

  

    [image: ] 


  




  

    





    





    Borneo Trilogy Sarawak: Volume 2




    





    The Quest for Bornean Independence




    1st edition 2011; ebook




    





    Text & Cover by Frans Welman




    





    eISBN 978-616-245-089-1




    





    E-Book Distribution: XinXii


    http://www.xinxii.com
[image: logo_xinxii]





    





    E-mail: info@booksmango.com




    Text & Cover Copyright© Frans Welman




    





    All rights reserved.




    No part of this book may be reproduced, copied, stored or transmitted in any form without prior written permission from the publisher.




    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


  




  

    The Tinjar resurrection




    I wanted to go to Niah from Sibu but stopped in Bintulu, the gas town of Sarawak. A long time ago, on my first visit to Sarawak, I had flown from Kota Kinabalu to Kuching on a Fokker F27 which stopped at every major town on the coast and from the air I saw then how enormous gas tanks were being built right on a cliff towering above shore. It was then being constructed for enormous offshore gas fields were discovered and practically ready to be in operation. Bintulu boomed and had become a town in less than a decade. Years later and thinking of the Bakun project, I knew it would go through another boom again. I let it be this time, just like I had let it be the first time, though I wondered what these developments would mean to the people. Of course in Bintulu hardly people of the interior were living there but the economic impact it had was hard to miss as the reverberations would be felt all over Sarawak. I could have stopped but felt more like being with the people and the history of this Heart of Darkness than documenting on this ‘progress’ which resembled the progress of Brunei. But I postponed my visit to Niah caves because I heard from reliable sources that that a few longhouses along the Tinjar River protested and since no official had reacted on their grievances the people of these longhouses blocked logging roads in their area. Since the Tinjar is close to Bintulu I decided to go there first. Traveling is not easy, I knew that well, and so I had to find out first how to get there. With only the names of the longhouse and its headman on me I started to ask around. To avoid unwanted attention I did not go to government office but just went to the bus station to ask how I could get to the Tinjar River and when there how to get inland:




    “That should not be a problem whatsoever,” the station manager assured me. “just take that bus over there,” he pointed, “then when you are at the mouth of the Tinjar you walk 2 minutes to get to the jetty from where the long tail boats leave. Early morning is best. The boats usually wait for the bus. That longhouse is in a side river so you get off at the village first, the village where the boat makes a stop,” he explained.




    “So better to leave early morning then?”




    “Right,” he said, “because there is no accommodation available at the bus stop near the jetty, or you must go with the bus to the next village?”




    “Anything of interest there?” I asked.




    There is a nice beach there. Sometimes tourists like to stay there a while, you know.”




    “Nice, it is not what I have come for,” I smiled, “thanks a lot you have been very helpful!”




    “Not at all, I am glad to help when needed,” he smiled, “oh the first bus goes at 7am.”




    “Thanks again, how long will it take?”




    “Just about an hour and at that time there is a boat so you can connect right away.”




    “How convenient,” I said in reaction then left the station to find me a place to stay. Perhaps the same hotel would be good, I thought, and since I am not tired I discover Sibu a little too this time. But, what was there discover? The buzz was about Bakun, so lots of people around offices, others off duty from the platforms at sea wandering around too and a few hotels of course. The airport was right next to town and had more traffic than before too. Once I had slept in one but now I wanted to visit one with a view high. I was not impressed with Bintulu. As it had grown from a fisherman’s village it looked rather new and impersonal. Still when I found a 10 story hotel building I arranged to go up to the roof to hopefully shoot some unusual pictures. On top of the concrete roof with the manager I saw the sea on one side, a few platforms and harbor too, and the forest and villages around Bintulu plus the airport and shot all of it. Satisfied I went down again to mix with the people at a nearby pasar for something to eat and a look around. Sitting there at a food stall all by myself a man came up to me:




    “You are alone; do you need anyone, a woman perhaps?” he asked in conspiring tone. I looked up at him to show shocked I was.




    “Do you mean you would like to show me some of the nightlife of Bintulu? Though it is late afternoon, the sun is not down yet!” I reacted to his surprise.




    “Yes, if you like I can do that too,” he smiled trying to conceal his surprise.




    “You are a runner for women and night spots? Is that how you earn your money?” I asked a little further. He laughed in reaction then said:




    “Yes, I am but it is an honest job for I get some commission, not too much, self employed I am,” he smiled.




    “And, enough customers, foreigners too you get or approach?”




    “The locals know the joints and spots. They know where to go, so I am of use to newcomers like you,” he explained.




    “Oh, but I am leaving tomorrow, so I only have tonight?”




    “Excellent, so let me introduce you. Sir, tell me what you like and I shall try to accommodate.”




    I wondered if I should test him a little by way of asking him some out of the way, if not abnormal, requests to be fulfilled.




    “Well, how about some SM, of and if you have virgins on offer, I shall be delighted?”




    “Are you joking? He asked earnestly.




    “Not quite,” answered and waited for him to come up with something or to reject me in disgust. From the look on his face I thought both could happen.




    “If you really mean it, I have to enquire. I am sure though SM is possible. How do you like it. You want submission or you want to be dominated?”




    “Forget it,” I smiled, “I do not want anything really. I just wanted to know how far out of the ordinary you would go!”




    “Oh I see,” he laughed, “you worried me man. Virgins and SM, ha,” he laughed out loud now.




    “Tell me,” I asked him seriously now, “before I hire you to take me around for the purpose you mentioned, is it true you get requests like the ones I mentioned and are there people here who accommodate?”




    “You want to hire me? I will show you everything in Bintulu,” he happily reacted.




    “When you answer my question I will,” I confirmed.




    “Oh, I see, well I get them but vey rarely. I don’t know actually if there is anyone accommodating. I bring them to the joints where women are available and then inform the owners of the clubs or brothels,” he explained.




    “So, you don’t know if SM is played here?”




    “That’s right Sir,” he said and looked sincere.




    “In other countries like the one bordering here I know virgins are on sale too, but you don’t know if that is happening here, you are the expert right?”




    “Right Sir, are you a journalist, or a detective?” he now asked.




    “I am a curious man and so I like to see beyond the obvious. Does that answer your question?”




    “Yes it does, but I also like to know what you do?”




    “That means you are also a curious man which makes me wonder what your tribe is,” I smiled.




    “No tribe Sir, I am Chinese.”




    “Ah, an entrepreneur, right?”




    “You can say that, but not a professional one,” he elaborated.




    “Well, I am a kind of detective because I investigate at times, analyze en publish the results. I do this because I want hidden things to come out, to see daylight, otherwise the woodwork may get bad? We want the rotten people come out of the woodwork?”




    “Right, right,” he agreed, “do you still want me to be your guide?”




    “Okay, tell me your price for an evening out?”




    “It depends if you are quick in choosing or that you want to see all and so that may take a couple of hours,” he said.




    “Count on the last option and tell me what that would cost me?” I answered him. When he had mentioned a very agreeable amount I said:




    “That is all right then and it is all walking distance right?”




    “Sort of, in any case by walking we will see more, which means also the non nightlife attractions.”




    “Better even and while in between spots we can sit for a drink, oh on me of course,” I laughed.




    “When you are finished we can go?” he asked.




    “Yes we can,” I smiled teasingly. I did not fancy letting him wait and so soon after I had finished the meal and got up to pay.




    “Come we go then,” I said.




    “Now?”




    “Yes, now, what is the problem?”




    “No, nothing. I thought I had to wait some time, I mean you said it was too early for nightlife?”




    “It is not?”




    “People work early morning, so here it has already started,” he said then smiled.




    “Then we go, but mind you, for me it is primarily to watch.”




    “Understood,” my china man agreed. So, we walked and as we left the stall near the market we moved towards the center of Bintulu town.




    “You know,” he said as we walked, “we can do the hotels first, then the nightclubs then the high class hidden brothels?”




    “We can, are the hotels similarly organized as the ones in other cities, like Miri, Limbang or Sibu?”




    “More or less, but there is a difference,” he said and enigmatically in smiles.




    “I am pretty sure you are going to introduce me to that difference,” I replied equally in smiled now as we stopped at a not too shabby hotel but not a three star one either.




    “Did you ever have ice-cream?” he asked when he went up the stairs with me in tow behind him.




    “Hhmmmm, I think I was suggested to me in KK,” I replied, but I found that too servile, so I declined.”




    “Oh, this joint specializes in it,” he reacted.




    “Well then we will see what happens!!”




    We reached a floor where some noise was produced and we entered it a panorama quite familiar to me opened up. Women, girls on either side of a corridor stood in door openings to show themselves in close up when a man or a group of men passed them. For me this was nothing special till my china man guide told me that here the ice cream special was the specialty of many a girl here and so the joint had the nickname ‘ice-cream parlor special’.




    “Do you want to check them out?” my man asked.




    “That will do no harm indeed,” I replied, “but tell me what the rates are because I may want to talk to one of the girls, and oh yes tell me too about the women, because I like to know where they are from?”




    “Oh that is easy to answer. You know man it is 30 ringgit for a ride home, some are just 20 and ice-cream is 15, most women are not from Sarawak but Indonesian or are Sabahan, some are even from as far as the Philippines.”




    “Thanks,” I said to him then stepped up to check out the ‘merchandize’ as the saying around joints like this goes.




    “Hello sweetheart, I am going to take you for a ride,” said a young lady to me in passing.




    “I think ice cream is a bit too sweet for me,” I replied, sensing that I had gone through all this before and did not feel like repeating myself, foremost because I remembered the lovely women I had met in Miri and Limbang and I did not think I could have such luck here again. But, it seemed I was wrong.




    “My ice cream is not so sweet,” she said in smiles, “and I do not even like it. If you want it, there are many here who could serve you that way,” she advised.




    I wondered if there would nightlife here at all. Before I set off to Kapit and Belaga I had not taken the trouble to check it out things like that in Sibu, but since I had only this night I felt was determined to explore. But this joint was no news, not yet anyway.




    “Yes if I want ice cream to be served you are right,” I replied, “what do you actually for the price you charge,” I asked in pleasant voice.




    “Hmm,” she hummed but also pleasantly, kind of seducing, “what do you like?”




    “Hmm,” I copied with a smile, “not particularly anything, “but would it not be nice if we both find out what we like? For that we need to invest some time, I think, het to know each other?”




    “You want that? You don’t want to fuck and go?” she asked, “are you serious?”




    “What is your name, where do you come from, may be a good beginning, right? Something in that direction would you like?” I suggested but thinking that I had gone through this before; women like her did not understand it and surely would judge me as weird or as a sincere person who was not out to take advantage. Yes, weird because women were here to sell themselves and the men happily paid up but did not want to know any of the women if only because of their background, poverty, or family problems. Who would want a woman who as been used dozens of times anyway. The social aspects were not at stake here, they were kept private because primarily no customer wanted to know as it would disturb the ‘fun’.




    “Yeah, a good beginning,” she agreed, “but of no use for me, because you leave after you got what you came for.”




    “Okay, let’s talk a little; I pay you for your time, okay?” I said, sort of reluctantly because I did not really feel like it this time and I had to leave my china man behind too. But she changed her attitude and now smiled, slightly mockingly though as she said:




    “Okay, come in, let’s talk and from there see what we can do?”




    “Right,” I answered and winked to my china man, who winked back like he understood and would stand to guard. So, I followed her inside as she walked towards the bed after locking the door. Again, this was a ritual I knew, so I waited for things to come.




    “Sit next to me so we can talk eye to eye level,” she said, “my name is Myrte and I am Indonesian, no not from Kalimantan but from Sulawesi.




    “Interesting,” I said, “I was there once and visited the Bada Valley en Torajaland.”




    “You know my land, you know my home?” she cried out.




    “You are a Toraja?”




    “Yes, I am,” she said with pride.




    “That’s right and you should be proud,” I smiled, “but tell me Myrte what are you doing in a place like this. I cannot remember that Toraja people have it in their culture to sell sex?”




    “Of course not man, I do it because I am in trouble and work here to get money to pay someone off?”




    Okay I understand, so I will pay you for your time and perhaps take pictures of you, is that’s allright?”




    “What is your name?”




    “Oh sorry, I am Frans, a Belanda.”




    “You pay for my time and so you should do what you paid for. I mean when you go to a warung to get you something to eat you do not want to pay the woman for talking to you right? You want food? And, her you pay for the action you want.”




    “Then, dear Myrte, what I want is to portray you naked, nude, without clothes, but not sexually, and without your face, so nobody can recognize you?”




    “Why,” she asked.




    “I like to talk to you, but I do not want sex. Since I do not know you it feels too egotistic for to me sex is a mutual matter. So, to get to know you is to photograph you, is my motto Myrte.”




    “But here I get paid for sex. You can buy sex here, how can I ask for money when I only talk and pose?”




    “Look, don’t ask anything. I will pay you twice for an hour, may be two hours work, outside, in the sea, on the beach and further up in the forest. I pay you for being my model and in the process we get to know each other. I am sorry Myrte, I am not a man who pays to get laid?”




    “No problem then,” Myrte reacted like she felt relieved, “but without my face right? When?”




    “Tomorrow I am on the Tinjar, most likely the day after too. So, let’s say in three days? Do you have a phone number I can call just in case I am late? And, let’s do it in the morning, I take it there is not much business during that time?”




    “Right, right,” she agreed.




    “Well then all arranged. Come to my hotel early morning, say at eight? We will get to work immediately and before ten we are finished. Then when it is a good day with good light the same but before sunset?”




    “You will pay me twice? You must be crazy because no sex?”




    “No sex to pay for, who knows what will happen when we actually get to know each other Myrte, but first I want to know you?”




    “I never met a man as crazy as you,” she said shaking her head, “you want sex for free, but want to spend twice the money for some pictures?”




    “Sex is never free Myrte, not in ordinary life too. Sex as such is like eating when you are hungry and the one providing, in this case you, is not satisfied but with the money earned only. I do not like that, I mean I don’t like to feel that egotistic. But, I need you for some good pictures, pictures I have in mind but not in reality yet. I am a photographer and you can do your job being a paid model!”




    “Okay then, may be you care not crazy, but I think you want to see me before you decide?”




    “If you would like to do me the honor, yes,” I smiled,




    “Then you will,” she reacted and began to undress. I looked at her, het challenging eyes on me with pride as she took off her dress. In panty and bra now only she looked at me seductively. I smiled at her and said:




    “A lovely proportional figure you have Myrte, I am sure I will not ruin it with my picture taking.”




    “Ha, you cannot, your pictures may be bad but not my body,” she laughed as she now unhooked her bra to slowly lower it striptease like to he point that her breasts were freed and her nipples rather than her eyes were staring at me.




    “My, oh, my,” I sighed, “such a beautiful sight you are Myrte!”




    “Don’t you flatter me now,” she reacted as she continued undressing placing her fingertips in het panty to lower it then sat on the bed again as she looked at me, her panty on her feet still.




    “Okay Myrte, stand please and turn around, then lie on the bed.”




    She did what she was told knowing I wanted to appreciate her full body.




    “I know what I look like,” she superfluously said.




    “Okay, you can get dressed again,” I said for I had seen her and knew what to do and how to do it.




    “What? You don’t want anything else?”




    “I wanted to see your full body; I wanted to know if you had some impurities too like, tattoos, piercings or scars. I already knew that you are equipped with a very attractive body Myrte.”




    “You really only wanted to see me naked so you can have an idea on how to shoot me? Only that Frans?” she asked.




    “Indeed,” I replied and smiled, “do you know Bintulu well? Do you know a place or place where we can shoot undisturbed and so nobody will see us?”




    “I will ask my friends here. So, you will pay me twice? Then don’t pay now for I did not do anything for you.




    “Okay, whatever you prefer, but if you like I can pay half now and the other half after shooting?”




    “No, that’s not fair. Who knows may be I have to run back home and then I have not done what I promised, so no keep the money until I have earned it?”




    “I just want you to feel good about it, so all right. I will pay you when you did your job. I will call you and make sure please you will be free for the day?”




    “Okay Frans, I will do my best. You better cal me the day before?”




    “Right on, thank you,” I said as she was now fully dressed again. I kissed her on the cheeks, smiled, then went for the door.




    “Wait,” she interrupted my leaving, “let me give you a kiss too?”




    Outside my china man had been waiting patiently but he had a twinkle in his eyes when I came out. I waved at Myrte before rejoining with him then he asked:




    “How was it?”




    “We will talk outside, okay?”




    “Yeah, yeah,” he reacted in more excited fashion than me. Back on the street I told him the story but with the idea to from now on showing me the nightlife only so without connecting me to any woman.




    “You don’t like women?” he asked




    “Don’t worry,” I laughed, “I do but I do not like them for one shot, not even for one night either. Besides that, I just want to know what goes on here after dark. That’s really all!”




    “Well, I can take you, it will be e brief tour when you don’t do anything and I would not get commission either,” he explained.




    “I can give you the commission,” I said.




    “You will? That is nice of you, okay let’s go,” he agreed wholeheartedly.




    We went to a nightclub where beer proved to be expensive and the ladies, though looking high class because of the fashionable outfits they wore, were expensive too, but not as nice or accommodating as Myrte was. They looked rather haughty and the conversation was not inspiring. From the nightclub we went to a disco but there were not many people yet and I thought of calling it a night. I had to get up early morning so better if I had a good sleep for a long day ahead of me.




    “Come china man, let’s sit outside for a beer together for I don’t feel like continuing this exposure,” I smiled, “you better tell me what you know while having a drink?”




    “You want to finish already?” he asked in disbelief.




    “I have seen it in many places and what I have seen here does not inspire me at all,” I smiled.




    “It is up to you, so yes let’s have a drink.”




    We sat and drank outside at a restaurant where I paid the nominal fee of the china man and upon his request I told him what I was going to do.




    “Yes, I read in the papers that some Tinjar people are launching a protest in their forest. But, what are you going to do there?”




    I told him and as he nodded we drank our beer, watched the passers by, then wished each other goodbye. I walked back to my hotel where extra carefully I checked everything so eventualities happening I could cover. Then packed, took a shower and slept.




    Next day meant up early so I could catch an early bus. I walked to the bus station and was just in time to get on the bus which was due to leave at 7.00 am. It left right on time indeed and as the bus left town along a coastal road the scenery glided by. The bus was quite full passengers I had expected because that is what the china man had warned me for. There were only a few stops on the way, which meant I was lucky because this bus would normally stop for everyone who flagged it down. An hour or so later then I arrived at the Tinjar River where indeed speedy long boats waited for passengers; about half the busload of passengers hastily boarded the vessel which was about to leave, I was among them. So far the journey had gone smoothly and when the driver instantly knew where I should get off, it looked like this part of the journey would be smooth too. On our way deeper into the interior then it happened. First the sound is what I heard even before I saw the tugboat in the distance but, because of the speed of the longboat I was on, it came closer very fast. As the pilot made room for the tugboat to pass and rounded it the extent of the float it was pulling became visible. I rushed down to the pilot to ask him to slow down a little so I could take pictures of it from the upper deck. He nodded and pulled up his throttle as I rushed back to deck and shot the float of logs, the tugboat now seen from behind puffing out fuel exhaust. It was a dramatic sight and I was glad I could cover it on top of the longboat. The forest felled and dragged out using its waters, I thought, the effect of logging was already visible because as one man who was with me on top of the deck of the longboat said:




    “You know the water of the Tinjar should not be this brown or even yellow. Now it carries the topsoil of the forest floor. What will grow there again once the trees are gone?” he asked me but not personally more like he generalized the problem caused by logging, the silting of the rivers and the loss of topsoil in a forest which was not fertile to begin with.




    “It is that bad, is it?” I asked him equally rhetorically.




    “Typically a case of what the Dutch say ‘throwing away the baby with the bathing water’, he smiled like he knew I was Dutch.




    “Which means? I asked feigning ignorance about his proverb.




    “It means short term profit taking without realizing the long term profit, which is not finite, is at stake and look, the yellowish water contains it, the future I mean,” he explained, “and it is washed away!”




    “You are Dutch?” I asked.




    “No, no,” the smiled as he denied, but the Dutch have some remarkable sayings, proverbs and I am told if they really want to they can talk in sayings. I am English,” he revealed.




    “And I am Dutch,” I smiled now, “so of course I knew that saying!”




    “Where are you going,” the man asked.




    “I am going to some longhouses upriver where the people of the forest are protesting what you just condemned “




    “Ah, you are? I am going to visit a logging camp along this river, on invitation, I am a professor Cambridge University,” he disclosed and so I told him more too which led to an interesting discussion of the state of the rainforest of Sarawak in particular but the rainforest at large in general too. One thing bugged me so I asked him:




    “You are quite a critical person and a representative of a nation, like me, which had once many colonies both nations used for profit. Now that the people of Malaysia are doing this you, again like me, criticize the neo colonizers. Should we not put our hand in our own bosom first before we judge others?”




    “Hhmmm, you are right of course, but times are different now. There are more people and due to that there is more pressure on our natural resources. It is understandable that the people of Malaysia and those from elsewhere who own forests, like Brazil or Congo, want to use them for their won benefit, but aside from the profit don’t you agree that they, that we, should not kill the goose which lays golden eggs?”




    “That’s right,” I agreed, “but it is people like us who create the demand, if wood for local consumption was harvested only the peoples of the interior, the forest peoples would not get into the predicament they are in. What are you going to do in a logging camp. Or perhaps better said, how come the loggers welcome you?”




    “It is a matter of exchange and sharing of expertise. Don’t think I will be as critical as I am being with you,” he smiled. “Today I felt like blowing off steam. Please support these forest peoples like the Penan, the Iban, Kayan and others. They are Malaysian but are treated as second class citizens.”




    “Right,” I agreed, “and yes I will.”




    We are soon arriving at my stop,” he said and smiled, “I would very much have liked to talk some more, but this is not possible now. Your stop is not too far from here, we may even see me because that logging camp I am going to is the target of the people you are going to be with,” he smiled and winked to go down from the deck to disembark. The boat slowed down and docked indeed at a jetty in front of a logging camp. Only the English professor and another man jumped off and walked to the camp while the longboat set off again.




    Now alone again and watching the logging camp disappear around a bend in the Tinjar, tried to anticipate what was coming to me and hoped that the Ibans of the houses had been notified. In any case I had names of the headmen so nothing could go wrong I thought yet I felt tension rising rapidly now that I was nearing the village. Just before that landing now a boat laden with logs was pulled by a tugboat and as our boat passed it I asked a Malaysian who happened to have come on deck:




    “Sir, I see floats pulled but the logs are in the river so why is it that these logs on that boat and not in water?”




    “Oh, that is a simple one,” the man smiled, “that is the real hardwood and real hardwood is heavier than water.”




    “Oh I see so that is why they cannot be pulled through water!”




    “Right, they will sink,” the man said and smiled, ‘look there is the village. Are you going to get off there?” he enquired.




    “Yes, indeed, how did you guess?”




    “Not many tourists here,” he laughed, “and now with the protests two on one boat? It is remarkable,” he said now in smiles.




    “Yeah, from that perspective you are right,” I smiled, “what are you doing here? You don’t seem to be like a native, a forest man?”




    “That’s right,” he acknowledged, “I am a government servant and so around here I have to check on some local matters, a yearly event really,” he explained.




    “Ah, I see, a civil servant and so you are doing your job.”




    “Yes, but I have to oversee the logging business, check on licenses, equipment, rules, regulations. This is because of the protests; we are required to check on each and everything because the camps have to follow government rules on personnel, safety equipment and so much more. I am doing another camp today,” the man said.




    “Ah, we have nearly arrived,” I said.




    “Yes, it is my stop too,” the government servant said, “I wish you luck!”




    “Thanks, the same to you,” I replied as we went down to get off.




    Walking up I looked at the expanse of the Tinjar as this village seemed to be quite lively and rather compact too, that is at the riverside, the harbor.




    “You must be Frans Welman?” the voice of a man sounded. I turned to see who had called my name and looked at a young man, an Iban.




    “We will go by longboat now,” he said, “I want to introduce you to my people of my longhouse, please follow me?”




    “How did you know I was the man you expected?”




    “Easy,” he laughed gently, “you were the only orang putih on board?”




    “That easy it was, yeah,” I laughed along with him as we went down to the river again now to board a longboat.




    “You can call me John, short for Johannes which is my Christian name. I may tell you my Iban name too one day,” he said.




    “Okay John, it may be better if we are not seen together too long, so we better move out right?”




    “Yes, I think you are right,” he said, “but we should not be too afraid either. Now, I am the only one in the house who speaks English well enough to be your guide. Let me tell you this,” he continued by starting the engine of the outboard motor, “ this is going to be the program. Though you are welcome to stay in tour longhouse, we are leaving to sleep at the edge of the forest tonight. Not just you and me, but almost all in the longhouse. We will bring food and much more so we don’t have trouble sleeping there. Then early morning we will walk to the logging road. There we will prepare for the protest but we will wait a little till the people from other longhouses have arrived. Together we will make some banners so you can photograph them as we stage the protest,” he concluded as we sailed out of the village and into a side stream which water was much more yellow than the main river, the Tinjar River.




    “Good, good,” I said, “that will be an adventure!”




    “For you, yes, for us it is a necessity. We will explain about the encroaching loggers and we will take you to the logging camp but we will not go near. You can go in, talk or do what you need to do, like taking pictures. We will wait for you and take you back to the longhouse after the protest. There we will sleep for the night and morning time we will take you back to the village so you can get a boat back to the coastal road and to Bintulu. Is all that agreeable to you?”




    “Very much so,” I agreed, “but you are only going to protest tomorrow? Will there be journalists, local and/or international?”




    “I don’t think so,” John said.




    “Oh be




    Fore I forget, is it possible that the people of your house protesting could wear their traditional attires when we are back in the longhouse?”




    “Oh that we can arrange before we take you back to the village,” John said, and it is not far from here now, our longhouse,” he added.




    I looked at the narrow stream getting narrower and with water that truly was saturated with soil’ it was very yellow indeed. John saw me looking and as I put one hand in it to see the soil particles closer by he said.




    “Yes this is what logging on a large scale does, the topsoil is washed away and enters the river. But you know, we are accused of killing the forest because we grow hillside rice and burn patches of forest for fertility. Do you know what damages the forest more: logging or swidden farming?”




    “I know which is the main culprit,” I said, “but true or not others benefit from showing swidden farming is what devastates. People like the Iban are being used to show that the Indigenous destroy their own habitat.”




    “Ah you know about that? Good,” John said nodding approvingly and, since we had come to a landing, the landing of his longhouse, he threw a rope to the jetty where five other boats lay moored and wriggled his longboat among them. We disembarked and walked up the stairs to get to the riverbank which was rather steep indeed. Looking down now, the way the boats lay like they were hugging each other in the striking yellow color of the water, I thought of taking a picture and so I told John:




    “Oh, yes indeed, please. It is what you are here for,” he smiled, “and yes this is an odd sight. I am sure my father can tell you, in colorful words, that not so long ago the water of our stream was clear, pure water.”




    “Really true that?”




    “Oh man,” John smiled bitterly now, “according to him we could fish. Nowadays fish can hardly survive in this murky water.”




    I shot a few and then followed John on a path which led to his rather small longhouse. Instantly when laying eyes on it I understood that this was a rather poor longhouse and so the people living here were not as well off as I could have imagined. It looked like they did not have much to loose at all. I did not say a word about it but John felt what I thought, no not that I felt bad about poverty, which I did but in another way, but about the neglect the people seemed to experience and yet were capable of organizing themselves. I knew I had come to a part of Sarawak which needed to be known.




    “Come I’ll introduce you to my family,” John said as we were near his bilek, “later I will introduce you to all members of our house, okay?”




    “I’ll be happy to get to know all of you,” I replied as we went up. John introduced me to his father, a short, rather skinny man but a man who was quite vocal, who had a naughty streak in his eyes and was one of the leaders regarding the protest. His mother, also slender and short, was shy but did not hesitate to offer me a glass of water. As I quenched my thirst other of the longhouse came to check out who this stranger was. When quite enough people had gathered John told them what I had come for which made them smile and nod approvingly.




    “So, tonight we sleep in the woods and all of us will stage a protest tomorrow just like we decided,” he explained and announced that they all should get ready for their departure to the woods early afternoon. The father then took me to a room in the bilek to leave my things there and to prepare myself too for the journey on foot before sunset:




    “Yes Frans, have a shower before we go too, freshen up. You take everything for one night and one night only, we will be back tomorrow afternoon,” John explained when he had come after us,” just bring your cameras, a toothbrush a fresh set of clothing and we will do the rest?”




    “Right on,” I replied in reaction and got my things together.




    “So, you can interview us before we go or you can do that tomorrow evening so after the protest. What do you think is best?” John asked.




    “Perhaps both?” I suggested, “now to tell abut your plans, your motivation for protesting and tell also how to get the core message through to the authorities? It is non violent protest I presume?”




    “Okay we can do it now. My father organized it and so he will talk and I shall translate,” John said.




    “So, what does the longhouse hope to achieve with the proposed protest demonstration and what exactly caused you people to stand up to be heard?”




    John translated the exact words to his father who then looked at me defiantly, something I was going to see much more during the course of the day to come. He pondered a little then looked straight to me while talking in Iban. John dutifully translated sporting a smile on his lips for he knew very well what motivated his father and many others of the longhouse and quite a few longhouses of the area who had come to listen.




    His father talked about the history of the land of the Iban here and went back for as far as he could remember personally and related the oral history of his tribe as well.




    “So, you mean your people were not consulted when concessions were given out?”




    “We knew nothing about it. We thought it was our own land, our own forest!”




    “So, when you enquired about what was happening what did they tell you?”




    “That we did not have a title to the land and so it was public land, owned by the Government,” he stated.




    “The government did not honor your historical rights?” I asked.




    “They said the forest is not owned by anyone but the state. But, I said, we live in it, we live from it and we have done so for two hundred years. Nobody ever dared us like you do now. We hunt, we gather, we use some of it to grow rice and cash crops, but we do not cut any trees to sell. Why do you want to destroy our forest? I asked them.”




    “I am sure they had their answers ready for you?”




    “Yes, but it looked like they felt ashamed so they bullied me. They said we are living a backward way and that they were going to help us living a modern life.”




    “You were grateful they offered help?”




    “Noooooooo, we know what they did to the Penan, we know who are the people profiting from logging only to leave destruction behind them. After logging they don’t care, so I said no thank you, we want our forest, the forest which should still stand after we have gone. Our forest is not ours, our forest belongs to our future generations. It surely does not belong to you. You do not know how important the forests are, I said, but they replied with threats like we can throw you in jail for obstructing what the Government of the people of Malaysia in general and the Government of Sarawak have decided.”




    “They threatened you? They wanted you in jail, oh my goodness!”




    “They waved me off, they told me everyone is supposed to know the law. If that land is ours it should have been registered long ago, but they added that a tribe in Malaysia does not own land, people do and they have land titles to prove it. But I told them we have history to prove that our land belongs to us.”




    “They did not recognize the heritage of the Iban right?”




    “They recognized their own history or its interpretation, I do not know,” he said his head down now, like he was beaten by people who did not know his land but claimed to own it, well not quite themselves personally but they as government servants acting on behalf of the Government of Malaysia.”




    We talked some more on the lamentable subject which caused this and other longhouses to resurrect and consequently it became clearer how the local and national authorities treated the people of the interior in general and of the Tinjar here in particular. Obviously the idea of the Government was that the forests of Sarawak belonged to the nation and so for the government to decide what to do with them, how to utilize or exploit them, even though that did not match with the interest of the people who had lived in their habitat for a long time and in the case of the Penan, Kayan and Kenyah much longer even. When we sort of had run out of steam the interview changed to conversation and now I was questioned about what I did, my motivation etc.




    While talking about the Netherlands Center of Indigenous Peoples I was part of then John, who was more or less responsible for organizing the proceedings leading to the road blockade he disclosed now, got restless and said:




    “Okay, let’s be ready by four this afternoon and so we leave at five because we should discuss first then leave for the forest to make shelter and cook the evening meal. We will have an early night all right?”




    All excitedly agreed for it looked like all present were convinced that this was the thing for them to do, to protest and to make the protest known so the authorities could reconsider their decisions on their forest regarding logging.




    The big buzz had started as many more men and some women arrived to take part in the demonstration. I counted at least a hundred but father said that many more would come, at least another hundred. I wondered though with no press present, only me, and only truck drivers who were going to be stopped, could tell what was actually happening near the logging camp in question. So I asked:




    “Look John, I don’t want to discourage anyone, but I see you are relying on truck drivers to get the news out, it may not reach and if it does it may be misinterpreted by the drivers?”




    John smiled, translated to the men and women around him, listened to their reactions then looked at me and said:




    “Penan protested, Penan demonstrated; they are not alone, we are with them. If we protest in towns like Bintulu we get arrested. And, you saw that our protest was in the news already, yet we did not leave our area. So, it will reach, we are pretty certain of that. The word will come out and will inspire others. We will do it may be every week and when they don’t listen we’ll go one step further.”




    “One step further?” I asked as he dropped a significant silence, “what do you mean?”




    “Hmm, we are peacefully demonstrating. We only hold up the log transport for one or two hours, but if the authorities do not address our grievances we are compelled to go one step further and extend the blockade for say 24 hours?”




    “Does this not mean police will come and arrest you all?”




    “That will be big news,” John smiled and told the others around him, “but we are not after that. We want to be understood, we want to be recognized, so we don’t want to be brushed aside as being insignificant. This is our land and it should not be destroyed. We are ready to defend it, if need be we will stop the operations,” he stressed but in a quite accommodating tone of voice.




    “So you are banking on news to come out which in turn would make the authorities think a little more about what they have been planning?”




    “That is the general idea, yes,” John answered thoughtfully.




    “But when the message does not get through?”




    “We will keep on going till they are listening.”




    “What will you do when they don’t listen, reach out to make your plight word news perhaps?”




    “That is a good idea too,” John smiled and translated that again to the people around him who were listening with great interest. They nodded approvingly when John formulated his answer.




    “I can only wish you and your people good luck John, you are up against a formidable adversary who has a lot of power and the means to exercise that power too.”




    “We are aware our means are limited, but we are determined, you know.”




    “I am just a little worried your message is not taken too seriously when you and your people are blocking the logging road and nobody is there to report on it; it will either go unnoticed or if not it will be quelled and determined as insignificant, or most likely something to that effect.”




    “They are afraid that this protest will become international. We are not alone as you very well know. Everywhere in the world Indigenous Peoples are protesting so when we know about it then many others do. It is our duty to fight for our rights and so to keep the forests intact for our future generations.”




    “Right, right, I just vented some worry that you might be confronted one way or other, the authorities as I said are powerful lot.”




    “Yes they are but that should not deter us,” John concluded because his father came to tell that soon they had to leave to make the forest camp. So, all were asked to assemble and take their food to be prepared in the camp for the evening and morning. Quite disciplined now all formed a single line and under the command of John’s father the march of approximately 200 people began, me somewhere in the middle with John and father at the head of the human colonna leading the way.




    The men and women walked fast, they knew the narrow path which was full of roots and so I had to walk carefully so I would not stumble and fall. Not walking as fast as the others meant the same others went from a pitiful smile to a hard laugh. But when the leader, John’s father got wind of this, he ordered everyone to slow down.




    I felt bad about that, of course I was happy they slowed a little to accommodate me, but found myself too clumsy for words. There was however nothing much else to do than to comply with my body not as trained to walk on the forest floor. Luckily this did not take very long for in less than an hour we reached the spot which had been earmarked for our camp. Without a word from anyone it looked like everyone knew exactly what to do and so many began to cut undergrowth to make shelters, other predominantly women made arrangements for cooking the evening meal. Since it was already past five o’clock they worked steadily so they could avail of daylight.




    I walked around, took some pictures and talked here and there if only to mingle and to make a point that I was one of them. But, I was not, I knew that and they knew that, yet they made me feel like I was one of them. This had nothing to do with what I had come out to do, to portray the peoples of the forest and the forest itself. It was the kind of togetherness, the natural hospitality and the genuine interest in what I was doing among them. While everyone was very busy they took time, while working, to talk with me about culture, forest, money, export. One man, his wife and two young boys helping hem with a shelter, said:




    “Why are these Japanese, the Europeans, these Americans buying our wood? If they would not do that, the authorities have nothing to sell and so they cannot get rich while sleeping. The authorities get a lot of money but do nothing. The Chinese corporations work the concessions and the ordinary people are recruited to do the dirty work. Some men of our longhouses are among the underpaid and among those running high risk. “Have you heard about the casualties?” he asked.




    “I have and being a logger I understand is dangerous work indeed! I have seen some of the official statistics in Limbang. Is it possible the Government has the official statistics on this,” I asked in turn.




    “They must have and when they is a little pressure they publish them too. They are not pretty figures,: he said.




    “Lay down for a bit,” John laughed as he passed by, “or have some coffee? After dinner we can have some tuak and we sing a few songs, then we shall go to sleep Frans!”




    “An early night?”




    “Forest life man,” he smiled and walked on again checking everyone to see if they needed help. Nobody actually did and so when I looked around the wife of the man I had been talking to came to me with a steaming cup of coffee saying:




    “Native coffee, I am sure you like it?”




    “I love it.” I smiled and thanked her yet thinking that coffee may disturb the early night as I hardly ever sleep before midnight but now was more or less forced to snore at nine pm already and I wondered what night it would be:




    “What will you do when it rains at night?” I asked the lady, wife of the man making a shelter.




    “That’s no problem,” she smiled but a growing smiled culminating into a chuckle because of the ignorance of the non forest man, me! “We have big leaves enough and as you can see there are already a few people who are fastening them on the frame they made,” she explained. I looked in the direction she pointed to indeed seeing at the far end of the lane of erecting shelters that two or three already had almost finished theirs.




    “How long will it take to build one which can withstand a strong storm?” I dared asking.




    “About an hour,” she replied but added something quite significant, “in the forest there is no wind, or at least very little, and the rain coming down only comes down slowly. Here at this open space, though there is hardly wind coming through, the rain can come down heavily but not as hard compared to outside the forest, so we can sustain,” she smiled, “the leaves are strong enough to withstand the rain.”




    “Thank you,’ I smiled back at her. John’s father appeared now to ask:




    “Man, do you like to drink some tuak with us?”




    “By all means yes,” I said thinking that a little alcohol would mean I could probably sleep better. We went to a few shelters down the row which were really looking like a camp now where the first men and women who had finished their shelter stood to say cheers to each other and now to John’s father and me. To my surprise men were also cooking there and a few women.




    “Here we are cooking for all,” one of the men volunteered to tell me, but in between it is nice to have some tuak, like some?” he asked and poured a cup.




    “Yes, very nice,” he answered as he handed me the cup.




    We toasted and drank then more men and women, some children too came who started the plates to be filled and distributed. Now in a big circle all were ready to have their evening meal but waited for John’s father to give the signal to begin.




    An hour later all dishes were washed and the cutlery stored again, most dishes were banana leaves and cutlery existed of spoons made on the spot from bamboo tubes.




    “Now is the time to relax and have a drink,” John told me. The fires ignited for cooking were now used to give some light as it was very dark now.




    “You will sing too?” I asked John.




    “Of course man,” he laughed, but first some story telling from the old and ancient past of the Iban, our oral history alive,” John said.




    One of the older men stood up to sit in the circle in a way everyone could see him and began to tell a riddled fairy tale, one rooted in history which had a warning for the future.




    We listened; we sang and then went to sleep on the forest floor.




    I can’t remember rain or any other discomfort and slept peacefully to get up just before dawn. I was not awakened rudely but because we had turned in so early we also woke up early. We I say, I meant me because already I saw a good number of the demonstrators busy with coffee and breakfast. As soon as I opened my eyes however coffee was presented and when I had washed up in the stream nearby I was invited to carry on with breakfast. Dawn had come while I was washing and breakfast one more round of coffee was served but not too long after all were ordered to gather their things and to break up camp and restoring it like it was found as much as possible:




    “This is a must,’ John elaborated, “we should set the example that we do not disturb pristine forest and this part we are in is pristine forest Frans.”




    When all were ready, it was close to seven in the morning then, the signal to leave was given and we marched on once again. Sooner than I had expected, a matter of just ten minutes, we arrived at the logging road.




    “Now, here we are and here is where we are going to do it,” John’s father said, “but we should make some banners and we should get already cut debris from the loggers to block the road,” he added. This was not something that had to be said twice because all disappeared in the two directions of the road to gather suitable materials. Walking along with one group I had a splendid view of the forest from a hilltop and consequently started shooting.




    When enough was gathered it was transported by hand to the place where John’s father was waiting.




    “Trucks will be here soon and as they are only coming from the log pond in the morning, so they will be empty, that first batch will return soon after. Now, listen carefully, we are going to let the empty trucks pass by. When you hear them we hide in the woods, so they will not see us. We will block them on their return while on the way the logging camp at the river. We hold them for about half an hour only, we will give the drivers the message that it is serious and that we can block this road indefinitely if they don’t comply and relay the message to their superiors and the press.”




    That was quite an exquisite idea I though, to gently force the drivers to relay the message. This way most likely they felt they should oblige or a much longer than at most half hour blockade would be the result. John then took to the stage saying:




    Let’s rehearse now what we shout so there will be no mistake when the trucks arrived and Frans when we have blocked the trucks, can you photograph us? We are going to lay down in front of the trucks “




    “Do you mean some are going to lay on the road so you force the trucks to stop?”




    “Indeed,” John laughed like it was the easiest things to do. He had hardly finished talking when the drone sound of a yet far away truck was heard.




    “Hide,” shouted John’s father and all, including myself, went hiding behind the trees at the edge of the forest. I saw the trucks; there were three in a row, passed by. As soon as they had gone all jumped forward and began to make a nice blockade which was no match for the heavily fortified trucks I thought. John saw me watching and read my thoughts as he said:




    “Well, that blockade is not meant to stop them, but our men and women lying on the ground will do that trick. It will take about an hour before the trucks return fully laden,” he said.




    “So, now everything that is needed can be organized and I would like a dry run for picture taking all right?”




    “Yes, just before the trucks arrive so I will ask them to hurry up,” he agreed. He then shouted at the top of his lungs and announced that they should rehearse while picture taking was going on.




    “Frans here wants to shoot you on pictures and on video so we have to do it twice. After that he picture us when the trucks are stopped, so the drivers know it is serious for an orang putih journalist is covering things. This will add to what they should tell about what we do here, what we protest against and so they tell what we want to the authorities and the press in Bintulu. Let’s hurry a little?” he pleaded.




    I watched the more than a hundred synchronizing their yell and it was John’s father who began the yell:” hey, hey stay away, our forest is ours!!”




    Other yells were rehearsed too and when satisfied something like ten man dropped down on the road to show how they would stop the trucks. Fifteen minutes after the last rehearsal the first truck was coming in. We heard it long before it rolled through a bend in the road but then there it was; the ten men meanwhile already had dropped and the tensious situation could not be averted now. The truck came nearer and from afar I saw it was indeed full of logs, six of them on top of each other. As it approached it did not seem to slow down. I felt tension rising in me thinking what the consequences were should the truck run over the people on the road and of course also run over some who were standing behind them. I shot pictures rapidly then tried to get up a little to get above the demonstrators behind the branches where in front were the men lying on the road. The truck kept approaching and now all felt the tension. The truck was perhaps less than fifty meters away and going at a fair speed when finally it slowed down but had to brake fully to avoid hitting the people on the road. I heard many people sighing in relief as I kept on shooting. The truck stopped about one meter from the men on the road but now an aggravated father of John stepped forward and shouted:




    “What is the matter with you people? Can’t you see people lying on the road? Did you get orders to run over us? How dare you? You are violating us, our land, our forest! You are not going anywhere until we say you can go,” he fumed.




    The driver was ordered from his truck and when he had stepped outside, scared and head down, all were grouping around him and that is when the second truck arrived. That one had to stop behind the first one because the road was not wide enough for two trucks to pass each other. Half of the Iban protesting ran over to the second and soon the third truck and got the driver out. Ten minutes later John’s father dictated to all three of them what they were supposed to tell their superiors and through their superiors, the authorities and the press. I stood close and photographed the scene which meant to them when they looked up that things were deadly serious with a foreigner documenting all that happened. After the drivers were checked on what they had written down, the troupe around them pushed them to be sincere, and then told them they were free to leave.




    The barricade of branches and leaves was neatly put aside and the now shy drivers jumped quickly into their vehicles started their engines and ran off as fast as they possibly could. I was stunned, was this it? The large group of almost 200 people was talking and looked like they felt their mission had been a great success. I wondered about the effects; surely the drivers would report and if their superiors of the company they worked for they most probably would tell the press if they dared not go to the authorities. But, the people showed they were happy but as soon as they had their signal that their protest was over, they quickly dispersed to go back to their longhouses.




    “Now,’ said John, “I like to take you to the logging camp and you alone can go in and take pictures. I like you to see for yourself what they do there. It is not very far,” he emphasized.




    “No problem,” I reacted and so we walked the road in the direction of where the trucks had fled, “I have time for I only leave tomorrow right?”




    “That’s right indeed and so we can walk back to the longhouse from the logging camp,” John confirmed.




    As we walked together I had to stop once in a while to portray the vistas which occasionally opened up and became irresistible to me, in awe of the expanse of rainforest we could overlook from a height, I was intrigued by its beauty and told John this.




    “I am sure you understand that this is all very common to me. I don’t see beauty, I see our land, our livelihood, our future,” he smiled as he went into a higher gear and now paced, which was his way of saying that I had to stop him to wait for me or step it up because time may be lacking if we lingered too long. As we walked there was no traffic whatsoever so only the deafening sound of the forest was heard; the sound produced by well known insects and wild animals. We did not walk very long for, to me unexpectedly, just after the one lonely truck passed around a bend in the road the logging camp lay ahead:




    “Now,” John said in a whisper, “I am going to hide while you walk on and take pictures of the bulldozers, trucks and if you can talk to the people there. I am pretty sure though, they may tried to frighten you off. You can walk further to the Tinjar though or return. Frans, I will be waiting for you here and keep and eye on you. If things go bad I will call for help, all right?”




    “You can’t come with me?” I asked.




    “Too dangerous for me, less dangerous for you,” he smiled.




    “Because when they hurt me they are in trouble may be, but not when they catch and hurt you?”




    “That’s right, so I will not take the risk,” John stressed.




    “Okay then, I will go alone if you stand by.”




    “Right, now go,” John now smiled again. And so I walked on right into the field of vision of the workers I saw who were being busy with the logs. Though I am sure they also saw me, they did not move a muscle when I pictured their bulldozers or other heavy equipment they were using. I walked on and straight through the camp now so it would have been impossible for anyone not to notice me but I still was not approached and so kept on shooting the numerous; in overview as well as in close ups. Even when I walked up to the river, knowing that John was backing me up but in a hidden position, no one followed me and I could and did shoot anything I fancied, the logs in the river and ready to be made into a float too. Having shot enough, no boat on the Tinjar to be seen now, I walked back and climbed a hill using another road to shoot an overview. Still not being approached I went back to the approximate point where I had left John behind and heard a whistle coming from a path leading into the forest beyond.




    “Okay, nothing happened, I am truly surprised,” John exclaimed, “perhaps they are afraid of what would happen to them should they stop you to interrogate?”




    “I can’t be sure of that John, but I was surprised too. I am pretty sure they knew I was there taking pictures,” I replied.




    “Well, we can go back now,” he smiled and took the lead.




    Less than an hour later we were back at his longhouse where his father, the whole extended family really, had been waiting for us.




    “So, now is the time to do some Iban dancing then?” I asked teasingly.




    “Oh you want it now?” John’s father asked in turn, “then we must get dressed first.




    “If it’s not too much trouble,” I answered.




    “Not much,” he replied, “but I have to convince my wife first,” he added in smiles.




    “I shall be waiting for her favorable decision then,” I smiled too as John looked on sporting a faint smile too.




    Half an hour passed but then both John’s father and mother emerged from their bilek transformed; mother with just an Iban skirt and belt, father with a G-string and Iban jacket made of Ikat.




    “We have no music!!!!” John shouted, “father how can you dance the ngayat (warrior dance) without music?”




    “It is for pictures only right,” mother answered him in a dignified way, “then it is all right, we can make a few moves and I will hummmmm,” she said and began. John’s father then jumped into action too.




    I shot like a maniac to capture their moves and because it was done in broad daylight with the house or vegetation as backdrops, I was sure they would turn out good. So, when I thought I had enough, I said:




    “I think you have done your very best, so it is time to unwind? Let’s have a few bottles of tuak or even more to celebrate. I will pay for them because after all you have taken me in as your friend and allowed me to do all I wanted. I am very grateful to you all but especially of course I am grateful to you John. You led me into your family and your longhouse. I thank you and urge you to accept my offer for drinking tuak with all of us!”




    “Of course we will not refuse,” John’s father laughed with his wife now losing the serious streak on her face she had been for a long time.




    So, with all around us now in feast full agreement we got started.




    “Come on man,” John laughed, “let’s go and get ourselves some bottles.”




    “Where?”




    “Some will have and will be happy to sell and if not enough then we go to a nearby longhouse. You want to come?”




    “Yes, of course,” I smiled, “I have to pay don’t I?”




    “Right,” John said as he walked into the corridor to knock on a few doors. What the people asked for a few liters was minimal so before we returned we had gathered 20 liters already, more than enough for a small celebration. But, and that was a great but, the word had gone around and now not something like 20 but a hundred people were there, all happy and anticipating a few free drinks.




    Twenty liters was not enough with all these people looking happy and dancing plus singing on their self made Iban music so I asked John to get some more.




    “It’s going out of hand Frans, do you really think we should go and get some more? They are only here for free drinks man!”




    “Never mind John, I owe them. They have been good and gentle and they stood for what they believe in. Let’s make marry, go and get some more. Don’t worry about me, it is not expensive!”




    Soon he returned with more bottles and he announced that we should toast to each other and all present Iban style. John and I felt good and rather than going with the flow thought it better to stay sober, because drinking on an empty stomach leads to getting drunk quickly. John’s father noticed I was a little reluctant and remarked:
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