	LOOSE ENDS 
by Michael Weller


Paul, (22) tells of his adventures in the Peace Corps.

PAUL:        It was great in the beginning.  I could speak the language almost fluently after a month and the people were fantastic.  They'd come out and help us.  Teach us songs.  Man, we thought it was all going so well.  But we got all the outhouses dug in six months and we had to stay there two years, that was the deal.  And that's when we began to realize that none of the Ngele were using those outhouses.  We'd ask them why and they'd just shrug.  So we started watching them very carefully and what we found out was the Ngele use their feces for fertilizer.  It's like gold to them.  They thought we were all crazy expecting them to waste their precious turds in our spiffy new outhouses.  Turns out they'd been helping us out because they misunderstood why we were there.  They thought it was some kind of punishment and we'd be allowed to go home after we finished digging up the latrines, that's why they were helping us and then when we stayed on they figured we must be permanent outcasts or something and they just stopped talking to us altogether.  

Anyway, me and Jeff, the guy I told you about, we figured maybe we could salvage something from the mess-up so we got a doctor to make a list of all the medicines we'd need to start a kind of skeleton health program in Ngeleland and we ordered the medicine, pooled both our salaries for the two years to pay for it.  Paid for it.  Waited.  Never came.  

So we went to the capital to trace it and found out this very funny thing.  The Minister of Health had confiscated it at the dock, the same man who got our team assigned to the Ngele Tribal territories in the first place.  We were furious, man, we stormed into his office and started yelling at him.  Turned out to be a real nice guy.  Educated in England, British accent and everything.  Unbelievable.  Anyway, he said he couldn't help us about the medicine, he'd been acting on orders from higher up. Yeah, sure.  Then he said he really admired our enthusiasm and our desire to help his people but he wanted to know just out of curiousity, if we'd managed to start the medical program and save a thousand lives, for instance, would we feed and clothe those thousand people for the next ten, twenty years, however long they lived.  He made us feel so naive, so totally helpless and unprepared, powerless.  We went out of there and got roaring drunk.

And then for the next year and two months we just sat around in Ngeleland stoned out of our minds counting off the days we had left before we could go home.

Anyway, since you asked, that's what the Peace Corps was like.


