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Foreword 

Flash back to a 1991 episode of the Murphy Brown TV series. Two members of the 

showôs cast, FYI program manager Miles Silverberg (Grant Shaud) and FYI anchor Jim 

Dial (Charles Kimbrough) are carpooling to work. 

 

FYI Anchor Jim Dial and FYI Program Manager Miles Silverberg 

Suddenly, Jim (front passenger seat) begins to reflect on his career working in the news 

field, recalling anecdotes of things he experienced as a reporter but with some regret as 

to their significance. Miles who is driving interrupts: 

Miles: Take it easy, Jimbo. You have other stories. 

Jim: Yes. Uhé. Let me see. Ah! Da Nang, 1967. I was backstage at The USO Show, 

talking to that wonderful ventriloquist, Shari Lewis, when just before going on she couldnôt 

find her little puppet, Lamb Chop. 

Miles: Really? What happened? 

Jim: She found it. The damn thing was in the trunk. Thatôs the story, the whole incredible, 

boring story. I once shared a cab with George Gobel. Is that anything? Good God, 30 years 

in the business and I canôt think of one single anecdote. 

(Source: Murphy Brown ï March 4, 1991 - Season 3, Episode 20 ï ñDriving Miss Crazyò) 

As in this Murphy Brown episode, this book also takes you along for a ride, this time a 

ride into my past as I recall memories (anecdotes) about things I experienced during a 

40+ year career working in the field of development in nearly as many of the developing 

countries of the so-called Third World. 

Hopefully, Iôll not leave you, the reader, feeling, as Jim said, ñGood God, 40+ years 

working in development and Kerry couldnôt think of one single anecdote.ò Yet, if you are 

reading this, you may ask: ñWill I enjoy riding with Kerry on this journey?ò Or, as in the 

famous beer commercial, you might wonder: ñIs this Bud for me?ò Indeed, riding along 

with me on this ñlooking backò journey to the developing countries, you might ask: ñIs 

this my cup of tea?ò 



When I started this project, my goal was not to reach an audience looking for a travel 

guide to the Third World. Nor did I set out to suggest places that you, as a tourist, might 

want to see or things you might enjoy doing in the Third World. That was not my goal. 

Rather I sought to reach an audience that would find it interesting to read about things I 

saw, did, or that happened to me, during the 40+ years I traveled to and carried out 

short-term assignments in the developing countries (and, in a few instances, even some 

anecdotes about my work-related travel within the United States and Canada). But for 

the so-called developing countries, these are the countries that seek to become more 

developed by increasing the capacity of their economies, institutions, organizations, and 

human resources to sustainably raise the standard of living of the poor toward a middle-

class life style that is free from poverty. 

At the same time, I felt it would be helpful as context to share, albeit briefly, a summary 

of why I happened to be in a given country and what was the development-related work 

I carried out during my visit(s) to that country. Thus, if you may have an interest in what 

a person working in development, more specifically agricultural and rural development, 

gets involved in while on a short-term assignment to a developing country, this chronicle 

shines light here and there on various tasks I undertook while on hundreds of short-term 

assignments over 40+ years of travel to and work almost as many developing countries. 

Unfortunately, the projectôs scope does not allow me to report in a systematic way what, 

in the longer term, might have been the developmental impact of my work during those 

assignments. However, if you are interested in the ñhow toò of doing development, you 

may glean, in several anecdotes, ñlessons learnedò that emerged as I carried out ï or 

tried to figure out how to do ï a task that had been assigned to me. 

In short, this book is not a travel guide to the developing world, a manual on how to do 

development, an assessment of the impact of investments in development, nor proof of 

what I may have accomplished on my assignments. Rather, this book shares some of 

my experiences along the way in trying to do development while working in a great 

variety of developing countries. In this sense, whether you are a development academic 

or practitioner, or perhaps aspire to get into development, youôll find that at least some, 

if not many, of the anecdotes I share do shed light on some of the challenges that one 

as a development practitioner might encounter during a career working in agricultural 

and rural development and carrying out short-term assignments in the developing world. 

If, however, the reader is interested in pursuing a career in development, this narrativeôs 

las chapter highlights some recommendations that one might consider as stepping 

stones for pursuing a career on the practitioner side of development. Thus, whatever is 

your taste in beer or tea, be you a development academic or practitioner, or you have a 

passing interest in development, I hope youôll find this ñcup of teaò was just the ñBudò for 

you!  



Chapter 1 - Introduction 

It was the summer of 1955 and, only nine years old, I was accompanying my parents, 

Francis and Ethel Byrnes, and my four-year old brother Kevin on my first trip overseas, 

where we lived two months in Paris, France and one month in Bonn, Germany ï hardly 

the developing world that is the setting for the anecdotes shared in this narrative. Also, 

we took side trips to other European countries (Belgium, Italy, Switzerland, and even a 

middle of the night train stop in Luxembourg for a passport check). On our way home, 

we visited London, England and locations in Ireland, the country from which my fatherôs 

ancestors had come when they migrated to the United States. 

 

Often, during the ensuing years, I would recall how happy I had been in the late summer 

of 1955, on return from Europe, to spend time with friends, watch TV, and even go back 

to school. At the time I had no expectations or aspirations to someday be able to again 

travel overseas, indeed, nary a thought about when I might next travel or to where. 

In September of 1960, five years after that summer in Europe, I was in the first month of 

my sophomore year in high school. That same month of 1960, John Steinbeck, one of 

Americaôs most famous authors, along with his poodle, Charley, embarked on a journey 

across America, a trip Steinbeck chronicled in Travels with Charley, a book that became 

a best-seller documenting their meanderings ñalong scenic backroads and anonymous 

superhighways, moving from small towns to growing cities to glorious wilderness 

oases.ò Steinbeckôs journey was published in mid-1982 as Travels with Charley, several 

months before being awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature. The book reached #1 on the 

New York Times Best Seller list (Non-Fiction) on October 21, 1962, where it stayed one 

week, being replaced by Rachel Carsonôs Silent Spring on October 28. 

   



Two years later, by October of 1962, I was in the second month of my senior year in 

high school and, though I donôt recall exactly, likely read Travels with Charley as an 

assignment in my English class, American Government class, or possibly on my own. 

Five years later, in 1967, and inspired by Steinbeckôs Travels with Charley, American 

journalist Charles Kuralt would launch On the Road with Charles Kuralt as a segment of 

The CBS Evening News with Walter Cronkite. 

Coincidentally, that same fall of 1962 raised the prospect and later the certainty that by 

March 1963, the Byrnes would again, as it were, ñhit the road,ò this time, however, not to 

Europe or even across America as did Steinbeck and later Kuralt. Rather this time our 

family would take flight by plane across the U.S. and the Pacific Ocean to a new home 

in Los Baños, Philippines, an hour outside of Manila in the province of Laguna. There 

my father began work with the Rockefeller Foundation as the first director of information 

services, communication, and training for the recently established International Rice 

Research Institute (IRRI). 

If our trip to Europe eight years earlier had failed to enamor me with traveling overseas, 

living for a short period in the Philippines, from late March 1963 to the early fall of 1963, 

did plant a seed that would sprout into a lifelong interest in the field of agricultural and 

rural development that later became the focus of my professional career, a field started 

to learn about during those initial months (March to September) living in the Philippines. 

In the evening, at the dinner table, dad would share stories about things he experienced 

during the day at work. Often my mother and I drove by car from Los Baños to Manila, 

travelling along the way through small villages and between those villages seeing one 

rice field after another, fields farmers were tilling, not by modern John Deere tractors, 

but rather water buffalo-pulled plows, behind which farmers with their hands on their 

plows and their bare feet in the paddy mud as they prepared their fields for planting. 

When our car slowed as we drove through a small town or village, one saw alongside 

the road a variety of street vendors and small, often open-air, shops selling all kinds of 

merchandise. These merchants were not the modern A&P or Kroger I had known from 

living in the more highly developed U.S. economy but rather a marketplace of small-

scale farmers and villagers with their roadside stalls living in a poverty-stricken country 

struggling to transform its rice-based subsistence economy into a more diversified and 

productive economy that could deliver a higher standard of living for its population. 

On returning to the U.S. in the fall of 1963 to start my freshman year at Michigan State 

University (MSU), that seed of interest in development began to sprout and would be 

nurtured in various courses I took not only at MSU but also during two periods of study 

in two developing countries, first at the Autonomous University of the State of Mexico in 

Toluca during the summer of 1964, and at the Philippines at the College of Agriculture, 

University of the Philippines, Los Baños, during the first semester of 1964. 



Little by little the seed that had been planted while living in the Philippines began during 

my student years to steer me toward a career-long professional interest to work in the 

field of agricultural and rural development. This interest continued to grow when, on 

graduating from MSU with a B.A. (ô67) in sociology and a M.A. (ô68) in communication, I 

worked for a year (fall 1968 to summer 1989) in Cali, Colombia, as a research assistant 

on an agricultural marketing study in Colombiaôs Cauca Valley. This study, funded by 

the U.S. Agency for International Development (USAID), was implemented by MSUôs 

Department of Agricultural Economics in partnership with Colombiaôs Cauca Valley 

Corporation (CVC). During this period, I lived with my parents who by early 1968 had 

moved from the Philippines to Cali, Colombia, where the Rockefeller Foundation had 

reassigned my father to become head of information services, communication, and 

training at the newly established International Center for Tropical Agriculture (CIAT). 

After nearly a year working on the agricultural marketing study, I returned to the U.S., to 

begin a doctoral program at Iowa State University, completing a Ph.D. in Sociology (with 

a minor in Economics). Fortunately, prior to graduation, I landed my first post-doctorate 

job with the just newly established International Fertilizer Development Center (IFDC) in 

Muscle Shoals, Alabama. There I worked for nine-plus years during which I frequently 

traveled to numerous countries of Africa, Asia, and Latin America and the Caribbean. 

Over the next 40 years, from 1975 through retirement at the end of September 2014, 

my work in the field of development under various employers took me to 38 developing 

countries, actually more countries than that if one counts plane or overnight stops in 

Belize, Egypt, Haiti, India, Niger, Japan, and Singapore. 

While I toyed with titling this book ñTravels with Kerryò a la Steinbeck or ñOn the Road 

with Kerryò a la Kuralt, I didnôt want too much of a comparison to be drawn to authors or 

journalists as accomplished as Steinbeck or Kuralt, respectively. So I compromised in 

coming up with the following: On Assignment with Kerry: Memorable Moments from 40+ 

Years of Travel to the Developing World. Each of the following country-specific essays 

leads with a summary description of the tasks on which I was working during my short-

term assignments in a given country, followed by anecdotes about things I saw, did, or 

that happened to me during my assignment(s) to that country. 

The approach Iôve taken herein is a bit like Walter Cronkiteôs earlier CBS Television 

series You Are There (1953-1957). At the end of each You Are There episode, Cronkite 

summarized what happened on the day and event on which that episode focused ï and 

then reminded you the viewer: "What sort of day was it? A day like all days, filled with 

those events that alter and illuminate our times... all things are as they were then, and 

you were there." Similarly, for each country I traveled to, I take you on assignment with 

me to share a glimpse of the development tasks I undertook as well as things I saw, did, 

or that happened to me to while in this or that particular country. 



Whether this approach will leave you also feeling that ñyou were thereò on assignment 

with me during my visits to the developing countries around the globe, I hope you will 

enjoy this retrospective journey looking back on 40+ years of my travels to the Third 

World, including several dozen countries across West Africa, East Africa, South Asia, 

Southeast Asia, the Caribbean, Central America, South America, and, as a bonus, 

various assignments carried out in North America (Canada, Mexico, and the United 

States). 

The narrative concludes with a ñLooking Backò section including the following sections: 

 Biographical Context 

 Development-related Travel 

 The Downside of Travel to the Developing World 

 Short-Term Travel to Developing Countries Did Not Alone a Career Make 

 What Did It All Add Up To? 

 Keeping the Spirit for Development Alive 

 Conclusion 

While Steinbeck kept contemporaneous notes and/or was writing his book as he and 

Charley traveled the highways and byways of the U.S., and Kuralt traveled with a small 

crew to film his stories, this essay relies almost totally on my memory of places I visited, 

what I saw or did, and/or things that happened to me. Nearly all of what I share is based 

on memory, though in most instances I was able to check places and dates against my 

curriculum vitae. Occasionally, when I couldnôt remember this or that detail, I contacted 

friends and former colleagues by email or phone to ask for their assistance in helping 

me nail down this or that particular. I express my appreciation to them but take full 

ownership for any factual errors that may remain herein. 

While I could have provided more detail from my professional papers, by the time I 

began working on this book, I already had donated those papers (e.g., trip reports, 

study reports, evaluation reports, etc.) to the University of Illinoisô Agricultural 

Communications Documentation Center (ACDC). 

Readers interested in learning more about the professional development activities that I 

worked on and which are mentioned herein can contact the ACDC to arrange for access 

to those documents. A listing of my professional papers archived in the ACDC can be 

reviewed at the following link.  

https://www.library.illinois.edu/funkaces/acdc/contributedcollectionsnew/
https://www.library.illinois.edu/funkaces/acdc/contributedcollectionsnew/
http://bibleaves.library.illinois.edu/catalog?utf8=%E2%9C%93&f%5Bcollection_facet%5D%5B%5D=acdc&search_field=all_fields&q=Kerry+J.+Byrnes


Chapter 2 - Africa 

West Africa 

As a sociologist with the International Fertilizer Development Center (IFDC), I traveled 

in 1981 to three countries of West Africa: Upper Volta, Mali, and Senegal. 

 

Upper Volta (now Burkina Faso) 

   

My first stop was in Upper Volta (now Burkina Faso), with the next two stops being Mali 

and Senegal (see further below). During these stops my task was to meet with several 

agricultural research organizations to explore their potential interest in collaborating with 

IFDC in developing a program of farmer trials on the use of phosphate rock, leading to 

tracking farmer adoption and use of phosphate rock fertilizer. 

  

Aerial View of Ouagadougou & Its International Airport 

During the visit to Upper Voltaôs capital, Ouagadougou, my counterparts were staff of 

the African Unionôs Semi-Arid Food Grain Research and Development (AU SAFGRAD) 

program and also farming systems research (FSR) program staff of the International 

Institute of Tropical Agriculture (IITA). Today, 35+ years later, I recall little of what was a 

very short visit, other than that I probably spent most of my time in meetings with IITA 

and SAFGRAD staff, that my counterparts also took me to visit fertilizer trial sites in the 

field, and that the visit was very short, perhaps only a day or so. With this very brief 

introduction to rural Africa, I was looking forward to the next country I was to visit, Mali, 

and its capital, Bamako. 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/uv.html
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/uv.html
http://www.citypictures.net/data/media/291/Burkina_Faso-Ouagadougou-ricardotel.jpg
http://www.ce.utexas.edu/prof/maidment/grad/gueudet/www/Burkinaweb/images/04-aeroport ouaga.jpg


Mali 

   

The second stop in my 1981 tour of West Africa was Bamako, Maliôs capital, to support 

an IFDC initiative to include a socioeconomic research component as part of IFDCôs 

farm-level trials of phosphate rock as a phosphate nutrient source. I would return to 

Bamako in 1983 to work with a counterpart on planning for the coding of survey data 

collected on farmer responses to the results of the fertilizer trials. 

 

Development Gone Awry - During this first visit to Mali I met a young woman that our 

counterpart, the Institute of Rural Economy (IER), had assigned to supervise collection 

of data through a survey of the farmers participating in the phosphate rock trials. I also 

met Christine Desveaux, a young social scientist from Belgium, who was working with 

the IER under the French technical cooperation program. On my second visit to Mali, I 

met again with my Malian counterpart who shared her compilation of the survey data. I 

was nearly put into a state of shock when she shared the data sheets she had prepared 

to summarize farmer responses to the survey. Using a separate sheet for each survey 

question, she had compiled on the farmer responses to each survey question onto its 

corresponding data sheet. To be clear, she had summarized the responses to the first 

survey question on one data sheet, the responses to the second survey question on a 

second data sheet, and so on. With the data recorded in this way, all one could do was 

calculate the distribution of farmer responses to each question. Nothing could be done 

from an analytical standpoint to see if the data on a variable recorded on one sheet was 

in any way correlated with the data on a variable recorded on a separate sheet. 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/ml.html
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/ml.html
http://www.african-volunteer.net/mali/bamako_senou_airport.jpg


Trying to be helpful, Pierre Rousseau (my IFDC colleague who had designed the trials) 

and I went to several Bamako stores looking for IBM 80-column data sheets (image 

below) that my Malian counterpart could use to transfer all the data onto a small number 

of data sheets, one line (row) per farmer and one column per a farmerôs response to 

each of the survey questions. We located the data sheets in a Siemens business 

machine store, after which I met with my counterpart to show her how to record each 

questionnaireôs data onto these sheets, so that she could then analyze the data, for 

example, do a simple correlation analysis by folding a sheet to put the data recorded in 

the variable X column next to the data recorded for the variable Y column. Then one 

could enter the data for the two variables into a calculator. Further having the data in 

this format would make it easy for data entry into a computer-assisted data processing 

program. 

 

My counterpart seemed to understand and even appreciate how this approach would 

facilitate IER doing a simple analysis of the data. On the eve of my departure, I returned 

to IER to meet with my counterpart and the IER director. I was surprised when the latter 

told me that my counterpart would not be analyzing the data as I had requested. Rather 

she would analyze the data in some time-honored way that they had learned from the 

French. The director was so adamant about this that I couldnôt do more than nod my 

head in agreement. But I was so shocked by the directorôs response that, after the 

meeting, I stopped by Ms. Desveauxôs office to tell her what happened. She told me not 

to worry and that she would, in a tactful way, step in to get the project back on track. 

Months later, back at IFDC, I received an envelope in the mail or perhaps it was given 

to me by Pierre who had just returned from his most recent trip to Mali. The envelope 

contained all the data which, apparently, Christine had arranged to be transferred from 

those single variable data summary sheets onto a few pages of coding sheets. But 

there was one drawback. Christine included in the package a note sharing that she had 

learned that some number of enumerators, whose job it had been to interview farmers, 

had actually filled out the questionnaire themselves while sitting under a tree, without 

actually interviewing farmers. How much of this had actually taken place was unknown. 

Nevertheless, I used the data sheets to conduct some analysis sufficient to finish writing 

a report shortly before I resigned from IFDC to take a job with USAID in Washington, 

DC. To this day I have no idea what may have become of that report. 

https://s-media-cache-ak0.pinimg.com/originals/c0/4d/ca/c04dca46dd811599335ca7d03e0ea233.png


But this story took an even sadder turn. Several years later in the early 1990s, I was 

employed on the USAID-funded ñLatin America and Caribbean Agriculture and Rural 

Development Technical Services Project (LAC TECH), implemented by the consulting 

firm Chemonics International. One day, walking down the hallway toward my office, I 

noticed a young woman at her desk. At first I didnôt think anything of it but later began to 

have the feeling that I had previously met this woman. A few days later I stopped by her 

office, introduced myself, and told her that I thought we had previously met but I was not 

able to remember where or when. After some exchange on where each of us had been 

working, I finally realized she was the same Christine Desveaux whom I had met almost 

a decade before in 1983 in Mali. 

 

Eventually Christine had married, come to the United States, and begun working with 

Chemonics. I only got to visit with her one or two times before, on one Monday morning, 

on coming into the office, I learned that all employees were to report for an all-hands 

meeting. At that meeting, Tony Teele, founder and chairman of the board of Chemonics, 

shared the news that, over the weekend, Christine Desveaux had died of a suicide. 

 

Hotel LôAmitie in Bamako, Mali 

Hot Dog Malaise - A certainly less traumatic incident occurred during my second visit to 

Mali. On both my first and second visits to Bamako, I stayed at the Hotel LôAmitie. My 

IFDC colleague, Pierre, and I spent some days traveling to the field to visit the sites of 

the phosphate rock fertilizer trials he was conducting. However, in the hot and dusty 

rural areas, getting a bite to eat was always a challenge; fortunately, it often was the 

case that research collaborators had guest houses where we could have lunch. But it 

was always good to return to the hotel in Bamako, take a shower, and have a good 

meal. In fact, I discovered during my first stay in the LôAmitie that its bar had a hot dog 

grilling machine. Waiting for my hot dog to be ready, I asked the bartender for ketchup 

and mustard. But the mustard he handed me was not Frenchôs yellow mustard but 

rather Dijon mustard which is not my cup of tea. When I asked for yellow mustard, he 

told me he had only the Dijon mustard. 



   

When I was packing for my second trip to Mali, I made sure to include a small bottle of 

Frenchôs yellow mustard. On landing in Bamako and clearing immigration and customs, 

I took a taxi to the hotel, only to discover, so the driver claimed, that his car had run out 

of gas a few blocks from the hotel. He wanted me to give him money so he could buy 

gas. This was not something I was comfortable becoming involved in and quickly got 

out of the taxi, retrieved my suitcase, paid the driver some money to compensate him 

for having brought me as far as he had, and hauled my suitcase in the hot sun several 

blocks to the hotel. I arrived thirsty and hungry and, as soon as I checked in and got my 

luggage up to my room, I unpacked that bottle of yellow mustard and went down to the 

hotel bar to order a Coke and a hot dog. On taking my order, the bartender said ñSorry, 

sir, there are no hot dogs as the hot dog griller is broken.ò 

Fractured French - On an even lighter note, one night, Pierre arranged for us to have 

dinner with one of his Malian friends at a Bamako restaurant that, at the time, had the 

name Aux Trois Caïmans (The Three Crocodiles). I hardly spoke any French but on my 

own had been studying French using Foreign Service Institute cassette tapes. But my 

fluency was very limited, with my spoken French mostly relying on substituting French 

words into my otherwise fluent Spanish. Where my French was really poor was that I 

found it difficult to understand what a native speaker was saying in French. Be that as it 

may, we sat down for dinner and, at some point, I ventured to share with Pierreôs friend, 

a story I had ñlearnedò in French, a story about a man who, married three times, had the 

misfortune of all three wives suffering tragic deaths. 

Our Malian friend so enjoyed the story that ever after itôs hard for me not to share the 

story any time I run into someone who speaks French. In fact, I got so good telling this 

story in my fractured French that, from time to time, the listener asked where I learned 

to speak French. Iôd reply that I didnôt really speak French with any fluency, to which the 

person would reply: ñImpossible, one could not tell that story so badly in French without 

being able to speak French fluently.ò Of course, I thank the listener for this comment 

even if he or she may yet wonder whether Iôm really fluent in French or just a struggling 

novice who badly mangles the language. Indeed, one day, my wife Sonia, listening to 

me doing French substitution drills with my French language learning cassette tapes, 

said to me: ñYou have real guts to speak French with a Spanish accent!ò 

https://www.webstaurantstore.com/images/products/main/52988/262974/vollrath-40820-hot-dog-roller-grill-12-hot-dogs.jpg
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Senegal 

   

Following my first visit to Mali in 1981, the last stop of my tour of West Africa was Dakar, 

Senegal to meet with staff of the West African Research and Development Authority 

(WARDA) and visit some research trials to determine how well rice responded to deep 

placement of sulfur-coated urea or urea briquettes as a nitrogen source compared with 

applying conventional granular urea fertilizers. The objective in fertilizing rice with sulfur-

coated urea or deep placing urea briquettes is to slow down the release of nitrogen and 

better time its availability to the rice plant and, at the same time, reduce the amount of 

nitrogen that volatilizes, that is, lost into the air rather than absorbed by the rice plant. 

The trials included collecting socioeconomic information to gauge farmer preference for 

the experimental urea fertilizers as compared with conventional granular urea fertilizers. 

Senegalese Vision Exam ï This anecdote, while beginning in Senegal, did not reach 

its conclusion until many years later back home in the United States. It was while 

traveling on a highway in rural Senegal that I first realized some deterioration in my 

sight in the right eye. With lots of relatively barren landscape and not much to look at, I 

began to pass the time trying to read the road signs as they came into view on the 

horizon, only to realize that, obviously, signs further down the road were impossible to 

read and then easier to read as our car got closer. But then I noticed that letters on the 

signs yet at some distance were blurry and I began to check if I could read a sign more 

clearly with one eye or the other. This is when I first realized (with my glasses on) that I 

could more clearly read distant signs with my left eye than my right eye. 

 

Rural Road in Senegal 
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When I got back home from Senegal, I made an appointment to see my eye doctor and, 

initially, he was able (temporarily) to correct the blurred vision by making a stronger lens 

for my right eye. But as time passed the problem worsened to the point my eye doctor 

said there was nothing more he could do but suggest that I see a specialist in Bethesda, 

Maryland. So I made an appointment to see the specialist and, during the appointment, 

he ran all kinds of test on my right eye, including the Humphrey field vision test (see left 

photo below)ïand even a test where the technician put on my eye a contact connected 

to an electrodes that during an ERG exam would send signals to the computer. 

  

Humphrey Field Vision Test (Left) & ERG Test (Right) 

I then met with eye doctor, perhaps after a second visit, once he had received and 

reviewed the results of the various tests. At first, he said, he couldnôt figure out what 

was going on, until finally he remembered that he once had a patient, a brain surgeon, 

who complained about the same problem. In that case, the eye doctor, as it were, kept 

his eye (no pun intended) on the patient until the problem had worsened to a point that 

the eye doctor was able to clinically determine that the patient was in the early stage of 

developing a cataract on the eye in which the patient was having blurred vision. The eye 

doctor said to me that this probably was what was happening to me; while I was able to 

tell my vision in the right eye was getting worse, he couldnôt clinically diagnose the 

problem. The eye doctor explained that what I was experiencing was a change in the 

protein composition in the lens of my right eye that was so early in the process of a 

cataract forming that no clinical test was yet available to measure that this is what was 

happening. He said that, going forward and knowing this possibility, my eye doctor 

should keep his eye on whether my eye was developing a cataract. 

I followed up with my regular eye doctor who, on reviewing the findings and conclusions 

of the eye doctor who performed the tests, said to me: ñYou know I now remember that I 

once also had a patient who had the same problem; we waited and eventually I was 

able to see clinically that he was forming a cataract.ò I found it a bit curious that two 

doctors in a row had put me through all these tests only to then remember that each 

once had a patient with the same symptom I was experiencing. Well, fortunately, my 

health insurance covered most of the cost of all those visits to the eye doctors, all those 

expensive eye exams, and helped to keep the eye doctor business booming. 

https://www.eyekraftersnj.com/wp-content/uploads/sites/998/2016/02/1_IMG_0580.jpg


Eventually my eye doctor was able to clinically diagnose that I had a cataract in each 

eye and scheduled me for cataract surgery to remove the cataract from each eye and 

implant a new lens, though first doing one eye and a month or so later the other eye. 

Looking back, I probably had better diagnosed my problem riding in the car in Senegal 

and trying to read all those road signs, thus my first and only Senegalese vision exam. 

Get Me to the Church (Airport) on Time - After having arrived in Dakar and checked 

into the hotel, I had a nice dinner in the hotel restaurant overlooking the shoreline of the 

Atlantic Ocean as the sun was setting, I was up early the next morning to accompany 

my WARDA counterpart on a two-day field trip to visit trials of experimental fertilizers. I 

checked out of the hotel but arranged to leave my suitcase locked in the hotelôs storage 

room. Off we went, later in the morning and into the afternoon visiting fertilizer trials and 

eventually arriving in St. Louis where I checked into a hotel for the night. After checking 

out of the hotel the next morning, we visited more fertilizer trials and after lunch headed 

in the early afternoon to the airport from which I was scheduled to fly back to Dakar in 

time to get back to the hotel, claim my luggage, and make it to the airport for my Pan 

Am flight back to States. 

All was going well until it appeared that the flight had been delayed. My counterpart and 

I began to be a little suspicious when it was time for the flight to arrive and heard the 

droning of a planeôs engine flying high above the airport. My counterpart asked one of 

the airport officials why the flight I was supposed to catch had not arrived. The response 

was that the pilot, for some reason (which apparently often happens), had decided not 

to land to pick up one passenger and just kept on flying directly to Dakar. What to do as 

there was no later flight to Dakar that day? My counterpart took me back to town where 

he arranged with a taxi driver to take me back to my hotel in Dakar and then the airport. 

 

Goats on the Road in Senegal 
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We quickly departed as it already was late afternoon and soon would be dark. Indeed, 

by the time it was dark, we were speeding at breakneck speed down a rural two-lane 

paved road. Good that it was paved but not good as villagers would let their livestock 

roam (potentially onto the road), dry their recently harvested rice on the road, or sit on 

the pavement visiting with each other. Fortunately, not going too fast and the car having 

good headlights, we made it to the hotel in Dakar without any accidents and with hardly 

moments to spare in order to claim my suitcase and get me to the airport on time to 

catch my flight, only to discover that the hotelôs reception desk clerk couldnôt find the key 

to unlock and open the luggage room. 

After worrisome moments, either the key was found or someone broke into the luggage 

room and returned my suitcase to me. Off I went in that same taxi to the airport, arriving 

just in time to check in and make a mad dash to the gate to board the flight, with lots of 

sweat rolling down my back. While nearly midnight and my shirt soaked in sweat, I was 

greatly relieved to be aboard that Pan Am flight, almost as good as already being home! 

To say the least, I was ñOut of Africa,ò at least for the time being! 

  



Nigeria 

In 1982 I visited my last African country ï Nigeria ï along with some IFDC colleagues. 

After arriving in Lagos and spending the night there, we traveled to the city of Ibadan, 

where we conducted IFDCôs 1st Fertilizer Marketing Training Program for the African 

Region. In the program I participated as a lecturer, case study discussion leader, and 

manager of the computer-assisted Alpha Fertilizer Marketing Simulation exercise. 

   

The French Chef ï Hereôs a question for you to ponder: Is it better to have safe food 

from a sober chef, or the promise of savory food from a drunken chef? An initial answer 

to that question came during my visit to Ibadan. I wasnôt thrilled by the cuisine in the 

hotel where we stayedðthe chef couldnôt even prepare chicken properly. Being a very 

picky eater, and not enamored by the cuisine served during my first meal in the hotel, I 

came up with the following survival strategy. For my lunch or evening meal in the hotel, I 

ordered Coca Cola, French fries, and peas. At the end of the training program we had 

an opportunity to move out of the hotel and spend the last night of our stay in Ibadan in 

a home of one of the staff members of the International Institute of Tropical Agriculture 

(IITA) and, even better, have a couple of excellent meal in IITAôs cafeteria that was run 

by a chef from France. I mentioned to our IITA hosts how lucky they were to have a 

cafeteria with food prepared by a French chef. Interestingly, they shared their concern 

about how long the chef would last because he apparently drank too much and often 

wasnôt sober. On the day we ate in the cafeteria twice, the chef was sober, the food 

tasty and, fortunately, there were no downside after effects! 
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The Airline Agent - Just before our departure from IITA I received information that an 

IFDC colleague who once worked at IITA had asked an IITA colleague to ask if I could 

bring back to IFDC some books my colleague had left at IITA. It turned out that ñthe 

booksò filled a foot locker. Undaunted, I agreed to check the foot locker along with my 

suitcase on my flights back to the States. Once we arrived in Lagos we spent the night 

at IITAôs guest house. The following morning we loaded my suitcase and the foot locker 

in an IITA car and went to the Lagos airport to check inðor at least try to! 

 

Check in at Mohammad Murtala Airport in Lagos, Nigeria 

The airline agent told me I couldnôt check the foot locker unless I paid a penalty of $300 

because the foot locker was overweight. The agent beckoned me closer, saying that I 

surely didnôt want to pay $300, at the same time holding his hand out for a bribe. I didnôt 

know how much one should pay for a bribe and didnôt want to get caught attempting to 

pay a bribe. I responded by pulling out my American Express card, saying ñIôll pay the 

$300, just give me a receipt.ò The agent, perhaps a bit in shock, proceeded to process 

the transaction. When I got back to IFDC, I forget whether I included the receipt when I 

submitted my travel expense claim to IFDC or if my colleague reimbursed me directly 

but I did get back the $300. 
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East Africa 

Kenya 

   

My travels to Africa began in 1980 in Nairobi, Kenya, where I served as the assistant 

program and lecturer for the first Fertilizer Use Efficiency Training Program for the 

African region conducted by the International Fertilizer Development Center (IFDC), my 

employer. The program was held in a training center of a local university further up the 

hill from the hotel where the training program staff and participants were registered. 

Kerry on Safari - I recall four highlights of this my first trip to Africa. First, one Saturday 

afternoon away from the training program allowed for a visit to downtown Nairobi to visit 

souvenir shops and purchase some jewelry for my wife Sonia. I was struck immediately 

by the cityôs modern buildings which certainly were at odds with what one might have 

expected based on the ñdarkest junglesò stereotype that I had in my own mind from 

having watched so many Tarzan films on television while I was growing up. 

Second, this was one of a few times during 40 years of work-related travel that I took 

time (on a weekend) to be a tourist, deciding that Iôd go on a camera safari one Sunday 

afternoon to visit a wildlife park that was not too far from Nairobi. I didnôt see a lot of 

wildlife other than some lions sleeping, a few monkeys, and a giraffe or two. But I did 

take the below photo of the giraffe. Indeed, the park was not far from Nairobi as form a 

hilltop in the park one could see the tallest buildings miles away in downtown Nairobi. 

 
 

Giraffe Photographed by Kerry  on ñSafariò in Kenya (1980)\ 
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Third, I recall that our Fertilizer Use Efficiency Training Program included a trip by bus 

to the field, during which we traveled along the ridge of Kenyaôs Great Rift Valley. This 

afforded a really spectacular view, a sense of which is conveyed in the photo below. 

 

View of the Great Rift Valley in Kenya 

A recent article in The Economist conveys what I saw on that field trip nearly 40 years 

ago: 

DRIVE west out of Nairobi and you quickly realise how astonishing the topography around 

the Kenyan capital is. After an hour or so crawling in traffic past tea fields and farmers 

selling sheep skins and fresh vegetables, motorists suddenly find themselves on an 

escarpment from which the land simply drops away. On the horizon, mist clings to the top of 

Mount Longonot, a dormant volcano. Before it, a patchwork of tiny green farms stretches 

across the valley floor like a carpet. 

This is the central part of the Rift Valley, a vast depression that stretches thousands of 

miles. It is Kenyaôs breadbasket and its most densely populated region. Its flower farms, tea 

fields and coffee plantations provide much of the countryôs exports, as well as employment 

for thousands of workers. Its geothermal energy plants provide Nairobi with cheap electricity; 

its lakes provide water and its farms food (Source). 

Fourth, and a sad memory, on waking up the morning of December 8 and going down 

to the hotel lobby, a TV news program was reporting the death of John Lennon of The 

Beatles. This was five years before TVs in hotel lobbies of the developing world began 

showing CNN International. 
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Chapter 3 - Asia 

South Asia 

While working with IFDC, I visited two South Asian countries: Bangladesh and Pakistan. 

But my first time in South Asia actually was over a decade before in 1964. During that 

yearôs summer, I traveled from East Lansing, Michigan to Toluca, Mexico, and then to 

Madrid, Spain; Nice, France; Bangkok, Thailand; and Los Baños, The Philippines, with 

an intermediate stop in New Delhi, India. My parents, living in The Philippines, booked 

this itinerary to allow me, after studying in Mexico during the summer and living with a 

Mexican family, to do some sightseeing on my way home to The Philippines where my 

father was working at the International Rice Research Institute. 

India 

  

The Missed Connection ï By the time I reached New Delhi, India, I was a little beat 

up, having left Mexico with a bad case of Montezumaôs Revenge which basically left me 

bedridden during my stay in Madrid. I finally recovered in Nice, while staying with my 

uncle (my motherôs brother) who worked with the U.S. Navy as a civilian mathematician. 

However, while taking a swim in the Mediterranean, I injured my left arm, leaving me 

without much strength to lift a suitcase. Then, during a stopover in Rome, the health 

officials discovered one of my immunizations had expired and that I needed to be given 

a shot for that immunization before going on India. However, the ñnurseò administering 

the shot didnôt properly insert the needle into my right arm, leaving that arm about as 

useless as my left; hence, two bum arms on my arrival in New Delhi. 

My father had arranged with a Ford Foundation colleague in New Delhi to meet my flight 

but, by the time I arrived, the colleague (as I later learned) was away on a trip outside 

the country and had left to his wife the task of meeting me at the airport. But then she 

had a family crisis when their daughter had a dental emergency the same day I was to 

arrive. Tending to the emergency resulted in the wife forgetting that she was scheduled 

to pick me up at the airport. I didnôt have the familyôs phone number but managed to get 

a taxi and go to a nearby hotel where I checked into a room. 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/in.html
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Later that afternoon, and I donôt know how the wife tracked me down, she reached me 

by phone and told me she would come to the hotel to take me to stay at the familyôs 

home. This was a great relief, on top which the next day she and her daughter took me 

on a sightseeing trip around New Delhi where I saw the Red Fort, the market, a snake 

charmer working with a cobra, and the cityôs roundabouts as a way to speed up traffic at 

intersections. 

 

The Red Fort, New Delhi, India 

 

Snake Charmer on a New Delhi Street 

The 747 Connection ï In 1983 I had two overseas assignments back-to-back, the first 

in Dacca, Bangladesh and the second in Islamabad, Pakistan. As I recall, there was no 

direct flight between Dacca and Islamabad, so one had to fly from Dacca to Delhi, India, 

and then catch an onward flight to Islamabad. While in transit in the Delhi airport in the 

middle of the night, and roaming the airport to pass the time, I looked out on the tarmac 

and spotted two Pan Am 747s. On inquiring about this, I learned one plane was Pan Am 

1 (that originated in San Francisco and was flying west around the world); the other was 

Pan Am 2 (that originated in New York and was flying east around the world) ï and both 

happened to meet and be on the ground at the same time in Delhi, India. Less than a 

decade later in 1991, Pan Am filed for bankruptcy in the face of increasingly unfriendly 

skies (i.e., competition from U.S. based carriers such as Delta and United, plus the 

airlineôs inability to establish an adequate route network within the United States). 
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As I watched those two Pan Am 747 ñClipper Liners,ò I thought that it would be nice to 

have a chance someday to fly in a 747. That chance came just four years later in 1987 

when, during the summer, I made two round trips from Washington, DC to Islamabad, 

Pakistan, flying east on Pan Am 2 and west on Pan Am 1. Not only did I fly the New 

York ï Frankfurt ï Karachi portion of these two Pan Am round-the-world flights but also, 

at the time, World Bank and USAID regulations allowed me to upgrade and fly first (or 

business) class. Being able to fly an upgraded class on those long flights, some of them 

overnight, turned what otherwise would have been a miserable junket in economy class 

into a yet pleasantly memorable experience. The upgraded class was less crowded, 

had roomier seats with more leg room between rows, and definitely better food service! 

Perhaps the most memorable experience was on Pan Am 1ôs Karachi to Frankfurt flight. 

Pan Am had assigned me a seat in the bubble (upper deck). First of all, I noticed that I 

was the only passenger seated in the bubble. Then, after the plane took off and reached 

cruising altitude, the stewardess asked me if Iôd like to change to a seat on the lower 

deck. I quickly thought to myself, ñwhat better seat could I have than the one in which I 

was already seated?ò without potential disturbances from other passengers. I quickly 

thanked her but said my preference was to remain in my assigned seat, which made it 

possible to get a good night of undisturbed sleep. 
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Bangladesh 

  

I visited Bangladesh first in 1976 and then again in 1979 and 1983. The 1976 visit was 

very short, visiting research institutes to assess the potential for carrying out studies on 

farmer adoption of fertilizers. During the second visit in 1979, I worked with an IFDC 

colleague to conduct an equity impact of fertilizer use study in support of the USAID-

funded Fertilizer Distribution Improvement Project that was being implemented by IFDC. 

In 1983, I returned to Bangladesh for IFDCôs Fertilizer Marketing Management Training 

Program co-sponsored by the Bangladesh Agricultural Development Corporation. In the 

program, I served as assistant program manager, lecturer, Alpha Fertilizer Marketing 

Simulation leader, and manager of the Green Revolution Game (a simulation of farmer 

decision making on issues such as adopting and using fertilizer). 

The Fugitive Project Car ï My second visit to Bangladesh lasted just short of, if not 

exactly, 42 days. I recall this figure because I was asked if Iôd like to stay longer than 42 

days, in which case I would be eligible to receive a salary increase for the extra time 

based on hardship. However, the job was done and I was ready to go home after having 

spent six weeks in Bangladesh, some of which was under less than luxurious conditions 

while traveling in the countryside. In fact, at one point I had become so sick that I had to 

stay in bed for a couple of days for lack of energy. Fortunately, at this point, I had the 

opportunity to check out of the Intercontinental Hotel and stay a few nights at the U.S. 

Embassyôs American Club in Dacca (now Dhaka) where I felt the restaurantôs food 

service would not do further harm to my stomach. Fortunately, there I recovered quickly. 

During off hours as well as while traveling around Bangladesh, I had the opportunity to 

purchase a rather large ï and heavy ï collection of objects such as bowl and platters 

made from bell-metal, so-called because if you flick your finger against the object you 

hear a beautiful bell-like ring. As the date neared for my departure from Dacca, I packed 

all the bell-metal objects in my carry-on bag. I weighed the bag, finding it heavier than 

the suitcase I would check as baggage. On the day I was scheduled to depart Dacca, I 

loaded my luggage in the trunk of the projectôs car which then took me to a meeting at 

USAID before going to the airport. However, at the appointed time, the project car had 

not returned to pick me up and was not to be found. Further, we were not able to get in 

touch with the driver as this, in 1983, was a decade before cell phones were to become 

more widely available. 
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What to do? I faced two options. The first option was to stay but my flight out of Dacca 

operated only once a week, so this option implied having to stay another week when I 

was already anxious to leave and get home to my family. The second option was to go 

ahead and leave on the scheduled flight, having made arrangements with the airline for 

my luggage (one suitcase plus the heavy bag full of bell-metal objects) to be sent along 

a week later. Fortunately, the airline agreed to do this; even more fortunately, I had 

gone to the meeting wearing my navy blazer with passport and ticket in the vest pocket. 

I opted to depart Dacca that day. My suitcase and carry-on bag were delivered to me a 

week later, all their contents yet in place. Interestingly, not long thereafter, we learned 

that Bangladeshôs Government had banned taking bell-metal objects out of the country 

as these were now deemed national patrimony. These objects (photos below) are now 

considered quite valuable and can no longer be legally exported from Bangladesh. 

 

Four Bangladeshi Bell-Metal Bowls 

The Teachable Moment - My third visit to Bangladesh, in 1983, was almost two weeks 

long to prepare for and conduct the Fertilizer Marketing Management Training Program. 

This was the first time that IFDC had conducted a country-specific fertilizer marketing 

management training program rather than a regional program. Since all the participants 

were Bangladeshi from various parts of the country, the program put the participants up 

in the Purbani Hotel, a lower-star hotel than the Intercontinental Hotel to which I had 

previously become accustomed. 

  

Hotel Purbani & Hotel Intercontinental, Dhaka, Bangladesh 
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During one session, several Bangladeshis complained about how much a Coca Cola 

cost in the hotel, especially if delivered to their room by room service. They felt the 

higher price was not fair, given that the price of a Coca Cola on the street was much 

less. This observation presented a teachable moment, as I said to the participants that 

nothing was stopping anyone from going outside the hotel to purchase a soft drink at a 

cheaper price on the street. However, I noted, the hotel was charging a premium price 

to provide product utility (i.e., a chilled bottle of the soft drink) and place utility (i.e., 

delivering the product directly to the participantôs room). In other words, just as in 

fertilizer marketing, soft drink marketing also depends on the 4 Pôs ï product, place, 

promotion, and price, a point we emphasized in the training. 

 

Kerry Speaking to Trainees in Purbani Hotel, Dhaka, Bangladesh 

 

  

Coca Cola Brand in Bangladesh & 4 Pôs of Marketing 
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Pakistan 

  

I visited Pakistan three times, the first time in 1983 as an IFDC employee on loan to the 

U.N. Food and Agriculture Organization (FAO) to conduct the IFDC Alpha Fertilizer 

Marketing Simulation as part of a Fertilizer Marketing Management Training Program 

conducted by FAO and Pakistanôs NFDC (National Fertilizer Development Corporation). 

In 1987 I returned twice to Pakistan. During both trips most of my time was focused on 

interviewing farmers and villagers to collect field-level data for a World Bank-sponsored 

study on the role of water users association as a vehicle for mobilizing labor for brick-

lining of watercourses in Bank-assisted irrigation projects. During the first part of the 

second trip, I served on a team evaluating a USAID/Pakistan-funded Forestry Planning 

& Development Project. My role was to evaluate the projectôs socio-cultural component. 

On completing that work, I turned my attention to collecting additional data for the World 

Bank-sponsored study on water users associations. 

Something Stung Me - My first introduction to Pakistan was its capital city, Islamabad. 

During my stay, I shuttled each day between my hotel, the Holiday Inn (now Islamabad 

Radisson), and the nearby city of Rawalpindi, where the FAO and the NFDC hosted the 

fertilizer marketing management training program. 

 

Holiday Inn, Islamabad, Pakistan 
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This visit was the second opportunity to run and manage the Alpha Fertilizer Marketing 

Simulation at an overseas location, the first time having been running that simulation a 

week or two before in the Bangladesh Fertilizer Marketing Management Training 

Program that IFDC conducted for BADC. I was very pleased that my work to plan and 

coordinate with counterpart organizations (USAID and BADC in the case of Bangladesh 

and FAO and NFDC in the case of Pakistan) resulted in the Alpha Fertilizer Marketing 

Simulation running smoothly without almost any hitches. 

I say almost because, during some free time one morning, I was walking down one of 

the sidewalks in Rawalpindi when suddenly some type of insect that had crawled up my 

pants stung me just above my right knee. That so startled me and was so painful that I 

realized I must have looked like a crazy lunatic jumping up and down in the wake of the 

sting, trying to get the insect out of my pants. I immediately returned to the hotel to 

clean and ice the wound, spending the rest of the day resting in bed. Fortunately, while 

there was some swelling and redness, this subsided in a day or so. 

Meeting Jimmy Stewart ï In comparison to the support I had provided for the Alpha 

Fertilizer Marketing Simulation in Rawalpindi, working on the Forestry Planning & 

Development (FP&D) Project was a more ambitious undertaking, involving not only 

consultations with USAID, the project implementer (Winrock International), counterpart 

organizations, and Pakistani farmers, but also the review of project documentation and 

travel to project sites. The project aimed to promote farmer adoption of on-farm planting 

of trees and to create an agroforestry market in which local entrepreneurs were to start 

up tree nurseries, farmers were to buy and plant tree seedlings, and then harvest the 

trees for sale into a local market (e.g., for firewood). One concern that was motivating 

USAID/Pakistan to have an evaluation of the project was the Missionôs view that the 

project wasnôt moving quickly enough to achieve its objectives. As our team identified 

potential explanations for project delays, the evaluation team met with both the USAID 

project officer or the implementerôs Chief of Party but these discussions deteriorated all 

to quickly into a ñblame-gameò exercise in finger-pointing that the culprit behind project 

delays lay with another party. 

While there was no shortage of potential culprits for project delays, I often share with 

colleagues a discussion I had with Michael R. Dove who was the anthropologist on the 

FP&D project. Currently Dove is a Yale University professor. As noted above, one of the 

projectôs priority goals was to encourage farmers to plant trees on their farms and local 

entrepreneurs to start tree nurseries to sell seedlings to farmers once FP&D phased out 

distributing free and/or subsidized seedlings to the projectôs beneficiaries (farmers). The 

project design called for the project anthropologist to conduct a baseline survey of the 

projectôs target villages and farmers to generate data for the project to use in developing 

and refining project interventions as well as for providing baseline data for monitoring 

and evaluation of the project. 



At the time I met Mike, the project was well underway in distributing free seedlings, to 

the point there was a growing concern the project was raising farmer expectations that 

the project or government would continue providing seedlings free at the same time 

local businesses were trying to start profitable seedling nurseriesðand hoping that 

there would be a demand by farmers to buy seedlings. Of course, fledgling nurseries 

would find it hard to get farmers to buy seedlings that they expected would continue to 

be available for free. Knowing USAID and project management concerns about this 

glitch in implementing the projectôs design, part of my conversations with Mike touched 

on the issue of the desire of project management that Mike get his report written up so 

that his study findings, conclusions, and recommendations could be put to practical use 

in refining how the project was being implemented. 

But Mike seemed in no particular hurry to bring closure on his study; in fact he insisted 

on the need to conduct a few more interviews in this or that village and with a few more 

farmers in order to have a robust sample. While I expressed appreciation for this, I also 

shared that I was hearing that project management was frustrated that the project was 

going to have to move ahead with its implementation without the benefit of his report if 

that report was not soon available. But Mike persisted, arguing how important it was that 

his survey of the farmers be as complete as possible. 

At this point, I asked Mike if he had ever seen the film No Highway in the Sky (1951), 

starring James Stewart (as a scientist working for a British airline), Marlene Dietrich (as 

a passenger on one of the airlineôs planes), and Jack Hawkins (as airline administrator). 

The filmôs plot may be summarized as follows: 

James Stewart stars as Theodore Honey, a widower and single parent to 11-year-old 

Elspeth (Janette Scott). Heôs also an absent-minded engineer who has formed a 

scientific theory about metal fatigue in a specific model of aircraft. He tries to convince 

British Airways that their airplanes will come apart after a certain amount of miles, but no 

one believes him. Then administrator Dennis Scott (Jack Hawkins) sends him on a flying 

mission to investigate a crash site in Newfoundland. Along the way [on a flight of one of 

the airlineôs Reindeer planes, the same plane model on which Honeyôs metal fatigue test 

is being conducted back at his laboratory, Honey]é meets stewardess Marjorie Corder 

(Glynnis Johns) and movie star Monica Teasdale (Marlene Dietrich) (Source). 

  

The Rutland Reindeer from No Highway in the Sky 

http://www.rottentomatoes.com/m/no_highway_in_the_sky/
http://www.impdb.org/index.php?title=No_Highway
http://www.impdb.org/index.php?title=No_Highway


  

Jimmy Stewart (as Theodore Honey) and Jack Hawkins (as Dennis Scott) 

Early in the film, Scott (Hawkins) visits the home of Honey (Stewart) and the following 

ensues (which I transcribed from the film when recently shown on cable TV): 

Scott: Well, Iôd better be getting along.  

Honey: Oh. 

Scott: Iôll look in at your office in a few daysô time. Iôd like to learn some more about that 

experiment of yours, the one about the tail falling off. 

Honey: What did you want to know about it? 

Scott: Well, just a little more detail, you know, when you expect failure to occur. 

Honey:  Well, I probably have that right here. Itôs here someplace. [Honey looks through 

some papers on his desk.]  Here it is ï  2.76 times K over L. Thatôs the time factor. Itôs in BTI 

units, of course. Letôs seeéthatôs 1440. 

Scott: 1440 what? 

Honey: Hours. 

Scott: But you donôt mean to expect the Reindeer tail to fall off in 1400 hours? 

Honey: No, 1440. 

Scott: But, Mr. Honey, a lot of aircraft have flown over many millions of miles without the 

tails falling off of any of them because of vibration. 

Honey: But, Mr. Scott, you asked me for the evaluation and time of my U subscript M 

symbol. Now the mathematical answer is 1440 hours to failure for the specific tail plane on 

the test on which my calculations are based. 

Scott: Now, how long has your test been running? 

http://www.benitomovieposter.com/catalog/no-highway-in-the-sky-pi-28889.html
http://www.doctormacro.com/Images/Stewart, James/Annex/Annex - Stewart, James (No Highway)_02.jpg


Honey:  832 hours 14 minutes, and 7 seconds as of shutdown tonight. They donôt allow me 

to run it more than eight hours a day. You see, the people in the neighborhood would 

complain about the racket. And Ié  

Scott: Yes, but you know, of course, that an aircraft in commercial service is likely to be 

flying much faster than in your experiment. 

Honey: Yes, thatôs probably quite true. 

Scott: Then why didnôt you insist on a 24 hour basis? 

Honey: I did insist on it originally but they decided to do it for eight hours. 

Scott: Yes, but you hadnôt given them your 1440 hour figure. 

Honey: Well, I never include detail in my preliminary report. Science is in no hurry, Mr. 

Scott. Iôm working on a principle which, if Iôm correct, it will be true for all time. And whether I 

reach it a day or so later or earlier is not important. 

Scott: Well, it might be important to the 50 or so people who take off in these Reindeers 

every day. 

Honey: Mr. Scott, you donôt understand. Iôm a scientist and science is very exacting. It 

requires the utmost concentration. I canôt be concerned about people. Ié, if a doctor is 

trying to find out a cure for a disease, what would happen if he let himself be upset about 

everybody who got sick and died? Heôd never get any work done at all. People must be 

someone elseôs concern. I canôt let it be mine, Mr. Scott. Now, you can find my preliminary 

report in the files and I donôt wish to add anything more to it at the present time. If youôll 

excuse me, I think I better be getting home. [Honey already is at his home.] 

Upon telling my version of this exchange to Mike, who had not seen or heard of this film, 

I didnôt detect that my recounting of the filmôs plot had made any impression on Mike. 

But, having apparently reflected overnight on our conversation, the next day Mike said 

to me: ñYouôre telling me Iôm Jimmy Stewart in that movie!ò I replied: ñNo, Mike, Iôm 

saying you are the Theodore Honey on this project!ò In effect, my point was that the 

farm forestry project was at risk of failing (just as Reindeer planes were at risk of falling 

out of the sky) because Mike, just as Stewartôs Honey character, was committed to 

ensuring his study was carried out in a scientific manner, at its own pace, to generate 

knowledge rather than focusing on near-term problem-solving. 

The lesson I drew from this encounter was that the right balance needs to be struck 

between the role of science in generating new knowledge and the role of development 

projects in fostering economic growth and poverty reduction. The problem, however, is 

that the risk or reality of planes falling out of the sky ï as evident from the March 2014 

media coverage of the disappearance of Malaysian Airlines Flight 370 ï commands so 

much greater attention in the publicôs eye than the risks of ongoing poverty in the world 



and the growing menace climate change pose to the livelihoods of not only the poor but 

also anyone reading this sentence. 

Irrigation or Sanitation ï Studying the water users associations (WUAs) on Pakistanôs 

watercourses proved an even more challenging exercise than the other assignments I 

worked on in Pakistan. I began the WUA study in early June of 1987, with a trip to 

Pakistan, visiting watercourses (W/Cs) that had been improved by brick-lining. My role 

was to interview project participants and beneficiaries, after which I was to analyze and 

write up my findings in a report for review by my project supervisor at the World Bank in 

Washington, DC. 

At the time, however, how soon I would get back to Washington, DC was a bit up in the 

air, pending whether another consulting assignment ï working on the FP&D evaluation 

ï would materialize. While I thought I had completed my field work on the WUA study 

and could begin my work on the FP&D evaluation, there were delays in USAID getting 

the contract in place with the firm (Associates in Rural Development ï ARD) that was to 

hire me to work on the FP&D evaluation. In fact, while still in Pakistan and ready to start 

working on the evaluation, ARD was sending messages (via telex) informing me that the 

contract with USAID was not yet in place and advising me that I was not yet authorized 

to begin working on the project or, more basically, that I was not authorized to incur any 

billable expenses for which ARD would be liable to reimburse me. 

I was faced with having to make a decision either to return home, turn in my WUA study 

report to the World Bank, and wait for the FP&D evaluation assignment to be approved, 

or stay in Pakistan for an unknown length of time waiting for ARD to issue a contract for 

me to work on the FP&D evaluationðor not! In part, the bottom line was I could not just 

sit around in a hotel waiting for an assignment that might not materialize. 

The latter option was too uncertain so I chose to fly home on a Tuesday, submit my 

report to my World Bank supervisor, and wait until ARD had an approved contract for 

me to work on the FP&D project evaluation. That approval came through within a day or 

two after my return home. So I quickly made a reservation to fly back to Pakistan that 

same week on Saturday. During the few days I was home, I was able to meet with my 

World Bank project supervisor who provided constructive feedback on my draft of the 

WUA study report. However, he felt I needed to return to Pakistan and carry out more 

field work in order to collect the data needed to address the supervisorôs expectations. 

USAID covered my expenses for the FP&D evaluation, including my round trip ticket to 

travel to and return from Pakistan. On completing my work on the FP&D evaluation I 

made arrangements to stay in Pakistan for several weeks after the evaluation work was 

completed, at which point I returned to the W/Cs to carry out more interviews. Further, 

having felt that the presence of my Pakistani counterparts from the World Bank-funded 



On Farm Water Management Project during my first round of interviews possibly had 

affected the validity of the data collected (i.e., the responses received from the farmers), 

I hired a local social scientist, fluent in English and one of the local languages, to work 

with me in carrying out a new round of interviews in many of the same villages, on many 

of the same W/Cs, and with many of the same villagers and farmers interviewed during 

the first round of visiting W/Cs in three Pakistan provinces: Punjab, Sind, and NWFP. 

  
Meeting with WUA Leaders and Members 

 

  
Discussing & Walking the Watercourses 

  
Inspecting the Brick Lining of the Watercourses 

In many of the photos, only one shared below, I was welcomed with a ñgolden garlandò 

place on my neck, leaving me with the impression the villagers were most appreciative 

of how brick lining of their watercourses had improved their livesðand were eager for 

the Pakistani Government to provide more funds so villagers could brick line ever more 

of their W/Cs. 



 

Indeed, as Iôve mentioned to others, I felt that it was if former World Bank President 

Robert McNamara had himself arrived on the W/C with checkbook at the ready to fund 

more W/C brick lining. In the end, the second round of interviews helped me to improve 

my report which was later published by the World Bank. 

 

A year or so after the World Bank had published my report, I stopped by the Bankôs 

book store on Pennsylvania Ave. to experience the satisfaction of seeing my report on 

display for sale. Looking through all the shelves of publications in the agriculture and 

irrigation section, I couldnôt find my report. So I asked one of the clerks if he could look 

up the report and tell me where it was on display in the store. He checked his computer 

and said: ñYes, follow me, Iôll show you.ò I followed him and, after a moment, he pointed: 

ñThere it is!ò I thanked him but asked myself why I hadnôt been able to find the report. I 

then realized that my report was not shelved in the Agriculture-Irrigation section rather 

in the Sanitation section. This made me wonder what some bookstore employee must 

have been thinking when my report found its new home in the Sanitation section. 



Southeast Asia 

Indonesia 

  

I visited Indonesia twice, the first time in 1976 to consult with research institutions on 

their potential collaboration in studies on fertilizer adoption; and the second time in 1982 

to serve as the program manager, Alpha Fertilizer Marketing Simulation leader, Green 

Revolution Game manager, and lecturer in the IFDCôs 3rd Fertilizer Marketing Training 

Program for the Asian Region. 

The Seductive Voice - From time to time, while traveling overseas, a taxi driver would 

inquire if Iôd like to have a good time. Iôd always reply: ñThank you but no as youôd be 

surprised how my wifeôs eyes can see me from halfway around the world.ò A new twist 

on this arose the first time I was in Indonesia. 

 

Hotel Borobudur, Djakarta, Indonesia 

 On checking into the Borobudur Hotel in Djakarta, I wasnôt in my room five minutes 

when the phone rang. On answering, a pleasant female voice asked if this was room 

404. I answered: ñSorry, but you have the wrong number.ò 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/id.html
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/id.html
http://hotelborobudur.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/Home-Page-4.jpg


 

Less than a minute later the phone again rang. I answered and the same female voice 

asked if this was room 404.ò I replied: ñNo, this is room 403.ò She quickly said, again in 

a very pleasant and, if I may say so, seductive voice: ñThis is not a problem.ò Well, I 

certainly did not want to have a problem, so immediately hung up. Possibly there was 

some ñracketò in place for, say, the hotel bellhop to alert the source of the phone calls 

that a potential new client had just checked into the hotel. With a busy schedule ahead 

for field trips to rural areas, I also didnôt have time to enjoy the other amenities that the 

Borobudur Hotel had to offer such as its swimming pool and gardens as shown below 

on s postcard that I purchased. 

 

The Driver - IFDC arranged with my counterpart organization, most likely PT PUSRI, 

Indonesiaôs national fertilizer production company, to assign a driver to take me on a 

tour of the rural areas. I soon discovered it was a bit scary how fast the driver drove, not 

only on major highways but also on narrower rural roads. Perhaps, mistakenly, I asked 

him if he had ever seen a film starring Charles Bronson. 

 

Charles Bronson 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Charles_Bronson#/media/File:Charles_Bronson_1961.JPG


I was prompted to ask this question not only because I recalled films Iôd seen with 

Bronson driving at breakneck speed, but also because this Indonesian driverôs face 

bore an uncanny resemblance to that of Charles Bronson. Having asked the question 

only made matters worse because, thereafter, the driver seemed to drive even faster ï 

perhaps a clear case of life imitating art. Luckily I arrived safely at every destination. 

The Painting ï One weekend in Djakarta, walking around a shopping center, I spotted 

an art gallery. On perusing the galleryôs offerings, one painting caught my eye ï a 

portrait of a young Indonesian woman, similar to the painting shown below. 

 

Indonesian Woman 

The clerk told me that the woman in the painting was the artistôs wife. As the story goes, 

Indonesiaôs first president, Sukarno (Kusno Sosrodihardjo ï 6/6/1901 ï 6/21/1970), 

on meeting the wife of the artist, commissioned him to paint a portrait of the wife. That 

artist was A. Hasim (1921-1982) and his works to this day are displayed in the Sukarno 

art collection in Djakarta. Over the years, other artists were inspired to paint their own 

versions of Hasimôs wife, thus commercial art galleries soon had no shortage of different 

paintersô versions of this famous portrait. 

I think the gallery clerk wanted something like US $30 for the ñcopycatò painting (oil on 

canvas) I was admiring. My reaction at the time was that this price was too high but the 

clerk was quick to reassure me the painting was of the highest quality ï and suggested 

that I look in any other art gallery in the shopping center to see that any other version of 

this painting by other artists would be of inferior quality. Taking up this challenge, I spent 

about a half hour looking around other galleries, and found that the clerk was absolutely 

correct in defending that the painting of interest to me was indeed of top notch quality if 

compared with the same portrait rendered by other artists. So I went back to the original 

gallery and bought the painting for about $30. 

https://www.pinterest.se/pin/470907704763146187/


But this purchase came back to haunt me when, on returning home and hanging it on 

our bedroom wall (big mistake!), my wife Sonia quickly became suspicious, wanting to 

know who was the woman in the painting. I tried to plead my case, telling her the story 

of the origin of the painting, but to no avail. Eventually I sold the painting for $60 to an 

Indonesian engineer from P.T. PUSRI who was at IFDC on a yearlong assignment. That 

is probably the only painting in the world purchased by a gringo in Djakarta, Indonesia; 

hauled to Muscle Shoals, Alabama; and then resold to an Indonesian who shipped it all 

the way back to his home in Indonesia, where he now has the pleasure of it hanging in 

his home, assuming that his wife was less suspicious than mine. 

A Royal Welcome & A Cultural Faux Pas ï In 1982 I returned to Indonesia to serve 

as the manager for IFDCôs 1982 Fertilizer Marketing Training Program for the Asian 

Region, co-sponsored by the Indonesian Association of Fertilizer Producers (APPI) and 

held at the P.T. Pupuk Kujang fertilizer production facility in Cikampek, located in West 

Java about an hour-and-a-half from Jakarta. Our hosts really rolled out a royal welcome 

for the program participants and IFDC training staff when we arrived by bus (see photos 

further below). 

  

Indonesian Welcome 

  

Presenting of Flowers and Dancing 



  

Opening Session (Kerry Speaking & At Head Table on Left) 

  

Kerry Explaining Classroom Layout & Use of Flip Charts 

One dynamic of the training program was the participants exchanging and discussing 

their experiences working in the fertilizer industry. An intriguing exchange occurred 

between two participants, one from India and the other from Indonesia. At the time, 

Indiaôs fertilizer industry was comprised of a mix of private sector (for profit) fertilizer 

retailers, non-profit cooperatives retailing fertilizers, and government-operated retailers. 

On the other hand, the fertilizer industry in Indonesia was largely state-controlled from 

fertilizer production to fertilizer distribution to fertilizer retailing. Further the government 

managed a subsidized credit program to help farmers finance purchase of fertilizer at 

below world market prices! 

After one of the Indonesian participants had completed his presentation describing how 

his countryôs fertilizer sector was organized, an Indian participant raised his hand to ask 

the following question (which Iôve paraphrased as best that I can recall): 

ñIn your presentation you indicated that fertilizer production facilities in Indonesia purchase 

oil at below the world market price, that those facilities sell the fertilizers into the distribution 

system at a price below production cost, and that the government provides credit to farmers 

at interest rates below market rates. So, in effect, the government loses money on selling oil 

to the fertilizer production companies, on the fertilizers sold below cost to the governmentôs 

distribution system, and at below market interest rates for the credit farmers receive so they 

can buy the fertilizers sold to them at below world market price. My question is this: How can 

the Indonesian government continue to run the fertilizer sector on such a non-sustainable 

basis?ò 



There was a silent pause in the room as I wondered how the Indonesian, being put on 

the spot, would answer the question. Surprisingly, the Indonesian came back with the 

perfect response: ñThis would be a very good question to ask the Minister of Economy!ò 

The answer prompted immediate laughter throughout the room and we moved on to the 

next item on the agenda. Actually, as I understood it, what the government was doing 

was using oil revenues to finance various agricultural and rural development programs, 

not a bad investment as long as oil prices remained high. 

A difficult moment arose one morning when I was introducing IFDCôs Alpha Fertilizer 

Marketing Simulation. An IFDC colleague on our team, who was not a fan of the Alpha 

Simulation, had begun making disparaging remarks about the simulation in the midst of 

my explanation of the simulation to the participants. I donôt recall what he publicly said 

at that moment but at first opportunity (perhaps it was coffee break), I went to the back 

of the room and told my colleague: ñLook, you may not like the Alpha Simulation but itôs 

part of this programôs curricula ï and while you may have a problem with it, letôs not air 

our differences in front of the participants!ò Fortunately, my colleague made no further 

issue of it there in Indonesia but, on returning to IFDC apparently shared his negative 

comments with IFDCôs director. However, my immediate boss said I should disregard 

that negative feedback as he was supportive of the Alpha Simulation and knew the 

simulation was always positively rated by our training participants, which had been the 

case not only in that training program in Indonesia but also previous training programs 

held in Bangladesh, Pakistan, and at IFDC headquarters in Muscle Shoals, Alabama. 

However, I found it hard to leave the matter unaddressed and turned to an economist 

colleague at the University of Missouri to share what I had been dealing with vis-à-vis 

my IFDC colleague and his behavior in Indonesia. Further, I mentioned that I had tried 

to defend the Alpha Simulation as an effective tool for helping participants learn about 

marketing but that my IFDC colleague held that ñthe Alpha simulation is as useless as 

Monopoly would be to learn about fertilizer marketing!ò My colleague quickly laughed, 

saying: ñThatôs interesting because I use Monopoly in my economics courses to help 

students learn the concept of the marginal value of one property over another, say 

Boardwalk Ave. vs. Baltic Ave.ò He continued: ñIôm a firm believer in using games and 

simulations to provide students and training participants a practical way to see the 

consequences of the decisions they make.ò In fact, my colleague developed and was 

using a Policy Decision Making simulation that was popular with his students in learning 

about how macroeconomic policies impact on economies and development. 

Despite the aforementioned bumps in the road, the training program in Indonesia went 

off largely without any hitches and the programôs last day arrived, to be celebrated by a 

dinner, a few remarks at the closing ceremony, and presentation of certificates to the 

participants. 



As a special surprise we had arranged for a high up Indonesian official (e.g. chairman of 

the board of the production facility) to have the honor of presenting the course certificate 

to each participant. In fact, this official was the last person to give comments before it 

was time to hand out the certificates. But, in a moment of not being on my game, the 

official concluded his remarks and returned to his table, before I was able to signal him 

to remain at the podium to hand out the certificates. What to do? 

For a long time I knew that, in Asian countries, Indonesia included, the proper way to 

beckon someone was not, as we do in the U.S., to hold oneôs hand palm up and then 

repeatedly flex oneôs finger(s) toward oneself. Rather, the polite way to beckon another 

person in an Asian country to come toward you is to extend your arm with palm down 

and then flex your fingers. But, due to force of habit, I totally forgot that in the moment 

and beckoned the chairman to come back up on stage, everyone seeing my cultural 

faux paus, with my arm extended, hand palm up, and flexing my finger. Thankfully, the 

chairman was less put off than he was surprised to be called right back up to the stage 

after having just been there. 

Back at IFDC, one of my training program colleagues, a Chinese man from Taiwan, 

brought my cultural faux pas to my attention. I immediately acknowledged that he was 

right but, in that moment in Indonesia I had totally forgotten my manners and had used 

a culturally improper way to call the chairman back up to the stage. Live and learn!  



Malaysia 

  

One of the first countries that I visited in Southeast Asia while working with IFDC was 

Malaysia. In 1976 I made a brief stop in the countryôs capitol, Kuala Lumpur to meet 

with representatives of various Malaysian research institutions to discuss opportunities 

for collaborative research with IFDC on farmer adoption of fertilizer. 

The Komodo Dragon ï While my short visit to Malaysia did not lead to a collaborative 

research project on farmer adoption of fertilizers, for me the visit provided opportunity to 

achieve a personal objective, namely, visiting Kuala Lumpurôs Zoo Negara one Sunday 

morning to see a live Komodo dragon. 

 

My interest in the Komodo dragon had been piqued years before by listening to The 

Komodo Dragon, my favorite Bob Elliott and Ray Goulding (Bob and Ray) routine. In 

this routine, Bob is an expert on the Komodo dragon and Ray a dense reporter who 

keeps asking Bob questions about the Komodo dragon that Bob has already answered 

in the previous question. 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gZEyvwhjcFk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gZEyvwhjcFk
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/my.html
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/my.html
http://static.asiawebdirect.com/m/kl/portals/kuala-lumpur-ws/homepage/attractions/national-zoo/allParagraphs/BucketComponent/ListingContainer/01/image/zoo-negara.jpg
https://kidsbiology.com/animals/komodo-dragon/


Philippines 

   

I had hoped to visit the Philippines twice while working with IFDC, with the objective of 

the second visit to begin planning for IFDC to conduct the 2nd Asian Regional Fertilizer 

Marketing Training Program. But, as things turned out, that trip never materialized as, 

during 1983-84, I started looking for a new job, eventually leaving IFDC in October of 

1984. However, four years earlier, I traveled in 1980 to the Philippines for field trips to 

visit various sites of nitrogen fertilizer trials that FAO was conducting 

Montezumaôs Revenge Attacks Intercontinental Manila ï In the middle of my 1980 

visit to the Philippines, I had just returned to Manila from one field trip for a nightôs stay 

in the Intercontinental Hotel in Manilaôs suburb of Makati. FAO had scheduled me to 

head out early the next morning to visit more fertilizer trial sites. But no sooner than I 

had returned to Manila, I suddenly felt the return of Montezumaôs Revenge, leaving me 

with an upset stomach, a loss of energy, and the need to run to the bathroom. It was all 

I could do to check in, get up to my room, throw my stuff down, get undressed, and hop 

into bed as my body began to shake with the chills. If I couldnôt recover by morning, Iôd 

have to bail out of the field trip. I managed to sleep a few hours, awaking in the dark of 

night and feeling a little better; at least the shaking had stopped. Calling room service, I 

ordered something light such as chicken noodle soup, bread, and a Coca Cola ï and 

was able to down this light supper. I immediately went back to bed and by morning was 

feeling well enough that I was able to travel, though I alerted the driver that I would let 

him know if I suddenly needed to make a pit stop. Fortunately, I didnôt and by early 

afternoon, I was feeling much better, having again beaten back Montezumaôs Revenge! 

 

Intercontinental Hotel, Makati, Manila 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/rp.html
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/rp.html
http://www.rappler.com/business/industries/real-estate/108686-intercontinental-manila-closes-2015


Some 35 years after my 1980 stay in the Intercontinental it was reported that the hotel 

would close in October 2015, in favor of a new commercial, mixed-use development. 

Fortunately, I survived my stay in the Intercontinental but its days as a hotel sadly were 

numbered. 

Revisiting the Old Homestead - The opportunity to visit the Philippines in 1980 was 

most welcome in the wake of my parents having lived there from 1963-68 while my dad 

worked with the International Rice Research Institute (IRRI) in Los Baños. During that 

period, I spent a semester taking courses at the University of the Philippines College of 

Agriculture, also located in Los Baños. A trip highlight was visiting IRRI to see its new 

facilities (e.g., a rice seed bank) and visiting the IRRI housing compound in which our 

family had once lived. 

At the time of my visit, the houseôs current occupants were Walt Rockwood and his wife. 

What really struck me though was the main street in the compound, once sunny all day 

in the early 1960s; now, nearly 20 years later, the street was fully shaded because the 

trees on each side had grown so much in the tropics that their respective canopies now 

intertwined creating a tunnel-like effect as one walked or drove up the hill. 

 

IRRI Staff Housing after Completion of Construction (Arrow indicates Byrnes house) 

(Photo Courtesy of Carl Johnson)  



Thailand 

   

In 1981 I traveled to Bangkok, Thailand to run the Alpha Fertilizer Marketing Simulation 

and provide lecturer support in IFDCôs 2nd Fertilizer Marketing Training Program for the 

Asian Region. 

It Looked Like A Hotel! - This fairly intense two-week training program was conducted 

in partnership with the U.N. Commission for Asia and the Pacific (ESCAP). While there 

wasnôt much time available for shopping or sightseeing, I managed to pick up some silk 

clothing (e.g., scarves) for my wife as well as a set of bell-metal tableware in a beautiful 

teak case. Further, as I had already seen many of Bangkokôs tourist sites in 1964 when 

I first visited Thailand while traveling home to see my parents in the Philippines, I wasnôt 

interested in more sightseeing in Bangkok. 

But one day our ESCAP counterpart invited my two IFDC colleagues and me for dinner 

at his home. Our counterpart picked up the three of us at our hotel and on the way to his 

home turned into the driveway of what appeared to be a hotel. He parked his car and 

invited us to come into the building with him. My first thought was that he was inviting us 

for a drink before dinner. 

It quickly became apparent that this was not a hotel but rather a massage parlor. Our 

counterpart led us into a hallway where the left side was lined with windows through 

which one could see young women sitting on bleachers. Those sitting on the left set of 

bleachers wore a number between 1 and 300, while the women sitting on the right set of 

bleachers wore a number between 301 and 600. If one chose a woman with a number 

between 1 and 300, the customer received a simple massage, while selecting a woman 

with a number between 301 and 600 resulted in a full body massage. 

In the meantime, all the young women were busy talking to one another or watching 

TVs hung on the wall above the windows. Our counterpart asked if any of us would like 

a massage. Without consulting with my colleagues, I replied: ñThank you, very kind, but 

I think your wife would not be pleased if we arrived late for the dinner.ò With that, we 

took our leave and proceeded to our counterpartôs home. 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/th.html
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Thai Cuba Libres ï At the end of our training program, my two colleagues suggested 

that, before dinner, we go over to a famous hotel for drinks to celebrate a successful 

training program. I donôt recall the exact name of the hotel, possibly it was the President 

Hotel, but a search on the Internet shows that several Bangkok hotels have ñPresidentò 

in the hotelôs name, so I canôt say exactly which hotel it was. 

We sat in the hotelôs lobby bar enjoying our drinks, keeping our eyes on the attractive 

young women working as cocktail waitresses. One of my colleagues pointed out that 

these women were not typical of Thai women as they were taller and lighter in skin 

color, perhaps reflecting that there may have been Europeans among their ancestors. 

Anyway, we chatted away and ordered another round, mine being a Cuba Libre (Rum 

Coke). After three Rum Cokes I got up to go to the rest room. 

 

As I made my to the rest room, I realized I was having difficulty walking a straight line, to 

the point of needing to steady myself by placing my hand on the wall as I walked. When 

I returned to my seat, both colleagues were having a good laugh, especially when one 

told me they had told the waitress to make my Cuba Libres with a double shot of rum. 

Iôd not been that close to being drunk since the evening in 1974 when we had a party to 

celebrate passing my prelims at Iowa Stateðand one Colombian friend had generously 

spiked my Cuba Libres with Ron de Medellín, resulting in the only time in my life when I 

woke up with a hangover, leaving me having to tell my grandmother a small white lie to 

explain why we hadnôt taken her that morning to Easter Sunday mass. 

  



Chapter 4 ï The Caribbean 

Dominican Republic 

   

Over a period of nearly 35 years, between 1977 and 2011, I traveled eleven times to the 

Dominican Republic to work on three development issues. 

Agricultural Research Needs ï In 1979 I visited several research institutions to assess 

their interest in collaborating with IFDC on fertilizer adoption studies. The Instituto Superior 

de Agricultura (ISA) in Santiago was interested in collaborating with IFDC, until the island 

was hit by a major hurricane. I was back in the DR in 1979 to review a small farmer fertilizer 

marketing study and to assess potential for conducting a study on fertilizer adoption. Then, 

in 1994, I attended a conference on private sector organization support to and collaboration 

on agricultural research in the Latin American and Caribbean (LAC) region. 

NGO sustainability ï I traveled to the DR in 1994 to plan for an Organizational 

Management for Sustainability (OMS) workshop for NGOs. For this workshop, I returned to 

the DR twice (1995 and 1999) to conduct three-day OMS workshops for Dominican NGOs. 

Trade Capacity Building ï During a 2011 visit to the DR, a colleague and I carried out 

an assessment for USAID to identify assistance needs that, if addressed, would help the DR 

to prepare to negotiate a free trade agreement, implement treaty obligations, and adjust the 

countryôs productive sectors to take advantage of market opportunities under a FTA with the 

United States. Our report recommended ways the Missionôs economic growth program could 

be expanded to respond to those trade capacity building needs. 

In 2008, during the 3rd round of the Trade Capacity Building Committee meeting for the 

negotiation of the Central America-Dominican Republic Free Trade Agreement (CAFTA-

DR), I supported the committeeôs USAID co-chair by giving a PowerPoint presentation on 

the conclusions and recommendations of a study that USAID had funded on Trade-Lad 

Agricultural Diversification (T-LAD). 

In 2010, I accompanied a colleague of the Office of the U.S. Trade Representative (USTR) 

in visits with the USAID Mission, the Embassy, and DICOEX (the Ministry of Trade office 

responsible for implementing CAFTA-DR treaty obligations). During this visit I also provided 

technical support to the USAID Mission, helping with redrafting a scope of work for a tri-

project evaluation. 
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In 2011, during my last visit to the DR, I provided oversight to and assisted a team of 

contractors with interviews for a ñdoing agribusinessò assessment. 

The Old Goat & the Speed Trap ï During my 1979 visit to the Dominican Republic, my 

IFDC colleague and I attended two days of meetings in Santo Domingo, after which we 

rented a car to drive to Santiago to meet with Instituto Superior de Agricultura (ISA) 

staff. My colleague, who was from India, was pleased to discover that the menu in our 

hotelôs restaurant included a goat entrée that he was most enthusiastic in ordering for 

his lunch. When the waiter delivered my colleagueôs order, he quickly began eating it, 

until he suddenly stopped and looked up at me, saying with great disappointment: ñI 

think theyôve given me an old goat!ò 

Our meetings with ISA colleagues went well and they were similarly enthusiastic about 

the possibility of collaborating with IFDC on a study of adoption of fertilizers by small-

scale farmers. The next day, early Sunday morning, we checked out of the hotel to drive 

back to Santo Domingo. We were about halfway there when I drove our car around a 

curve and suddenly saw a policeman up ahead flagging our car to pull off the road. On 

stopping the car, I got out to say hello to the officer who told me I had been driving over 

the speed limit. At that point I recalled that I had perhaps seen a speed limit sign a mile 

or two back but had failed to slow down. 

I explained to the officer that this was only the second time we had driven on this road 

and that, not being familiar with it, we had been driving cautiously, even if I had missed 

seeing the posting of a lower speed limit. The officer didnôt buy it. He explained how a 

speeding violation is handled. Our car would be impounded until we could go the local 

court the next day and pay the fine for the speeding ticket. At this point, I told the officer 

that weôd be happy to pay the fine but that we had to have our car to get back to Santo 

Domingo that same day. In the back of my mind, I was asking myself how, without the 

car, were we going to get back to Santo Domingo ï and if we didnôt get back that same 

day, where were we going to spend the night! At the same time, my colleague was 

nervously whispering to me, as I translated to him what was taking place, ñKerry, what 

are we going to do?ò 

It was then that the thought struck me to tell the officer that the reason we had to get 

back to Santo Domingo was that we had to return our rental car that same day and 

needed be in Santo Domingo for a meeting early Monday morning with the Minister of 

Agriculture. When I said ñMinister of Agricultureò (the highest level government official I 

thought I could credibly name drop), the officerôs tone suddenly changed as I explained 

the meetingôs importance to developing agriculture in the rural areas of the Dominican 

Republic. The officer then signaled, in effect, OK, you may go but proceed with caution 

and obey the speed limit. After thanking him for his understanding and signaling to my 

colleague to get in our car, we waved to the officer and drove off. 



As we drove off my colleague asked: ñKerry, what did you tell the officer that resulted in 

him letting us off the hook?ò I replied that I had told him that we had to have our car so 

that we could get back to Santo Domingo for our meeting early tomorrow morning with 

the Minister of Agriculture?ò My colleague replied: ñBut we donôt have any meeting with 

the Minister of Agriculture tomorrow!ò I replied: ñThatôs true but the police officer didnôt 

know that!ò 

I should have added: ñIn any case, I wasnôt going to let that police officer get my goat!ò 

Unfortunately, while we escaped getting a ticket, our goal of getting a fertilizer adoption 

research project up and running never came to fruition after a devastating hurricane hit 

the Dominican Republic not long thereafter. 

Donôt Drink the Water! ï During each of my trips overseas, I carefully avoided drinking 

water that was not boiled or I drank only bottled water. Similarly, I avoided eating salads 

since I knew (or feared) that this would be a quick way to come down with an upset 

stomach or worse. Often when a salad was served, I had to conjure an explanation for 

not eating the salad that had been placed in front of me. 

 

One time, while on a field trip, we had traveled to a Plan Sierra project site, where our 

host turned out to be Luis Crouch Sr., whom I had previously met and with whom my 

father worked closely when dad worked with the International Agricultural Development 

Service and carried out work to strengthen the Superior Institute of Agriculture (ISA). 

Just after we sat down at a picnic table for lunch, the waiters brought not only plates of 

bread and butter but also plates of salad. All began to eat, with Luis sitting at the head 

of the table with me to his immediate right. Hungry as I was, I quickly ate some buttered 

bread but only fiddled with my salad, pushing a leaf of lettuce from one side of the plate 

to another, and otherwise buttering and eating more bread rolls, I tried to minimize the 

glaring evidence that I was not eating any of the salad. 



Then Luis bent over and whispered to me: ñThe salads are safe to eat in the Dominican 

Republic.ò Well, he had me, though I did not know for sure if what he said was true in 

general or, more specifically, true only in the case of the salad sitting in front of me. 

Knowing that I probably would be close to a rest room later in the day once we reached 

our destination, I went ahead and ate the salad. Surprisingly, that particular salad did 

not upset my stomach or lead to a bad case of Montezumaôs Revenge. 

Nevertheless, I chalked up this experience as the exception that proves the rule that itôs 

just not a good idea when traveling overseas to eat salads, in fact, to eat anything that 

is not cooked or, if fresh, not peeled. 

  



Jamaica 

  

Over a ten-year period from 1995 to 2005, I traveled six times to Kingston, Jamaica to 

provide assistance to the USAID Mission or counterpart organizations. The work varied 

from visit to visit, with no trip entailing travel outside of Kingston. My last four visits were 

fairly uneventful: in 1997, to discuss a proposed Caribbean Agrobiological Systems 

Research Program; in 1999, to provide support to a LAC Bureau internal review of the 

Windward Islands Diversification Project (WIDP) and consult with CARICOM Secretariat 

technical staff on potential activities to be funded under the USAID-CARICOM MOU for 

Caribbean Economic Diversification; in 2000, work with USAID Mission staff to amend a 

USAID grant to the Caribbean Law Institute (CLI) so that work under this grant would be 

more supportive of the Missionôs new Caribbean Regional Strategy; and in 2005, 

participate in a technical evaluation committee to review contractor proposals for a 

USAID/Jamaica trade and competitiveness program. 

However, what proved the most memorable trips to Jamaica were the first two visits I 

made in 1995, partnering with a former colleague from Chemonics, to conduct a three-

day Organizational Management for Sustainability (OMS) workshop for Jamaican 

NGOs; and in 1997, responding to a United States Information Agency (USIA) request 

to speak to the Jamaica Agricultural Society on ñPreparing the Jamaican Agricultural 

Sector for the Free Trade Area of the Americas (FTAA). 

A Birthday Surprise ï The only time the Organizational Management for Sustainability 

(OMS) workshop was conducted in English took place in Jamaica in 1995. The day that 

that I arrived in Kingston was not only the day before the workshop was to start but also 

my birthday. To review local preparations for the workshop, which was to be hosted by 

the Jamaica Exporters Association (JEA), I met for lunch with Pauline Gray, the JEA 

Executive Director. When the check arrived, she insisted on picking up the tab, at which 

point I thanked her and shared that the invitation for lunch was special because that day 

was my birthday, which of course came as a surprise to her. 

But the real surprise actually came two days later in the midst of the workshop when the 

participants were meeting in small groups to discuss a problem-solving exercise that 

entailed reviewing a hypothetical case study involving a USAID Request for Proposal for 
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the Tourist Resources Investment Project (TRIP). The task was for the participants to 

discuss whether the NGO (FAMA) in the workshopôs case study should invest in writing 

technical and cost proposals to submit to USAID in the hypothetical case study country 

of Marisol. In the midst of this activity Pauline stopped by the workshop, sat down at the 

table where I was sitting, picked up a copy of the TRIP RFP, and began reading it with 

great interest. She wasnôt too far into reading the RFP when I saw her eyes open wide 

and her jaw drop as she said:  ñThiséisémy project!ò 

After a quick chuckle, I told her ñYes, TRIP is your project.ò Actually, as I explained to 

her, I had used the USAID/Jamaica RFP for the Export Support Project that JEA was 

implementing as a template for creating the TRIP RFP, changing the RFPôs ñexport 

supportò focus to ñpromoting investment in tourism.ò 

Several years later, I was saddened to learn that Pauline had died in a car accident, her 

vehicle overturning as she was attempting to ford a stream in rural Jamaica. 

ñWhat Weôve Got Here Is Failure to Communicate!ò ï A second opportunity to visit 

Jamaica arose two years later in 1997. At the time, my employer, the U.S. Department 

of Agriculture (USDA), had received a request from the U.S. Information Agency (USIA) 

for a USDA employee to speak to the Jamaica Agricultural Society on ñPreparing the 

Jamaican Agricultural Sector for the Free Trade Area of the Americas (FTAA).ò At the 

time, I was working for USAID under a contract with USDA. As it happened, one day my 

USAID supervisor was talking with a USDA colleague (my boss) who said that USDA 

didnôt have anyone available to respond to the USIA request. But my USAID supervisor 

said that USDA did have a person who could be sent, proposing that USDA send me, 

since I was a USDA employee and was working at USAID on USAIDôs Hemispheric 

Free Trade Expansion (HFTE) project. Thus, I was very familiar with the ongoing FTAA 

negotiation process and could speak to potential challenges for Jamaica in entering into 

a free trade agreement with the U.S. and other LAC countries participating in the FTAA. 

I took on the assignment in mid-September and, I thought, completed it successfully. 

But I was later surprised to receive an October 19th cable from the U.S. Information 

Service (USIS) in Jamaica to USIA in Washington, DC, with copy to Secretary of State 

Madeline Albright. The cableôs misrepresentation of facts surrounding my assignment 

compelled me to draft a cable to set the record straight. Information from the USIS cable 

is shared below in the response cable I drafted to explain my side of the story. 

Please note that all of the names (except mine) in my draft cable are fictitious (i.e., I 

changed the real names to protect the innocent or, as the case may be, the guilty). 

DT: December 17, 1997 

TO: Cora Tacker, USAID/Jamaica Mission Director 



CC: Jerry Bauer, Team Leader, USAID/LAC/RSD/BBEG 

 Cynthia Garber, USDA/FAS, and Arthur Denton, USDA/FAS/ICD/DRD/IIP 

FR:  Kerry J. Byrnes, Institutional Development Advisor, LAC TECH (USDA/FAS) 

RE:  Reference USIS/Jamaica (Fisher) 10/9/97 Cable to USIA/Washington (Smith) 

The October 9, 1997 cable from Joseph Fisher (USIS/Jamaica) to Henry Smith 

(USIA/Washington) contains statements that do not correspond with the facts and, in so 

doing, unfairly describe my performance in responding to a USIS request for USDA 

assistance to Post. 

The problematic statements are as follows:  ñProgram...failed to meet the expectations of 

JAS or Post, due primarily to changes made at the last moment by Dr. Byrnes.ò ñDr. Byrnes 

had insisted on a number of changes. ... It later became apparent that Dr. Byrnes had been 

making alternate arrangements for some weeks. Post had simply been uninformed. Post 

regrets that in the end this program was not what we requested, and not what Dr. Byrnes 

had agreed to undertake. ... We have conferred with USAID Kingston and are satisfied that 

they were unaware while pursuing requests from Dr. Byrnes that he was in fact on a USIS 

program.ò 

The truth of the matter is that Post, through USIS and USDA, failed to make clear to USAID 

and me, early on, what were ñthe expectations of JAS or Post.ò What I had learned, from my 

USAID supervisor and contacts at USDA, was that Post sought to have someone from 

USDA speak to the Jamaica Agricultural Society (JAS) on ñpreparing Jamaicaôs agricultural 

sector for the FTAA [Free Trade Area of the Americas].ò My USAID supervisor had learned 

of this request from USDA (Cynthia Garber, FAS) and had indicated to her that, based on 

USDAôs concerns about the request, USDA might want to consider asking me to give the 

presentation. My supervisor told me about that conversation and I followed up with Garber, 

providing her a description of my work on USAIDôs Hemispheric Free Trade Expansion 

(HFTE) project as well as a copy of my CV. She subsequently informed me that USDA/FAS 

agreed to have me give the talk and provided me a copy of the request USDA had received 

from USIS/USIA. On reading the information, I was concerned that the request implied that 

more was being asked (e.g., that the person would be responsible for organizing/delivering 

a three-day workshop). I checked both with Garber and Smith (USIA) about this point and 

was assured that the request from Post was only for me to give the aforementioned talk. 

Subsequently, including weekend time at home, I worked on putting together the talk 

including a set of overhead transparencies and handouts. 

Two administrative points need to be clarified here. First, the costs of TDYs by LAC TECH 

advisors (the project to which Iôm assigned) traditionally have been covered under project 

core funding. In some cases, in recent years, Missions (under USAID reengineering) did 

Operating Year Budget (OYB) transfers or other mechanisms to fund some advisor TDYs. 

However, where the source of the request for technical support was coming from an agency 

beyond a USAID field mission (e.g., the IDB), LAC/RSD agreed to provide the advisor but 



with his/her full costs continuing to be covered by the LAC TECH project. I checked with my 

USAID supervisor about this and was advised to inform USIA that USAID preferred to cover 

the costs of my TDY to Jamaica, in part, because this ensured that the advisor was under 

the auspices of LAC/RSD and that the advisor's mission represented USAIDôs joint support 

to the activity in question. USIA (Smith) indicated that this arrangement was acceptable. 

Second, I put my travel request (copy attached) into our HFTE Lotus Notes data base to 

request G/AFS (the administrative unit where LAC TECH is assigned under reengineering) 

and LAC/RSD approval to carry out the Jamaica TDY. Further, I sent a request by e-mail to 

the Mission for country clearance to present the talk to the JAS in response to the request 

from USIA/USIS. I also indicated that I hoped as part of the trip to meet with Mission staff 

about USAID/Jamaica programs and to follow up with a Jamaican counterpart (Ms. Gloria 

French of the Jamaica Fair Trade Commission) as regards one of the HFTE project activities 

on competition policy in collaboration with the FTC/DOJ. The Mission granted the country 

clearance. 

As the date of the TDY approached, Smith faxed to me more information about the seminar 

with the JAS, namely, a matrix which indicated that Post had arranged to program my time 

for a full three days, including a one-day field trip and additional meetings beyond that 

involved in giving the talk, including meeting with the media. I contacted Smith to let him 

know that the proposed (de facto) agenda went far beyond what USIA/USDA had led me to 

believe was being requested, thus, far beyond what I had agreed to deliver. Second, I indi-

cated, based on previous experience with USAID/Jamaica, not only that I personally did not 

want to deal with the media but that I could not talk to the media unless USAID first cleared 

this. Further, I said that I would not talk to the media unless USIA arranged for clearance of 

this with USAID/Washington (my client), USDA/FAS (my employer), USAID/ Jamaica (the 

entity issuing the country clearance), and the U.S. Embassy. 

I was subsequently informed by Mr. Smith that he had reviewed this with Post and that Post 

had cut back the program to that which I understood had originally been requested and had 

been agreed to by me. He clarified that I would not have to deal with the media and that the 

field trip had been cancelled but that Post would still like me to meet with the JAS for a 

breakfast meeting the day before my presentation and for a debriefing the morning after the 

presentation. I agreed to that request. 

As regards the debriefing, I felt this was useful but feel that it would be unfair to say that the 

briefing ñmay have been the most productive element of the program, because it brought 

together members of JAS with Embassy agricultural and commercial staff.ò First, my talk 

provided the JAS with information about the FTAA process that they had not previously had 

opportunity to receive in a comprehensive and systematic manner. Second, it appeared that 

my TDY served to bring together groups (i.e., the JAS and the Embassy agricultural and 

commercial staff) that apparently, and unfortunately, had not been in active communication 

with one another. Sometimes, it would appear, it takes the intervention of an outside 

consultant to help insiders get beyond a communication impasse, but I think it is unfair to 

leave the impression that my presentation on preparing Jamaicaôs agricultural sector for the 



FTAA may not have been ñthe most productive element of the program.ò Rather the session 

was catalytic in bring together parties that should have been in communication with one 

another regardless of whether I came down to give a talk. 

It also is unfair for Post to state:  ñIt later became apparent, I am sorry to say, that Dr. Byrnes 

had been making alternate arrangements for some weeks. Post had simply been 

uninformed. Post regrets that in the end this program was not what we requested, and not 

what Dr. Byrnes had agreed to undertake.ò Also the cable implies that I misled 

USAID/Jamaica as regard the purpose of my visit. 

I previously had reviewed this ñcommunication breakdownò situation with my USAID 

supervisor. This past week I learned from Dr. Cora Tacker (USAID/Jamaica Mission 

Director) about this existence of the subject cable, at which point I provided her a verbal 

summary of the information reported in this memo. This morning, Dr. Tacker's secretary 

gave me a copy of the subject cable and I returned to my hotel to prepare this summary. 

I did not try to change the USIA program, only to do my best to deliver what I originally had 

agreed to provide based on the information that had been made available. Where there was 

confusion in that information as regards expectations, I tried to get that clarified with USDA 

(Garber) and USIA/Washington (Smith). I at no time ñinsistedò on changing the program, 

only tried to get a clarification as regard what I was making a commitment to deliver. 

Further, in support of this memo, Iôm attaching the e-mails I sent to USAID/Jamaica (Victoria 

Farmer) and to USIA/Washington (Smith) as regards trying to arrange the subject TDY. 

These e-mails and the attached copies of my approved trip request and USAID/Jamaica 

country clearance cable will provide further substantiation of the above summary of the 

events in question. 

Thus, it is not fair to leave me in the position of being made a scapegoat for an unfortunate 

set of circumstances that were not of my own making. Unfortunately, Postôs cable has 

unfairly assassinated my professional reputation by reporting misrepresentations of the 

events that transpired (or never happened) and made assertions about my motives and 

professional behavior. During my visit to Jamaica, where I met with Mr. Fisher on several 

occasions, he never made known to me the extent of his concerns. However, I did try my 

best to assure him that I understood the concerns he did share, while also trying to ensure 

he understood that I tried to deliver exactly what I had agreed to do (i.e., provide a talk on 

preparing Jamaicaôs agricultural sector for the FTAA). 

Those circumstances included my unwillingness to meet with the media unless that was 

cleared with appropriate bodies (apparently USIA/USIS chose not to pursue getting that 

clearance with USAID and/or the Embassy). They also included that I agreed to prepare and 

deliver the subject talk on top of an already busy workload back in my office; I certainly was 

not looking to make a trip to Jamaica, only to be supportive of U.S. foreign policy as regards 

providing technical support to the smaller-economy countries to assist them in preparing for 

the FTAA. 



In closing, in light of the above summary, and after appropriate review of this matter by 

USAID/Jamaica, USIS/Jamaica, and USIA/Washington, I request USIS/Jamaica (Fisher) to 

issue a cable to USIA (Smith), with copy of USAID/LAC/RSD/BBEG and USDA/FAS, to 

clarify the events that transpired, especially as regard the insinuation that I purposively kept 

USAID/Jamaica in the dark about my TDYôs purpose and that I changed the program at the 

last minute. In effect, Post owes an apology to USAID/Jamaica, to USAID/W, to USDA/FAS, 

and to me. 

The truth of the matter was, as in the film Cool Hand Luke (1967), that a communication 

breakdown had occurred between Post (USIS/Jamaica), USIA/Washington (Smith), 

USDA, and USAID as regards fully making clear the scope of the program request, the 

terms under which USAID was making me available, and ensuring that all parties were 

in agreement on that scope. 

 

I had no contact with USIS/Jamaica in the pre-TDY period and did not know how 

planning for my visit was handled (or mishandled) between USIA/W (Smith) and USIS/J 

(Annette Harper) in the absence of Mr. Fisher (who at the time was on home leave), or 

between Mr. Fisher's office (i.e. Ms. Harper) and USAID/Jamaica (e.g., Ms. Farmer) 

prior to Mr. Fisher being away from Post in the period prior to my arrival. I hoped that, 

beyond a cable apology to me, this would facilitate identifying improved communication 

measures among these agencies in order to avoid future communication breakdowns 

and negative consequences. 

In the end, after sharing this draft with my USAID supervisor, he felt that it would not be 

in my interest to stir the pot or fan the flames any further, and that it would be best, as it 

were, to leave sleeping dogs lay. Also, he argued, part of the ñblameò was his insistence 

that the cost of my trip to Jamaica for this assignment would be covered by our project 

funds rather than by USIS funds. Indeed, although not stated in USISô cable to USIA, 

USIS had wanted to use their funds to cover my trip costs because the end of the fiscal 

year was near and USIS wanted to make sure their books showed that all their funds 

had been used. 
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As with any USG agency, ending the fiscal year with unspent funds in your budget 

leaves that agency at risk that Congress will conclude that the agency really didnôt need 

all the funding they received for that year, with the Congress then deciding the agencyôs 

budget can be cut. Thus, perhaps the real reason behind USIS being upset was that 

their fiscal year ended not having spent their entire budget. So guess who was made 

the scapegoat for that? 

Gun Shy with the Media ï My unwillingness to speak to the media during my 1999 visit 

to Jamaica to give a talk to the JEA on the FTAA, unless that had been cleared up and 

down the USG chain of command, was based on the repercussions of a similar request 

I received from USAID/Jamaica during my first 1997 visit to Jamaica to conduct the 

Organizational Management for Sustainability (OMS) workshop for a number of 

Jamaican NGOs. 

 

Pegasus Hotel, Kingston, Jamaica 

On the day I arrived in Jamaica and went to the USAID Mission to report to my ñcontrol 

officer,ò she mentioned that a local radio station had a weekly radio program that was 

broadcast from the Hotel Pegasus where I was staying. That program was scheduled 

for early the next morning and the station had invited me to be on the program and be 

interviewed about the OMS workshop. Not knowing better, I agreed to do this. The next 

morning, after an early breakfast, I went to the hotelôs bar (from which the radio program 

was broadcast) to meet the panel of Jamaicans who would be interviewing me. 

https://images.trvl-media.com/hotels/1000000/900000/891100/891006/891006_125_z.jpg


When the program went live, I was introduced and the panel asked me a few questions 

which I tried to answer as factually, constructively, and tactfully as I could, putting the 

emphasis on describing the types of capacity building for NGO sustainability the 

workshop would cover. At the end of the interview, the panel thanked me and off I went 

to prepare for the workshop. 

Later that day I received a request from USAID Jamaica to come to the Mission and 

meet with the Missionôs media officer. On arriving that officer told me that I had not been 

authorized to appear on that morningôs radio program. Apparently, some high placed 

official in the USG (the U.S. Ambassador, the USIS director, the Agricultural Attaché, or 

the USAID Mission Director) happened to have listened to the interview and he or she 

was in a position to know my appearance had not been cleared with the USG chain of 

command. 

However, I felt I hadnôt done anything wrong; rather I had been responsive to what my 

USAID ñcontrol officerò had requested. What happened was that the ñcontrol officerò was 

a relatively new USAID hire and also unaware that approval of the request for me to 

appear on the program needed to be run through proper channels. That had not taken 

place; hence the ñproper channelsò were out of the loop and very surprised to hear a 

USDA official speaking on behalf of USAID. Well, live and learn. After this experience, I 

always dodged media requests, especially when they came from a USG agency, by 

saying that I wasnôt authorized to respond to the request unless the request had been 

run through and approved by the appropriate USG channels. 

Rules Are Rules ï My last trip to Jamaica entailed working on a technical review 

committee that been convened to review technical proposals that consulting firms had 

submitted for a new project the Mission was seeking to implement. The panel included 

two Mission staff (a technical officer and a program officer who was the chair), two 

Jamaicans, and myself as a representative from USAIDôs LAC Bureau. On arriving in 

Kingston and checking into my hotel room on a Monday afternoon, I walked over to the 

Mission to meet with the committee chair who gave me the set of technical proposal that 

the consulting firms had submitted, and then I returned to my hotel room to start reading 

through each proposal, making notes in the proposal or on a comment sheet, and trying 

to reach my own conclusion as to which proposal was the best. 

Determining which proposal was best was based on scoring each of proposals on four 

criteria: the consulting firmôs understanding of the development problem that the project 

was to address; the firmôs proposed technical approach for addressing the problem; the 

technical quality of the team proposed by the firm to implement the project; and one or 

another fourth criteria (e.g., the capacity of the firmôs home office to backstop or support 

the Jamaica-based team in implementing the project). Each of these criteria also had a 

varying number of sub-criteria to consider; overall, as I recall, there was a total of some 



97 sub-criteria, although the four general criteria were weighted, say, 15%, 35%, 40%, 

and 10%, respectively, with each criteria being assigned a score ranging from 1 to 10. 

By Wednesday morning I had read all the proposals and had marked each with notes to 

highlight strengths and/or weaknesses. I then filled in the scoring sheets to provide my 

estimate of how many points each proposal merited for each of the four criteria, after 

which I summed each proposalôs assigned points to determine the total points for each 

proposal, thus making it possible to rank the proposals from high to low. Then, for the 

highest rated proposal, I wrote a short memo outlining the things that I saw in the 

highest rated proposal that merited rating it as the best proposal. 

So late Wednesday afternoon I went back over to the Mission to turn in my assessment 

of the proposals and discuss with the committee chair what time the committee was to 

meet on Thursday to discuss the proposals and try to reach a consensus as to which of 

the proposals the committee as a whole felt was the best proposal. Then I learned that 

the committee chair had discovered that the other USAID staff person who was on the 

committee had been distracted by some other crisis during the week and had not been 

able to read the proposals and would not be ready to participate in the technical review 

committee meeting on Thursday. This raised the prospect that my trip to Jamaica was 

going to be extended into the following week. 

The committee chair told me he had reviewed the situation with the contracting officer, 

proposing that we go ahead with convening the technical review committee meeting on 

Thursday (without the participation of the member who had not yet read the proposals) 

and reach a consensus as to which proposal was best ï and then that the committee 

chair could review this decision in the light of how the other staff member ranked the 

proposals, once those rankings became available, to see if any adjustment needed to 

be made as to which firm had submitted the best proposal. However, the contracting 

officer would not accept this ñsolutionò and said that all the technical review committee 

members needed to be present in order to hold the technical review committee meeting. 

Rules are rules that need to be followed! At this point, the chair and I agreed I should 

return home the next day on my scheduled flight out of Kingston. 

After a couple of weeks passed, I received a phone call from the committee chair who 

told me that the contracting officer had reviewed the scoring sheets submitted by the 

committee members and had concluded that we had not complied with the rules that we 

should have followed in reviewing the proposals. According to the contracting officer, 

the committee members had only assigned scores (between 1 and 10) for each of the 

four general criteria for evaluating the proposals. The contracting officer, however, took 

the position that we were required to assign a score (between 1 and 10) to each of the 

97 sub-criteriaðand that the contracting officer needed to reconvene all the committee 

members so that each could score each of the 97 sub-criteria on a scale of 1 to 10. 



Notably, contracting officers are the first to want that all the rules be followed so that the 

risk is reduced of having a consulting firm submit a legal protest that they lost because 

USAID had not followed the rules. Rules are rules! 

By this time, however, I was busy on another office-based assignment and with other 

overseas travel pending didnôt see having any flexibility to return to Jamaica, especially 

if the driving reason for the trip was just so that the rules could be followed. Further, I 

felt that the contracting office had set up an impossible situation; since I already had 

decided which firm had the best proposal, all I was going to do was ñfudgeò the numbers 

in my scoring of the 97 sub-criteria and do this for each of the consulting firm proposals, 

so that the overall result would be the sameïwhich I felt was not exactly being objective, 

plus would be a really onerous task. What to do?  Rules are rules that must be followed! 

 

Then I realized that there was a rule to the effect that the technical review committee 

only needed to have three people ï and already had four people when one counted the 

committee chair, his USAID colleague, and the two Jamaicans. In effect, I didnôt need to 

return to Jamaica in order for the work of the committee to proceed. This I proposed to 

the committee chair who agreed and I, thankfully, was off the hook. While rules often 

are there to be broken, sometimes following them works in oneôs favor! 

  

https://wednesdayfridayclass.blogspot.com/


Eastern Caribbean 

For many years USAIDôs assistance to the Eastern Caribbean countries was managed 

by USAIDôs Regional Development Office for the Caribbean (RDO/C) in Bridgetown, 

Barbados. My trips to the region generally entailed visiting more than one country to 

carry out an assignment, sometimes at the request of RDO/C and other times to support 

activities that USAIDôs Bureau for Latin America and the Caribbean (LAC Bureau) was 

managing. 

   

Over a 15-year period from 1989 to 2004, I visited the Eastern Caribbean ten times, 

each trip entailing visits to one or more of six island countries (Barbados, Dominica, 

Grenada, St. Lucia, Trinidad and Tobago, and St. Vincent & the Grenadines), plus 

one visit to Guyana (located in northeast South America on the southern end of the 

Caribbean). 

   

http://ianvale.com/photojournal/c13.html
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Stop the Presses - In the fall of 1989, USAIDôs LAC Bureau tasked me with putting 

together and leading a team to conduct a Congressionally-mandated study to identify 

common problems facing agricultural producers in the Caribbean Basin, and means to 

address these problems. This study entailed organizing my first TDY (temporary duty) 

assignment to countries in the LAC region. Working with a team of consultants that we 

hired for the study, during late 1989 and early 1999, I organized several trips for two 

different teams to various countries of Central America and the Caribbean, with one 

team visiting the Central American countries and the Dominican Republic, while the 

other team (including me) traveled to the Caribbean, specifically, to the island countries 

of St. Lucia and Trinidad, plus a visit to Costa Rica. Our final report was titled the 

ñJoint Agricultural Research and Extension Feasibility (JAREF) Study.ò 

When all of the information collected by the team was compiled and analyzed into a 

draft report, it fell on my shoulders to edit the draft into a final document to present the 

studyôs finding, conclusions, and recommendations. In the midst of getting the report 

reviewed by USAID and ready to go to the printer, my USAID supervisor and I made a 

short trip to Orlando to meet with the Florida Fresh Fruit and Vegetable Association 

(FFVA), a meeting that brought to light that the FFVA had been the impetus behind 

asking the Congress for greater funding to support agricultural research and extension 

services to help farmers address problems (e.g., the Mediterranean Fruit Fly) within the 

Caribbean and Central America before those problems became even bigger problems 

for the U.S. fresh fruit and vegetable industry. 

While our report outlined a rationale for greater collaboration among U.S., Central 

American, and Caribbean researchers on a range of problems affecting fruit and 

vegetable production and marketing, our draft proposed as a vehicle for addressing this 

challenge that USAID fund the Inter-American Institute for Cooperation in Agriculture 

(IICA) to mount a multi-country project to foster developing the required research and 

extension support services. 

However, after my USAID supervisor and I had met with FFVA officials and were flying 

to Miami for a meeting there, my supervisor in the middle of the flight came up with a 

whole new idea as a vehicle to address the challenge, having USAID foster the creation 

of a Caribbean Basin Growers Association (CBGA). Realizing that this is not what our 

draft report had proposed, I bought this to the attention of my supervisor who apparently 

had not yet read the report, at the same time fearing that a USAID colleague back in the 

office may already have sent the report to the printer for dozens of copies to be made. I 

told my boss that our team hadnôt proposed a CBGA as a vehicle for USAID support but 

rather IICA, and asked if I should phone his office to instruct that the report NOT be sent 

to the printer. 



My supervisor agreed and I immediately dashed to a pay phone in the airport to call my 

USAID colleague in Washington, DC to ask if the report had already been sent to the 

printer. Fortunately, he had not sent the report and I quickly added: ñStop the presses!ò 

as, based on new information, I needed to revise the report. 

Yet Another Report on the Shelf ï In 1991, RDO/C in Bridgetown, Barbados asked 

me to carry out a study to identify human resource development training needs in the 

agricultural sector of the Eastern Caribbean. After discussing the assignment with my 

USAID counterpart in Barbados, I worked out a schedule for consultations in Barbados, 

Dominica, St. Lucia, and Trinidad. At the outset, I really didnôt have much of a sense 

what I would find, conclude, and recommend. After many meetings and consultations in 

each country, listening to what interviewees voiced as their needs for training, I focused 

on three key areas where I saw a need for human resource training, prioritizing those as 

follows: policy dialogue and reform, agribusiness development, and agriculture- and 

environment- related research. 

I submitted my report titled ñAn Assessment of Human Resource Development Training 

Needs in the Eastern Caribbean Agricultural Sector.ò While I expected the Mission to 

provide some feedback on the report, no feedback was received. Some years later I ran 

into the man who was my USAID counterpart on the assignment and asked him: ñWhat 

became of the report I did for the Mission on priorities for addressing human resource 

training needs in the Eastern Caribbean?ò He replied, perhaps with some truth, ñOh, the 

same as all the reports we receive from consultants. We put it on the shelf!ò 

 

http://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/annual-reports-on-shelf-royalty-free-image/95794749?esource=SEO_GIS_CDN_Redirect


The Sun Never Sets on the CARDI Empire ï In 1992, RDO/C asked me to develop a 

strategy for privatizing selected agricultural research and extension functions of the 

Caribbean Agricultural Research and Development Institute (CARDI). Visits to and 

consultations in Barbados, St. Lucia, St. Vincent, and Trinidad resulted in a draft 

report. However, before giving a seminar on the report to CARDI staff, I had shared the 

draft report with CARDIôs director general and a few key staff. On meeting with them, I 

was surprised that none attending the meeting had any real qualm with the reportôs 

contents but they were a bit put off by the draft reportôs original title: ñPrivatized 

Technology Generation and Transfer: The Sun Never Sets on the CARDI Empire.ò 

While the DG recognized that to avoid the sun setting on CARDI, the institute and its 

programs would need to become less dependent on donor funds and more sustainable 

through a more diverse mix of income sources (e.g., the private sector), he stressed 

that CARDI never felt that it, in any way, had an ñempire.ò I took that feedback to heart 

and rewrote the report title to read: ñPrivatized Technology Generation and Transfer: 

One Small Step for CARDI, One Giant Leap for Caribbean Agriculture.ò Of course, in 

the end, the question was whether CARDI would implement any of the reportôs ñsmall 

stepò recommendations. 

 

Arrival of the Cruise Ship ï In 1998, the LAC Bureau tasked me to travel to Dominica 

to attend a Georgetown University Workshop on ñTransforming Small Island Economies 

and Societies in Preparation for the 21st Century.ò One morning, on the margins of the 

workshop, I walked a few blocks to a restaurant overlooking the port where one or more 

cruise ships arrived daily. A ship had just arrived and was disembarking its passengers 

by the hundreds. As passengers came on shore, dozens of taxi cab drivers greeted 

them, trying to pique their interest into booking a tour by car of the port city of Roseau or 

beyond. While a not insignificant portion of cityôs economy depends on tourists spending 

money while ashore, one is left wondering how a small island, with limited employment 

opportunities other than landing a government job, can develop a more sustainable 

economy without at the same time destroying the environment. In fact, that was one of 

the issues discussed during the workshop. 

http://whatatimeline.com/covers/1345928591dea/one-small-step-for-man-one-giant-leap-for-mankind-facebook-cover.jpg


 

A Cruise Ship Docked at the Port of Roseau, Dominica 

Not Our Baby! - In 1999, the LAC Bureau tasked me with serving on a team to conduct 

an internal review of the Windward Islands Diversification Project (WIDP). This entailed 

travel to Grenada, Guyana, St. Vincent, and Trinidad, and meetings with CARICOM 

Secretariat technical staff on potential activities that could be funded under the USAID-

CARICOM MOU for Caribbean Economic Diversification. During stops in each country, 

we consulted with project beneficiaries to identify project achievements, constraints to 

more effective project implementation, and potential activities meriting support under the 

project. 

On return home, one of my colleagues in the LAC Bureau took the lead in drafting our 

report, after which he shared it with me for review and comment. On reading the report I 

quickly saw that the LAC Bureauôs underlying motive in undertaking the internal review 

was to make a case for USAID to reestablish capacity in the Eastern Caribbean region 

to manage regional projects, since by this time the RDO/C Mission in Barbados had 

been closed and management of regional projects was being carried out by staff in the 

LAC Bureauôs front office or by the Office of Regional Sustainable Development in 

which I worked. 

Generally, the review found that the activities managed by my office were highly rated 

by implementing counterparts and project beneficiaries, whereas the activities managed 

by the Bureauôs front office were not as favorably rated. But the way that the report was 

written left the impression that those poorly rated projects had been managed by the 

office in which I worked, not by the Bureauôs front office ï and that this was additional 

evidence why USAID needed to reestablish capacity within the Caribbean to manage 

regional projects from within the region rather than from Washington, DC. 
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I met with my colleague who wrote the draft report and pointed out that the report was 

incorrect in stating that the poorly rated activities were being managed by the office in 

which I worked, since those activities were managed by the Bureauôs front office ï and 

our office had not been not involved in the design, implementation, or management of 

any of those activities. In short, those poorly rated activities were ñnot our baby!ò In the 

end, the report was rewritten in a way that was factually correct but yet recommended 

reestablishing, within the Caribbean, a more regionally-based presence to design, fund, 

and manage projects within the Eastern Caribbean. As it turned out, the authority to 

manage project activities within the Eastern Caribbean was placed on the shoulders of 

the USAID Mission in Jamaica. 

Polynesian Cuisine vs. Trinidadian Roti ï My last trip to the Eastern Caribbean was 

in 2002, when I returned to Trinidad for an OAS-sponsored conference on ñTrade-

Related Capacity Building: Focus on the Americas.ò While the conference was held at 

the Hilton Hotel, I opted instead for the Kapok Hotel, where I had been a guest during 

previous visits to Port of Spain. 

  

Tiki Village Restaurant in the Kapok Hotel, Port of Spain, Trinidad 

I preferred the Kapok because of the hotelôs Tiki Village restaurant that featured 

Asian/Polynesian cuisine. As the hotelôs website states: ñTiki Village puts you in the 

treetops, serving up one of the most breath-taking panoramic views in Trinidad. This 

paired with the restaurant's famous Asian/Polynesian cuisine makes Tiki Village a real 

feast for your senses.ò 

To my taste, given the choice between Polynesian cuisine and Roti, the former wins out 

hands down over the latter. Indeed, during my first visit to Trinidad in 1989, when I first 

visited the Caribbean Agricultural Research and Development Institute (CARDI), one of 

CARDIôs staff had introduced me to Roti. That day CARDI had sent a car to pick me up 

at the hotel and take me to CARDI. As the driver turned off the highway to take the road 

to CARDI, I saw a Kentucky Fried Chicken (KFC) outlet, taking note that this might be a 

good place to have lunch. 

http://www.kapokhotel.com/eat-drink
http://www.kapokhotel.com/eat-drink


As the lunch hour neared, and before having a chance to propose that we go to lunch at 

the KFC, my host insisted on taking me for Roti ï and Iôm asking myself: ñWhat is Roti?ò 

Roti, popular in the Caribbean, consists of a curry stew folded tightly in a Dhalpuri or 

Paratha roti (similar to a large wheat tortilla). The stew within a Roti (wrap) generally 

contains potatoes and a meat such as beef, chicken, duck, goat, conch, or shrimp. For 

me, no way on the last four of those options! Well, I gave a beef or chicken roti a try but 

was not impressed; indeed, said to myself, never again! 

As in the James Bond movie, sometimes itôs hard to ñNever Say Never Again.ò On my 

next visit to CARDI in 1991, I spotted that same KFC and said to myself that the way to 

get to lunch at the KFC would be to invite my CARDI colleague to go to the KFC as my 

guest. When the time for lunch arrived, I said to him: ñLetôs go to the KFC for lunch, my 

treat!ò But he quickly responded: ñNo, let me take you for Roti,ò apparently forgetting he 

had already introduced me to Roti two years before in 1989. 

  

https://s-media-cache-ak0.pinimg.com/originals/ea/51/be/ea51beddd97238005aae7e527ae2f680.jpg


Chapter 5 ï Central America 

Costa Rica 

  

From 1987 to 2008 I visited Costa Rica nine times for various assignments in support of 

USAIDôs LAC Bureau or Regional Office for Central American Programs (ROCAP) that 

was first managed from Guatemala City and later by USAIDôs El Salvador Mission with 

E/CAM as the regional programôs acronym. While Costa Rice, las also with Panama, is 

no technically considered part of Central America, this country is included here along 

with its Central American neighbors to the north and Panama to the south. 

Was I Ever in Costa Rica Before? ï Actually, the very first time that I was in Costa 

Rica occurred in 1986, while serving as Co-Leader of a team working on an evaluation 

of two USAID/Panama-funded projects ð Agriculture Technology Development and 

Agricultural Technology Transfer, the former implemented by Rutgers University and the 

latter by Chemonics (a consulting firm). My role in the team was to lead the evaluation 

of the Agricultural Technology Transfer (ATT) project. 

While carrying out the evaluation of the ATT project, I traveled with the projectôs chief of 

party to several rural areas to visit project sites. One of these areas was in the town of 

David in western Panama. It was close to noon and I was getting hungry, so I asked my 

counterpart when and where we might stop for lunch. He indicated that just up ahead 

there was a restaurant alongside the road and near the Costa Rican border where we 

would stop for lunch. On reaching the restaurant, our driver pulled off the road into the 

restaurantôs parking lot and we got out of the car and entered the restaurant that was 

actually located not in Panama but in Costa Rica. Was I Ever in Costa Rica Before? 

Indeed, I was; I once had lunch there ï and without even having to go through passport 

control! 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/cs.html
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/cs.html


 

My First Assignment in Tico Land ï In September 1987 I was, as they say, between 

engagements, taking on freelance consulting assignments as they came along ð and 

that I had confidence I could complete successfully without falling on my face. At the 

time ROCAP was supporting PROEXAG, a regional project to promote production and 

export of non-traditional crops (e.g., melons). The PROEAXG work plan for Costa Rica 

called for conducting a workshop on extension methods for the extension staff working 

with the Consejo Agropecuario Agroindustrial Privado (CAAP), the projectôs counterpart 

implementing partner in Costa Rica. 

PROEXAG was being implemented by a project team in Guatemala City, Guatemala 

and backstopped in Washington, DC by the consulting firm (Chemonics International) 

that held the PROEXAG contract. One day I received a call from Chemonics inquiring if 

Iôd be interested in taking on this extension methods workshop assignment. At the time I 

had no idea how previous connections and contacts were instrumental in landing the 

assignment. Chemonics had rounded up three potential candidates for the assignment 

and floated those names with José Oromi, PROEXAGôs training officer, whom I had met 

the year before in Quevedo, Ecuador, while doing an assignment for the Academy for 

Educational Development (AED). 

Of the three candidates for the workshop facilitator, José later told me, the only person 

he knew personally was me; and, based on having gotten to know me a bit while dining 

together in Quevedoôs Hotel Ol²mpico, Jos® recommended me for this assignment. On 

the other hand, Emilia Roberts, the Chemonics person who floated the three names 

with José, had previously been employed by a competitor consulting firm, Winrock 

International, where she had been my fatherôs secretary. Yes, itôs a small world after all 

and the stars were aligning in my favor! 

Getting this assignment really helped get me over an insecurity hump, as I was able to 

go to a country I had never been to before (except for that lunch I had in Costa Rica a 

year before in 1986), bring past training experience and training resources to bear, and 

in less than two weeks design and deliver in Spanish a two-day extension methods 

training course for the Tico extension workers employed by a local organization (CAAP) 

to carry out extension activities in support of helping Tico farmers to learn how to grow 

and export non-traditional agricultural crops. 

https://newmedia.thomson.co.uk/live/vol/3/2736b3787ee6931f2e5fb777a1956f31ac4861fb/1080x608/web/THEAMERICASCOSTARICA.jpg


Years later my wife Sonia told me something my father had told her about that two-plus 

year period (1985-87) when I was ñbetween engagementsò (i.e., not a full-time salaried 

employee and otherwise trying to land short-term consulting assignments). Having to 

become a consultant during that period, my father had told Sonia, was the best thing 

that had ever happened to me ï it forced me to gain a measure of confidence and 

maturity that I previously lacked. 

I was fortunate that during most of this two-year period, excepting two consulting gigs in 

Pakistan, I was afforded opportunity to carry out all my consulting in Central American 

and South American countries, where I could continue to apply and develop my fluency 

in Spanish. This paid off handsomely a couple of years later when I landed a job with 

Chemonics as a senior advisor working on the USAID-funded Latin America and 

Caribbean Agriculture and Rural Development Technical Services (LAC TECH) Project. 

Five years later, in 1992, again in response to a USAID/ROCAP technical assistance 

request, I returned to Costa Rica to work with CINDEôs Agricultural Division to design 

and conduct a four-day Technical Assistance Program Design Course. The visit also 

included allocating time to prepare a scope of work for a study of the ñOrganization and 

Financing of the Agricultural Research Program of CINDEôs Divisi·n Agr²cola.ò 

 

Melons to Markets ï In 1989, while working with USAIDôs Center for Development 

Information and Evaluation (CDIE) under a CDIE contract with Labat-Anderson, Inc. (a 

small business firm), I visited three Central American countries ï Honduras, Guatemala, 

and Costa Rica ï to carry out interviews with entrepreneurs who had been successful in 

learning how to grow and export melons as a non-traditional agricultural export (NTAE) 

crop. Based on some initial interviewing of melon growers in Honduras, I developed a 

detailed survey questionnaire. 

https://userscontent2.emaze.com/images/41099d1d-3985-4dfa-9d2c-49e337ff197c/1e3c7115-b135-46dc-b3ea-a8794c75d84f.jpg


However, when I field tested the questionnaire, I found it unworkable in terms of getting 

respondents to answer each question. After this, with the questions in the back of my 

mind (and a cheat sheet in front of me), I took a different approach to the interviews. 

Once respondents gave permission for me to type their responses into my laptop, I took 

a more conversational approach, allowing respondents to talk about their experiences 

and using their responses as a basis for asking follow up questions, all the time typing 

into the laptop as much of their responses as my typing speed allowed me to capture. 

Later I massaged the information entered in my laptop into a narrative, following an 

outline for the issues my report was to cover. Eventually, the study became available as 

ñFrom Melon Patch to Market Place: How They Learned to Export a Non-Traditional 

Cropò and ñCentral American Melon Exporters:  22 Case Studies.ò 

  

One of the most interesting interviews I did while collecting data for my study on melon 

entrepreneurs occurred in Guanacaste on a farm that traditionally planted much of its 

land to rice. I quickly realized this interview was not with a typical campesino (poor corn-

growing subsistence farmer) when the interviewee (owner of the farm) drove up to the 

location for our meeting in a black Mercedes-Benz sedan. During the interview, I asked 

him why, with all of the land he had for growing rice, had he gotten into growing melons. 

He replied candidly and, basically, along the following lines. 

ñWell, you see, I do have a lot of land, we do quite nicely growing rice, and weôll 

always be well off growing rice but, with the costs of production, taxes, and rising 

prices, weôll never  get rich growing rice for sale in the Costa Rican domestic market. 

But itôs different with melons. They are an export crop and earn U.S. dollars.ò 

Further, at the time, the Government of Costa Rica was encouraging export-led growth, 

so there were also tax advantages for allocating land to and investing in growing higher-

value export crops such as melons, which would earn US dollars in foreign exchange. 

https://res.cloudinary.com/rebbix/image/upload/fl_progressive.force_strip,w_970/bmyvuoymkqbawedkgvam
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Conferences and Workshops ï Not surprisingly, in the development field, workshops 

are frequently being held where development academics, evaluators, and practitioners 

meet to share their experiences from research, evaluations, and practice ð and I had 

the opportunity to attend several such workshops, including the following: 

¶ In 1989, the IICA/PROEXAG-sponsored Workshop on Priorities for Agricultural 

Research and Technical Support for Non-Traditional Agricultural Exports. 

¶ In 1991, an ILO/PREALC-sponsored conference Workshop on Socio- Economic Effects 

of Promoting Non-Traditional Crop Exports in Central America. On the workshopôs 

margins, I collaborated with a ROCAP colleague in writing a concept paper for a 

proposed Sustainable Environmental Protection and Agricultural Trade (SEPAT) project. 

¶ In 1996, the Fifth International Congress of the Latin American and Caribbean 

Association of Agricultural Economists (ALACEA). 

¶ In 2008, the International Workshop of Experts on the Contribution of Agriculture and the 

Rural Environment to Sustainable Development in the New International Context, where 

I also served as moderator of  a panel on ñCountry Access: Trade Liberalization and 

Agriculture in the Americas.ò 

In retrospect, as I also realized at the time, attending these workshops was not the most 

exciting, productive, or rewarding part of my work as all too often it was ñworkò to have 

to listen to poorly presented papers that relied on illegible PowerPoint presentations as 

the result of presenters trying to squeeze more text into a visual by using small fonts ï 

of course, a crime of which I also was all too often guilty! 

What I found immensely more enjoyable was conducting training courses or workshops, 

notably the Organizational Management for Sustainability (OMS) workshop that I had a 

hand in designing and conducting for NGOs. Often we told participants that we called a 

training course a workshop because ñyou workò while ñwe shop.ò Seriously, compared 

with our adult-oriented learning approach to the OMS workshop, most conferences or 

workshops I attended, including some of those listed above, were not as engaging as 

would have been desirable, too crammed with one-way presentations, and not enough 

interactive sessions that allowed for more discussion that would have been much more 

valuable to adult professionals. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=u-vaOWckAhM&feature=youtu.be


Unfortunately, by the time I was conducting the OMS Workshops, initially while I was 

still working with Chemonics on the LAC TECH project, USAID had closed its Mission in 

Costa Rica, thus, one less Mission to whom I could offer to conduct the OMS Workshop 

in a Missionôs host country. Indeed, as one of my USAID team leaders would later say 

to me: ñKerry, if you donôt have a client, you donôt have a program!ò Indeed, while I was 

based in a USAID office in Washington, DC, opportunity to travel to and carry out work 

in development most always depended on first getting the host country USAID Mission 

on board as a client (or customer). In effect, this entailed promoting to the Missions that 

our team of advisors on the LAC TECH project had experience and expertise that would 

be useful for the Mission to call on and tap in support of helping the Mission implement 

its own country development strategy and support the development projects the Mission 

was funding and implementing. 

Launching the CAFTA Negotiation ï In 2003, I traveled to Costa Rica to participate in 

the 1st round of the negotiation of U.S.-Central America Free Trade Agreement, held in 

San José from October 26-28. Each of the subsequent negotiation rounds provided an 

opportunity for the U.S. and the Central Americans to meet in a non-negotiating group 

to discuss their trade capacity building (TCB) needs. Interestingly, we consistently found 

that Costa Rica was the country that least needed assistance from the U.S. on TCB but 

always did the best job in articulating what they felt were their TCB needs. Those needs 

were largely for technical assistance to help implement trade agreement obligations 

(e.g., in Sanitary and Phytosanitary Measures) or adjust their productive sectors, 

especially agriculture, to prepare to take advantage of market opportunities once the 

free trade agreement went into force. Interestingly, for most of the smaller economy 

countries participating in a FTA negotiation, their representatives often shared that they 

needed technical assistance in order to identify their TCB needs and priorities! 

 

  

http://surqui.com/images/fotos/map_centro.jpg


El Salvador 

   

Over a 22-year period for 1990 to 2012, the Central American country that I visited the 

fewest times was El Salvador, carrying out five TDYs to the capital city of San Salvador. 

Unfortunately, none of the visits afforded opportunity to get outside the capital city to the 

rural areas. 

The Byrnes Report ï Aside from my travel to the Caribbean region in late 1989 and 

early 1990 to conduct the JAREF Study (see Stop the Presses), my first TDY on the 

LAC TECH project was in 1990 to El Salvador to respond to a USAID/El Salvador 

request to assist the Mission in determining whether and in what way it might support a 

Government of El Salvador proposal to privatize the Escuela Nacional de Agricultura 

(ENA ï National Agricultural School). 

The Mission arranged for me to work with the Fundación Empresarial para el Desarrollo 

(FEPADE). My FEPADE counterparts made arrangements for me to visit ENA as well 

as to interview public sector officials as well as representatives of the private sector. A 

counterpart from FEPADE accompanied me to the interviews and provided feedback on 

my report I titled ñTerms of Reference for the Process to Privatize El Salvadorôs National 

Agricultural School (ENA).ò The report proposed that USAID fund a feasibility study to 

answer a series of questions as a basis for deciding if it would be a sound investment 

for USAID to support the privatization process. 

FEPADE was so pleased with my report that they called it ñThe Byrnes Reportò and my 

counterparts from FEPADE asked USAID why the Mission had not previously provided 

consultants like me. When I learned of the positive feedback from both FEPADE and 

the Mission, I was pleased that my first TDY had been so successful. 

But the Mission had an important reservation about proceeding to fund the feasibility 

study, namely, that the private sector felt that, if ENA was privatized and the private 

sector began investing in renovating ENAôs facilities, there was no guarantee that the 

Government of El Salvador, during the current or a subsequent administration, would 

not suddenly turn around and expropriate ENA. As a result, with no such guarantee in 

place or forthcoming from the Government, the Mission decided not to fund the 

feasibility study. 

http://ena.edu.sv/
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/es.html
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/es.html


In the end, this TDYôs ñsuccessò mounted to nothing more than being able to say that 

the operation was successful (I produced a proposal for a feasibility study that both the 

Mission and FEPADE liked) but the patient died or at least languished (ENA continued 

as an inadequately funded institution in support of educating youth in agriculture). 

 

Preparing Pupusas - El Salvadorôs National Dish 

Program Coordination ï Often the objective of a TDY to a country was simply to stay 

informed about USAIDôs program in that country or, in some cases, to participate in an 

orientation meeting. This was the case with four of the TDYs I made to El Salvador:  

¶ 2007 ï Participated in a portfolio review of USAID Missionôs bilateral and regional 

economic growth programs, and met with the Ministry of Tradeôs Trade Capacity 

Building lead. 

 

¶ 2009 ï Collaborated with a Millennium Challenge Corporation (MCC) representative in a 

workshop to evaluate a diagnostic tool to assess sustainable value chains. Workshop 

participants included representatives from MCC, FOMILENIO (MCA/El Salvador), 

USDA, USAID/El Salvador, and Chemonics. 

 

¶ In 2011 - Participated in LAC Regional Feed the Future (FTF) Meeting, including giving a 

presentation on the ñDoing Agribusiness in LAC Assessmentò being implemented by a 

contractor under our officeôs sponsorship. 

 

¶ In 2012 ï Attended a USAID-sponsored workshop in support of the Agencyôs USAID 

Forward initiative on Implementation and Procurement Reform, focusing on Local 

Capacity Development. Representatives from various USAID Missions in the LAC region 

attended, providing opportunity for me to share information on the Organizational 

Management for Sustainability (OMS) Workshop as a Local Capacity Development 

resource that Missions might consider sponsoring for NGOs in their host countries. 

 

http://kids.nationalgeographic.com/content/dam/kids/photos/Countries/A-G/el-salvador-bread.adapt.945.1.jpg


I had hoped that my OMS Workshop presentation at this Local Capacity Development 

Workshop in 2012 would promote greater Mission interest in and demand to host the 

OMS Workshop in a Missionôs host country. While no Missions came forward to ask for 

a workshop in the wake of my presentation, I decided that at least my OMS Workshop 

swan song would be to update all of our OMS training materials into a suite of materials 

sharing a common electronic format. 

Our original training visuals were a hodgepodge mix of transparencies comprised of (1) 

Quattro Pro spreadsheet files (e.g., a budget for the workshopôs hypothetical NGO case 

study); (2) Harvard Graphic visuals, and (3) WordPerfect text files. The update process 

entailed reworking all these files into Microsoft Word/Excel/PowerPointðand all files in 

both English and Spanish. Today, all these OMS Workshop materials are available in a 

collection of Word, Excel, and PowerPoint files, English or Spanish, that can be shared 

with an NGO or interested party via a CD-R, flash/thumb drive, or Dropbox.com. Ideally, 

an organization such as USAID would make these files available on a download basis 

from a publicly accessible server. 

  

Salvadoran Women in Traditional Dress 
 
  

https://www.ding.com/Content/Uploads/community/Effect/el.jpg
http://salvadoriantraditions.weebly.com/uploads/1/4/6/3/14635242/478094184.jpg?305


Guatemala 

   

Over a 35-year period, between 1978 and 2013, I visited Guatemala 23 times to support 

USAID-funded projects, programs, and initiatives, though my first visit to Guatemala in 

1978 was for the International Fertilizer Development Center (IFDC) to review progress 

of a Rockefeller Foundation postdoctoral fellow who was studying fertilizer use decision 

making by small farmers in Guatemalaôs Altiplano (highlands). Subsequent visits usually 

were in response to USAID/Guatemala requests though, in some instances, responding 

to a request from USAIDôs Regional Office for Central American Programs (ROCAP) or 

a USAID/Washington operating unit. 

Topically, assistance focused on: Non-Traditional Agricultural Exports (NTAEs), Trade 

Capacity Building (TCB), or Food Security. In some cases, assistance entailed carrying 

out Studies and Evaluations or participating in Conferences and Workshops, as 

highlighted below. 

Non-Traditional Agricultural Exports (NTAEs) ï The USAID Mission in 

Guatemala and USAIDôs ROCAP were among the first USAID operating units to 

undertake projects to help countries, farms, and firms to develop capacity to grow 

and export non-traditional agricultural crops (e.g., melons). To support this agenda, 

my work in Guatemala included:  

¶ 1989 ï Conducting interviews with entrepreneurs on how they learned to grow and 

export melons (see Melons to Markets under Costa Rica) 

¶ 1991 ï Helping to write a concept paper for a proposed project on Sustainable 

Environmental Protection and Agricultural Trade (SEPAT) 

¶ 1993 ï Participating in EXITOS (PROEXAG II) Annual Workshop on sustainability of 

USAID-assisted export promotion organizations 

¶ 2010 ï Providing oversight to and assisting with interviewing by contractor team 

implementing a ñdoing agribusinessò assessment 

¶ 2013 ï Providing oversight to University of California Davis dissemination workshops 

on assessment of constraints to growth of the horticulture sector in Central America 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/gt.html
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/gt.html


Trade Capacity Building (TCB) ï A second economic growth-related area in which 

USAID provided assistance in Guatemala and Central America was helping country 

and regional government units to prepare for and participate in free trade agreement 

negotiations, including implementing treaty obligations, under the proposed Free 

Trade Area of the America (FTAA) and ultimately the Central American Free Trade 

Agreement (CAFTA). To support this agenda, my work in Guatemala included: 

¶ 2001 ï Visited USAID/Guatemalaôs PROALCA TCB program 

¶ 2001 ï Facilitated and participated in the visit of representative of the General 

Secretariat of the Andean Community (CAN) and CAN country ministries of trade to 

USAID-funded PROALCA project being implemented by the Central American 

Economic Integration Secretariat (SIECA), in order to review the projectôs experience 

as a basis for design of the Andean Regional TCB Program 

¶ 2001 ï Attended Inter-American Development Bank-sponsored ñFrom Puebla to 

Panama Rural Development Conferenceò 

¶ 2002 ï Participated in U.S. delegation to IV U.S.-Central America Technical 

Workshop to discuss TCB issues associated with the potential negotiation of an 

U.S.-Central America Free Trade Agreement 

¶ 2003 ï Participated in the ñTCB and the U.S.-CAFTAò Workshop in Antigua 

Guatemala; and TCB planning meeting with USAID (G-CAP) in Guatemala City 

¶ 2004 ï Participated in meeting of the Inter-Agency for Rural Development 

¶ 2005 ï Participated in International Trade and Rural Economic Development 

Workshop 

¶ 2007 ï Participated in USG delegation to the 1st DR-CAFTA TCB Committee 

Meeting and met USAID economic growth officers 

¶ 2007 ï Participated in discussions to learn about the economic growth portfolio of 

USAID/Guatemala; and met with the Ministry of Tradeôs TCB lead 

¶ 2009 ï Collaborated with ECLAC in co-hosting a workshop to foster regional 

discussion on how to advance the recommendations of the ñTrade-Led Agricultural 

Diversification (T-LAD)ò study in the CAFTA-DR countries 

Food Security ï A third economic growth-related area in which USAID provided 

development assistance in the wake of the food price hikes of the late 2000s, was 

helping Guatemala and other Central American countries to develop and implement 

food security strategies. To support this agenda, my work in Guatemala included: 

¶ 2010 ï Participated in USG Food Security Meeting for the LAC Region 

¶ 2012 ï Attended ñCost-Benefit Analysis for Feed the Future Investmentsò training 

¶ 2012 ï Provided oversight to UC Davis team assessing constraints to growth of the 



horticulture sector in Central America, including travel in the Feed the Future zone of 

influence (Western Highlands of Guatemala) 

¶ 2013 ï Attended the First International Coffee Rust Summit; and interviewed coffee 

farmers in coffee fields near Antigua to learn about the effect of the coffee rust 

outbreak 

¶ 2013 ï Conducted an evaluation of the USAID Missionôs Policy and Regulatory 

Support (PRS) project 

Highland Photo & Weaving ï During the first visit to Guatemala in 1978, I traveled 

to the Altiplano (Highlands) where postdoctoral fellow Christina Gladwin was doing a 

study on how farmers made decisions regarding adoption and use of fertilizers. One 

day Christina took me to the field where she was going to interview some farmers. A 

memory of that day is shown in the photo below. 

 

Kerry Byrnes (far right) with Christina Gladwin interviewing a farmer 

Many years later, just the day before I retired from USAID, I went to IFDCôs 40th 

anniversary celebration, during which Thomas Hager spoke on how he came to write 

Feeding A Hungry World: IFDCôs First Forty Years that chronicles IFDCôs history and 

achievements. Having worked at IFDC for 9+ years during the centerôs first decade, I 

listened with great interest to Hagerôs remarks, during which he projected to a large 

screen photos from the book. Suddenly I was surprised to see among those photos 

the same photo that I presented above which also appears on p. 112 of Feeding a 

Hungry World. 

Going back to 1978 and during a break in interviewing farmers in Guatemala, we 

visited a local market, as I recall in the town of Huehuetenango. There I looked 

through stacks and stacks of weavings until I found one that I liked as shown in the 

photo below. 



 

 ñGrounds in Their Coffeeò ï One of my earliest TDYs to Guatemala took place in 

1991 when USAID/Guatemala asked me to assess the effectiveness of a coffee project 

the Mission was funding to help small-scale coffee growers improve their coffee yields 

and income. I met in Guatemala City with several representatives of the National Coffee 

Association (ANACAFE) and in the countryside with small-scale coffee farmers, where I 

observed a session of the ñfarmer schoolsò where a coffee expert provided instruction 

on growing coffee. After that session, and talking with farmers who were at that session, 

I learned of their frustration with the assistance that ANACAFE extension workers were 

providing to the farmers. 

The farmers complained that from one season to the next the ñfarmer schoolsò they had 

been attending repeated the same information they heard in prior sessions of the same 

school. Their concern was not that they didnôt know how to grow coffee but rather their 

lack of access to improved technologies, this due to a lack of credit, their inability to buy 

fertilizers, and other constraints such as having to sell their coffee raw when they knew 

they could increase their earnings by doing ñon-farmò or village-level processing (milling) 

of the coffee beans to add value to their product and enable them to fetch a better price 

when the coffee is sold. 

 

Harvesting Coffee Beans in Guatemala 

http://ourgreatcoffee.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/06/guatemala-coffee-plantation.jpg


This led me to draft a report that proposed expanding the scope of USAID assistance to 

provide a more demand-driven response with capacity for diverse assistance responses 

(e.g., cooperatives that could provide credit) specific to meeting the small-scale coffee 

farmerôs needs. On a Friday afternoon I submitted my draft report, ñFrom Coffeepot to 

Cafeteria: Toward an Alternative Model for ANACAFEôs Extension Program for Small 

Farmer Coffee Producers,ò to my ANACAFE counterpart for his review and comment, 

arranging to meet with him on Monday to discuss the report. 

On Monday, when I met with my ANACAFE counterpart, his feedback on the report was 

positive but with one exception. He opened his desk drawer and pulled out a document 

and told me that what I proposed in my report was what ANACAFE proposed to USAID 

in the document he held in his hand. But USAID declined funding it, opting for a project 

of more limited scope (i.e., ANACAFE extensionists providing information on growing 

coffee to farmers through the ñfarmer schoolsò). 

As a result, the farmers continued to complain. In effect, as in lyrics of the Carly Simon 

song ñYouôre So Vain,ò when she sings ñclouds in my coffee,ò the coffee farmers were 

not happy about ñclouds in [their] coffeeò assistance program. Indeed, these farmers 

had ñgrounds in their coffeeò to complainïand if they couldnôt cry about their complaints 

in a glass of cold beer, at least they could seek some consolation in a hot cup of coffee. 

Not Seeing the Forest for the Trees ï In 1992, USAID/Guatemala requested that the 

LAC TECH project, being implemented by Chemonics International, provide a team to 

write a concept paper to support design of a proposed Integrated Natural Resource 

Management and Sustainable Agriculture project. On preparing my section, I submitted 

it to a team colleague who was to incorporate my input into the draft concept paper. 

However, when I read the concept paper, I found that my colleague had misrepresented 

what I had written, with the result being that the concept paper put more of an emphasis 

on a ñtechnologicalò fix to farmers cutting down trees rather than on an ñinstitutionalò fix. 

After first trying to correct the problem by simply editing and rewriting the problematic 

sections of the concept paper, the same problem appeared in the next revision of the 

paper, since my colleague completely ignored where I was coming from and had not 

even come to me discuss the differences in our proposed approaches. Rather this led to 

heated exchanges between that colleague and me, during which I tried to point out the 

mix of institutional (economic and social) factors leading to farmers cutting down trees. 

But my line of reasoning was to no avail as my colleague simply was missing the point. 

Finally, I said to him: ñOK, then, why are the trees being cut down?ò to which he replied: 

ñBecause the farmers are cutting down the trees.ò  I then realized that my colleagueôs 

environment and forestry background was blocking him from seeing the tautology of his 

own argument. Indeed, he figuratively couldnôt see the forest for the trees. 



I gave up and went to the Chemonicsô home office representative on the team to explain 

what had happened, handing to him the section I wrote, saying that I left it up to him to 

sort out whether our final concept paper would include what I had written. As a footnote, 

perhaps part of the problem could be traced back to an internal division in the USAID 

Mission. Indeed, on the evening I arrived in Guatemala City and checked into my hotel, 

my problematic colleague called to tell me they had tried to reach me the day before to 

advise me not to come to Guatemala, noting they had quickly realized during their first 

day of discussions with the Mission that there was a major difference of opinion within 

the Mission whether the project should be designed and, if so, what should be its focus. 

Possibly the different views within the Mission had spilled over into and had taken root 

within our own concept paper team. 

 

A UFO Sighting ï As part of my work to interview entrepreneurs on how they learned 

to grow and export melons, I traveled by car with a driver to Zacapa, where melons had 

become a major crop. Late in the afternoon, we were returning to Guatemala City. As 

the sun began to set behind the mountains, the sky turned to dusk, and the road began 

to climb up the mountainside, the driver shared that we were entering an area famous 

for sightings of UFO or, in Spanish, OVNI (Objeto Volador No Identificado). 

 

Flying Saucer over Guatemala 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pnXJ55sfynE
http://www.terrain.org/articles/14/images/call_title.jpg
https://i.ytimg.com/vi/pnXJ55sfynE/hqdefault.jpg


He proceeded to tell me about an incident that had occurred to a small farmer living in 

this region. Late in the evening the farmer noticed a bright pair of lights descending 

along the mountainside near his home. The farmerôs curiosity led him in the dark of 

night to approach the lights. As he neared the bright lights he could see a small being 

outlined by the lights. The farmer carefully approached the lights, his arms and hands 

extended in friendship, saying in Spanish. ñHello, my name is Juan Rodriguez, humble 

farmer, I welcome you!ò A voice from the small being answered Spanish: ñMiguel 

Garcia, a very tired truck driver, taking a dump!ò 

Developmentôs Rust Belt ï Just as the United States has been struggling to cope with 

the loss of manufacturing jobs in the countryôs industrial sector, in recent years all of the 

coffee-producing countries of Central America have struggled with how to cope with the 

loss of livelihoods in the agricultural sector as a result of the negative impact of coffee 

rust on coffee quality and yields. After the 1st International Coffee Rust Summit, held in 

2013, a colleague (Steven Long ï middle of photo below) and I made a field trip outside 

of Antigua to visit coffee fields, interview coffee farmers, and see firsthand how the 

devastating impact that the coffee rust disease was having on coffee plants and coffee 

farmers. 

  

Guatemalan Coffee Farmers Showing Coffee Rust Damage to Coffee Plants 

One farmer whom we interviewed had, along with his sisters, inherited a coffee farm 

from his father. The land planted to coffee had been divided up equally among the son 

and his brothers and sisters. This farmer had fortunately been able to apply fungicides 

and other recommended practices to keep the rust at bay and save his parcel of coffee. 

However, none of his brothers or sisters had applied any practices to control the rust 

and the coffee plants in their fields lay dead, their branches stripped of leaves as a 

result of the uncontrolled rust. 



The situation that poor small-scale coffee farmers in Central America have been facing 

as they try to cope with coffee rust led me to recall Ray Charlesô classic song ñBustedò 

and its lyrics as follows: 

My bills are all due and the baby needs shoes and Iôm busted  

Cotton is down to a quarter a pound, but Iôm busted  

I got a cow that went dry and a hen that wonôt lay  

A big stack of bills that gets bigger each day  

The countyô gonna haul my belongings away cause Iôm busted.  

 

I went to my brother to ask for a loan cause I was busted  

I hate to beg like a dog without his bone, but Iôm busted  

My brother said there ainôt a thing I can do,  

My wife and my kids are all down with the flu,  

And I was just thinking about calling on you and I'm busted.  

 

Well, I am no thief, but a man can go wrong when heôs busted  

The food that we canned last summer is gone and Iôm busted  

The fields are all bare and the cotton wonôt grow,  

Me and my family got to pack up and go,  

But Iôll make a living, just where I donôt know cause Iôm busted.  

 

Iôm broke, no bread, I mean like nothing, Itôs over. 

Even my grandson, only five years old at the time, understood that, at the end of a ball 

game, one team wins and the other loses. As he says, the losing team ñgot beat.ò If we 

apply this ñgot beatò analogy to the ongoing situation of thousands of small-scale coffee 

growers in Central America, they clearly ñgot beatò in the wake of coffee rust wreaking 

havoc on coffee quality and productivity in Guatemala and other countries, with the 

consequences even more devastating when coffee prices drop, which in turn reduces 

the incentive for farmers to use scarce capital to invest in technologies (e.g., fungicide) 

to protect their coffee trees. I summarized the despair of Central Americaôs small-scale 

coffee farmer with my own version of Ray Charlesô ñBustedò which I titled: ñRustedò (with 

interpretation of the lyrics in parentheses). 

¶ My bills are all due and the baby needs shoes and Iôm rusted (Iôm always in debt 

to someone, e.g., the ñcoyoteò, and canôt afford to buy shoes for the baby.) 

¶ Coffee is down to a quarter a pound, but Iôm rusted (Coffee prices are depressed, 

and I canôt afford to buy fungicide to spray my coffee trees that are dying of 

coffee rust.) 

¶ I got a cow that went dry and a hen that wonôt lay (I donôt even own a cow and 

canôt afford to buy feed for the few chickens we have.) 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xZBQmPmigFA


¶ The countyô gonna haul my belongings away cause Iôm rusted (The rural area is 

so insecure that my coffee fields and shipments are at peril of being robbed.) 

¶ I went to my brother to ask for a loan cause I was rustedé. My brother said there 

ainôt a thing [he] can do (As in the case referenced above: Three brothers and 

three sisters all had small coffee plots, of which all had been abandoned, except 

for the plot of one brother, due to coffee rust having killed the coffee trees. So far 

one brother has been able to pull together the cash to buy the fungicide to spray 

the coffee trees on his parcel. The other five brothers and sisters apparently 

concluded ñthere ainôt a thing [they] can do.ò) 

¶ The food that we canned last summer is gone and Iôm rusted (There probably 

was no food canned last summer and the upcoming ñhunger season,ò when the 

food has run out before the next corn harvest, will hit Central Americaôs small-

scale coffee producers particularly hard in the coming months as a result of 

reduced cash income due to depressed coffee yields and sales.) 

¶ The fields are all bare and the coffee wonôt grow (Many coffee fields previously 

worked by small-scale coffee producers have been abandoned and the coffee 

trees have now died or are in the process of dying.) 

¶ Me and my family got to pack up and go / But Iôll make a living, just where I donôt 

know cause Iôm rusted (Even before the coffee rust crisis hit Central America in 

2012, illegal migration continued from Central America as it has for over the past 

decade or longer but now, with the coffee rust crisis, the number of Central 

Americaôs poor going to urban centers and onward to the north, voting with their 

feet, is likely to increase.) 

¶ Iôm broke, no bread, I mean like nothing, Itôs over. (For many the small-scale 

coffee growers most adversely affected by the coffee rust crisis, they will now 

face a food security crisis.) 

Convincing the Non-Believer Do-Gooders ï On various occasions in Washington, 

DC, I met with representatives of the NGO community. While their hearts were always 

in the right place, all too often I couldnôt say the same for their heads. All too frequently, 

they believed that the pathway to help poor small-scale farmers (so-called campesinos) 

in the Central American countries is assisting them to grow more corn (i.e., increase 

their corn yields). Further, some NGO representatives and perhaps also the NGOs they 

worked for brought to their cause attitudes of anti-capitalism, anti-multinationals, and 

anti-globalization. 



They were not excited by the idea (in which I and many USAID colleagues believed) 

that the way to help poor campesinos who largely subsisted on the milpa (corn and 

beans) they grew was to transition these farmers into growing high-value horticultural 

crops having demand in local, regional, and export markets. Indeed, on one occasion, 

one NGO representative, not understanding what we were saying, responded:  ñLook, 

we donôt want to change these farmers; we only want to help them have a better life!ò 

(Note: Often NGOs providing assistance in agriculture also help villagers in rural 

communities in other areas such as health and education.) 

During one visit to Guatemala I attended a USAID-sponsored seminar in which several 

of the Missionôs project implementers showcased the type of development assistant that 

they had been providing as well as the positive results being achieved. In the midst of a 

presentation by a member of the 4 Pinos Cooperative, I suddenly saw in just a single 

slide the data that I felt would show to any non-believing ñdo-gooderò the merit of NOT 

focusing assistance to campesinos SOLELY on helping them raise corn yields. 

 

The slide (see above) clearly illustrated that a small-scale farmer on one unit of land 

(e.g., a manzana in Guatemala) can earn 6,084 Quetzales per year growing corn; 

however, if that farmer puts that same unit of land into a mixed cropping system of corn 

and horticultural crops, heôll earn 37,011 Quetzales, over a six-fold increase in the 

farmerôs agricultural income per manzana. 



Right after the presentation I went up to the 4 Pinos representative to congratulate him 

on the great presentation he had given and asked if it might be possible to obtain a copy 

of this slide. Not long after I returned to my office in USAID in Washington, DC an email 

arrived with that slide attached. I printed out several copies of the slide and, thereafter, 

kept those copies handy in my office so the slide would be available when needed. 

Not long thereafter, two NGO representatives came to visit our Broad Based Economic 

Growth team to give a presentation on the good work that the NGO was developing in 

one of the countries in which that NGO was working ï and soon I was hearing the non-

believer ñdo-gooderò song and dance about how important it was to help small-scale 

farmers increase their corn productivity (yields), the presenterôs argument reflecting little 

to no awareness of or interest in helping their client farmers to shift their land and labor 

resources into higher-valued horticultural crops. In the midst of discussing what the 

NGO representative had presented, I interrupted and said ñJust a moment, please, Iôll 

be right back.ò 

Less than 30 seconds later I returned to our meeting room and passed out to each of 

the attendees a copy of the above chart ï and proceeded to explain in English what the 

chart said in Spanish with the data shown. As I recall, and perhaps they were just being 

gracious, our guestôs response was: ñVery interesting!ò 

Of course, I donôt know whether they took this newfound discovery back to their NGO 

and their in-country project to share with other stakeholders. Lesson: If they do not 

understanding with their ñheads,ò it not likely that theyôre going to take the message to 

their ñhearts.ò 

Bargaining for Candles & Bags in Antigua 

The chandlery ñEvelia del Pinalò is the oldest candle shop in Antigua (established in 

1885). The candle recipes and designs have been handed down from generation to 

generation. The business was started several generations ago by Evelia del Pinal with a 

vision of making beautiful candles in all shapes, sizes, and colors. The store also sells 

pillar-, flower-, bird-, and animal-shaped candles. 
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I discovered this candle shop during a Saturday daytrip from Guatemala City to Antigua. 

Indeed, the second time I returned to Antigua to look for this store, I had a difficult time 

in locating it but after asking several retailers in the general neighborhood, I eventually 

located the store ï so to spare you the same here is a map of where to locate the shop. 

     

But it was on that first visit to the store that I found myself so taken by the variety and 

beauty of the hundreds of candles on display that I was a like a kid in a candy shop. I 

spent an hour or so trying to decide which candles to buy and worried a bit how I was 

going to get them all safely home. Once I had selected the candles I wanted, each of 

the candles was individually wrapped in paper to minimize the risk of the candle being 

broken and placed in a cardboard box. 

After the purchase was made, I walked out of the store with a rather cumbersome bag, 

wondering how I could more conveniently pack the candles. When I got back to the 

central park (Parque Central), in order to catch our ride back to Guatemala City, I saw 

several Indian women selling weavings and bags of various shapes and sizes. 

 

Street Vendors near Parque Central in Antigua, Guatemala 

I went from vendor to vendor keeping an eye out for what might be just the bag with the 

right size and shape until I found the one I needed. Of course, all the time tipping my 

hand by carrying that cumbersome bag of candles, so I knew the vendor would have me 

at a disadvantage when it came time to bargain. Finally, I saw just the right one (like the 

one in the photo below), with the right shape and size to accommodate all of the boxes 

of candles that I had purchased ï and it closed with a zipper to boot! 

https://d3ustg7s7bf7i9.cloudfront.net/mmediafiles/pl/f4/f49e31be-a7e8-4f00-8e39-884d141b6669_879_586.jpg


 

Guatemalan Woven Duffle Bag 

When I asked the price of the bag, the vendor told me what I felt was a ridiculously high 

price, probably $40 or $50. After all, she knew there might be some potential shopper 

who would pay that much for a beautiful bag like the one I wanted. But I countered with 

a low-ball offer, say, $10. I always have not liked bargaining or haggling over price. Her 

counter was, say, $35 so I upped my generosity to $15. ñNo, very good quality, $15 too 

cheapò (all of this in Spanish). ñBueno,ò I answered, $17.  She then came down to $25 

but I countered, by shaking my head and saying quizás (perhaps), $19. She must have 

known that her asking price was falling faster than my offer price was rising ï and finally 

we agreed on $20 ï and yet I wondered how much I had probably overpaid for the bag. 

 

Central Park, Antigua, Guatemala 

The answer to my question came a few minutes later. I had boarded the bus. As the bus 

pulled slowly away from the Central Park, the same vendor held up to the window by my 

seat another bag (same size and shape) as she tried to keep up with the bus, saying in 

Spanish, ñPlease, mister, please buy another bag, very good quality, only $10!ò Yes, 

she now was willing to sell to me the same bag at half the price I had just paid for the 

first bag. This left me wondering whether the true value of the bag wasnôt in the labor 

and materials to make and sell it but rather on the vendorôs need to maximize how much 

income she could bring home each day to buy food and feed her family. 
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Honduras 

  

Over a 28-year period from 1985 to 2013, I visited Honduras 14 times for various short-

term assignments. My visits focused on one or another of five areas: Agricultural 

Research and Extension, NGO Sustainability, Hurricane Reconstruction, Non-

Traditional Agricultural Exports (NTAEs), and Food Security. 

Agricultural Research and Extension 

¶ 1985 ï Assisted in writing implementation plan for Communication for Technology 

Transfer in Agriculture (CTTA) Project. 

¶ 1986 ï Conducted a farm survey of citrus growers for the Fundación Hondureña de 

Investigación Agrícola (FHIA), in order to identify constraints to production of citrus. 

¶ 1987 ï Assisted in conducting an assessment of the Comayagua Valley. 

¶ 1996 ï Participated in the meeting of the directors of Central American public sector 

National Agricultural Research Institutes to discuss steps to establish the Sistema de 

Integración Centroamericana de Tecnología Agropecuaria (SICTA), held at the Pan 

American Agricultural School (El Zamorano). 

NGO Sustainability 

¶ 1995 ï Conducted a 3-day Organizational Management for Sustainability (OMS) 

workshop for NGOs. 

Hurricane Reconstruction 

¶ 1999 ï Met with USAID/Honduras and U.S. Embassy staff to obtain information to 

support design and implementation of the management component of USDAôs 

hurricane reconstruction program in Honduras. 

¶ 1999 - Attended USDA-USAID/Honduras coordination meeting in support of USDAôs 

Hurricane Reconstruction program in Honduras. 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/ho.html
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Non-Traditional Agricultural Exports (NTAEs) 

¶ 1989 ï Interviewed growers and exporters of melons for a study on the experience of 

entrepreneurs in learning how to grow and export melons. 

¶ 1990 ï Served as the team leader for a Congressionally-mandated study to identify 

common problems that agricultural producers in the Caribbean Basin faced and 

potential mechanisms to address these problems. 

¶ 2009 ï Assisted the Honduran Foundation for Investment and Export Development 

(FIDE) to develop an outreach strategy to nurture developing national ownership of 

the recommendations of the Trade-Led Agricultural Diversification (T-LAD) study. 

¶ 2009 ï Collaborated with the Millennium Challenge Corporation (MCC) in conducting 

a planning workshop for the MCC, MCA/Honduras, USDA, USAID/Honduras, and 

FINTRAC to test a diagnostic tool for assessing sustainable value chains.  

Food Security 

¶ 2012 ï Provided oversight to University of California-Davis team studying constraints 

to the growth of the horticulture sector in Central America, including travel in the 

Feed the Future zone of influence in the West of Honduras. 

¶ 2013 ï Provided oversight to UC Davis dissemination workshops on the teamôs 

assessment of constraints to growth of the horticulture sector in Central America. 

 ñYou Name It, Weôve Got It!ò ï During one visit to Honduras, several colleagues and I 

were on a field trip to an agricultural area outside San Pedro Sula. It was about time for 

lunch so we stopped at a roadside restaurant. On entering, a teenage girl showed us to 

a table, gave a menu to each of us, and asked what weôd like to drink. On bringing our 

drinks, she asked each for his order and then headed to the kitchen. 

After a while, she came back and told me that they didnôt have what I had ordered, so I 

took another look at the menu and ordered something else. After a while, the waitress 

returned to tell one colleague they were out of what he had ordered, so he ordered 

something else. When she returned a third time and told yet another colleague the 

restaurant was out of what he had ordered, I intervened, saying something to the effect: 

ñWait a minute. The restaurant is open. You gave us a menu. And then you tell us you 

donôt have what any of us ordered. What do you have?ò Timidly, the girl replied: 

ñNothing because the owner went to the market and has not returned yet!ò So we paid 

for our drinks and left to look for another restaurant, hoping that its food procurement 

officer would by then be back from the market. 

Over the years that incident has reminded me The Jack Benny Show episode in which 

Jack and Mary Livingston, on a road trip, get lost late at night. Finally the come upon a 

restaurant, enter and sit down at a table but the owner says the restaurant is closed. 

Jack insists that the door was open, theyôre lost and hungry, and he demands to see a 



menu. The owner says thereôs no menu, so Jack asks: ñWell, what can we order?ò The 

owner replies: ñYou name it, weôve got it!ò When Mary orders a salad, the owner replies: 

ñWe ainôt got that.ò So she asks for a sandwich but is quickly told: ñAinôt got that either!ò 

Then Jack says: ñWait a minute. You said the restaurant is not open but the door was 

open. We asked for a menu and you said you donôt have a menu. So we asked what do 

you have and you said: ñYou name it, weôve got it!ò 

The owner replied: ñYou ainôt named it yet!ò Well, at the Honduran roadside restaurant, 

there apparently was nothing on the menu that we could have named that they would 

have had because the owner had not yet returned from the market. 

 

Carne Asada ï A Typical Honduran Food (if theyôve got it!) 

The Honduran Magician - When my son Shannon was young, and even now for my 

grandson Braden, from time to time I have tried to demonstrate, all too unsuccessfully, 

my limited prowess as a magician. Even with simple magic tricks, my son and grandson 

quickly discovered an illusion was more trick than magic. In this regard, an agricultural 

technician and I were on a field trip in Honduras. During one of our conversations, I was 

surprised to learn that his hobby was being a part-time magician. So I asked him if he 

had a stage name. He responded that he didnôt and just went by his own name. ñBut,ò I 

responded excitedly, ñI know what your stage name should be!ò He looked at me with 

curiosity and asked: ñWhat would that name be?ò I replied: ñWell, as a magician, you 

should bill yourself as ñHondurini - The Honduran Houdini.ôò While that got a laugh, I 

donôt know if my companion ever took up ñHonduriniò as his stage name. 

The Package - While living in Reston (Virginia), a maid came in once a week to help my 

wife with cleaning the house. The maid, who was from Panama, lived with her sister in 

the nearby town of Herndon, in a house apparently owned by a third sister and her 

husband, Donald F. Enos, who at the time, lived in Tegucigalpa, Honduras, where he 

worked with the U.S. Embassy as a member of the Contra Task Force. 

http://flavorverse.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/08/Carne-Asada-640x427.jpg


When the maid learned I was going to Tegucigalpa, she asked if I could take a package 

of mail to give to her brother-in-law at the Embassy. On agreeing and receiving the 

package (like the one in the photo below), I checked its contents, finding miscellaneous 

first-class mail and some magazines. This was not that I was nosy but rather because 

one should not carry packages from one country to the next without knowing their 

contents. In this way, one can avoid having a customs official suddenly discover that the 

package one is carrying contains something illegal. 

 

On arriving in Tegucigalpa and checking in at the hotel, I phoned the Embassy and 

spoke with Enos who asked that I drop off the package with the Marine Guard at the 

Embassy gate. Later that day I left the package with the Marine Guard and returned to 

the hotel, a little miffed that Enos hadnôt extended the courtesy of personally receiving 

me, thanking me, or inviting me for a coffee. But, on the positive side, I was rid of the 

package and turned my attention to preparing for my work assignment. 

That trip to Honduras occurred in 1989. Then, some months later in March 1990, I was 

reading the Washington Post (March 17, 1990) and discovered the following: 

AID Official Admits Accepting Bribes; Contra-Assistance Director Paid for Steering 

Contracts to Consultant: Over the last five years, Donald F. Enos, 47, a deputy director of 

the Agency for International Development (AID), accepted $93,000 in bribes from George 

Kraus of Kraus International, according to the plea Enos entered yesterday in Alexandria. 

Based in New York, Kraus International held several consulting contracts in Central 

America. 

While Enos was in charge of developing and implementing health programs in El Salvador, 

he received $60,000 from the Kraus Company for his help in steering over $2 million in 

consulting contracts to Kraus. Kraus was approached earlier this year by prosecutors and 

agreed to plead guilty to one count of bribery and to assist in the governmentôs investigation 

of Enos, according to an affidavit in the case. Soon afterward, AID investigators videotaped 

meetings in which Kraus and Enos discussed bribes, some of which they agreed would be 

made ñin the form of house payments and other debt payments,ò the affidavit said 

(Washington Post, A Section, March 17, 1990). 



Subsequently, on May 26, 1990, the Post reported that Enos faced a maximum prison 

sentence of 30 years and fines up to $500,000, though his lawyer (John J. Grimaldi II) 

sought leniency, portraying Enos as ña family man who was a diligent Foreign Service 

worker for most of his career.ò Enos, Grimaldi said, took bribes only after getting into 

financial difficulty. The article further revealed that the probe of Enos had been initiated 

in October 1988, after the investigative office of USAID in Tegucigalpa received a tip 

alleging that Enos was giving George Kraus insider information about contracts and 

ñthat Kraus helped Enos finance the purchase of a Panama condominium.ò Another 

Post article that day (May 26, 1990) ï titled ñEx-Official at AID Sentenced to Prison for 

Taking Bribesò ï reported that Enos was sentenced to a year in prison and fined $5,000 

for taking $93,000 in bribes while directing an aid program for the Nicaraguan contras. 

Enos was released from prison on July 9, 1991. 

While researching the Enos case, I obtained further insight on him from a colleague who 

knew Enos. My colleague wrote (personal communication) that the Inspector General 

criminal investigations unit informed him that they were investigating a reported case of 

kickbacks involving Enos and Krauss. 

A PSC [Personal Services Contractor] in the Guatemalan Mission had been in El Salvador 

and had learned of the [kickback] process there. A fake procurement was set up for Kraus to 

make a payment to the PSC, with the intent of recording the transaction and then putting 

pressure on Kraus to cooperate in getting Enos. é [The IG] indicatedéthey had recorded a 

phone conversation in which Enos asked Krauss if [my colleague] could be recruited to their 

operation. Happily, Kraus responded that I would never participate in anything like that. 

Everything worked well [with the fake procurement] and Kraus was arrested. The prosecutor 

offered a plea bargain with Kraus under which he would get a light sentence if he provided 

information on all of the illegal transactions and cooperated in getting Enos, who they were 

really after. 

He and his lawyer agreed, a detailed accounting was submitted, and a transaction with Enos 

was set up and recorded. The only problem for Krauss was that during the transaction Enos 

got chatty about all of their prior transactions and mentioned ones that Kraus had not 

included in his report to the prosecutor. So both Kraus and Enos spent time in prison, but 

apparently not very long. A few years later Enos came through Guatemala representing a 

[population] sector contracting firm seeking to do business with [a] Guatemalan NGO, 

whichéhad USAID support. I phoned the IG to ask about this and was told that since he 

had served his time there was nothing that should keep him from working for such a firm 

(personal communication from Retired USAID Foreign Service Officer). 

As a postscript, during the time that Enosô sister-in-law worked with us as a maid, she 

invited my wife Sonia and me to a party at the Enos house in Herndon, where she and 

her sisters were living. While the house was in a middle-class neighborhood of 

Herndon, we were shocked by the dilapidated condition of the houseôs interior, floors 

without carpet or missing pieces of linoleum, walls dirty and greatly in need of 



repainting, and even walls with holes punched through the sheet rock, as if someone 

had punched a fist or foot through the wall. When I later learned that some of the 

kickback money was going to pay for ñhouse payments and other debt paymentsò 

(including helping to finance the purchase of a condo in Panama), it became clear that 

the money Enos was ñearningò was not going into maintaining his residence (house) in 

Herndon. Indeed, Iôd guess that his ñescape planò was to bail out and retire to a condo 

in Panama and, in the meantime, he had been doing nothing to maintain his house in 

Herndon. 

As another postscript, the whole incident left me wondering whether the package for 

Enos that I handed over to the marine guard at the U.S. Embassy in Tegucigalpa may 

have contained more than innocent first class email; they well could have included 

envelopes with bribery payments. Iôll never know! 

The Free Airline Ticket ï During one visit to Honduras, I made a field trip from the 

capital city, Tegucigalpa, up to the San Pedro Sula, the countryôs principal commercial 

city. For some reason I made a last-minute decision to fly back to Tegucigalpa rather 

than take the bus. When I got to the airport, I first checked with SAHSA (a Honduran 

airline that later ceased operations in 1994 and merged into TACA) to find out what a 

ticket would cost to fly to Tegucigalpa. I was surprised to learn that the ticketôs price in 

Honduras Lempiras was the equivalent of, say, US$ 100 at an exchange rate of 1 US$ 

= 2 Lempiras. Thus, to purchase the ticket, I needed 200 Lempiras. Actually, SAHSA 

was selling the ticket at a price based on the highly overvalued ñofficialò exchange rate 

(1 US$ = 2 Lempira) that didnôt reflect the ñrealò (black market) exchange rate on the 

street where $1 could fetch 4 Lempiras. 

I told the agentò ñJust a moment, Iôll be right back.ò I walked out of the terminal to the 

adjacent parking lot where several entrepreneurial money changers were doing a brisk 

business exchanging Lempiras for US Dollars. I asked one of them how many Lempiras 

I could get for 1 US$ and was told 4 Lempiras per US Dollar. I then asked if he could 

change $100 for 400 Lempiras. He nodded yes. I handed $100 to him and he gave me 

400 Lempiras in exchange. We each counted our money, thanked each other, and I 

returned to the airlineôs check-in counter, putting 200 Lempiras in my pocket and giving 

the other 200 Lempiras to the agent, saying ñPlease, a one-way ticket on your next flight 

to Teguz.ò As my son would say ñFree Money!ò Rather than paying an extra $50 in U.S. 

Dollars to the airline for a ticket priced at 200 Lempiras, I still had an extra 200 Lempiras 

in my pocket to help defray local costs such as my meals and incidentals. 

  



Nicaragua 

   

Over a 16-year period, I visited Nicaragua seven times for short-term assignments to 

provide technical support to the Mission, conduct Organizational Management for 

Sustainability (OMS) Workshops, and address Trade Capacity Building issues. 

Mission Support 

¶ 1994 ï Assisted in drafting amendment of the Private Agricultural Services (PAS) 

project, focusing on a review of the evaluation of APENN, writing a scope of work 

(SOW) for the projectôs institutional strengthening component, and identifying ways 

for the project to strengthen technology generation and transfer capacity for non-

traditional agricultural export crops. 

¶ 2010 ï Drafted SOWs for (1) a secretariat for the PRORURAL donor coordinating 

group on food security; and (2) a methodology for an agricultural sector assessment. 

Organizational Management for Sustainability (OMS) Workshops 

¶ 1995 ï Conducted a three-day Organizational Management for Sustainability (OMS) 

workshop for NGOs. 

¶ 2007 ï Conducted a three-day OMS workshop for NGOs. 

Trade Capacity Building (TCB) 

¶ 2009 ï Represented USAID at a meeting of Ministers of Agriculture of the Consejo 

Agropecuario Centroamericano (CAC), presenting a PowerPoint on the CAFTA-DR 

Trade-Led Agricultural Diversification (T-LAD) Study. 

¶ 2010 ï Met with representatives of the Ministry of Trade to discuss TCB needs. 

¶ 2011 ï Provided oversight to and assisted contractor team in conducting interviews 

for a ñdoing agribusinessò assessment. 

 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/nu.html
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They Also Serve Who Sit and Wait ï During one assignment to Nicaragua, I had a 

dual role, on the one hand, covering for the office director while he was on home leave; 

and on the other, working closely with two of the Missionôs Foreign Service Nationals 

(FSNs) to draft statements of work (SOWs) for two USAID/Nicaragua planned activities: 

(1) a secretariat for the PRORURAL donor coordinating group on food security; and (2) 

an agricultural sector assessment. 

The first task proved the most productive because my FSN counterpart reviewed what I 

wrote and provided constructive feedback that helped me to improve the SOW. On the 

other hand, on the second task, I was left feeling a bit out in left field because my FSN 

counterpart kept canceling meetings we had scheduled for us to discuss the draft SOW 

for the agricultural sector assessment. Once a meeting was cancelled or postponed, Iôd 

go back to the word processor and, based on my own judgement, expanded, adjusted, 

and/or otherwise refined the SOW in ways I felt improved it. In the end, I met only briefly 

with my FSN counterpart on this task and never received any feedback on whether that 

SOW ever went further than being put on the shelf or in a file cabinet. 

The Corn Has Ears ï A couple of months after marrying Sonia in Colombia in 1969, 

she came to the United States, where we took up residence in Ames, Iowa. Back then, 

we could go just about anywhere (grocery stores, department stores, restaurants, etc.) 

and have a conversation in Spanish with little chance anyone would also speak Spanish 

and understand our conversation. Fast forward 40+ years to Nicaragua to the Managua 

airport, where a colleague and I were conversing in English in an airport restaurant. 

 

Restaurant in Managua Airport 

We had just completed an assignment and were venting our frustrations that we had not 

received as much support or feedback from one Mission colleague during our stay as 

we felt would have been desirable. The individual whom we were discussing just wasnôt 

the same fireball that my colleague and I had known earlier in his career, noting that it 

would have been helpful to our understanding of Nicaraguan development issues had 

that staff member taken time to meet with us for a briefing. 



Suddenly, a woman sitting at a nearby table says: ñCareful, youôre talking about my 

husband!ò To say the least, this was more than just a bit embarrassing! To put behind 

what had just happened, we said hello to her but as quickly as possible picked up our 

carry-ons to retreat to our departure gate, hoping that we wouldnôt run into her again at 

the gate for the same flight on which we were booked. 

  



Panama 

   

Technically, Panama is not considered part of Central America but is included here in 

as the last country of Middle America (or Central America) before one reaches South 

America. Over a 24-year period between 1986 and 2010, I carried out twelve short-term 

assignments in Panama to address agriculture, economic, and environment issues; 

NGO strengthening; and Trade Capacity Building (TCB), as summarized below. 

Agriculture, Economic Growth and Environment 

¶ 1986 ï Served as Team Co-Leader, USAID/Panama Agriculture Technology 

Development and Transfer Evaluation. 

¶ 2010 ï Participated in LAC Economic Growth and Environment Strategic Planning 

Workshop. 

NGO Strengthening 

¶ 1998 ï Conducted a review of Panamaôs NGOs to provide recommendations to the 

USAID Mission on how its new strategy could advance NGO sustainability. 

¶ 2000 ï Participated in the Intermediate Result team for USAID/Panama 

environmental Strategic Objective to develop draft Request for Assistance for design 

of an institutional strengthening program for Panamaôs environmental and justice 

NGOs. 

¶ 2001 ï Conducted half of the first morning of a planned three-day Organizational 

Management for Sustainability (OMS) Workshop (suspended due to 9/11). 

Trade Capacity Building (TCB) 

The Intercontinental Hotel in Miami, Florida hosted the first negotiation phase for 

the Free Trade Area of the Americas (FTAA). The second phase was held at the 

Caesar Park Hotel in Panama City, Panama. 
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Caesar Park Hotel 

During eight visits to Panama, I served as the USAID representative to the meetings of 

the Consultative Group on Smaller Economies (CGSE) to identify ways donors could 

help the regionôs smaller economies and developing countries to meet their TCB needs; 

and to meetings of the Committee of Government Representatives on the Participation 

of Civil Society to discuss ways in which countries could foster greater civil society 

understanding of and support for the FTAA. During those eight visits, I participated 

seven times in the CGSE meetings (twice in 2001, four times in 2002, and once in 

2003) and two times (2001) in the meetings of the Committee of Government 

Representatives on the Participation of Civil Society. 

 

Panama ï Melting Pot of Races from All over the World 

http://www.panama-guide.com/images/articles/20051024201122415_2.jpg
https://www.hablayapanama.com/images/blog/13-03/panama-people.jpg


Multi-Purpose Project Office ï My first work-related visit to Panama entailed working 

two months in the summer of 1986 as team co-leader of the USAID/Panama Agriculture 

Technology Development and Transfer Evaluation. For the two months I stayed in the 

Hotel Ejecutivo, where the daily rate was only $50 per night, allowing me to pocket the 

$50 difference of the total $100 allowed by USAID for lodging. I led the evaluationôs 

ñtechnology transferò component, while Jean Sussman, a Ph.D. economist from the 

University of Minnesota, led the evaluationôs ñtechnology developmentò component. 

Jean, however, for the duration of the evaluation, opted to stay at a home of a friend 

who was on home leave from the U.S. Embassy. But the problem arose that USAID 

wouldnôt pay Jean the ñmeals and incidentalsò portion of her per diem unless she also 

submitted a hotel bill. 

On hearing this I proposed to Jean that she rent a room at the Hotel Ejecutivo (thus 

enabling her to also pocket $50), continue to ñhouse sitò at her friendôs house, and allow 

us to use her hotel room as the projectôs officeða win-win situation for all, especially for 

me as I arranged for Jeanôs room to be next to mine so, at any time, day or night, I only 

needed to go through the connecting door to fetch project documents, work on the 

desktop computer we rented, or hold a meeting with our team, including myself, Jean, 

and three other consultants. From time to time, Jean, an attractive brunette, stopped by 

the hotel to meet with me either for lunch or for team meetings in our office (her room). 

This arrangement worked out fine until, halfway through the second month, my wife 

Sonia and son Shannon, on their return from spending the summer in Colombia, made 

a stop in Panama to spend time with me and see the sights (e.g., the Panama Canal). 

Sonia, Shannon, and I were having lunch one day in the hotel, when I began to worry 

what the hotelôs reception staff might think about Jean frequently visiting me over the 

past month-and-a-half ï and now all of a sudden my wife Sonia (and son Shannon) 

were staying in the hotel but in a different room. Indeed, my meetings with Jean often 

were very short, say, ten minutes (e.g., to pick up or drop off some documents). 

  

Hotel Ejecutivo & Reception Desk 
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Perhaps not quite thinking clearly how to avoid having the hotelôs reception staff saying 

something to Sonia, I approached the reception desk and said. ñYou know, my wife and 

son are now staying in the hotel. Please donôt mention anything to her about the woman 

who is renting the room next to mine.ò The two clerks, a bit surprised, nodded their head 

in agreement as I thanked them and walked back into the restaurant to finish my lunch 

with Sonia and Shannon. I then told Sonia what Iôd just told the staff at the reception 

desk. Sonia, a bit in disbelief, said to me: ñWell, now what are they going to think of 

you.ò  I replied: ñWell, if they werenôt already thinking that, they are now!ò 

Marketing Panamaôs Bananas (or Not) ï On a field trip that summer of 1986, my 

Panamanian counterpart mentioned that one of Panamaôs major banana companies 

was looking to come up with a name to brand its export-quality bananas. ñWell,ò I 

suggested, ñif I were the companyôs owner, and since Panama hosts the Panama Canal 

and each ship is boarded by a pilot to guide the ship through the canal, Iôd brand my 

export-quality bananas as a óPanama Pilot ï A Top Flight Banana.ôò To my knowledge, 

apparently that company never picked up on my recommendation. Perhaps this shows 

that it was better I continued pursuing my career as an applied sociologist working in 

development than as one of those Madison Avenue Mad Men. 

 

The Unanticipated ï Working in collaboration with Chemonics International staff, I had 

developed a three-day Organizational Management for Sustainability (OMS) Workshop 

that we initially conducted successfully in Peru. Subsequently, I was on the lookout for 

opportunities for a USAID Mission to ask me to conduct the workshop for NGOs in the 

Missionôs host country. Indeed, between 1994 and 2012, I had conducted this workshop 

in seven LAC countries: 1994 (Peru); 1995 (Dominican Republic, Peru, Honduras, 

Jamaica, Nicaragua, Bolivia, and two in Colombia); 1998 (Dominican Republic); 1999 

(Colombia); 2007 (Nicaragua); and 2012 (Paraguay). 

As a follow up to assistance I provided to USAID/Panama in 1998 (review of Panamaôs 

NGOs to recommend how the Missionôs new strategy could advance the sustainability 

of NGOs in Panama), and in 2000 (develop a Request for Assistance for design of a 

NGO institutional strengthening program), the Mission invited me to conduct the OMS 

workshop in Panama on September 11-13, 2001. 

http://panamaadvisoryinternationalgroup.com/blog/wp-content/uploads/2016/11/delmonte-banana.jpg

