
whether their husbands were alive, or they just got 
tired of waiting. Many prisoners and their families 
lost houses and other property that were taken over 
by military personnel. The chances of getting any- 
thing back are remote. Then, too, many prisoners 
have no idea of what kind of reception they will 
receive when they are released. Can they expect 
real freedom from a society whose government has 
treated them as it has for so long? Will they be able 
to get a job? Probably not. Some ex-prisoners try to 
deal with the situation by maintaining official resi- 
denceSin one county but living and working in 
another county where government officials and 
neighbors are not aware of their political back- 
ground. This can work if a friend who lives at the 
person’s official residence can be counted on to 
deliver the frequent summonses. But it is not hard to 
understand why some of these newly released pris- 
oners might choose to live in resettlement camps, 
where their neighbors will also be political suspects 
like themselves, instead of trying to reenter the 
mainstream of Indonesian society. 

Perhaps upwards of ten thousand Indonesian 
families migrate each year from overcrowded Java 
and Bali to outer islands under the government’s 
transmigration program. There. are also special 
transmigration settlements for retired military per- 
sonnel. The resettlement areas for ex-political pris- 
oners are physically not unlike the transmigration 
settlements. Each family is given a simple house 
and two hectares of land. But there the similarity 
ends. The transmigration areas for the general 
public have little government security apparatus. 
Resettlement areas for ex-political prisoners have 
tight security. 

Just how tight the security in resettlement areas 
really is was indicated by a recent article in Tempo, 
Indonesia’s weekly newsmagazine. It reported that 
a prisoner by the name of Sukarmo had been living 
with his family in a prison camp on the island of Buru. 
They were informed that they would be among the 
10,000 prisoners released in December. But then 
Mr. Sukarmo was called and informed that the 
announcement that they would be released had 
been a mistake. Needless to say, the news was 
cruel and shocking. But the point is that, according 
to Tempo, the place where this family is now being 
detained is itself a resettlement area! Obviously 
there is no more freedom of movement in or out of 
this resettlement area than in any other place of 
imprisonment. 

Whether the released prisoners go to the reset- 
tlement camps or back to their old communities, one 
thing is tragically clear: The freedom they will expe- 
rience upon release will be very compromised, 
hardly worthy of the name of freedom. The vision of 
“getting out” for Indonesian political prisoners has 
become badly tarnished. For years to come they will 
be summoned, watched, and harassed. 

Yudha Lelana is the pseudonym of a writer with 
first-hand experience of Indonesia. 

John Heller on 
Eavesdropping on the Great 

TIES ARE STRESSED AS CARTER WELCOMES RUMANIAN LEADER 
- N e w  York Times 

Ever since I saw that famous picture of Roosevelt, Chur- 
chill, and Stalin at Yalta, looking as if  they were at a house 
party, I have wondered what heads of state say to one 
another when they are out of earshot of reporters, close 
advisors, and wives. Obviously we are not going to find 
out from the newspapers, though the Times’s headline in 
this case is inadvertently right on the button. The headline 
deals only with Mr. Carter’s welcoming remarks to Ruma- 
nian President Nicolae Ceausescu, which did stress good 
relations between our countries, yet it also goes unwit- 
tingly to the heart of the private conversation the two held 
following the public ceremonies. 

I wonder no longer. I now know what high-level states- 
men say to each other when they are alone, or think they 
are alone, because I have a friend who has a job in the 
White House, and he was there. He happened to be in 
the Oval Office exchanging a full box of tissues for the emp- 
ty one on the president’s desk when Mr. Carter and Mr. 
Ceausescu walked in. Instead of politely taking his leave, 
as he usually does when dignitaries surprise him at his 
tasks, my friend panicked and ducked into a nearby 
corner, where he remained unobserved throughout the 
interview. He later gave me the gist of the leaders’ 
remarks, which I pass along. 

Mr. Ceausescu said in excellent English that he liked 
Mr. Carter’s tie. He thought the yellow polka dots on the 
dark blue background produced a very cheery effect. 

Mr. Carter thanked him and offered him the tie. 
Mr. Ceausescu asked what the tie was made of. 
Mr. Carter said it was made of silk, but an examination 

of the label proved it to be 100% polyester. Mr. Carter 
apologized and said he hoped the error wouldn’t jeopar- 
dize his credibility with the Rumanian people. He then 
pointed out that the advantage of polyester is that you can 
wash it. 

Mr. Ceausescu said that ties in his country generally 
could not be washed and the colors were very somber. 

Mr. Carter expressed his sympathy, removed his tie, 
and again offered it to Mr. Ceausescu, urging him to 
accept it as a gift from the American people. 

Mr. Ceausescu said he would be pleased to do so on 
that basis and put the tie in his pocket. 

Mr. Carter said he had dozens more ties in his closet 
that he could give to Mr. Ceausescu, if Mr. Ceausescu 
would like to come upstairs and have a look. 

Mr. Ceausescu said he would be delighted, and the two 
leaders left the room. 

What happened after that is anybody’s guess, but 
presumably the tie-selecting process went along on the 
same homey level as the Oval Office conversation. Bar- 
ring a global catastrophe, it is likely that ow relations with 
Rumania will be in fine shape for as long as Mr. 
Ceausescu is around to put on one of Mr. Carter’s ties. 
Maybe Mr. Carter and Mr. Brezhnev should be left alone 
to try on each other’s jackets. 

John Heller is a Brooklyn-based freelance writer. 
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