadn'f taken one at all —there was Something completely seaseless in

~doing that, Just let the matter rest, Ten minutes having passad, I returned to my book.

1 had finished a few more pages when my eyes were distracted by a form, apparently
human, next to my table, It was just standing there, ** it " neaning the form. I use this pro-

~noun in place of the conventional ** he ™" or ' she "' because in using the latter we mean to

£xpress some kind of animate existence, Well, this man who was stationarily placed in front
of me, all parts of his body immobile, blocking out entirely my line of sight to the left,

~showed 1o signs of arimation whatsever. His cyes, dreamily open, never bhnkmg, showed
-wuch a lustre that they seemed to have been polished with some kind of cye ‘wax. They re-

minded me ohjnmon I had seen on & ship with 2 glass eye —only at this moment there were

014 mghu mrbln vacantly, yet persistently, staring at me, They too, as the rest of the bodily

 parts, were unnobnc and showed no expression except perhaps for that of a cretin,  The one
m.fﬂmﬂﬂ tlm man which made itself immediately noticeable was the frozen, perpetual
‘ Ie p!nured' @h face. Have you ever dreamt of lips smiling without s face? The umlmg
3 Nm !ﬂpaked at long enough, became distinet so that it seemed as if the
° neves ‘ma‘vlu of bestowing upon man oral appendages, for the sake o!
‘ ,hul his owu.hlduhmdly pnt them in anyway,




lﬂl'l. ote, —and tried to ask him simple questions to which 1 gat adewees consisting of

oht downward nod of the head or a slight widening of his smile and then a retuen to
ity former position, There waran cifort on his part to establish some communicative level

d it comsisted of twa Eaglish words, though actually only one since it was repeated.

sither were these words directed toward me but to the proprietor of the shop wad formed
: appeal of “Beer, beer!” Thus, we spent the better part of two hours together Aashing
~ several bottles of Carlsberg and smiling at each other

1 enjoy beer. But I get drunk quite easily after only 2 few glasses, my state of
jeation being to get very tired and then fall asleep.  Since I would be leaving soon
hew that I shouldn't drink too freely, Yet, despite all my protestations, my silent friend
L ntinuously filled my glass with beer.  What disturbed me was that he was drinking much
'tlun I. I haze mentioned paranoia. [ admit to being slightly tinged with this mental

‘ul lgnoned my now excited refusals of rcplcmahmem even though he saw I was
ing to feel weak and tired. For a moment, for the tiniest fraction of time, I believed
hmmtentlonally trying to intoxicate me.  But the rational part of my behavior

hed and I dismissed the idea as absurd,  This was only his way of demonstrating +

ba friindship.
. was now about one o' clock, 1 had to be .t the bus station, a few meters
'hlf hour before my bus's departure so that T would be in time to reserve
should therefore lcave the shop at one one thirty, I was stacting to feel
able, even strange, staying here with this extremely reticent Mylaysian. By ex-
st T bad to be at the bus station an hour before, 1 could properly
from the table and extricate myself from this pecoliar situation, By
fingers along the table, uttering individual words, and pointing to  the
‘v'lall. 1 explained that, because I was to leave Miri for Brunmci, our plea-
would now have to come to an end. This my friend seemed to
elctrly, so clearly, in fact, that by using his fingers and 2 few
informed me that the bus was not leaving for another hour. Mor-
, come with him for the remaining time. I thought it queer that just
this man should suddenly become animated, And, when 1 de-
vhneupon ‘he kept on insisting (he was nmow quite
)¢ with him, !bepntothhkhimqm too. This
' ithnc and “No, I can't,” ‘occasionally modified
Dcumlmély 1 told him that I would not
' 'nmmed dutwc were to  visit




once in Malsys, invitations which I immediately and unhesitatingly sccepted; and both those

timmes T stayed as guest with my hospitable hosts for three days, Why, then, should there

be sny feeling of ambiguity in the present situation? Was it another instance of paranoia?

The answer to this is that the sudden change in the state of this man's nature and attitude

fram one of complete reticence to one of almost violent insistence made me uneasy, For

the two hours we had been sitting together no cmotional behavior had been shown—we had
sat there drinking beer, hardly exchanging any words, Now, as I siood up, about to leave,
this fellow was excitedly shaking his head and saying I must come with him, Even if my
original suspicion sbout him were wrong, I sensed that even an over.friendly person in
extending an invitation would not get this disturbed over such a minor mc:dgt. Or was it
really paranoia? Maybe too many Bond movies. I could sparc the half hour in which he
~ wanted to show me his home. But that wasa't the question. The question was whether
my mental perception of the situation was correct or incorrect; analagously, whether the
sational or irrational was at work.

1 decided in favor of the former since I felt that there was more in this man’s invita-
tion than the invitation itself, an ulterior motive, I picked up my bag and walked out of the
shop, Naturally, my friend walked out with me, still asking me to come with him —he ac-
companied me all the way to the bus station, While [ reserved my seat, he made a tele-
phone call. Tlearned that the call was being made to one of the police chicfs at the local
polia station. So my original suspicion was wrong. I tried to think of any offense I my
hve committed which would warrant police attention but couldn't. All T knew was that this
man wanted to detain me, for what reason I didn't know, The pohoe chief came and he and
my friend went off to confer by themsclves. I, meanwhile, took my seat in the bus. If they
were going to detain or arrest me they would have to drag me out, Passport and health

certificate in order. T knew that I hadn't trespassed the law (what & strange idiom — makes one
think of someone running through an open ficld trodding down grey, wilted blades of desic-

cated law), ‘!‘houghu of Jose Ferrer,as a Turkish police chief detaining OToolevu
Mmot&nhhformnmblepumcametomymd

FMM« hm- mycntkm friend Murud nlone and sat do\m on a bench in
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