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As.I pass the-Political Adviser's desk again,, he is
still.•lost in. thought.-Mustbe a tough report this time. I
hope hè finishes it, by the time,the. bag closes at 12 o'clock.

I notice thé stenographer typing busily at her desk. It
must be a Ïetter to h.^-r.boy friend in Canada as no one ever
gives her letters for the bag till about 5 minutes before it
closes. Her desk is in a little corner.neàr the Commis-
sio.ner's,office and the only time we see her during working

i.hours is :when.,she brings in. the coffee each morning.

I notice the .Political Adviser still in deep thought.
I suppose when one is a Foreign Service Officer.one must
expect difficult probl.ems.

And 'so the'morning'goes on -'phône ringing - visitors
coming and going = wires beingreceived from the Ind.ian
runner,and wires being despatched. The Cipher Clerk, in his
little room no one else can enter, sticks his head out oc-

-casionâlly to'say hel7 o. The Corporal guard on. the main door

announcing d'istinguishéd visitors, and another Corporal

c oming in and out with -messages for the offi-cers. .. such--as

going to a nearby store to.buy toothpaste, or delivering

•flowers to a ranking diplomat's.wife.

And finally the..12 o'clock siren blows from_atop the
post office a block away. At the same time the Pôlitical
Adviser rushes out with.his despatch-for the bag - just'in
time". As he leaves I glance at it. "Ptéf. your nvmberéd 'let-
ter etc..The radio,-I ordered last November.'has still not
arrived . " The sténo rushes out with her last-minute
letters and the bag is closed. It wil"l.he taken to the air-
port at one o'clock.

One.o'clock comes: and time to quit fôr lunch. There are
8 Army fel-lows staying in my hotel and we ûsiially èât to-
,gether. After lunch we sometimes go for'a swim`in an excel-
lent outdoor swimming pool at the Club Sportif or just sies-

.ta in the.afternoon: -Bôth of these past-times- I' find équal-
ly enjoyable. In. the evenirigs we ,may go backto the office
.t o listen to.the Zenith radio or play'cards. We have a 16mm
film.projector and often watch films in the office after the
evening meal. Tonight we have been invited to'the' military
camp in town where the Indiansoldiers are quartered: They
are showin;; an Indian film, wh ich should''be interesting.

"Get out-of the sack 'Extérnaloryou••I1 be
:latefflr .work •âgain this môrning!"

"Yes, Sir, Your Honour, P,ir. Corporal".
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EASTER WEEKEND IN THE VENEZUELAN ANDES

Even though'it all happened months ago, Elizabeth Drew-

Brook and I occasionally still find ourselves skidding
around precipices, being overwhelmed by mile-deep chasms and'

confronting bl.inding clouds on narrow roads high in the

skiés. Can't seem.to get_that:Andes trip off our minds '- we
are even dreaming about it.

Although we 'had been planning this trip for some time,
expecting â band of five carloads to make the trip, at the

zero hour there was only 1 car; 3 Canadian girls and 1 Swiss

boy who réfused to go'ûnless he had another male for company.

Luckily, with only 10'minutes notice, a friend from the Amer-
ican Embassy cametô our rescue and we started off at noon

on Eastér Thursday. From'Caracas, which is 3,000 ft. above

sea level, we climbed to Los Teques, a'-love1y little city

3,000 ft. higher where the air is cool and clear and frost

is•nôt unknown. How strange when tropical Caracas is-onlÿ,

30 minûtés away. From the môuntainous Los Tèques we dé`

scended along an excellent highway to avery fertile and.
tropical'valley where one sees fields of sugar cané; market

gardens, bamboo and palm groves and orange Bucare•tréës

brilliant;'âgâinst the dark green countryside. We quickly
pâssed'throûgh.the,city of'lllaracay ônly stôpping béfore:we'

reachéd'Vâlencia tb buy â stalk of'very chëap cam$ures-
(bananas).

We passed' â number of inud buts 'with thatchéd rôôfs' with
tiny, naked' "chïldren', at the: doorways and the"usüal assort'-'
ment of rtongrel d'ogs-. ?1`e travelled ar.i.cklÿ 'anü 'on the new`
highway near Barqûisimetô reachéd'thP speed Of 90`rnilesân
hour, which seemed somewhat surprising for we`expected'the
i.ntérior roads of Venezuel. a to be râther rùggéd: 't!ight fél'1
qnickly as is usual in the'tropics ànd 6eyon^13arquisimeto
we found ourselves on a 1`ônely gTavèl roàr_l in the llan'o's'
country' .(plains) with a fû1I moon in the blac4 skÿ.

We`seemed to trâvél'for miles without seeing habitations'^

of any kind and were wondering if•we had`takéri.'the wrông'
route when. suddenlyivè came upon a . little ivhite-washèd stbre

with two glaring light bulbs dangling from the porch.'A

groifp of llaneros in""whité liqui^lïquis (the' nâtiona'1 cos-"

tume of 'Venezuela which resemb.les an'intern's uniform) and
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