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    One leap forward often means moving one or two backwards before leaping forward two or three


  




  

    Volume II




    The team of operatives had arrived in Arusha and on the basis of the IP address had found the hotel where Fedor had once stayed during the conference and where he had made his arrangements for the participation of most African countries. The lobby was practically empty save a few tourists who were contemplating a journey to the top of Kilimanjaro and some others to the NgoroNgoro crater when one of the team approached the receptionist with a few questions on the matter of Dilemma. They realized of course that the name Dilemma would be unknown here, but they asked the receptionist to check the dates and the rooms then occupied.




    “There were only a few foreigners of the North here then, white men and women you are asking for?” asked the woman who had then wanted to supply Fedor with the maid he had caught in the room and whom he was infatuated by, but declined to take her.




    “We are not interested in tourists but the ones that did take part in the conference,” they said nicely as they prodded her for answers.




    “There was one in the lobby several times but with a few other men and women who were participating in the conference,” she said, “why do you want to know?”




    “He is a friend of ours and we owe him some money,” a lady in the team said.




    “Aha,” the receptionist laughed, “well he was here with a girlfriend. I am sure she would like to know about that too hehe.”




    “We do not know if he wants that!” she answered in words that were not to be misunderstood, “he uses different names. What was the name he was registered here?” she asked the lady receptionist.




    “What do you mean,” she asked in turn, “I saw his passport, a UK one, and I remember him very well: gallant, mediocre in looks, but well spoken and very courteous. I would have fallen for Fedor myself,” she smiled.




    “Darn,” the lady said, “Fedor, so stupid he used that name again, now we know where to find him easily.”




    “Yeah Fedor, lovely man, you know. Good for a tip too.” she giggled.




    “We cannot spend his money on you now can we, he should do that himself,” the lady of the team smiled, “I am sure you understand that well. I think you would not want your people to spend your money either?”




    “Yeah, of course, no problem,” she smiled, “anything else?”




    Fedor’s girl, Daphne, had been in the lobby for a while already. She was allowed to solicit there occasionally and she had had some good tricks, but always when she came here she had to think of Fedor, so when from a distance she heard people talking and the name Fedor was dropped, she was too curious. She came to the reception and asked:




    “What do you want from Fedor?”




    The receptionist looked at Daphne and smiled at her. She liked Fedor’s girl a lot. She was good business and she got a cut for allowing her to operate in the lobby of the hotel. She was curious now too as to what the British undercover team really wanted from Fedor.




    “Oh we have some money for him, we are his friends. We did not know he was using this name,” the lady of the team smiled her answer, “but who are you?”




    “I am his girl, when he is here I am His,” she said proudly.




    “Oh you are?” the lady smiled, “so you know what he has been doing here?”




    “Well of course, but that is none of your business,” Daphne said sensing there was more to that team than innocent face value.




    “Yes, that’s right, but since we are his friends too, you might like to tell?” she suggested.




    “I do not know you and you could tell me anything, only when Fedor says it is all right. I will talk, not before that,” Jeanie said cautiously and saw the receptionist, now her friend, showing an encouraging smile.




    “Well that is your choice of course,” the lady smiled knowing that she had the name and was jumping for joy inside, but contained she remained. Then Daphne said, even more cautious now, “do you know where he is now?”




    “We will tell you when you answer our questions too,” she replied now knowing that she had something to bargain with. But, Daphne did not bite, she instantly realized that they knew more and wanted more from her too. Why should they want that if they were his friends? Some of the things like even the name they did not know. So she said:




    “No, no, I am not that desperate. When I tell you I might betray him. I won’t do that, so keep your information,” Daphne said.




    “Okay,” the lady said,” he is in London now. Now you can say what he did here?”




    “No,” Daphne said, “I do not know. He was with me and talked to some people when I was away. You can say anything you like and I cannot check it, so I will not say more.”




    “All right then, thank you for your time,” the lady said and turned to the receptionist to thank her too before she signaled her men to move out and left both Jeanie and her friend behind the desk stunned. Outside the team of four was elated, the lady, as the team leader, most of all.




    “We will get in touch with London right away and call the news through,” she said to the men, “my goodness did you ever think it was one of us behind all this?”




    The men looked like they has just been swept off their feet too as the lady took her cell phone to get in touch with her head office. She did so right there in the centre of Arusha.




    Meanwhile in South America two similar teams were running around Buenos Aires and Lima without much success. Of course the chat sessions after they were traced down opened up the investigation, but they only were met with people who either feigned they had no idea or, became hostile. Oftentimes they were told they had no jurisdiction here and not even money could make them talk. The teams were quite flabbergasted with that, though they soon understood their initial surprise because they felt the change now. It was happening. The demonstrations they were wading through at times to reach the several destinations, made them feel something major was in the air, a sense of appreciation, a sense of self worth, a sense of taking things into their own hands. So, soon they learned it was a fruitless operation and they moved on to Caracas and the other team flew to Margarita. In Caracas they learned little and on Margarita the traced trail came to an end at the hotel where Dilemma had stayed with mara. But then mara was her name and she had registered as such. The room had been in her name, so that was where it ended. There was nothing to be traced. Oh yes, she had been here with a man, but it was a double room and there was no reason why the name of the man should have been registered. Since there had been no internet traffic too, they had come to a dead end. Little did they knew then, that the Nairobi/Arusha connection had given the agency the name they were looking for; shocking news that certainly that was in the London office.


  




  

    Chapter ten: Far-reaching consequences




    The turn around




    “What do you think will happen when the majority of populations of the North force their governments to control, to re-colonize, the South by sending in armies?” the Kikuyu asked his friend Fedor, this time over the phone out outside his office. Because he wanted the other Africans to listen and comment, the Kikuyu had made it a conference call.




    “I do hope that the Governments of the North will see the futility of that policy and rather sit down to renegotiate,” Fedor said to the Maasai, the friend of the Kikuyu.




    “We have bitter experiences Fedor. I think we may have to rise against your people man. Seeing that we have some power, our people will not sit down to be slaughtered by your armies. You know all armies are ruthless when meeting stiff opposition.”




    “Maa, I am hopeful our world in time will realize nothing will be the same again, that it is not possible to return to the colonial times. Or, I fear this world war has losers only.”




    “We will be the losers Fedor, more people will be killed here, millions more than in your world. We are not attacking Fedor, remember that.”




    “True,” Fedor admitted, “yeah but I think greed only will not get them where they want to be. Some reasoning will be there like living in peace is less costly than exterminating your people,” Fedor tried to convince.




    “Easy for you to say,” the Kikuyu came in now, “you will not have to suffer the consequences. I think they could even use nuclear bombs, you know the kind that kills people and will keep buildings and such in tact?”




    “If at all they t he will decide to subdue the South.” Fedor said,” they will still protect what they need and remember that is cheap labor too. Now if you destroy both people and resources, what is there to gain for them then?”




    “Ya, some point is there,” the Kikuyu said.




    “Now calm down and do you work.” Fedor said, “I will be with you soon.”




    Fedor put down the phone. He realized things were rapidly stacking up on him. His head spinning, he knew he would not have time to gather his thoughts and act accordingly. He knew now, unless he would leave right now, there was no escape. Knowing he was being watched from above, he knew he could be arrested while trying to get away. Would he really consider being part of the consortium they had offered him? This so-called think tank was to be a kind of human rights watch, its members representing key nations of North and South. Being part of that would be beneficial for all, he thought. But would it be a better option than the not too potent United Nations? Was there no danger this think tank was not accountable to anyone and could create misery all on its own? Deep in thought but alert he was startled by a ringing phone.




    “To my office now,” the director said. Fedor, being anti-authoritarian true to his nature could not resist cracking a joke:




    “Hello to you! If this is how a think tank operates, I may have to decline your generous offer.”




    “Come on Fedor, we have no time, things are moving fast now. We have to decide on a few things. Do you want to save your neck? Or, do you want to play obstinate and raise your market value. There is no time for games man, come over here on the double.”




    Putting down the phone Fedor got up and thought of mara. What had happened to her? He had heard word she had arrived safely, but also that the USA agency she worked for was in complete disarray. The Americans never thought it had been her. They were flabbergasted for an American had betrayed her nation under their very noses. In high circles options were discussed on what to do next: One, either to let her be because sending a team of assassins to take her down could lead to more trouble, Two, to get her extradited so she could be charged and tried for high treason. But then, her agency did not think Argentina would give up their hero and even if it would it would attract too much of attention. Three: snatching her to get her out unnoticed would still be a liability because agents could find out and Argentina might cry foul might which would land the USA in a diplomatic row. Gradually it dawned on them there was no option to gain anything. At least not yet! And so, it was decided to wait for an opportunity, one they believed would come when things had died down. Though they were convinced she should be punished for this murder, they knew they would consider the circumstances, but murder is murder, it was as simple as that. Because the USA could hardly act like it had condoned this high profile murder. And the world was watching closely. They knew too that it looked like this was initiated by the USA and so it would be blamed for everything. Besides that they knew too that no citizen of the USA sustained faith in the government if nothing was done. For now they grudgingly had to bide their time after it had been published the bird had flown in the nick of time. Embarrassed by what had happened in their own circles, they decided to purge their own organization. They checked the credibility and loyalty of each and every agent and made them feel accountable than ever before. This practically stifled all who were working the result that soon no one dared to move anymore, all had become potential suspects of collaboration and became suspicious of each other. Judy for one was interrogated, because she had such a good friend of Judith. Distrust grew fast and so this purification policy diseased the marrow of the backbone of the intelligence agencies of the USA. Months unrest followed before the issue of mara/Judith fades into the background.




    In London the British Broadcasting Company, known as BBC, through their daily program News night showed a daily timeline, a chart on what was happening around the world in relation to the murder of Ban Ki Moon. In relation to the stages they were in the program showed demonstrations in countries of the South which were allotted different colors on the world map. The BBC showed things in perspective now and had a chart on how close these countries were in ousting their governments and another which showed countries which had already been able to do so. Some had indeed been ousted but the map of the South did not look too much changed yet. Daily updates and heated discussions with politicians formed the core of this program for several months. These politicians of the North also did not quite know how to handle the situation and were fast loosing credibility When it became known, for it was leaked by an agent with a grudge against his agency, the assassin of Moon was indeed American and even a secret agent herself, a storm of protest ran through the world. The USA found itself in a very embarrassing situation when it was splashed all over the news and general reading was that the USA had orchestrated and executed this to claim world control. To not only bypass the United Nations but to eliminate a world leader evoked an outcry from the South and the North and the USA was accused of devious criminally. Without much success diplomats were running around to try and ease the situation. The problem was that nobody actually knew the real motivation of the assassin. Had she acted on command of her Government or on her own? Since she had fled to a country of the South, Argentina it was discovered from the flight she had taken, this was not known. The assassin had disappeared in thin air..




    The chain of events on his mind Fedor walked into the director’s office like he lead on his legs. This was going to be quite a talk he knew.




    “Okay Fedor, what do you think we should do? I am not too sure we can keep you out of the clutches of the police for long. Personally I think we should spread the word on you. This way the Americans will be partially vindicated. We have you as the man planning it all right?” he began.




    “Your easy way out as usual,” Fedor laughed.




    “What?” his superior reacted and looking truly puzzled by Fedor’s answer, “we have a major situation here, don’t you think so?”




    “The situation was major when you banked on someone like me, you know that. Your people did the scenarios, you planned it all.” Fedor sneered, “who do you think you are, trying to wash your hands so you look innocent?”




    The director showed shock and when he had regained himself replied:




    “Our plan is for the good of all, a world with less wars and more humanity.”




    “And so when it does not go like you initiated you do not take responsibility? That is quite something and this shows very nicely what kind of people you are, something like the Free Masons perhaps?”




    “No, no, no Fedor, we are responsible, just not in the way you are going to face the music now,” he said and looked serious now, very serious. But, Fedor laughed again.




    “This is funny; I think you do believe it yourself. You used me as your pawn to drop me at your convenience. Oh, do not think I deserve to be held accountable. I am fully, but not at your mercy,“ Fedor said trembling now. Again shocked, the director sat there for a moment, frantically thinking on how to get out of this mess.




    “We can save you when you become part of us,” he said, but if you are not going to do that we can hardly let you go free. We will have you arrested.”




    “Would you like me to turn myself in perhaps? I am sure I will delight you especially when I am spilling my can of beans?”




    “I do not think you are going to do that,” he said his tone changing into a menacing one, “do you have any idea what we can do?”




    “Of course I do,” Fedor smiled quivering.




    “Then what do you decide?” he asked.




    “Simple I turn down your offer,” Fedor replied now convinced of what he was doing.




    “Well you are sacrificing your life then,” the director said in relief and smiled. Although he knew that could have dire consequences, still he thought it was best. Then, as a last resort, he thought of something to save the situation then said sharply:




    “Fedor you did this in line with our objectives, so all in all we are really in he same boat. Our group and you want a change in world order. You may have been used but we knew that an agent like you would come through. So, is it not natural and straight to join us? Don’t we really have the same objectives?”




    “We may have the same objectives but not the same ways of holding on to power you have in mind which you are exercising right now.” Fedor replied, “I cannot trust how you go about achieving your objectives, not yet by the way you expose yourself.”




    “Really? I do not catch what you mean now,” he answered but the director, the spokesperson of his group, had not reckoned with what Fedor was about to say then:




    “Since you regard me as stupid, I see no point in enriching your think tank with my partnership, so I took my precautions?” Fedor said.




    “Oh I see,” the man responded as he uneasily moved in his chair and asking, “what could that be then Fedor?”




    He not blink for his powers in the group reached wide and far. He was convinced and had them in his grasp.




    “First of all it is not my life I am concerned about,” Fedor began, “secondly it is the entire first world again, the Northern ethnocentric nations being the guardians of mankind. I do not trust that. In my plan I have the countries of the South opening an Economic Union by themselves, an economic block the North has to deal with. Now the South has no say I tings of the North, and not even in the United Nations. Third, you force me into this situation because you are afraid to face the music which set in motion. You have proven to me that you are not trustworthy. And, now that you do not like the tune or singing sprang from it, you go back to what you feel good at: control. No, it was not your objective to raise the standard of living of the South through peaceful means. So I took precautions.”




    “Hmmmmm,” the director reacted, “what are those?”




    “Since you are after me now, I tell you that the whole thing will blow up in your face.”




    “How so, how can that be?” he asked as some worry appeared.




    “Well, I have the plan on paper of course, with lines drawn on to responsibilities and who are to be held accountable. My latest addition is the think tank of the inner core, your group that really wants to rule the world and uses heads of government to do so,” Fedor said, “all names are there, yours too.”




    “You are bluffing!!!’, the director reacted, “you just say that to save your skin.”




    “If I say this to save me now; that I really only thought of it to save my neck again, you take me for a fool. So, do you really think I did not think of it long before?”




    “Yeah, yeah,” he said thinking with is hands on his head in a silence full of suspense, the air trembled around them. Fedor felt like pestering him a little more.




    “Well, do you still want to kill me?”




    “Oh Fedor, we did not want to kill you, don’t think we are like that, but when you compare the situation we are in now with what you made possible, you know you had to kill someone to make that happen.”




    “And careful preparations of course,” Fedor intervened.




    “Yes, without fertile earth what you sow will not flourish. So, in the end to safeguard success of what you initiated, we may have to sacrifice you!”




    “Tit for tat?” Fedor asked, “and you think that is equal?”




    “Not quite but it will safe our plan then?” he replied.




    “That is rubbish,” Fedor laughed, “because you do it to safe your own neck, because when you are exposed, your whole group will be exposed, there will be no government in this world openly in support of you. That is one. Two is, when I would say yes to your offer and you would take me in, all would be well and I, then part of your crowd, would have made you invulnerable, yet I will not be safe because I could always take you down still?”




    “We have a mission to complete Fedor and when you do not join us you will be quite liability to us. We cannot have it that you blow the thorn.”




    “I understand that, this is why I took precautions, but do reflect on how you absolve yourself for planning to kill me? Do you think I took that decision like you passed your verdict on me?”




    “Let me say that first of all, I joined because of the objectives of the group. I am fully aware that we all have to make sacrifices and sometimes that concerns human life. We are trying to make a better world and we have to take on those who obstruct out.”




    “So, now you have decided I obstruct your group! That is funny indeed, what kind of judgment do you have man. I was on your side indeed, but no longer. I expect you to understand that. I do not think you are stupid. I am not but I know that you are just full of yourself,” Fedor said severely sneering, now to the point of showing arrogance.




    “How can we get out of this,” the director asked.




    “Who heads your group?” Fedor asked in return.




    “I cannot tell you that. You know I cannot,” he replied, fear in his eyes.




    “I will find out anyway,” Fedor said practically hissing.




    “No you don’t, I do not know either,” he answered.




    “Then tell me the structure, the chain of command?,” Fedor asked firmly taking initiative.




    “Can’t do that either of course,” he answered.




    “Am I stupid now or you?” Fedor asked, ”you see, when I would have joined, I am sure I could have found out, right? I am a covert operative, an agent working secretively?”




    “Yeah,” he admitted.




    “How would you know I do not have one in your midst already?”




    “Jesus Fedor, of course you don’t!”




    “I am going to find out who is leading you, who really is behind all this. Now I think you are used as a pawn too. The stakes are too big to leave that to amateurs. I tell you what, I think your man or men have miscalculated and have sent you to frighten me. You better kill me now before all goes up in flames, man,” Fedor challenged him.




    Instinctively the director went for his weapon. Before he could aim Fedor showed his.




    “I asked you how we can get out of this mess,” he asked again when he saw Fedor had been slightly faster in drawing his weapon.




    “I asked you the names of your super covert operation, the leaders, you declined. What would happen if I kill you here? Did you think of that?” Fedor asked.




    “By giving you the names we can get out of this?” he asked and looked puzzled.




    “That is the way, one way or other, the group will not survive, but you can,” Fedor said.




    “I am sure you know I cannot decide that, Fedor!” he answered.




    “But you had jurisdiction to kill me for they thought I would be stupid enough not to cover myself, man oh man this is very good!” Fedor smiled as he kept his gun pointed at the director had ordered the man to hand over his weapon to him Fedor casually screwed the silencer on.




    “What Fedor, are you going to kill me? I have wife and children man, for God’s sake, please, think of them.”




    “I will kill you when you remain stubborn and I think you will be very stubborn. We can all be stupid at times but when the stakes are this high you should use all of that you are before engaging in shady deals. Darn it, if you do not even know who leads you, you cannot trust the objectives which are thrown at you either. If you tell me who is accountable here, however well meant, they are still dictatorial and we do not know what will happen later. Objectives are to be known? Heck, I am not trying to convert you. Tell me how will people react if they find a dead director in his office who is responsible for covert operations of the country that led to the killing in Delhi?”




    “Jesus man, you are going far. Let me think. All would have been easier if you would have joined us, now I am in great trouble, either way.”




    “We are with people who think they can be in control. Yeah you will teach those in your group, North and South, how to rule the world covertly, secretively. All this wealth for the taking, all these stakes and cuts so nicely arranged for governments will be controlled. Now do you understand why I want to know the names?”




    “I do not know Fedor, honestly I do not!” he said and his face spoke his words too.




    “Well then, am I to think that if you do not know, really nobody knows? Or that it might be you who pulls the strings, just covertly and as a separate personality? Nobody will ever know where the orders come from then?”




    “I cannot tell you,” he said, “I really don’t know, but yes that is even an option too?”




    “Oh really? Then you can tell me who do you get your orders from?” Fedor asked pushing him more and more into the defensive.




    “They are passed through. I dot know who issues them.” he answered head down, “only with the group together, we know we are the deciding body but we do not know who.”




    “I am sure some in that group know, for they are the ones deciding, so there is an inner core group in that core group, I should think,” Fedor analyzed.




    The director kept quiet, deep in thought he was. Fedor sat, looked and waited. As he sensed he was closing in he realized he had hit right on the nail when he had remarked the director was being used as a pawn. And now for Fedor he was the connection to the inner core. Through him he could possibly unravel more of the aspirations of those who in the background were pulling the strings and in accordance to what they decided they judged what was right and what wrong. And, just like Fedor was not above any form of accountability, Fedor thought, they were not either. Observing now his director was mentally on the verge of a breakdown he almost felt sorry for him. On the other hand, why should he feel sorry for a man who knowingly was part of a group which to held on to power, in the background, and who had not thought twice about maintaining this control by threatening to kill him? Fedor now realized he had to bare this big time conspiracy. Even though it may have started out as a group which wanted to safeguard human rights, by its nature of being secretive, it had all the makings of potential corruptibility for one and dictation as a close second. When the decision makers were not known it was impossible to hold them accountable, he knew. History showed time and again that power corrupts. So, he looked at his director and seeing him wrestling with himself he decided to prod him a little.




    “When your group meets, who are there?”




    “Classified information Fedor, I can’t really tell you,” he answered, his face in pain now.




    “Is it not just classified because you people want it to be?” Fedor persisted, “to be obscure in the seat of power and to do whatever your objectives will be, you will kill?”




    The director arched his back in defiance now, sat up straight and said:




    “Look Fedor I am convinced we are on the right track. If we would operate in the open, we would have to deal with both the squabbling parliaments and the media. There will be hypes, there will be misinformation, there will be selfish interests, and there will be disruption. It could lead to war too. Don’t you see we want to prevent that? By operating in the background and by carefully steering into a global acceptance of equality in culture in economic power and in human rights for all, we are very sure we are doing the right thing. Sure if we are not careful, this power we use can corrupt. Why don’t you see us as the guardians of basics rights?” he asked, his face now looking up expecting a favorable answer from Fedor. Fedor listened to him and thought he had a point, but was that point conclusive enough to continue that quest or for him to consider joining that group? That was the question and there was little time left to decide on it.




    “It is a dilemma man,” Fedor finally said, “I cannot say that you are abusing power and essentially you may be going in a direction which is favorable for mankind, yet you are facing potential dictatorship. You do not even know the ones who designed the objectives, or who designed the practical policies, the scenarios to achieve these objectives. If there is no transparency we deliver ourselves to those who have their hands on the rudder. What if anyone of those people goes berserk? What guarantees do we have to prevent malpractices? What instruments do we have to correct?” he asked.




    A big meeting in Lima, Peru, attended by organizations responsible for the equivalent of the people’s power revolution of the Philippines which resulted then in the ousting of the dreaded dictator Ferdinand Marcos, came to a close. The demonstrators had decided to march to the Presidential palace in unity to demand the departure of the Government of Peru. At the same time the representatives of the United People’s Organizations were in close contact with the other countries of the South American continent. Here the discussion was taken to a higher plane, the level of coming together to form the regional chapter of the Economic Union of the South. They had come a long way already as for the first time in history it looked like it was possible to come together as one; this to determine the value of labor and resources. The only thing left now was how to gradually introduce the scheme of raising prices of both. The representatives cautiously had said that when it would be done overnight, that the resistance to that could evoke outcry and violence and even war.




    “I think when we raise instantly it would send shockwaves through the North and a lot of anger would come our way. I am sure then some of those countries will try to reverse our decisions by waging wars to disrupt our unity. Are we capable of helping each other when an army attacks one of us?” Eduardo of Peru asked in the meeting.




    “When we raise gradually people of the North will get used to this new order of things,” Jose of Brazil contributed.




    “I think so too,” Efren said, “that way they can adapt. They will grow into the idea that what we do is right for us and has nothing to do with depriving them. It is just a matter of sharing more equally.”




    “Then I suggest we will decide on our chapter of the Union and put this on the agenda of the coming meeting, the one which founds our International Economic Union will.” Eduardo concluded.




    “One thing please,” Jose of Nicaragua said, “The Economic Union of the South should have the backing of all nations of the South and I mean all nations that are free enough to join. We do not want old type regime nations on board, right?” he asked rhetorically, “ we should be united with countries in Africa and Asia first before we announce the founding of our international Economic Union. If we as Latin America do this unilaterally it could be that the North will try to drive us apart. Let’s be sure are on board: Asia, Africa, Latin America,” he said in strong voice. This suggestion was received with applause and incorporated in the agenda as a point of concern.




    The regional meeting had been fruitful and because it was backed by the people of the countries concerned, not one country of the South missed out, the representatives had had enough backing to be firmly part of the regional chapter of the to be founded Union. What the organizations of the different countries were really waiting for was the domino effect the demonstrations would have; fallen Governments were paving the way for people oriented Governments to be elected in office. This was primarily the field of Eduardo. Eduardo was also a member of the core group of nations of North and South, the group Fedor through his director was in collision with. Eduardo looking ahead and knowing the sacrifices his people had been forced to make understandably had one primary objective and that one objective was to lift his people out of poverty, to ensure they would have a future with dignity. This future was now possible, he thought and he was glad he had become a member of the core group. What worried him was that most of the bigger nations of the North not only had taken the initiative, though others like Peru were there as well as from Africa, Asia and Latin America, but that nobody really knew who led it. The objectives were known to all of them and they had to literally guard them with their lives, for should anyone tell tales about this hidden but powerful group, he or she would face the music. This was like casting a bad slur, a stain, upon someone’s reputation. It was dangerous, very dangerous Eduardo knew. Though all had gone well, he was convinced that if they were not alert enough, the South on another, hidden, level could be controlled again. He wanted to present his views before the next meeting which was to be held very soon. Eduardo who knew Fedor well, though they had never talked about it, that Fedor was to be part of that group too. But, coming to think of it, only representatives of nations, not governments, but of people’s organizations could be part of it. The point now was, did this also count for the nations of the North? He was not sure of it and he could not check either because but he did not know who managed the group. There was no secretariat, no one to talk to but the members themselves and they would not know. And if they knew they would. He knew very well that it was secret.




    Dutch Jasper, so of the Netherlands, was returning to base. It had been hectic and sure as hell this was not over yet. They had made a grave mistake, a mistake so big it could not be repaired. He was certain of that. Because he knew the original set up worked on a micro level for all partners and members, but now that it was a world wide operation circumventing governments, it had become a story on another plane, perhaps a liability even. He had just returned from London and had been briefed by the director.




    “This is ridiculous,” he said to a few of his colleagues when he had returned, “did we finally break through with a big spectacle and here comes this Fedor to spoil everything. He has us by the throat. He put us in a dilemma and there is not much left than to give in.”




    “What are you talking about?” Gerhard from Berlin, Germany, asked.




    “Yeah,” Paul with his base in Paris so a Frenchman contributed.




    “Okay, I am sorry, you don’t know of course,” Jasper quickly said and told what he had heard from the director of the British intelligence. When he had finished Jasper asked:




    “Does anyone of you know this Fedor?”




    Out of the ten people that had gathered, four raised a hand.




    “Now please tell what kind of man he is?” he asked in a tone they could not refuse.




    “Well,” Paul began, “I do not know him well, but I do know he is not very conspicuous, he is quiet, does not look like he attracts attention. You can easily overlook him and he uses that as is his way. Nothing seems to escape him and so in that way he is very much a covert operative, I heard. From my personal encounters I do not recollect much, for as I said to me it is because he was inconspicuous.”




    The others came forward but did not have much to add. Fedor was a typical non glamorous operative, had nothing of the James Bond style but thrived in the shadows. Only his superiors really knew what he did. The other operatives from the different countries knew him as a modest man, who did not use his elbows to be heard, but would do what was required and if he had done more, he would not claim credit for it. He was not known well, neither liked nor disliked for that matter. The men really had to think hard to type him, so when exhaustively had pained their brains Jasper said:




    “It is this Fedor who through the scenarios, provided by us, created the operative measures for our regions. It is Fedor who planned what is happening now!” Jasper constrainedly fumed. He fumed but in his eyes there was praise too for that cunning spirit of Fedor,




    “of course it was a marvelous plan and he overcame the dilemma of the assassination, but from an ally he has become and adversary. We were near in deciding to take him out.”




    “It was Fedor who send these ripples through the world?” Gerhard asked stunned and the others were following him in his disbelief.




    “Yes it was. For months he has been planning the assassination. The organizations of the South did not know a thing but he was able to get them organized. And they did as you know now. We were wondering how these countries could follow up on the assassination of Moon. Just that Moon was killed was an enigma to us at first until we saw the effects, the planned effects.”




    “I cannot believe that this insignificant looking man could pull this off,” Carlos from Spain said, still not believing Fedor was the man.




    “Well, believe it or not, we do have sufficient proof that he was the spider in this web,” Jasper concluded, “very cunning for we also know he recruited a woman from a chat room on the internet.”




    “What? How did he do that,” asked William better known as Bill from the USA.




    Jasper laughed now looking at Bill, who did not feel quite good with that:




    “Who the hell are you laughing at Jasper? What does it have to do with us, or me for that matter man?” he asked.




    “Well it is sort of funny, for the assassin was an American woman, a slave, he picked up in a chat room!” Fedor laughed.




    “What? You are serious,” Bill shouted.




    “Yes clever don’t you think Bill? Now when this news gets out the whole world will, to say it on your terms, dump their shit on the USA, you are to blame man.”




    “Come on we have no slaves in America,” Bill protested.




    “Not literally Jasper answered.” trying to calm himself because he was deeply angered that a mere operative had outwitted him, but also in awe with Fedor for he had been able to do what he had set out to do, deluding them all and covering his tracks in that process.




    “You are right Bill, officially there are not, but now listen. Do you know of the books of John Norman, the books about the fantasy planet Vor with its philosophy of the natural order?”




    “Yeah I heard about it,” Bill said still defiant.




    “Does anyone of you know BDSM?” Jasper asked.




    Now eight out of ten raised their hands and when he saw that Jasper continued:




    “I do not have to tell you then that Masters or Dominants, no matter how silly they may seem to us, can order submissives, women or men, do things without question, right?”




    When Jasper saw enough men nodding he continued:




    “Now Vor is BDSM and could be seen as its worst kind for, though of course indulged in voluntarily, it can lead to slaves, as they call themselves, to follow orders, to obey no questions asked. Now tell me if that can be done by Masters, I can show you examples that make you shiver, then why should Fedor not be capable of ordering an assassination? Obviously he studied the culture and conduct well enough to be credible?”




    “He must have,” Carlos agreed.




    “Does anyone know on which Norman based his philosophy, a philosophy attracted followers, especially in the USA?” he asked and looked at Bill again.




    “Not exactly,” Bill answered, “I have heard of it but from what I gathered I thought it was nonsense, more food for the feeble minded?”




    “Well the main underlying philosophy is simple, the natural order it is. And, that involves that women are subservient to men, all men essentially. So, in Vor men are Masters and women slaves. Norman built two things around it for attraction. He took some of the beauty of medieval behavior as conduct for the slaves. To learn that by heart would mould them into obedience. You should read serves and dances, nice wording but taken from nobility not from the commoners. And, when you think that is not enough, read his twenty six books, in which he borrowed from the Indian caste system too. He describes a caste of assassins, who can be hired to kill. This is on line but serious playing of course. All this would hardly be possible in real unless behind the closed doors of a home. Still in some clubs it is practiced too. Now Fedor finds a woman on line and because she is American, he decided to become her Master to eventually deploy her. God knows why she blindly followed him, but it is proven she did.”




    “Where is she now.” Bill asked, “I want to interrogate her.”




    “I would like to have a word with her myself,” Jasper smiled, “but we cannot.”




    “Oh, if you know who she is, she has been caught!” Bill spoke in certainty.




    “No, she too has put us in a predicament. Just about when it was known it was her, she was able to flee. She had been tipped off.”




    “Fedor did that?” Gerhard asked.




    “I know he had planned both the woman and him to be caught. He planned that, but he decided otherwise and told her to run,” Jasper explained.




    “He wanted to save his neck too?” Paul asked




    “No, at first both were to be caught if the Governments of the South would take too much time to fall. But now that things go fast and he was about to turn himself in, but he changed his mind because he found out about the core group and he is sure no one can touch him now,” Jasper answered.




    “We can take him out. Just give the order and we will take care of it,” Gerhard volunteered.




    “No, no, no, wait, I have not finished yet,” said Jasper as he looked around waiting till you could hear a pin drop, “you would not believe how things have gone wild, “ he said, “you see the assassin who was almost caught but could escape had her own agenda. She was extremely motivated to make some changes in this world and Fedor gave her the opportunity. And, now the revelation comes, she was intelligence operative in the USA, but in her free time ishe chatted the internet and played a slave.”




    “What are you saying man,” Bill screamed, “one of our own kind is responsible for all of this. You got to be joking, man!”




    “No, no, I will give you the name later the full name. You do not need to trust me, it is all known very soon. The USA will be blamed, but that is even beside the point now.”




    “This is not bad enough?” Gerhard and Paul reacted simultaneously.




    “Yes, much worse. You see Fedor had planned they would be caught both, but one by one. Both were ready to sacrifice their life. Now, the woman first when there would be a lull in the demonstrations in the south for that would give rise to motivation and Fedor would take care of that. The media would come to know why Moon was killed. Also to make sure it was not a plan of the South, but of our North. That way it would be almost impossible for us to remain credible. It is kind of like the scenario he had been studying and had to check for consequences. He had made one of those consequences active. That is for sure,” Jasper smiled now his anger dissipating, “but he had not counted on one very unpredictable thing!” Jasper then whispered enigmatically. Like they were glued to his lips, the men were captivated as they had no idea what would follow.




    “Fedor and Judith fell in love,” Jasper said softly, “cunning Fedor had not anticipated that. He just wanted to train her to make sure she could do the assassination and could prepare and escape from India with her eyes closed. Then he did not know she was an operative too. So, after they practically got together in the Caribbean had come to an end, they knew they were more or less, according to plan, never to see each other again. But they could not, they had fallen in love. So Fedor thought of a way out for them. First of all he told her to run when he found out they were closing in on her. This was possible because our IT experts were able to follow Fedor’s trail when he traveled through South East Asia, South Asia, Africa and Latin America to connect and prepare the organizations there for things to come. They traced Judith’s ISP, Bill, and came to her house. When her name was revealed it was known she was in your service. But the bird had flown just the night before. She is in Argentina now.”




    “Through our men there, the Argentine chapter, shall we pick her up and give her to our police so our judiciary system can try her? I am sure with a little persuasion we can get her extradited,” Bill proposed.




    “No Bill, we will not do that. We will not bribe anymore, we will not buy her and we will not ask them to take her to court there also. She is an American citizen, perhaps no more, for she is of Latin background. She was born in Peru. If we go for extradition we will create more trouble. The whole South will come to know what we do with her and will protest vehemently. She is there and they deal with it now, okay. The other thing is that if we do that, Fedor will release incriminating evidence against us. That is grave already but even that we could perhaps counteract. What is really more important is bloody Fedor himself; he has us in tight grip.”




    “How can just one man do that Jasper, come on explain!” Abu Qadar an Arab from the Middle East, the emirates especially, remarked. Jasper sighed:




    “A catch 22 situation, right in front of us we cannot get him. It is like this,” Jasper explained, “we know it was him, he planned it, but we did not know he took one of the scenarios and built his plan on it. We did not know until recently and were flabbergasted. But, we saw that this plan, our scenario was well executed. It worked, so we wanted him to be one of us. After all he was inspired by our scenario. However, he declined!”




    “He did, he did really,” Christian from Switzerland gasped, “why when he had it handed to him, unthankful he was?”




    “No, no, he had a good reason, two actually. The minor one is that he did not trust the core group to be leading the world from the background. That is too early and would be dominated by the Northern countries still,” Jasper said but kind of empathetically.




    “Yeah,” Carlos agreed, “see us here. There is no one but Luam from Africa and Abu Qadar from the Arab world here. It looks that we are the ones who preside over these matters and I think indeed that is not right,” Carlos spoke. The others, though not in full unity nodded as they saw it was a flaw, one that could be corrected, but Jasper went on:




    “Fedor’s main objection was that he could not agree on a core unit that is not accountable to anyone but the core group and yet the core group itself had no way of knowing who were in the inner core, responsible for the objectives. He said that that would lead to abuse of power. And, especially when you are part of it because it remains hidden, it was prone to corruption born out of self interest or other interests. To eradicate being known all who were knowledgeable about the group would have to be killed if they left. Now those two elements however well meant shook our foundations for Fedor went against it.




    “So,” Gerhard asked, “was he killed or what?”




    “No Gerhard, you are a little too trigger happy, of course he was not killed. He might have been but he had a trump card still.”




    “When he was clever enough to think out and execute that far reaching plan, of course you could have known he had something up his sleeve still,” Bill the American said.




    “Yeah,” Jasper agreed, “the director was surprised Fedor turned the offer down and when he put forward that he may have to be killed, Fedor did not flinch. Instead he took his time to explain what he thought was wrong with our set up, even though we were essentially on the same line, considering thought and according behavior. With the objectives the same, the ways on which we decided to reach them were not condoned by Fedor,” Jasper explained.




    “What was he opposing so much so that he decided not to join?” Bill asked to elaborate.




    “Well, I hate to say this, because it could be our downfall indeed. You see when you do not know who are actually deciding and the group as such not only does not know, but the entire world population, so not even governments, then like, Fedor implicated, we are playing as if we are Gods. Because we play behind the scene and are not accountable to anyone but ourselves, we have to take precautions against ourselves, our leaks. Leaks can only be prevented when we take out those people we find are prone to blow the whistle. So, gentlemen and might I add that I said gentlemen, not ladies though ladies are comprising half of the world’s population too? Now you tell what do we do then?”




    “So far the penalty for leaking is death,” Gerhard eagerly said.




    “What is wrong with you Gerhard, don’t you see the point here?” Carlos asked being very irritated with him.




    “There is no way out but disciplinary action,” Gerhard said, “the point is to maintain what we set out to do, if we budge to some interference we will be weak very soon.”




    “That is right, Jasper said, so let’s start the discussion. I do not care if it takes several weeks, months or even years and not before we have come to a full consensus will I allow a change in our strategies of our objectives,” Jasper stressed.




    And the discussion which soon became a real deep debate commenced. Fedor the topic at first but then soul searching followed along with side talks on righteousness. This was a real brainstorm and not just ideas were thrown to be tested but also held against the light of history and what could be learned from that.




    “We are bound to make the same mistakes as our forebears if we do not look at history as a mode of instruction. People on earth gained insight and knowledge by trial and error. But, here we are,” Jasper summarized and gave a shot before the bow to give direction, “and never in history have there been more powerful people than us. And, we are not people who can make history, we do not exist, we are behind the scenes, but pull the strings. We started out as being sent out by our governments, to again behind the scenes, fine-tune weak or strong decisions, taking out the extremes. Now, was it ever our mission to become so big and powerful so we change the world? Fedor gave the signal for that and he himself found it very questionable to have to kill to set that change in motion. Ethical it is not. In child’s play it is like saying doing something small bad to gain something good big, or in commerce you take some bait, a live fish, to catch a big one, or would you rather hear that it like this; taking a step back in the progress of mankind to take a giant leap forward? The point here is, it is Fedor who put us in this position, and for the first time in the history of mankind our core group has become so powerful we practically rule the world. So, if I have to vote now, I would say we cannot be trusted with that kind of power, so I agree with Fedor. What we are thinking of doing, is not right.”




    “What did Fedor say which put the British director in the position he could not give the order to have him killed?” asked Christian the Swiss man.




    “A simple thing he did,” Jasper answered, “he told the director he had a blueprint of the whole plan, names of agencies included. If that would be published, it would mean all of us would be implicated. Our set up would blow up in our faces. Fedor wanted that the North to become equal with the South, not dominating it, explicitly or implicitly.”




    “So, the director had no choice, although he had no way finding out if Fedor was truthful about that blueprint?” Christian asked again.




    “Would any one of you take that risk, is anyone daring enough to do that?” Jasper asked, carefully scrutinizing each and every face. Nobody answered, but everyone was thinking hard on how to get out of this predicament.




    “You have a big point there Jasper,” Bill said, “we cannot take both the credit from what Fedor achieved and then act as if it is ours.”




    “And then kill to just save ourselves, that is not right,” Christian added.




    “Yeah,” Carlos contributed, “that is like sowing the seed of power corruption. We cannot tolerate that. I suggest we study again. I suggest we go back rather than forward first. We are thinking too much in terms of progress only. Let’s go back to relatively simple cultures, the dynamics of peoples in forests, deserts, the indigenous peoples and their conduct. There is vast knowledge among them, knowledge that has been discarded because it was technologically outdated. But I tell you culturally speaking we can learn a lot and to speak in terms of Bill,” Carlos smiled, “we can learn a hell of a lot. We should be a little humble. The biggest threat with power is that although we are obscure, there is our natural drive. Not being part of history while we are shaping it, is our biggest threat now, I believe so!”




    “Do you really mean that Carlos, you do believe that studying primitive behavior is the key?” both Bill and Gerhard were saying.




    “No, I do not say that, what I do say though is that in relatively small communities you will see the same human behavior and its excesses. You see excesses and you see how they are dealt with. I suggest we study the meaning of rituals, before we think we can assume that we are the guardians of mankind. There has never been a body credible enough to exercise that power. What makes us think we can do it? Oh and Bill do not call these peoples primitive, for it makes you and us arrogant. They are not primitive for if they are what are we? It is like this third world typicalization because it will make us typically first world. Do we ever call the FIRST WORLD FIRST WORLD? ”




    Now the debate really took flight. Though the men expressed themselves optimistically, none of them could come up with something conclusive, not in this session. So, it looked like Jasper was right. The debate had to continue until an agreeable result was reached, not only agreeable to the men themselves, they realized. Since they operated from official bodies and were not accountable, their own validity to exit was at stake. This is what Jasper brought in on the matter:




    “If we persist in thinking that over and above anyone we can dictate what is good for all then I am sure that with our limited knowledge and experience we are bound to make grave mistakes, never mind our good intentions then!”




    Though not appreciated because they could not come to a mutually agreeable conclusion, all were aware of the fact that this point was far greater than them and indeed needed much more foundation. They realized too that while operating on an international level, but in an existing world order which when changing would bring more equality to all peoples and quite an achievement it was, they felt, it was still a different matter to project themselves as the custodians of mankind. That responsibility was not bestowed on them, but in the process was thrown into their laps.




    “Oh, it felt good,” Gerhard admitted, “to feel that we are doing that for the good of all made me think of the ones deviating and threats should be enough to deal with them. Okay, I see what threatens the order, based on the objective of equal opportunities; it is like testing it for credibility. Yes, we could easily become self contained and rigid. We are accountable, we only do not know to whom but ourselves. That is like inbreeding. I am sure we all know what inbreeding resorts to?” Gerhard asked.




    So, Gerhard too had come to his senses. The hardcore Gerhard with his background of being a super being on one stage in the history of his country, yielded to the idea that one can actually learn from history, but in way to learn from it so that repetition can be avoided.




    “What did Fedor suggest then?” Christian asked.




    “Well,” Jasper answered before closing the session,” he was quite adamant about the idea of the countries of the South to form an economic body which could determine its own prices for commodities and labor. It would no longer be solely dependent on the North.”




    “That means two blocks and no unity among the peoples,” said Christian.




    “Perhaps Fedor has a strong point there, for when we are claiming to be the mankind’s custodians that would be a giant leap forward. And I think we are one arrogant bunch then, if we really believe that we, with out human fallacies, can pull that off significantly so that flaws can be ruled out. Our system is fallible and he has shown that. His intermediate function of having two economic blocks first may lead there,” Jasper said.




    “That would lead to rivalry again,” Gerhard remarked.




    They could not stop talking again. But then suddenly one from the core group came up with this splitting suggestion:




    “Are we convinced we are the core group really? Could it not be so that there is again another body even more unseen leading us? What do you think Jasper? I think you are the one who should know about this?” Paul remarked seriously, “I cannot quite believe the whole wide world lies in our hands. I have the strong feeling that there is another power.”




    “When we think like that it could go endlessly, like a core in a core right?” Gerhard said.




    “Yeah,” Jasper answered, “that is a possibility in a set up that we are part off. We just don’t know, just as much as anyone of the groups knows who actually decides in the group, for the group and in relation to that for the whole world.”




    “But in this volatile world with a war still raging in Iraq, with famines in East Africa’s, unsolved conflicts and dictators still around we have a lot of work to do. We do not need to rule the world at all,” Christian said and a new round had begun and nothing was decided again. Jasper acting as chairman summarized not only what they had talked about but designated research to be done and planned time to show results, while he also suggested to take time for reflection. So finally they all decided to discuss this much further and deeper so that they would be well founded in their decision-making. What had strongly hit home however was the idea, that they themselves could be watched by a well hidden but higher power, if it existed. Some of the men present suspected Jasper to be part of that. The uncertainty about the existence of again a higher power was for some in the group, especially Gerhard, almost too much to bear. And, they decided to give that investigation top priority. Jasper did not show any anxiety about it but instead encouraged the men to do so.




    All the men in that core group had been chosen to be there. They had been asked to do this responsible work, but always were asked by another member of the core group. Yet, nobody really knew who had set it up and so who was the first one was among the people of the whole group who had started this unknown, obscure, core group. Yet, the scenarios that were distributed among operatives had come from this core group. Of course credit for them was that they had come to the group from the different intelligence networks. Because the core group was not even known to the group it was easy to introduce, to infuse, ideas that in turn would find their way out of the group and in to the real world itself. All were connected. All members had their own work too; work in high places for either governments or non governmental organizations. That way they could hardly be checked for negative attention. After all they did have control over the intelligence agencies as well. And, because they could use special communication networks through which communication was swift but not monitored, so not even their own governments or agencies knew about their work or the responsibilities they had taken upon themselves.




    With the tasks distributed now and deadlines given, they dispersed. But who were these people really, these leaders who assumed their self proclaimed leadership over the world? How did they relate to the common people of all circles and backgrounds?




    Fedor knew Jasper, but he did not know him in the capacity Jasper had just shown himself in, the capacity of a fish in a water of his own. Fedor knew him as one of the agents of the Dutch Intelligence Agency, AIVD. Jasper himself, though in the higher echelons, was known internationally but as an operative, nothing really special at all. And because the Dutch Agency was not quite the highly rated secret service it should be known for, nor in proficiency nor in being adequate, Jasper was not exactly seen as a great light either. This perception as a core group member, worked very much to his advantage. Not attracting much attention, he could easily move around. Well, he thought so of course, and indeed not much attention went out to him from his colleagues anywhere, yet he was groomed to become one of the important men of the core group. The point he was wondering about though was, who groomed him? He did not that know that himself and he did know he was groomed. It was only suggested to him by a few people. As they had explained his low profile was his asset, for a low profile or better said, no profile at all was required to be in this kind of position as all members of the core group had come from similar positions. Jasper recalled he should push to have women in the group too, preferably an equal number. But, who was Jasper really?




    Jasper was a forty year old operative with a university degree in the humanities and a special interest in anthropology. He had been recruited by a special branch of the Dutch Intelligence to work in South. He had a long training and because of his good track record in financing development cooperation, the Dutch were well regarded in many countries of the South. Of course his identity as an covert operative was not known, he was usually send out as a scientist who had special interest in culture and human relations. It was because of these qualities that he was selected by the group and so he became part of the international scene then still primarily a northern affair. Operatives like Jasper, were collecting information about developments in the South. But there was more going on. Jasper, as a man with a heart for the South, had been detrimental to the conception of creating the scenarios to have them tested by the operatives of many countries. So, Jasper felt very responsible as it was his scenario which had been given to Fedor who thought of executing into reality. So, Jasper was rather happy it turned out that way; he too found it difficult to swallow anyone had to be killed over it to get it going. Now that it as in full swing and seeing indeed the lives of many people would be saved, he felt better but not quite good. Fedor and Jasper knew each other yes, but they did not know from each other what they had done and how they implicitly had influenced each other; First Jasper Fedor and now Fedor Jasper. Clever Fedor, Jasper thought when alone, he knows there is still and inner core of the core group, one that we do not know about, as it was customary in the organization that a higher echelon was not known by any other. This is indeed our downfall and Fedor pointed that out to us. Remarkable! He was threatened by the director, he thought, but did not succumb. Instead he found a way out for himself and showed us a way to reorganize. Yes, Jasper agreed, this set up was possible but not feasible; it was bound to blow up. It was too dangerous, it can turn against us. So, now Jasper convinced something had to change within as well, put it upon himself to find that the inner core and if need be an inner one in there too. That on his mind he walked away from the building, the building which had held the most powerful men on earth in its walls. It was an ordinary building, a hotel that towered above the beach of Zandvoort on the coast of the Netherlands, a beach resort that was but a stone throw away from Haarlem and then Amsterdam. Thinking some more, like he had done as a child already when he thought about what happened to him as a child things, he walked onto the beach facing the southwestern winds. His head cleared immediately and he felt relieved. This was natural territory and he felt the dunes lying to his left and the sea to the right the waves rolling in. he walked towards the south and because it was not the time of the year, there were no other people in sight. It was cold and the beach cafés normally lined up for miles were not seen until mid spring. While he walked seemingly without aim, ideas were born and he smiled. The ideas he would test for validity, most likely the ones he ran through again before storing them in his memory. When satisfied he turned around and walked back, this time twice as fast compared to when started. He was now excited about what he had been thinking of and wanted to get back to his room to check messages on his laptop and to get to direct some people to check on what he had cooked up. He wanted to get in touch with Fedor directly and fast too. So he picked up the phone to call the British Intelligence Agency. When he got connected after several referrals he said:




    “Hello Fedor, I am Jasper. We have met on occasion, but we do not know each other personally, this I suggest will change. We need to meet!”




    “Just because you say so,” Fedor answered with a laugh.




    “Yes, you can phrase it like that so just because I say so,” Jasper laughed as well.




    Fedor did know Jasper from a distance he checked on him as they talked and so soon he knew he was more than the ordinary colleague




    “Well it is important and not something we can talk about over the phone,” Jasper said, “I will come and see you personally as soon as possible and I mean soon,” Jasper explained.




    “I may not be in London for long,” Fedor answered.




    “That is what I thought,” Jasper said, “and it is urgent and important, so I will come tomorrow. Make sure you are there still. Perhaps we can meet at Heathrow, or Gatwick?”




    Fedor immediately understood that Jasper called in reference to what had been discussed with the director and that his trump card had had the effect, he anticipated that. He wondered though what Jasper wanted from him as Jasper considered to be part of a not too significant agency but from a country with a post colonial heart for human suffering and thus had one the highest percentages of national income attributed to development cooperation in the world. So, knowing what he knew, he could hardly afford to pass on Jasper’s invitation to talk about serious matters.




    “Let me know when you arrive,” Fedor answered, “I will make sure we have an hour.”




    “You will see we need more than for an hour,” Jasper said.




    The man was persistent, Fedor thought and it did not suit hem well for he had just had contact with mara over the internet. Fedor was relieved, she had been received well even though it was soon known there too, that she had been the assassin of Moon, It was something that was known very fast once the American intelligence had found out and had moved heaven and earth to get her back. But now that Argentina was in transition and no longer a firm ally of the United States, the Argentinean Government was reluctant to entertain the USA with the extradition of mara. The Government of course had not said it would not extradite but, because of the volatile situation and with the imminent collapse of the Government at hand, it was impossible to move swiftly. So, mara would be safe for a while and most likely, with a change of Government, would be so in future too. In short she had been telling Fedor how she had fared, how the situation around her person had developed, what the prospects were and last but not least how she had missed him and how she wanted him to be with her. He in turn had told her about the difficulties he had faced but assured her that, now that he had decided to stay out of reach of those who would benefit from his arrest, he would join her as soon as possible. With this on his mind she said to Jasper:




    “You know things are moving fast. You better have something significant to talk about Jasper. I am not in capacity, not even in any mood to chat about scenarios,” Fedor hinted.




    “Fedor you will not be disappointed man. I will take an early flight. Come to Heathrow and we will settle in a business lounge, so we can talk quietly.”




    “Right,” Fedor replied and hung up.




    This was an unexpected call and it unsettled him. Though it did not really worry him, he felt that there was something disturbing about it. Of course Fedor knew Jasper had some liaison with the group, but he did not know his status. However a direct call from one of them would mean that there was to be a direct connection sought and he thought that it was likely, they would be coming up with a proposal. But then if Jasper revealed he was part of it, again the matter of secrecy would be an important issue. When Fedor knew too much and did not cooperate, Jasper could be the one to pull the trigger. Or in other words when Fedor and Jasper would not come to an agreement, Jasper from his position could order to have him killed. He would not do it himself at the airport for that would solicit unwanted attention. Fedor thought how to maneuver through this and prepared himself for a potentially different outcome of the talk they were going to have.




    Jasper meanwhile watched the news and saw things were moving rapidly still. Even the Arab World had come to the decision that it would be a good thing to join the nations of the South. This worried Jasper because he had the idea that, since the Middle East, the Arab World, because of its oil reserves had lots of money, it could financially dominate the South. The danger for the South was then, having been interdependent on the North for so long, that it could be lured into this kind of dependency again, taking money from the Arabs by governments and government servants would lead to heightened corruption, he thought. Most of the nations of the South had been corrupt and so to new leaders this was a threat. Jasper had been talking about this with Abu Qadar and they both had come to the conclusion they had to monitor the situation well and if it would happen both the positive side and the negative implications of this should we exposed. Abu Qadar was still in the hotel and Jasper called him to briefly discuss the stand they had taken. Qadar then assured him of the action which had to be taken. The other news showed that the Philippine Government had finally gone down. Gloria Macapagal had resigned and a mad scramble for her succession had begun. Surely there a fresh wind would blow soon he knew when he saw the pictures of crowds crying victory. Well, when the Philippines lead the way, a country that had been under the Spanish for so long, he thought; the Philippines, a country that, after more than three hundred years, had won the war of independence only to be colonized again by the United States of America. For the next fifty years the USA had kept tight control before it left in 1947 and now still used the Philippines for cheap labor and resources. For a great number of other countries of the South the Philippines would be an inspiration and he had the feeling that one after the other would shed their old regimes. Jasper was more worried about what happened in Iran the Middle East, India, China. How would these large nations react? Would they, like what the Arab World was openly advocating, try to win over the South? Would China and India come into conflict over it?
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