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INTRODUCTION

(to be read in a Dragnet voice)

Ls

It was a cool August day in Suva. The rain was beating the pavement senseless
outside, keeping time with the steady click-clack of the two office IBM's the
secretaries played like Liberacci plays his baby grand at Carnegie Hall. Malti
and Arunesh were oblivious to the weather. They could type through World War
Three, I'd often thought, and World War Three it was. It was raging inside my
head.

1 felt the same I felt every morning at 9:00. Like I'd forgotten to brush my
teeth. 1 was on my second cup of coffee and with the coffee T drink you can
forget about your teeth after the third. T was shuffling papers on my desk and
working my way towards cup number three and toothless oblivion when another tap-
tap-tap joined the cacophony at bay at my office door. It was light, hesitant
and ominous. The same type of knock your brother-in-law uses when he returns
from spending the day and your money at the race track. Only it wasn't .1y bro-
ther—in-law. I'm not married. I looked up.

It was Kate.

I breathed a sigh of relief, the kind you breath when...... well, that's another
story for another time. She sat down, sighed and said "Good morning". She
hesitated and said, "I've got a request', I was willing to listen. I had to
listen. Something about her manner, her urgency, told me this was not going to
be an ordinary day. I reached to the bottom drawer where I keep my bottle. As
I unscrewed the top from the instant coffee jar and dumped three spoonfuls into
my half empty cup of already lukewarm coffee, she outlined her story.

I listened. I get paid to listen. I choked on the coffee. Her training group,
Fiji 60, was putting together a Mug Book. It outlines their pre-service train -
ing, with photos, quotes and general biographical information of the group indi-
viduals. But more than that, it tells a story. It's the story of 29 Peace
Corps Volunteers and their 10 week struggle to become just that - volunteers in
the service of their chosen country of Fiji, committed to two years in various
capacities as professional development workers. She asked if I would like to
write an introduction to the Fiji 60 Mug Book. Her story moved me. So did the
coffee. 1 excused myself and went to the men's room.

I get my best thoughts when...... well, that's another story for another time.

I was honored by her request at first. Then surprised, then petrified. Fiji 60
is an interesting collection of individuals, very bright, very creative. But
you see, they wanted me to write an introduction to a book I'd never read, to a
collection of photographs I1'd never seen. The possibilities were endless, but
so are the imaginations in Fiji 60. What would they produce? Something is up,
I figured. I could feel it in my guts. I could feel it in my bones, esnecially
my femurus fibulus which is a bone I think. Or maybe a cloud. Whatever.

1 walked back to the office, sat down, got up the cohrage; looked her straight
in the eye and said, "Yeah, I'll do it".

"Thanks", she said and got up and left. A sharp throb of fear moved up my
femerus fibulus like the space shuttle, and settled none too gently on my neb-
ulus cranius. As I shoveled two more spoonfuls of coffee into my cup, I was
as nervous as a long tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs.

I1.

I slammed the car door on my finger as I got out at Pratibha and Susan's house
and T shattered my pointus pinkius.. 1 didn't worry, the nlace waslcrawling
with nurses and the car's a rental anyway. 1 knocked, she opened, 1 entered,
she gestured, I sat, she sat, I smiled, she sneezed, T coughed. The greetings




cispensed with, Pratibha went to the kitchen and brought three cups of tea.

The sweet aroma of ginger drifted from the cups. I declined the sugar and
dropped three spoonfuls of coffee into my tea. Susan sat at her desk, working
guietly. I felt strangely uncomfortable and squirmed in my seat. 1 got to the
pcint.

"Pratibha', I said, "I need your help." The group wants me to write an introduc.-
tion to their Mug Book. I'm confused and I think something's up. They planning
something. Nothing devious or warped. Just slightly twisted. You know, having

some fun. What do you think?"
“You should get a haircut', she said.

"And another thing', 1 said, '"you can feel their mood in the air. They're go-
ing to play a joke, just like serving curry on ice-cream. Or with square rotis."
1 was being devilishly culturally appropriate here, and I don't mind telling you
so. It was getting hot and my chair cushion was lumpy. I squirmed. '"'So what

do you think?"

"

I have an iron if you would like to borrow it." she replied.

"Most importantly, and what triggered my suspicion", 1 said. ‘was they sent

Late as an emissary. Gentle Kate, innocent of face, honest to the core. Of
course I'm suspicious. Susan what do you think?" I squirmed some more.

You're sitting on a gecko', she replied.
g
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My shattered pointulus pinkinus throbbed a ramba, in three—sixteentiis allegro,
in concert to with my femurus fibulus as 1 stepped out the door into the Sore
sun. 1 was reacy now, ready to go to work. A strange sound, human-like, drif-
ted from the house next door. I listened for a while. 1'd heard a band like
that once in Chicago, but they'd had music. This was acapella. I figured I'd
been out of the States too long.

The sharp rap of nails being hammered shot up from the showers below and 1 fig-
ured Maris was at it again. There was a dull thud, a scream, followed by words
Father Murphy never taught us at grade school. Then I knew it was Maris.
"joined the club”, T thought as 1 looked at my own finger. I didn't WOrry.

The place was lousy with nurses.

Every picture tells a story, they say. 1f that's true the scene at the Golden
Dragon that Saturday was epical in nature. Laurie, Beth and David were writing
chapters out on the dance floor as I watched, sipping my beer laced with coffee.
I hadn't seen dancing like that before, except for that time in Bangkok when
..... ++..but that's another story for another time. Suffices to say they were
having fun, the kind of fun you have twice or maybe three times a year or else
your health becomes questionable. My winklulus muscle above my right eye
twitched.

My conversation with Pratibha and Susan had been helpful, but it had been Ctime
to strike out on my own. I was here on a mission. I was looking for a clue, a
way to write the introduction. 1 was looking for ....... +-+-v....s0omething.

Most of the trainees were out that night, in one place or another. Maris,
Chris and Frances had grabbed the first taxi from Sote, muttering something
about a woman named Margarita and her friend, 1 guessed, named Nacho. Chris'
departing words were, "see yawl later". I didn’'t know what a yawl was but T
promised myself to ask Frances in the morning. She's a librarian.

Valiant had gone to Tonga. Just for the weekend.

Abby, Martha and Gen had stayed at Sote to play cards. Earlier in the day they
were seen at the bank making monstrous withdrawls and cashing travellers checks




They had persuaded Grace to stay and record every hand with her camera. I was a
little suspicious. My nebulus cranius pounded an anthem as 1 settled an old
score with a fly drowning in beer suds on the table.

Esther was at home reading ""Bargaining with your Eyebrows and Other Body Parts"
by G.S. Patel. She was going to Nadi and wanted to be prepared.

Pat Kraker had discovered a new star and was off in Sweden accepting a Nobel
prize. He'd be back by Sunday, given time differences.

Susan and Kate were composing an essay - something about sociological advances
through the media and subliminal suggestion. It sounded vaguely medical to me,
in a vague sort of way. Like kidney stones or something.

John and Maureen had stayed at home to practice a dialogue Jone had given them
called '""Marital Spats in Fijian". We strive for appropriateness in Peace Corps
Training, and I don't mind telling you so. Cathleen was at the house playing
that record of hers, the one with no band, and 1 figured John and Maureen would
be along soon.

No one had seen Pat for a while but then no one had wondered about that huge
pile of packages and boxes from home piled in disarray next to her bunk. The
pile reached almost to the ceiling and looked like they'd fallen over...........

Pierre was somewhere, doing something, or about to arrive or at least on his way
as soon as he finds a taxi or somebody said he was thinking about it or maybe
staying at home.

Blanche was feeling nostalgic and had gone to see a movie called "The Cheer-—
leaders of Dallas". Betty went along. 1'd wondered if they knew what they were
about to see, but somethings are my job and some things aren't. This wasn't.
Besides, you can't stop two trainees with walkaround money burning holes in their
pockets. Or pocket books.

Louise had gone to visit Ralph for the weekend. I guessed we wouldn't be seeing
them for a couple of days.

Pratibha was at home considering a new career and a haircut and Sarah had volun-—
teered her expertise with a comb and scissors to the latter. I tried to picture
the result and all I could see was a Salvador Dali painting - a surrealistic ad-
venture into the world of hair fashion. Pratibha's husband doesn't drink, but
then neither did I until.............. ...but that's another story for another
time.

The rest were here at the Golden Dragon.

The scene was fairly typical for Peace Corps types who wrap themselves around a
few beers and start telling stories. Nina and Janet were becoming as animated
as Boston Cops on St. Patty's Day as they swapped Emergency Room stories. Lest
we forget these are nurses talking, let's just say that half the conversation
might as well have been about obscure Slavic shaving habits and the other half
was fascinating. Nina is particularly good with details, Janet with facial ex-
pressions. Occasionally, a shudder would ascend my spinalus tapio as Steve
offered details about the type or quality of the blood involved.

Elizabeth was there but not sitting with us. She was searching the bar for some-
one, anyone who knew anything about Lakeba. She would not be disappointed. It
just so happened that the entire population of Lakeba was there that night and
the five of them were sitting in a booth near the band. She would eventually
discover them and find that they also know nothing about Lakeba.

David, Laurie and Beth moved as a unit, like a well-oiled machine. The Cadillac
of dancing, out on the floor. Every fifth song, the unit moved back to our ta-
ble and refueled with another swallow of Bitter, or Coca-Cala in David's case.




They were hot. They were young. They danced the dance of the Somewhat Qut-
rageous. They fell down once in a while.

And then, it occured to me. Amidst the beer, the stories of blood and broken
bank balances because of the battery of baffling bills modern hospitals barrage
and bewilder their browbeaten yet burgeoning bundle of patients with, I had an
idea. I quickly got up, excused myself and stubbed my cigarette out in my left
eyelid. 1 was confused in my movements. I slipped out of the bar, slipped down
the stairs and slipped on the sidewalk below.

I slipped into a writing mode.

When I got home it wasn't late so 1 emptied a jar of Nescafe into a cup of Djar-
leeng and got to work.

V.

My father, God bless him, had an ear for a clever phrase and he often dropped
little bits and pieces of advice, cleverly phrased, in my direction whether I

wanted or was able to understand them or not. "Son", he used to say - he called
me son a lot. He called my brothers son a lot. He was an egalitarian kind of
guy. Son", he said. "I have an important piece of advice for you thar has

meaning beyond it's words. It is my duty to pass it along to you for your
growth and development, for I am your daddy. Don't ask me what it means for it
has meaning even beyond my words. Besides, it is cleverly phrased and it
rhymes."

And this is the advice he dropped my way,

"When in danger or in doubt,
run in circles.

Scream.

And shout.'

what a guy. My father is the Enola Gay of advice dropping.

Now, years later in mour of need it came back to me with a meaning. And this is
what it meant: 1If Fiji 60 was going to put together a Mug Book, outrageous in
nature, lampooning in style and possibly illegal in content, I had only one
choice in writing the introduction.

That was to be more outrageous than they could possibly be, more wierd, more
scathing, more irreverent.

It was time to get crazy. My femurus fibulus tapped out a wild morse code mes-
sage of fear and loathing, sending it crashing through to the left globza of my
nebulus cranius, the globe that controls perspiration. Three hours and four
shirts later I was finished. 1 had completed the introductions to the Fiji 60's
Mug Book. And here they are:

"Fiji 60, meet 'your Mug Book. Mug Book, this is Fiji 60."

THE END
HHHREAAEARIHH
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My wish for you is for the
best of luck and experiences in your two year
endeavour,

Volunteers,

Ya gotta love 'em!

Karl Luntta,
Training Officer
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| WHERE WE ARE

Labasa: 22
Laurie Baccash
Grace Batt jes

Naduri:
John & Maureen Burke F&ADJR]
SavuSavu:
Martha Thayer
\ Wainunu: SISV

WAINUNU
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Valiant Villanueva

21

Taveuni: TAVEUN |
Sarah Hanson
LomaLoma:

Maris Blinn
\i‘ ; §> LOMALOMA HOTEL »
Lakeba:

Elizabeth
Asbury LAKE BA GOLF COURSE.>

Suva:
Ralpb & Loutse Bellas
Frances Hutchins
Abby Hvitfelt
4 Blanche Jarvis
Kate Mahoney
Beth Mullin
Susan Pettit
Cathleen Pomponio

KADAVU 1:37 Nina Tédor

Gen Weidhaas
Nadi:

Esther Warneke
Lautoka:

Pat Kraker

Chris Stone
Ba:

Betty Mae Ridlen
Tavua:

Janet Cyphert
Rakiraki:

Pat O'Connor

Pierre Costello
Kadavu:

David Koplan

Steve Shepard




Front Row: Holly McClintock, Cathy Derrenger, Mary Dyson,

Greg Dyson Second Row: Tom Ramseyer, Laura Ramseyer, Gene
Collins, Casey Cordes, Third Row: Lucy Truell, Bill Derrenger,
Ralph Collins, America Schaaf Fourth Row: Vicki Potts, Jean
Van Sickle, Matt Truell, Peter Long, Rocky Schaaf Back Row:
Gene Potts, Charlie Van Sickle, Chris Gulick, Bob Hosmer,

Alan Ketzes, Sean Kennedy, Cory Crocker

GROUP &l
Where They Are

Holly McClintock & Sean Kennedy Cory Crocker

Naroi, Moala, Lau Tubou, Lakeba, Lau
Charlie & Jean Van Sickle Bob Hosmer

Nukubolu, Cakaudrove, Vanua Levu Savusavu, Cakaudrove
Ralph & Gene Collins Alan Ketzes

Naisausau, Namara, Tailevu Public Service Commission
Greg & Mary Dyson Peter Long

Naocobau, Ra, Viti Levu Naduruloulou Hatchery
Tom & Laura Ramseyer Casey Cordes

Nubutautau, Colo-North, Viti Levu Labasa
Matt & Lucy Truell Chris Gulick

Nubuyanitu, Navosa, Viti Levu Nabakaluka Agriculture

Station

Bill & Cathy Derrenger
Vunidawa, Naitasiri, Viti Levu

Gene & Vicki Ppotts
Niubasaga, Moruriki, Tomaiviti
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'"Man cannot discover new oceans
unless he has courage to lose sight
of the shore."

Andre Gide
(French writer, 1869-1951)

The above quote sums up my Peace
Corps experience.

Primary Health Care in Lakeba,
Lau Group

Birthday: November 29, 1928

P 0 Box=l76
Seal Rock, Oregon 97376

























































































































