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    This book is a tribute to the resilient Naga Peoples of Nagaland, both in India and in Burma.




    Though in itself the story is not real, the people are. This is a fictitious story, a story that could have happened for the Nagas are real and the conflict which has been raging since the inception of India is as real as it continues. Due to the leaders of Great Britain then, but without consulting the Naga people, handed their Nagaland over to the Union of India.




    This is a story that could have been. With just a twist in time and person the story goes real to venture far Beyond Twilight and could lead to irreversible changes..


  




  

    Prologue




    “What darkness,” she murmured to herself, humming the word darkness with the emphasis on dark, “what is it in me that darkness has such irresistible attraction on me?” It was not the first time she asked herself this question. When thinking time arrived to take possession of her, recurrently this question had popped into her mind. She called it ‘thinking time’ for to her it meant that she was going into some kind of recluse. It was like going into herself and though she called it thinking it actually was more like going into hibernation. Her thinking seemed to have frozen or, when still active, the thoughts would take possession of her, surround her, and enveloping her. Yet, the darkness she felt was nothing else but her fear, fear of dying and she sought to confront it frontally. By doing this she hoped the confrontation would set her free.




    “I don’t feel free, yet I am,” she repeated to herself, “this is my darkness; to feel like being lost in a forest at night, hearing creepy sounds and no one there to come to my rescue. Oh God in heaven, I feel so bound. Teach me how to be free?” she said in deep prayer, praying aloud to herself while seeking the connection.




    The crying Lisa had surrendered to self pity, knowing her tears would set her free, freer than her icy ways of thinking. Irrespective of what she thought she sensed it was her ritualistic way of thinking that bound her. And, she knew very well that through this ritual she felt the pattern of, at least, familiarity, kept her on the route she could follow. It was not a road she wanted to wander on and, though negative in outset perhaps, it was a route she felt safe on, familiar and bad it was may be, safe it felt: “I should be more adventurous,” she said out loud realizing she was talking to herself. And, hearing her own voice, it was like a stranger talking to her. Startled now she shot up and giggled till tears ran over her cheeks. Astounded at first and gradually aware of her tears, she drifted off to a slumber.




    “For the love of Ivy,” Marius exclaimed, “how can anyone tolerate this?”




    “Simple,” Jeanie answered dryly, “through planning, followed by executing the plan on the basis of motivation and the desire to control.”




    “But to this extent?” he exclaimed further, “it is like people have no conscience.”




    “Right,” Jeanie agreed, “but then what do you think? To use people for one’s own end one can only do that when one has no conscience, Marius.”




    “Yeah, indeed,” Marius replied more inwardly like he was speaking to himself only, “you know what these people do when they have achieved that end?” he asked.




    “There is no end to get to. There is always more to achieve and to control, it does not stop at their first goal. Once the appetite is wet, those people go further and further. Only when they are stopped, it will end.”




    “So that is the inner motivation of a dictator?” Marius asked sternly now, looking Jeanie straight into the eyes, almost menacingly.




    “Expanding motivation, feeding on itself yes,” Jeanie answered, a little startled now about the way Marius changed his posture.




    “Yet these small time third world dictators can only act like that when they are supported by their so called democratic counterparts of the first world,” he retorted.




    “No dictator can stand alone,” Jeanie remarked, “they all depend on something; sowing fear through brutality meted out of their subjects is one. Another kind of motivation is the dominant relations a male or female dictator has with those operating in the background. They prop up to execute. Those people know their advantages and they maintain the status quo. It is profitable for them to keep these dictators going. For their friends in more powerful countries it is all a matter of cheap labor and cheap resources. Use the tested divide and rule method and you can get rich over the backs of others,” Jeanie said and concluded, “to be rich is not the goal itself but an exponential benefit in which control is expressed self evidently. If the dictator is like a queen or king, they may even have the luster of their people paying them tributes. But then when exploitation becomes too apparent people become defiant and rise. A real dictator will be inspired by this and, using any means, and will force his people into submission.”




    “Yes,” Marius agreed, “it is obvious when you see how the people are being kept ignorant. Yet there are always rebellious sections of society, they come out to fight against their leeching suppressor, they stand up for their rights, right?” he asked.




    “Right,” Jeanie answered curtly.




    “This is Africa, this is the Cameroons, this is the scorned people and if these people fight for their rights what shall we do?” he asked.




    “Stand by them?” Jeanie asked suggestively.




    “That means when the going gets tough, the tough get going,” he answered.




    “What else is new?” she replied.




    “We will leave the mopping up to our capable friends and allies Jeanie,” Marius said, “I am going to have a meeting in Paris in a few days, with a representative of the Forbidden Land. Care to join me?”




    “Paris?” she asked.




    “Yes, Paris then Amsterdam with one of the leaders,” he answered.




    “I will have to see if it fits my bill, but I would like to. Are you going to see Lisa in Europe?” she asked.




    “I would love to,” Marius said thoughtfully, “but after that assault she witnessed, she is very unstable now. I should like to help her getting out of the doldrums. It is after all the woman I love, provided that, in our line of work, love is possible, we have a long way to cover still Jeanie, a long way indeed.”




    “Yes, I know this. She is a remarkable woman my friend. So we are going to leave the Cameroons then after the meeting this afternoon? I am sick and tired of both Yaoundé and Douala man!” she added and sighed, “I am ready for some real adventure.”




    “I am going, that’s for sure. You better take it up with your boss big mama,” Marius smiled at her now.




    “All right,” she answered, “consider it done!!!”




    “Then we will do it and there is no one who can stop me, not even my superiors, who will no doubt come up with some sort of assignment in place of what I want to do, should I be so stupid to tell them that!”




    “You will take that risk?” she asked, “you might be condemned a renegade.”




    “What do you do for loving a woman and the case of her people but to support?” he asked rhetorically, “especially when it is a neglected case of people crying out for justice and who have been prepared to fight for their rights for over 50 years?”




    “You must be right and if I am not mistaken right out of your mind,” Jeanie smiled, “what is so important there?” she continued.




    “To find out the truth about killings and what can be done when it is revealed who did what concerning the consequences,” he answered enigmatically.




    “Well, that is puzzling,” she laughed, “you are a handsome man and you need not be nebulous with me at all!” she said.




    “The Indians suppress all kinds of information. They have been successful in keeping things out of the public eye. They have done what they liked. Under a different identity I will go and investigate about who the culprits are that killed some crucial people. This partially will determine the fate of these people aspiring the right to self determination!”




    “Sounds noble, but then why should you be you doing that? You are ready to sacrifice your life and freedom for that?” she asked when looking at a nervous and serious Marius. More than just asking he definitively had suggested it to her in a way she could hardly say no to, “we will go as a married couple. That way we can get into Nagaland State, Manipur or Arunachal Pradesh. We will do that,” he stressed.




    Jeanie had only one rebuff on that and brought it on: “But you love that other woman, this Lisa!”




    “That’s right,” Marius was quick to reply but smiling all over, “we go as a married couple, so I can see her!”




    “I do not get it,” Jeanie answered quizzically.




    “Think Jeanie,” Marius said then waited for her to come up with something. She did not immediately and he went on to explain: “you see Jeanie, we work together. I am invited by the Nagas to come. Who are the Indians to restrict me? So, when they create stumbling blocks, let’s be clever enough to circumvent them. As a couple we can get in, so we get in. I do not see why not. Only when you find the idea repulsive to –on paper- be married to me, I understand. On the other hand what I envisage is about much more than just purpose of meeting a dear friend. And, you know that too.”




    “Well of course, I am just teasing you and also because I am jealous,” Jeanie said and laughed out loud now.




    Marius and Jeanie had known each other for years, they worked closely together and had felt favorable suspense between them, yet had never had laid a hand on each other, much less a kiss. Though it was said playfully, there was a tinge of pity in the tone of her voice. Secretly Jeanie knew she had grown closer to Marius, until that fateful day when he had excitedly told her that he had fallen in love with a girl from a far away and from a very unknown place. It was the girl called Lisa. Not to show disappointment Jeanie had bitten her lip till she could taste her own blood. Obviously Marius had been quite oblivious of his attraction to her. She knew that for he had never made advances to her. It was not that Jeanie had been unattractive to him, on the contrary, but Marius was a professional and would not think of mixing work with personal matters. And, especially when potential intimacy was concerned, she represented that. So, he had kept his distance but she knew she did not leave him cold. She could feel that, sense that. Marius, a responsible but playful person, had a very serious and responsible job after all. Like Jeanie he was a very well trained agent and so just for Marius to tell Jeanie he was in love could really have an impact on their missions. Should their respective governments come to know then what? Being in love meant Marius and Jeanie would be vulnerable, others could capitalize on that knowledge and certainly if they knew who the person was Marius or Jeanie loved. So, when Marius broke that news there were really three things that shot through her: one was that he was now lost to her, second that he would be vulnerable and third the girl he had fallen for too could become a target. These three things would have effect on their relationship, she thought. Jeanie being a very independent lady thought she would never tolerate any man ruling over her. Yet, the idea to travel as couple in itself was not a bad thing to experience either. And not even Marius, whom she held high, could dream of landing himself in that kind of a position. But now, when she agreed to go with him to that darned Forbidden Land, she would both jeopardize her job as well as her friendship. She could become a renegade from her team too, the team that deployed her on dangerous missions. Marius meanwhile was thinking too. He wanted to be with Lisa but not just because of her but because she would too be a jumping board to get close to the leaders who with their fierce and convinced resistance had been able to keep an entire army of 200.000 soldiers in check. That, in itself, he found to be an achievement of the highest order. And, since they would never be commissioned there, simply because of the disinterest lodged by their countries, who in turn acknowledged India as having a domestic problem to be solved domestically and thus without any interference from outsiders, it was out of their focus. And Marius, who was a faithful follower of his nation’s policies, even though he knew politics were played at times, this time disagreed for he wanted to find out what really went on in this land shielded from onlookers, observers and investigators.




    “This must have some reason,’ he said to Jeanie and I am compelled to find out what makes the people not just stand up for what they think is right, but also to how they have been able keep a whole army at bay. Here is much to be discovered Jeanie and as my partner now, I want you to do this with me. The best thing is to take leave. We do not have to do it right away, but surely we can plan to take leave together?”




    “Okay, that should be possible. That way we should minimize the potential conflict when we do it outside the extent of our missions. It will be our own incentive then!”




    “Good and agreed,” Marius answered her in ironic tone. He gave her a wink and a smile as if he had been conspiring with her and had come up with a final conclusion plus a plan to execute. Then daringly he added: “I am ready to go right now, Jeanie!”




    Marius rapidly finished his work for the day and left the office thereafter. He knew what to do and how to prepare. The problem now was only how to get into Nagaland. Booking a flight and getting a visa was no problem also. He could only get one the same day. Jeanie should be able to get one in London, he thought, while at home in his flat in Buitenveldert near Amstelveen, close to Schiphol airport. Getting ready to go out he put on the news. Half an ear up only he listened and occasionally glanced at the screen. Suddenly he heard something strange but he could not properly catch the newscast that caught his attention and he decided to switch on his laptop to follow it up through internet. As suggested by a search engine in one of the local dailies he found this article about an assassination in Manila the Philippines:




    





    News Paper report in the Daily Enquirer on page seven:




    In busy Manila suburb an unknown man, non Filipino, shot dead in broad daylight




    During rush hour today, in broad daylight, a well dressed gentleman was shot dead in Cubao. The older man was trying to catch a taxi at the frantically busy junction of Cubao’s Quezon City on Epificio de los Santos Avenue when he received multiple gunshots in head and body. He was fired at from a passing vehicle and died on the spot. The killers fled the scene in the car from which they had opened fire. The police, within minutes on location could not apprehend the killers.


  




  

    Chapter 1: Preparation




    This news cast in the local dailies failed to attract the attention of the media worldwide. Really no wonder that was for Manila is notorious responsible for some twenty murders on average a day. Though in itself it was rather odd this kind of local news reached the Netherlands, as could be expected nobody but Marius paid any attention to it. The news had come from Radio Netherlands International, so perhaps that is why it had hit Marius’ ears. And like no one cared about what happened in Manila at first the same was true for the police of Manila. But then, the idea to find this alien body in this peculiar situation was food for thought to some detectives and this was what they were thinking: here was this older gentleman, well dressed but obviously no Filipino. The man had plenty of dollars on him but only a few thousand pesos. After they had frisked him they were puzzled more for they found some identification papers on him and a check on his strange name learned he had a residence permit; for years he had been quietly living in the vicinity of Cubao. According to his papers he appeared to be a Baptist minister and so the local police of the Cubao unit wondered why anyone would have want to kill a foreign protestant minister. Then Efren, superintendent of the Quezon City police force, spoke: “What is his name again?” he asked the men who had returned from the scene of the crime. They had questioned some bystanders about what happened and the victim, also the bystanders who had reported the shooting. They had interviewed eye witnesses in front of the shops on Epificio de Los Santos, or Edsa in short, near to where the assault had taken place: “A strange name Sir, not Indian at all, but he is an Indian national,” Eddie, head of the Cubao police answered, his pot bellied crew beside him, “Isak Chishi Swu is his name.”




    “Good heavens, what name is that? Find out everything about this man, perhaps he has been leading some terrorist drive in the South on Mindanao and helps out Abu Sayyaf under another pretense. Get onto it now,” he ordered the Cubao team, looking nervous and irritated.




    “Yes Sir,” dutifully a surprised Eddie said. Eddie thought this to be a rather farfetched idea, but knowing very well Efren was his superior, much higher in rank, he waited to gather enough courage to ask Efren: “I hope you do not mind Sir Efren, but why so much interest in this murder? We still have more than ten to solve and we are overloaded as it is?”




    “I cannot imagine you people did not come up with the same idea Eddie. You have so many strange leads already. I want to know who this man is, what he does and what he was doing here and most of all why he was killed, Eddie? Just because you have a lot of easy murders does not mean you cannot appreciate a mysterious one man!” Efren smiled ironically, clearly showing how little he thought of his local counterparts. Eddie felt the sneer of course, but did not twitch. Rather than going against a superior of name and fame than he had learned it was wiser to comply. Yet, this time he could not help to show interest too and reacted: “I am glad you see the mystery of this too Efren Sir. I am highly intrigued about why this man was murdered in broad daylight and so for everyone to see. This is no ordinary pay back or the result of gangster war. This I feel has deeper ground and when we investigate this it might lead to very unusual findings?”




    “Aaahhhhhh,” Efren sneered again, “so you do other things here than drinking beer and get the women you arrest! I am glad you people are capable of thinking too,” he said as he scanned Eddie’s men. Pot-bellied they were indeed. The Filipino police was well known for a kind of casual behavior and concerning law enforcement had quite a bad name. Grinding his teeth over that cynical remark with his men looking on sheepishly Eddie answered: “Oh yes Efren, as you well know we do some tricky investigative work too. How else did you think we could find the man’s family? We are ready to interrogate his wife and children as we speak.”




    “Good, do that and keep me posted,” Efren smiled, “I feel we will be quite occupied with this case for quite some time Eddie. Let’s work together on this and get committed. This is an order all right?”




    “Right,” Eddie agreed getting elated as he squeezed his toes. He felt that this cynical way of approaching Eddie had just gotten what he wanted, a clearance to devote his time to get to the bottom if this assassination.




    “Get on to it and report to me personally every evening,” Efren ordered him further now more concretely.




    “Without fail,” Eddie smiled. As Efren left Eddie’s office he directed his team to resume the investigation, but first called in the three men who had responded to the emergency call and ordered them to minutely report on what had actually transpired on the scene:




    Leave nothing out of it, not even when you think it is insignificant,” Eddie said.




    “We got a call and we were warned a shooting was in progress, so we jumped into the jeep to ride to Edsa/Cubao, Sir,” said Juan, quite a young police officer and the only one without a belly.




    “Yeah,” Franco his teammate added, “when we arrived a lot of people were around shouting and gesticulating. We came there and saw this man in a three piece suit stretched out on the pavement, I counted 16 hits Sir. He must have died instantly for there was not much blood,” he said.




    “We began to examine the body while Juan asked the people around some questions,” Alphonse the older policeman said.




    “Yeah I asked what happened and excited bystanders said a Ford Fiera had stopped in front of this man and a machinegun began shooting at him, just at him. The people went down for cover so they could not see who were in the Ford. The man was with these two people here,” he said and pointed to two shattered young men, “they said their father was shot and the shots were directed only at him. This way it was easy to get his name. The young men are no Filipinos either but they study here. The victim is 72 years old. He originally is from India somewhere, but strangely enough has a Bangladeshi passport.”




    “No sign of the Ford Fiera?” Eddie asked.




    “No sign but someone could take down the number plate and here is the number,” Alphonse grinned.




    “Ok, good, ask our men to run it through our system. Has the body been sent to the morgue for an autopsy?”




    “Yes already,” Juan nodded, “the results we will get tomorrow.”




    “Okay men, I will go and check on the body. Do we have any other lead? Remember head office will be on our tail. Get our detectives on it rapido,” Eddie commanded, “we are not equipped for that. We need a man who can interpret the leads. Let’s first find out who this man really is. Let’s get to his house and speak with his family, alright? You and you go,” Eddie said to Juan and Alphonse as he readied himself to come along with them and directing the two young men on the scene to come with them.




    Moments later they were on their way to the suburb where the family of the murdered person lived. They came to one of the so called villages of Greater Manila where the houses and neighborhoods are shielded from direct exposure by gates which manned with guards. In this case the village had two gates, one on the main through road and one on the street of the centre of the suburb. It was a busy road they were on. They passed the Santa Lucia intersection with its two large department stores, called shopping malls, before reaching the main gate of the village. They stopped to show their credentials to the guards. Since this was a rather large village those who lived there and visitors without transport of their own could either walk or take available tricycles. For a small fee a number of men were waiting in line to take passengers to the required address. Instead the policemen asked directions then drove off to the house. When they arrived, they landed right into a commotion for at least twenty people, in despair and grieving, had gathered outside. Undeterred by the commotion Eddie took the lead and introduced himself and his men. After telling the family the purpose of their visit a middle aged man took the policemen aside and with tears in his eyes said cautiously: “We are all shocked and in mourning here now you know. Ask me what you want to know, I can probably answer most questions,” he explained.




    “This is not going to be easy,” Jose one of the two policemen began, “let us first condole you and your family with your loss.”




    “Oh thank you very much,” the man answered, “we need that now. His demise is a terrible loss indeed.”




    “Please tell us more about that,” Jose prompted him.




    “Well, he was a leader, our leader and one that has led us for so long. Not only when we were resisting the invasions of the Indian Army but also, now that we experience some peace because of the cease fire, he leads the peace negotiations with the Indian Government. And now he is gone,” the man softly said as his head went down.




    “We know you are not Filipino and I do not understand what you are talking about. Resisting invasion?” a bewildered Jose asked him with Eddie listening intently, “so tell me, actually where are you from?”




    “I am sorry, you could not know of course. We are Nagas and we live in what is now India and Burma. The Indians and Burmese want us to be part of their countries, but since the British colonialists left and those two nations were formed, our people did not want to be part of those nations. The Indians invaded our land and since then we defended ourselves. You can call it war since 1954 and now our leader has been shot dead here in Manila. What do you think of this?” he asked Jose as looked at him with pain in his eyes.




    “It is too early to tell, but if what you say is true the finger points into a direction. I am sure our bosses will call on the Indian Ambassador here, but let me tell you this. I have never heard about a people called the Nagas and certainly not about a war which lasted for so long. Your people are here and you are a Naga, how come you chose to live here and not in Nagaland?” Eddie remarked and asked jumping into the conversation.




    “It is a long story and we are quite willing to disclose all if it does not jeopardize our residence permit. There is so much to tell to put you on the track of the prospective assassins,” the Naga man said.




    “We will report all you said to our superiors and we will let them handle it. This is much bigger than an open and shut case,” Jose concluded and soon after the two left. Eddie let them go to report to Efren, but stayed behind to get to know some more. He was hooked on the puzzle in front of him and felt the urge to unravel what he felt was an enigma with far reaching consequences. He wanted to see the slain man and when he left the family to their mourning, he hurriedly left for the morgue. The excited coroner mumbled something he could not understand at first. Only when the man had calmed down he could tell Eddie what disturbed him. When he had finished something began to dawn on Eddie too and a plan took shape in his mind. Now he had an idea about the motivation of the culprits and how to get to them. But also he knew too that, in order to get things straightened out properly, the coroner and him would have to be tightlipped on this for a while. They talked at length and when they reached an agreement they vowed to keep their secret for a while. Only then the now very excited Eddie left the morgue.




    Away from Quezon City, in fact in Mabini so downtown Manila, Bailung had an ice-cold beer in his hand and a woman next to him. Here, enjoying himself under the smoke of Intramuros, the old walled city of the Spaniards, and Luneta nearby, in the remnants of what once was a tourist trap called the tourist belt, he smiled. He smiled a sour smile though, for he had done what he reluctantly had agreed to do. Sour the smile was even though he knew no one would be able to get to him, for he was pretty sure he could not be traced. Now looking just like an ordinary man, one who could hardly speak tagalong. When speaking with an Indian accent was easily taken for a foreigner, he had kept quiet but acted like a tourist with a zest for women. Though once abundantly on offer here once, now only they could be had in laid back joints. And this was one of them: “Hi man, you like chicks?” the barkeeper asked as he smiled significantly, “very cheap for you my friend.”




    “Yeah sure,” Bailung answered and felt he had deserved a nice reward.




    “You look schmuck. Do you see that girl there? She has been eyeing you already and you can get her for the night. She is good man, if I had the money I would take her myself,” he joked and winked at Bailung. Bai, as his friends called him, was not worried about the money. He got paid handsomely and could afford anything quite easily now. The reason why he could not be caught was, he thought, because no one had actually had seen him. It was Jackie, her nickname, the assassin who had actually done the precise shooting. Bailung had been her planner, her guard and her get away. Bai was once an Indian covert agent but years ago because of an very unfortunate mistake had left the service in shame and had gone drifting. Born in the Philippines it was because of this unfortunate happening in Rwanda that he could not refuse to be commissioned to guide Jackie to the place where they should eliminate the required man. Bailung had been working for weeks to get it organized before Jackie had been notified and was flown in to do the job. Bai had had paved the way for her and when he had planned it all he had signaled Sean, the Brit and the man who commissioned both Jackie and him. Now in this Mabini bar and surrounded by women who smelled his money, he thought of Jacky. He was certain she was about to board a plane to wherever she wanted to go. He also knew that Jacky would disappear to never been seen again. That was the plan. Bailung was here only to wrap things up and to see to it the police would not get to nosy. He knew this was the weakest point in the plan for, should the police indeed decide to investigate, then of course they would find out the deceased man was no other than Isak Chishi Swu the president in exile of the Government of Nagaland, president over a people that since the inception of India had been fighting for its own independence.




    Bailung did not work for any government but had become a renegade after the failure Sean and he had experienced in Rwanda as UN soldiers and which had left both of them in shame. Jacky and Bailung were hired, well hired may not be the right word as they were made an offer they could not refuse, by Sean for the sole purpose of actually assassinating Swu. Neither Bailung not Jacky then had any idea who Swu was. At that point in time they had no knowledge of his importance. But when Bai was on the prowl to find out about this man and his routines, he soon learned about Nagaland and the fight for freedom Swu’s people were engaged in. As the mission was accomplished now, it was his task to check on the aftermath. Because this murder had to be concealed no trace of who were involved should be left for the police to go on about. By those who had given him this contract, Sean in fact, this was as important as the murder itself, he was told. So, here he was now, unwinding and with some gorgeous girls around to play with and to entertain him. But he was not quite at ease; there were a few disturbing things on his mind. One of them was that he was not entirely certain the man was dead. Sure, when Jacky shot him he had fallen and he also had seen the bullets riddling Swu’s body, but was he dead?”




    As she read a newspaper with its report on page seven on what she had just done a few hours ago, Jackie’s flight was called.




    Very efficiently done indeed, she said to herself and smiled; a piece of cake it was. Well prepared Bailung, she complimented him. Jacky, a very good looking woman of Latin background, but of Dutch nationality, could easily pass for a Philippina but in this case she had not needed that for the glass in the Ford Fiera had been darkened so anything bystanders could see was the nuzzle of the machine gun she had used. She had painstakingly avoided killing anyone but her target and she had done that efficiently. To elude all suitors Bailung and Jacky had fled and only a mile ahead they had switched cars and again they had switched for another near Quiapo, the heart of old Manila. From there they had gone to the five star Manila Hotel where they, as a couple, had shared a room and where she had moved like a lady of class. After their deed they had returned to check out. They took a taxi to the airport but in passing Intramuros Jacky had dropped Bai at Roxas Boulevard where he checked into a hotel and left Jacky to get to the airport alone. Just a small kiss among professionals they exchanged with no strings attached but for the payment and she had gone off, leaving Bailung to wrap things up. Speeding off to Bangkok now for a debriefing now on the plane Jacky smiled. Straight to Amsterdam after that, she rehearsed in her mind and thought: I shall get back to being a call girl for a while, a good cover indeed! The flight to Bangkok on Thai Airways took less than three hours and Jacky smiled all the way. I love it when things are dangerous, she thought. I am sure I will be caught eventually, she laughed. Then a serious thought enveloped her: ‘this should be my last time. If I do not stop living dangerously, I will end up dead!’




    Bai meanwhile tasted the Forbidden fruit of the Philippines he knew so well. Not looking for possible trouble, he was in for a messy encounter with one of the women on offer. Messy only of course because of his likes and dislikes no woman dared to say no to when he was in a mood, not in the Philippines they dared to object. Should there be any doubt about that just raising the price would settle that; hardly any of the women working in the bars would actually say no to the extra income. In fact Jacky was the only professional woman who had ever said no to him. Bai had known Jacky for quite some time. In comparison to him she was quite a remarkable lady. Jacky, a woman working for a high class bordello was always in command, had made it known to him from day one that he could forget about anything. Jacky was clear on this for she would neither do it for money nor as reward for a job well done. She even went as far as threatening to kill him if he would ever try anything on her. Though Bailung was a well trained man, agile and versatile in almost every environment, he knew he should not try to match Jacky. He knew her capabilities and did not dream of doing something with her. Oh, the desire was there, but over the years it had become dormant, almost like it did not exist. Yet, every time they had contact, his feelings flared. Especially so this was when she had dressed up in her assault outfit. She actually changed from a classy woman in business suit into a cat like creature capable of doing anything she felt like. While a few girls were physically seeking his attention he remembered he had seen her changing and did recollect how fiery he had felt when Jacky casually had taken off her suit. Seeing her in just bra and panty as she discarded her heels then her nylons and garter, she had only laughed at him then smiled while saying these memorable words to him: ‘Yes Bailung you can glimpse, but you will never touch. You are on my team, so we will never be close personally. You will be professional at all times. If you can’t do that I will report to Sean, your good friend, and he will see to it that you are fired as my partner!’ Oh, Bai knew he could not bear that, the thought alone made him shiver. So he had pleaded with her and in the process she had practically made him her slave. But now, in Jacky’s image he was among women, gorgeous Filipinas, and the thoughts of Jacky faded into how he was going to ride one of them, perhaps in the way like he imagined to ride Jacky. Finishing his beer after having made up his mind Bai paid the bartender and winked at a young woman next to him. Elated to be chosen, she reacted to him like angel pleased to please him. He paid and took her to his room in the not so classy hotel in Mabini, behind Roxas Booulevard. The woman, a girl perhaps still for she could not have been more than twenty to twenty two, showed herself to be quite willing. She had reassured Bai that she could and would give him a splendid time. And, if he so desired, she would be at his disposal all day and all night. Before they left she had winked then teased him saying she would much easier wear him out that he her. As they walked to his hotel Bai imagined it was actually Jacky on his arm but he had kept that to himself. It was not her clothes that gave Bai the idea of being with Jacky, but her face and features and he decided to buy her some mantle piece, a garter belt and some nylons too. The girl giggled for he not just suggested that but commanded her to do to wear the sexy lingerie. He knew he did not have to do that for she happy with his choice, elated even for she instantly realized that she could keep what he bought for her to wear. She saw Bai looking at her approvingly in the fitting room when he saw her into the outfit to realize how close she fitted Jacky’s image of Jacky.




    “You are mine girl,” he had said and she had answered him with a laugh as she, before putting on the business suit, showed him the new lingerie reacted: “But of course, you hired me to be yours so I will do everything to make you feel good!” she exclaimed.




    “Okay, this looks quite good on you, now let’s go and celebrate,” Bai said and brought her to a liquor store to enhance the celebration.




    Jacky on her approach to Bangkok thought back on the successful job. Her job as a high class escort was a perfect cover for these important assignments. She was good in slipping in and out of roles at will. She would not be missed at the agency she worked for as there would always be someone who could stand in for her, not just in time but also in appearance. She received her orders through the manager and owner of Bangkok-London-Amsterdam Girls, pleasure agency, it’s Amsterdam name was The Bordello.




    In Bangkok Sean, the owner of the international Bordello agency was ready to fetch Jacky from the airport and her heart jumped when she thought of him. Sean after all was her lover, her man, and really the only person who could assign her to commit herself to the work they had set out to do. Though successful in most of what he had done, there was something about him which made her feel things should change. Together, Jacky and Sean were a perfect but quite an odd couple. Quite complementary to each other out in the open, nobody could have pictured them as being in love. And in fact nobody actually knew they had much more than a working relationship. At the agency she did her tricks on a regular basis and Sean, while there, did not treat her any different from any other girl. The success of the international agency Sean knew was based on mutual trust and with regard to the appointments for the women, their dependability and high ethics in serving all had to bear their own privacy and that of their high rolling clients in mind. Consequently, the women and the personnel of the Bordello could talk about anything but their privacy. That was the unwritten rule. So, while on the job and quite openly talking about the dynamics, no one would attempt to pry into the private life of any of the girls or the managers. This made it possible for Jacky and Sean to be together whenever they wanted. But what was all this secrecy for? Most women would be proud of having a sound relationship and loved to share details with their friends. Not so in the case of Sean and Jacky. Oh, this was not because Jacky was a high class prostitute, one who would escort the top brass of the commercial circuits, politicians and celebrities. No, it was purely because of the covert work both of them were involved in. Thinking back on her latest assignment Jacky wondered why Sean had taken it on. Since she had to come out from Amsterdam there had not been time for explanations but she was certain she would ask him about it and expected him to talk about it in full. When he had come up with it, he had only given her details to consider her motivation to work with Bailung. And he had assured her it was to be done as fast as possible. Because Jacky had faith in Sean she had not questioned anything. But now with Bangkok in sight, she wanted get into this. No more secrecy, she said to herself, this time I want to know all about it. And on top of that this work, in more ways than one, was very dangerous too. It is time Sean and I will take on a different role. This time, and she beamed thinking of that, the role of two people in love, Sean and I two people attached to each other, with nothing to be ashamed of. I am getting on in age. I want a more regular life. Sean should commit himself too, she murmured as the plane commenced its descent into Bangkok Airport.




    And there he was, she had just picked up her luggage from the conveyor belt and cleared customs when she saw him standing there smiling at the left side of the arrival hall of terminal one.




    “Hello darling,” Sean greeted her with a broad smile on his face. He moved forward to embrace her in full asying, “all went well?”




    “Without a glitch, Sean, I am sure the news did not reach here?”




    “Only what has been sent to me from the local papers, good work my love,” he said and winked, “you did an excellent job. I would not have expected anything else by the way,” he said and laughed, but Jacky did not. Not reacting to his laughing the way he had and expected her to do, she said: “Let’s go sit down and talk Sean, I have been thinking!”




    “Okay, I like a woman who thinks,” he reacted, still in good mood, “here at the airport or later in town when you have freshened up?”




    “Now,” Jacky answered to his surprise.




    “Sounds serious darling,” Sean answered arching a brow.




    “It is and it is not, depends how you look at it man,” Jacky smiled.




    “Okay, let’s go to the restaurant and have a drink there, all right?” Sean suggested.




    “Fine,” she answered as Sean took her by the arm and pushed the cart which had her suitcases on it to the elevator, “lots of places between terminal one and two on the departure level,” he said.




    “I know that Sean,” Jacky said as they walked over to a Japanese joint where Sean ordered sake. Once they were seated and relaxed, Jacky felt nervous. They could really talk about everything, she knew, but for some reason they had never actually talked about the assignments; neither about the ones she had been commissioned to do nor this one. Now she wanted to know but was aware that Sean could see this as a breach of trust, like it was something to question him on.




    “Why is it that this old man had to be killed, Sean? I am pretty sure I should like to know this time. Was he an important person? Why did he have to die? Who are behind this? We are so close so I think I am entitled to know. We should not have any secrets for each other anymore man!”




    “What happened to you my woman, my Jacky,” Sean reacted, in surprise raising his eyebrows further, looking at her now like he saw a new Jacky he commented defensively, “these are a lot of questions!”




    “Yeah, but I like you to answer them. Take your time. I have come to a point that knowing we are so close, I want to see a future with you, so I want to know it all.”




    “Of course darling, but I cannot tell you all just yet. This man had to die to create a situation, one that will change things for a specific people and might lead to a big change for others too. Much more I cannot say yet. But, indeed let’s talk about us now,” Sean agreed.




    “Not so fast Sean,” Jacky cut in, “since there is only that very short report in a local daily, how can you say this murder will lead to a big change? In Manila there are homicides every day. I am sure the police have no time to investigate them all and this being a foreigner to them would only grab their interest slightly more, perhaps not even that. To them this murder would only be a nuisance for a lot of work has to be done like finding out who this man is. I don’t think they really want that unless they get some info from abroad to oblige them to get active. Sean my man, I did not question the assignment, I trust you, but do realize that I hate to pull the trigger on innocent people. I did not have the feeling this man was guilty of anything. I took great pain in being precise and to hit only him, his family, his sons, I think were with him. Considering I was your tool in this, I felt bad on hitting on an innocent man. This dawned on me when I pulled the trigger and fired at him. Now tell me man, what is this all about?”




    “Hmm,” Sean reacted, hand on his chin, “you have been thinking indeed. Let me first tell you that I wanted to talk to you too. We have made enough money to live peacefully and in relative wealth, so I was thinking to leave this trade for good and sell the business. It was an energetic way of doing things and get connected too but I am tired of buying and selling and I love you too much to let things go out of hand. You are talking about a future together and it is what I want too.”




    “What?” Jacky exclaimed, “you are going to sell?”




    “It is ours Jacky,” he said, “so I like you to be with me in this. I do not like you to do tricks anymore. This was good to get to know things and as a cover up, but now I think we should not jeopardize anything anymore. We should come to a stage where we secure what we have together, all right?”




    “Well Sean, it is what I want too of course and I am glad you mentioned that, but do not evade what I asked you. Who is behind this possibly senseless killing?” she asked.




    “No, no, no, I did not mean to evade. You may know but not everything for if we ever get caught on this, then I do not want you to be implicated. I will take full responsibility for all actions then.”




    “My God man, this sounds serious. So, there is much more behind this?”




    “There is,” Sean confirmed.




    “Then tell me,” she demanded.




    “Oh, I will,” he smiled, “but not here. I will say now only that it is quite a story, one I think you will like. I think you will approve of my decisions. Come, let’s go, not to the agency here, but let’s check into a hotel. There we can talk. First though I have to call the agency and see to it all is running like clockwork. I do not want anyone to think I am not available,” he concluded.




    “Okay do that and then I will be all ears!”




    “Alright,” Jeanie said, “I will do it. I will come with you. I have to arrange it though. Mind you, only in public we will act like husband and wife.”




    “I will get my passport fixed for a visa,” Marius smiled.




    “You do just that then,” Jeanie smiled back at him, knowing he was the fine gentleman who unfortunately would play his part well.




    How he could organize passports? Simple that was for either Marius or Jeanie. He had access to all official and unofficial information. In his capacity and having to go under cover he could easily get papers. Since it was his aim to do just that, this is what he had in mind.




    Marius was captivated by the predicament of the Nagas and with Lisa as a the person to be with he could combine the pleasure of being with her with what he was curious about. He felt compelled to act, though he knew very well too that he had to implicitly turn against the Government of India and thus could jeopardize the existing relationship between his country and that country. So, travelling on fresh passports would at least elude the authorities should they smell anything out of the ordinary. On the other hand, Marius thought, he actually wanted to get to know the Nagas and had no real intention to go against India.




    Since the Netherlands is such a small country but with a good track record in human rights it savors it’s trade relationship it has primarily with India,’ he thought. The Netherlands alone would not be able to intervene into the conflict on the premise of human rights alone. Regarding its dependence Marius knew it surely could not act on it’s own in the effort to encourage India to seek peace in earnest. There would be quite a number of other nations needed to accomplish that. Also the Indian civilian society could be mobilized Marius thought wondered how the Indians had been so successful in keeping each and everyone out of the Naga Homeland.




    “How it is possible India could keep this long war from being noticed is beyond me Jeanie,” he mentioned aloud to her, “the whole world should have known about it and, considering the graveness, should have done something. If only to press India to live by the human rights principles it had agreed on through the United Nations, sooner or later it would have to concede.”




    “I have been reading up,” Jeanie answered, “and I cannot understand that this grotesque war cannot be won by the Indians. I am not saying they should, the Nagas have every right to determine their own future, but just to think that the Indians cannot crush them is incomprehensible, don’t you think?”




    “I think the Nagas really have invented guerilla warfare you know,” Marius said, “most of these 200.000 or so Indian soldiers have no training or motivation to fight against the Nagas. They are, I am told, outwitted and outmaneuvered. The Nagas can fight and disappear, while the Indians occupy and defend what they control, but cannot really engage. They then take it out on civilians and so the Nagas are furious because the Indians apply the low intensity conflict measures, LIC, like the Americans call it. This means they punish civilians for the achievements of the Naga army. Many were killed because the Indians burned villages and fields, so crops and no food and the people had to flee into the forests. They tortured villagers and killed a few here and there to force the villagers to talk about the hide outs of their Naga soldiers. However, whatever the Indian Army tried, they could not crush the Naga Army and this led to frustration of both the ordinary soldiers but the leadership too. Eventually, around, 1995 the generals of the Army advised their Government to change their tactics and so to come to the negotiating table. They said: ‘this is not a law and order problem, it is a political problem and should be handled politically.’ One of them even is quoted to have said: ‘we can only win this war against the Nagas, if we annihilate them all.’”




    “This is really a grave situation. The Naga people have been living with 200.000 Indian soldiers, did you say?” Jeanie asked in a tone she thought she might have misunderstood.




    “Right,” Marius replied, “indeed, from around 1954 some 200.000 soldiers have been deployed there since the war began in earnest.”




    “So, more that 50 years now?” Jeanie asked.




    “Yes sure,” Marius replied, “it may be the longest war of our time and with so few people knowing about it, right or wrong, I admire these Nagas for their perseverance. I admire them for being able to hold their ground against an, in comparison, incredibly powerful nation called India.”




    “Yeah, and they are tribal people, people who until recently had only weapons like spears and knives and no fire power?” Jeanie smirked.




    “That’s right,” Marius laughed, “incredible don’t you think? They learned from the British fast enough. They saw the light when they were sent by British to the trenches of France during the First World War against the Germans. Later they also participated in the second world war.”




    “Well to hold out for over 50 years earns my admiration too,” Jeanie smiled, “and I am all for it now to go and see what we can do,” she said quite in a convinced tone now.




    “Yeah, Jeanie,” Marius nodded.




    “I have to go to Paris and London. You will make the arrangements for next week then I will make sure I can go. You are sure we can go as a married couple?” Jeanie asked.




    “Sure thing,” he answered, “I have been talking to some experts. We will not apply for any remote area permit, for that might only wake up the sleeping dogs. Some people in Nagaland and of the Naga International Support Center in Amsterdam assured me that this is possible now. They gave me contacts of their friends who will receive us in Guwahati, Assam. From there we will get access to these permits I am told, so. tt should be fine,” Marius said.




    “You want to go and be with the Naga Army too?” Jeanie asked.




    “Of course, but I am sure there will be a program lined up. I can make it so that it is absolutely necessary for our intelligence to know what goes on there. It is about Burma too you know and for that country a lot of attention is raised. Aung San Su Kye won the Nobel Peace Prize yet still the world turns a blind eye on the terrible suppression leading to untold misery. I feel we have to do something to shake that unfavorable balance,” Marius informed some more.




    “Right then, I am off. I will see you next week. Take care of the preparations,” she said and turned to leave. Marius blew her a hand kiss when he saw her looking back for a moment as she passed through the door. They both smiled knowing that things could work out wonderfully well. This was going to be a fine opportunity, for a change this time to do something worthwhile, Marius thought and smiled. All this defensive behavior to savor the status quo is boring. Not that he was lacking suspense, on the contrary. Marius felt there was no progress in anything he did and he was no youngster anymore. To him, more than anything else, it seemed there was lack of purpose. In his late thirties now he wanted some prospects, yet felt he was cleaning up things others had messed up on. And then those politicians with the hunger for power were destabilizing things to make some profit themselves, of course under the pretense it would be for the common good. Marius was loyal to the policies of his country but he knew he could not always be. More often nowadays he did with grinding his teeth. So to him it was no surprise he wanted to jump at this fine opportunity to see if he could strike a difference. With the aim of breaking through the deadlock he felt good in thinking of destabilizing the status quo. So, with something of his own making in mind Marius wanted to go and do something significant. Here he was wrapping things up in Yaoundé, the capital of the Cameroons and Jeanie had just left to return to London. Oh how he loved Africa, the continent which felt like the original heartbeat. On his way to Douala soon, he would spent a last night in that harbor city to catch a few people and to experience a fiery night out, one like he remembered from ages ago when he had set foot on African soil for the first time and had been seduced by a slippery African maiden. In a way this continent, which many nations considered a lost continent, vibrated with life. Rough edges there were of course, as the people were not as refined as in Asia and like some European countries, where in contrast to the coarse way of expressing prominent in the USA the intrinsic courtesy and regard for life was what had really hit him. This was true in Africa, Asia and South America for the courtesy of the indigenous peoples he had felt bubbling here, he felt good with. True of course this was not to be found in the cities that much, but when the varnish of modern and perhaps imitated western life was uncovered, the truly sensitive and sensual human being was there. This sensual human being he dearly admired. People like that were straight, honest and did not have double or triple agenda’s. Deception was mostly absent, unthought-of of, and when there was a reason for anything faulty it had an embedded cultural background and could be explained. The lovely Jeanie had gone, his partner whom he loved as a friend, and now alone and on the last leg of his long African journey, Marius had finally time to think back on his encounter with Lisa.




    In his spare time Marius had been studying this long term but unknown conflict and had come to the conclusion that it was rather incomprehensible the Indians had been so successful to keep it from the public eye. ‘Was it because human rights were only important to those who knew how to pursue them?’, he wondered. This was mostly applicable to countries where people had the knowledge and the access to sources, where they actually could handle their affairs in such manner that attention would be drawn to them, he knew. Those people in fact could materialize these rights because they could stand up for them and were recognized. Yet in many other countries this was futile, he knew that very well too. And, for these peoples in the northeast of India there was no way they could do that, they were not recognized as being part of the international community. They were acknowledged as rebels against their government and so a domestic affair. And, their plight was not spectacular, not fashionable and perhaps not sexy enough to get involved in. This is going to drastically change you know, he thought, and I will personally see to it this is going to happen. He was alone now and with his mission in the Cameroons almost over, he had time to think some more . Lisa, not her real name of course, shot into his mind again. Her real name was concealed, not just because it was difficult to pronounce for Westerners like Marius, but also and really primarily because with a different name she was less easy to trace. He recalled how he met her in Amsterdam that spring on a day when the sun had been shining unusually bright, just like on a midsummer’s day. Lisa had been there for a purpose. Her purpose was to connect with agencies that had knowledge and interest to offer her people advice and possibly help on matters of drug addiction. Next to their long term occupation the Indians had unleashed psychological warfare on to the people and there were many casualties already, victims of aids and drugs. So, on the premise of seeking assistance to help those who had fallen for the dreams projected on to their minds, which had ruined them mentally and physically, she was in Amsterdam to get expertise. It was not the only thing she was doing in the Netherlands. She also took the opportunity to take out a few words on the plight of her unknown people by contributing examples of how the Indians had been treating them, how they were wearing them out mentally and physically.




    Though she did get some attention, it was a pity than none of her stories had any bearing on impartial validation which, in the end, could not be recognized. Other than the distorted reports in the Indian press, a press which had little eye for the history of this raging conflict, there was not much to go on for those who listened to her. Yet at home every day she had to face the young people, who felt they had no hope to a future so commonly experienced and expected by her hosts. Though the people she had met were understanding and friendly they could not quite relate to her stories. But Marius was captivated when he listened to Lisa, whose real name she revealed to him was Shilu.




    “You know, Marius,” she had said, “when your whole life has been one of occupation, you do not know anything else. You see soldiers who treat you like dirt practically every day and you see our fighters who are among us enjoying a cease fire with peace talks which do not seem to lead to any kind of agreement. Then you do not know what to think or do. You have no real prospect. Many of the young people, our youth, they are teenagers really, feel hopeless. They try to get some sense into their lives. They dream away but drugs are readily available and are cleverly distributed by ruthless people who are also connected to the authorities. This is the world we live in, Marius. It is hard to describe what it feels like when you can be picked up and tortured for no reason at all. Our future is bleak. We do not know how or when we can begin to function normally. When here I sense, no I feel the freedom we are fighting for. But here it is taken for granted, it is not cherished. Please realize Marius, we do not want to be Indians. We do not want to be part of an oppressive regime.”




    That the regime oppressed was something Marius wanted to find out personally, both emotionally and physically. Marius listened and looked at her. She was quite an attractive woman, not so much because she looked good, but because of the way she laughed, talked, exclaimed and yet behaved like a lady, a true lady but in jeans and very much her own person as well she was. He remembered how he had liked her instantly. A flirt she was at times, at least he thought so. He had intended to ask her about it, but she had been reluctant. Reluctant, he thought, for it could be part of her culture to be open and communicative. Perhaps what he felt as flirting had nothing to do with it. So, with this on his mind, he thought it better to remain reserved. However when after a meeting they had ended up on a terrace outside a modern type café in the old sector of town near the Jodenbreestraat, opposite the Rembrandt Huis, Marius had smiled. He could not help to do this as he looked at her when she had suggested having a beer to unwind a little. Marius had only nodded, but had felt her zest for life. Vibrantly, with a golden smile, she talked and could talk about matters on every level. Deflecting the chit chat and possible flirting he wanted to know about the negotiations between the Government of India and the Nagas and he had asked her rather suddenly: “To me it looks like that little country of yours does not make much headway. The Indians are stalling for time? Who are these negotiators of yours that they do not demand the Armed Forces to be withdrawn from their lands?”




    “First a toast,” she had said after the beers arrived, “this is to you Marius. I toast to you and your naughty smile, a smile that is laced with serious undertones!”




    “Hmm,” Marius reacted, ”I do not think you can appease me with that flattery. Tell me all about it. I feel I should like to come to your place,” he had said, smiling now too.




    “Most of it you won’t believe,” Lisa began teasing him some more. You cannot reliably check anything I say.”




    “Oh, and why is that?” Marius asked.




    “What I will tell you cannot be verified. Oh, the historical facts can be of course, but even those too are disputed. My point is, when people live in isolation and the invading nation prohibits anyone from coming in, nothing can be checked. Since the invading nation is a respected member of the United Nations, the data of that nation are not checked but are taken for granted. Whatever we say is held against those official data, they have to be proved or we are not believed, but tell me Marius, how to prove it?”




    “Oh, are your data than much different from theirs?” Marius asked.




    “Officially our data don’t exist. What we put forward does not become official. What to do?” she asked as she looked at him.




    Marius could hardly believe what she actually said. In this world there is a country which prohibits people from entering, a democratic country and a country where, according to Lisa, atrocious things happened and are happening: “Those casualties, those events are not documented?” Marius asked.




    “Of course they are, by us, but no journalist either bothers or is able check them. This is a militarized country. You can only listen to the people if you get in or talk to them outside Nagaland,” Lisa answered, looking at him as she sat opposite, quite relaxed and talking in matter of fact manner




    “I will go in,” he heard himself saying, “if you tell me all about it, okay?”




    “It will be my pleasure to do so. Now?” she asked and mockingly smiled at him as she was not quite certain if he had been serious about it.




    “Why not,” Marius replied.




    “Okay,” she said thoughtfully, thinking for a moment where to begin, “to understand what happened and what compelled the Indians, we have to go back in time. We do not have much time right now and it is a long story. You will not remember everything, so make some notes,” she suggested.




    “That goes without saying,” he smiled recognizing Lisa’s orderly attitude.




    “First let me tell you Nagas are a free people, we feel free. We are friendly but we do not like to be told by anyone what we should do or how we should live. When we talk about why Nagas resist, this is the essence of the conflict. It really boils down to that. The Nagas will not bow down just to be led into submission. In fact we grow strong when being pushed and suppressed. If you care to understand you must learn about our culture and our history?” she asked.




    “Are you saying you cannot tell me in an hour or so?” Marius asked.




    “Only as an introduction, a brief introduction,” Lisa answered nodding.




    “Of course when you give me a long lecture I will be overfed. I will not be able to take in all this new information, I will fall overboard,” Marius smiled.




    “Okay, a brief history and cultural intro then,” she smiled.




    “Catch my attention and try to hold it,” Marius tempted her.




    “The British called us headhunters you know,” she began, smiling but negating his challenge, “the British were the first people to subdue us, colonize us. Other peoples before them were not successful. After some sixty years of fighting some Naga tribes gave in. The majority never did and the British called them Free Nagas.”




    “Headhunters?” Marius remarked frowning.




    “We don’t think so, but the British called us that,” she laughed.




    “You were actually taking heads?” Marius went on.




    “Yes we did,” Shilu said, “tell me Marius what do you people do with enemies that you killed for reasons of your own justification?” Lisa retorted.




    “Hmm,” Marius replied while thinking.




    “You bury them and honor your own warriors, but discard the slain enemies, right?”




    “I am afraid so, yes,” Marius replied.




    “For the Nagas the soul as matter is in the head. Slain enemies would contribute to the soul matter of the village. Oh yes it was primarily villages which battled it out with each other. The point is, it was a rather local and small war and not like what the Nagas experienced later from the British. The British killed, captured, sentenced and executed, their enemies were killed and buried after the fight. The Nagas did not understand the British did for they did not honor their enemies. The British in turn did not grasp the Nagas either. They abhorred with our practices and called us headhunters. We never thought of ourselves as a people which hunted heads though.”




    “Well I would not know,” Marius answered truthfully for though he knew a little about indigenous peoples, he was no expert but in this on Africa. This was also because he, as an agent, moved in all circles, but hardly related to or operated among indigenous peoples. This Lisa intrigued him very much though: “The Nagas are a very cultural people, you know Marius,” Lisa said proudly while Marius watched her getting excited. Though he was all ears, he also felt attracted. She radiated, yet was in command. While talking she studied his face primarily to check if he kept attention.




    “Let me tell you something about the Naga history and with that, the culture!” she said.




    “Please do,” Marius replied sitting up.




    “From our oral history it is known we came centuries, millennia ago, from around Tibet to eventually settle in the Naga Hills. We were all together then, but in two waves the first one from what is now called Burma or Myanmar and the second in India’s Manipur, our people dispersed. From there they settled in villages on hilltops and developed their own subcultures. All of them expressed themselves in stone and wood. They made menhirs to demarcate the gate of a village or to commemorate important events. The dispersal stone at Makhel in northern Manipur bears witness to that Marius. This was a thousand years or so ago. So, no wonder eventually some forty tribes were formed. Tribes we are but all interconnected through history and through common norms and values, yet we developed our own identities. This you can see in our colorful attires and ornaments,” Lisa said.




    “I see,” was all Marius could say as he sat on the tip of his chair. Though noisy traffic and people were passing by, Marius did not hear it. Lisa quite relaxed continued: “Most tribes, villages really, have a kind of democratic government. The people, through tribal councils, decide what they would do and how to do it. We have private and communal lands and because of this system no one could go hungry or was poor. A system of feasts, called feasts of merit, saw to that. From a cultural economical and political point of view these were important elements in the fabric of our societies. Feasts of merit were thrown by those who could afford it, by the so called rich,” she smiled.




    “In a democratic society you had rich people too?” Marius asked.




    “Oh yes, some people are more clever, have skills others do not have, use their lands better, or are better traders. In short they accumulated wealth, but they did not do so to hoard or scrooge. They did so to share, for that brought prestige. Prestige is the actual currency. A feast of merit is shared by all, all in a village participated.”




    “You mean that all food and drink would be supplied by those who throw that feast?”




    “Precisely,” Lisa laughed her attractive but teasing laugh, “it was an opportunity to prepare for the finest of all, both in looks like attires and jewelry and in showing skills in dancing and music. A feast like that was a big cultural happening. Oh, I am sure you would be intrigued by it,” she laughed.




    “Though I cannot imagine, I am sure there would be a lot of merrymaking,” Marius laughed: “Oh yes, and the rice beer would flow as well,” Lisa said taking a zip from her glass, “rice beer also was much more than a substance for mood enhancing or to get a little drunk on. It was a food as well. The men, women too, when on a journey, on foot of course, would bring it for energy so they could keep on going energetically up and down the mountains. The Nagas do not only grow rice and vegetables and keep pigs, but the forest is their domain for hunting too. We Nagas say,” and she laughed out loud now, ”we will eat anything that moves. Nagas know the forest is very important. It is nature and we guard the balance between agricultural and pristine nature. Nagas hunt in the forests and harvest what we need: medicinal plants, roots, and insects. The Nagas are a self sufficient people and don’t need to rely on the outside world. Perhaps now we do when we talk of industrials products. In the past the Nagas made forays in the plains and either peacefully or forcibly traded with the people there. We were feared for that, but no people ever conquered us. Until the British came Nagas have always been free. We fought the British for sixty years and indeed they colonized us; correction, partially only, because the Nagas living in the greater part of Nagaland were called Free Nagas by the British and the lands they lived in were called by them un-administered areas. You tell me, who gave India the right to rule over us? Considering we were never actually conquered by the British and were asked to join, but refused, the Union of India, how can anyone think Indians have the right to our land and rule over us?”




    “Do you mean the Indians just took it for granted Nagaland should be part of India?” Marius asked.




    “It looks like that, Marius, for already in the twenties the Nagas, through the emerging Naga organization the Naga Club, told the British Simon Commission which came to learn from the people how they felt and to prepare for decolonization, said to them unequivocally they wanted to be left alone. They wanted to be in the situation before the British conquest, they wanted to rule themselves. When the British left, the Nagas thought the situation would be restored. After all, they had nothing to do with the Indians, not historically, not religiously, and not ethnically.”




    “Why did the British not allow this then?” Marius asked trying to grasp what actually happened, on what basis these decisions with far fetching repercussions, had been made.




    “As far as I can see there were two reasons for that. The first one was when independence came and as you know this was just after the Second World War, the British had their hands full with the decolonization process. I am sure they were not at their political best after the devastating world war. The Nagas were a detail in that process. The old paternalistic idea of the British, primarily in London but also in Nagaland itself, was that the Nagas could not govern themselves in this modern world. In London, though some of the old British district officers warned that this would lead to a lot of turmoil, it was decided no provisions would be made for the people of Nagaland. Then the Indians thought that all parts of their emerging country that was left and not settled with the British like Burma, Pakistan or Sri Lanka, would naturally become Indian.”




    “I heard Mahatma Gandhi had something to do with this?” Marius recalled.




    “You are right,” Lisa smiled, “indeed the Nagas came to see Gandhi for they knew things could turn ugly. Gandhi reassured the Naga delegation that they surely could determine their own future.”




    “But then something must have gone terribly wrong?” Marius remarked




    “Indeed, Gandhi was murdered and when we put the details aside, you can read all about those, it was Jawarhlal Nehru India’s first prime Minister, who felt offended when the Nagas walked out on him at Kohima. U Nu of Burma and Nehru had come together there to talk, among other things of course, about the border between Burma and India. The Nagas, the border was on our land, wanted to talk to Nehru, but he refused and wanted to address the crowd at Kohima ground. Nehru felt insulted when the Nagas walked out on him. So angry he was that, when back in Delhi, he is quoted to have said: ‘When heaven falls and India goes to pieces and the rivers will run red with blood, I will never let the Nagas become independent.’ Not long after that he unleashed the war and sent his troops to occupy our land. As we sit here Marius, after all these years these troops are still there. Peace talks or not, they are on our land.”




    “This is not known much outside Nagaland. I think not a lot of Indians know about this?”




    “The democratic Indians do not demand their government’s accountability on a severe matter like this. Cost and loss of life, in my opinion, must be motivated and the policies to be known by the public. India shows nothing like that to its people. It does not tell its own people why it occupied Nagaland, what it costs, how many people died in the conflict, or on what legal basis Nagaland is occupied. The government represents the people, but the people know nothing. The way I assess it is that the Indian high brow politicians who, haughty as they are, consider us as low life outcasts. We do not honor their self-proclaimed superiority and they feel offended that we dare to defend ourselves. The Nagas do not want to be part of that Hindu society in which the Brahmans call all the shots. People who feel superior do not feel accountable about anything they do. This is one reason why the Indians keep on doing what they do against us.”




    “There are other reasons too then?” Marius asked.




    “Most likely India’s sense of secure borders is at stake here,” Lisa continued, “Indira Gandhi once said that she could talk about ending the conflict, provided the borders would be secured. She is quoted to have said to a Naga who had come to her with that proposition: ‘I don’t care about the Nagas. I care about the security of India.’”




    “Considering how India lost Tibet, this is not too surprising?” Marius remarked.




    “True, but then there is lot more too. India is afraid that, when the Nagas become independent, many other peoples aspiring self determination, will follow suit. This, they fear, will break up the now large and powerful nation India,” Lisa answered.




    “I think this might be quite enough for an introduction,” Marius smiled, “I fear I will mix up things if you continue to throw more at me!”




    “Okay, let’s go and have a drink elsewhere,” Lisa laughed, “I have hardly seen Amsterdam, this great colonial city of yours,” she said sporting her teasing smile.




    Thinking back on this encounter with here and getting ready to leave Africa, Marius laughed. Now back in Nagaland Lisa had occasionally corresponded with him through emails and though she had remained quite ironical, Marius was convinced she would be overjoyed when he would break the news of his prospective arrival in Nagaland to her. Would she be able to show him the ins and outs, he wondered.


  




  

    Chapter 2: It begins




    Lisa/Shilu had returned to Nagaland. For the moment stationed in Dimapur just inside the state and on the border of Assam, she was waiting to be sent back to one of the rehabilitation clinics for drug addicts. Regarding her work her visit to Amsterdam had been partially successful and she remembered it well. What struck her personally most was that she could not put this Marius out of her head. She had met him in one of the offices of the non governmental agencies, but she knew he did not work there. An enigmatic man with dry humor, he had kept her in the dark as to what he really did. The people she had met from the agencies also could not tell her much more than she knew from Marius himself, but that his work was government related. Strangely she had felt good with him and felt rather happy that he had taken such interest in the situation her people, the Nagas, were in. Would he really try and come to Nagaland? Or, had he just talked her up to see how far he could get with her? These were some of the questions that played in her mind as she was preparing to spend some months among the casualties of war as she saw the youth with no future, among them some of them had fled into drugs and into oblivion. How to motivate them, she felt, was one of the tasks ahead of her. Though convinced and committed, she recalled too how she was taken by Marius and in her moments alone she wondered how it would be if she would team up with him in a more personal way, yes sensually, romantically of course, she smiled to herself. But, as duty called, she had to remove these thoughts from her mind, for she was going into the countryside to work on a rehab set up organized by the National Socialist Council of Nagalim, NSCN. She was going off now to meet one of their leaders. Shilu knew the history of the deep routed conflict very well of course. She, after all, had only known Nagaland, her homeland as the occupied land and only her grandparents could tell her how it was when the British were there. She fully agreed with the NSCN and other Naga organizations that to be free of India essentially was what the Nagas should pursue. But since she was a practical thinker too she was convinced that the long time suffering this resistance had caused, would evidently disrupt the Naga Society. Already there were now three major players who were fighting each other. Money was thrown in by India deliberately to make people fight over it and divide and rule plots had been quite successfully introduced. First of all there was the 16th point agreement which in 1963 had led to the carving out of Nagaland State from Assam and which had divided the homeland of the Nagas. Originally led by the Naga National Council, NNC, which was up to 1975 the sole Naga resistance organization with its own Naga Federal Army, when sadly the Shillong Accord between the NNC and the Government of India resulted in dividing the Nagas to the core. A minority stayed loyal to the NNC which denied there was an Accord but did disarm its Federal Army. And so when it became obvious the decision was not to be revoked the leaders in its ranks, who did not want that to happen, eventually formed their own organization. From 1980, the launching year of the NSCN, to 1988 all went well till vice president Khaplang, responsible for Eastern (Burmese) Nagaland sponsored by key people in the Nagaland Government and the Assam Rifles, staged a coup to try and overthrow leaders of the NSCN like Thuingalang Muivah and Isak Chishi Swu, secretary general and Chairman respectively. These men were nearly killed in the surprise attack Kaphlang launched, an attack which took the lives of at least some fifty NSCN men. This was another schism in the Naga forces. Yet, seven years later the Indian Government had to come to the conclusion, its generals recommending it, that a military solution was not possible unless all Nagas were to be annihilate and that a cease fire followed by peace talks had to be negotiated. When in 1997 this cease fire was signed and announced, things looked good for the Naga peoples. Finally they could embrace and experience a relative peace. Though no doubt the Indian Government was sincere in its approach to seek peace, there were many hawks with vested interests who tried to intervene in that process for peace. This in short was the history of events which led up to the current standings of the peace process in 2006, nine years and many rounds of talks after the signing of the cease fire in 1997.




    Shilu knew all these facts and knew where she stood as well. She had the capacity to see things from within and from a distance, so from a geopolitical level, from a historical level but also from a domestic level. It was this domestic level that had her interest now. Though the Naga society knew some peace now, the forces to disrupt this were very active. One of the consequences of these activities was that Naga youths had easy access to hard drugs. Those hooked and with nothing to do, do end up as drop outs. And, in this capacity Shilu worked with the addicts in the rehabilitation center. Now on her way to a meeting with NSCN members, she walked through Dimapur the commercial centre of Nagaland, but thought of Marius. Yes, I would like to see him here, show him what actually happens behind the scenes, the reality of an occupied land with the social consequences. Perhaps he could do something was one thought on her mind, another one was more private and warm. She had to admit to herself that she actually liked him much more than she had anticipated. She admitted too and smiled when she thought that indeed absence could make the heart grow fonder. ‘I should not hope for anything’, she reminded herself. Being realistic she entered the building where the meeting was held now sure he felt similar to what she tried not to think of, but could not set aside. So, with the thought of Marius she blushed as Shilu met the NSCN organizers to fully report on her journey to Europe and to talk shop about the rehabilitation centre.




    Jeanie was wrapping up things with her African counterparts in Nairobi, Harare, Lusaka, Lumbumbashi and needed a week to straighten things out before returning to her London base. She felt inspired by Marius’ sense of adventure’ and in her spare time was reading up on what she agreed to do with him. She realized that she had agreed with Marius, after he talked her in to it, to go to Nagaland with him. Being an adventurous woman herself she was not just apprehensive but full of anticipation. Because she had accumulated quite a few weeks of holiday, Jeanie was lucky to take a break from work. On her way to Lusaka in Zambia then via Stanleyville and the Victoria Falls later to Maun and Gabarone in Botswana whenever she had time she gathered background information on Nagaland. On an overnight layover near Victoria Falls on the Zimbabwean side of the border, she had just settled into a hotel when her mobile phone rang: “Yes?” Jeanie asked when she recognized the voice of the man on the other end.




    “The deed is done,” the man said in the tone well. Jeanie knew. Being a trained linguistic she was suitably equipped to detect accents and dialects, especially when acted and copied. And so Jeanie was certain about the man’s origin, a kind go between he was, one who relays messages and orders issued by the higher ups, the decision makers. With this contact she had an established connection and she knew she could use it when things would go bad. Then she could get to them through him. Listening, she waited for him to follow up on what had been done. The man hesitated to speak and Jeanie wondered if that was deliberate, but she did not prod him to but waited instead: “The funds will be transferred in the next few hours. See to it they land in the right hands. Failure cannot be tolerated. Be accurate,” he said.




    “You don’t fail either,” Jeanie said with a bite, feeling a rage building in her. Hearing Jeanie’s tone the man mellowed his tone and continued: “Both of us cannot fail, remember that. Our part is done as we speak, you do yours!”




    “Of course, who do you think I am,” she said defiantly.




    “We know who you are. That is why you do it. Your motivation is correct, our motivation too. You are deployed for a reason, don’t forget that!”




    “When you do not disclose the reason, your superiors just used me,” Jeanie answered bitterly.




    “Not here, not now, but we will talk about this. It will be revealed and you will be proud,” he laughed mockingly. But, Jeanie felt anger rising in her for she knew she had been coerced. This was going to be too much for her, this was not the way to live. She felt this strain could make her snap. The man at the other end did sense that and again mellowed but in another way. He began to praise her now: “You did well and you will be rewarded. This is for a good thing,” he said, “don’t you worry, we are proud of you and you will be paid handsomely!” he said and immediately disconnected leaving Jeanie stunned. Feeling unreal she knew very well she was in it and had no way to return or retreat from it. She felt horrible, especially now that she had agreed to this trip with Marius. Things were loose in her mind already. What did she put herself into, she thought again and she hoped, practically against better knowledge, things would come back together again. But then how she wondered? It had been set in motion and under severe pressure she had agreed to do what was required of her. Now, remembering the words the deed is done, she knew there was no way back and she felt tension sweeping through her body. She trembled and to get hold of herself went outside and walked the path leading to a bridge over the river to experience the splendid view of the magnificent Victoria Falls. There she stood and looked into the hundred odd meters water, a mighty wave of thundering down and into the river below, the spray rising high above the rim of the fall where the water kept on coming and thundering from. Lost in thought through time and space she was, oblivious and she felt like being one with the thundering water. Then in a flash her thinking about how to get out of the doldrums resumed and she thought of Sea, once a friend who had gone astray and had left the service in disgrace. She knew he was implicated and wondered if he was behind this. Then knowing what she had managed to get herself into, she stared into the cloud of water and felt ashamed. She stood there spellbound for what must have been half an hour, reviewing her life and going back in time.




    The deed was done. There was really no way back she knew as she felt it in her veins. And the more she thought about going off on a journey with Marius, the more ashamed she felt. Both the man on the phone and her had had debts to pay because of a shameful thing in their past both were approached and subsequently coerced to plan and execute the assassination. Jeanie knew that one way or other she would have to pay. And now it dawned on her that indeed it must have been Sean behind this go-between, because she remembered in a flash that shortly before the man had put her on the spot she had had a friendly talk with him.




    Could it be that he had accepted the contract for the prospected assassination, a contract she in turn had had to accept too. The plotter had been cleverly avoiding contact with anyone but implicated anyone he could use for the plot. And Jeanie perhaps Sean too, via that intermediate, were the only ones who could be connected to that person. Jeanie knew she knew him. Now for delivering the ‘goods’ and so to be off the hook forever in the deliverance of this kind of service both elation en horror traveled through her. The deed was done and this aggravated her sense of feeling guilty. Knowing Marius had practically forced her to come along with him to Nagaland she felt in pain now too. Of all places why Nagaland, she thought, as in her mind she heard Marius pleading with her again and it was not so long ago. Under normal circumstances she would not have hesitated twice of course. On the contrary because this was what she liked to do. This was an adventure and Jeanie was certain that this kind journey would be intriguing and still relatively safe. On the other hand, these were not at all normal circumstances. She recalled how extremely reluctant she had been, something of which Marius had no knowledge of, in accepting to act as a go between a suitable assassin and the plotter. And neither had she known anything of the target nor of Nagaland. In fact not until Marius had vigorously introduced her had she focused on that unknown and isolated land of the Nagas. The person plus the picture of the person to taken out she had received had shown the man to be a Naga. Curious and inquisitive as she was this had raised her attention and she studied all the information she could lay her hands on. She read about the place where the assassination was to be carried out, Manila, and the routine of the prospected victim. According to the assignment then it was up to her to organize things properly for an infallible result. But then when Marius began talking of these people at peril who had been at war with India for five decades, she was shocked to learn that it was one of the leaders who was targeted.




    The inner conflict of Jeanie then had become even more prominent when Marius announced he wanted to go on a peace mission and also said he had fallen in love. Well, maybe not yet completely but he had had the firm idea of wanting to meet this woman again. Her heart torn Jeanie secretly felt this Lisa could be a formidable rival and did not know what to do. Overcome by guilt and loss of love too alone on this bridge over the river she stared at the wall of water, Victoria Falls the enormously breathtaking waterfall. It extends from the city named after it, Victoria Falls, the city in Zimbabwe to Stanleyville in Zambia on the other side of the bridge and Zambia already.




    What to do, what to do, she kept asking herself in the midst of which she felt a touch on her shoulder. As she moved catlike sensing somebody had sneaked up on, she reacted like a lioness ready for the kill.




    “Don’t ever do that to me again,” Jeanie shouted and wielded the blade of a knife against the throat of Muga, her guide and guard in Zimbabwe. Sensing mortal danger he yelled: “Oh, ohhh, don’t kill me. It is only me Muga.”




    Seeing and hearing him Jeanie’s tensed muscles relaxed and adrenaline already shooting through her veins, the blade still on his throat, she calmed down and said: “I am sorry man, it’s my survival instinct. Never sneak up on me like that, please!”




    “Yes ma’am, but I must ask you one thing?” he said allowing his smile to return when Jeanie took the blade away from his throat: “Yes of course,” Jeanie answered with some shame and embarrassment on her face.




    “You could hear me coming from a long distance. I can hardly sneak up on you when the sound on the bridge alone should have alerted you. The wood and my shoes, but also your sense, normal sense, of feeling someone approaching did not alarm you. It is strange. I saw you were completely mesmerized. I could have killed you had I not spoken, you know Miss Jeanie,” he said and smiled to comfort her. Jeanie knew very well he was right. She had drifted off and had not been aware of her surroundings anymore. Taken in by this thundering waterfall and its vapors of water, its sound, she had gone into a world of her own and had to admit to Muga he had been right, her reaction had been outrageous, it was a reaction reflective of her survival instinct. Agreeing with him Jeanie looked at Muga and acknowledged him he rightly had assessed her behavior to be strange, to say the least: “Yes of course Muga,” she said, “ I am sorry I did not see you or hear you coming. I should have felt it. I think I must have been far out of it man,” Jeanie said and laughed, “come let’s go back?” she asked, all smiles now.




    “Okay,” he smiled back at her and stressed, “no questions asked.”




    “Oh Muga, I am just troubled, nothing to do with you or even Zimbabwe or Africa but me only. Don’t worry about it. It is far more important to focus on the things at hand here. What you are facing is no child play either,” Jeanie continued, referring to the bitter aftermath of the colonial times of former Rhodesia after the Britisher Rhodes. Zimbabwe was re-baptized Zimbabwe but the people of this land realized their land had its own heritage and named it after the people who had built Great Zimbabwe. It was named after Great Zimbabwe, the brick designs of the Kingdom in Zimbabwe of which the British believed it could not have been built by Africans but by people of a higher sort than expected by them.




    The bloody war of independence eventually won and the leading British Masters had been driven out then only by renaming the land the Zimbabweans could feel the Masters of their own destiny. However the British settlers, those with the large farms on prime land, had become target and many had either been literally assaulted and had left or their farms were taken over by Zimbabweans. With respect to the native Zimbabweans this sounds good for them, but what was not fully realized was that, because the Zimbabweans could not run the farms vacated by the British, the economy at large came tumbling down due to the lack of expertise, Now that the leaders of Zimbabwe turned against their own as the opposition in the land grew to large numbers, for many the country is in dire straits. The present government decided to demolish slum areas of the towns, but without organizing provisions for those without alternatives. Consequently hundreds of thousands were left without homes. This was the atmosphere in which Muga and Jeanie were operating. Both knew something was in the making and both knew also it was too early to know what this would lead to. Back in the hotel of Victoria Falls both of them, along with a few others of the service, had been discussing matters related to these current affairs of the land juxtaposed against the colonial aftermath of Africa at large as well. This was to be her last day here and though the men and women of the Zimbabwean service related well, because of what happened elsewhere she felt down. Muga who had seen a glimpse of that showed worry and announced: “How about cultural show tonight Jeanie? There is a spectacle on this evening and I want to take you there. This is how Africa was before the colonialists came. Tomorrow before you go, I have arranged a short flight over Victoria Falls so that you can experience the falls from above. That should be the highlight of your visit,” he said to encourage her.




    “Okay, okay,” she answered, “that is a fine idea. But let’s wrap up and review our findings. We will make no mistakes in future. Then I can be entertained,” Jeanie laughed.




    “But of course Jeanie,” Muga said with the others in the office looking on approvingly, “we were about to embark on that. It is essential we have our communications in order.”




    Jeanie had a wonderful evening and in fact got a little drunk on the locally brewed maisbeer. Though it was a little sour she had come to like it very much. The graciousness of the dances and songs of the people performing their traditional cultures in the open space of the cultural village in town astounded her. The songs encouraged many in the audience to get up and dance to the ravishing dancers in front of them. And, because Africans in general and perhaps Zimbabweans in particular were straightforward in the approaches to the other gender, she had many men trying to get her to get her to dance with them. The men communicated through the dances and Jeanie felt they truly tried to make a lasting impression on her. But, Jeanie could not get into that. Practically because she was shielded by her covert counterparts, but also because, even though attracted to some of the virile Zimbabwean men she would take on a man for just the night and, certainly not when she was in this mentally deranged state. So, she settled for the fun and teasing they created, but knew she would not indulge. Then one of the ladies among them, one who was extravagantly beautiful and well proportioned, noticed she not get the attention she normally received said to Jeanie within earshot of the men: “This is rather funny Jeanie. Look how the men are after you and primarily because you are white and let’s face it attractive, they come after you. They do not see any one of us anymore, ironically so because we ridded ourselves of exploiters. Yet now you see how shameless our men are. They want you Jeanie.”




    “Yeah Bria,” Jeanie agreed and smiled at the member of her team, “but then don’t forget they only want to taste me for I am alien and because of that attractive. They want the feel of a white woman and then move on to you or on any of the women of our team. Indeed ironic it is!”




    “Right,” Bria giggled, the other women overhearing their conversation laughing with her. The men around them heard and realizing they had been caught in their act looked sheepish now. It was all done being good natured. So after the show, the dancing and drinking Jeanie when finally alone in her room and about to go to sleep, she found herself full of the attractions of that evening but also felt the turmoil she had face. It was this returning mental disturbance which took possession of her before she drifted off to sleep.




    The next morning Muga woke her up excitedly to fetch her for the short scenic flight over the falls. Just the two of them went over to the small airfield not too far away from the hotel. On their way by car Muga suddenly asked: “Are you going to the Bulawayo station? If possible I like you to see where Rhodes explored and where a monument to his honor was made in the magnificent environment there. It is so beautiful Jeanie,” he said.




    “Should I go? Is it necessary?” she asked in her mind already preparing for things to do elsewhere.




    “It is not, but for a better understanding, I like you to familiarize yourself with the origins of Africa. Since this is your terrain now, you should know the background of what happened here. To know the history enables you to get into the minds of Africans here and to experience what actually motivates us. If you like I will arrange it today. It will only cost you at most two days or so. Did you know there are caves with very old San (Bushmen) paintings there? This is something you really should not miss now that you have the opportunity,” he said.




    They approached the field where a light fixed wing aircraft was waiting for them. Two other people, foreigners, jumped in with them and moments later the small plane took off. The pilot, middle aged Zimbabwean smiled and told them what to do so that they had a good chance to take pictures: “I will approach from the river then turn left to fly over the falls. You can then take pictures from the right side when I bank. Then I will turn full circle now on the right side so you have the falls under you from the left side. I will do this two times and then change to the right. Then I ill fly into Zambia so on the return you will have the view on the water expanse just before it drops in the river.”




    Off they went to fly right towards the thundering falls. Jeanie saw the bridge she had stood on and where she almost had attacked Muga. He noticed and smiled at her understandingly.




    Sharply up then the pilot climbed over the falls and to avoid the vapors of water coming up from the splashing wall of water, he made the first roll to the left. Looking down from their right as the plane glided the right wing down to give them a full view, they saw the water thundering right beneath them. An overpowering sight it was, not for those with weak knees. Jeanie felt completely overwhelmed by this natural phenomenon. This was excruciatingly beautiful and she could feel the surge in her body. The fear and the power she felt. For a moment she thought: ‘what if the small plane comes down to crash into the falls?’ Though she quickly try to brush this thought away but Muga had seen it and gallantly took her hand to lightly squeeze it amicably. Then, before she knew it the scenic flight was over when the pilot directed his aircraft back to the runway again.




    “Magnificent,” Jeanie exclaimed once they had touched the ground and had alighted. The pilot readying the plane for another ride as they talked and Jeanie, in the office on the field she noticed a poster stating some 8 flights were organized daily, “this is quite an exasperating experience Muga, remarkable!”




    “Come I will take you back. Have you decided?” Muga asked.




    “Yes,” Jeanie said, without actually thinking about it. The idea had attracted her, yet the turmoil in her head practically prevented it until Muga had spoken in a way she could not possibly refuse. .




    “I knew that,” Muga smiled and when back at the hotel he handed her a train ticket, I knew you had the good sense of exploring. My people will fetch you from the overnight train. Take a rest on board. I have reserved a sleeper for you.”




    After their final meeting later that day knowing she would some diversion still at Bulawayo Jeanie’s mind came to rest now as it was like she had come to terms with the troubles ahead and was prepared to face the consequences of her actions. She had known about them, but had never anticipated they would be so far reaching. Now convinced she decided k she would talk to those who had assigned her to do what she had done. For it was now only she felt she had been set up by them and this angered her tremendously. Once back on her post, she would get in touch and blast the hell out of them. Well, only one person really it was, but she would tell that person how she felt about him. This much she was certain of.




    After all was said and done Muga took her to this an antique station: “Such lovely place Muga this is, just like and old English station,” she remarked happily while he put her on the train reassuringly saying: “I know you are troubled, but when you apply your mind to it like I know you can, I am sure it will work out well for you dear Jeanie.”




    “Thank you so much my dear Muga, we will meet again,” she said to him tenderly and she smiled at him then kissed him on the cheek. As the old train began to move out of the beautiful station Muga and her parted but she was followed by a wink and a smile. On the train and not yet quite dark she saw some of the landscape they slowly passed through. Jeanie enjoyed the trip very much and as she had time to think she reviewed her decisions which had led her into this odd predicament. Dusk came and fell over the fine and true African land which was so close to the Kalahari Desert of Botswana. Moving slowly she pondered and rethought things along the route while having a beer in her dark coupe. To turn in when it was pitch black outside, she went over to the sleeper, got undressed and fell asleep minutes later. But she woke up several times as she was tossing and turning. The worrisome things ahead passed through her mind time and again until she finally fell into a sound sleep. The next morning at Bulawayo station two rather nonchalant men met her. They had whispered her name and waited for her to confirm it was her they had been looking for. They whisked her off to a hotel when Jeanie revealed it was her indeed they had been waiting for. The local chapter of her counterpart service had come to meet her and once in the car they told her about the program which Muga’s orders had been set up for her: “Have a few hours rest Ma’am,” he said, names here remain undisclosed, “we will come and pick you up later. Refresh and say at 10 am we have a vehicle ready for you, will that suit you?” he asked.,
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