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Thing$ to do while travelling in oyr fair republic

.

I. Figure out what this means :

2. Take your pulse

3. Read Don Quixote thot in car though?

4. Make sunscreen designs on your right side

3. Memorize the On jarama song

&. (From Kankan see who can get orangest by NZerekore
7. Kiss the cute person next to you

8. Figure out what these mean: i f f 'j

9, Plan your very own medivac, or underwater exit from the vehicle
10. Test your oral dexterity by counting along with =2

1. Think up ad jectives for sheep

12. Count examples of Hlogic tverifiable most wins a prize?

13, Have Tiga with the vultures near Kindia
M. Calculate some Fi

15. Learn a forest language
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KACZINSKY D]

EFENSE ]

REDEFINES INSANITY B

CLINTON PEACE CORPS INITIATIVE IN

JEOPARDY

By John Doe
Washington Burcan Chisf

Sacramento, 12 January, 19908 - The bigh-priced
legal team assembled (o defend Unabomber suspect
Ted Kaczinsky won their first banle this moming
diring a pre-trial hearing whed (hey succeeded m
convincing the judge (0 accepd their consention thai
Kazinski was legally insane,

The basis of their argument was thot a
person eschewing all of sociely’s norms o live in g
I = 12" shack, with no elephong, no iobler, mo
television, nor any other of the rappings of modem
lifie, must be incompeient to stand trinl,

Theugh Mr. Kaczinsky could not be reached
for comment, his chiel Eiwyer held a press conference
afier the hearing, "My client is purely a victim.
Anybody who lived a life that severed (roim the mes| of
the world is bound 10 end up m Tyl ing ['I'L‘ﬂl.'ll-t. Twa
and two make four, you know !

The judgement creabed a pablic st wheén
was announced just before lunch e, but in the
aftermoon the story ook an addes twist, When
apprizad of the situation, Jesse Helmis, head of the
Senpte Foreign Belations Commitiee, glecfully seiwid
the issue as an opporiunity o discredil Presiden
Clinton's mesest inibisiive, the ex rnnﬁimlu ol 1hse
Peace Coea

The curmudgeoily Republican from Morth
Cargding was guoted by the MNew Yook Times earlier
this week restsing the public expenditure a5, "more
ratfiond for the thind world.” When be fownd Ue
nearly three-quarters of the Peace Comps volunbgers
currendy serving lead lives not dissimilar 1o tet of
Mr. Kaczinsky, Helms had this 1o say: "T've ben
ielling people for years that Peace Clorps was a reluge
for drupged-oul bosers, ks and homoeexuals.
Mow judiclal receprocity infonms me that they're 1
insane, ton. This shouldn't be o surprise to anyone,

All [ hawe to ask America ks whether or nol ey wint
their tax dollars supporting seven thoosand lunagies,
The President can pretty much eapeciavetoon bis
pe hill— why subsidize o freakshow? Goul Bless
America. That is all.”

The President had announcsd last week Uus
he intended o incrense Peace Coms funding by 505
in order 10 have " 10,000 [volunieers] by 20007, 4

Talks were underwny a5 we Went jo [ess as
o whether or nol something couldl be snlvaged, bor
the Clinton administmiion wis nid optimistic,
Spokesman Mike MoCumy Iamented, "They've gol us
between 3 rock and a hard ploce hene hulﬂlil‘ik:rw kast |
laugh, I guess.™ !

ek

#Ar with the nama "Quaddaffi”

("Khaddafi"

aszinsky with unidentified Guinean woman (cteint cl

Unabomber plea
bargain
negotiations take
unexpected turn
Kaczinski may be
headed to Africa

By White House Correspondant Jane Doe

Washington, 13 January 1998 — The trial that
has teansfixed the nation took yet another
unexpected tum yesterday as press leaks from
principals involved in plea bargain
negotiations and positive White House signals
indicated that an interesting compromise may
be struck for the former Math professor who has
been accused of one of the highest profile
bombing sprees of thi bwentieth century.

, "Khada-fee"), Mr. Kasczynski's

nase has numerous interpretations



The Washington Past (which does nat
own this publication) reported yesterday that
Kaczinsky, representing himself, had pulled |
off & major coup. There are now sipnals that the
l'l'leIilE—agEd inﬂ.—tEﬂh:‘i:‘hlﬂ-m.' FErmit may ba
headed to an isolated post in underdevelopad
Guinea, Wisst Afriea. Publizally the
prosecution has denied that such a deal could
possibly be dosed but sources close w the team
said that although Kaczinski may be
handicapped by persistently seeking to defend |
himself, “in these Post-0] days one often
considers the kind of mountain of evidence
we've amassed against Kaczinski to be a
dis-advmtage,, there i3 simply too much.”

Meanwhile reports that Senate Foreign
Relation Committtee chairman Jesse Helms (B-
NC} would seek to have more than 6000 Peace
Corps volunteers who live in similar conditions |
to Kaczinskd declared insane or immeasurably
incompetent sent White House staffers
scrambling to respond. A statement released
late on Friday blasted Helms's assertion and
focused on Kaczinski's strengths as a talented |
mathmatician and independant thinker rather
than what many people see as glaring
personality flaws.

The statement said “We deny that all
Peace Corps volunbeers are insane. No one has
proven that Ted is insane. Therefore, we
believe that he would make a fine voluntesr,”

Some Republican legislators and
conservative columnists attacked the the
position as simply a measage that Peace Corps
was maving toward an across the board
I'l'l'l'-"'E'Tiﬂ'I.". af hin ni standards. Conservative
firebrand William Safire wrote in Saturday's
Washingion Times that "Peace Corps
administrators struggles to fill thousands of
new places under ‘President’ Clinton’s new and
ridiculous 10,000 by 2000 initiative reek of the
same pandering that led to the organization’s
naissance in the 1960's. It's pure ummery. |t
seems o sy Why should we send our best and
brightest when there are so many others we
could sign up?™

Clinton's fabled rapid-response team
was ready for the conservative media blitz,
parrying the strikes on Washington’s myriad
Sunday interview shows. “This is nonsense, ™
retorted YWhite House senior advizor Rahm
Emmanuel. “You have o look at Kaczinski's
record a5 & whole, No one is perfect and he has,
in spades, the types of qualities that lead 1o
high success in Peace Corps. He is self reliant
and a brilliant mathmatician with teaching
experience and a rugped outdoorsy lifestyle.
Further, he has shown uncomprimising
dedication 1o his meeting his goals.”

Other reparts told of arrangements to ©
fast track Kaczinski's Peace C{l[pi applicatlﬂn
=0 that he can be sent directly to Republic of’
Guinea, a small nation on Africas West Coast..
Although it i often forgotten in discussions of”
geopolitics, it has recently been in the news for
its virtual lock on the bottom five of the United
Mations Human Development rankings and
accusations of money being filtered from
Guinean nationals to the Democratic National
Commitee. A regional expert in the
Administration said "Ted will be right at
home"™,

Peare Cm'pﬁ vidlumbeers in Guiney were
overwhelmingly positive in their response to
Kaczinski's relocation o their humble nation.
Martin Kifer, a volunteer characterized as “not
completely incompetent” by his superiors,
expressed unflinching support for the Whibe
House and its decision. “I mean, [ like accept
the proposed move hook, line and sinker. I've
heard a lot about him. He's real smart. [ hope
he can get the mail running more smmiiil:.r. [
mean, | don't like too much strong arm stuff bt |
hear he's got some good ideas.”

Kaczinski has reportedly placed
several conditions on practical aspects of his
service including housing and employment. He
is demanding a small house free of the
encumberments of running water and electricity.
Further, he is demanding that a proposed
teaching post not require him o monitor end of
the semester compostitions and stricthy limit
the number of s he would be required 1o
teach. “I"'m not ing crazy,” he wrote

" justifying his demands in an eardy draft of his
list of conditions.

The Bintu's Secret editorial board
bristled at what was possibly his most
controversial request: control of the news and
editorial content of Bintu's Secret, 3 beacon of
truth and reason which informs and entertains
the Volunteers of Peace Corps Guinea, Wedon't
care whin the i= Mo onecan force us ko
COTMPTOMISE Our tnegrity as journalists,

(e ST
JUSTICE o canvines a jucy that Ksceyns-
ki st il serial murdener who
others in a IT-year bombing
SAT CLOTHES MAKE THE mpﬂng:.l‘h:ﬂnumhﬂ
hﬁhﬁmm take &;m“mm“'
mext . o i's
Unabomber Theodare Kacgyn- | &l disries, bis at-
akiiz foranewlook & far | tcks. And the makeover soild
ery from the wild mountain man | backfise. The new
FBIagents dragged Froma loaks less like o deranged her-
seisalid Mongans eab- i
in 18 months aga, the
pears in oot these
oot m'e; g
wl
halr. Bu it will take
mlhn.lmﬂhﬂ\rﬂ'
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THE ROLLERCOASTER CONTINUES by  sgrna FUHRMAN Kerouané

»

Wow! We're past the halfway mark! Where did that first year go? I thought by
now I'd be speaking Malinké fluently and totally integrated into the culture. Instead I find
myself thinking about how I felt a year ago (homesick) and finding that thinking about
feeling homesick makes you homesick. Of course it's a lot easier this time, because I think
to myself “this time next year I'll be feeling homesick for Africa.” I fact that's just what I
was thinking the other day as [ biked out to a village with a friend. “"Man, I'm really going
to miss this place.” I thought and felt the tears welling behind my eyes. “You know, I'm
going home In eight months,” 1 said to my friend, my voice catching. And I'll never
forget the look on his face— surprise, bafflement, sadness. | thought you'd always be here,
it seemed to say. I find myself saying, “You remember when . . .” and it's a great feeling to
have friends who share memories with you, to have friends that stick up for your
idiosyncracies (“She doesn't eat meat. She always does sports at five AM.”) — to have a
small place carved out in society and friends that greet you and really mean it when they
ask how you are doing.

“5ometime I hope we can go to Banankoro, because [ want to meet your father,” I
said, suddenly feeling sad and scared as I could finally see, on that seemingly endless
stretch of time, a horizon. All the things I had wanted to do for the last year came
clamoring down upon me. How could I ever possibly do all I wanted to do? The time
now seemed so short! We continued biking and I breathed the air, glancing about me and
feeling an outpouring of love for the landscape and all that is good and wonderful in
Africa. I vowed to myself to cherish each remaining moment of my service, knowing that
it will be over all too soon.

And so with a lighter heart I arrived in the village. The women greeted me with
friendliness and warmth. Some children ran away screaming in terror, while others ran to
find their friends to stare at me. Ispoke with the women about what they needed to do in

order to work with me and PCFF to help them with their coop garden, and as we walked
the kilometer and a half to their garden, I thought of the wonderful letters and beautiful
prose | would write when I arrived at home, to help them. After seeing their garden the
women thanked me profusely and then insisited that I take an entire rice sack full of
vegetables home with me. A year ago I remember being overwhelmed at the generosity of
people who have so little, but this time I wasn't shocked at all and would have been
offended had they not offered me something.

And so we biked back. I was in happy spirits and thought about all the friends with
whom I would share my vegetables. I thought warmly about how happy a simple
cucumber could make someone, even me. Arriving at home, I divided up the vegetables
and went out to visit my friends to distribute gifts. Everyone was happy.

When I finally got home I was tired and decided to rest, but the moment I lay down
| heard unfamiliar children’s voices outside my house. Somewhat unnerved but still in a
relatively good mood, 1 told them in Malinké to “go home I'm resting.” A few minutes
later the "knock on the toubab's door then run’ game started and [ started to get pissed off. 1
yanked open the door and thenwalked after them; some continued to jeer, but most ran
away terrified. For the little brats that stayed I picked up a stick and continued following
them— that got rid of all of them, and fast. 1t always does. Last year I thought, “How mean
second year volunteers are with kids.” Now, although I could never harm a child, I often
have an overwhelming desire to smack the shit out of them. I went back to my house and
continued to nap, but I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t really do anything either, so I sat brooding
in the heat.

Finally it was time to go to Mike's house to work on our lesson for the adult ed. class
we intended to teach the following day. 5o I set put, promising myself that I woule only
recount the positive aspects of the day to him, since every time I think I've had a bad day
his always turns out to be worse. Of course, when [ arrived he wasn't there— he was at my



house. 1 sat and laughed at the ridiculousness of the situation and waited. And waitled-
And then it started to rain. [ decided to go to a bar and get a hot chocolate while I waited. 1
was still laughing and musing and trying to infuse myself with good humor by
remembering how great I felt earlier in the day, when I arrived at the bar. It's the bar I
always go to because the guy’s really nice and all 1 have to say is “the regular” and he
makes me a great salad. So this time [ went in and asked for a hot chocolate and he started
making me a great salad, but I didn't notice because I was being accosted b}rr a Gendarme.
*#Are you married? Do you have children? Can I get a visa? You're beautiful. Are you
going to invite me to your house?” etc... 1was starting to get pissed off again but I thought

I'd have my drink any minute and then I'd be on my way. Then Mike showed up and
asked what I was doing. I explained our miscommunication and I'd be over in a few
minutes. o _

About a half-hour later 1 finally got my drink (and salad), went to Mike’s a:n_n:l did
our lesson, then I came home, took out my calendar and counted the days to go “til CO5~
it seemed like a lot.

-

The Insider|

by Ldwe DeDe Dunevant

Martin Kifer recently
rethought his Beyla digs
and job. Citing moves by
the Houston Qilers (to
Mashville) and the LA
Fams (to 5t. Louis) for
lucrative stadium deals,
Kifer— still tied to a 2
year, multi-franc contract-
- threatened to walk if he
wasn't offered a building
that was up to par. The
prefecture called his bluff
and kifer accepted an
offer in Boké that
included a drip-free roof
and batless interior. Our
source tells us that Amy
Blasen-- miffed at being
kept in the dark on her
home town dealings--
made a trip the Thies
training camp but was
unable to ink a deal with
any

TEFL rookies. ...

James Ham left the
country on vacation and
came back with an
unlikely souvenir-—- a
wife. Ham (32) tied the

LTHE MOVE Boke's Rifer
QURCEE Bove in Thies

A0

know with fiancée
Sharoya in a double ring
ceremony in July. Ham's
publicist says the couple
has never been happier,
but our source says they
have set up separate
housekeeping since their
arrival in country. . ..

In an uncharacteristic
display of patriotism,
Jennifer Jurlando and
Jennifer Foote have taken
the USO theme of
“entertaining the troops
abroad” to new lengths.
One wonders if the pair
misunderstood the term-—
American Army Special
Forces.

The question on all the
lips in Thies is just how
special were those forces?
Apparently the troops
weren’t the only ones
getting entertained.
Jealousy over the liasons
prompted Ann Grodnik
to pine, “I need an army
boyfriend.”

Known for years as the
home to stifling heat and
countless mosquitoes,
Lower Guinea has
lauched a PR offensive to
try to improve its image.
Calling the region “Da
Boss Cote”, the public
relations firm Johnson,
Johnson and Johnson
will try to deemphasize
such stereotypes as coup
attempts and open sewers
while pushing slogans



like, “Electricity~— makes
up for a lot!” and “Susu,
international language of
the future.” The media
blitz has already proved
successful having
attracted Martin Kifer and
prompting Jeannie
Leesman to re-up in the
region for a third year.
However, defections like
that of Karen Floyd (to
Upper Guinea) and the
impending move of
Lower Guinea stalwart,
Wick Powers, leave the
region’s future uncertain,
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The TEFL teacher

formerly known as Cindy

has been making serious
£ains in her campaign to
promote the use of her
“real” name, Cynthia.
Sources close to the
teacher say that she was
“very encouraged by” the
results of a limited trial
in Thies, Senegal and
hopes that the usage will
continue in Guinea.
Reasons for the name
change are unclear, but
speculation centers on a
backlash against Peace
Corps admin's “cute”
sitemate pairings such as
Cindy and Mindy and
Scott and Scott. Septt
Sackett is said to be
following suit by
promoting the use of hjs
true name, Ruprecht,

AETICLE
or
Thig

lourma).
That is
AN

Leaks from the set of the
currently filming “Mobel

1" report that trouble is
brewing among the .
collaborators. Julie
Schultz had reportedly
“had enough” and took
off for Paris. In the wake
of her departure, co-
writers Josh Johnson and
Martin Kifer have
resorted to freelancers to
finish the job. Hired
guns Dustin Sharp and
Scott Sackett have been
tight-lipped about the
work, citing pressure to
finish on time and under
budget from executive
producer Wick Powers.
Additional pressure
comes from the huge box
office success of Mobels 1
and II. That pressure
recently got to Johnson,
who reportedly groused,
"Yeah, 'show me’-- what
imbecile couldn't have
written that crap?”

Jet setting society types
are shunning the
previously fashionable
Forest Region for the
newly chic Fouta Djallon.
“They left 5t. Tropez for
N'zerekore. Now it's
Labé,” sighs Jeremy
Eggleton, the self-styled
party czar of the Forest.
One attraction to the
Fouta is reported to be the
arrival of the in-demand
MNolan Love. Parties with
his signature flair were
legend in his previous
haunt, Thies, Senegal.
(He reportedly netted



A contented Love enjoys the limelight

thousands of CFA on his |
much-discussed
chawarma fest there in !
August. )} While
departures like that of

rty girl Vanessa Conrad
have left the Forest scene
a little stale, Love will
undoubtedly contribute
to the coming Labé party
season-- already labelled
Love's Fouta Fete by his
entourage. Asked if he
was contemplating a
move to this season’s hot
spot Eggleton sniffed,
“They've been lured away
by rookies like [Love]
before. They’ll come
back. They always do.”

QUESTIONS FROM THE GERMAN EDITION OF VOGUE-- (WOGUE™?)

What dream or nightmare do you have over and over?

What music should be played at your bunal?

What is-- independent from its content-- your favorite book title?

And which do you find stumd?

What nasty deed should your lover do for you?

What good/honorable action do you find off-putting?

Where would you like to be buried-- or where should your ashes be strewn?

What cult of ancient divinity would you like to see alive again today?

If you could travel in the past, which historical even would you change?

Your favorite film?

The most boring film you've ever seen?

What do you want to bring up with God?

For what would you most like to thank the Devil?

Your favorite drug?

Your favorite musical instrument?

What should there be to eat at your funeral?

What piece of good advice would you absolutely not want to have?

What is, according to you, the most sinful material?

If someone were to say to you that the next day would be the end of the world,
what would you do?

If you could change sex, which would you be?

Which social convention do you find to be absolutely tweaked?

Which author needs to be thrown in prison?

If there is a hell, what is it like?

And Paradise?

In case we should all revert to cannibalism, whom would you like most to eat?
In case you were the plate du jour, how would you like to be prepared?
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& triend of mine extinguishes his cig-
arottes In my houseplants, He says
It's good for them. Is that trua?

It prosoaddy’ von | it ham. Farmers have
been burning Falds far sons to enmch the
soil. But | higes your friend removes tha fis
tars aftar stubbing. Have you trind puiing
ot Eabitrays?

IPve been dating & glrrIH.uI-f like. She
wants me £s mest her parents. I'm
terrified. What ahould | wear? What
should | bring? What should | say?
What shouldn't | say?

Be yourself. Theyll be ssaing tha roal yey
mvEnTUuaRy . Y fraght as wosll B real feam
the stari. Just dress micedy in yEur awh way
and avoid wearing anyihing particularly
frightening. & suit or & Sweater and slacks
ane bownel to make a better mpression than
& Fiudded motoroyche jacket and bondage
parts. Il you're nvited for dinmer, you might
bring a rice bouguet of flovers—nol roses,
myhl tulips or lies. it's safer than wine for

e Sufumt 1537 Owtailn

Glenn O’Brienis . .
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THE STYLE GUY © .

Real help for the flair-impaired

a first meating. As far o con-
versation goed, you can’l go
wrang baing complmantary
ol thair daughtar—they are
bounid 1o Be proud of kar. Just
dan't everstate your degras
of intimacy with her, What
shanddn's you 1afk about? The
o of Thesr daughrier's rame
WU ol an youwr bubt. Your
~  HIV test. Your old gietferiand.
| Wour =ex life. Polifics

I have been told net te
] have my sults clemned too
L often basaisma It's bad for
Ethe fabrie, but | often go
= out ftraight from work
and rmy chothes peok up the
small of cigarette smake.
What's the proper way to
cara for a soic?
Dy cleaning ahould anly be
dang whan yaur swit neally
nidda 1., Diry cladning doesn 't
] damage most labrics, but
- i) 11 might not be too good {ar
Eaime buttans. It can alsa
Calsa detarioration in suits whors ghue is
ursad to fuse the cutar fabric 1o the inAer
CAMVAS StnuCTure—in., mast suit, B you spill
food on a suit or athar woolans, you had
batter gat it claaned=that's where the
meaths vl ot likedy ansck. i you stesm
WO SLIE betwnean cleanings. i might haip
@el rid of that cigarstie smell You can akso
air thern outside on a nice suny day. Just
make swre 1o bring tharm in bafoss it rairs or

Gt ey

My mantor insists Ehat the correct
way Lo eat o sandwich, sspecially in
a posh restaurant,; is with a knife and
fork. | iInsist that eating a sandwich
with your Mands iz correct every-
whiore.

'y with you—unless wd rd Telking opene
faced Pel roast beel, turkey wilth gravy, an
owershufled sauce-drpping meathall hara,
or something pensrally unssseidy and messy
Of coursa, yoir ahoild wash your hands
batore gnppeng & sandaich

My wifo always points out that I'm
dressed o “honging® to the icft ar
right. My old girifriends also used to
nate my blatant package. I'm big bue
not enormous. | prefer baxers. 'm ook
parading around semlarest, But I"'m
mmbarrassed. Whist's the nAnweor?
Loose pants with more pleals. Jeans or
plaan-Iront narrowe trowsars aren't far you,
big boy. And make sure your fiy is up, QOndy
worif Wb will know iha aedtul iruib

I find more guys are wearing flip-
flops in public. Is this fashionable and/’
or aooeptable?

it senma (0 be increasingly fashionable.
Hawi agcaplabla 8 more complicaied. |
don T 1hink they Tl ged past the maitre d's. For
i 1rip ta the beach or a buenger point thay
wirild seem presentable. as long as yous
Temt are clean ard wour icsnalls Bra Trrrrrssd,
But | don't think thoy maka i1 &g evening
weear, Fip-fiops don wark with & lus, even
if themy're lack

| wear boots, and whenever | wear
lnose jeans they'ro tight at the bot-
toim, and when | try boggy jeans they
seem exagperatedly large. What ars
the right jeans for me?

ou should be kockeng for prans with & boot
cut. Lots of makers gdfer tham, Why not try
the paans real &owboys wear—Les Hiders
and Wrangles?

A lesbian couple of my acgualntancs
would like me to be a sperm donor
fer their baster baby., What is the
etiquette of that?

Theere is no eliguetts whare sihics ame the
issue. Would you, persanal®y, like to have
emanated frarm & baster and inta their unk
verse? H you & sure that's a yes and want
to have children at a distance, o for i1
Ciherwiis. hiave Tt news book on eunuchs
Wi you the mext lime you ses them, and
tall them thal you need a little mone tims
12 Think about i

Send your questione to; The Soyle Guy,
Details, §12 Broscwway, Mew York, NY
10012, e by #-mail; SoyleGuprDetails com.

ey
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handa Steimer is..the STYLE GAL! .

A friend of mine spits in my hut. He
says it helps stabilize the mud floor. Is
this true?

It probably won't hurt it. You should
be careful about volume though — it
could get too muddy. As you know,
Guineans have been spitting for
centuries and they’'re well practiced; I
bet they could hit a spittoon. Have
you thought of that?

I've been dating a girl I really like. She
wants me to meet her family. I'm !
terrified. What should I wear? What
should I bring? What should I say?
What shouldn’t I say?

Be yourself. Whatever you do it
doesn’t matter anyway. Just dress
nicely in your own way and avoid
wearing anything particularly |
frightening — like purple pajamas. A |
forest cloth boubou is bound to make a
better impression than patched pants
and your college T-shirt. If you're
Invited for dinner you might bring a
nice chicken, or a goat if you're

looking for nookie — it's safer than
palm wine for a first meeting (they

I Handwashing should be done only
when your clothes really need it. It
doen'st damage most fabrics, but it
might bot be good for some buttons
and those delicate unmentionables. It
causes the deteriorations of some
complets where poor stitching has
been used for the seams. If you spill
food on your boubou, get it washed
right away -- that's where the ants will
may be Muslims, you know). You attack. If you do clean your clothes,
Eﬁjtf'r 50 w ;ungbeing complimentary of ;E::E?ﬂf;gfg;ﬂ:um;;u:mrgd”’
thier daughter, just don’t overstate IR O

turnoff when things get intimate --

your degree of intimacy with her. :
What shouldn't you talk about? Well, pe-anle:n. Bs oot molmibae:

avoid the obvious taboos: visas,

marriage, plane tickets, that sort of
thing.

My family insists that the correct way
to eat your meal, even in a grimy,
filth-riddeén restaurant, is with my

[ have been told not to have my :‘;::I:r‘:c:“f:r-:;wm;:;ﬂﬂﬂ with a spoon

clothes ¢| dt fte 5
cleaned too often because the I'm with you — unless we're talking

women tortue the fabric, but I often go hiso ¢ spoon
straight to the soiree from the healthe E-u m_t__;l E:,':u Ig,tngljijff:a;T}ruur 5 pﬂgi

center and everything's all bloody. bk
What's the proper way to care for my before digging ino the bowl, foo.

wardrobe?
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My “friend” always points outs that
I'm dressed or “hanging” to the left or
right. My old girlfriends also used to
note my blatant package. I'm big but
not grand, quoi; I prefer boxers. I'm
not parading around semi-erect, but
I'm embarrased. What's the answer?
That's simple, big guy. Two words:
grand boubou. Jeans or plain-front
narrow trousers aren't for you. Only
your friend will know the awful truth. |

[ find more guys (and women, for that
matter) are wearing flip-flops in
public. Is this fashionable andfor
acceptable?

erage of the grnd houbou- hides everything
[Faces have been airhrushed (o protect e innocent]

It seems to be increasingly fashionable.
How acceptable is more complicated. I
dont’ think they'd get past the
secretaire communitaire charge de la
collectivite. For a trip to the pump or
the rice bar they would seem
presentable, as long as your feet are
clean and your nails are trimmed. But
I dont’ think they make it as evening
wear; flip-flops don’t work with a
grand boubou, even if they're leather.

I wear flip-flops,; and whenever I wear
loose jeans they drag on the ground.
But when [ try wear tight jeans it's
hard to “me mettre a "aise.” What are
the right jeans for me?

You should keep your eye out on
marche day — the dead porto jeans will
come to you. Be careful with the
merchandage and remember neck-
sizing — that will solve all your
problems.

A Liberian woman of my acquaintance
would like me to be a sperm donor for
her new baby. What is the etiquette of
that?

There is no etiquette where ethics are
the issue. If you want to have children
are a distance, go for it. Otherwise
have that new book on infertililty
with you next time you see them and
tell them you need more time to think
about it.

Lately I've been seeing a lot of men
wearing hats with women's names on
them. I find this extremely
uncomfortable, and I'm getting from
my friends to wear one, too. I'm so
confused!

Come out of the closet, boy-toy! Try
easing yourself into things with
“RICARDO” before you jump into the
deep end with “ROSA”.



PAF Resistance grows in Congress'

Washington (UPI)-- Tuesday, Dec |
17-- Congressional debate on L
election reform today reached a new |
level. House Bill 1856, written bya |
caalition of lepislators from both

partics, is the most strident anack vet |
on the use of Political Action Figures
(PAFs) as a means of fund raising,

Passage of the Bill by the
House, says Rep. Willy Ligpett (R-
AL 3rd), “would forever alter the
way these people do business; they'd
have to loak their constiluents in the
eye and show themselves as God
made them.”

Ligget is assumed o be
referring to the most recent Nute
Gingrich PAF, which shows a svelte,
muscular Mr. Gingrich in tight khald
pants that, even his fans will admat,
oversiate his anatomical cormectness,
Gun Control advocates were also

i s
oty 5 - 1) .
e o

Political boost: Marilyn Monros as the pul-_p;urmd'_pj!u}uiﬁ'q.ﬁf.l L
Jehn and Robert Keanedy ia .l'rurdT_}' mews. Hut mow f% the nife”

incensed by its interchangeahble “Anri-
Ruffian MI6" and “Uzi Undesireable
Lriiilliminaror”, and suppon the Bill

The Al Gore PAF has drown
fire from the environmental lobby as
not well representative of the Vice
President. Gore's doll has him
swathed in hanana leaves, which hos
been labelled hypocritical given, in
the words of Sierra Club President
Steve Ochs, “The cumrent
administration’s hali-heared effort
effor (o fulfill its contract with the
Earth.” A spokesman for the Vice
President notes, however, the fused
jeints and life-like frozen smile.

Of course, many analysts are
skeptical of the Bill's chances, due to
the Senate and the White House--

TOP.TEN THINGS THAT SHOULD NEVER

TAKE “CHUNKY™ AS A MODIFIER,

10, Threadworms
Fog

Jet fuel
Bas-Fonds
Skol

Mycelex
Sauvce-feuilles
Gii-glacde
Palm wins
Blood

s D a4 L O 9000

through both of which it must pass in
arder (o become law. Says Suzanne
Thurber of the non-partisan thinktank
Washwaich, “Even if it does pet by
the House— which is by no means
certain at this point, it still has 1o pass
the Senate and the White House,
Thart's a long, difficult road for a Bill
this revolutionary.™

Georpe Washington
University sociologist Slodoban
Rifnik added that the Bill will have
problems in both places as a result of
the more prestigious and media-
centric nature of the two bodies.
“The people in these positions are use
to self-glonificatron and politcal
refinement-- they'll puard PAFs life a
sacond identity. It'll never pass.”

Because many of the action
figures are co-sponsored by wealthy
corporations, some members of the
Republican party denounce them,
panicularly the Democratic ones, as
¥el another example of the President’s
unethical, and possible illegal
fundraising activities. Presidem
Clinton’'s figure is co-sponsored by
Taco Bell. Senator Harlon Newbody
(R-INeb), who supports the measure,
says that, “Tt's a shameless political
intrusion on the privacy of Americans
who don’t know-- and don't want 1o
know-- who their President is. When
[ buy a “Bubba's Big Burrito Dinner’,
I don’t want 1o watch Crossfire, |
wanl o :nj::.-:- my Taco. Ii"s
unconstitutional, simple as that.”

stuff of art: nine fret hlg'i't._fl'ﬂ__ﬂﬂlfﬂﬂ.i f



- Some of the Bill's sceptics on
Capitol Hill brush aside arguments
against PAFs as petty jealousy by
junior members of both bodies.
According 1o Senator Jesse Helms
(R-NC), “The only reason this Bill is
even breathing nght now 15 because
you won't find any of its sapporter’s
smarmy little faces pressed out in
plastic.” The Helms figure is one of
the third peneration action figune just
released this year, and 15 called
“interactive” by iis makers, Kenner
and RJR. It shows the porily
southern Senator sucking hard on a
big fat stogie, and when you squecze

his belly, it blows smoke and rains
invective on the island stale of Cuba.
i Despite such critcisms, the
Bill's supponters see itasa | sle
towards ﬂzning up the nlﬁﬁ P-
process. Indeed, there are some who
champion the measure with an almost
evangelical zeal, such as Rev. Ellis
Smith, of Chicago (D-IL, 10th),
*The Bible writes that there shall be
no graven images nfnnjr' Gods but
Him. 1 think we're petting
dangerously close 1o that. We don't
want to bring the apocalypse down on
us, do we™ he asked when
interviewed. Rep. Ligpetis a little
more prosaic, but his words are the
words of a crusader nonetheless,
*“Even if it's the first and last thing |
do in the service of this, my great
nation, [ intend o eradicate the PAE

Scraping the bottom of the Hollywood
berrell: Former Dr. Smith (lost in Space)
with Gore PAF

Rock Star Mike: Roi de Boffa

Manny Wurtzler, Lifestyle and Music Corresporsiant

I caught up with Rock Star Mike Nemec at his cozy
bungalo in the Govemnment complex of the post-colonial
prefectoral Capital of Boffa. After popping open his
third Skol and slurping with satisfaction, he sat
beneath his Elvis 69 Comeback” wall hanging and
opened dialogue about his new album, the New York
Yankees, and the twists and turns of global marketing
from an impoverished third world nation.  When we
needed more beer or peanuts, he would holler at a
diminutive HCN, to whom he affectionately referred
as “Head™. Then we played "Drinking Jenga”™; he won.

| surreptitiously scammed this gig--under the guise of a
"quick background chat” - from his hardnased
publicist/media wizard, the inimitable Dede
Dunevant. Dunevant makes quite an impression. A
sarcastic 5 11" blond Californian whose demeanor is
somewhere between that of Murphy Brown and P.T.
Barmum, Dunevant surprised me during the
conversation by pulling out a concealed notebook and

quoting me.

I asked her what Rock Star Mike meant to popular
music, “He's the Beethoven of the Funk.” 1 was
flabberghasted. “You mean the goofy trouhlemaking
i, Bermard of funk?” She didn’t giggle. Dut she
wanted too.

An emerging winderkind in the genre of naive Post-
urban protofunk, Nemec has virtually bulldozed his
way into the international Pop world. His intense
fusion of disparate styles has been refered to as the
clip-hop Madras-style Hungarian Goulash of the Funk.
The Rock Star certainly has the kind of confidence that
breeds charisma and his take on such categorization
was telling: “You can fumble around and agonize about
which specific modifiers best explicate the subtleties
of my style and technique, but I really don't give a shit
what you call it_ prefer simply i be known as one
hard mothergger.”

And hard muther’r, he is. The Rock Star got his
first 15 minutes of fame as a child hero, foiling a
robbery at a local convenient store. Great reward, bt
he blew it all hiring Van Halen to play his birthday.

So, trying to get a handle on his sound is a dead end?
*That's just exactly the wrong idea. 1 just say Its [ene
sais quiod with emphasis on the ‘L don’t know”. 1%



wonderfunk for dunderheads, The highschool burn out
crowd is a perfect audience. No one ever Inst a buck
underestimating the intelligence of stoners.” A sly
marketing strategy, no doubt. Has it been tried belore?

Mike Scored his first X-cultural hit this fall after
coming up small-small on his first few essais. His
*Tana Yo Mu Na* has been prompting calls of "encore”
every time he plays it at "Salle de Fete” shows in
Boffa. "Mot much of a hit, really,” he says with
uncharacteristic candor. “Tt's Just the music to
Santana’s ‘Oye Como Va' with a'tam-tam and a
balafon.”

Do local folks ‘get’ his other stuff? "Well, usually |
have o lie and say it was originally written by
Michael Jackson or Phil Collins, then they pay
attention.” His Guinean backup singers are all members
of his Terminale Science Social class. How much are
they paid? He sips, winks and deadpans “We have an
arrangement. | control their grades. Est-ce guie f
poimprends?

Filling out the band’s line up is MC Diaby—sometime
university professor and professional hipster. Rock
Star Mike says that Diaby first caught his eye duning a
TEFL training session in Thies, Senegal. “Diaby’s a
real find. He's a jack of all trades. He handles some
vocals for us--both singing and dancehall.” He's also
been stepping behind the turntables once in while to
lend some hip-hop flava to the Rock Star's sound.

Though much of his sound may not translate culturally,
he's enjoyed amazing success stateside. His media blitz
includes “WEBSWINGERS”, a vigorous on-line
campaign comprising more than 100 different Rock Star
Mike related websites. His critically acclaimed first
album, Dick Nixon Revival, has yielded three number
one singles and have the funkeratti talking Grammy.
The music videoes combine Mike's chuming guitar work
with cutting edge cinematography. Everyone from
Diges Traveller to the Allman Brothers is lobbying for
a place on the tour that will surely follow Mike's COS
from Peace Corps Guinea. Asked what he planned to do
after Peace Corps, he responded. "Me and Mick are
jetting over to London to jam with the Stones.”

And what of the British supergroup Dasis’s claim that
they were much bigger that Mike? The Rock Star, no
great anglophile, showed the grasp of American
history that makes his music so compelling. "Thomas
Jefferson said These British dudes are bopgus, you know.
But if we don't get some cool rules of aur own pronto,
then we'll just be bogus toe.” That's how 1 feel about
this poser British ego-pop. hem. Let's declare
independance all over again.” Funk-rock jingoism is
b,

FREEBIRD! Festival crowd can't get

enough of fuu]r._—rn:mk'ﬁ latest icon

Speculation has surmounded the production of the Rock
Star’s new album. The buzz is about sonwe hefty names
that maybe handling the mixing boards, “Yeah, Rick
Rubin is producing it. That is, all but the Johnny Cash
duet, Flood is taking over for that.” What's it like?
The Rock Star was characteristically evasive. He took
a long look at the Prefet's residence, downed a bit of
brew and barked “Thd you ever listen to "Oopg Bie" by
the Diead Kennedy's 120 times in a row after drinking a
bottle and a half of robotussin? [Author squints and
shakes furrowed forehead ‘no’, filling a dramatic
pause] That's not what it spunds like.”



LOOK! ... Up.in the Sky! . ™

Superhero’s arrival in Guinea could signal transformation in

international development work

ﬂ]." Rufus Apges
African Bureau Chief

ABIDJAN, Cote D'lvoire - The struggle for
third world development took on a dramatic
new dimension Sunday when the Republic of
Guinea called in Superman to help it overcome
problems related to lack of infrastructure and
overwhelming poverty.

“We have decided to appeal to

Superman to speed us along our path to
development,” i Y

the Guinean president.

Superman’s arrival in Guinea
.l.II'H.1t'r'5-EDFE|'I| growing frustration on the part of
international aid workers in this West African

nation, besat h}rqmrmplinn and a
populace often suspitious of outsiders. “There's
only 30 much we can do, said George Tagami, a
researcher at USAID. “We are not Superman.”
The so-called Man of Steel showed no
signs of such frustration. The hero, apparently
a master Linguist, was greeted by adulatory
crowds when he landed in Boffa, on the
Guinean coast,
“Ara ba xidi,” he said with a grin,
sparking laughter and wild applause.
Anticipation had run high throughout
the day as groups around the country waited for
their first glimpse of the superhero.
“Hey, look at that bird,” said one
villager.
“That is not a bird, you peasant,” said a
bystander. “That is most certainly a plane.”
“Mol!” shouted a third, shielding his
eyes against the tortuous African sun. "It's
Superman!™
The aging superhero, arriving from his
North Pole Fortress of Solitude retreat, joked to
reporters, “It's not the heat, you know, iy's the
humidity. And that's Super-fobé to you, pal.”
Ted Meck, a Conakry-based
administrator for the American Peace Corps, is
a long-time Superman admirer. "I always
thought it would be really neat o have x-ray
vision, especially when I was a teenager. Since
Superman never asks for money, [ guess you
could say he's a volunteer, though
unfortunately not one of ours, He'd give new
meaning to the term 'super-volunteer.' "

African hospitality Delirious Bas Cite mob
wlcomes ham of |t Guimeea

Some experts believe that Superman’s
unprecedented entry into the fight against
world hunger could signal a revolution in
thought about international aid and
development work, ,

“Now that arch-villains like Lex
Luthor and the Penguin have been put away --
let’s hope this time for good - and since the
fall of the Legion of Doom, there is a lat of
thought in superhero circles about where to go
from here,” said Lance Hutchison, superhero
analyst for the Progressive Policy Institute, a
Washington, D.C., think tank.

But locals seemed wary of accepling too
much from Superman. After fierce debate in the
legislature last week, officials in Conakry
voted to decline Superman’s offer to fly around
the planet at unimaginable speeds, thus
reversing the rotation of the Earth and the
flow of time back to the arrival of the first
Europeans. He had then pmpnrsed to heelp the
indigenous peoples fight to keep out the
plundering colonists.

"We can't let outsiders do everything
for ns” said Guinean union boss Amadou Fofana,
What we need are Guinean solutions to Guinean
problems, and if that “super man” can’t
understand that maybe he should go back to
where he came from. C'est pas chez lui-drf.”

Superman seemed upset by the
apparent reference to his home planet Krypton,
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which exploded long ago in A cataclysm that
killed his parents along with all othes
Krytonians. He retorted, “Jesus, | feel like I'm
back in 'Bizarro’ world.” _
Others doubted the sustainability of e
Superman’s recent activity. "What knr:w!u-.'lp; e
are these people going 10 have after he's gone” - gy
asked PCV Dede Dudunevant. "Anyone can fly
around using their heat vison and super
strength to do things for peaple ins tead of 1
themn. Well, maybe rot anyone.
Some critics have sugpgested that

Superman in less interested in altruism than in
bolstering his image overseas.

'Eeﬂpl.e all over the third world are
talking about Michael Jordan, Michael Jackson
Phil Collins,” said Stone Crawford,

" _
I always thought 1t

would be really neat to
have x-ray vision,
especially when I was a

"
teenager.

5

!
--Ted Peck

entertainment analyst at USAID. "No one is
mentioning Superman. [ think what we're
seving today is an effort to change that.”

But others remained enthuesed.
"Superman truly has buns of steel,” said PCV
Tina Garand, returning from a quiet weekend in
the Gambia with the hero,

“This is a new type of battle for the
Man of Steel,” said Clark Eent, an American
adviser to the Independent, A Guinean weekly
newspaper. Kent, a longtime Metropaolis
journalist with years of experience covering
Superman, arrived in Guinea about the same
time as the hero,

Fublic approwval for the superhero was
evident in Conakry, where the red-caped do-
Hu_:udm's image g—.ran:ed countess hillboards,
hawking condoms, aluminum roofing and Skol

el .-
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vECGCIE ERYPTONITE Amazed Guinean can't
pelievae how fast Superman can cut meat



Are you frustrated when you can't express yourself well enough in a taxi?

Do you feel that your “i ni ke just doesn’t go as far as you'd like?

Well here’s a list of useful travel phrases especially designed for you, the
Guinean bush taxi traveller. This list is helpful in situations that language
trainers may, or may not, have covered in Thies and Mamoau.

(Qur apologies to the Malinke scholar because the phrases are not at all
translated into classic Kankan Malinke. But we assure you that once you begin to
practice them in real-life taxis, you'll be the hit of any car, from Beyla to Bamako.)

ENGLISH PHRASE
MALINKE TRANSLATION

1. Is that your goat or mine?
lla baa le neewa, ba nta baa?

2. Your chicken just shit on my foot.
lla sisen bara bo ke nsen kan.

3. Ithought tires were supposed to be round.
Mi li la ye pneu ka kan ka minnie minnie,

4. Did you see my foot or are you trying to play footsie?
I ka sen nyina, ba i ya fe ka footsie tolon?

5. Is that noise normal or should I worry?
Magan ye wo kaynin, ba hamina ko-le?

f. Dheu merc.
Allah barika.

7. God help me.
Allah n demen.



8. Let me get this straight, the object is to aim for the ruts or to avoid them?
N ba fy ka nya ye, dah lu le ka ta den karo, ba ka matanna?

9. Do you eat rice here often? i
I ye kinnin domunna yan wati be? 1

10. Don't look down.
I kana i yala jii. T o " LR

LA

11. This car is a piece of shit.
Monbili ye bo yala le di. h

e T 1

12. Is my mascara running, or do you just like to stare at me?
Nn mascara borila, ba i ya fe ka mafelen le dron?

13. It's Mrs., you're offensive, and stop talking to me.
Fudu muso le ndi, yentoronla, wa idabonna. :

14. You are impolite,
Sarantan le i di.

15. I think we can, I think we can.
La y nala an be se, la y nala an be se.

16. There's no place like home, there's no place like home.
Faso "non te, faso "non te.

17. 50 do we walk it or stay with the car?
An ye se taama, ba an ye monbili makono?

18. Is that an expat car coming?
Monbili expat nala?

19. I'mjust curious, how much gan you see through this cracked windshield?
Ko hamilila, i ye yini kila di vitrii tininna?

20. Please shut up, it's quiet ime.
Ay makun, sabali wali sera.

21. 1love what you did by removing the windshield, it really opens up the car.
Inna ko min kela ka vitri bo, wo kaynin, a be mobililla fere.

22, Excuse me, may I borrow your barf bag?
[ sabali, n sen ka ila fono boitila?

23. My you're fat, will you buy 2 or 3 places?
Ile bunyale! I di se ka siidiya fila ba saba?

24. Chauffeur, I think we can fit more people in here.
Chauffeur ke, moo siyaman be kun yan.

25. Excuse me, may [ borrow your window turner?
I sabali, ila vitrii laila fen sen kan ma?




26. Here, give me the tube, I'll suck the gas.
Tiyo di yan, n be se sanze saman.

27. Where can I get a beer around here?
N be biere santa soron minni?

28. When you're done praying, you can find me at the bar.
Ni bana selila, ne ben soron barila.

29, Speak to the hand, because the face don’t understand.
Kuma n bolola, ka masoron nya karo te na an yayina.

30. You're drooling on my shoulder.
I daajii ye kelan koro.

31. Would you like to borrow my deoderant?
I ba fe ka deoderant doo singa?

32, THANK GOD I'M IN BEYLA!
ALLAHINIKE, N BARA SE BEYLA!

Our warmest thanks go out to the members of the Ministry of
Transportation and the various syndicats of Guinea for making these phrases
possible.

And yes, to the stunned, Amanda Galton did utter phrase number 32 on the
2nd of December, 1997,

SAFE JOURNEYS!

Amanda Galton “Dork of the West” Amy Blasen “President of the Bama-
Hater Club de la Foret”

: ( ' %
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Next fo my Puwo years in the PEAZE | you'ne the vy thing P've ever doms.”
Corps



Entrance
by Ann [ngraham

She was feeling the groove in her lover's lower back, watching the contrast of her fingers touch
his skin. Everything by lamplight looked so beautiful. This brought a devilish smile to her lips.
Too beautiful. Her eyebrows furrowed and the space between her eyes cramped into a worried
crease. It was unreal, like the dream of flying or walking around naked and greeting everyone.
The too bright ugliness of daytime seemed true. The dirt. The full bodied wail of children. The
pores in people's faces. Nose hairs. Ear hairs for fuck’s sake. Jesus, stop thinking, she
commanded herself. She wanted to puke.

She tried to rationalize. It's all true, she forced herself to believe. The flying weightlessness of
dreaming, the world disintegrating mindbody nowhere and everywhere instant of orgasm...along
with all the shit. It was too awful to think otherwise. She let her back collapse under gravity into
2 defeated C. It was inevitable. She concentrated on feeling and trying to block out all analysis.
Feel...feel..feel. feel. She focused her eyes on the steady yellow flame of the hurricane lamp.

She looked like a confused Buddhist engrossed in an outward meditation or a drugged mental
patient settling into the daily static. She felt full, sleepy, and lazy watching bugs bump into the
lamp’s glass. Were they really just stupid like people thought or maybe it was something else?
Maybe this was their nirvana. Qutside the circumference of the lamp’s warm glow, she couldn't
see. She listened and felt. It's a cool night. There's a baby crying and the buzz of adults chatting
in S0s0, A light shining from the hospital. The hospital possessed the only electricity, created
from the sun shining into panels that fed big batteries that fueled hanging bare bulbs. She relied
on her flashlight to get around at night. She was not used to walking around in the no moon
nights of utter darkness. She couldn't, like the villagers, anticipate the turns of the skinny
winding dirt paths cutting through the tall grass. But, tonight her friend had taken her flashlight
to the port to collect fish. She sat, feeling a bit more lost and a bit more at home. The darkness
hid everyone except for their voices, and it seemed, her. Her white skin refused the cover of
darkness. At night she wished harder that she could be like everyone else. She wanted to be
invisible, just another voice in the night. During the day it seemed the young women's black
skin absorbed the sun, sucked it up, and shone. Her white skin always seemed vulnerable. The
tiny brown hairs obscene. The freckles, zits, and sunburn, markers of her inability to adjust to the
incessant beating heat, the stripped down rigorous monotony of village life.

It was so dark. She walked towards the light and noise coming from the hospital. A few women
were gathered outside around the bug infested lights and more women were inside the birthing
room. She walked inside tentatively. The matron was there and welcomed her with her regular
smile. A pregnant woman with her bottom half covered by a colorful piece of material wrapped
expertly around as a skirt was lying on a brown mat covered with a sheet of old yellowed plastic.
She looked up at the white girl pathetically and most hospitably said, “Prennez place.” Take a
seat. The girl obeyed and sat down on the stained mattress resting in a metal frame across from
the matron with her one blue gloved hand, The pregnant woman was moaning and shaking her
head and looking up at the girl. The girl tried to convey her helplessness and sympathy with her
eyes and by shaking her head and saying, Oh God. "Ehhh Allah!™ When it was held out to her,
the girl clasped the pregnant woman's hand. Then the woman got up and shuffled around the



room slowly and leaned her elbows on a table and wailed. It was like watching a slow, beautiful,
passionate, painful dance, the way she waved her arms in large graceful circles and rollgd her
head and fell on her knees and rested her head in the matrons lap, “Ehhh Nnga!” Oh Mama,
she cried in Soso. Then she lied on the old plastic covered mat and looked up at the girl and
rolled her eyes like something dying and moaned and the girl responded by shaking her head
and saying, it's hard. "C'est difficile!” and sighing helplessly while desperately wishing there was
something she could do to ease the pregnant woman's...or was it her own, she thought briefly-—
pain.

Two male doctors walked in briskly and formally and one set a tiny vial of serum on the table.
As he looked down at the woman, he said, if necessary, this could be injected if she needed to be
dilated. The doctors then walked out of the room and yanked the hanging sheet of material fully
across the door frame to leave the women in private,

The girl was excited. She had been wanting to see a birth since her arrival. She was filled with
the excited anticipation of new life and drama and the thrill of acceptance. She had been invited,
however informally, to witness this beautiful and personal act of creation. The beauty, the
drama, the spectacle of it all in this old dirty room equipped with only a bucket of water, a blue
rubber glove, a pair of scissors, a tiny vial of serum. Another woman walked in with sleepy eyes
and a static look of bored distaste as she scanned the scene. The white girl looked around the
room as she felt the woman looking at her. The pregnant woman was shuffling around the
room, slowly swinging her arms in large graceful strokes and moaning. The bored woman
leaned against the wall, folded her arms acress her chest, and slowly followed the pregnant
woman with her eyes. The girl sat on the metal bed and leaned forward resting her elbows on
her knees and looking towards the pregnant woman. The girl tried to express her commiseration
with the woman’s pain by looking at her with compassion and shaking her head and letting the
woman squeeze her hand. Suddenly the woman untied her skirt and lay naked, missionary
position, on the plastic mat. Her water burst from her vagina and the matron, already squathng
between the woman's legs with her hands ready to receive the child, moved slightly to avoid the
slightly green fluid from flowing over her sandals. The girl squatted down beside the matron
and watched as first a black head emerged, then the matron reached inside the woman with her
blue gloved hand and slightly eased out the child while slipping the umbilical cord from around
its neck. The child popped out like a seed. Pop!..and it was there, a whitish blue lump smeared
with a yellow paste and attached by a jelly like cord to its mother. The girl was amazed and
fascinated by how simple it looked. The creation of life here with a pop. The girl was squatting
beside the matron who gave the girl her smile and the girl smiled back with understanding. A
BABY! A NEW LIFE! The beauty of it lying squirming like some extra terrestrial being on the
cracked plastic. The girl held the baby's squirming legs apart as the matron cut the umbilical cord.
"I held its legs apart!” she thought. I helped deliver a baby. The girl then grabbed some cotton off
the table to hand to the matron to put on the nub of a cord left bulging from the baby’s belly.
“Adé,” the matron said. No. The girl put down the cotton, slightly let down, but locked at the
squirming baby which had now turned a nice pink while screaming with its new voice, and
smiled again. The girl squatted down again to watch the baby being washed when the doctor’s
wife appeared at the door and stared straight at her. The wife squawked something in Soso to the
two women now beside her and looked at the girl fiercely accusing, “"Pourquoi tu es entrée ici?”
Why did you enter here? The girl felt her stomach suddenly turn to knots and well up into her
throat and tears come to her eyes. She didn't know what to say. The best she could come up with
in a few seconds, L..I want to help you, was translated and stumbled awkwardly from her mouth.



“Je...Je veux t'aider,” she mumbled helplessly. The woman's eyes grew wider, angrier, more
accusing, "Et est-ce que tu as aidé? Heh?"” And did you help? The girl felt sick. Her head felt
squeezed. She could feel her mouth agape and her eyes wide. She could see herself helplessly
trapped in what her father called, her deer in the headlights look. She didn’t know how to
respond. Then she thought of holding the baby’s legs. “Dondoroti.” A little, she mumbled
weakly in Soso. The doctor's wife looked away and started talking Soso to the other women. The
women bundled up the freshly washed baby, picked it up, and walked out with the mother
shuffling slowly behind. The matron wiped up all the blood and left for home. The girl walked
out of the hospital. It was dark and she didn’t have her flashlight. A tiny girl from her adopted
family was sitting under a buggy light watching a small group of older girls braiding each other’s
hair. The white girl told the little girl how her friend had her flashlight and she needed it to get
home. The little girl held out her hand and said in Soso, “Wongé!" Let's go! The white girl took
the little girl's hand and they walked into the dark.

"I can't do that, I'm a sluc!l”
=— Jeremy Eggleton, on attacching
his pagne right over left

"Sorry, I was purui};rztd. by my terror."”
== Jamis Folsom, explaining hia speechlessness
during the affectation trip '

ONE FINE DAY

28 October, 1997

| just had'd spiritual experience. | felt excited and aimost rervous as | grabbed the ice-cold can of Dr.,
Pepper from the refridgerator at my healt! center, A serse of euphoria overcame me a5 | felt the cold
sluminum against my skin, | needed to be alone for ths. Who knew what my reaction would be to drirking my
first DF in over 3 year? _ pd

[ shuck back behind the heslth center, skillfully svoidng the mothers and their chisren, To our unfinished
maternity building. When | gpened the can, | had to Say something, but what? In my state of bliss, all | coudd
think of was tharking my friend who brought it and the Gambug for selimg it | chink [ also Slipped in something
ahout capitalism and America, but it's blurry,

Like | was drirking a fine wing, | ket iz breathe for a second or two, and put my nose to the opening. Tl_'u:
first thought on my mind? Lake Powel, Utah [ saw myself a5 a ten year old kid sitting on a motorboat, Still
wet from 2 swim in the water that reflectcd the red rock walls that surraumded me, drirking 3 DF that my
surburnt mother gave me. Then, a5 [ drark, other rardom thought flashed before my eyes: !.'Ihn'ﬁ Decker, an
sld friend from childhood, and | quenching our thirsts afrer playing in my front yard; ice hitting the sides of my
Super Big Gup at the 7-11 on Broadway, tryng 0 Stay awake whie studying for finals in the library by infusing
myself with my favorice caffeme-filled drine.

| tried to relax and take my time, but, ke when [ get cangy in the mail from home, it was too good and |
couldn's stop. It wase't gone i one gulp, ' nappy £o Say-- maybe three.or four though As [t the final
drops fall into my mouth, 2 shight note of depression cut into my happness, It was short-lived though |
wasn't going to rum the moment. | sat trere m the windowsill and looked at the can, admiring the marpon
color, and sald a quick prayer far the factory in Fars that made this al possible. Before | could leave, |
brouaht the can to my nose again for ore last smell . mmm . motorboats. But this time | also see a
peEppEroni PIZZa Sitting on my Carveted 1 room floor at Schodt (1 thik The Swmpsons was on) However, a5
quickly a5 they come, the mages vanish into the heat of another hot African day. As| throw the can over my
shoulder into the bushes betd me, [ don's dzspar , .. IT'S cogl- [ve got another one wating for me in the
fridge.

The Low Down Bamwd, in Bousowma



