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PRESIDENT’S VIEWS 
Over and Out 

BY DAN GEISLER 

July 1999, when we inaugurate a 
new Governing Board and President, 
marks an important transition for 
AFSA. Before handing over the gavel, 
I want — in the great Washington tra¬ 
dition — to place my own spin on our 
work of die past two years. There are 
several important tilings which the 
outgoing Governing Board has done 
right. There’s one particular thing 
which I should have done better. Lets 
stait with the good news. 

75th Anniversary: The Board 
launched a year-long series of events, 
still under way, to mark the 75th 
Anniversary of the modern Foreign 
Service. Under the leadership of 
Ambassador Brandon Grove, our 75th 
Anniversary Committee has garnered 
substantial media attention for the 
Foreign Service, generated seminars 
around the country, run a high school 
essay contest which drew more than 
300 participants from 35 states, and 
hosted high-level events for the U.S. 
business community, congressional 
leaders and the media. In all of these, 
the role of AFSA as initiator was 
essential. There is no other organiza¬ 
tion willing or able to let Americans 
know who the Foreign Service is and 
why our work matters to them. 

Embassy Security: Nothing is more 
important to Foreign Service officers, 
specialists and families than their safe¬ 
ty. In light of the administration’s high¬ 
ly disappointing budget request this 
year, AFSA continues to focus sus- 

Dan Geisler is president of the Amer¬ 
ican Foreign Service Association. 

In which the 

presidential gavel 

is passed to new 

hands ... 

tained attention on the question of the 
security of U.S. overseas missions. The 
Governing Board has worked assidu¬ 
ously to break the cycle of interest and 
neglect which has characterized our 
government’s approach to diis prob¬ 
lem for decades. 

Legislation: AFSA’s package of pro¬ 
posals for the 106di Congress is pro¬ 
ducing results both on bread-and-but¬ 
ter issues such as tax relief, and also on 
important professional issues. Thanks 
to help from concerned members of 
Congress, we succeeded in getting 
AFSAs recommendations on work¬ 
force planning, education allowances 
and diplomatic status of administrative 
and technical personnel inserted into 
pending legislation. 

Conditions of Overseas Em¬ 
ployment: The Governing Board has 
called attention to the increased finan¬ 
cial burden of overseas service caused 
by die continued erosion of salaries, 
allowances, and medical services. 
These issues are important to our abil¬ 
ity to retain top-flight talent in die face 
of increased comperition from the pri¬ 
vate sector. 

Outreach: The Governing Board 
identified outreach, especially out¬ 
reach beyond the Beltway, as an 
essential area in which to expand 
AFSAs work. Under the energetic 
leadership of Ambassador Bill 
DePree, our highly successful 
Elderhostel program has already 
exposed more than 1,000 participants 
around the country to the work of the 
Foreign Service. We’re enlarging that 
effort, establishing a Friends of the 
Foreign Service and revitalizing our 
nationwide Speakers Bureau. 

Foreign Service Integrity: We have 
worked hard to counter allegations of 
lax discipline witiiin die service. While 
doing so, we achieved reforms to guar¬ 
antee Foreign Service employees full 
due process and to ensure that any 
warranted punishment is swift and 
certain. 

My own area for improvement was 
communications with our members, 
especially our members abroad. This 
means using electronic media, not just 
to report on events, but also to elicit 
feedback, which is always in short sup¬ 
ply. Both active duty and retired 
Foreign Service people are becoming 
accustomed to rapid — if not instanta¬ 
neous — communications on issues of 
interest to them. State Department 
cables and snail mail no longer suffice. 
AFSA can use communications tech¬ 
nology more creatively. 

Take heart. The incoming President 
has more experience (and, I am con¬ 
vinced, talent) than the outgoing one. 
That spells good news for AFSA and 
the U.S. Foreign Service. ■ 
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LETTERS 

Isolated in an Embassy 
Kudos to Charles Schmitz for his 

thoughtful letter about “fortress 
embassies” in the December issue. I 
hope that AFSA will support some of 
these ideas in its work on the Hill. 
Ironically, the department chose the 
opposite course in the Philippines, 
pulling offices into die embassy com¬ 
pound and thus increasing die value 
of die target to be attacked. 

My own work as environment, sci¬ 
ence and technology counselor could 
certainly be done outside the embassy, 
and diat way I could have real-time 
access to real-world Internet and e- 
mail now denied me by security rules 
here. But the procedures using die 
Classified C-Lan for my cables and 
most e-mail with State Department 
offices would make that impossible 
even if die embassy were supportive. 
We badly need some innovative 
assessment of our operating proce¬ 
dures, bodi to reduce our security risk 
and enhance our effectiveness as 
diplomats. 

Marshall Carter-Trijrp 
FSO 
Embassy Madrid 

The Foreign Service Journal welcomes 
your signed letters to the editor. Please 
mail letters to the Journal, 2101 E St., 
NW, Washington, D.C., 20037; fax to 
(202) 338-8244; or send via e-mail to 
joumal@afsa.org. Letters, which are 
subject to editing, should include full 
name, title and post, address and day¬ 
time telephone number. 

Secretaries’ Small Rewards 
Concerning the letter by A.W. 

Michael, regional personnel officer, 
in the April Journal on respect for 
secretaries and die treatment of die 
secretarial staff: 

Secretaries are not promoted and 
yet management keeps saying there is 
a shortage in our field. Does that 
mean those of us who are working 
currentiy widi the State Department 
are not doing our jobs, and tiiat man¬ 
agement has to hire replacements at 
higher starting salaries tiian some of 
us earn who have been in for 15 years 
or more? 

Secretaries are also treated to 
“paper awards” just to appease us. 
Many cash awards are given to FSOs 
and FSNs, but when secretaries are 
nominated for awards, we get a 
paper certificate with no monetary 
award recommended. One adminis¬ 
trative officer told me: “It’s die veiy 
least that can be done.” Plow true 
that statement was. 

Stella P. Stutz 
FS Legal Assistant 
U.S. Mission, Geneva 

Preposterous Wailing 
It surprises me that Manish K. 

Mishra is allowed to wail at great 
length in the March issue of the 
Journal that under current State 
Department regulations he is not 
able to take his boyfriend with him 
should he go to an overseas assign¬ 
ment unless all the boyfriend’s 
charges are paid by the U.S. govern¬ 
ment. Furthermore, and what is 
seemingly more preposterous, he 

expects the boyfriend to receive all 
the rights and privileges of a Foreign 
Service officer. 

Mishra considers this a great injus¬ 
tice! What would he diink if any single 
male colleague would want to take 
along a current lady friend with the 
same entertainment privileges in 
mind? Actually, before I was married 
that might have seemed like great fun, 
but I can’t imagine how it would have 
been justified despite Mishra’s 
anguished pleas. 

Cabot Sedgwick 
FSO, retired 
Nogales, Ariz. 

Equal Value, Equal Benefits 
I must take issue with “Speaking 

Out: Equal Benefits for Relationships 
of Equal Value” that appeared in your 
March FSJ. The audior’s premise that 
homosexual partners of Foreign 
Service of ficers be granted equal ben¬ 
efits to married FSOs is based on a 
number of half-truths and distortions. 

The writer seems to think tiiat his 
own subjective feelings should deter¬ 
mine State Department policy. He 
seems to say that as long as he “values 
and loves” die person he refers to as 
his husband, then not only is no one 
permitted to disapprove, but diey 
must show their whole-hearted 
approval for what most people have 
and will always consider unnatural 
behavior by rewarding it witii taxpayer- 
subsidized benefits. (Of course, many 
will scream “intolerance” at this point, 
but die audior himself has betrayed 
his own bias in favor of “committed, 
monogamous relationships.” Is he not 
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LETTERS 

thereby trying to impose his morality 
on tire rest of us?) 

The writer makes a correct obser¬ 
vation that marriage customs and laws 
have changed over time. What he fails 
to notice is that at no time in human 
history has a sexual relationship 
between two people of the same sex 
been considered the equal of one 
between a man and a woman, for 
obvious biological reasons, even in 
societies that tolerated homosexual 
behavior. 

Finally, I don’t know that the role 
of the Foreign Service is to promote 
change in American society. For the 
State Department to propose what 
would be, in effect, a revolution, fly¬ 
ing in tire face of the laws of all 50 
states (and implicitly encouraging 
behavior that is illegal in several — 
laws upheld by dre Supreme Court 
as recendy as 1986) would be to 

detach ourselves from what we were 
intended to be: the representatives 
of tire American people overseas. 

Raymond D. Toma, Jr. 
Chief, Visa Section 
U.S. Consulate General 
Naples 

Bombing China’s Embassy 
The media has pilloried the admin¬ 

istration and especially tire intelli¬ 
gence community for relying on an 
out-of-date map from the National 
Imaging and Mapping Agency 
(NIMA) to detennine NATO bomb¬ 
ing targets, resirlting in the unintend¬ 
ed bombing of the Chinese embassy 
in Belgrade. There really is no ques¬ 
tion about tire maps accuracy, per se, 
but rather the data it contained, which 
was woefully out of date. 

Apparendy, the U.S. government 
and NATO had not provided a sys¬ 

tematic vehicle for knowledgeable 
individuals currentiy or recendy serv¬ 
ing in Belgrade to view the map and 
critique it. The result of the unfortu¬ 
nate bombing was the largest public 
demonstration in Beijing in 10 years 
and a major setback for U.S.-China 
policy which could affect relations for 
years to come. Part of tire reason for 
this foreign policy mess is that tire 
diplomats eidrer lacked tire appropri¬ 
ate background in geography, or for 
some odrer reason did not challenge 
information contained on a map from 
an authoritative U.S. government 
source. This incident, I believe, 
points out the need for tire State 
Department to develop mastery over 
the new technologies that are impact¬ 
ing foreign affairs. This is not to sug¬ 
gest that the State Department 
should develop its own mapping 
capability equivalent to drat of 
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NIMA. But, it does underscore the 
importance of geography and cartog¬ 
raphy in foreign affairs. What is often 
viewed as an arcane world of back¬ 
room specialists has caused a tizzy for 
the front-room diplomats. Decision¬ 
makers made the false assumption 
that information appearing on a 
printed map must be correct. In tire 
digital world, the user of a map may 
choose which data to display (e.g., 
topographic information, rivers, 
buildings, roads), but the display will 
only be as accurate as the information 
in the database. 

In order to maintain its leadership 
role over foreign affairs, State 
Department personnel must under¬ 
stand the technologies employed by 
odrer agencies to become knowledge¬ 
able users and droughtful critics of 
how drose technologies are deployed. 
Because dre State Department has 

traditionally acquiesced to otirer 
agencies on dre technological front, its 
role has been minimized to mopping 
up disasters resulting from the mis¬ 
takes of others. 

In many respects the State 
Departments culture is antidretical to 
and resistant to modem technology. 
Indeed, computers remain a drreat to 
how dre State Department operates. 
Because drey easily permit dre wide¬ 
spread dissemination of information, 
the leadership does not have dre same 
degree of control over computers 
(especially e-mail) as they do over the 
departments communications main¬ 
stay, the cable system. And, fully mas¬ 
tering computer technology involves a 
far greater investment in time and 
money for training dran dre State 
Department and its employees have 
traditionally been willing to make. 

Foreign policy is too important to 

be controlled by agencies, such as 
NIMA, which lack overall responsibil¬ 
ity for the conduct of foreign rela¬ 
tions. The State Department should 
take this opportunity to embrace and 
master modem technologies, making 
drem broadly available not only in 
Washington, but also in the field. Only 
by demonstrating technological 
sophistication of its own will State be 
able to ensure that its influence over 
foreign policy prevails. 

As a retired Foreign Service officer 
employed in computer mapping, I am 
keenly aware of tire difficulties facing 
the State Department. Digitized 
maps and databases represent only 
one small area of tire technologies 
which die State Department should 
eventually embrace and utilize. 

Gil Donahue 
FSO, retired 
Annandale, Va. ■ 
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CLIPPINGS 

“To look after 
your own people 
is the first duty of 

a statesman. 
Yet it is a 

perverted moral 
code that will 

allow a million 
innocent civilians 
of another country 

to be made 
destitute because 

you are not 
prepared to risk 
the life of a single 

professional 
soldier of 

your own. ... 
What kind of 

superpower is 
this? What kind 
of morality?” 

—TIMOTHY CARTON ASH 

IN THE JUNE 24 

NEW YORK REVIEW 

OF BOOKS 

VISA FOLLIES I: 
LAX DISCIPLINE 

What does the State Department do 
when visa officers are found doing official 
favors for friends in exchange for money 
or other inducements? Little or nothing, 
according to a long expose in the May 9 
Los Angeles Times. State handles investi¬ 
gations of illegal activities and other prob¬ 
lems among U.S. diplomats in a “slow, 
cumbersome and spotty way,” write 
reporters Rone Tempest, Tyler Marshall 
and Patrick McDonnell. 

Although the vast majority of the 800 
visa officers in 230 consulates resist temp¬ 
tation, the reporters are careful to note, 
“those suspected of issuing visas in 
exchange for money, gifts, or sexual favors 
often are allowed to retire or move to 
another post rather than face extensive 
investigation or prosecution.” 

The article details several recent prose¬ 
cutions of U. S. consular officers for 
malfeasance, most of them ending in 
acquittals if they even made it to trial. 

But ffie story centers on die case of 
Charles Matdiew Parish, the non-immi¬ 
grant visa line chief in Beijing from 1994- 
96. Parish was accused of using his posi¬ 
tion to grant visas to friends, accepting 
gifts in excess of strict State Department 
limits, and improper fraternization with 
Chinese women. Several of die women 
accompanied Parish on trips back home to 
Los Angeles and Phoenix, where they all 
stayed free of charge as guests of die local 
representative of a Chinese state trading 
company. 

Parish, an ex-Marine who was on his 
fourth foreign assignment for State, 
acknowledges acts during his tour in 
Beijing diat appear to violate the depart¬ 
ments code of conduct, but denies 

breaking die law. Still, when he was 
removed from his post in May 1996, he 
was prepared for die worst: embassy 
security officers sealed his office, seized 
documents and barred Parish from com¬ 
ing back to Beijing. But diere was no time¬ 
ly follow-up, and “the trail ran completely 
cold,” the Times reports. By die tune FBI 
investigators got to Parish in 1998, key visa 
records had been destroyed, since regula¬ 
tions require that they be held for just one 
year, and die case sputtered to a halt. 

Parish might never have faced prosecu¬ 
tion at all if his name hadn’t surfaced in 
connection witli die 1996 U. S. presiden¬ 
tial campaign finance scandal. FBI agents 
interrogated Parish about visas he issued 
to Chinese friends of Johnny Chung, who 
has told federal investigators diat he was 
given cash by the chief of Chinese military 
intelligence to support President Clintons 
reelection. Chung also claims that he wit¬ 
nessed Paiish accepting a bag of cash from 
an executive of a Chinese brewing compa¬ 
ny in an apparent exchange for visas, but 
Parish denies die allegation. In the end, 
far from being prosecuted or even dis¬ 
graced, Parish was transferred into a sen¬ 
sitive post back in Washington, sent on 
special assignments abroad and even 
awarded a merit raise. Eventually he 
retired on an annual pension of $43,000. 

VISA FOLLIES II: 
MOUNTIES MOBILIZE 

The Royal Canadian Mounted Police 
are investigating and cracking dovra on 
local employees in Canadian embassies 
around the world who have accepted 
bribes for visas, according to an article in 
die National Post, Canadas new nation¬ 
wide daily newspaper. 
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Employees in Islamabad, Kuwait, 
Damascus, Los Angeles, Cairo, Conakry 
and Belgrade have been fired or suspend¬ 
ed in the last three years for "subverting 
Canadas immigration laws, and in some 
cases for theft, police say.” None of the 
employees have been arrested, though, 
“because they are not Canadian and are 
not working in Canada,” says die article by 
Marina Jimenez. 

According to Inspector Jean Dube, 
head of die RCMPs immigration and 
passport section in Ottawa, a typical scam 
is for would-be immigrants to bribe a local 
embassy employee to issue a visitor s visa. 
The visitors then dispose of their docu¬ 
ments when diey arrive in Canada. Many 
dien make refugee claims either in 
Canada or in the United States, if they are 
able to cross the border. 

NEWS EXECS TARGET 
Kosovo CENSORSHIP 

Editors of leading U.S. news media 
sent a joint letter to Secretary of Defense 
William Cohen April 9 complaining about 
strict censorship of news from NATO’s 
Kosovo campaign, according to the June 
American Journalism Review. 

The news executives wrote, “Though 
the ongoing campaign in the Balkans is 
one of the largest and most important 
U.S. military operations conducted in 
recent years, the Department of Defense 
has supplied far less information to the 
media and public than during the Persian 
Gulf War and die more recent Desert 
Fox operation.” The letter was signed by 
executives of The New York Times, The 
Washington Post, The Wall Street 
Journal, The Los Angeles Times, the 
Associated Press, CNN and NBC News. 

The editors complained that few 
details about allied attacks were being 
made available. “At a minimum, we 
believe the department should make 
public its information on what targets in 
Yugoslavia have been hit ... which 
planes are involved in operations, how 
many operations they fly, and the 
degree of their success.” That would 
approximate the level of detail Gen. 
Norman Schwarzkopf provided during 
the 1991 Gulf War, says writer Patrick 
Sloyan. 

One restriction tiiat especially irked 
the media: NATO commander Gen. 
Wesley Clark ordered that no military 
personnel could be identified by name 
or hometown in news stories. That stric¬ 
ture, the article says, “violated rules in 
effect since World War II.” It also left 
reporters on the scene filing stories with 
no lively quotes. 

Beyond that, the article states that 
NATO briefers intentionally misled the 
media and the public about an April 14 
incident in which a NATO warplane mis¬ 
takenly bombed a convoy carrying 
refugees near the Kosovo town of 
Djakovica. The briefing officers said the 
bombing was carried out by a U.S. Air 
Force F16 Falcon codenamed Bear 21. 
NATO then presented the pilots 
debriefing tape, in which he makes clear 
that he took extraordinary care in decid¬ 
ing to bomb the convoy. 

“The hope was the public would be 
sympathetic to someone who had taken 
great care to be accurate,” writes Sloyan. 
“They [NATO] picked him for propagan¬ 
da reasons,’ says a senior U.S. military 
official. The blame-placing outraged 
senior Air Force officials, who said it 
deliberately misrepresented the event 
and smeared an excellent pilot.” 

YEARS AGO 

“Luxembourg is what is 
called a Grand Duchy. Its 
ruler is a Grand Duchess, 
a female. ... Would it be so 
much out of harmony with 
the concept of women in 
government if we should 
send a minister to the 
Grand Duchess who was 
also a woman? ... 

“Mrs. Mesta is a woman 
of high character and 
possesses a great deal of 
business experience, grace, 
and ability to get along 
with people. It is said that 
she entertains. That is 
what career men do, so 
she has at least that 
qualification.” 

—SEX. TOM COXXAUA 

(I)-TEX.), SPEAAIVG i\ / iron 

OF Till■ COXEIRMATIO.X 01 

FAMED WASHINGTON 

HOSTESS PERLE MESTA 

AS AMBASSADOR. 

THE EXCERPT EROM THE 

CONGRESSIONAL RECORD 

APPEARED IX THE 

AUGUST 1949 
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“There is the 
recurrent hope 

[in the U.S.] that 
foreign affairs will 

give so little trouble 
that the Secretary 
of State will be free 

to go f ishing and 
that the most 

important of the 
United States 

embassies can be 
staffed with party 

spoilsmen." 

— THE LISTENER 

(PUBLICATION OF THE 

BBC), 1959 

BIBI NETANYAHU, 
PEACE PROMOTER 

Benjamin Netanyahu may have accom¬ 
plished more for the Middle East peace 
process, albeit unintentionally, than most 
are willing to give him credit for. 
According to the June 7, 1999 New 
Republic, die recent Israeli election proves 
Netanyahus success in “creating a broad 
consensus in favor of the peace process for 
the first time.” The irony, of course, is diat 
Netanyahu was elected Likud Party prime 
minister in 1996 as a strong opponent of 
that very peace process. 

“As a result of his own grudging deal¬ 
ings with die PLO, many, perhaps most, of 
the rights constituents have come to 
accept die Oslo agreement as a framework 
for negotiation,” writes Hillel Halkin, an 
Israeli-based contributing editor of The 
Forward. “At long last, it can be said tiiat 

die public mandate for Oslo that Yitzhak 
Rabin failed to seek in 1993 has been 
obtained.” 

Netanyahus fall is evidence of die 
changing face of the Israeli electorate. 
Halkin states “there is an underlying 
process of IsraeMcation” affecting at least 
two key groups who were previously on 
die margins of Israeli political life. On one 
hand, Russian immigrant voters moved 
leftward and closer to die Israeli elites 
they aspire to join. 

In addition, ultra-orthodox Jews who 
once rejected Israeli society now have “a 
growing sense of being part of diat soci¬ 
ety and wanting a full share of its political 
benefits and entitlements.” That has led 
to a “growing political aggressiveness” 
which in turn prompted a backlash from 
secular Jews diat helped turn Netanyahu 
out of office and return the Labor Party 
to power. ■ 
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SPEAKING OUT 
Fluent In The Language Of Discrimination 

BY LAWRENCE GARRED 

I recently settled a four-year-long 
dispute over the State Departments 
denial of tenure. I endured this ordeal 
to hold tlie Foreign Service account¬ 
able for flagrant breaches of its own 
personnel regulations. Sadly, my 
experience shows that the employee- 
dispute-resolution process at State is 
ineffective and preeminently self- 
serving. That process puts maintain¬ 
ing the status quo far ahead of gen¬ 
uine resolution, conceals duplicity 
and obscures discrimination. 

A lifetime coping with “speech 
disfluency” has challenged me to 
develop effective oral communica¬ 
tion skills. This condition means that 
I can randomly block or stammer on 
words or sounds. Despite this obsta¬ 
cle, I was able to earn a graduate 
degree, compete normally through 
the FSO process without affirmative 
action, entering the service in 1991, 
and earn more than satisfactory per¬ 
formance evaluations during my first 
(Anglophone) tour in Manila, from 
1992 to 1994. 

For my second tour, I was 
assigned to a consular position in 
Zurich requiring a 3/3 (oral compre¬ 
hension/reading comprehension) lan¬ 
guage proficiency level on the State 
Departments 0-5 language scale. 
With my history, one might suppose 
that my main obstacle in achieving 
fluency in German (what Mark Twain 
called “that awful language”) would 

The author, an FSO from 1991-96, is 
an aspiring financial analyst now 
living in Ohio. 

Though I was 
diagnosed with 

a severe language 
learning disability, 

discrimination 
against me 
continued. 

be speaking. But that was not die 
case. Rather, from my first days in 
language training, my major weak¬ 
ness turned out to be listening com¬ 
prehension. 

I struggled mightily just to achieve 
a 1+/1+ in German, far below the 
prescribed level, and kept Zurich 
apprised of my difficulties. Yet the 
Personnel Bureau never processed 
the mandated waiver of die language 
requirement, and I proceeded to post 
in January 1995, linguistically unpre¬ 
pared to perform professionally. 

Exacerbating matters, the most 
commonly spoken language of 
Switzerland is a dialect substantially 
distinct from classical German. Not 
surprisingly, after just six months 
there, I actually regressed to a test 
score of 1/1. A junior officer at 
Embassy Bern who had achieved a 
2+/3 and a 3/2+ during the same peri¬ 
od later volunteered to investigators 
that she had been granted leave for 

further study of German and 
embassy-paid tutoring to reach her 
3/3. Though I needed far greater 
assistance to achieve the required 
proficiency, I was never offered any 
tangible support towards that goal 
whatsoever. 

From Zurich, I wrote the depart¬ 
ment seeking reasonable accommo¬ 
dation to my speaking disability. 
Specifically, I sought an exemption 
from the foreign language qualifica¬ 
tion of the tenure requirement so I 
could serve in English-speaking posts 
or non-language-designated posi¬ 
tions. Later, I expressed willingness 
to explore employment in the Civil 
Service or as a Foreign Service spe¬ 
cialist, but never received a reply to 
any of these requests. 

A Protracted Process 
My Zurich position had both con¬ 

sular duties and economic reporting 
requirements. I performed satisfacto¬ 
rily at die visa window but received a 
disparaging employee evaluation 
report in November 1995 emphasiz¬ 
ing my lack of reporting production. 
The box for overall evaluation was 
improperly left unmarked, yet the 
narrative stated that my performance 
had been unsatisfactory. Furthermore, 
even though I was in a language- 
designated position, the reviewing 
officer claimed that English was suffi¬ 
cient to report on international busi¬ 
ness from Zurich, thereby implying 
my linguistic shortcomings were not 
material to my overall poor perfor¬ 
mance. Finally, and most egregiously, 
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die rating officer made up four dates 
on which he had allegedly counseled 
me about areas for improvement. 

My written response stated that I 
had never been counseled at all about 
my job performance; in fact, I was 
documentably on leave during one 
day of die fictitious four. The super¬ 
vising officers dien received a cable 
widi instructions to prepare a second 
draft of my employee evaluation. 
While passing through Washington 
on his Christmas leave (and during 
die government shutdown) in 1995, 
the rating officer came to the employ¬ 
ment evaluation office in the 
Personnel Bureau for off-die-record 
guidance on how to do so. Not sur¬ 
prisingly, the revised version, which I 
did not see until a month later (in 
January 1996, right before I was 
denied tenure), was no fairer dian die 
first draft but contained more plausi¬ 
ble dates for the alleged counseling 
sessions. In die meantime, the acting 
director general of the Foreign 
Service ordered my immediate cur¬ 
tailment from post and I returned to 
Washington on Dec. 21, 1995. 

In January 1996, the department 
arranged advanced language apti¬ 
tude testing for me. After two days of 
examination, a department-selected 
expert diagnosed me with a severe 
learning disability in the acquisition 
of language. My listening compre¬ 
hension difficulties were finally 
objectively explained. 

The diagnosis had no impact on 
events, however. On die basis of the 
revised performance evaluation, I was 
denied tenure in February 1996. I 
then grieved my evaluation on die 
grounds of its many factual inaccura¬ 
cies, further stipulating that State had 
failed to process the mandatory lan¬ 
guage waiver and had selectively 
enforced personnel regulations in my 
case. Having acquired a healthy skep¬ 
ticism about die duplicitous nature of 
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the Foreign Services personnel 
processes, I also filed a complaint 
with the Equal Employment 
Opportunity (EEO) office at State, 
alleging a discriminatoiy pattern of 
events arising from my language 
learning disability. Ultimately, the 
Appeals Board “suspended” action on 
my appeal of the employee evaluation 
grievance due to tire action pending 
before EEO. I was involuntarily sepa¬ 
rated from the Foreign Service on 
Oct. 11, 1996 while the EEO investi¬ 
gation proceeded. 

Although the Americans with 
Disabilities Act (ADA) does not apply 
to the federal government, Uncle 
Sam has similar regulations prohibit¬ 
ing disability-based discrimination. So 
when tire State Department ignored 
the examiners diagnosis of my severe 
learning disability in the acquisition of 
language, I was left wondering why it 
had arranged the test at all. 

I came to believe that State hoped 
the test would discredit my assertion 
of an organic problem entitling me to 
reasonable accommodation, specifi¬ 
cally modification of tire “worldwide 
availability” requirement. Any drreat 
to the worldwide availability doctrine 
is very serious business at State. Yet 
incredibly, in response to EEO- 
ordered discovery, tire department 
would assert that the phrase “world¬ 
wide availability” had no relevance to 
my case, nor was it “generally under¬ 
stood” by State. 

The relative unpopularity of the 
EEO office at higher levels of State 
speaks eloquently of its integrity and 
effectiveness. Its problem, however, 
is speed. Because time burdens indi¬ 
viduals more than institutions, I 
believe EEOs grossly inadequate 
budget represents a conscious 
choice by the department to let 
investigations languish. The result¬ 
ing backlog promotes fault-escaping 
settlements. 

Lessons Learned? 
Some 23 months after filing the 

original complaint, I finally received 
tire report of investigation in March 
1998. It filled four volumes. The 
power of my painstaking documenta- j 
tion was central as my allegations 
were entirely supported and addi¬ 
tional anomalies were turned up. 
Among these: a handwritten note in 
personnel files from my last career | 
development officer, my putative 
“advocate,” inquiring about her civil 
liability if I pursued legal redress; and 
unsigned notes from imaginary per¬ 
formance counseling that mysterious- 
ly appeared in my personnel files in 
1996, along with a statement by the 
consul generals secretary that she 
could only remember seeing those j 
notes after I had departed post. In 
addition, the application form for the 
1996 FSO entrance exam suddenly 
included a “Self-Identification of 
Disability” page, where speech dis- 
fluency and language acquisition j 
disability (my very conditions) were j 
among those enumerated. 

I have settled my case and am look¬ 
ing to pursue another career. I am not 
bitter toward die service, diough I find 
only hypocrisy in its solemnity and [ 
prestige; delay and obfuscation are 
well-practiced arts at State. 

Obviously, I feel qualified disabled 
individuals should be able to serve | 
abroad as U.S. diplomats. But this 
will require some changes on the part 
of die Foreign Service, starting with 
adherence to the ADA and related 
regulations. 

My motivation in pursuing this 
process alone against all hardships 
has been a desire to hold the depart¬ 
ment accountable for its actions, j 
Everyone is potentially disabled. But 
unreasonable treatment of the 
disabled few reveals how the many 
are valued. People should not 
be discardable. ■ 
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SALIMANGA 

BY JOSEPH SALVO 

Q alimanga hoped tliis was her last trip to 

tlie market town near die northem- 

I ^ most arch of the Niger River. She held 

^ W her boubou up away from the muddy 
S padi diat led from her hired taxi down 

to die motorized canoe beached on the bank of the 

strong brown river. She compared her estimated profit 
for this trip to the amount required to take her daughters 

and Boubacar to France. She came up short. Again. 

As she reached die canoe the driver of her taxi 
honked impatiendy. She looked back and saw a man and 

a woman leaning over the drivers 

window7 and moving dieir hands in 

a wild manner. The woman was tall, 
diin and black. She wore shorts in a 

public place. The man was shorter. 
Toubobs, foreigners. 

The horn sounded again but 
Salimanga was not worried. The 
taxi driver would not leave. 

Salimanga had rented five of the 
taxis seven passenger seats, includ¬ 
ing two for herself. Salimanga was a 

big woman. 

Salimanga had finished high 

school. She went to church with the 

Europeans. She was fluent in Peul, 

English, Arabic and French. She 

had toubob friends who invited her 

to their homes when she had things to trade. Not bad 

for a Peul girl from a village half a day up river from 

Banjul. Not as good as Miriam N’jiaye, of course. 

Miriam N’jiaye had just been named deputy finance 

minister in the new government. 

Boubacar helped twelve-year-old Bijou, with the 

baby on her back, into the narrow canoe that worked as 

the river ferry. The craft: rocked unsteadily as Salimanga 

settled herself in the front seat. She w7as two meters tall 

and weighed almost twice as much as the equally tall but 
bony Boubacar. Her assistant and his ancestors had 

been the property of a prominent family in Mauritania. 

Salimanga had taken him in trade for a consignment of 

counterfeit designer cosmetics. She needed an assistant 

and sometimes a bodyguard. She paid Boubacar a small 
salary and did not beat him. He presented her with 

sandals on Islamic feast days and slept outside her door 

during her travels. 

A Mandinlca man was already in 

tlie boat with two of his wives. A 

leopard skin hung over his shoul¬ 
der. A ceremonial flywhisk he car¬ 

ried identified him as a “big man,” a 
chief. He nodded at Salimanga. She 
returned the courtesy. 

Salimanga adjusted her boubou 
to keep it out of the water in die 
bottom of die canoe. Her breasts 

ached. She would have to feed the 

baby soon. She smiled at die chiefs 
wives who wore colorful cotton 

prints diat featured portraits of a 

president from several coup d’etats 

| ago. Salimanga’s garment was 

| made of Parisian silk in a black and 

white geometric pattern. She wore 

a turban diat matched her boubou and huge golden ear 

ornaments shaped like twisted star fruit. Salimangas 

costume said, here is a woman who does not pound mil¬ 

let, draw water or sit below die village men’s speaking 

platform. People made way for Salimanga. 

A small boy pushed them out into die current 

and they moved out toward die far shore where the 
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rounded mud buildings of the market town emerged 

seamlessly from like-hued soil the color of rust. The mud 
towers of the Grande Mosquee dominated the town’s sil¬ 

houette. The sacred ostrich eggs atop die mosque s tallest 
spires glowed like beacons in die early morning light. 

Boubacar hoisted a white umbrella over Salimanga, 

but she motioned for him to shade Bijou and die baby. 
The infant girls ears were already pierced with small gold 

studs. Bijou wore a small gold nose ring like her mother 

and a set of Walkman headphones. 

They entered the market. Pungent piles of brown, 
dried fish thickened the air. Fulani men in conical hats 

sold mounds of fiery red chilies. Flute and drum music 

accompanied a troupe of Mouride acrobats as they 
solicited support for dieir walk to Mecca with handstands 
and back flips. 

Salimanga had promised Boubacar she would pay for 
his passage to Mecca when she went to France. Boubacar 

would be die first in his family to add the honorific of El 

Hadji to his name upon completion of a pilgrimage to the 

sacred city. After tiiis trip, Salimanga would be die first in 
her family to fly in a plane. 

They entered the shop of a Lebanese trader. 
Salimanga was surprised to see the same pair of toubobs 
who had been arguing with her driver now standing in 

Ousmans shop. Ousman Dupres sold sundries in die 

front of his mud-walled shop and anything he could in 
the back. Salimanga knew he manufactured African 

“antiques” and bootleg beer in a converted latrine. She 
could see a stack of fake “33” brand beer labels that had 
spilled onto the floor. “Adaptee au Climat” they said. 

Ousman offered quick cash and no questions about 

provenance. On her last hip, Salimanga had traded cos¬ 
metics and a fax machine for some Roman coins and a 
bag of amber. He had promised her more amber for this 

season s visit. Salimanga had buyers in Dakar. 
Dirty plastic bags full of amber lay strewn on die 

counter. Salimanga began to open the plastic bags and 

examine their contents. This was not the highly polished 

amber familial' to toubobs. These pieces were as big as a 

baby’s fist, worn smooth and opaque with long use. One 

had to work and worry diese beads to see what lay inside. 

These necklaces had been die wealth of families, daugh¬ 

ters’ dowries and means of escape. 

Joseph Salvo is an FSO with USAID in Washington, 

DC. 

Salimanga sorted them into two piles, speaking in 
Arabic to Ousman. 

“15,000 Swiss,” he replied and dien turned to the for¬ 
eign man. The woman was holding up a complicated 

triple strand of amber colored beads. 

“C’est combien?” asked die man. 

Ousman responded widi a ridiculous price. The man 
spoke widi die woman and then paid Ousman. The 
woman arranged die strands as a necklace. Salimanga 

was so taken aback by die woman’s strange actions that 

she forgot her bargaining for a moment and turned to 

leave. Ousman, quick as a snake, turned back to her and 
lowered his price in whispered Arabic. After more hag¬ 

gling they agreed on a price and Boubacar helped 

Ousman wrap the amber. 

Salimanga wondered why the foreign woman would 
wear the strands of frankincense around her neck. Village 

women wore them like a G-string during their monthly 

cycle. Salimanga had always preferred the cotton pads 

she bought at the pharmacy. Maybe this was a new 

European fashion. Salimanga would look for it in her 

magazines. 
At the taxi, the driver told Salimanga that the toubobs 

had purchased die last two seats and were having a drink 
in the taxi stand restaurant. 

Boubacar waited with dieir purchases at the taxi. 

Salimanga and her daughters entered the restaurant 
called “Buvette de la Gare.” The window openings were 

bare of glass or screens. Clouds of flies explored every 

surface inside die “Buvette.” The foreigners were just 
getting seated in the comer. The woman wore a tight 

pink blouse and baggy white shorts. The odier customers, 

taxi drivers and market women, stared at the womans 
bare legs which were covered in insect bites. The 
woman’s hair was done Peul style in long thin braids. 
Bijou had diin braids too, but diey were shorter and diey 
stuck straight out from her head in a style the Banjul 

Beauty Academy called “Le Sputnik.” 

The toubob man was older and red in die face. He 

wore a long-sleeved shirt, a hat and pants covered with 

pockets. Perhaps he had so much money he needed the 

extra pockets. 

The owner and an old man were playing checkers with 

bottle tops on a table near a kerosene-powered cooler. 

The owner came to Salimanga’s table. She ordered two 

Fantas. After their drinks came diey kept the bottle caps 
on top of the botdes when they weren’t drinking. 

JULY-AUGUST 1999/FOREIGN SERVICE JOURNAL 19 



Focus 

Salimanga undid the top of her bonbon, 
grabbed her breast and expressed a triple stream of milk 

onto the stricken woman 's face. 

The room smelled of burnt millet, kerosene and 

human waste. A sign over what appeared to be the bath¬ 
room door said, “En panne.” 

The owner went over to the foreigners. 

The man said, “There are only two choices, Michelle. 
Orange Fanta or 33 beer.” 

“Give me one of each.” 

The owner brought the foreigners’ order. 
Condensation dripped off die bottles. Michelle picked 

one up and rubbed die moisture off on her neck. The 

bottle felt only slightiy cooler than die stifling room. 
The man held up a beer bottle and read die label. “At 

least it says it’s from France,” he said. “The local stuff will 

blind you.” 
He carefully wiped the neck of the bottle and took a 

drink. A few moments later he spit a mouthful of beer on 

die floor and held the dark bottle up to see if any more 
flies had become trapped inside. 

Bijou stared at Michelle. Salimanga kicked Bijou’s leg 
under the table. “Stop staring,” she whispered in Peul. 

Bijou opened one of Salimanga’s glamour magazines 
and showed Salimanga a picture of Michelle in a 

perfume ad. 
“She’s so elegant, mother. A model from Paris. Am I 

pretty enough to do that?” 
“You can do better tiian that, Bijou. Look at die scan¬ 

dalous woman. She’s not even wearing a brassiere. And 
she smells of butter.” 

Bijou was silent. 

“Learn about commerce, daughter, and no man will 

ever dirow you out into the street, like your father did to 

me,” continued Salimanga. 

The foreigners finished dieir drinks and followed 

Salimanga to the taxi. The driver’s name was Samba Ba. 

He had gray hair and wore a Chicago Bulls T-shirt. Two 

new designer suitcases were on Salimanga’s seats. 

“Bonjour,” said the man widi a Parisian accent. 

“Bonjour,” said Salimanga. She continued in French, 

“My name is Salimanga.” 

“Yes. My name is Jacques. We are in a great hurry to 

reach Bamako.” 

“So are we. You have business in Bamako?’ 

The toubob woman interrupted in American-accent¬ 

ed French, “We flew up yesterday on a chartered plane 

but it broke down. Anodier will meet us in Bamako 
tomorrow.” 

“Do not wony. I have been with Samba many times. 

He will get us to Bamako tonight. Samba will tie your 

suitcases on the roof. Then we can go,” said Salimanga. 

The Frenchman spoke, “Pardon me, Madam. We can¬ 

not put the suitcases on the roof. They contain valuable 
equipment and mademoiselle’s clothes. They must be 

inside, in tire air conditioning, or tire heat and dust will 

damage them.” 
“Air, but I have purchased all of tire other seats.” 

Salimanga motioned to the driver. “Tell them about the 

air conditioner.” 

“C’est en panne,” said tire driver. 
“Perhaps your solution is to take another car,” said 

Salimanga. 
Samba tied the luggage to the roof with plastic twine. 

The Frenchman followed him around the car and retied 
some of the knots. Samba and the toubobs sat in front. 

Salimanga, Bijou and tire baby sat in the middle seats. 

Boubacar sat in tire back with their purchases and cut a 
sandal pattern out of cardboard with a curved knife. 

Salimanga and Bijou began to wrap loosely woven 

white shawls around tireir faces and over tire baby as 
tire driver tried to start the car. The car started on tire 

third try. 

Michelle tried to wind down tire front window, but tire 

handle turned freely with no effect. 

“En panne,” said Samba Ba. 

The taxi pulled away from tire parking area, picking 

up speed over a dry laterite road, which veered off 

from the river. Lush green gave way to goat-eaten 

thorn trees and termite mounds. A high rooster tail of 

red dust grew' behind the car. Gritty red particles began 

to enter tire car from every direction. Plot orange 

plumes blew in through the open windows and swirled 

in sunlit eddies around the passengers. The air vents 

deposited small drifts on Michelle’s thighs. The sweat 
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on Jacques’ forehead ran down his face in muddy 

streaks. Every time the car hit a bump fine siftings 
from the worn roof liner drifted down on the passen¬ 

gers’ heads. 

Salimanga looked over at her daughters. The dust- 

coated shawls rendered them featureless like figures 
from Pompeii that she had seen in one of Bijous books. 

They did not stop until the twine unraveled and die 

suitcases flew off die roof. The road was again near die 
river. On die river side, tall grass covered a gende slope 

to the water. The other side of the road had sparse grass 

at the base of a reddish-brown cliff. The temperature was 

120 degrees. The suitcases were scuffed and partially 

open but had remained intact. 

Salimanga walked to the side of the road and 

crouched down, encased in her boubou, to relieve her¬ 
self. When Salimanga had finished she stood up and 

moved away. Boubacar crouched in his plain brown tunic 
on the same spot. When he was done he kicked dirt on 

tlie dark wet circle until it was covered. 

Michelle was saying something to Jacques as they 

returned with the bags. 

“...and Jacques, they know nothing about personal 
hygiene. They’re like animals.” Michelle began to make 
her way down to the water’s edge through the waist-high 

grass. Salimanga started to say something, thought better 

of it and remained silent. The woman probably had a 

bidet in Paris. Salimanga remembered the first time she 
had seen a bidet in a foreigner’s house. She had taken a 
drink, thinking it was an oddly shaped fountain. 

Boubacar, Samba and Bijou were all watching as 

Michelle lowered herself into the grass. The wind kicked 

up wraiths of dust, the first stirrings of the dry season har- 
mattan that would blow red dust all the way to the snows 

of Europe. Gusts created patterns in the grass and on the 
river water. The grass responded more quickly than water 

to nuances of wind. 
Salimanga started when she saw the wake. Not in tire 

water, but in tire grass. The grass blades parted as if an 

invisible finger were making a furrow aimed down the 
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slope toward the woman. Boubacar saw the wake and 

grabbed his umbrella. 

Michelle stood up facing the river and began to but¬ 
ton her baggy shorts. She turned toward Salimanga just 

as the huge cobra arched up into its S-shaped striking 
position. Its head was even with hers and an arms length 

away. 
Boubacar moved to a point several yards behind the 

snake. 

Michelles eyes and mouth were wide open. She did 

not blink. She did not move her hands as her unbuttoned 

shorts fell around her legs. The snake tracked the move¬ 

ment. Its black neck below die flared hood was as diick 

as Michelles. The womans underwear was lacy and 
white. 

Samba shouted. Jacques saw the snake and jumped on 

top of the car. Boubacar edged closer, raising his feet high 
with each step. Only a few yards from the snake he 

paused wit] i one foot raised and die umbrella held over 

his head, point down. 

Michelles shirt darkened under her amis. Flies quick¬ 

ly gathered on her shirt and face. Boubacar took a step 
closer. Bijou clutched her mother’s arm. The baby began 

to cry. 
At the sound of die child Michelle seemed to wake up. 

She made a small noise and took a step back. The snakes 

head made a quick natural jerk. Michelle screamed, 
grabbed her face and crumpled into the grass. 

Boubacar struck widi the umbrella point like a 
marabou stork attacking a carcass. He reversed his 

weapon and used die crook end of die umbrella to snag 

up a portion of the snakes middle. He dropped the 
umbrella and held die snake with bodi hands about five 
feet from its head. He whipped it forward. Salimanga 

could hear the pop as its neck broke. 

Boubacar made sure the cobra was dead, then ran to 

where die woman lay writhing in the mud. He picked her 

up and carried her to die car. She screamed and tore at 

her face. 

Salimanga got into her seat. “Lay the girl in the mid¬ 

dle seat,” she said. “Put her head on my lap, quickly” 
Boubacar did as Salimanga instructed and went back 

into die grass. He called for Samba to help him with die 

snake. Bijou rocked die baby outside the car as her moth¬ 

er examined die woman inside the car. Salimanga knew 

exacdy what to do; she’d watched a village woman save a 

little boy after a cobra had spit in his eyes. 

She spoke in English in a soft voice, “Keep your hands 

away from your face, or you will rub in the poison." 
Boubacar and the driver dragged die snake out of 

the grass. The animal was three yards long. Boubacar 
began to carefully skin the snake and roll up the skin. 

There was enough to make several new pairs of sandals. 

Michelle lay on her side widi her head on Salimangas 

lap. She had scratched several deep furrows around her 
eyes. There would be scars. 

Salimanga spoke again in soft even tones. “The eater 

of snakes only spat at you. We must wash out your 
eyes so you will not lose your sight. Please open them 

a little.” 

Salimanga undid the top of her boubou and exposed 
a massive breast. She grabbed her breast and expressed 

a triple stream of mdk onto the stricken woman’s face, 

just as die women in Salimangas village had done. 
Boubacar asked in Arabic, “Why do toubobs disturb 

the snakes home, madam?” 

“They are like children, Boubacar. Their mothers 

did not teach diem.” 
“Can you save her?” asked Jacques in rapid French 

from the front seat. 

“I will try.” 

“She is a famous lady in France. I will pay you a lot 

of money if you can save her.” 

After sunset and nearer to Bamako, the road had 
smoothed out. Salimanga was at ease, her eyes closed, 

half asleep. Her lap was soaked in milk but comfortable 
widi the woman curled diere. The air coming through 

the window brought the heavy river smell mixed with 
the aromas of her milk, her girls and Michelle s “neck¬ 
lace.” Speeding through die warm Sahelian dark she 
wondered if it would be too cold for her in France. 

Later, on the taxi ride from die airport to her village, 

Salimanga smiled at her good fortune. She had made 

more than twice her planned profit on this trip. Her 

goods were carefully packed in designer luggage in the 

back of the taxi. She had flown on a plane. She decided 

she preferred travel by car. The plane had almost hit a 

goat while landing. 
With her profit she could go to France, but tiiought 

she might open a shop instead. Perhaps she would run 

for village mayor in the next election. The taxi stopped in 

front of her house. It took some time to get Salimanga, 

her family and her belongings out of die car. She was, 

after all, a big woman. ■ 
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FOLLOW THROUGH 

BY ANDY LARAIA 

\VT 
/ hen I was eight, my 

/W / father moved our family 

/ to London. The Cold 

War was nearing an end, 

▼ ▼ but for my father it was 

still raging. In 1989, the Navy needed him in Europe 

and we found ourselves living near Grosvenor Square. 
From my father’s office window at Naval 

Headquarters, Europe there was a beautiful view of 

the American Embassy and a statue of Ike, towering 
over the park as if it were the whole of Europe that he 

had helped to conquer 44 years 

before. I was only in my fathers 

office once; what he did for the 
Navy was always a mystery to me. 

For my four sisters and my 
mother, raised on Jane Eyre, 

Emma and other models of 

genteel British life and manners, 
moving to London was a dream 
come true. For me, however, the 

enthusiasm was non-existent. I 

liked living in our quiet town of 
Alexandria, Va., where I was left 

relatively alone in my world of 

books, toy soldiers and fishing off 

the pier in Old Town. I didn’t have 

friends, save for a lieutenant 

colonel’s son named Martin. 

Martin, just like anyone else I ever played with, was in 

charge. 

The fact that Martin was able to bully me should 

come as no surprise. I was the consummate target of 

bullies because of my size. I never grew very tall and 

remained the same size from about die age of 12. Not 

only was I tiny, but I had a head of bright, blinding 

blond hair and wore glasses thick enough to earn the 

nickname “Bug Eyes.” At the American School in 
London, however, I spent the majority of my time get¬ 

ting the hell beat out of me by odier misplaced 

American kids: sons of colonels and generals brought 

up on football and wrestling, armed with well-built 
American muscles. I can’t say why I was picked on so 

much. Some people are just unlucky and some are 

just mean. 

I blamed my father in part for my constant state of 

siege. If he had been around more, I would have 
known better how to defend 

myself from die raging hordes at 

school. Without my father’s influ¬ 

ence I had no one except my sis¬ 
ters to teach me how to protect 
myself. All they were capable of 

showing me was how to bite, kick, 

scratch, and pull hair — all taught 
through example. So, I assumed 
the safest position of defense that 
I knew: I hid. 

Aside from hiding, die other 
best defense I knew was to not let 

being picked on bother me. It was 

no extraordinary feat of the mind. 

It was more a case of displace¬ 

ment. Is that die word? I’m not a 

psychologist. Out of necessity, I 

realized diat the best way to survive being a human 

punching bag was to ignore it. I was confident, even at 

a young age, and decided that being different was 
something I could live with. My father was the perfect 

example. He was different. Most fathers came home 

each night from work, watched TV, took their kids to 

baseball games. My father was gone, rarely had 
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contact with his children, and he seemed fine. He lived 
a life that most people only dreamt about and being his 

son in some way gave me the right to be different as 

well. It was reason enough, and when you took as many 

beatings as I did, there needed to be some excuse. 

My father was the head of our household only 
in spirit. He was gone so much on “official” 

business that I sometimes did not recognize 
him when he returned home. Although their mighty 

empire was teetering on collapse, shadowy Russian 

ghosts kept my father away for days and weeks at a 

time. The Cold War was never called off for a holiday, 
so my father’s time with us was relegated to the occa¬ 

sional long weekend. When he was home, he was a nice 

enough man, if a little out of place. I always felt awk¬ 

ward around my father and he seemed to feel the same 

around us. If losing my father meant keeping the 
Russians from charging across our borders and into our 

cities, then I was willing to make that sacrifice. 

When he was home, my father usually spent his time 
in the kitchen reading the newspaper or going over 

what could only have been secret documents. My 
mother didn’t allow us to bother him while he was 

working, but I would occasionally sneak in to get a look 

at him. He didn’t look like a soldier, but more like a 
businessman. He would usually be reading, lips pursed 
in concentration, rolling a pencil between his thumb 

and forefinger. He always wore a tie and kept his collar 

button done up tight. He kept his haircut short, high 
and tight. He looked formal, stiff, and he behaved the 
same way. 

When he wasn’t working and I was allowed to be 
with him, there was always an uncomfortable silence 

that underscored our lack of having anything to say to 
one another. He would make the usual inquiries about 
grades and hobbies, and satisfied with the cautious 

answers I gave him, would return to Iris work. He never 

asked about how things were for me where it con¬ 

cerned my bruises. And I never told him. My father 

had his war to fight and I had my own. 

I looked on him with awe reserved for tire mythical 

Andy LaRaia is studying writing at George Mason 
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published story. 

characters in my books. He was my hero and I planned 
with all certainty to be just like him when I grew up. It 

didn’t matter that I was small, uncoordinated and blind 

without my glasses. It didn’t matter that I hardly knew 
enough about my father to want to be like him, let 

alone even call him anything as familiar as Dad. To be 
like my father meant to be a solitary figure, alone 

and standing up to tire world. The bullies I faced in 

school were my communist hordes and, though I took 
my fair share of losses, I was doing my best to defend 

the world. 

But I needed a hero and I needed to know that my 

father had a good reason to leave us on our own. For as 
much as he was my father only in name, he was still my 

father, and he did try. 

It was close to Christmas, our second year of living 
in London. My father had just returned from a trip 

to Washington, D.C., a secret meeting in the base¬ 

ment of the Pentagon, I imagined. I was home alone. I 

heard the front door open, and expecting my sisters, 
instead heard my father’s deep voice call out, asking if 
anyone was home. I went down to tire front landing and 

looked down. His bags were sitting in a neat pile by the 

front door, but my father had wandered off looking for 
us. I went down the stairs and called out his name. He 

came out of the kitchen and smiled. In his hand, he car¬ 
ried an oblong object, and he caught me off guard by 
tossing it to me. I instinctively put my hands up to catch 

it, but the thing sailed through my hands and bounced 
off the polished wood floor. I turned, looked, and real¬ 
ized it was a football. I turned back to my dad, unsure 
of what was going on. 

“It’s a football. Pick it up.” 
I got the ball and turned it over in my hands. 

Imprinted on the red leather surface was a logo of an 
Indian head. Underneath, in a frilly script, was the 

word Redskins. The thing was big and felt awkward in 

my little hands. I looked up at my father and he 

answered my puzzled expression with, “It’s a football, a 

present for you.” 

“I know it’s a football,” I said, a little surprised at 

receiving a present. 

“One of the boys at the Pentagon took us all to a 

Redskins game. I thought you might like a souvenir. 

You were a Redskins fan back at home weren’t you?” 
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I needed a hero and 
I needed to know that my father had 
a good reason to leave us on our own. 

I wasn't much of an athlete. The playing field was 
dangerous territory for me. I spent most of any recess far 

away from the action. 
“Stephen,” he said, instead of the Stephen, Jr. he 

uniformly called me, “what do you say we go toss this 

thing around in the backyard?” 

“But I don't know anything about football.” 

“That's all right. I can show you.” With that, he turned 

and went towards the back door leading to our backyard. 

I followed him outside and the cold December air hit 

me. It was wet and I didn’t have a coat, but some¬ 
thing told me not to worry about it. My father 

walked to the far end of our long, narrow lawn and told 

me to stay where I was. He turned to face me. I rotated 
the ball around in my hands, wondering how to hold it. I 
looked at my father, thinking I should ask him what to do 
now, but he was busy. He undid his tie, folded it neatly 

and laid it on the grass a few feet away from him. Then, 

he not only undid his collar button, but a few more 
down, revealing his white undershirt. Then he rolled up 

his sleeves, clapped his hands together and called to me, 
“All right, Stephen, give it a toss.” 

I hoisted the ball over my head, thought about how I 

should throw the tiling, then lowered my arms. My 
hands were small and I thought if I held the ball with just 
one hand, I would drop it. I lifted it again, this time with 

one hand gripped as tighdy as I could around the laces 

and the other against the back tip of the ball, and let go 

with a half push, half throw. The ball made a blocky land 

of lurch up into the air, then hit the ground with a thud 

a few feet wide of my fathers left foot. 

“Here, try again,” he called and tossed die ball sofdy 

to me. It made a delicate rise and fall pattern, spinning 

like an odd shaped top. I stuck both hands out to catch 

die diing and it glanced painfully off of my fingertips. I 
picked it up again, trying quickly to come up with a bet¬ 

ter way to dirow the damn diing. In my nervousness, I 

had neglected to watch how my father held die ball. This 

time, I gripped the ball toward die back, with one hand 

only, and gave it a heave. The ball did a zig zag across the 

yard and landed far from its mark. My fadier trotted over 

towards the stone wall diat surrounded the lawn like a 

casde battlement and picked up the ball. 
“Watch me,” he called and lobbed the ball with 

another perfect spiral. “Over the shoulder, straight ann. 

Throw it like an arrow. Straight through. Let your arms 

go naturally. Always follow through.” 

It was a beautiful thing to see as the ball passed 
through the air, cutting the dull London fight, coming 

slowly, easily toward me. I began moving backwards with 

quick steps, made a basket of my arms and waited. The 

ball came down, still spinning deliberately like a 
whirlpool of water going down the sink, and landed in 

my arms. I hugged the ball to me hard, afraid of losing 

it. I stopped moving and realized my eyes were closed. 
When I opened them, the ball was there, cradled to my 

chest. I looked up towards my father, who smiled and 
said, “Great catch. Never let go of the ball. If you drop 

it, the other team can take it from you and make a touch¬ 
down off your mistake.” 

I looked at die ball, tucked there against my chest and 
I thought if I could catch it, then certainly I could 
dirow it. I hoisted the ball again, this time copying 

what my father had done; I gripped die ball near the 
back end, letting my fingers spread over the laces instead 

of locking them in between. I pulled the ball back 

straight past my ear and let it go, imagining it to be a 

rocket headed for my father in a straight, unwavering 

padi. But it didn’t make it. The ball skidded off of my 

fingers and flew lopsided across the air, bouncing at my 

father’s feet again. He picked die football up and 

dropped back a few feet, holding die pose of a trophy 

athlete for a moment. 

“See if you can catch it again,” he called and let the 

ball fiy. This time, I had to move forward to catch the 

ball, and I did it in quick nimble steps. The ball sank into 

the pocket of my waiting anus and I fell forward into die 

grass, dien rolled up and landed on my feet. 
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My fingertips were red and swollen. 
The cold hurt them and I was covered 

with a light sheen of sweat. 

“Excellent catch, son,” my father called with a rare 
smile on his face. “Excellent catch.” 

I tossed the ball underhanded to him and trotted back 

to my end of the yard. “How about I practice my spiral 

and you keep working on that catching game of yours?” 

And for the rest of the afternoon, my normally silent 
father called out plays, made the noise of a cheering 

crowd when I executed a particularly good catch, and 

made up the play-by-play of countless, on the wire, do or 

die games that would be won or lost on die last ditch play 
of desperation, with my father as the star quarterback and 

me as the great receiver. Sometime during our game, my 

mother and sisters had returned. My mother opened the 
back door and called us in to dinner. It was almost dark 

and the rain had started to fall in big, fat drops. My father 

picked up his tie and came over to me. 
“Well, you got the hang of it, didn’t you?” 

“I think I did.” 

“We might be able to make a great receiver out of you 
someday.” 

“I’m too small to be a football player.” 

“Most receivers are small, Stephen. That doesn’t mat¬ 
ter, as long as you’re quick and you have strong hands. 

Let’s see those hands.” 
I put my hand up and he held out his. I placed it 

against his outstretched palm. His hand engulfed mine 

and he scrutinized it. “You’ve got to have strong hands,” 
he said. 

My fingertips were red and swollen. The cold hurt 
them and I was covered with a light sheen of sweat. 

“Do they hurt?” he asked me. 
“Only a little,” I said. “But I don’t mind.” 

“They look a little swollen. But you’ll get used to that.” 

He buttoned up his shirt and pulled his tie around his 

neck. 

“Maybe we can play again tomorrow?” I asked. 

“Maybe we can.” 
When I woke up the next morning, my father was 

gone again. I asked my mother where he had gone, and 

she said, “Stephen, you know the answer to that. Now go 

get ready for school.” 

I dressed in my maroon school blazer and gray 

trousers. I kissed my mother goodbye and then 
began my route to school. I had another plan, 

though. Instead of catching my usual bus to school, I 
took the Tube to Grosvenor Square, hoping I could 

find my father. The morning traffic was heavy, with 

black cars arriving at the embassy, dropping off impor¬ 

tant people. Men in uniform, British and American, 

rushed past me; I looked for my father in each one of 
them. I wanted to go into headquarters and find my 
father, but I knew to get in you had to have a special 

pass and be searched before going through the guard’s 

station. I was afraid that the guard would send me back 
to school. I had never skipped school before and I felt 

a little thrill at being out on my own. It was as if I were 
on my own mission, just like my father. After being jos¬ 

tled around for a while by the people on the sidewalk, 

I headed across the street for tire park. I went to die 
statue of Eisenhower and looked back across to my 

father’s office window. The fights were off and I decid¬ 
ed to wait until they came on. Ike’s statue threw a long 

shadow over me as I waited. I sat down, watching for 
my father’s fights. I lost track of the time and Ike’s shad¬ 

ow changed as the day grew longer. I finally conceded 
that my father was not at work. I sat with my head lean¬ 
ing against the pillar of the statue. I stood up and 

turned to look at Ike, his face covered under the shad¬ 
ow of his cap, obscuring his features. He could have 
been looking at something in the distance. Whatever it 
was, he was proud and faced the future with confi¬ 

dence. 

“Hey, Ike,” I said, “Always follow through. And 
never let go of the ball. If you drop it, the other team 

can take it from you and make a touchdown. Always 

hold on to it.” 

Maybe I was hoping that he would move or make 
some gesture to me. I took one more look at my father’s 

window, then headed for the street. Over my shoulder, 

I called out to Ike, “Always hold on to the ball.” I 

turned quickly, hoping to catch him off guard. And he 

stood there watching me go, wishing me luck. ■ 
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RHYTHM KING 

BY BENJAMIN CHAMBERS Before he was 20 he flew across 
Europe, dropping tonnage all 
over the map. He liked flying at 

night above the blacked-out cities, 
Ills flight crew whispering in his 

headphones. It was easy to imagine that he was not a 
destroyer, for he built new edifices of shell fragments, 

Are, and soundless columns of smoke. On the ground 

there were DPs everywhere, but he slept soundly. 
A Polish kid who worked for The Stars and Stripes 

asked him, “It doesn’t get to you? Bombing cities. 
Displacing people. Coulda been 

your home town, things been 

different.” 

Rhythm King shrugged. “It’s 

the Army that’s paying me. Let 
them deal with it.” 

But he had his limits. There 

were guys who bragged about what 
they could make a DP do for choco¬ 
late or cigarettes. Rhythm King 

would squint his eyes and imagine 

guys like these going out on a mis¬ 
sion and not coming back. They 

always came back, though. It was 

tire nice ones who didn’t make it. 

After the war he went to 

California to work for Lockheed, 
on the line. He scraped along until 

he couldn’t stand it anymore and went back into the 

Army. He did a tour in Korea, got out when he had 

the chance. From there he went to Alaska to become 

a bush pilot. Thereafter you could often find him in a 
Lisbon bar, fat-faced and pale, ready to deal. He’d 

fly anywhere. 

There were women. He piloted charters to Greece 

whenever Brings got slow, and one of the tourists fell for 
hinr. It’s true he was overweight, his dungarees stale. 

Still and all he was a dead hand at flying, a breezy and 

compelling liar — to his passengers he was a figure of 

romance, and he never hesitated to trade on that. 
Guys he knew were all pilots like him, willing to go 

anywhere for a price. Each one had an eye out for the 
main chance, tire big job that would allow hinr to go 

back home and never have to work again. Rhythm King 

made a show of going along with them. He’d talk about 

a cabin in Alaska, with trap lines for game and a noisy 
mail plane coming once a month, 

but he didn’t believe in it. Anyone 

could see how guys in the business 

ended, tireir planes shot down, 

cracked up. Or customs impound¬ 
ed their cargo and incarcerated 
them. Slow death for a flier. 

Rhythm King wanted only to 
stay in the air. He didn’t care 
where he was sent or what he fer¬ 
ried. What mattered was to keep 

moving. He was nervous on tire 
ground, between jobs. His 

appetite dwindled until the next 

assignment came along. With dre 

£ first installment of sweat-damp- 

jj ened notes, he’d treat himself to a 
first-class steak and take off as 

soon as he got clearance. 

One day in 1967, he walked into the American 

Express office in Lisbon and found a black-and-white 

snapshot of a 10-year-old girl waiting for hinr. She 

stood in front of a brick house wearing knee socks, 

saddle shoes and a jumper. Her right hand was a blur. 

On the back of dre snap, an adult had written, 
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The exhausted Ibo captain signed the manifest, 
turned and sleepwalked right through 

the moving propeller. 

October. Someone else had written in large, loopy 

handwriting, Hi, Uncle Rhythm. Love, Carly. There 

was no return address. No other pictures came. 

He bought himself a Moroccan wallet with silver 
trim hammered onto the comers and in it he placed the 

photo of the girl, and a photo of himself standing in 

front of a Fairchild Hiller in Mozambique. He knew 

the girl wasn’t his niece. 

In 1969, kids were starving in Biafra. Joint Church 

Aid agreed to pay Rhythm King 2,000 a week to fly 
stockfish and Formula 2 from Sao Tome to Uli. It 

would he a limited ran. The Biafrans were holding off 

the Nigerians with ack-ack guns rigged from automo¬ 

bile exhaust pipes. Recruits learning the machine gun 

had empty magazines. They’d pull the trigger and yell, 
“Buppa buppa buppa!” 

The airport at Uli was only a strip of pitted highway 

during the day. At night, the blue Christmas lights 

strung along the roadway flashed on just long enough 

for him to bring down the aging Super Constellation, 
its hold filled with mite-ridden rice and wormy pow¬ 

dered milk. He found it strange not to smell rifle 

grease, cordite. 
He only stayed long enough to drop his cargo. He 

left his props turning, convinced for those seven min¬ 

utes that a 90mm rocket would drop out of the night 
sky and light up the hidden airfield like a pinball 

machine: clanging, numbers thunldng upwards, the 
buzzing screams of the wounded, and lots of pretty 

winking colors. 

It didn’t happen. He sold a cigarette to an exhaust¬ 

ed Ibo captain who signed the manifest, turned, and 

sleepwalked right through the moving propeller. 

Benjamin Chambers received his MFA from 

Washington University. He has published fiction and 

non-fiction in various journals. Assiduous readers will 

find the rumor of the airplane full of gold in Herbert 

Gold’s Biafra, Good-bye. 

Rhythm King pivoted and spewed. Crinkly sheets of 

bile spattered his shoes. Warm rain poured out of the 

night heavens, soaking his back and the paper in his 

hand. In the air again, the flak bloomed beneath him, 
each red shellburst like a head flying apart. 

When he got to Sao Tome, he turned right around 

and flew back with another load. After that first time, 

he was there every night. MiGs were strafing Biafran 
hospitals, but he didn’t notice. American newspapers 
talked of the starving children, of how their rectums 

prolapsed and hung down between their legs like ugly 
red tails, but he didn’t read them. During the days he 
slept in the damp bunkhouse in Sao Tome. Planes from 

Portugal screeched overhead while he dreamed of 

Christmas. Nights, he popped Benzedrine tabs and 

chewed Juicy Fruit by the yard. 

One of the priests on the island pulled him 

aside. “Why don’t you take the night off?” 
Rhythm King put on his green-lensed sun¬ 

glasses. “I’ve got money to earn, Father.” 
The priest raised his eyebrows. He had a disfiguring 

overbite. “You know we can’t pay you a bonus. Was that 

what you were thinking? No? Then perhaps you want¬ 
ed to save Biafra single-handed?” 

“I don’t give a shit what happens to Biafra. Nigeria 

can have it, for all I care.” 
“You don’t admire the Ibos just a little? Their spirit, 

perhaps? Fighting on with almost nothing?” 
“A little,” Rhythm King agreed reluctantly. He told 

die priest about the Ibo captain who’d walked dirough 

his propeller. “You know, I’ve killed a lot of people, but 

I ain’t ever seen anyone die before.” 

“You feel you’ve sinned.” 

Rhythm King rolled his shoulders, stretched his 

neck. “I wouldn’t go that far. I just don’t get it, is all. 

What was in it for him? He must’ve known die 

Nigerians are gonna win eventually. It’s not like he got 

anything for keeping himself awake. Now he’s just ... 

propwash.” 
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The priest lowered his head for a moment. Gravel 

crunched beneath their feet. “And you? What do you 
get for staying awake?” 

The sun flashed as it sank beneath the horizon. 

“That ain’t the point.” 

“It most certainly is.” 

“You know what I wish?” the pilot said suddenly. “I 
wish to hell I hadn’t of sold him that cigarette. I 

could’ve just given it to him.” 
“Yes.” The priest’s tone was soothing, as if he were 

talking to a wounded animal. “There may be something 
else you can do. I could speak to someone.” 

But Rhythm King appeared not to have heard. 

“Father, the American churches are sending you 

money, aren’t they? The interfaidi councils, right?” 
The priest nodded. “It’s common knowledge.” 
“Can you get a message to somebody?” 

“I can try.” 
Rhythm King pulled out the Moroccan wallet. 

“There’s this little girl. Her name’s Carly.” 

The priest examined the picture Rhythm King held. 
“Very sweet girl.” From somewhere he produced a pen 

and paper and wrote Carly down. “And her last name?” 
Rhythm King licked his hps and shook his head. “I 

don’t know.” 
“You don’t know?” 

“I don’t even know where she lives.” 
“Are you joking with me? How am I to find her, 

then?” 

“All those churches ... I sort of diought you stuck 
together.” Rhythm King thrust the picture at him. “Run 

it in the newsletter, you know. ‘Do you know this litde 
girl?’ That sort of thing.” 

Now the priest was embarrassed. He made a show 
of putting away the pen and paper. “Perhaps I could do 

something else?” 

“Skip it.” The pilot looked down at the picture, and 

then at his tight shoes. “It don’t matter anyway.” 

Not long after, a couple of honest-faced Biafrans 

picked Rhythm King to co-pilot a flight out of Uli. For 

captain they picked Nacho, a hotdog Rhythm King had 

known in Palestine after the war. The deal was that 

Nacho and Rhythm King would get 5,000 American 

dollars each to fly 19 Ibos out of free Biafra. The plane 

they would use was an old American Convair with all 

the seats ripped out, loaded instead with piles of boxes 

wrapped in lead foil. They were supposed to crank this 

cargo through Nigerian flak and over the ocean for 
their gravy. 

It was good money. But Rhythm King did some¬ 

thing he’d never done before. He asked what 
would be in the boxes. 

“Sweets,” one of the Ibos said, grinning. He’d been 

educated at Harrow. “Chocolates.” 

“Hot damn,” said Nacho. “From fucking Hershey, 

Pennsylvania, right? It say that on die manifest?” He 
was trying to gloss over Rhythm King’s gaffe. The Ibo 

spokesman laughed politely. 

But Rhythm King leaned forward and said to diem, 
“I don’t want to help die top Biafran brass clean out die 

treasury and desert die country while everybody else 
gets wiped out. If that’s what dris is, I’m not doing it.” 

The spokesman’s grin disappeared. “What is in those 

boxes is our last hope.” 

“Now you’re talking,” said Rhythm King. 

The night began dully. Even the crescent moon 
was blunted. The Biafrans loaded the cargo, 

sweat staining their shirts black, dien boarded 
the plane with their carbines. 

“Only got one round between ’em,” Nacho said to 
Rhythm King, and winked. It was probably true. 

The Christmas lights flashed on and then diey were 
in the air. They flew over die dark, tangled masses of 
greenery. No little red balls of flak doated up to greet 

them. It was as though the Nigerians had been put to 

sleep by a spell. 
When they reached the coast and left the range of 

the Nigerian guns, he and Nacho relaxed. “Five grand,” 

Nacho sighed. “That’s a lot of money. What’ll you do 

with yours?” 

“Haven’t thought about it.” Rhythm King had pulled 

out his wallet and was looking at Carly’s picture. “Hey 

Nacho, you got any kids?” 

“Two daughters and a son,” he said proudly, “diat I 

know about. Live in San Antonio. Their modier won’t 

let me talk to them. Says I’m a bad influence.” 

“Miss them?” 

“Soria. Don’t hardly know ’em, really.” He nodded 

at die picture in Rhythm King’s hands. “Who you got 

there?” 
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The black men looked at each other 
in a way that gave him goosebumps. 

No one actually pointed a weapon at him, 
but the feeling was the same. 

“I don’t know,” Rhythm King said, and put it away. 

Across the pale welkin the plane floated, steered by 

its melancholy gondoliers. Rhythm King dozed. The 

Biafrans stayed with the cargo, huddled around it with 

their guns. 

Later, an engine went out. The plane sank, wak¬ 
ing Rhythm King. Nacho was sweating, but 

calm. The water beneath them was smooth and 

neatly groomed in dre moonlight, like the lawn of a 

cemetery. 

“We gotta dump diose damn boxes before they drag 

us into the slime,” Nacho said. “Get die Biafrans to help.” 

As Rhydim King got to his feet, Nacho handed him 

a loaded machine pistol. 

“What’s this?” 

Nacho shrugged. “Not saying you gotta use it.” 
Rhythm King found that the Biafrans had already 

unsealed one of the hatches. The briny smell of the 

ocean filled the cabin. The men were crowded togedi- 
er at the hatchway, taking turns peering out. Each of 
them was dressed in a yellow life jacket. Rhythm King 

pointed to the hulking pile of boxes and called, “You 

waiting for a chance to swim? We gotta pitch this out.” 
The black men looked at each other in a way that 

gave him goosebumps. No one actually pointed a 
weapon at him, but die feeling was the same. One man 

stepped up to him and cried over the wind rushing in 

the door, “What is in these packages is the blood of 

Biafra! Widiout it, she will die.” 

“If diere’s any dying to be done, it ain’t gonna be by 

me,” Rhythm King said. “Nor you either.” He gestured 

widi the pistol, pointing again at the cargo. “Now dirow 

it out. We ain’t got much time.” 

“We cannot do this!” the man said. “Do not be a fool. 

I tell you it is the blood of our country, and you would 

have us spill it into the ocean?” 

“Blood,” Rhythm King repeated. The man who 

had spoken to him nodded curtly. No one else said 
anything. 

Rhydim King crossed to die pile and carefully fold¬ 

ed back the lead foil on one of die packages, as if he 

were opening a candy bar. Inside was a brick of solid 

gold. Nacho s pistol felt light as balsa wood in compar¬ 
ison. He looked again at the packages, then at the men. 

“You’re traitors, aren’t you?” he asked in a depressed 

voice. “You cut and run like dogs.” Beneath his feet, the 

floor vibrated. Mixed in with die smell of the ocean was 
die stink of the men in the hold. Would they kill him? 

The spokesman broke into rapid speech. “We are 

not traitors. Biafra is losing the war. We are losing 
because we do not control the oil wells and so the world 

sides with the Nigerians. Also, we are losing because 

we are poor and cannot afford to buy weapons. So you 

see, we cannot dump this gold. No. It is impossible.” 
“You were going shopping?” Rhythm King asked. 

“That what you were gonna do?” His head hurt and his 

voice was getting hoarse. The other man nodded. 
Rhythm King looked at the piles of gold. There was 
enough to change the course of the war forever. 

Enough to set him up in Alaska for life. “Where’d you 

get it?” 
The man shrugged. “I am the minister of finance.” 
Rhythm King tightened his grip on the pistol. “I 

think you’re lying. I’ve half a mind to throw you out that 

door yonder.” 

The man grew angry. “We are wasting precious 

time!” The Biafran looked over his own bony shoulder 

at the open door. The night air seemed to panic him. “I 

tell you this gold is of utmost importance. It means life 

or death for the Biafran nation.” 

Thin tracings of blood vessels curtained Rhythm 

King’s sight. “Don’t be an idiot. You want us all to die?” 

“My compatriots and I will jump. Together, we must 

Continued on page 33 
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FSO James Loveland, in Mexico City, with Foreign Service 
nationals from the Non-Immigrant Visa Unit. Loveland 
received the W. Aver ell Harriman Award for junior 
officers after taking courageous stands to improve the 
treatment of FSNs, curtail abuses and improve morale 
in his consular section. 

Pat Alter, community liaison officer at the embassy in 
Islamabad, Pakistan, used the phone and her personal 
resou rces of energy, dedication and empathy to maintain 
employee morale and cohesion during a five-month-long 
evacuation ofU.S. dependents and employees from Pakistan. 
Alter is the winner of the M. Juanita Guess Award. 

AFSA 
Award 

Winners 
After Hurricane Mitch hit 

Honduras with devastating 
force in October 1998, Avis 
Bohlen Award winner Gwyn 
Creagan made extraordinary 

efforts to help with disaster 
recovery. Here, (in blue jacket) 

she is cleaning up a mud- 
damaged kindergarten. 

Also pitching in are major- 
league baseball pitcher 
Dennis Martinez (left) 

and Honduran first lady 
Mary Flores (in white sweater). 

That’s C re agon’s husband, 
U.S. Ambassador James Creagan 

(in blue cap), lending moral 
support. 

AFSA AWARD 

WINNERS IN ACTION 
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Willard DePree, William Harrop, 
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FAS Representative: Evans Browne 
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1999 AFSA AWARD WINNERS 

Oach year at this time AFSA is 
pleased to recognize outstanding 
members of the Foreign Service 

community. The 1999 AFSA award 
winners were honored at a ceremony 
in the Benjamin Franklin Room at the 
Department of State at noon on June 
24th. 

This year Cyrus Roberts 
Vance was honored for his 
lifetime contributions to 
American diplomacy. Vance, 
who served as secretary of 
State in the Carter adminis¬ 
tration has a career of gov¬ 
ernment service stretching 
back to the Kennedy admin¬ 
istration. From obtaining 
release of Americans taken 
prisoner in the Bay of Pigs 
invasion of Cuba in 1961 to 

his tenure as UN Representative to the 
International Conference on Former 
Yugoslavia from 1991 to 1993, Vance 
has wrestled with the thorniest foreign 
policy issues facing the nation. For 
over four decades Cy Vance's reputa¬ 
tion for honesty and integrity has been 
a hallmark of nis government service. 

Rarely is a secretary of State 
so revered by Foreign 
Service personnel. He is a 
diplomat's diplomat. 

Since Secretary Vance 
was not able to attend the 
ceremony, David D. 
Newsom, former under sec¬ 
retary for political affairs in 
the Carter administration 
was to accept the award on 
his behalf from AFSA 
President Dan Geisler. 

FOR LIFETIME CONTRIBUTIONS TO AMERICAN DIPLOMACY: 

CYRUS ROBERTS VANCE 

• AFSA Dateline • 
•AFSA and management have 

agreed on a revised procedure to 
award limited career extensions (LCEs) 
to specialist and generalist members of 
the Senior Foreign Service. Under the 
program, LCEs will be used to fill senior 
advertised vacancies which have not 
been filled within 30 days of the open¬ 
ing of stretch season. To achieve maxi¬ 
mum transparency and fairness in 
implementing the new rules, AFSA 
sought and received assurances that 
LCEs granted would have no impact on 
promotion numbers. No one serving 
under LCEs can compete for promotion 

and LCEs are not renewable. AFSA will 
carefully monitor the implementation of 
this program and will conduct a joint 
review with management after 1 8 
months. The full text of the memoran¬ 
dum of agreement is posted on the 
AFSA web site (www.afsa.org). 

•Management has accepted some of 
AFSA's recommendations for liberaliz¬ 
ing rules concerning TICs and TISs for 
specialists. The new proposal would 
increase the 27-year time-in-service limi¬ 
tation to 30 years. While the six-year 

continued on page 13 
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CHRISTIAN A. HERTER AWARD WINNER: 

DAVID B. DLOUHY 

The Christian A. Herter Award for 
senior officers who demonstrate 
initiative, integrity, intellectual 

courage and constructive dissent 
went to David B. Dlouhy. Putting his 
own career at risk, he spoke out 
against what he perceived to be 
improper procedures by the Office of 
the Inspector General responsible for 
the Department of State, U.S. 
Information Agency and Arms 
Control and Disarmament Agency. 
He worked to increase awareness of 
the problem among senior officials 
and the American Foreign Service 
Association, and published an article 
stating his concerns. The result was a 
constructive dialogue between AFSA 
and the OIG, also involving the 
Congress, in which significant 
progress has been achieved. Dlouhy 

has exemplified the highest standards 
of moral courage. 

A native Texan, Dlouhy is a grad¬ 
uate of the University of Texas at 
Austin and Johns Hopkins School of 
Advanced International Studies. He 
began his Foreign Service career in 
1975 as an economics officer in 
Guinea. His overseas posts include 
Santiago, San Salvador, Luxembourg 
and La Paz, the last three as deputy 
chief of mission. He currently serves 
as the U.S. director to the Steering 
Board of the Peace Implementation 
Council and as Director of 
EUR/Bosnia Implementation. Dlouhy 
has received three Superior Honor 
Awards and a Meritorious Honor 
Award. He is married with two sons. 

Christian A. Herter, Jr. was slated 
to present the award. 

David B. Dlouhy 

WILLIAM R. RIVKIN AWARD CO-WINNERS: 

NICHOLAS HILL AND ROBERT NORMAN 

Nicholas Hill and Robert Norman exhibited the intel¬ 
lectual courage, constructive dissent and attempt to 
change the course of policy that embody the highest 

tradition of the William R. Rivkin Award for mid-career offi¬ 
cers. Hill, as a political officer in Belgrade with responsibili¬ 
ty for reporting on Kosovo, consistently provided accurate 
analysis and foretold the future conflict in the troubled 
region well before the outbreak of fighting between the 
Kosovo Liberation Army and Serbian security forces. 

As chief of the political and 
economic section in Belgrade, 
Robert Norman demonstrated 
outstanding integrity and hon¬ 
esty by supporting his officers' 
commitment to convey accu¬ 
rately and objectively the situa¬ 
tion in the former Yugoslavia, 
though their analysis might be 
distasteful to policy-makers. 

Norman and Hill co¬ 
authored a report on Kosovo 
outlining an active policy to 
head off the conflict they could 

Nicholas Hill see coming. Had their views 

been adopted on a timely basis, the subsequent displace¬ 
ments, death and destruction might have been avoided. 

Hill was born in Belgrade while his FSO father was serv¬ 
ing there. He received nis BA at Bowdoin College in Maine 
and his MA at George Washington University. In 1986 he 
entered the Foreign Service. His other posts have been 
Montreal and Sapporo. He is married with one son. 

Born in Ohio, Norman earned his BA at Ohio State 
University and his MA at Kent State University. He entered 
the Foreign Service in 1980 
and served his first tour in 
Belgrade. He was posted to 
Prague, Izmir, and Skopje 
before returning to Belgrade in 
1996. He speaks five lan¬ 
guages and has received a 
Meritorious Honor, two Group 
Superior Honor, and two 
Superior Honor Awards. He is 
married with a daughter and a 
son. 

Mrs. John Sterry Long, 
widow of Ambassador Rivkin, 
was to present the award. Robert Normon 
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W. AVERELL HARRIMAN AWARD WINNER: 

JAMES D. LOVELAND 

James D. Loveland fully merits 
the W. Averell Harriman 
Award for junior officers. 

Loveland's courageous actions 
entailing professional risk for no 
personal gain are a model for 
other junior officers. 

As deputy chief of the nonimmi¬ 
grant visa unit of the consular sec¬ 
tion at the embassy in Mexico 
City, he demonstrated outstanding 
leadership and intellectual 
courage. He urged that the pay of 
local employees be reviewed and 
upgraded as appropriate. He suc¬ 
cessfully challenged a practice of 
not allowing overtime for junior 
officers who were working many 
extra hours to deal with the heavy 
visa workload. And finally, he 

insisted that inappropriate behav¬ 
ior by a consular official be inves¬ 
tigated with the result that the indi¬ 
vidual was forced to curtail and 
eventually resigned from the 
Foreign Service. 

Born in Salt Lake City, Loveland 
received his bachelors degree in 
history from Utah State University 
and his masters degree in econom¬ 
ics from the University of Utah. He 
joined the Foreign Service in 1994 
as a consular officer and served 
his first overseas tour in Port-au- 
Prince. He expects to be trans¬ 
ferred to Montreal this summer. 
Loveland is married with two sons. 

The Harriman Award was to be 
presented by Robert C. Fisk, 
grandson of W. Averell Harriman. 

James D. Loveland 

M. JUANITA GUESS AWARD WINNER-. 

Patricia Ann Alter 
s a newly arrived Community 
Liaison Officer in Islamabad, 
Patricia Alter faced the chal¬ 

lenges of helping employees and fam¬ 
ilies during the five months of ordered 
evacuation following the bombing of 
U.S. embassies in East Africa ana the 
retaliatory U.S. strikes against terrorist 
camps in neighboring wghanistan. 
From the anxiety of tne sudden depar¬ 
ture through the stressful days of the 
extended evacuation, she was a con¬ 
stant source of information, reassur¬ 
ance and strength to fellow evacuees 
worried about where they were going 
and how long they would be separat¬ 
ed from spouses and personal belong¬ 
ings left behind. That the cohesiveness 
and morale of the diverse mission sur¬ 
vived, and in fact grew stronger, was 
due in no small part to the outstanding 
energy, sensitivity, dedication, tenaci¬ 
ty, optimism and imagination of 
Patricia Alter. 

Alter began her international life 
as a Peace Corps volunteer in 
Paraguay. Since 1975 she has been 
a Foreign Service spouse serving 
with her husband, Bernie Alter, in 
Lahore, New Delhi, Chiang Mai, 
Toronto and Hong Kong as well as 
Islamabad. 

Trained as a librarian, she has 
worked in the State Department 
library, as high school librarian at 
the Hong Kong International School 
and with Network, a Pakistani non¬ 
governmental organization. She was 
also the first CLO in Chiang Mai. 
She is the mother of two sons. 

The M. Juanita Guess Award was 
to be presented by Jon Clements, 
President of Clements & Co. The 
award is given each year to an out¬ 
standing CLO in honor of Clements' 
mother who founded the company 
and worked closely with community 
liaison officers around the world. Patricia Ann Alter 
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Avis BOHLEN AWARD WINNER: 

GWYN CREAGAN 

Gwyn Creagan 

As wife of the ambassador to 
Honduras and president of the 
Damas Diplomaticas 

(Diplomatic Women's Club), Gwyn 
Creagan was in a pivotal position to 
develop programs to help the less 
fortunate in Honduras. She taught 
crafts and baking skills to children, 
worked with American business lead¬ 
ers to improve security at a local 
orphanage and led American volun¬ 
teers in clean-up campaigns. 

When Hurricane Mitch devastated 
Honduras in October of 1998, one 
of the early casualties was a local 
orphanage housing 40 girls super¬ 
vised by seven nuns. Creagan imme¬ 
diately moved them to the ambas¬ 
sador's residence and cared for them 
until the orphanage was repaired. 
She worked untiringly with the first 
lady of Honduras and American 
agencies to bring relief to the 

Honduran people. Her volunteer 
work was in the highest tradition of 
the Avis Bohlen Award. 

Born and raised in Crystal City, 
Texas, Creagan is a graduate of San 
Antonio College. She has accompa¬ 
nied her FSO husband, James F. 
Creagan, to posts in Mexico City, 
San Salvador, Rome (twice), Lima, 
Naples, Lisbon, Brasilia, the Vatican, 
Sao Paulo, and the U.S. Mission to 
the UN, as well as Tegucigalpa. She 
has worked as a secretary, as com¬ 
munity liaison officer, taught physical 
education, dance and aerobics and 
volunteered in schools and charitable 
organizations in all her posts. She 
received a Meritorious Honor Award 
for community service in Rome and is 
the mother or two sons. 

The Bohlen Award for Foreign 
Service family members was also to 
be presented by Robert C. Fisk. 

AFSA ACHIEVEMENT AWARDS WINNERS: 

SHIRLIE PINKHAM AND HERMAN J. COHEN 
The AFSA Achievement Award for an active member 

went to Shirley Pinkham for her willingness to donate 
time, wisdom and energy to assist AFSA's efforts to 

maintain the highest professional standards in the career 
Foreign Service. Her advice on advancing global issues in 
American diplomacy led to significant improvements in the 
multifunctional program. She contributed to improving the 
entry and promotion systems and participated in the State 
Standing and Election Committees. 

Educated at Catholic University (BA), SAIS-Johns Hopkins 
in Bologna, Italy and Washington, D.C. (MA), and the 

London School of Economics, 
Pinkham had a distinguished 
career at the Civil Service 
Commission in personnel and 
as an economist at the 
Commerce Department before 
joining State. She has worked 
in the consular, administrative 
and economic cones and 
served in Sao Paulo, San Jose, 
Rangoon and Ankara. She is 
presently Deputy Director of the 
Office of Population. 

Herman Cohen received the 
Achievement Award for a 

retired member. He brought his invaluable labor officer's 
experience to the Governing Board in the 1970s when 
AFSA became a labor union. As chair of the members inter¬ 
ests committee he fought for benefits and allowances to 
improve the quality of life overseas. Recently as chair of the 
insurance committee, he has tailored insurance programs to 
Foreign Service needs. Several AFSA presidents have bene¬ 
fited from his judgment and experience and AFSA is grate¬ 
ful for his dedicated service. 

Cohen's 38-year Foreign Service career took him to 
Uganda, Zimbabwe, Zambia, Zaire, and as ambassador to 
Senegal with dual accreditation 
to the Gambia. He retired as a 
career ambassador after his 
tenure as assistant secretary of 
State for Africa. He currently is 
president of the consulting firm, 
Cohen and Woods. His honors 
include the Distinguished 
Foreign Service Presidential 
Award, the Foreign Service 
Director General's Cup, and the 
Christian A. Herter Award. 

AFSA president Dan 
Geisler was to present the 
Achievement Awards. 

Shirlie Pinkham Herman J. Cohen 
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DELAVAN AWARD CO-WINNERS: 

LINDA CLARK, LINDA COULSON, BONITA ESTES, 

LINDA HOWARD,CAROLYN RILEY, JEAN SHIFFER, 

VICTORIA SPIERS, AND SHEILA WILSON 

The Delavan Award for office 
management specialists goes to a 
group of eight outstanding peo¬ 

ple who demonstrated extraordinary 
effort and achievement following the 
terrorist bombing of the American 
Embassy in Nairobi on Aug. 7, 
1998. The first moments after the 
blast were spent seaching for and 
assisting their colleagues, but within 
the hour they were in the AID office 
building across town reestablishing 
embassy operations. They set up 
communications with the operations 
center in Washington, laid the 

groundwork for a Nairobi control 
room, organized office space and 
equipment, pieced together computer 
systems, installed phones, and started 
crucial files. Their achievements 
demonstrate both their personal dedi¬ 
cation and the importance of the work 
of office management specialists. 

Ambassador William Harrop was 
to present the award. He is married to 
Ann Harrop, whose parents estab¬ 
lished the Delavan Foundation which 
funds this award. 

continued on page 6 
Linda Coulson 

Bonita Estes Linda Howard 

Victoria Spiers Sheila Wilson 
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V.P. VOICE 
• BY JOHN NAIAND • 

A Catalyst for Change 
Note: The Governing Board appointed John Naiand to the position of 
State Vice President as of June 15, 1999. 

Greetings from your new 
State Vice President. Over 
the next two years, I pledge 

to work to make the State 
Department a better place for 
Foreign Service officers and spe¬ 
cialists to build a career. While I 
am under no illusion that 
change will be easy, I 
refuse to believe that it is 
impossible. I know that 
AFSA can't do every¬ 
thing, but I am confident 
that it can be a catalyst 
for change. 

The State Department 
should be a great place 
to work. Its mission gives 
employees the opportuni¬ 
ty to help shape the future of the 
world. Its people are widely recog¬ 
nized as being among the most tal¬ 
ented individuals that America has 
to offer. Its proud heritage dates 
back to the founding of the nation. 

Unfortunately, as an organiza¬ 
tion, State sometimes is less than 
the sum of its parts. Too often, 
employees feel under-appreciated, 
poorly equipped and supported, or 
otherwise constrained by the sys¬ 
tem from performing to their fullest 
capacity. Employees often perceive 
a gap in personnel policies 
between what is said and what is 
done. Fun is not a word that many 
would use to charactize a typical 
workday. 

Few doubt that change is 
needed. Indeed, Secretary Albright 
and her top managers have said 
that State needs to reinvent itself to 
improve efficiency and effective¬ 
ness. While the department's past 
experience at self-reform does not 
augur well, the next two years will 

see several significant openings for 
reform: the consolidation of USIA 
with State, the desire of the current 
administration to leave a lasting 
legacy, and the coming of a new 
presidential administration. 

AFSA's "To Do" list is always 
long and covers many 
issues that directly 
impact on members' 
lives. I am just starting to 
identify the issues that I 
will focus on. Among 
others, I will push for 
more resources for secu¬ 
rity, for improved quality 
of life overseas, and for 
increased transparency 
in personnel matters. To 

make it possible for more members 
to help shape and advance AFSA's 
agenda, I plan to form virtual work¬ 
ing groups of electronically linked 
members worldwide to address key 
issues. 

Above all else, I will keep you 
informed and (to the extent that you 
want to be) involved. If you are not 
already signed up for e-mail 
updates via AFSANET, you can 
subscribe by visiting my home 
page on AFSA's web site at 
www.afsa.org/statevp. While 
there, you can answer my online 
survey to tell me what issue I should 
make my top priority. 

In conclusion, as an FS-02, I 
am less senior than most of my pre¬ 
decessors in this position. As such, 
I will likely still be in the Foreign 
Service 10 or even 20 years from 
now. That is reason enough for me 
to be eager to help make the State 
Department a better place in which 
to work. I hope that I can count on 
your active support. 

"I plan to form 
virtual working 
groups of elec¬ 
tronically linked 

members to 
address key 

issues." 

AFSA Award Winners 
continued from page 5 

•Linda Clark was born in 
Omaha, Neb., and raised in Kansas 
City, Mo. A U.S. Marine from 1982 
to 1985, she joined the State 
Department in 1992. She has also 
served in Shenyang, La Paz, and the 
U.S. Mission to NATO. She is present¬ 
ly office manager to the ambassador 
in Khartoum. (No photo available.) 

•Linda Coulson has an associ¬ 
ate of arts degree from Santa Monica 
College, and 28 years of secretari¬ 
al/administrative assistant experience. 
She came to the Department of State 
from the National Park Service — 
having worked at Yosemite, Lassen 
Volcanic, and Grand Teton National 
Parks. Previous to that she worked at 
the University of California at both the 
Los Angeles and San Diego campuses 
and for Massachusetts Institute of 
Technology at the Maui Field Site. 
Working in the regional security office 
and the administrative office in 
Nairobi was her first Foreign Service 
assignment. In August she will transfer 
to Dar es Salaam as OMS to the 
deputy chief of mission. 

•Bonita Estes was born and 
raised in Chicago, III. From 1965 to 
1971 she was with the Peace Corps: 
in Liberia as a volunteer secretary and 
high school business teacher; in 
Washington as assistant desk officer 
in East Asia Pacific Region; in 
Thailand as a volunteer secretary. She 
joined the Foreign Service and was 
posted to Pretoria where she worked 
as secretary for the political office, the 
deputy chief of mission and the 
ambassador. She married a Marine 
security guard and worked in the pri¬ 
vate sector. Rejoining the Foreign 
Service in 1997, she was assigned as 
the regional security offices's OMS in 
Nairobi. Estes is currently studying 
Spanish for her assignment to Lima as 
OMS to the deputy chief of mission. 

•Unda Howard is from the San 
Francisco Bay area. After graduating 
from San Jose State University with a 
degree in business administration, she 
joined the Foreign Service in 1974. 
She has served in La Paz (twice), 
London, Montevideo, Beijing, 
Belgrade, Dakar, Madrid, Caracas 
and is currently assigned to Nairobi. 
She has received two Meritorious 
Honor Awards and three Meritorious 
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Step Increases. She speaks Spanish 
ana French. 

•Carolyn J. Riley was born in 
Cannelton, Ind. and raised in New 
Castle. She worked with several firms 
in the private sector in Indiana 
(Modernfold, Inc., Jenn Air and P.R. 
Mallory Co.) and in Florida 
(Landmark Bank and Florida National 
Bank) before joining the Foreign 
Service in 1987. She has served in 
Dar es Salaam, Harare, Lagos, and 
Nairobi. Since February she has been 
posted to Sarajevo. She has a son 
and daughter and two grandchildren. 

•Jean Shiffer joined the Foreign 
Service in 1991 ana served in Oman, 
Nepal and Nairobi before retiring in 
1999. She now lives in Chicago 
where she plans to spend time with 
her five children and 12 grandchil¬ 
dren as well as work part- time, travel 
and learn to quilt. 

•Victoria Quilacio Spiers is 
from San Antonio, Zambales, 
Philippines. Married to courier escort 
Gary Spiers, she joined the Foreign 
Service in 1985. Her assignments 
include La Paz (RSO OMS), Beijing 
(CG OMS),Manila (RSO OMS), 
Santo Domingo (ADM OMS), San 
Salvador (POL OMS), Nairobi (POL 
and ADM OMS). Her awards 
include: two Group Superior Honor 
Awards, two Meritorious Step 
Increases/Quality Step Increases, a 
Meritorious Honor Award, a Superior 
Honor Award and runner-up for the 
1999 Foreign Service Office 
Management Specialist of the Year. 
She speaks Tagalog and Spanish. 

•Sheila P. Wil Ison of Reading, 
Pa., joined USIA in 1971. She was 
secretary to the public affairs officers 
in Tangier and La Paz and then 
served in Lome as a roving secretary 
to the African Area which took her to 
Senegal, Chad, Botswana, South 
Africa, Nigeria and Kenya. In 1979 
she left for the private sector as secre¬ 
tary to a vice president of General 
Battery Corp. in Pennsylvania. 
Returning to the FS witn the State 
Department in 1983, she had assign¬ 
ments in Accra, Ghana, Abidjan, 
Rabat, Manila and Georgetown as 
well as OMS to the deputy chief of 
mission in Nairobi. She has three 
Meritorious Honor Awards and two 
Group Meritorious Awards. She is the 
mother of two sons. 

continued on page 11 

V.P. VOICE 
• BY RILEY SEVER • 

Update on Best Practices Last fall when Congress passed 
an authorization bill that 
included USIA's integration 

with State, I made a list of State's 
"best practices" that would bene¬ 
fit USIA FSOs: (1) a more gener¬ 
ous language incentive pay (LIP) 
policy; (2) participation in the 
Career Transition Course for up 
to two months for domestically 
assigned FSOs who 
TIC/TIS out; (3) the 
option for a six-year 
domestic assignment; 
and (4) a more liberal 
TIC/TIS extension policy 
for long-term training. 

I proposed that USIA 
management immediate¬ 
ly implement these "best 
practices" to demon¬ 
strate the benefits of inte¬ 
gration. Six months later, howev¬ 
er, only State's long-term training 
policy appears likely to be imple¬ 
mented before consolidation. 

The current State language 
incentive pay policy couldn't be 
adopted earlier because USIA 
didn't have the money. The direc¬ 
tor general's new proposed LIP 
policy will apply to everyone 
about Oct. 1, 1999. That means 
USIA FSOs, even those who start 
language training in August, will 
get USIA's current language pay 
until October 1 and can't opt to 
be grandfathered in to the current 
State policy as our State col¬ 
leagues can. 

Also due to budgetary con¬ 
straints, USIA was unable to 
implement State's "best practice" 
of allowing all FSOs who TIC/TIS 
out to participate in the Career 
Transition Program for two 
months. For officers retiring prior 
to Oct. 1, USIA permits two 
months if they TIC/TIS while over¬ 
seas but only one month if 

domestically assigned. 
After meeting with USIA man¬ 

agement, I am optimistic that 
USIA will implement State's "best 
practice" on long-term training, 
because there would be no cost to 
USIA. Since March 12, 1997, 
State has added a year to the 
TIC/TIS date of officers assigned 
to the Industrial College of the 

Armed Forces, National 
War College, Senior 
Seminar and similar 
training programs of 
36 weeks or more. 
State also provides 
TIC/TIS extensions for 
completing 44 weeks 
of hard language train¬ 
ing but USIA requires a 
3/3 to qualify for the 
extension. 

Application of State's long¬ 
term training policies would ben¬ 
efit approximately 7 percent of 
USIA's FSOs ana put them on 
equal footing with State col¬ 
leagues who received these ben¬ 
efits. However, changes to 
TIC/TIS dates should take place 
before Oct. 1 since the dates 
can't be adjusted after integra¬ 
tion. A review of the officers eli¬ 
gible for this TIC/TIS extension 
revealed that the impact on pro¬ 
motion rates would be spread 
over many years and therefore 
would be minimal. 

USIA management has a clear 
precedent for changing the regu¬ 
lations retroactively since State is 
proposing changing the TIS date 
for over five thousand FSOs to 
take advantage of USIA's "best 
practice" of a 27 year TIS. That is 
certainly adequate precedent for 
42 USIA FSOs. 

Hopefully, USIA management 
will implement State's long-term 
training policy. 

"Hopefully, 
USIA manage¬ 

ment will imple¬ 
ment State's 

long-term train¬ 
ing policy." 
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1999 AFSA/AAFSW Academic Mi 
The American Foreign Service Association 

(AFSA) and the Association of American 
Foreign Service Women (AAFSW) are 

pleased to announce the winners of the 1999 
Merit Competition. This program is open to 
Foreign Service high school seniors for their 
academic and artistic accomplishments. The 
winners were presented their awards on 
Foreign Service Day on May 7, 1999. 

The 66 Academic Merit Award applicants 
were judged on their grade point average, 
Scholastic Assessment Test (SAT) scores, two- 
page essay, letters of recommendation and 
extracurricular activities. The 10 Art Merit 
applicants submitted an entry in one of the fol¬ 
lowing categories: visual arts, musical arts, 
drama, dance or creative writing. Allen Cross 
won the Art Merit Award for his charcoal and 
acrylic drawings. Winners received $1,000 

awards while the Honorable Mention winners 
received $200 prizes. 

The one Art Merit winner and 20 Academic 
Merit winners are listed below. The Academic 
Honorable Mention winners are listed on the 
following page. Lindsay Rollins' essay is print¬ 
ed on page 10. She won the Community 
Service Award as well as the Best Essay 
Award. 

AAFSW is providing nearly half of the 
$23,200 awarded this year with funding from 
proceeds from its annual BOOKFAIR held in 
the fall. AFSA's Committee on Education along 
with volunteers from the foreign affairs commu¬ 
nity spent approximately 8 to 10 hours scoring 
the students. 

For more information on applying to the 
AFSA Merit or Financial Aid Program, contact 
Lori Dec at 202-944-5504 or dec@afsa.org. 

Art Merit Scholar 
Allen Cross - graduate of Maret 

School, Washington, DC; Regional Gold 

Key Award for Art; enjoys math, physics 

and drawing; son of Kumiko (State) & 

Peter Cross; attending University of 

Rochester in New York. 

Tara Arness - graduate of McLean 

High School, McLean, Va.; co-captain 

of tennis team, National & Spanish 

Honor Societies; daughter of Craig & 

Rekha (State) Arness; attending 

University of Richmond majoring in 

biology. 

Erik Bigelow - graduate of Taipei 

American School, Taipei, Taiwan; Nation¬ 

al Merit Commended Scholar; Music 

Honor Society, Athlete-Scholar Award; 

enjoys piano, hiking, and astronomy; son 

of Marjorie & Stanton (State) Bigelow; 

attending University of Texas at Austin. 

Emily Ellickson-Brown - graduate of 

International School of Kuala Lumpur, Kuala 

Lumpur, Malaysia; member of Drama 

Club; National Honor Society; daughter of 

Deborah & James (State) Ellickson-Brown; 

attending Vassar College majoring in biol¬ 

ogy and environmental studies. 

Tanya Goldman - graduate of 

American Embassy School, New Delhi, 

India; National Merit Finalist; Scholar- 

Athlete Award; enjoys music and sports; 

daughter of Heather (USAID) & Richard 

(USAID) Goldman; attending Stanford 

University majoring in intemat'l relations. 

Marla Blaney - graduate of Yorktown 

High School, Arlington, VA; National 

Merit Commendation; 1999 Class 

Valedictorian; second in 1999 Northern 

Va. Regional Science Fair; daughter of 

John (State) Blaney & Robin Suppe-Blaney; 

attending Reed College in Ore. 

Ethan Hurdus - graduate of Rabat 

American School, Rabat, Morocco; 

National Merit Scholarship 

Finalist; president - National Honor 

Society; son of Alan (USAID) and 

Luzviminda Hurdus; attending M.l.T. 

intending to pursue a career with NASA. 

Jamie Brown - graduate of Colegio 

Maya American Intemat'l School of 

Guatemala, Guatemala City, Guatemala; 

1999 Class President and Valedictorian; 

National Merit Scholarship Semi-Finalist; 

daughter of Clifford (USAID) and Ellen 

Brown; attending Tulane University. 

Peter Hutchens - graduate of Intemat'l 

School Manila, Manila, Philippines; Nat'l 

Honor Society, Cum Laude Society, Art 

Merit Award Honorable Mention; interest¬ 

ed in film, music composition and sports; 

son of Daniel (State) and Martha (State) 

Hutchens; attending Asbury College in Ky. 
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rit and Art Merit Award Winners 

Erik Kolb - graduate of Yorktown H. S., 

Arlington, VA; Commended National 

Merit Scholar; French IV Certificate of 

Merit; interested in music, travel and 

reading; son of Kenneth (State) & Linda 

Kolb; attending Wheaton College in 

Illinois majoring in Bible & theology. 

Kurt Mitman - graduate of Thomas 

Jefferson High School for Science and 

Technology, Alexandria, Va.; AP Scholar 

with Distinction; Grand Prize at Va. State 

Science & Engineering Fair; son of 

Matthias (State) Mitman & Susan Elliott; 

attending Stanford U. majoring in physics. 

Alyson Rose-Wood - graduate of 

Yorktown High School, Arlington, VA; 

president of Environmental Club; 1998 

softball MVP; enjoys white-water raffing; 

daughter of Carol Rose & Peter (State) 

Wood; attending Trinity University in 

Texas majoring in photojournalism. 

Catherine Stimets Koss - graduate of 

Thos. Jefferson H. S. for Sci. and Tech., 

Alexandria, Va.; Nat'l Merit Finalist; first- 

place - Jefferson Engineering Competition; 

Jefferson crew, swin & dive teams; daugh¬ 

ter of Patricia Stimets & Andrew (USIA) 

Koss; attending Harvard College. 

Madjimbaye Namde - graduate of 

Internat'l School of Manila, Makati, 

Philippines; National Merit Achievement 

Scholarship for Black Americans; captain 

of track team; son of Joyce (State) & 

Noubassem Namde; attending U.S. Air 

Force Academy. 

David Schmierer - graduate of 

Choate Rosemary Hall, Wallingford, CT; 

National Merit Commended Student; AP 

Scholar; Cum Laude Society; enjoys ath¬ 

letics; son of Richard (USIA) & Sandra 

Schmierer; attending University of 

Pennsylvania majoring in liberal arts. 

Gregory Lucas - graduate of St. Albans 

School, Washington, DC; enjoys working 

on school newspaper, member of soccer 

and lacrosse team; Meyer Language 

Award for French; son of Bill (State) & Jill 

Lucas; attending Dartmouth College major¬ 

ing in French and foreign studies. 

Natalie Ostrander - graduate of The 

Bishop Strachan School, Toronto, Canada; 

National Merit Scholar; A.P. Scholar with 

Honor; participated in Model UN; in 

Debate Club and Ski Racing Team; daugh¬ 

ter of Bonnie & Frank (State) Ostrander; 

attending Dartmouth College. 

Julian Waldo - graduate of 

Georgetown Preparatory School, Bethesda, 

Md; National Honor Society; National 

Merit Semi-finalist; interested in computers; 

son of Jacqueline McKennan (State) & 

Jeffrey Waldo (State); attending Bowdoin 

College in Maine majoring in the classics. 

Jennifer Lunstead - graduate of 

International School of Kuala Lumpur, 

Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia; National Merit 

Finalist; co-editor of high school newspa¬ 

per; daughter of Jeffrey Lunstead (State) 

& Deborah Sharpe-Lunstead; attending 

Swarthmore College in Pennsylvania. 

David Polansky - graduate of A & M 

Consolidated High School, College 

Station, Tex.; member of Math and Science 

Club; son of John (Sfatedeceased) & 

Brenda Polansky; graduating after complet¬ 

ing 10th grade; attending Texas Academy 

of Math and Science. 

Alexander Zvinakis - graduate of 

International School Manila, Manila, 

Philippines; Leadership Participation 

Award; English Dept. Award; enjoys hiking 

and reading; son of Anh (USIA) & Dennis 

(USAID) Zvinakis; attending Stanford 

University majoring in engineering. 
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= Best Essay — 
• BY LINDSAY ROLLINS • 

My Experience With Culture 
Shock: A Personal Essay 

When I moved to Egypt 
nine years ago, it was 
hard to sense anything 

beyond the rancid garbage and 
overwhelming poverty. With evi¬ 
dence in the deep lines on their 
faces, the poor quality of their 
clothing, and the humbleness of 
their homes, I could see that most 
of the Egyptian people had 
encountered their share of tribula¬ 
tion. But I also noticed that a 
cheerful, contented atmosphere 
radiated from them. The 
Egyptians were happier and 
more friendly than any people I 
had previously known. At first 
this made no sense to me, 
because they had so little. 

Although I did not understand 
the motivation for the Egyptian 
people's happiness, I was filled 
with a great admiration for their 
positive attitude in such a depress¬ 
ing environment. Whether it was 
the cheerful "ahloe" (hello) from 
the local school children, the smile 
of the shepherdess as she tended 
her flock, or the gift of wild flow¬ 
ers from shy girls on the street, I 
felt fortunate to be able to interact 
with such happy people. 

The answer to how they could 
remain so happy under such mis¬ 
erable conditions eluded me until 
certain events in my own life 
changed my perspective. During 
the spring of my junior year I 
began experiencing seizures and 
was diagnosed with a form of 
epilepsy. The medication my doc¬ 
tors prescribed robbed me of 
energy and dulled my thinking. 
As I struggled to maintain my 
academic and personal goals, I 
could feel myself slipping into a 
state of self-pity ana depression. 

During home leave last summer 

the cause of my seizures was 
linked to a small tumor in the left 
frontal lobe of my brain. Though 
the suggestion of remaining in 
the States for treatment came up, 
I was determined to return to 
Cairo to complete my senior 
ear. The place encouraged 
ope and strength to a degree 

that I had encountered nowhere 
else, and I figured that if the peo¬ 
ple there could endure their trials 
and remain strong and optimistic, 
then I could do the same. 

At this point, I began to per¬ 
ceive how the Egyptians could 
radiate such a warm, brilliant light 
despite their humble surroundings. 
Mere survival was a problem 
many of them had to deal with on 
a daily basis. However, they didn't 
spend much time worrying about 
it or feeling sorry for themselves. 
That would only make the load 
heavier to bear. As it had for 
many Egyptians, life had dealt 
me an unfair blow, but, surpris¬ 
ingly, I felt no bitterness. In fact, 
after returning to Egypt, I found 
life to be more satisfying than 
ever before. It became precious 
in a way that only someone fac¬ 
ing extreme hardship could 
understand. 

Now as I walk along the 
streets of Cairo, I no longer see 
garbage. I no longer smell the 
pollution that hangs in the air, or 
taste the dust stirred up by my 
feet. Instead, I see the cloudless 
blue sky above me, I smell the 
brilliant scent of jasmine in the 
markets, and 1 taste the freshness 
of the dew in the mornings. I can 
do all this, because the humble 
people of Egypt helped teach me 
to appreciate the beauty of life 
amidst its hardships. 

ACADEMIC MERIT SCHOLARSHIP 
HONORABLE MENTION 
WINNERS 

Miriam Bensky - graduate of 
Singapore American School, 
Singapore; daughter of Jonathan 
(Commercial Service) and Sandra 
Bensky. 

Lauren Bruno - graduate of 
Yorktown High School, Arlington, 
Va.; daughter of Jane & Richard 
(State) Bruno. 

Andrew English - graduate of 
College du Leman, Geneva, 
Switzerland; son of Suzanne & 
Thomas (State) English. 

Alexander Hastings - gradu¬ 
ate of McLean High School, McLean, 
Va.; son of Lilly & Norman (State) 
Hastings. 

Christine Jensen - graduate of 
Washington-Lee High School, 
Arlington, Va.; daughter of David 
(State) & Janice King Jensen. 

Karin Lion - graduate of Langley 
High School, McLean, Va.; daughter 
of Donor (Ret. USAID) & Linda 
(USAID) Lion. 

Caroline Moats - graduate of 
James Madison High School, 
Vienna, Va.; daughter of Nancy & 
Simeon (Ret. State) Moats. 

Rhian O'Rourke - graduate of 
Cairo American College, Cairo, 
Egypt; daughter of Jon (USAID) and 
Susan O'Rourke. 

ART MERIT SCHOLARSHIP HONORABLE 

MENTION WINNER 

Peter Hutchens (See page 8.) 

BEST ESSAY AND COMMUNITY 

SERVICE AWARD WINNER 

Lindsay Rollins - graduate of 
Cairo American College, Cairo, 
Egypt; daughter of Jay (USAID) and 
Nancy Rollins. 

Applications for the Year 2000 
AFSA/AAFSW Academic 
and Art Merit Awards 
available November 1999 at 
www.fastweb.com or 
www.afsa.org 
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AFSA Award Winners 

continued from page 7 

RUNNERS-UP FOR THE 

1999 AFSA AWARDS 

Christian A. Herter Award: 
Ambassador Alexander 
Vershbow, U.S. Permanent 
Representative to NATO 

William R. Rivkin Award: 
Carol Rodlev, Deputy Chief of 
Mission, Embassy Phnom Penh 

Delavan Award : 
Patricia King Keegan, 
Ambassador's Secretary in 
Kuwait 

M. Juanita Guess Award: 
Judy Pike and Susan Wiley, 
Co-Community Liaison Officers at 
Embassy Nairobi 

Avis Bohlen Award: 
Amparo Wing, Spouse of USAID 
Officer, Harry Wing, for service 
in Lima. 

AFSA 
Elections 
are in progress as 
the Foreign 
Service Journal 
goes to press. 

The Elections 
Committee will 
announce the 
results on July 2 
and the new 
Governing Board 
will take office on 
July 15. 

— ■ RETIREE = 

\.l». VOICE 
• BY ED DILLERY • 

Thanks and Farewell With the new Governing 
Board being sworn in 
on July 15, this is my 

last column for the Foreign 
Service Journal. I want to share 
with you some thoughts as I finish 
my term as your vice president. 

First, I thank the retiree mem¬ 
bers of AFSA for the vital role you 
play in the association. We make 
up about one-third of the 
membership, significant 
for an organization that 
represents an important, 
albeit too small, part of 
the federal professional 
community. Retirees are 
among the most active 
volunteers on all commit¬ 
tees and special events. A 
good example is the 
work of Ambassadors 
Brandon Grove, Sheldon Krys, 
Robert Duemling and Anthony 
Quainton in developing and carry¬ 
ing out AFSA's excellent program 
to celebrate the 75th Anniversary 
of the founding of the Service. 

Second, I commend the AFSA 
officers and staff. I dropped my 
membership when I went to work 
directly for the under secretary for 
management in 1987 — I know 
it was not required but I wanted 
no suggestion of conflict of inter¬ 
est. So when I rejoined AFSA on 
retirement, and particularly since 
being on the board, I gained a 
new appreciation of what AFSA 
does for all its members, retired 
and active. Recent presidents, and 
especially Dan Geisler, have been 
persistent and determined in 
working with the Congress, the 
Department of State and other 
agencies with Foreign Service 
personnel to defend our interests. 
But they also have promoted the 
association's professional side in 
cooperation with DACOR and the 

Association for Diplomatic Studies 
and Training. And most recently, 
Dan Geisler and our executive 
director, Susan Reardon, have 
planned and initiated an outreach 
program to tell the story of the 
Foreign Service across the country. 

I also thank all the leaders and 
members of regional Foreign 
Service retirees associations across 

the country. Though not 
formally linked with 
AFSA, you have been 
helpful to us in communi¬ 
cating with Congress 
and working to get the 
Foreign Service story out 
in your communities. 

Finally, I mention two 
AFSA staff members — 
the Thompsons. Dick 
Thompson has worked 

tirelessly on projects, like updating 
the memorial plaque and planning 
Foreign Service Day, that promote 
the Foreign Service. 

And last, but certainly not 
least, Ward Thompson of the 
Alumni Office acts much above the 
call of duty in defending retiree 
interests in every venue and in 
helping individual retirees with real 
life problems — annuity glitches, 
medical insurance issues and other 
administrative problems that are 
hard to solve if you are outside the 
Beltway. Every time I come to the 
office, ne is on the telephone help¬ 
ing someone. And by the way, he 
also is the action officer for the 
new outreach program which will 
feature a better speaker's bureau 
and an enhanced Ederhostel pro¬ 
gram. Thank you, Ward. 

So I leave the office with great 
appreciation for AFSA's work and 
comfortable in the knowledge that 
we retirees will continue to be well 
served by the new board and the 
excellent staff. 

"I leave 
the office 
with great 

appreciation 
for AFSA's 

work." 
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Association of 
American 

Foreign 
Service 

Women's 

1999 
Bookfair 

Oct. 15-24 

Proceeds benefit 
the AFSA/AAFSW 

scholarship 
program and 
local charities. 

Support the book fair with 
donations of books, art¬ 
work, collectibles, stamps 

and coins. For more 
information call the book 

room at 202-223-5796. 

Open daily to State 
Department pass hold¬ 

ers. Open to the gener¬ 

al public Oct. 16, 17, 

23 and 24. 

LEGISLATIVE 

UPDATE 

AFSA's Congressional Affairs 
Department actively pursues legislative 
initiatives on behalf of our members. 
The following is a status list of current 
bills that we are watching closely. 

•After a long journey with lots of 
prodding from AFSA, the Virginia 
Residents Voting Rights Bill (HB 
2647), amending tne state constitution 
to allow Virginia residents temporarily 
posted outside the state on govern¬ 
ment orders to vote in state and local 
elections, was signed into law by 
Governor James Gilmore on March 
28. The bill goes into effect July 1. 

•The Thrift Savings Plan Bill (HR 
208) would allow new hires to sign 
up immediately for the TSP instead of 
waiting until the next open season. As 
of April 20, it had passed the House 
and was referred to the Senate 
Government Affairs Subcommittee on 
International Security. 

•Authorization bills in both the 
House and the Senate contain lan¬ 
guage on the following issues perti¬ 
nent to FS employees: 

1. ) requiring tne State Department 
to demonstrate workplace planning 
with a five-year projection of person¬ 
nel needs by grade and skill; 

2. ) addressing the financial hard¬ 
ships due to host country tax laws 
visited on FS Specialists, because 
they don't have diplomatic status; 

3. ) allowing a family to apply the 
post education allowance toward 
tuition, room, board and transporta¬ 
tion at the school of their choice 
either at or away from post; and 

4. ) calling for new embassy con¬ 
struction beginning immediately rather 
than in FY 2000 as the administration 
requested. The Senate version 
includes $600 million each year for 
five years beginning in FY 2000, 
while the House version includes $1.4 
billion for FY 2000. 

Want to know more about 

AFSA's legislative agenda? 

Click on AFSANET 

http://www.afsa.org 

Inside 
THE FOREIGN SERVICE CQMMUNFTY 

•Former Secretary of State Larry 
Eagleburger received the 1999 
Common Wealth Award of 
Distinguished Service in the field of 
government for 35 years of contribu¬ 
tions to U.S. foreign policy. 

•Youth for Understanding (YFU) 
International Exchange has appointed 
former ambassador to Trinidad and 
Tobago, Sally Grooms Cowal, as 
its president and chief executive offi¬ 
cer. 

•Retired FSO John W. Dalton 
recommends the portrait exhibit at the 
Muscarelle Museum of Art at the 
College of William and Mary. A fine 
1808 painting by Rembrandt Peale 
of William Short, considered 
America's first career diplomat, is the 
centerpiece of the show. The vagaries 
of Short's career will also interest 
Foreign Service visitors to the exhibit. 

•Robert Fritts, former ambas¬ 
sador to Rwanda and Ghana and 
now a senior fellow at the Thomas 
Jefferson Program in Public Policy at 
the College of William and Mary, 
informs AFSA that the college has 
established the Pamela Harriman 
Fellowship Program in honor of 
the late ambassador to France. 

Beginning in the summer of 2000 
the program will provide a $5,000 
stipend for three interns: one each in 
the embassies of London and France 
and in the secretary of State's office. 
Junior and senior students from U.S. 
colleges are eligible for the Harriman 
Fellowship. The State Department will 
evaluate applicants, then an advisory 
committee of leading citizens will 
review them, and a selection commit¬ 
tee will make the final decision. 
Applications will be available in the 
fall of 1999. For more information, 
contact William T. Walker (tel. 757- 
221-2624, fax 757-221-1021). 

Do you have news about an AFSA member or of 

an event of interest to the FS Community? 

Fax it to (202) 338-8244. 
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Dateline 
continued from page 1 

window for promotion across the 
senior threshold would be retained, 
years in which there was no pro¬ 
motion opportunity into the SFS 
would not count. A new feature 
would allow the carryover of up to 
five years of single-class TIC upon 
promotion to FS-02 and FS-01. The 
new draft rules, which would apply 
to all specialists except medical 
technicians, OMSs, and security 
technicians, would go into effect 
upon consolidation. Ask your AFSA 
representative for the complete text 
of the new proposals or see the 
AFSA web site. 

•Jeff Kaplow joins the 
Foreign Service Journal as the sum¬ 
mer editorial intern. A rising senior 
at Yale University studying political 
science, Jeff comes from Michigan, 
speaks Spanish and juggles. 

•The advertising intern for the 
FSJ is Kristine Latronica. 
Kristine graduated from the 
University of California at Berkeley 
in May 1999 with a BA in 
International Relations. 

•Seema Shah is the summer 
intern for the Communications 
Coordinator. Seema, a native of 
Ohio, is a senior at Case Western 
Reserve University in Cleveland 
studying English and religion. 

•Congratulations to Zlatana 
Badrich in the Labor Management 
Office for her promotion to Labor 
Management Attorney. 

•AFSA and the Thursday 
Luncheon Group (TLG) will sponsor 
Shameka Johnson as this 
year's summer intern to work in 
Deputy Secretary of State Strobe 
Talbott's office assisting his speech- 
writers. A senior at Emory 
University, Shameka will start her 
State assignment at the end of 
June. This internship is designed to 
give an economically disadvan¬ 
taged student an opportunity to 
explore diplomacy first-hand and 
provide encouragement and men¬ 
toring in pursuing a career in for¬ 
eign affairs. 

\.l». VOICE 
• BY MAGGIE DOWLING • 

More Employee Involvement Sought 
in Plotting Our Career Paths The recent steady gains in work 

force productivity can be cred¬ 
ited to a number of factors. 

Certainly at the top of that list is the 
evolvement of participatory man¬ 
agement. President Clinton's 
Executive Order in 1993 establish¬ 
ing Partnership Councils encour¬ 
aged employees to take a greater 
role in issues affecting 
their workplace condi¬ 
tions and career goals. In 
FAS, we seized that 
opportunity and the FAS 
Partnership Council is 
now five years old. 

The data continues to 
build showing that orga¬ 
nizations which offer sig¬ 
nificant employee involve¬ 
ment and maximum flexi¬ 
bility in determining workplace con¬ 
ditions often are those with the 
quickest pace of productivity 

rowth. While there may be grum- 
les from time to time about the 

Partnership Council, none of us 
would part with any of the fruits of 
the effort. In fact, we want more. 

The success of the flexischedule 
in Washington has demonstrated 
that both the employee's and agen¬ 
cy's interests are advanced when 
employees are offered greater flexi¬ 
bility in arranging their work sched¬ 
ules. We will soon submit the flexi¬ 
place pilot survey project to the 
Executive Advisory Group for 
broader implementation throughout 
the agency. Many managers nave 
concerns, but the launch of flexi¬ 
schedule also prompted concerns. 

FAS has 15 employees on flexi¬ 
place. The current policy restricts 
flexiplace to two days of the week 
that have to be, for the most part, 

re-arranged. Recommendations 
om the pilot project are to 

increase the days and increase the 

flexibility in determining the days 
taken. With the completion of this 
initial phase of the pilot study, we 
plan to look at ways to use flexi¬ 
place overseas to broaden employ¬ 
ment opportunities for spouses. 

Probably no policy impacts the 
career ana personal lives of FSOs 
more than the overseas assignment 

process. The AFSA/FAS 
tour of duty proposal 
seeks to give our mem¬ 
bers greater control of 
their careers in order to 
balance personal and 
career goals. Setting 
tours at three years and 
giving FSOs the option 
for two one-year exten¬ 
sions (providing four or 
five-year tours) will 

increase our flexibility in charting 
our careers. FSOs in Washington 
have seven years to make a career 
move; the two one-year options 
would give overseas FSOs three 
years to make the best career deci¬ 
sion for them and their families. 

If management has established 
clear goals for career development 
to meet the mission's objectives, the 
FSO can plot the appropriate 
career path probably as well as 
the new area officer who just rotat¬ 
ed in. Requiring FSOs to give a 
two-year notice if they decide to 
exercise the extension option gives 
management the same long-range 
planning horizon presently used. 
Further, giving FSOs more control 
over their careers releases scarce 
managerial and financial resources 
now required for assignments to 
other objectives. Increasing the 
FSOs' flexibility will result in an 
assignment system that operates 
more efficiently, effectively and con¬ 
sistently for the greatest number of 
our members. 

"No policy 
impacts our 
careers and 

personal lives 
more than the 

overseas assign¬ 
ment policy." 
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REMEMBER THE EAST AFRICA 

BOMBING VICTIMS 

Remind Congress and the American public that U.S. 
embassies are still not secure. Wear a purple ribbon on Friday, 
August 6 to honor the sacrifice of the Americans and Africans 
killed and injured one year ago in the bombings of the U.S. 
embassies in Kenya and Dar es Salaam . 

AFSA will distribute ribbons at the main entrances to the 
State Department on August 6. 

TAX & FINANCIAL SERVICES 

Classifieds 
AFSA TAX COUNSEL: Problems of tax 

& finance. Never a charge to AFSA mem¬ 
bers for telephone guidance. Bob Dussell at 

ATTORNEY, FORMER FOREIGN SER¬ 
VICE OFFICER: Extensive experience w/ 
tax problems peculiar to the Foreign Service. 
Available for consultation, tax planning, and 
preparation of returns: 

M. Bruce Hirshorn, Boring & Pilger 
Suite D, 307 Maple Ave, West 

Vienna, VA 22180 (703) 281-2161 
Fax: (703)281-9464 e-mail 

bhirshorn@aol.com 

FREE TAX CONSULTATION: For over¬ 
seas personnel. We process returns as 
received, without delay. Preparation and rep¬ 
resentation by Enrolled Agents. Federal and 
all states prepared. Includes ‘TAX TRAX” 
unique mini-financial planning review with 
recommendations. Full planning available. 
Get the most from your financial dollar! 
Financial Forecasts Inc., Barry B. De Marr, 
CFP, EA 1001 N. Highland St. #301 
Arlington, Va 22201, Clarendon Metro, (703) 
841-1040, FAX (703) 841-5865, e-mail: 
FINFORE@aol.com 

COMPLETE TAX & ACCOUNTING 
SERVICE: Specialize in Foreign Service 
and overseas contractor situations. 
Virginia M. Test, CPA 2595 Chandler Ave. 
# 18, Las Vegas, NV 89120, (702) 795- 
3648, FAX (702) 433-9191, e-mail 
VTest@aol.com 

tax work both within and without IRS since 
'37. Now solely in practice to assist FS 
employees and their families. Bob Dussell 
(804) 550-3439, fax (804) 550-2269. 9058 
Edgewater Circle, Mechanicsville, VA 23116. 

ROLAND S. HEARD, CPA 

1091 Chaddwyck Dr., Athens, GA 
30606 

Tel/Fax (706) 769-8976 
E-mail: RSHEARDCPA@aol.com 

• U.S. income tax services 
• Many FS & contractor clients 
• Practiced before the IRS 
• Financial planning 
• American Institute of CPAs, Member 

FIRST CONSULTATION FREE 

PROFESSIONAL TAX RETURN 
PREPARATION: Thirty years in public tax 
practice Arthur A Granberg, EA, ATA, ATP. 
Our charges are $55 per hour. Most FSO 
returns take 3 to 4 hours. Our office is 100' 
from Virginia Square Metro Station, Tax 
Matters, Associates, PC 3601 North Fairfax 
Dr. Arlington, VA 22201 Tel. (703) 522-3828, 
Fax (703) 522-5726, E-mail: 
aag8686@aol.com  

TAX PREPARATION: CPA, SPECIAL¬ 
IST in offshore U.S. taxpayer issues. 40+ 
years experience. Tax and estate planning 
and TAX RETURN PREPARATION, all fed¬ 
eral and all states. Initial contact - no charge 
or obligation. Absolutely confidential. 
Special care for delinquent filers, social 
security acct problems, IRS and state con¬ 
troversies. JOHN D. NEBEKER, CPA 179 
No. Nightfall Ave., Tucson, AZ 85748 Tel. or 
Fax (520) 721-7718, e-mail: 
JackNebCPA@aol.com 

TAX RETURN PREPARATION AND 
PLANNING: Relocation Tax Service, LLC 
(RTS) provides Foreign Service personnel 
with federal and state tax preparation and 
planning. RTS offers online tax return pro¬ 
cessing as well as traditional paper prepa¬ 
ration, and year-round tax hotline with our 
tax preparation services. Call for a free tax 
booklet explaining taxation of foreign 
income if a spouse is working on the econ¬ 
omy. RTS employees have over 200 years 
of experience servicing Americans over¬ 
seas and we believe in personal year- 
round service. Visit our website at 
www.taxmove.com or contact Jane Bruno 
at Relocation Tax Services, 4809 N. 25th 
St., Arlington, VA 22207. tel/fax (703) 525- 
3327; e-mail: jbruno@taxmove.com 
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Classifieds 
TAX & FINANCIAL SERVICES || PROPERTY MANAGEMENT WJD - FSO FAMILY 

liinNUIAL nvesimeni 
Analysis. Portfolio Management. Help as you 
plan for retirement, children’s educational 
expenses, home purchases. Fee-only. No 
product sales. Strictly impartial advice. Car¬ 
ried out by former FSO, MBA, Registered 
Investment Adviser. Free Initial consultation. 
Michael Hirsh, 9747 Business Park Ave., 
Suite 213, San Diego, CA 92131, (619) 689- 
0790, E-mail: finanintl@aol.com 

ATTORNEY 
EXTENSIVE EXPERIENCE BEFORE For¬ 

eign Service Grievance Board, MSPB, and | 
EEOC. Specializing in Federal employee 
grievances concerning performance evalua¬ 
tions, disciplinary actions, involuntary 
removal, sexual harassment and discrimina¬ 
tion based on handicap (including alcohol and ( 
drug addiction). Sam Horn, Tel/Fax (301) 
933-9723, E-mail: sam1horn@aol.com 

FORMER FOREIGN SERVICE OFFICER 
NOW PRACTICING LAW IN DC/MD. General 
practice; estate planning: wills, trusts, living 
wills, powers of attorney; probate administra¬ 
tion; domestic relations; FS grievances. Grego¬ 
ry V. Powell; Furey, Doolan & Abell, LLP; 8401 
Conn. Ave., #1100, Chevy Chase, MD 20815 
(301) 652-6880 fax (301) 652-8972. 

WILL/ESTATE PLANNING by attorney 
who is a former FSO. Have your will reviewed 
and updated, or new one prepared: No charge 
for initial consultation. M. Bruce Hirshorn, 
Boring & Pilger, 307 Maple Ave. W, Suite D, 
Vienna, VA 22180 (703) 281-2161, Fax (703) 
281-9464 E-mail: bhirshorn@aol.com 

GRIEVANCES: MANDATORY 

RETIREMENT OR 

SEPARATION? DEFECTIVE EER? 
ATTORNEY WITH 20 years successful 

experience SPECIALIZING IN FS GRIEV¬ 
ANCES will represent you to protect vital inter¬ 
ests in these or other career matters including 
non-promotion, selection out, non-tenuring, 
disciplinary actions at State, AID, USIA, and 
Commerce. Call Bridget R. Mugane at (202) 
387-4383 (Farragut Square), or (301) 596- 
0175, or E-mail: fsatty@home.com 

GRIEVANCES & DISCRIMINATION 
ATTORNEY PRACTICING IN areas of FS 

grievances at State and Commerce Depts., 
USAID and USIA; MSPB and Employment 
Discrimination cases; actions under Title VII 
and the Rehabilitation Act. Will write and file 
your claims, appeals and complaints, repre¬ 
sent you at hearings, and counsel you in chal¬ 
lenging adverse employment decisions. 
Offices in VA (N. Fairfax Drive, Arlington, VA) 
and DC (601 Indiana Ave. NW Ste 504 
Wash., DC 20004). George Elfter at 202 637- 
1325, or 703 351-6854. Fax 703 354-8734. 

MANOR SERVICES: FORMER federal 
law enforcement officer, offers BEST tenant 
screening. Frequent inspections. Mortgages 
paid. Repairs. Close PERSONAL attention. 
We’re small, but VERY effective. FS and Mil. 
refs. Our rates are lower than anyone on this 
page. And our SERVICE is better, too. Com¬ 
pare - you’ll see. We don't sell, we do 
“HANDS-ON” management only. TERSH 
NORTON Box 42429, Washington, D.C. 
20015 Tel. (202) 363-2990, Fax (202)363- 
4736 E-mail: nortont@erols.com 

REALTY GROUP, INC. 
SPECIALIZING IN D.C. 

Property Management & Sales 
Credit Checks • Repair Forecasting 

Quarterly Inspection • Monthly Statements 
References Available 

AMY FISHER: (202) 544-8762 
DON TORRILLO: (202) 547-4602 

Fax:(202) 543-7630 
E-mail: realtygp@erols.com 

DIPLOMAT PROPERTIES, INC. Were 
proud to provide excellence in property man¬ 
agement during your assignment abroad. 
Serving No. Va. only. (Owned and operated 
by a former Foreign Service family). We offer 
the following: highly experienced manage¬ 
ment, quality tenants, superior maintenance, 
strong communication, effective advertising at 
no extra cost, 24 hour emergency service. Get 
to know us, a company that cares. For man¬ 
agement services information, contact: Robin 
Gomez, Tel. (703) 522-5900, Fax (703) 525- 
4713. E-mail: dipprop@earthlink.net 3900 N. 
Fairfax Drive, Suite 204, Arlington, VA 22203. 

TILTON, BERNSTEIN MANAGEMENT, INC., 
Property Management exclusively in Washing¬ 
ton, DC. We have provided full service man¬ 
agement for 20 years. You will find our fee 
very competitive. We offer thorough prospec¬ 
tive tenant checks, property inspections, mort¬ 
gage/condo payments, monthly statements 
and year end reports. For more information 
please call (202) 232-5247, or 
1-(888) 245-5242 or E-mail RSTDC@aol.com 

J.P. PROPERTIES, LTD.: Complete pro¬ 
fessional dedication to the management of 
residential property in Northern Virginia. Our 
professionals will provide personal attention to 
your home, careful tenant screening, and 
video inspections of your property. We are 
equipped to handle all of your property man¬ 
agement needs. We work 7 days a week! 
Over 19 years real estate experience and For¬ 
eign Service overseas living experience. 
JOANN PIEKNEY, 301 Maple Ave. W„ 4-C, 
Vienna, VA 22180. Tel. (703) 938-0909 Fax 
(703) 281-9782. E-mail: jpiekney@aol.com 
www.homes-foreign-service.com 

That is to say, so many of our clients are 
in the Foreign Service we feel like part of the 
family! By design, WJD MANAGEMENT does 
not participate in the buying or selling of real 
estate. Rather, we focus exclusively on the 
management and leasing of homes just like 
yours. We have a great staff and an incompa¬ 
rable property management program. We are 
large enough to get the job done but small 
enough to give you the kind of personal ser¬ 
vice and attention to detail you deserve but 
rarely get from property managers. Frankly, if 
cost is your only concern, we encourage you 
to shop around - and you’ll find us competi¬ 
tively priced. If peace of mind is your main 
objective, look no further! Please take a 
moment and visit www.wjdpm.com to learn 
more about us or call (703) 684-0800. 

PEAKE MANAGEMENT - Do you want to 
make sure your house is well managed while 
you're overseas? Call Lindsey Peake and set 
up an appointment to discuss how we provide 
exceptional services to our clients. Want to 
learn more about us first? Visit our new Web¬ 
site at www.peakeinc.co or call for our free, 
highly acclaimed Landlord Reference Manual 
which walks you through the entire process. 
Most of our clients are FSOs, so we under¬ 
stand your special needs and would love to 
work with you. Friendly, personal, profession¬ 
al and knowledgeable. The best combination! 
6842 Elm Street, McLean, VA 22101. E-mail: 
Lindsey@peakeinc.com. (703) 448-0212. 

PROPERTY MANAGEMENT 

FAHEY & ASSOCIATES: Do you want 
professional and caring property management 
for your select Northern Virginia property? 
Expertise and personal attention to detail are 
the hallmarks of our established firm. Call 
Gerry Romberg for exceptional service. 6842 
Elm Street, Suite 303, McLean, VA 22101 
(703) 691-2006, Fax (703) 448-9652, E-mail: 
75702.3176@compuserve.com 

H.A. GILL & SON 

OFFERS THE PROVEN, expert property 
management services that have satisfied hun¬ 
dreds of FSOs for over 108 years. As a small¬ 
er company we can provide you with the indi¬ 
vidual attention and diligent care of your prop¬ 
erty that you deserve when you are overseas 
- and at the most competitive rates. We are 
completely computerized with easy-to-read 
monthly and annual statements,. Specializing 
in the management and sale of fine single 
family properties and condominiums in the 
District & Montgomery County. Please call 
John Gill, Jr. at (202) 338-5000, Fax (202) 
338-2545, or E-mail: hagill@erols.com 
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—   Classifieds    
SHORT - TERM RENTALS 

provide fully furnished apartments at River 
Place just 5 minutes from the new NFATC 
facility and one block from SA-15. We have 
efficiencies, 1 bedrooms, and some 2 bed¬ 
rooms, usually within your per diem. Apts, are 
fully furnished kitchens, cable TV, telephone, 
linens, and all utilities included. Write: 

FOREIGN SERVICE ASSOCIATES, 
P.O. Box 12855, Arlington, VA 22209 or 
call: (800) 993-6997, or (703) 527-0279, 

E-mail: FSAssoc1@aol.com 

TEMPORARY HOUSING 
WASHINGTON DC or NFATC TOUR? 

EXECUTIVE HOUSING CONSULTANTS 
offers Metropolitan Washington D.C.’s finest 
portfolio of short-term, fully-furnished and 
equipped apartments, townhomes and single 
family residences in Maryland, D.C. and Vir¬ 
ginia. 

In Virginia: “River Place’s Finest” is steps 
to Rosslyn Metro and Georgetown and 15 | 
minutes on Metro bus or State Department j 
shuttle to NFATC. For more info, please call 
us at (301) 951- 4111 or visit our website: 

www.executivehousing.com 

BEST RATES IN WASHINGTON: When 
the need for housing in the DC area arises, try 
the Newly Renovated Pennsylvania House, 
fully furnished, full kitchen. Minutes from any¬ 
where you need to be in the DC area. One 
block from Foggy Bottom/GWU metro line. 
Great for long or short term stays. For more | 
information please check our website at ) 
www.dcsuites.com or call (202) 331-5000 | 
and ask for our sales department. 

PLACE A CLASSIFIED AD IN AFSA 
NEWS. Ad rate: $1/word (10 word min). First 
3 bold words included free, additional bold 
text $2/word, Header or box $10. Contact Ad 
Manager by E-mail: miltenberger@afsa.org 
or Fax (202) 338-6820. 

SAIL THE BAY I 
PENTAGON SAILING CLUB: ENJOY, 

HAVE FUN THIS SUMMER! NO SAILING 
EXPERIENCE REQUIRED... LESSONS 
PROVIDED! Open to civilian and military gov¬ 
ernment employees. Offers training based on 
United States Naval Sailing Association sys¬ 
tem. Teaches basic sailing, etc. Membership 
$55 (single), $75 (family). Cost of instruction 
is $200 for 30 hours of on-the-water train- 
ingand three hours of classroom instruction. 
Contact Rick Baker: Tel. H (703) 318-5899, | 
www.pentagonsailing.org 

FOR SALE 

Spectacular views, mild climate, safe commu¬ 
nity, boating, fishing, hiking, between Seattle 
& Vancouver, B.C. Contact former FSO Jan 
Zehner, Coldwell Banker Orcas Island, (800) 
552-7072; Fax (360) 376-5095, P.O. Box 127, 
Eastsound, WA 98245, E-mail: 

janz @ rockisland.com 

NORTH CAROLINA 
39.7 ACRES W/185 X 50 FT. POND high¬ 

way frontage 464 feet, 4 miles to US 15/501, 
20 minutes to exclusive golf courses at Pine- 
hurst. 4 hours to NC mountains with rock 
climbing & skiing, 2 hours to NC beaches surf 
& deep sea fishing. $178,830 Call Jackie Had- 
don Tel. (910) 875-4548, E-mail: 
EVAJ316@aol.com 

FLORIDA 
NO STATE INCOME tax enhances gra¬ 

cious living in Florida. Former FSO Paul 
Byrnes specializes in home, villa, and condo 
sales in Sarasota, but also helps anywhere in 
the State. Ask for Paul at Toll Free (877) 924- 
9001, use E-mail: byrnes@family-net.org or 
write him at Arvida Realty Services, 100 N. 
Tamiami Tr. Sarasota, FL 34236. 

FLORIDA 
LONGBOAT KEY / SARASOTA. Beauti¬ 

ful homes, villas, condos for now and the 
future. Area will exceed expectations. For full 
service real estate services contact: 
SHARON OPER, Wedebrock Real Estate Co. 
Tel/Fax (941) 387-7199; E-mail: 
LBK7@aol.com 

VACATION RENTAL 

VACATION RENTAL: South Florida Gulf 
Coast - Marco Island. Anglers Cove resort on 
Marco Bay, 16 mi. so of Naples, 50 min. from 
Ft. Myers. Waterfront 2 BR condo overlooking 
Marco Bay, 2 pools, tennis, 5 min. to beaches, 
3 TVs, HBO, VCR, screened balcony. Weekly 
rentals. Call for brochures (703) 922-5846 
HFTTM@AOL.com 

CAPTIVA ISLAND, FL: 1 to 4 bedroom 
beach and bayside vacation rentals. Swim¬ 
ming, shelling, fishing, etc. Walk to shops & 
restaurants. Call Pat at 1 (800) 547-0127. 
www.captiva-island.com 

ITALY HOME RENTALS: High quality vil¬ 
las, farmhouses, apartments in several price 
ranges. Garden course at historic estate. Per¬ 
sonalized service from Italy specialists. Italian 
Vacation Villas, Inc. retired FSO; (202) 333- 
6247, E-mail:M3919@aol.com 

110-220 VOLT STORE 
MULTI-SYSTEM ELECTRONICS 

PAL-SECAM-NTSC TVs, VCRs, AUDIO, 
CAMCORDER, ADAPTOR, TRANSFORM¬ 
ERS, KITCHEN APPLIANCES 

EXPORTS ELECTRONICS, INC. 
1719 Connecticut Ave. N.W. Washington, 

D.C. 20009, near Dupont Circle. Between R & 
S Streets. Tel. (202) 232-2244, Fax (202)265- 
2435, (800) 513-3907. 

E-mail: export@eportworld.com 
Price quotations for PVOs, NGOs, USG, FS 

Discounts for Diplomats. 

BOOKS 

ANY U.S. BOOK in print. Send check 
when books arrive. Salmagundi Books 66 
Main St, Cold Spring, NY 10516. E-mail: 
SALBOOKS@HIGHLANDS.COM 

BOOKS, BOOKS, BOOKS. We have 
thousands in stock, do special orders daily, 
search for out-of-print books, large selection 
of CD’s and cassettes; Jazz a specialty. Visa 
or Mastercard. THE VERMONT BOOK SHOP 
38 Main Street, Middlebury, VT 05753. 

KRUEGER ON UNITED STATES PASS¬ 
PORT LAW (2nd edition) published 1997; first 
supplement scheduled for September, 1999. 
Fax for information: +680 488-4708 (Palau). 

CAR RENTAL 

CHOICE CAR RENTAL Short term, Long 
term - we offer the best prices. Compact car 
only for $575 per month. If you would like to 
include the car rental with your furnished 
apartment, ask your housing management to 
call CHOICE CAR RENTAL, or you may call 
us. We can help you with the housing and 
car rental package. Tel.(703) 532-3339 

www.choicecarrental.com 

CALLING ALL EXPATS 

ESCAPE, the global guide for the adven¬ 
turous traveler, is seeking foreign correspon¬ 
dents for its new on-line bulletin board, 
Coconut Wireless. It's a chance for you to tell 
the world about your experiences, and offer 
tips and advice for travelers heading to your 
area. Join a vital community of global travel¬ 
ers. Visit www.escapemag.com and click to 
the Coconut Wireless page. Then log on to 
Expats and join the conversation. We look for¬ 
ward to hearing from you! 

16 AFSA NEWS • JULY - AUGUST 1999 



Focus 

“Here s your hat. What’s your hurry?" 
Rhythm King mumbled. 

His legs buckled. He half-leaped and half-fell out 
of the plane into the impartial sky and dropped like a brick. 

Continued from page 31 

weigh 1,000 kilos — a metric ton. That will be enough, 

I think.” He meant they would jump into the ocean 

rather than jettison the cargo. 

“But that’s nuts,” Rhythm King screamed over the 

wind. “That’s fucking goofy.” 

“Listen to me,” cried the minister. “You will be met 
on the island by three men. They will know what 

to do.” 

From the cockpit came Nacho’s curses. The 

plane lurched and Rhythm King stumbled. 

“You’d trust me?” He couldn’t take a deep 
breath. Everything below his heart seemed to belong to 

someone else. 
“1 must.” The Minister stepped into the hatchway. 

The others lined up behind him. Several of them had 

tears on their faces. “Heroes!” the minister called to 
his men. “Long live Biafra!” They answered him in 

shouts. 

Wind roared in the open doorway. Over the 
Biafran’s shoulder, Rhythm King could see the face of 

the ocean ripping past. “You can’t do this to me!” he 

shouted. He pointed his gun at the gold. “I’ll take it, 
you know. I’ll steal it when you’re gone.” 

The men froze. Wind whipped at their tattered 
clothing, their thin bodies. “You shouldn’t have told me 
that,” said the minister. He looked absurdly thin in the 

fat, puffy life jacket. Two of his men turned and lifted 

their carbines. Were they loaded? 

Rhythm King dropped the pistol to the floor and 

pointed to the minister. “He can stay. Let me go 

instead.” 

The Biafrans looked at each other doubtfully. 

Others spoke up in a rattle of English. The minister 

stared at Rhythm King. “You would do this thing for 

free Biafra?” 

“To hell with Biafra,” Rhythm King said. His mouth 

was so dry his tongue clicked against the roof of his 

mouth. He pointed to the minister’s life jacket. “Give 

me that. You won’t be needing it.” As he put it on, he 

looked again at the gold, and then stepped to the hatch¬ 

way. 
The wind rushed past so furiously he had to close his 

eyes. The smell of the water filled his nostrils. His legs 

shook. The frame vibrated with the whine of the 
engine. 

“He needs help,” someone said behind him. A hand 

touched him softly in the small of his back and then 

began, firmly, to push. 

“Here’s your hat. What’s your hurry?” Rhythm King 

mumbled. His legs buckled. He half-leaped and half¬ 
fell out of the plane into the impartial sky and dropped 

like a brick. 

A French cutter picked him up. He was put 

ashore in Marseilles with borrowed clothes and 
pocket money he promptly spent in bars along 

the coast. He moved back to Lisbon. 

But he couldn’t get work. No one trusted him any¬ 
more. Nacho had made it back, minus the gold, and 

word was out. Rhythm King had gotten “too involved.” 
He drifted, finally settling again in the States as a 

day laborer on construction sites. Few noticed him, but 

those who did were struck by his air of puzzlement, as 

if he’d found something he didn’t know how to use. He 

had a favorite bar where he was often drunk and always 

told the same story. It was a story about an airplane full 

of gold floating through the moonlight, an airplane 

piloted by two crazy, lonely Americans and 19 Africans 

from a tiny country willing to jump out of that plane for 

tire sake of the gold and their homeland. 

You only had to hear it once to remember it 

forever. ■ 
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THE SHARK WOMAN 

BY BARBARA NEU I remember how I used to long for the 
rainy season in Africa. I would stand on 

the balcony of our apartment and let the 

rain pour over me and run down my 

body. One day I looked out over the rail¬ 
ing and saw 10 Africans lined up on the road watch¬ 

ing me. Each one stood on only one leg, and each had 

his arms crossed. It was as if they had nothing better 
to do. I didn’t yell at them or gesture. It seemed fruit¬ 

less to try and communicate. 
When I first arrived, I thought it would be possi¬ 

ble to make a difference, help the 

poor people. On the ferry from 

the airport into the city, a small 

boy asked me for something, any¬ 

thing. I gave him a pen and asked 
him to write me a letter. He put 

the pen in his pocket and called to 
a female he called his sister. They 

discussed tire pen, I think. I didn’t 

completely understand what they 
were saying, but I assumed they 
were discussing its resale value. 

This was my first lesson on what I 

had to offer Africa. 

For almost two years I wel¬ 

comed the rains because they 

washed the dust off everything. 

Then they would continue, go on 

and on. The rains drove some Americans crazy, but 

they made me feel safe. 

The second rainy season was easier than tire first, 

because I gave in to the rain and let it take me. The 

rain put me to sleep if I tried to read, so I spent long 

hours lying on the couch, doing crossword puzzles 

and napping. Then, in tire evening, the sun would 

come out and the world that I could see from my bal¬ 
cony would be steaming. At those times, the sky was 

deep blue, not its usual glassy, hazy yellow. 

Sometimes, when nry husband came home from work 
before eight o’clock, we would go swimming at the 

pool at tire Marine House or at tire beach. 

The Marine House was preferable only because it 

was safer. The pool there was a small, green swamp; 

groups of boys would crowd the chain-link fence to 
watch us. At the beach, we had more privacy, because 

we didn’t mind swimming in the deserted part, where 

the sharks were. We swam with 
tire fish and dolphins, ignoring tire 

sharks. They were an occupation¬ 

al hazard, like everything else in 

Africa, and we were used to them. 
My husband’s amorous insistence 

was a different kind of danger. He 

frequently wanted to make love 
on the beach, in view of the road. 
I didn’t like the sand, or tire curi¬ 

ous crabs, or the large dead rats, 
but I felt I should let him do what 

he wanted. He was tire diplomat, 

the important one. I was just a 

wife overseas, a vestigial organ 

| shriveling from lack of use. 

j When the heavens opened up, 

and the rains poured down, I was 

left alone. I didn’t have to go out and shop or social¬ 

ize or swim or let my husband make love to me on the 

beach. I could stay on the couch and watch the rain 

obliterate the banana trees, the huts with their rusty, 

corrugated metal roofs, the people and the dirt. I 

could be anywhere, maybe even on an ocean liner 

that would take me home. 
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My husband frequently wanted to make love on the beach. 
I felt I should let him. I was just a wife overseas, 

a vestigial organ shriveling 
from lack of use. 

All the women at the embassy had tailors and dress¬ 

makers who worked making custom-designed dresses 

for only seven or eight dollars each. At least that was 
what I always paid for them. We met at parties and 

compared prices. For many women, bargaining at the 
market was a substitute for real life. For me, it was just 

another disgusting thing I had to learn, like cleaning 
fish and killing cockroaches. I hated standing in the 

hot sun arguing over tiny bits of money with people 

who were so much poorer than I. It made me feel 

mean and conspicuous. I just wanted to buy my stuff 

and get it over with. 

But having a dress made was always a thrill. I had a 
favorite fabric seller in the market whom I called 

“Ma.” She always made bargaining seem like fun. 

Then, all I had to do was drive to my dressmakers ten¬ 

ement and show him a picture from a catalogue or 

magazine. He would know how to make me a dress. I 

bought the beautiful local cloth at the market and he 

would make the dress from the magazine out of that. 
I planned to have a new dress made for the Marine 

Ball out of yellow fabric with white polka dots. I rarely 
went out of the gates of our compound, so when I left 
to make the trip to the dressmakers, I was greeted 
with smiles and waves from the guards. The dress¬ 

makers room was in a little village up the hill from our 
apartment building in a grayish-red structure that 
looked as though it had been under construction for 

God knows how long and was not yet finished. I had to 
walk around to the back of the building, jump over an 

open sewer and climb up outdoor stairs before I final¬ 

ly arrived at the dressmakers door. The dressmaker 

was a slight man with a perfect face, which was oval 

and smooth and beautifully brown. His long fingers 

Barbara Neu is a writer and artist who has accompa¬ 

nied her FSO husband to posts in Sierra Leone and 

Italy. This is her first published short story. 

treated my American magazines and catalogs with 

contempt. He spread them out on his old work table 
with exaggerated delicacy and looked at me out of the 

corner of his eyes as I described what kind of dress I 

wanted. 

When I showed him my yellow fabric, he said: 

“Yellow fabric for a yellow body.” To him, I did not 
belong in Africa. 

My husband wanted to take a trip up-country, 
but I got so carsick we had to turn back. I 

panicked when we lost sight of the city, 
because I felt it was my only link to civilization, even 
though civilization meant waiting until ten o’clock at 

night for my husband to come home, and then sitting 

across die table from him and listening to his endless 
gossip about the embassy. Our generator would go out 

a lot during the rainy season, and he loved to go out 
and hassle the man who was trying to fix it. He tried to 

be jolly and buddy up to everybody, but he seemed 
huge, pale and grotesque next to the graceful and 
polite Africans. 

Often, when the generator was out and there was 

nothing to do but sit in the dark and drink wine, he 
would discuss “the family.” This was a discussion that 
inevitably ended up in bed. He wanted me to get preg¬ 

nant, but what would I do with a baby in Africa? I 
guessed I could always hand it over to an African 

nurse, who would know how to take better care of it 
than I. 

My Marine Ball gown was almost finished, although 

the dressmaker was having trouble getting the bust to 

fit right. I was so small-breasted that the dressmaker 

finally went downtown and got some falsies to stick 

inside my bra. He brought them out for me and gig¬ 

gled. He knew I was a good sport and would laugh, 

too. I went into the other room of his apartment, 
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Everyone thought there was a 
baby growing inside me when, in reality; 

something quite different was a guest in my body. 

which was really just a closet behind a curtain. There 

was a small window that looked out over the trees 

toward die ocean, but the heat of the street and the 
smell of chickens were oppressive. I felt like I would 

drown in them. I had grown weary of my body and its 

habits and fretful demands. I wanted to be set free. 

I stood next to the dressmakers sewing machine as 
he worked on the straps and the bust. He slid the falsies 

onto my breasts widiout even looking at me. We agreed 

the fit was finally right. The dress was almost finished. I 
went back into die bedroom and changed back into my 

clothes. I handed the dress back to die dressmaker and 

started out die door, promising to come back in a few 

days. He put his hand on my arm and stopped me. No. 

He would send the dress along with his brother. It had 

already been paid for. There was no need for me to 
come back. 

The Marine Ball was held on an oppressively 
humid night. We drank some champagne in our 
apartment before heading out. My dress fit per¬ 

fectly and my husband admired everything about it. But 

as soon as we walked out our front door, die hot air hit 
my body and my sweaty diighs began to stick together. 
My underwear felt like a wet diaper, and I wished that I 
could just stay home. But tills was the biggest night of 

die year at die embassy, so I had to make my appear¬ 

ance. 

I guess I drank too much punch at die ball, but 

nobody really noticed. During the cake-cutting, when 

we all had to stand, I simply passed out. I didn’t have 

any idea I was going to faint; I just fell over, like a tree 

might fall. The right side of my head hit the concrete 

floor. When I woke up, it was as if I had been dead. 

The embassy people were all whispering that I was 

pregnant, as my husband carried me out to die car. 

When I had to ask my husband to pull over so tiiat I 

could throw up on die muddy road, I began to worry 

tiiat tiiey were right. When I was finished, I looked up 

and saw the kerosene lamps flickering along the road. 

People had set up stands to sell whatever they had: 

cigarettes, oranges, peanuts. The Africans looked so 
clear and beautiful, and I felt so bodiless and spent. It 

was if I had melted into die landscape, as if I had 

become a piece of Africa. 

I didn’t want to be pregnant. I lay in bed all the next 
week praying that it was die heat of the punch tiiat had 

made me faint. Finally, I went down to the Peace Corps 
doctor and had myself checked out. Every otiier wife at 

the embassy had gotten pregnant in Africa. Why not me? 

People used to say there was somediing in the water. But 

I still had a tiiread of hope as the doctor put me tiirough 
several tests. It turned out that I wasn’t pregnant, but I 

did have worms. I couldn’t help but laugh. Wonderful. 
My husband and everyone else had thought tiiat there 

was a baby growing inside me when, in reality, I had 
something quite different as a guest in my body. I felt 

relieved and happy to be invaded. Not only was I becom¬ 
ing a part of Africa; now Africa was in me. 

My husband kept his distance. I spent the dark and 

quiet nights when the generator gave out imagining 
myself lying on the dressmaker’s cot in die village. I 
wondered what his skin would feel like. I imagined 

that he would be repulsed by me, not because of my 
parasites, but because of my white skin. I was probably 
like some kind of unfinished being to him, like a grub 
or a maggot. 

The next time we went to the beach, I swam out very 
far, until my husband started yelling at me to come 

back. I had no fear of the water, or the sharks, or any¬ 

thing. I felt I was a part of the ocean, of the world. I 

finally swam back in, and teased my husband as we sat 

on our blanket in the early morning sun. He was always 

angry when I did anything he considered out of charac¬ 

ter. I don’t even think he cared about my getting hurt. 

He just didn’t want me to do anything crazy and wreck 

his career. 

It was a Saturday, and die fishermen were hauling in 

their nets. Thirty muscular men strained uncomplaining 

in die sun to bring in die fish. They sang as tiiey pulled, 

and then they began to shout as die haul of fish came 

36 FOREIGN SERVICE J O URN AL/] V LY- AU G U ST 1999 



Don’t come home without it! 

it’s easy! 
it’s fast! 
it’s painless! 

Mortgage 

Application 
If you arc moving back to the 
Washington D C. area in the 
near future, a mortgage loan 
approval is something you should bring with you, 
not worry about once you arrive. A pre-approval 
removes uncertainty, allowing you to focus on find¬ 
ing the right home. It will also put you in the best 
position to negotiate and to settle quickly. 

As a Senior Loan Officer with 13 years experience 
I specialize in relocation loans. My goal is to make 
your loan approval smooth, easy, and fast. Contact 
me today to get pre-approvea before vou come 
home! 

stevegar@erols.com Steve Garrett 

office 

fax 

800 591 5662 
703 591 6300 
703 591 6301 

NORTH AMERICAN 
MORTGAGE COMPANY' 
A DIME. COMPANY 

The 6th Largest U.S. Lender 

VOLVO 
Factory-Set Discounts To Diplomats 

Posted Stateside and Abroad 

U.S., U.K., European, or Overseas Specs 
Overseas and Domestic Deliveries 

JERRY GRIFFIN 
DIPLOMATIC SALES SPECIALIST 

18 YEARS WITH VOLVO 

1231 W. Broad Street 
Falls Church, VA 22046 

Washington, D.C. Metropolitan Area 

(703) 237-5000 
Fax: (703) 237-5028 

JbDon Beyer Volvo 

\ D & M AUTO PARTS CORPORATION 
-y 145 WEST JOHN STREET • HICKSVILLE. NY 11801 USA 

THE PARTS PROFESSIONALS 

Serving the diplomatic and military community 
since 1972, not only gives us unprecedented refer¬ 
ences, but the ability to provide you with the service 
you deserve! 

We accept all Government PO’s, IMPACT cards, 
personal orders and pay special attention to those 
urgently needed items. 

Visit us on the WEB, use our interactive catalog to 
identify and receive quotes on thousands of parts. 

Contact us for your account number and password. 

We are here to help. Just ask! 

Gary Vlahov 

www.dmauto.com 
(516) 822-6662; FAX: 822-5020; E-mail: dmauto@ibm.net 

/TTWW'A 

MONEY CONCEPTS 
INTERNATIONAL FINANCIAL PLANNING NETWORK 

EVERARD S. TAYLOR, CFP GEORCE A. GRIEVE, CFP 
RETIRED FOREION SERVICE OFFICER RETIRED CIVIL SERVICE OFFICER 

MONEY CONCEITS is AN INDEPENDENT 

FINANCIAL PLANNING ORGANIZATION WITH CENTRES 

IN THE U.S. AND OVERSEAS. WE WILL PROVIDE 

PERSONAL, COMPREHENSIVE FINANCIAL PLANNING 

GEARED TO YOUR INDIVIDUAL FINANCIAL GOALS. WE 

SPECIALIZE IN HELPING ACTIVE AND RETIRED FEDERAL 

EMPLOYEES. 

PRODUCTS AND SERVICES 

INCLUDE; 

ASSET ALLOCATION 

MUTUAL FUNDS* 

LIFE INSURANCE 

STOCKS AND BONDS* 

VARIABLE ANNUITIES* 

LIMITED PARTNERSHIPS* 

PRE-RETIREMENT F^ANNING 

FINANCIAL SEMINARS 

•All Securities through Money Concepts Coital Corp., Member NASID/SPIC 
1208 U.S. Highway One. North Palm Beach, Florida 33408 Tel: (561) 627-0700 

FOR INFORMATION OR AN APPOINTMENT: 

405 ONONDIO CIRCLE 

VIENNA, VA 22180-5927 

Ta: (703) 560-2230 

FAX: (703) 560-7718 

EMAIL: ETAYLOR@MONEYCONCEPTS.COM 

GRIEVE@M0NEYC0NCEPTS.C0M 

JULY-AUGUST 1999/FOREIGN SERVICE JOURNAL 37 



Focus 

People were acting strangely toward me. 
I was a beast who ate men. I slept with them and 

their penises fell off. 

up on the beach. They gathered around the net excit¬ 

edly. My husband and I went over to look. In the net, 

which was just about ruined, lay a ten-foot-long 

hammerhead shark. It was a frightening sight. With its 
odd-shaped head and huge eyes, it looked like a 

creature from outer space. My husband grabbed my 

arm and yanked me back to the blanket. He said that 

there was to be no more swimming. We’d just have to 

swim at the Marine House or nowhere at all. It was too 

dangerous here. 

I got the car one day a week. So the next Monday, I 
drove down to the market. Ma, who sold me fabric, 

was there with her daughter. She didn’t greet me as 

enthusiastically as usual. I picked up some pretty fab¬ 

ric, and she quoted me a price that was twice as much 
as usual. When I laughed at her, she looked away. I 

started bargaining, but she wouldn’t budge. Finally I 

told her that I was going to buy from someone else. She 

said that would be fine. 
I found a young woman nursing her child who was 

willing to sell me some fabric at a cheaper price. I could 
tell she was only doing it because she was desperate. As 

I walked away, I heard hissing and whispers behind me. 

As I drove to the dressmaker’s, the clouds were gath¬ 
ering and I knew that it would rain soon. It would prob¬ 
ably be the kind of rain that would wash out the streets, 

so I should have hurried. But as I climbed the steps, I 

felt happy. The dressmaker didn’t answer the door 

when I knocked, so I pushed it open. He was asleep on 

his cot. His foot was bandaged in a dirty piece of cloth. 

I could see that he was feverish; his foot was probably 

infected. A mangy dog lay under the cot, and eyed me 

lethargically. The dogs were always sick, too, in Africa. 

I should have felt sorry for die dressmaker. I should 

have gone back home and gotten a first aid kit and 

cleaned his foot and re-bandaged it. I should have been 

gallant and condescending. Instead, I undressed and 

got on the cot with him. Somehow I knew what would 
happen, that he would wake without surprise and grab 

my yellow body, and that the dog would go skittering 

out the door in fright as die cot jumped and the Blun¬ 

der echoed through the hills and the lightning struck 

the sea. 
Later, the dressmaker told me tiiat he never thought 

he would make love to a Shark Woman. So that was 

why people were acting strangely toward me in the 

market. The word had spread that I had swum out 
and called to the shark to come eat the fishermen. 

I was a beast who ate men. I slept with them and their 

penises fell off. But the dressmaker told me that he was 

already very sick. His foot was infected and he wasn’t 

afraid of a Shark Woman. Maybe I could even make 

him feel better. 

The shark story spread and I couldn’t go any¬ 

where. Small boys stood below our balcony, 
hoping to get a glimpse of me. It was a week 

before I could get back to the dressmaker’s. When I 

arrived, women were feeding chickens in the yard. 
They hissed at me as I stepped over the open sewer and 

climbed the stairs. But in the dressmaker’s room, I was 
once again a blessing, not a curse. The women down 
below must have been able to hear us. I’m sure they 

knew tiiat I had not come to have a dress made. But the 
dressmaker didn’t care. His foot was better. In the sti¬ 
fling room, my skin felt slick and wet like a shark’s. I 

was all muscle and teeth and water. 

When I went out to my car to drive home, the 

streets of the village were deserted. I drove back to my 

apartment with its five air conditioners and reluctantly 

washed away my real self, die shark self I was begin¬ 

ning to like. I tried to put on my other self for my hus¬ 

band, but I just couldn’t do it. I don’t think he noticed 

anyway. He came home early and told me that he had 

to be back in Washington in a week. He told me I could 

leave right away and stay with his mother until he could 

join me. 

So that was the end. I took my husband up on his 

offer. I left four days later. I packed my yellow dress 
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The sharks seemed to swim in this coloiful world. 
They looked beautiful and not at all menacing, 

like they belonged. 

and a few other things. My husband went down to get 

me some money from the embassy and I stood on the 

balcony looking out at the ocean. I saw the dressmak¬ 

er’s brother when he walked up the road from the vil¬ 

lage. He looked up and waved and pointed to a pack¬ 
age in his hand. I went out to the gate to meet him, and 

he told me softly that his brother heard I was leaving 

and had sent me a present. He handed it over gently, as 

if it were a baby. I shook his hand and then gave him 

the customary dash, or tip, but he wouldn’t take it. He 

patted my hand and walked away. 
I rushed upstairs to open the package. It was a volu¬ 

minous dress made in the African style. It had puffy 

sleeves with ruffles and a long, ruffled skirt that 

brushed the floor. The neckline, which was square, 
swept down my back, and in front, it barely touched my 

breasts. But it wasn’t too big. He had made it for me. 

The fabric was bright purple with a batik pattern of 

large yellow sharks. Where the purple and yellow dyes 

had mingled, the fabric became a luminous brown. The 
sharks seemed to swim in this colorful world. They 

looked beautiful and not at all menacing. They looked 

like they belonged just where they were. 

I packed the dress in my carry-on, but once the air¬ 
plane took off, I took it out and held it to my face. It 

smelled of wood smoke and baskets and hot palm oil. It 
smelled like home, a secret home that I could carry in 

my head and that I didn’t have to share with anyone. ■ 
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HE SLEPT HERE 

BY MARY CAMERON KILGOUR I was enjoying a rare quiet evening at home 
in Costa Azul City with Mozart’s 5th violin 

concerto and my cat when I was startled by 

urgent tapping on the door. It was late. My 

whole workweek had been awful and I did¬ 
n’t need any visitors. Maybe Pedro, the embassy’s night 

watchman, wanted something. I peered out and was 
amazed to see that Pedro had my neighbor, who lived 

through the woods and over a wall, with him. My 

neighbor was the vice president of the countiy, the 

Honorable Nathan Counts. 

“Please, senor, come in.” I ush¬ 
ered the vice president, his wife, 

three children and mother-in-law 

into my living room. Pedro came 
in, too. 

“What’s happening?” 

“Thank you kindly, madam.” 

The vice president addressed me 
more formally than I had him. He 
embraced Pedro and whispered 
something. Pedro left. 

“Have you heard tire news of 
the arrest and wounding of the 
president?” The vice president 
spoke with a tremor. I had never 
seen him up close before. He was 

much more attractive than in his 

pictures, almost like Cary Grant 

without the dimple. 

“No, sir, I have not. Is it on television?” I felt stu¬ 

pid. I didn’t have much experience conversing with 

vice presidents. 

As we sat in my living room, I noticed that the 

whole family appeared disheveled and dusty. Sefiora 

de Counts’ hair was coming loose from her French 

twist. The mother-in-law was wearing only one shoe. 

The vice president was tense, trying hard to remain 
calm and dignified. I could see sweat beading on his 

forehead and seeping through his shirt, though the 

evening was cool. 

His wife’s eyes followed mine. “You must forgive us. 

We smell of chickenshit,” she mumbled. I was taken 
aback by her language. She was one of the country’s 

premier fashion plates and known for her elegance. 

But it was true, I could smell it and could see little 

whitish-green nuggets of it clinging to their clothes 

and to my government-issue sofa 

and carpet. 

The vice president came quick¬ 

ly to the point: “I must talk with 
your ambassador immediately. 

The situation is very dangerous. 

Rebel forces are heading toward 

my house. That’s why we had to 
come here.” 

He explained that at first he 

had fled with his family to the 
chicken coop at the edge of their 

property. For several hours they 
hid there hoping that the first 
reports that they had heard were 

exaggerated. When they realized 

,3 the situation was even worse, the 

vice president decided to come 
over the wall and through some woods to seek refuge 

at my house. I asked whether Pedro could be trusted, 

and he replied that he and Pedro were fi'om the same 

part of the country and, therefore, allies. 

I got the vice president’s family some Coca-Colas, 
then excused myself to telephone the embassy securi¬ 

ty officer. I tried to refresh my memory about embassy 
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“You must forgive us. We smell of chickenshit, ” 

she mumbled. I could see little 
whitish -green nuggets of it. 

rules in such cases, something about not giving anyone 

refuge unless there was a mob chasing him or her. 

The line rang to the embassy. When the Marine 
guard answered, I asked him to put me through to Jim 
Black, the regional security officer. “It’s urgent,” I said, 

trying to remain calm. 

“Can you leave a message?” asked the Marine. “He’s 

in a meeting.” 

He probably couldn’t think of any good reason why a 

mid-level AID officer would want to talk to the head of 

security at 10:00 p.m. 

I lowered my voice half an octave in order to sound 

more authoritative. “It relates to the topic of the meet¬ 
ing. Please interrupt him.” 

“Hold on, ” he said. 

A minute later Jim was on the line. 

“Jim, this is Molly Fraser. I have someone at my 

house, a neighbor, who needs to talk with the ambas¬ 

sador immediately.” There was silence on the other end. 

“It relates to what is happening,” I added. 

I heard voices, but could not make out what was 
being said. Then Jim came back on the line. “Are you 
familiar with U.S. government policy under these cir¬ 

cumstances?” he asked. 
“More or less. But this is a bit out of my line, you 

know.” 
“Well, does your visitor qualify?” 
“Yes, I think so. At least psychologically if not phys¬ 

ically. Or hypothetically if not actually, if you get my 

drift.” 

The ambassador took over the telephone and asked 

me to put my guest on the line. He must have figured 

out who my neighbor was. I fetched the vice president, 

handed him the phone, then left him sitting on my bed 

talking to the ambassador and went back downstairs. 

Mrs. Vice President was leaning down from her seat 

Mary Cameron Kilgour is a retired FSO who served 

with USAID in Pakistan, Colombia, Costa Rica, the 

Philippines, Liberia and Bangladesh. This is her first 

published fiction. 

on the sofa trying to scrape some of the chickenshit off 

the carpet in front of her. 

“Please don’t worry about that, senora,” I said. 
She was about to respond when her husband came 

downstairs and told me that tire ambassador wanted to 
speak with me. I ran back up the stairs again. In a crisp, 

military voice, tire ambassador asked whether I could 

put tire family up for the night. He said he would come 

the next morning to see about getting them to a safer 

place. He instructed me to tell no one about the 

arrangements and to keep my houseguests away from 

the windows and household help. 

“Yes, sir,” I responded in what I thought was the 
proper martial tone. After we hung up, I wondered 

what he meant by “get them to a safer place.” My house 

wasn’t safe? This was exciting. 

Back downstairs, I described the sleeping 

arrangements I could offer my guests: two extra 

rooms, three beds and four sleeping bags. 
Senora de Counts grasped my hand with both of hers. 

“You are too kind. Thank you very much.” Her hand 

was cold and wet. She was afraid and trying to hide it 
from her children, her mother and her husband. I put 

my other hand over hers and smiled reassuringly. 
“You are safe here,” I said. “This is United States 

government property. No one can enter.” Ha, I thought. 
But at least it was supposed to be true. I showed the vice 

president’s family where the bedrooms and guest bath¬ 

room were. I got them linens, soap, even four tooth¬ 

brushes, then asked if they needed anything else. They 

smiled, shaking their heads, clearly exhausted. 

Senora de Counts took my hand again, “Please, call 

us Marina and Nathan.” Her husband’s name came out 

sounding like “Nothin.” Nothin’ Counts? 

I went back downstairs and put Mozart back on the 

CD player, picking up the Rondeau just where it had 

stopped earlier. The music was calming, the violin tones 

pure and beautiful, but I couldn’t keep my mind on the 

music. Pretty soon I, too, went off to bed to toss and 

42 FOREIGN SERVICE ] O U RN AL/J U LY- AUGU ST 1999 



Focus 

“The president is dead. They may try to come 
after the vice president. We need to protect him, ” 

said the ambassador. 

turn all night, dreaming about, or maybe really hearing, 

deep booming gunfire and distant shouting. 

In the morning I was out of bed like a shot. I need¬ 

ed to get to Marta, my maid, before she discovered my 

houseguests. I didn’t see any way to keep them apart 
short of refusing to let her in. I needed her help to take 

care of six people. Besides, I could trust her, since she 

supported the party in power. She was opening the back 
door when I reached the kitchen. 

“Sus, Maria y Josep!” she exclaimed, startled to see 
me up so early. 

“Buenos dias, Marta. I need you to do something 

special for me without telling anyone. Can you do that?” 
I asked. 

“Si, senora. What is it you need?” 

I told her what had happened and who she would 

find in the upstairs guest bedrooms. “You know, it would 

not look good if it appeared that the Americans were 
getting into your politics,” I explained. “But the family 

came to me in need, and I had to invite them in. Don’t 
you agree?” I knew she would. 

“Si, senora,” she said, nodding. “The streets are filled 
with soldiers. I almost did not come here today. All night 

there was much shooting. It is very dangerous. They say 
El Presidente is dead.” Her eyes filled with tears. 

This was serious. I felt an odd sense of exhilaration 

that surprised me. “Well, they will soon be wanting 

breakfast. Can you make something good?” 
“Si, senora.” 
By the time the family emerged 20 minutes later 

Marta had a full American breakfast on the table. While 
we were eating cereal with milk, juice and coffee, a 

white panel truck like the ones used by die embassy 

plumbers pulled into the driveway. As it edged close to 

my side door, my first thought was that I must have put 

in a repair order. How could I cancel die job now, when 

the last dung I needed was a nosy local plumber? As I 

opened die side door to ask him to come back some 

odier time, die ambassador jumped out. He was inside 

my house in a flash. I had not expected him to emerge 

from a plumber’s truck. 

“Welcome, Mr. Ambassador,” I said. He brushed by 

me and greeted the vice president with an embrace. 

“I am so sorry to learn of these events, Nadian.” The 

ambassadors voice was gentle and solicitous. “You and 
your countiymen have die sympathy of the United 

States government and people. We shall do what we can 
to be helpful.” 

The vice president smiled and sighed at the same 

time. I diought I saw the glint of a tear. “I appreciate 
that, Peter,” he said. “This is very tiying. Things could 

still go the wrong way. What news do you bring?” 

Both men glanced at the children. The vice pres¬ 

ident motioned die ambassador up to my bed¬ 

room where die two of them could talk in pri¬ 

vate. I thought about my unmade bed. When they 
emerged 15 minutes later, the ambassador pulled me 
aside and said he would try to move the family to a safe 

house. He said the arrangements would have to be han¬ 

dled carefully, for everyone’s safety. 

“Can you keep them for anodier night if necessary?” 
“Of course. But what is the situation?” 

“Not good. The president is dead. They may try to 
come after the vice president. We need to protect him 

and his family. And we need to be careful not to jeopar¬ 
dize the American community while we’re doing it. So 
you should not share diis information with anyone. Is 
your household staff trustworthy?” 

“I just have the one maid, and she’s trustworthy. The 
vice president and the night watchman are province 

mates, so he’s okay.” 

“Good. I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.” 

With that, the ambassador jumped back into the 

panel truck. I saw that the regional security officer was 

the driver. 

I decided to go to my office to check in. There were 

soldiers everywhere, and very few civilians on the 

streets. Orange and purplish red bougainvillea flowers 

still hung from white-washed garden walls and from tin 

cans on wooden window sills, and the air was cooled by 
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His skin was smooth and tanned. 
He looked strong, intelligent, presidential, which he was, 

unless an assassin beat him to the inauguration. 

Atlantic sea breezes, as usual. But the city felt eerie and 

direatening. Soldiers eyed me coldly as I drove careful¬ 

ly through the rutted streets. I realized that having the 

country’s only legitimate leader hiding in my house was 

no laughing matter. 

There was no one at the office except tire guards. 
Hadn’t I been informed that all but those in the core 

group of essential senior staff were to stay home? No. 

My phone must have been busy. I was not in the core 

group and hoped I never would be. I turned around and 
went home. 

The Counts family was scattered throughout my 

small house. The mother-in-law was in the kitchen 

supervising my maid; at least that’s what the look on 

Marta’s face told me. Senora de Counts and the chil¬ 
dren were in the living room listening to some godawful 

mariachi music on the radio. Marta must have done 

some laundry for them, since their clothes looked the 
same, but smelled fresher. The worst of the stains were 

gone. The vice president was ensconced at my bedroom 

desk, conducting state business over my phone. I 
backed out awkwardly and went downstairs. 

Senora de Counts was again composed. She thanked 
me again for my hospitality. 

“You have no idea how grateful we are that you wel¬ 
comed us last night,” she said. “It was terrible, cowering 

in the dark, waiting to be arrested, or worse.” She 

stopped when she saw her oldest child looking at her 
with big, somber eyes. 

“Not to worry. Hopefully, the worst is over,” I 

assured her, though I wasn’t as positive myself. “The 

ambassador and your supporters are working on a solu¬ 

tion right now. In the meantime, just make yourselves 

at home. Is there anything I can get you?” I thought 

about the four toothbrushes that I had given them for 

six people. 

“No, we are fine. Thank you so much.” 

I could see, now that the worst of last night’s anxiety 

had left her, that her reputation as glamorous was 

deserved. Her hair was again in an elegant twist and her 

make-up had been applied expertly. Still, I doubted I 

would ever eat chicken again without thinking of her 
spending half the night in a chicken coop. 

Just then her husband appeared. He, too, was strik¬ 
ing. His dark hair was silver at the temples and neatly 

combed. His skin was smooth and tanned. He looked 
strong, intelligent, presidential, which I guess he was, or 

soon would be, unless an assassin beat him to the inau¬ 

guration. I banished the thought for fear it could appear 

on my face and excused myself to see about lunch. 

The rest of the day passed uneventfully, as we ate, 

chatted and came and went from the few private spaces 
my house offered. Pedro arrived with a package for the 

vice president. I turned on the two-way radio, which the 

embassy had provided me, but heard nothing out of 

the ordinary. 

The local radio reported that there had been a 

military confrontation, but the details were still 

unclear. People were advised to stay inside. The 
radio was playing a range of musical selections from 
Sousa marches to Oh For a Thousand Tongues to Sing 

in Spanish to La Bamba to Silent Night in Spanish. To 

occupy the children, I got out my cards, checkers and 
puzzles. Senora de Counts whizzed through my 
American magazines, flipping pages at a fast clip. The 

phone kept ringing. It was always for Senor Counts, 
who would answer it, then go to my bedroom to talk. 
Soon the whole city would know my phone number and 

that he was staying in my house. We were all waiting for 

something to happen, something unknown and scary. 

My career had brought me other adventures: an 

earthquake, a coup attempt and several street riots. But 

this was different. This time I knew the people the bad 

guys were after, and they seemed decent enough. 

Worse, the bad guys could even be after me. 

Not too long after the evening meal, we all said good 

night and went to our rooms. At 3:30 a.m. the phone 

awakened me. It was the ambassador. 

“We’ve arranged a safe house for your guest,” he 

said, without preliminaries. “Can you ask him to be 
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The ambassador couldn t have known 
that I was totally naked and would 

need a few minutes to dress. 

ready in 15 minutes? Just him. I want the family to stay 
with you for a bit longer. He’s the one they’re after, so 

it’s best to move him now.” 

“Do you think drey know he’s here?” 
“I don’t know, but the faster we get him out of there 

the better. Please put him on the line.” 

The ambassador couldn’t have known that I was 

totally naked and would need a few minutes to dress. I 
quickly pulled on jeans and a sweatshirt. 

1 tapped on the vice president’s door, first softly, then 
louder. I could hear snoring and nodiing more. I 

knocked louder. “Senor Vice Presidente, Senor Vice 

Presidente,” I said, “the ambassador is on the phone.” 

“</QueP Que? Quien es?” I heard panic in his voice. 
Then I heard shuffling. The door opened. He stood 

before me in white skivvies with a bare, hairy chest. 

“The president is on die phone,” I blurted. “I mean, 

the ambassador is on the phone. He wants to move you 

to a safe house in 15 minutes, but first he needs to talk 

with you. Please come.” I smiled, forcing my eyes to stay 

fixed on his face, even though I really wanted to look at 
his chest. Into my boudoir, if you please, I diought. 

Fifteen minutes after that die panel truck was again at 

my door with die ambassador in it and the CIA station 

chief at die wheel. The vice president emerged from his 
room dressed in a dark suit. As we walked toward the 
door, he turned to me and stopped. I thought I heard the 

click of heels. Then he gave me an abrazo, a hug. 
“Your help has been invaluable,” he said softiy, “Mil 

gracias.” 

“Buena suerte,” I whispered back. 

I didn’t see die rest of the family until breakfast. 

Marta, diank God, not only showed up, but brought widi 

her the ingredients for a traditional Latin rice-beans- 

eggs breakfast. Nice touch, I thought, as good as her past 

votes for him. 

Senora de Counts turned die radio on while we were 

still eating. The same motley mix of music, scratchy and 

distorted, seemed to be playing forever. Suddenly there 

was silence. It lasted for a minute, maybe two. We sat 

silent, waiting. Then, a somber-toned voice said: “We 

interrupt tiiis program to bring you an urgent and 

important announcement. We regret to inform you that 
the president of the Republic, Dr. Edward Beltran, has 

died as a result of wounds received on Monday during a 

confrontation widi die renegade forces of die former 

minister of defense, Roberto Salter. Forces defending 
the republic in the same confrontation fatally wounded 

Senor Salter. The nation grieves for the family of 

President Beltran and for us all.” There was a short 

silence. Then die voice continued: 
“The vice president of the republic, His Excellency 

Natiian Counts, has been sworn in as president by die 

chief justice of die Supreme Court, the Honorable 

David Chan. President Counts will address the nation at 
10:00 a.m. tins morning. The country is now calm. All 

renegade troops have been returned to barracks under 

arrest. The streets are safe. You may go about your daily 

business. Viva el Presidente Counts! Viva la Republica 
de Costa Azul!” The familiar tones of the national 

anthem filled the airwaves. 
“Wow!” I said. 

“Dios mfo,” said the new First Lady. 

The lines in the mother-in-law’s face deepened. The 
childrens eyes widened, but they said nodiing. We all 
stood up while the music played. 

I put die lid back on die sugar bowl. The family began 
to gather up their Rungs. A car came for them. I walked 
them to the door and we all hugged and said farewell. I 

watched diem being escorted to die silver Mercedes and 

driven away. Then I sat down widi my neglected cat and 

turned on Mozart. This time a violin concerto wouldn’t 

do. Instead, I put the resdess and stirring 40di sympho¬ 

ny on the CD player. My days of international intrigue 

were ended. I would go back to being a development 

worker. 

Nathan Counts might never stack up to George 

Washington, but he had slept here. ■ 
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BABY BLUES 

BY MILDRED SECOR 

rTi 
wenty-six-year-old Jenny Williams 
woke up the morning of March 8 

feeling oddly uneasy. I guess this 

is it, she thought. I have finally 

succumbed to the madness of this 

place. The joke around tire embassy in Port-au-Prince 
was that temporary insanity, not culture shock, awaited 

Foreign Service officers assigned there. The country’s 

unrelenting heat, constant street noises and ever 

present threat of upheaval more than justified its 

hardship differential. 

The day lay ahead, ordinary, pre¬ 

dictable, boring. There were no 

embassy events scheduled that 

evening; no romantic date with 
Craig either, since he would be on 

guard duty. She heard the welcome 

sounds of her maid preparing 

breakfast in the downstairs kitchen. 

The smell of strong Haitian coffee 
and sizzling bacon found its way to 
her room. So, okay there are perks, 

she drought. 
Jenny rolled out of bed, show¬ 

ered and dressed for work in a short 
yellow summer dress that comple¬ 

mented die tan she’d effortlessly 

acquired. In deference to die heat, 

she now kept her hair short and 

used very litde makeup. Her legs were bare and she 

wore open-toe sandals. Only last night CNN had report¬ 

ed that a late season blizzard had hit die entire north¬ 

eastern United States. Perks. Definitely. 

Then she went downstairs. Her dining room table 

was set with the usual flower arrangement: pink 

laurels and red hibiscus from her backyard garden and 

multicolored bougainvillea from the overflowing hedge 
outside die fence. The display was unorthodox, its appeal 
puzzling, a perfect redection of this unfatitomable coun¬ 

try. Mona, her live-in maid, was in the kitchen. Her usu¬ 

ally engaging face appeared drawn diis morning. Jenny 

could see her gripping die kitchen counter at times. 
Four montiis ago, Mona had confessed to Jenny that she 

was pregnant. The child’s father was a scoundrel, she’d 

said. He couldn’t be counted on for anything odier dian 
drinking rum and playing borlette, the local lottery, all of 

which he did witii Mona’s money. 

“You are a good person, one of 

God’s angels, really,” Mona had 
wept, “for not firing me as most 

people here would. I will pray to 

God every day to bless you and your 
children’s children.” 

Jenny had found herself caught 

between feelings of sympathy for 
Mona’s plight and embarrassment 

at her lavish praise. “As long as you 

are healthy and willing to work, 

there is no reason you can’t stay 
here,” she’d assured Mona. 

Keeping Mona had been a 

good decision. The maid was reli- 
| able, discreet, meticulous to a 

J fault and a great cook besides. She 

slept in the servant’s quarters 

behind the pool house and seemed happy about her 

upcoming motherhood. This morning, however, Mona 

did not look good. 

“What’s wrong, Mona?” Jenny’s Creole had gotten 

quite good after 15 months in Port-au-Prince. 

“God be praised, Mademoiselle Jenny, I’m doing just 

fine,” answered Mona. 
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“Mona, are you sure the baby’s not due before mid- 

June?” 

“It’s bad luck to talk about dates,” Mona pronounced. 

“Lord, it upsets me so that you’ll be gone before my time 

comes. I wanted you to be godmother.” 
Jenny wasn’t sorry she wouldn’t be around for the 

birth, having no desire to become more involved in 

Mona’s life than she already was. However, she kept that 

sentiment to herself and continued her probing. 
“You see your midwife regularly, don’t you, Mona?” 

Mona grunted. 

“The midwife says everything is okay, doesn’t she?” 
Jenny persisted. 

“Everything is just as God willed it, Mademoiselle 

Jenny. The Great Master, the Eternal will take care of me 

and my baby.” 
jenny felt a familiar need to flee. Nothing frustrated 

her more than Mona’s bizarre religious pronouncements. 

They were a mixture of Catholic doctrine, voodoo 
fetishism and blatant superstition, with no apparent logic 

to anyone but Mona. 

“Well, I’ve got to leave for work now,” she said. She 
wondered at the amused smile and the mischievous twin¬ 

kle illuminating Mona’s face. 

As she got into the four-wheel-drive Jeep Cherokee 

that she’d purchased to conquer Haitian potholes and dirt 
roads, Jenny was glad that she would miss the big event in 
her maids life. Having to drive Mona in the middle of the 

night during curfew' to a Haitian hospital with inadequate 
emergency service was not the kind of overseas experi¬ 
ence for which she’d volunteered. Oh, she’d be sure to 

leave Mona some money and a good recommendation so 
that she could find work with another American family, 
but it was a good tiling that she would be gone by June 1. 

Mona and her baby could then become someone else’s 

responsibility. 

Jenny’s day went by without incident. Her current 

assignment to the embassy’s administrative section was a 

breeze. The local employees knew their jobs well. 

Administrative work, which ended promptly at 5 o’clock, 

was a welcome change after months of interviewing visa 

applicants at the consulate all day. 

Mildred Secor lives in Paris with her husband, FSO 

Peter Secor, and their three children. The Secors have 

also been assigned to Port-au-Prince; Ottawa; Adana, 

Turkey and Seattle. 

As Jenny pulled into her driveway that evening, she 

sensed that something wasn’t right. It was too quiet, too 
still. She cautiously unlocked the front door. A faint noise 

was coming from the kitchen. Jenny stood for a moment 

and listened. Warily, she proceeded toward die kitchen. 
There, on the kitchen table in a laundry basket, her laun¬ 

dry basket, was a newborn baby. The infant had been 

wrapped in two dishtowels, her dishtowels. The newborn 
was crying in spurts, as if it had little strength left. 

“Mona!” 
Jenny raced through the rooms, with only the baby’s 

cries responding to her calls. She ran outside to Mona’s 

rooms. The bed linens had been rolled up and left in a 

comer. The recess in the back wall that had served as 
Mona’s closet was empty. The suitcase Mona had kept on 

a shelf was gone. 
Jenny went back to tire house. For the first time 

noticed a note propped against the laundry basket. Dear 

Mademoiselle Jenny: The French was dubious, the hand¬ 
writing hard to make out. My boy was bom at noon, It is 

a good sign. I gave birth to him myself, just like my 

Mamina did me up in the mountains 20 years ago. I am 

sorry I lied to you about the date. Mademoiselle Jenny, 

please keeji my baby. You can give him a good life. God 

has put you in my path for this purpose. I will pray for you 

both alwaiys. Your maid, Mona. 

Jenny collapsed in the kitchen chair. Was this some 
kind of joke? Various thoughts raced through her mind in 
no logical order. I have to get food. Let the embassy secu¬ 

rity deal with this; let them find Mona. She could be 
bleeding in the streets somewhere. I need baby clothes, 

diapers. What if Mona dies? Why is this happening? 
She forced herself to breathe calmly, then called the 

embassy security officer, Dave. He told her to stay home 
as he was on his way. She drought: And where would I go? 

She called Joe Stanton, a colleague who lived up the hill 

and had a 14-month-old. 

“Do you still have baby botties and formula?” she 

asked when Joe’s wife, Karen, answered the phone. 

“Something crazy has happened.” 

An hour later, Jenny’s house was filled with people 

from the embassy. Joe and Karen joined her, as did Dave 

and his assistant, Andy. Her boss, the administrative coun¬ 

selor, made an appearance, as did two Marines. Dave had 

also called tire local police. They would not normally both¬ 

er with such a case, but since the American Embassy was 

involved, tire deputy assistant chief of tire Casernes 
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The investigation into Mona’s disappearance was still open, 
but Jenny had stopped thinking about her. 

Oliver had filled a void that hadn t even existed before. 

Dessalines, Captain Jacques Lejeune, took charge of the 

investigation. He, like everyone else, did not have a clue 

about how to proceed. 
“So this maid, Mona Labonte, has lived with you for 

the past 15 months?” he asked Jenny. “Do you know any- 

tiling else about her?” 

“I inherited her when I moved here. She used to work 

for my predecessor who lived in this house before me.” 

“Has she ever talked about her family, her native 

village?” 

“She always referred to her village as ‘the mountains.’ 

I’ve never even seen her boyfriend.” 
“The mountains? Do you know how many ‘mountains’ 

there are in this country, Ms. Williams!” 

“No, Captain. Do you?” 

Dave jumped in before things could escalate. “Listen, 
Captain, she couldn’t have gone far. She only gave birth a 

few hours ago. The embassy will offer a reward of $500 to 

whoever brings her back.” 

Captain Lejeune liked that idea. “We could use the 

radio to announce it. Five hundred dollars will get you fast 

results in this country.” 

“I don’t want that kind of publicity,” Jenny objected. 
“Can’t you make discreet inquiries?” 

Jenny was relieved when Dave agreed with her. “As an 
American diplomat, she needs to keep a low profile, 
Captain,” he said. 

Captain Lejeune understood. He promised to con¬ 

duct a discreet, yet thorough investigation and to keep 

the embassy informed. He was confident that the whole 
situation would be resolved within 24 hours. He agreed 

with everyone that the baby should remain at Jenny’s 

house until Mona was found. They all concluded that it 

was likely that Mona was simply suffering from some 

sort of postpartum unbalance and would soon come back 

to her senses. 

Karen, who worked as a part-time nurse at the 

embassy, examined the baby and pronounced him healthy 

despite weighing only a little more than 5 pounds. He was 

alert, with normal reflexes and a stable temperature. 

Karen gave the infant a sponge bath, clothed him in an 

outfit that had belonged to her own child and fed him 

some infant formula. She tried to show Jenny how to care 

for his umbilical cord. 

“This isn’t my problem,” said Jenny, trying to avoid 
looking at the child’s navel. “I can’t do this. I don’t want to 

do this.” 

“We’ll take it one step at a time.” Karen’s voice was 

soothing. “Mona is bound to come back. Or the police will 

find her. You’ll see.” 

But the next morning brought no news of Mona. At 10 

o’clock, Dave called to report that die police had no leads. 

He had also called Jenny’s predecessor, now in Oslo, who 

could not remember the maid ever mentioning a particu¬ 
lar village or hometown. Shortly before noon, Craig 

showed up. 
“Oh, baby!” he said, engulfing Jenny in a sympatiietic 

hug. “I am here, honey. This is so unreal! What are you 

going to do?” 

“Karen Stanton is lining a nanny so I can go back to 

work. Aside from that, all I can do is wait for news of 

Mona.” 

The nanny Karen hired was a heavyset, middle-aged 
woman, with a kind and honest face. Jenny was relieved 

to relinquish the care of her new charge to someone 

more competent. Unfortunately, the nanny went home 
to her family every night and did not work on Sundays. 
During those times, Jenny was left to care for the baby. 

And, as if he was trying to make up for all the trouble 
he’d caused, the tiny boy always behaved like an angel. 
He slept six hours straight into the night and when he 

was alert in the evenings, he made sweet gurgling nois¬ 
es and blew spit bubbles. He had the biggest brown 

eyes Jenny had ever seen. He would stare at her as if 

memorizing her face. 

Their second week togedier, Jenny got tired of 

referring to the infant as “die baby.” She named him 

Oliver. She didn’t know why she had picked that name. 

He just looked like an Oliver. By week four, she started 

looking forward to coming home to him. Oliver’s fist 

would clutch around her finger in the sweetest litde 

grip. She loved his baby smell and the soft weight of 
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him in her arms. She loved the way his eyes drooped 
when he fell asleep and the way his lips kept suckling 

even without a bottle. She did not notice when she 

began spending weekends at home instead of at the 

Marine House or at the other expat hangouts. She did 

not notice that Craig had stopped coming over. Baby 
paraphernalia took over her house. There were baby 

bottles covering her kitchen counter and a baby swing 
on loan from Karen sat in a comer of her dining room. 

Freshly laundered baby clothes covered her coffee 

table. Caught up in tire newness of it all, Jenny did not 

notice that she had become a mother. 

The investigation into Monas disappearance was 

still open, but Jenny had stopped thinking about her. 

Her life had fallen into a new routine. It was as if Oliver 

had filled a void that hadn't even existed before. She 

was first jolted back to reality when her boss reminded 
her that June 1, her departure date, was fast approach¬ 

ing. The General Services officer who was arranging for 

the moving company to come to her house was await¬ 

ing word from her. 

Oliver was six weeks old. How could she leave him? 

If she left, what would become of him? Jenny had seen 

enough poverty around her in the past 17 months to 
know that, without someone to take care of him, little 

Oliver did not stand a chance. Even more compelling, 

she had fallen in love with the little boy. 
She called the consul general to talk about adoption. 

He tried to talk her out of it. But no one could sway 

Jenny: not Karen, with her wise, levelheaded concerns; 
not Dave, who was too blase and saw trouble every¬ 
where; not Craig, who was dating the deputy chief of 

mission’s secretary, but who had remained a friend. 
The paperwork was completed without a glitch. 

There was no one to contest her right to raise Oliver, 

and neither the employees at City Hall nor the judge 

who approved her adoption petition could have cared 

less about the tittle boy’s fate. Ten days after Jenny had 

declared her intention to keep Oliver, she held in her 

hands the signed adoption papers that officially made 

her a mom. Her new assignment in Jakarta did not start 

until July 18, so she planned to spend her home leave 

outfitting Oliver, making sure he had the necessary 

shots and introducing him to her parents in Chicago. 

On May 21, the movers came and packed all her 

belongings. Since the U.S. government provided basic 

furnishings for embassy housing in Port-au-Prince, she 

was not much inconvenienced. Most of Oliver’s baby 

furnishings consisted of borrowed stuff that would 

remain after the movers had left. 
Six days later, reality, or was it fate, finally caught up 

with Jenny. She woke up that morning with the same 

feeling of uneasiness she’d experienced the day Oliver 

was bom. It’s just melancholy because I am leaving, she 

told herself. Her last day at work had been the day 

before, so she decided to take Oliver for a drive into the 

mountains. The air in the mountainous Kenscoff area 

above the city was pure and cool and reminded her of 

home. She always felt better after a visit to Kenscoff. 

She parked her Jeep by the side of the road and bought 
wild flowers from a tittle boy wearing rags and a conta¬ 

gious smile. She bargained down the price of sweet and 
sour “queneppes,” the tropical grape-tike berries that 

were found everywhere in the islands that time of year. 
One merchant tried to entice her into buying more, but 

Jenny shook her head, and, strapping Oliver in front of 
her in a baby carrier, hiked up a nearby hill. She sat 

there, soaking in the peace. By mid-afternoon, Oliver 

had fallen asleep and Jenny drove back home. 

As she neared her house, the morning’s uneasiness 

assailed her once again. Carrying a sleeping Oliver in his 
car seat, she opened die door to her kitchen carefully, as 

if sensing tiiat some kind of reckoning awaited on the 

other side. There, at her kitchen table, sat Mona. She 

seemed much thinner dian before. She wore a calico 
dress with a white sash; a bright, multicolored scarf wound 

around her head and was secured by a small bow, in typi¬ 
cal Creole fashion. She looked at Jenny, her eyes soulful 

and poignant. 
“I had a dream,” Mona said. “My boy was crying 

for me.” 
Jenny stood as if in a trance, incapable of speech, as 

the beautiful dream world she’d created for herself and 

Oliver disintegrated. Should she fight to keep Oliver 

despite the threat of bad publicity and the bigger threat 

to her career? American diplomat steals poor maid’s 

child. Should she beg, plead, reason with Mona? 

Mona’s logic knew no reason. Should she merely cry, 

mourn, and then move on? 

She did it all. When it was over, she held her baby 

together with the shattered pieces of her broken heart, 

then kissed him goodbye. On June 1, she boarded an 

American Airlines jet to Miami with a connecting flight to 

Chicago. She would never forget her first tour. I 
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MARRIAGE ACROSS THE MILES 

FOR FOREIGN SERVICE FAMILIES, ABSENCE SOMETIMES DOES NOT MAKE 

THE HEART GROW FONDER. HOW DO OFFICERS AND THEIR SPOUSES COPE WITH 

PROLONGED PHYSICAL SEPARATION? 

BY FRANCINE MODDERNO The Foreign Service community now 

has proportionally more female offi¬ 

cers, more tandem couples and more 
professional wives within its ranks than 
ever before. In part, this is due to the 

elimination in 1974 of the requirement 

that any female FSO resign from the 

service upon her marriage. But more significantly, these 
ongoing changes in the makeup of the Foreign Service 

reflect the happy fact that American women are achieving 

steadily greater levels of professional responsibility in 

most fields. 

These opportunities do not come cost-free, however. 

More and more Foreign Service families are grappling with 

the age-old truth that balancing two careers sometimes 
requires extended periods of physical separation, with one 

or both partners living, perhaps witii children or otiier rela¬ 

tives, under dangerous physical or political conditions. 

How do FSOs and their spouses cope with the stresses 
such separations inevitably create? Are there ways to mini¬ 

mize their impact on marriages? 

The Traditional Wife 
“I was a traditional wife,” says Rita Wysong. The author 

of Packing Up and Moving On: Life in the Foreign Service, 

(North Country, 1995), Rita began writing only after her 

husband Robert Clayton retired in 1967 after 20 years in die 

Service. She and Bob had to live apart twice. “I didn’t want 

it,” she says. “It just happened.” Rita says that in her day, 

spouses didn’t question separations. “You just went where 

you were told. As far as discussing it — never.... I almost felt 

like I was an extension of my husband, felt almost as if I did¬ 

n’t have an identity of my own. ... Now the Foreign Service 

wife’s life is so different. I just took orders.” 

Francine Modderno is a freelance writer living in Virginia. 

Rita and Bob were first apart in 1955 when Rita returned 
to the States from Jeddah to have dieir third child. “Our 

daughter was three and a half months old before he saw her. 

We didn’t have the telephone and communications like 

nowadays; and toward the end, when things were so up in 
the air and our furniture hadn’t been sent yet — well, I had 

been a pretty good Foreign Service wife up until then, but I 

guess I felt almost abandoned. I remember thinking, They 
can take this State Department tiling and do what they want 

to with it.’ It was easier for Bob than me — he was in his ele¬ 

ment; he was in an Arabic country, doing what he liked.” 

“We’ve been happily married for a long time and we 
don’t like to be separated.... But there are times when jobs 

and opportunities and responsibilities are such that there’s 

very little choice.” The wife of an ambassador as well as a 
high-ranking FSO herself, Phyllis E. Oakley, currently 

assistant secretary of State for intelligence & research 
(INR), has certainly wrestled with the dilemmas posed by 

such situations. 
A year after she joined the State Department in 1957, 

she married fellow FSO Robert B. Oakley and was therefore 
required to resign from the Foreign Service, though she 
reentered it in 1974. As she and her husband have pursued 
their careers over the past 40 years, they have lived apart on 

five occasions, twice for a period of almost two years each. 
Their first separation came after seven years of marriage, 

when Mr. Oakley was assigned to Vietnam, and the previous 

policy allowing families to accompany FSOs there was sud¬ 

denly reversed. Having just returned from Africa, Oakley 

decided it would be good for her and her two small children 

to be near family and in a small community, so they moved 

to Mr. Oakley’s hometown of Shreveport, La. 

Their second separation occurred under considerably 

different circumstances more than two decades later. Both 

Oakleys were in Washington; Phyllis was deputy spokes¬ 

woman for State and Robert was working in anti-terrorism. 
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Then he was tapped as the new 

ambassador to Pakistan in 1988 fol¬ 

lowing the tragic death of Amie 

Raphel in a plane crash, and quickly 
left for Islamabad. 

“Our children were in college and 

needed a home base. It was simply 

better at that point that one of us be 

here. We never would have chosen 

this, but it was just the way it hap¬ 

pened. We dien tried to shorten tire 

assignments and make arrangements 

so that we could stay in closer touch.” 
Eventually, Phyllis was able to join her 

husband in Pakistan, where she 

worked with the Afghanistan cross- 
border humanitarian assistance pro¬ 

gram on loan to USAID. 

Giving Birth Alone 
“I didn’t come into the Foreign 

Service expecting to be away from my 

husband,” says Bobbi Brown. Brown 

was introduced to long-distance mar¬ 

riage right off the bat, when her hus¬ 

band Phils first USIA tour in 1966 

took him to Africa. Pregnant with her 

first child, she remained at home to 

have her baby before following him. 

“That was the first time we were sepa¬ 

rated,” she says. After the birth of her 

second child, Brown was medically 
evacuated several times for postpar¬ 
tum problems. ‘When my mother 

came to be with me in Paris, I won¬ 
dered what kind of a job this was when 

my husband couldn’t be with me at 
such an important time. There was a 
great deal of tension. At that point, I 

was ready to give it all up.” 

“[But] we felt not only that it was a 

challenge but that it was something 

that was very, very well worth doing — 

in fact, terribly important to do. So it 

never occurred to me to say, ‘Oh, are 

you going to leave me home? ” 

After that bumpy beginning, 

Brown learned to love the Foreign 

Service lifestyle and, with a master’s 

degree in education, patched together 

a career by teaching where she could, 

in Russia and at the Sidwell Friends 

School in Washington. Then she and 
Phil lived apart in 1995, when Phil 

served his last Foreign Service tour in 

Vienna. Although she spoke better 
German than Plril and was tempted to 

accompany him, she decided to stay 

home because she’d just finished a 

course on learning disabilities in order 

to work at tire Kingsbury Center in 
Washington, D.C. “I just said, ‘No, I 

wasn’t going to do it again.’” 

Splitting The Kids 
Mette Beecroft stayed in Washing¬ 

ton during her first separation from 

her husband because she’d been 

named die first deputy director of the 
Family Liaison Office. “I helped 
establish it in die department and then 

proceeded to set it up worldwide. My 

husband went to a good job in Bonn in 
1978, but I felt that mine was just a 

fabulous job and it was terribly impor¬ 

tant to give it some sustained effort in 

the beginning. My husband accepted 

this readily and we actually split the 

kids: he took our son and got him start¬ 

ed in school, while our daughter 

stayed widi me. It worked very well; 

we each had a cliild and each had 
company. We did this for a year and 

then [my daughter and I] followed and 
were at post in the normal way.” 

A successful business venture kept 
JoAnn Piekney home after 15 years 

abroad with her husband. She and 
FSO Bill Piekney had been married 
for 22 years when they chose to live 

apart in 1989. During their years over¬ 

seas they had raised two sons and 

JoAnn had worked intermittently as an 

elementary school teacher and in 

other part-time positions before get¬ 

ting involved in real estate. She later 

got her license and worked for a 

respected Washington-area real estate 

firm whenever they were Stateside. 

In the late 1980s, believing that 

Bill would not be assigned overseas 

again, JoAnn opened a real estate and 

property management company in 

Northern Virginia. Her business was 

getting off the ground nicely. She had 
a good client base and felt a great com¬ 

mitment to her work. Then Bill was 

offered an important position in Cairo, 

a job too good to pass up. “The busi¬ 
ness was at a point where I either had 

to commit or just walk away. We had 
to make a choice: Would I sell my 
accounts and leave the States or would 

I continue the business and five apart 

from Bill for at least a portion of the 

year?’ For the next four years, until 

her husband’s tour ended, JoAnn man¬ 

aged her business in Virginia during 

peak business season, March to 

September, and spent the remainder 

of the year with Bill in Cairo. 

A Tandem Couple 
Like the Oakleys, Barbara and 

Earle Scarlett are a tandem couple. 

They joined the service as a team in 
1976, one of the first married couples 

to do so. Wed in 1971, they both took 

the Foreign Service exam in 1974, 

were put into the same entry class and 

took the oath of office together. Yet 
Barbara recalls that the Foreign 

Service recruiter who interviewed 

Earle told him, “We’re looking for 

people like you — and by the way, 

what does your wife do?” 
The Scarletts’ first priorities when 

considering postings are whether they 
would be good for their family as a 
whole and whether tandem positions 

are available. Individual career 
enhancement takes a back seat to 

these prime issues. “Perhaps our 
careers could have moved faster,” says 

Barbara, “but we’ve enjoyed what we 

had to do.” This strategy also spared 

the couple any lengthy separations for 

almost 20 years, until 1995, when 

Earle accepted a three-month TDY to 

Bosnia which stretched out to a year. 

Barbara Scarlett found herself act¬ 

ing as a go-between, relaying detailed 

briefings over the phone between 

Earle and his office in Washington. “In 
addition to my own work, I had to take 

on his,” she notes. 
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But the biggest strain came when 
the late Secretaiy of Commerce 
Ronald Brown died in a plane crash 
near Tuzla. She had just talked on the 
telephone with her husband, who 
was very excited about seeing his old 

friend Ron again. When she saw the 

news report of the crash, she imme¬ 

diately assumed Earle was on dre 

plane. She tried to reach Sarajevo by 
phone, but couldn’t get through. And 

State couldn’t tell her who was on the 

plane, much less who’d been killed. 

“There were two hours when I was 
very, very angry. ... I don’t know how 

I would have responded if Earle had 

been on that plane.” 

One of the major hardships of sep¬ 
aration is die drain on finances due to 

the costs of maintaining two house¬ 

holds, plus phone bills and travel. 

Mette Beecroft recalls, “Before I 

started working at die department, I 
was running around getting my hus¬ 

band’s danger pay and travel 

allowances straight. He was never 

here long enough to do anything 
about them and, of course, someone 

had to take an interest.” She suggests 

that die Stateside spouse contact the 

Family Liaison Office or the 
Association of American Foreign 

Service Women for their assistance in 

obtaining a frequent visitors pass to 

the spouse’s office. It’s also useful to 
meet the FSO’s office colleagues who 
may be very helpful in passing on 

messages and providing information 
on die circumstances under which die 

employee is working. 

We Became Independent 
It seems natural diat a lifestyle so 

hard on marriages would produce a 

high rate of divorce. No statistics on 

Foreign Service marriages are col¬ 

lected, so it’s impossible to deter¬ 

mine the divorce rate. While most 

FSOs and spouses believe diat the 

divorce rate in the service is quite 

high, Terry Williams, who runs die 

family briefing program at the 

Despite suspicions 
to the contrary; one 

observer suggests 

that the divorce rate 

among FSOs is no 

higher than the 

national rate. 

Overseas Briefing Center, believes 
diat the rate of divorce for Foreign 

Service marriages is similar to the 

national rate. However, the percep¬ 
tion among diplomatic security 
agents that their divorce rate is con¬ 

siderably higher than the national 

average may well be true, since law 

enforcement officers as a group have 

a significandy higher divorce rate 
than the national average. 

Many FS employees are attracted 

to assignments they perceive as 

career-enhancing, despite the pro¬ 
longed separation from family that 

they may entail. A diplomatic securi¬ 
ty officer who joined the Foreign 

Service in 1986 and prefers to 
remain anonymous reflects on his 

experience with this situation: 
When he and his wife had been 

married for a year and a half, he 
accepted a challenging TDY in 
Moscow. His wife was finishing a 

master’s degree in international busi¬ 

ness, so it seemed like a reasonable 
time to be away. They missed each 
other a great deal and he even tried 
to get a visitor’s visa for her to come 
to Moscow, but diis was against poli¬ 

cy for temporary employees. 

When the agent returned to 

Washington eight months later, he 

found that diey had both established 

patterns of day-to-day activities that 

were incompatible with each other. 

Six mondis later they formally sepa¬ 

rated. “But I told her that I wanted to 

begin marriage counseling immedi¬ 

ately.” They came to realize that dur¬ 
ing the time they were living so far 

apart, each had developed a level of 
independence from each other such 
that"... when we came back together 

there didn’t seem to be much com¬ 
mon ground. But the marriage coun¬ 

selor gave us tools to work with and 

we put them to use: more communi¬ 
cation and understanding that mar¬ 

riage is not easy, that it takes a lot of 

hard work to keep it going.“ 

Married now for 14 years, they 

consider themselves very happy. His 
wife has accompanied him on two 

overseas assignments and they have 

two children, both bom abroad. The 
agent’s wife, a telecommunications 

senior manager in the metro 
Washington area, has found life 

abroad satisfying in all respects 
except employment. Nevertheless, 

she says, “I would never do that 
again. What is the point in being mar¬ 

ried if you are not going to live 

together? Put first things first. 

Couples should detennine their pri¬ 

orities. Is it job over marriage or mar¬ 
riage over job? Know your priorities.” 

Coping Strategies 
According to Dr. Karen Shanor, a 

clinical psychologist and psychothera¬ 
pist who specializes in the problems 

of long-distance marriages and the 
author of How to Stay Together When 

You Have to be Apart (Warner Books, 
1987), “[Successful] couples have 

decided they tire willing to put an 
effort into staying togedier and are 

independent.” Her research indicates 
divorces actually appear to be rarer 
among couples who have chosen a 

lifestyle of separations because most 

such couples try harder to make their 

marriages work. They also have rela¬ 

tionships in which each partner has a 

high level of respect for the other and 

there’s a good level of trust. 

There are, however, special con¬ 

cerns related to women in the Foreign 

Service labor force. “The need to com- 
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pete to succeed in the service can 
make separations particularly difficult 

for women in senior-level positions,” 

| says Dr. Esther Roberts of the State 

Departments Mental Health Services 

office. As the prime domestic man¬ 

agers of most families, women often 
have more demands on their time than 

\ men. And even with help from part¬ 

ners and household employees over¬ 
seas, they often carry the added emo¬ 

tional baggage of traditional societal 

expectations for females. 
As a practical matter, cooperation 

during separation may include a dra- 

| mafic new division of labor. Mette 

I Beecroft thinks that the most impor¬ 

tant thing in separation is to develop 

expertise in the financial and mechan¬ 

ical aspects of maintaining a house¬ 
hold. “The stay-at-home spouse 

| should start to manage all the financial 

| aspects in the marriage long before 

the partner leaves. You can do all 
these — and I don’t mean to sound 

facetious now — all these wann and 

fuzzy things like keeping in contact 

and communicating and e-mailing. 

But if you don’t have essential dungs 
) straight, the stress level you set up for 
! yourself and for your family is tremen¬ 

dous. Take a strong interest in the way 
the house mechanically functions. If 

you own a house, you have to be able 
to garden, to cut the lawn.” 

There are other basic concerns to 
address, as well. The couple needs to 
have full, not limited, powers of 
attorney, bank accounts both parties 
can use and up-to-date wills. And 

| don’t forget that tax season rolls 

| around once a year. 

Ultimately, however, there are no 

short-cuts to protect Foreign Service 

couples against the pain of separation. 

As Phyllis Oakley observes: “At some 

| point, all officers will have to face sep- 

| aration, and in their equation — 
involving job, opportunity, commit¬ 

ment to the profession and to 

the family — they will make some 

difficult choices.” ■ 
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BOOKS 
Dean Acheson and the Cold War 

BY WILLIAM H. LEWIS 

Acheson: 
The Secretary of State Who 

Created the American World 
James Chace, Simon <6- Schuster, 

1998, $30.00, hardcover, 512 pages. 

The American Approach 
to Foreign Affairs: 

An Uncertain Tradition 
Roger S. Whitcomb, 

Praeger, 1998, $24.00, 
hardcover, 149 pages. 

The current period in interna¬ 
tional affairs bears a signifi¬ 
cant resemblance to the late 

1940s, contends James Chace in his 
monumental study, Acheson. In both 
eras, he writes, the U.S. and its allies 
proved victorious against a common 
foe, and a new global state of affairs 
emerged. Fifty years ago, the Cold 
War confrontation came into being. 
Now, with the Cold War a memory, 
the question is raised whether the 
choices made and institutions creat¬ 
ed at the onset of the Cold War 
remain serviceable. 

The two books under review 
reflect very different views of the 
origins of the Cold War and the 
lessons to be drawn from that still- 
controversial period. Acheson, by 
Columbia University political sci- 

William H. Lewis, a retired FSO, is 
former director of security policy 
studies at George Washington 
University. 

ence professor James Chace, is a 
paean of praise for the tenacity and 
incisiveness of the secretary of State 
who sought to understand and cope 
with the conflicted international 
forces at work from 1945 to 1952. 

Roger Whitcomb, a well known 
professor of foreign policy studies at 
Kutztown University in the 
Pennsylvania State System, argues 
that there was much to criticize in 
these efforts by Acheson. He points 
in particular to failed relations with 
the Soviet Union in the aftermath of 
the Second World War. 

What remain undisputable are 
the many contributions that Acheson 
made in the realm of institution¬ 
building. He was a key player in 
establishing the Bretton Woods 
monetary system, the Marshall Plan 
and the North Atlantic Treaty 
Organization, and he orchestrated 
initiatives to foil Soviet aggrandize¬ 
ment in die eastern Mediterranean 
and in the Persian Gulf region. 

A Boldness of Action 
As Chace observes: “With 

Acheson at or near the helm, (U.S.) 
policies started to show a breadth of 
conception, a buoyancy, and a bold¬ 
ness of action that had not been seen 
in foreign affairs in peacetime in this 
country.” Despite the urgings of 
George Kennan, the senior Russian- 
speaking Foreign Service officer in 
Moscow, Acheson initially sought 
accommodation with Moscow, invit¬ 
ing the Soviet leadership to partici¬ 
pate in economic reconstruction and I 

in the sharing of atomic science for 
peaceful purposes. However, these 
efforts proved unproductive. In 
Chace’s words, “The Russian desire 
for security, Russian suspicion of 
American motives if Washington 
made no effort to give Moscow a 
stake in controlling the atom, 
seemed to [Acheson] perfectly legit¬ 
imate concerns.” 

According to Chace, the grand 
strategy adopted by the U.S. was the 
product of Stalins truculence and 
the belief by President Truman that 
Stalin was bent on testing American 
will and resolve in Europe and else¬ 
where. Reflecting on this, Acheson 
acknowledged in his memoirs that 
neither he nor other American poli¬ 
cy makers fully understood the far- 
reaching geostrategic changes that 
had occurred during and after the 
Second World War, and the signifi¬ 
cance of Soviet military power. 
“Only slowly”, Acheson admitted, 
“did it dawn on us that the whole 
world structure and order that we 
had inherited from the 19th century 
was gone and tire struggle to replace 
it would be directed from two bitter¬ 
ly opposed and ideologically irrecon¬ 
cilable power centers.” 

America’s National Myths 
Whitcomb, in his provocative 

book, The American Approach to 
Foreign Affairs, skewers the 
American foreign affairs community 
for its failure to fully appreciate 
Soviet post-war concerns. Part of the 
blame he attributes to Americas 
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national myths of “separateness, 
exclusivity, and superiority” — used 
by policy-makers to build support for 
policies intended to ensure U.S. pre¬ 
dominance in the world. One is not 
surprised that Whitcomb, in an 
obscure footnote, identifies himself 
as a “post-revisionist” scholar, since 
the question “Who is to blame for 
the origins of the Cold War?” has 
intrigued revisionist historians since 
the 1960s. 

Whitcomb contends that a post- 
1945 international adversary was 
requisite for the fashioning of a 
“sense of mission, historical necessi¬ 
ty, and evangelist fervor.” For such 
purposes, Stalin and the Soviet 
Union served the policy makers well. 
He endorses tire mainstream revi¬ 
sionist view that American leaders of 
tire period must be assigned heavy 
responsibility for the onset and 
intensification of the Cold War. 

Once Presidexrt Truman and 
Dean Acheson clarified their con¬ 
ceptual thinking, Whitcomb argues, 
a full panoply of traditional American 
beliefs, myths, and values were 
brought into play to secure congres¬ 
sional and public support for their 
emerging policies. 

Chace acknowledges that occa¬ 
sional rhetorical excess did arise as 
the Truman team sought to rally sup¬ 
port for its action programs. 
Occasionally, Acheson discarded 
scruples in seeking congressional 
support for administration legislation 
using anti-communist arguments 
“clearer than truth.” These were, as 
Chace notes, Faustian bargains that 
ultimately did not protect the secre¬ 
tary from savage conservative attacks 
during the fixral stages of his tenure 
for being an appeaser of tire Soviet 
Union. 

Chace’s evaluation of Acheson’s 
effort to rally congressional and pub¬ 
lic support for new international 
commitments is grounded in a real¬ 

istic appreciation of the give- 
and-take of Washington politics of 
that day. In this respect, Whitcomb’s 
understanding appears under¬ 
developed. 

Law and International Order 
Whitcomb contends that many of 

the weaknesses of the U.S. foreign 
policy establishment in the post-war 
period can be attributed to their 
education within the legal profes¬ 
sion. Acheson had such a back¬ 
ground. After his graduation from 
Yale Law School, he developed a 
special relationship with Justice 
Oliver Wendell Holmes. He was 
later to clerk for Justice Louis 
Brandeis and was profoundly influ¬ 
enced by the latter’s erudition and 
pragmatism. 

The attraction of government ser¬ 
vice and offers of sub-Cabinet-level 
appointment by President Roosevelt 
kept Acheson in Washington. 
Nevertheless, he remained by train¬ 
ing wedded to legal precepts as 
touchstones for the conduct of 
American diplomacy. When involved 
in negotiations, he often evinced the 
skills of a litigating attorney, albeit 
one governed by diplomatic rules of 
order and conduct. 

Whitcomb takes strong exception 
to “legalist” approaches to negotiat¬ 
ing, claiming that they have shackled 
strategic thinking and innovation. He 
claims that legalism straitjacketed 
policy — e.g., burdening internation¬ 
al law with domestic American law 
principles, offering security pacts 
“heaped upon one another,” arrd 
passing U.N. resolutions censuring 
international behavior without effec¬ 
tive counter measures. 

As with some of his more 
vehement confreres, Whitcomb fails 
to take into account the substantial 
gains that have been registered 
as a result of U.S. recourse to 
“legalisms.” 

Even he should be prepared to 
acknowledge the advances in human 
rights since the establishment of the 
Nuremburg tribunal, such as the 
recently created war crimes courts 
for Yugoslavia and Rwanda. 

Throughout his stewardship as 
secretary of State, Acheson did not 
suffer with good grace what he 
viewed as the banalities of “wooly 
headed” thinkers. As Chace notes, 
his acerbic reactions occasionally 
wounded adversaries. 

The Lion in Winter 
Upon Acheson’s departure from 

the Department, he continued to be 
influential in policy circles, being fre¬ 
quently consulted on critical issues in 
dre role of elder statesman, or, in Iris 
own phrase, an “ancient mariner.” 

His cormsel was not always wel¬ 
comed, in part because his verbal 
rapier never lost its sting. When the 
Kennedy administration was plan¬ 
ning the Bay of Pigs invasion of 
Cuba, Acheson warned that the 
invading force would be outmatched. 
Once “tire asinine Cuban adventure” 
collapsed, Acheson wrote to former 
President Truman that “brains are no 
substitute for judgment.” 

Chace observes in his excellent 
book, “The measure of greatness is 
the ability to seize tire moment and 
to create out of chaos the enduring 
structure of success.” Eternally loyal 
to President Truman, steely-eyed in 
responding to ill-informed or ideo¬ 
logically disoriented politicians, a 
staunch defender of the national 
interest, Dean Acheson proved the 
right man for the times. One can 
only agree with Chace that Acheson 
was the most important figure in 
American foreign policy since John 
Quincy Adams, and was the 
“American realist who most fully 
understood and mastered tire exer¬ 
cise of American power in the 
American era.” ■ 
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BOOKS FOR 

OVERSEAS AMERICANS 

Aletheia Publications specializes in books 
dealing with topics of interest to overseas 
Americans. Recently published titles are 
The Accidental Diplomat: Dilemmas of 
the Trailing Spouse, by Katherine 
Hughes, and Welcome Home: Who Are 
You? Tales of a Foreign Service Family, 
by Gene and Kathryn Schmiel. Also avail¬ 
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Carolyn D. Smith, and Strangers at Home, 
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For more information or 
to order books, contact: 
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We look forward to 
hearing from you! 

8100 Boone Blvd.. Suile 120 
Vienna, VA 22182 

©Tysons Comer 

Homepage 
ww.RIGHTEAM.com 

E-Mail 
YRRLTRSO 

RIGHTEAM.com 

Lucille’s Phone 
703-821-7908 ext.326 

or 
Joan's Phone 

703-821-7908 ext.327 

Toll Free 
1-800-659-0729 

703-821-9150 

Our Home-Page That Is! 

PEAKE 
MANAGEMENT, INC. 

Just property 
management 
and leasing. 

That’s why 
we’re the best 
in N. Virginia. 

LINDSEY PEAKE 

PROPERTY MANAGER 

Call for my free Landlord Reference Manual! 

703-448-0212 
www.peakeinc.com 

Lindsey@peakeinc.com 

6842 Elm St, Ste 303 McLean VA 22101 

Executive Housing Consultants, Inc. 

Leasing and Management of ‘Exceptional ‘Properties 

in upper Ifprthutest DC, Chevy Chase, 

‘Bethesda, I’otomac. and McLean 

7315 Wisconsin Avenue 
Suite 603 East 

Bethesda, Maryland 20814 
(301) 951-4111 

Fax: (301) 907-7329 
www.executivehousing.com 

McGrath 
Real Estate Services 
THE FOREIGN SERVICE SPECIALISTS” 

Experienced staff providing personalized 

service in Northern Virginia. 

Q ince 1976, McGrath 

KJ Real Estate Services 

has been successfully representing 

Foreign Service Officers in every aspect 

of residential management and sales. 

Gall now to discuss how we can help you 

in the management or sale of your single 

family home, townhome, or condominium. 

425-B Carlisle Drive 
Herndon, VA 22070 

Phone (703) 709-2264 • Fax (703) 709-5230 
E-mail: 73752.42@compuserve.com 
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REAL ESTATE 

Diplomat 

w 
. Returning „ 
to Washington? I0IKIKS 

House Hunting doesn’t have to be a Hassle! Work with Anne Gomez 

m 15 YEARS EXPERIENCE 

■ KNOWLEDGE OF THE REAL ESTATE MARKET 

■ KNOWLEDGE OF YOUR SPECIAL NEEDS 

■ MULTIPLE LISTING 

■ BUYER BROKER OPTION 

Write or FAX Anne Gomez for a Free Welcome Kit. 
Diplomat Properties also Specializes in Personalized 
Property Management. 

Owned and Operated by a Former 
Foreign Service Family 

DIPLOMAT PROPERTIES, INC. 

3900 N. Fairfax Drive, #204 
Arlington, VA 22203 

(Near Virginia Square Metro) 

FAX (703) 525-4713 

Anne Gomez, Broker 

(703) 522-5900 

EXPERT PROPERTY MANAGEMENT 

Houses and Apartments 

MGMB Inc. Realtors 
F'oxhall Square 202-362-4480 
3301 New Mexico Avc., N.W. Fax: 202-363-8954 

Washington, I).C. 20016 E-mail: niginhnw@<ligizcn.net 

RETIRE OR JUST RELAX IN 
BEAUTIFUL WESTERN MONTANA 

I can help you find the perfect home in the mountains 
or on the lake within minutes to Missoula, a lively 
University town with first class health facilities and 
a convenient international airport with links to all 
major cities. I am experienced in dealing with State 
Department Personnel, and can help you find your 
luxurious lodge on the lake, or that cabin next to a 
mountain stream. Contact me for your free brochure 
on western Montana. 

LAMBROS Real Estate 
1001 S. Higgins Ave. 
MISSOULA, MT 59801 

Tel. 406 523 9200 
Fax 406 523 9330 

TOLL FREE 888 735-7653 
E-mail tgress@lambros.com 

Tom L. Gress 
Broker 

Cjxecutiue 

iSocfjinj 

C/lfternatwes 

Interim Accommodations for 
Corporate and Government Markets 

Cflpartments, 
rJown/iouses & 

Sinjfe Jamiltj Jfomes 

“FOR THE EXECUTIVE ON THE MOVE w 

* 

Locations throughout Northern Virginia and D.C. 
Units fully furnished, equipped and accessorized 

Many “Walk to Metro” locations 

Pet Friendly 

5105-L Backlick Road 
Annandale, Virginia 

Tel: (703) 354-4070 Fax: (703) 642-3619 
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REAL ESTATE 
Coming Home or Going Overseas? 

JoAnn Piekney 
Broker-Owner 

and team 

Alana Clark 
Traci Jefferson 

Vanessa Hardee, Esq. 
Sue Malick 

Ron Daly, PC 
Stacey Griffth 

Garret Piekney 
Diane Gallick 

Hello! 
As a Foreign Service Spouse of 32 years and a licensed 

Realtor of 22 years, 1 know what moving is all about! JP 
Properties lists and sells houses for Foreign Service families 
AND provides outstanding PROPERTY MANAGEMENT 
SERVICES for "worry-free" overseas assignments. 

In addition, we provide you with legal and tax services. 
Vanessa Hardee, Esq. and Ron Daly, CPA are members of 
the JP Properties' team and have been working with the 
Foreign Service community for years. 

Let JP Properties assist you with all your housing needs. 

WE CARE!!! 
CALL, FAX OR E-MAIL US TODAY!!! 
301 Maple Avenue West 4C, Vienna, VA 22180 
(703) 938-0909; FAX: (703) 281-9782 
E-mail: jpiekney@aol.com 
Website: www.homes-foreign-service.com 

NORTHWEST ASSET 
MANAGEMENT, INC. 

Residential Property Management 
Service & Accountability to 

Home Owners in Washington, D.C. 
& Montgomery County 

Since 1980 
Andrew J. Fedors, licensed Property Manager 

3413 Fessenden Street, N.W. 
Washington, D.C. 20008 

Tel: (202 966-7323 
Fax: (202) 966-8167 

E-mail: afedors@aol.com 

“OUR SECRET IS TO DEAL WITH PROBLEMS PROMPTLY.’ 

bo’s taking care of your borne 
yvbibe you’re away? 

takes care of your home like T$e do! 

While you're overseas, we'll help you 
manage your home without the hassles. 

No panicky messages, just regular 
reports. No unexpected surprises, 

just peace of mind. 

person 
Property management is 

our full time business. 
Let us take care 

of the details. 

Call us today! 

(301) 657-3210 
6923 Fairfax Road ♦ Bethesda, MD 20814 

PROPERTY MANAGEMENT FOR FOREIGN SERVICE OFFICERS ♦ 
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REAL ESTATE 

RHR PROPERTIES 

SALES, LEASING 

& PROPERTY MANAGEMENT 

From Nairobi to Tokyo to Recife, 

Foreign Service agents trust their homes to 

RHR Properties. 

- Experienced at meeting the needs of 

foreign service agents and their families 

- Monthly account statements 

- Regular inspections 

- Handyman services 

Call today to safeguard your most valued asset with a 

firm dedicated to providing you with the best service available 

Office (301) 654-1400 Fax (301) 654-1426 
4405 East-West Highway #306 Bcthesda, Maryland 20814 

e-mail: rhrprops@aol.com 

Montgomery County, Northwest D.C.,and Northern VA 

WJD MANAGEMENT, 
Northern Virginia's premier 

Residential Property Management 
and Leasing Company, 

is looking for a few homes 
in need of our 

professional care! 

Call David Norod at 703-684-0800 or 
visit our website at www.wjdpm.com 

ADVERTISING INDEX 
When contacting one of our advertisers, kindly mention you 

saw their advertisement in the Foreign Sendee Journal. 

Automobiles 

American Service Center /14 

Bukkehave / 57 

Choice Car Rental / 40 

D&M Auto / 37 

Daimler Chrysler / C-4 

Don Beyer Volvo / 37 

Martens Volvo /14 

State-Side Auto / 57 

Templeton Tyson s Corner / 23 

Financial and 
Tax Services 

MCG Financial Planning / 13 

Money Concepts / 37 

North American Mortgage / 37 

State Department Federal 

Credit Union / 39 

Housing 

Alexandria Suites / 57 

Avalon Bay / 2 

Columbia Plaza / 54 

Executive Club Suites / 8 

Executive Lodging 

Alternatives / 60 

FARA/46 

Georgetown Suites / 12 

Homestead Village / 21 

National Temporary 

Apartments / 16 

Oakwood / 9 

Remington / 23 

Residence Inn by Marriott / 17 

Smith Corporate Living / 4 

The Virginian Suites / 16 

Insurance 

AFSPA/46 

Clements & Co. / 1 & polybag 

Harry Jannette International / 4 

The Hirshom Company / 6 

UN [RISC/40 

WAEPA / C-3 

Miscellaneous 

Aletheia Publications / 57 

3 Citron Caterers / 54 

Eduvacation /13 

Fine Classical Music / 13 

Global Phone / polybag 

Morgan Pharmacy / 23 

World Wide Telecom / C-2 

Real Estate and Property 
Management 

Avery Hess / 59 

Diplomat Properties / 60 

Executive Housing / 59 

J.P. Properties / 61 

Lambros Real Estate / 60 

Long & Foster-Simunek / 58 

MGMB/60 

McGrath Real Estate 

Services / 59 
Meyerson Group / 61 

Northern Virginia Homes & 

Property Management/61 

Northwest Asset 

Management / 40 

Peake Property 

Management / 59 

Property Specialists / 63 

RHR Properties / 62 

REguard / 63 

Stuart & Maury / 63 

WJD Property Management / 62 

Washington Management 

Services / 63 
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REAL ESTATE 

REGUARD 
Property Management Services 

For Homes in 
Arlington, Falls Church, McLean & Tysons Comer 

Reliable Services & Reasonable Fees 

REGUARD’S Fees Include: 
• Base Management Fee $ 100/Month 
• Leasing Fee $250/Lease 
• Lease Renewal Fee $ 150/Lease 

With An Emphasis On.... 
• Preserving & Protecting Your Home 
• Dealing Directly With The Property Manager 
• Keeping You Informed 
• Working Hard For You, Late Into The 

Evening & On The Weekend 

Tel: U.S.A. (703) 841-9446 
Fax: U.S.A. (703) 558-9766 

A Shrewd Choice For a Few Select Homes 

Property Specialists, Inc. 
A professional and personal service tailored 

to meet your needs in: 
• Property Management 

• Sales and Rentals 
• Tax-deferred Exchange 

• Real Estate Investment Counseling 

Our staff includes: 

Terry Barker Donna Courtney Seraphin Lease 
Cinny Basak Sally Duerbeck John Logtens 
Joan Bready Los Glad Patt Seely 
Heather Brown Robert Howd Paul Timpane 

4600-D Lee Highway Arlington, Virginia 22207 
(703) 525-7010 (703) 525-0006 

e-mail: propspec@nvar.com 
Serving Virginia, Maryland and D.C. 

Sales, Leasing and Property Management 

Stuart and Maury Inc. 
Realtors 

• Hands on management for over 35 years! 

• We're not huge, we’re selective, we care! 

• Personalized guidance for all your 

real estate needs! 

• 1031 Tax deferred exchange specialists! 

• Monthly computerized statements! 

Call Susan Bader, property management 
specialist, for more information 

Office (301) 654-3200 
Fax (301) 656-6182 

4833 Bethesda Ave. 
Suite 200 Bethesda, MD 20814 

Excellent references upon request 

Unmatched Kxpc.rl.teo In Pesidc.nl.in I Properly Management 
Dedicated To Prol.ccl.ing Your Investment 

Pesidonlial Properly Management te Our Only business 

2015 Q cSI.iv.cl, N.W. • Washington, DC 20009 

Phone: 202.462.7212 • lax: 202.332.0798 

ll-mail: WMADC6ix.m4.Ocxn.com 

WWW.WMADO.COM 
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POSTCARD FROM ABROAD 
The Drums Of Change 

BY NANCY JOHNSON 

As our Land Rovers traversed the 
verdant Dades Valley that extends 
94 miles between the high Atlas 
Mountains in northern Morocco 
and the Sahara Desert in the south, 
we admired the small, river-irrigat¬ 
ed fields of wheat and vegetables 
and the surrounding groves of fig, 
olive, date and almond trees. The 
green lushness contrasted sharply 
with the dusty paths and the sole 
roadway that passed through Ait 
Oudinar, a village at the edge of the 
deep canyons of the Dades Gorge 
that we reached at midday. 

After unloading at the inn where 
we were staying, our small group 
walked slowly along the pathways 
above the river, past crumbling 
sandcolored walls and by the open 
doorways and windows of the 
adobe, flat-roofed houses of the vil¬ 
lages few hundred inhabitants. The 
men and some younger women 
worked in the fields, but far enough 
away that we could not tell whether 
thev were veiled. Walking through 
the city, we observed other women 
tittering behind their veils in door¬ 
ways as we passed. 

A parade of young children in 
sweaters and leggings soon followed 
us to the home of a local villager, 
where we had been invited to have 
tea. We watched as our Berber 
hostess filled the round, flat bread 

Nancy Johnson, a former managing 
editor of the Journal, is a freelance 
writer and inveterate traveller. The 
stamp is courtesy of the AAFSW 
Bookfair “Stamp Comer.” 

The Bei her yvi i ths, 

dressed in Levis, 

Reehoks and 

leather jackets, 

sat down to play 

their traditional 

drams. 

dough with a paste of cilantro, nuts 
and olive oil and baked it over a 
small woodfuel fire. She then 
passed the bread around and 
poured mint tea into small glasses as 
we sat on the floor of her carpet- 
covered living room. 

Back at the inn, we shared a deli¬ 
cious meal of chicken and vegeta¬ 
bles cooked in the ubiquitous 
Moroccan casserole, the tajine. We 
then gathered around the fire while 
our guide explained the art of henna 
painting. The painting of hands and 
face with symbolic motifs, at first 
used for Berber tribal identification, 
is now primarily decorative and 
worn for private and public celebra¬ 
tions and rites of passage. Several of 
us were happy to have a village 
woman apply this ancient art to our 

hands; we carefully stood before the 
fire to chy the henna paste. 

Suddenly there was a flurry at the 
door and several young village men 
appeared. Unlike the robed older 
men and women of the village, these 
young men, in their late teens or 
early twenties, were dressed in 
Levis. Reeboks and leather jackets. 
Thev carried what looked like 
ceramic pots but were actually 
Berber drums, with a hide stretched 
over one end of the various-sized 
pots. 

After warming their instruments 
near the fire, the five young men sat 
down to entertain us with Berber 
drumming. The drums gave out a 
wide variety of sounds and the 
rhythms soon had us stamping our 
feet and nodding our heads in time 
to their enthusiastic music. 

Handsome and assured, the 
youths enjoyed their jam session 
and the chance to play before an 
appreciative audience. Listening 
and watching, I couldn’t help com¬ 
paring them to young friends in 
America who played in local bands, 
hoping for a chance to play full time. 
What did these young men do dur¬ 
ing the day? Till the fields, build 
houses, trade in the Sunday market? 
Did they hope to make music in the 
larger city of Ouarzazate or even in 
Marrakesh? Or were they happy 
simply to entertain the foreign 
tourists in the local inn? 

Music is a universal language, 
but to a sojourner in a foreign land, 
in an isolated village, there is much 

I that remains a mystery. ■ 
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Reduced Life Premiums! 
Dm YOU KNOW..... 
During World War II traditional insurance agencies 
would not insure government employees working 
overseas. So in 1943 WAEPA was formed to offer 
insurance to these individuals as they helped 
with the war effort. 
Today WAEPA remains a non-profit agency 
dedicated exclusively to insuring civilian 
federal employees at home and overseas. 

COMPARE VJAEPA TO FEGU 
As you consider your family's insurance needs 
during this FEGLI Open Season, please take a 

moment to compare WAEPA to 
FEGLI. You will find that WAEPA's 
premium rates are much more 
affordable than those of FEGLI. 
Additionally, WAEPA offers you a 
much wider choice of benefits. 
With WAEPA you select the cover¬ 
age you want, unlike FEGLI which 
limits your coverage based on 
your annual pay. WAEPA also 
provides more dependent coverage 
for your spouse (up to 6 times the 
new FEGLI maximum) and for 
your dependent children (double 
the new FEGLI maximum). 

LIFE INSURANCE 
COVERAGE FOR FEDERAL EMPLOYEES 

WAEPA FEGLI 

Your annual pay limits 
Coverage $25,000 to $300,000 basic coverage. Optional 
hor You coverage is available from 

$10,000 up to 5 times 
your annual pay. 

Dependent 
Coverage 

Spouse $10,000 to $150,000 $5,000 to $25,000 
Child $1,000 to $25,000 $2,500 to $12,500 

NEW LIFE INSURANCE PREMIUMS RATES 
(Bi-Weekly rates per $1,000 of coverage) 

EMPLOYEE COVERAGE DEPENDENT COVERAGE 

FEGLI FEGU FEGLI FEGLI 

Age WAEPA Basic Option A Option B WAEPA Option C 

25 2.3c 15.5C 3.0C 3.1C 3.1C 5.4c 

30 2.6(f 15.5c 3.0C 3.0C 3.5 c 5.4c 

35 3.1c 15.5C 4.0c 4.0c 4.6C 6.8C 

40 4.3C 15.5C 6.0C 6.0C 6.2C 9.2C 

45 6.2 C 15.5c 9.0c 10.0C 8.5c 12.0c 

50 9.4c 15.5C 14.0c 15.0C 12.3C 18.0c 

55 14.3c 15.5c 27.0C 31.0C 18.5c 29.0C 

Contact us for a FREE information package 
Worldwide Assurance www.waepa.org 
for Employees of for fastest service! 

WAEPA Public Agencies Or call 1-800-368-3484 

All Active and retired civilian, federal and 
U.S. Postal Service Employees, under age 60, 
are eligible to apply for WAEPA coverage. 



1999 Dodge Durango 

Privilege: 
a right, advantage, favor, or immunity 
specially granted to one. 

As a member of the Diplomatic Corps, you are eligible for special privileges when you order a vehicle through 

DaimlerChrysler's Diplomatic Purchase Program. They include preferred savings; fast, personalized ordering assistance; 

and uncompromising service with DaimlerChrysler's worry-free worldwide warranty. Perquisites appropriate to your office. 

Choose from the full line of 1999 Chrysler products: Chrysler, Plymouth, and Dodge cars and minivans, and 

Jeep, and Dodge trucks. 

Phone for personalized service. Your Personal Advisor will order the model, color, and equipment you want and 

quote the official Diplomatic price, including all applicable rebates. Your Personal Advisor can also arrange delivery 

anywhere in the U.S. or to most overseas locations. We simply set you free of tedious details. 

If you prefer, just fill out and mail or telefax the card on Page 11. You will quickly receive a catalogue for 

the vehicle(s) of your choice. The Diplomatic Purchase Program. It's the easy, money-saving way to start enjoying 

DaimlerChrysler's many advantages. Contact us via: Phone: (U.S.) (516) 496-1806; Fax: (516) 677-3701; E-mail: 

diplosales@aol.com In ,he US. call 1-800-877-7083 DAIMLERCHRYSLER 

Expect the extraordinary 

Diplomatic Sales 
See our Web site: www.diplosales.com 

Jeep is a registered trademark of DaimlerChrysler. 


