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    Wedding in Penampang




    It did not take us very long to get into Tenom and since the small town had nothing to offer us in relation to our mission; we took the transport back to the capital. As we arrived we rushed to the shops to have our films developed, then went to the Sabah Museum to report to the director on what we had done and accomplished.




    “All equipment has been installed now, so you can get going,” he smiled and left us to do what we had in mind. The slides of the Runggus and Bajau we had back and we were not too disappointed when we had laid them on the light table for viewing their quality.




    “One to four usable to say the least,” Linseng stated, “that’s not too bad at all.”




    “It could have been better I think, but indeed there are some good ones. We should however not think in individual slides but in sequences man and from the first look of it, we don’t have to return to shoot again,” I smiled. Two days later and with a first lay out of what the slide show should look like, three screen one, we were moderately positive of the result.




    “We will make a lot of changes when we have all we need on the table,” I said in contemplating mood, for I was not quite satisfied with the result yet.




    “The wedding of my cousin is tomorrow. Shall we go there? It will be a nice diversion from our work here in this studio,” Linseng suggested.




    Penampang is close to Kota Kinabalu but inland. And so on a day when we needed some fresh air, working in the studio can be exhausting too; we went out for a ride and headed to the extended village, a modern village but with some remarkable surprised, so unexpected evens, turns and twists.




    “I know lots of people there too. I have relatives and so let’s see what is going on there, Linseng suggested.




    “I bring the equipment?”, I redundantly asked.




    Linseng just nodded, in his nod the expression of how foolish can you be to ask such a thing.




    “If you would tell me about your plans and ideas then I could prepare man,” I said, so a question like this is not one to be taken with contempt,” I said.




    “Don’t feel offended, we are on a mission so we grab opportunities right. And so the cameras should be ready at all times. That is what I meant.”




    “Okay,” he reacted, feeling a bit offended. But then he should have known that I would not leave a camera behind when opportunities for the program could occur.




    “We left that morning in a borrowed car expertly handled by Linseng. With the outskirts of Kota Kinabalu behind us soon the contours of wide open spaces, homeland of the Kadazan too, came into view.




    “There are no longhouses, no traditional houses, only modern houses, some on stilts that I can see Linseng,” I said as we drove around first before we reached a rather new house in a compound with several others.




    “This is what city life does man,” he said, “I bet we don’t see much tradition here. Perhaps the gongs will be there and some dancing, still it will be nice to have some pictures of a modern wedding, don’t you think?”




    “Right,” I agreed, “might be a good idea, after all the Kadazan are the most numerous as well as the most modern indigenous people of Sabah. So, it would not harm to show that reality indeed!”




    We entered the compound and were met by enthusiastic Kadazans, enthusiastic because of Linseng whom they had not seen in a very long time. His cousin welcomed him with lights in his eyes as he said to him:




    “I am so glad you could make it.”




    “Me too,” Linseng smiled, but added, “you don’t mind if we take pictures of your wedding?”




    “Of course not,” he smiled, “I have heard what you two are doing these days and I am glad we can be in it.”




    “Of that I cannot be sure,” Linseng laughed, “that depends on the program and will be decided in the studio of the Sabah museum where we work.”




    “I am sure you will shoot some good ones,” he laughed, “feel at home will you?”




    “This is Frans,” Linseng said, “he will do the photography.”




    “I hope you will be happily married,” I greeted him.




    “Oh thank you, feel at home please too?” he answered and disappeared because some relatives were molesting him. He was needed, not surprising when the man was the groom. Linseng smiled:




    “Okay you have a free hand now,” he said. I overlooked the situation and it did not look promising. Oh there were plenty people and many were good natured, gallant, hospitable, gentle in short pleasant, but I missed some of the spirit I had felt in the Runggus and Murut longhouses. More and more I was beginning to wonder why the Kadazan had abandoned that way of living. Was it because of the valleys as they no longer lived in the forests like the other peoples did? I made it a point to discuss this with Linseng and if he did not have enough knowledge on the matter, to discuss this with him and the director of the Sabah Museum. Perhaps some research was necessary, I thought. The people meanwhile were ready for the reception. The bride and groom were already married in real but now it was actually the reception that was held for family and friends. Linseng was family so he would be welcome any time and I had a free pass so I could portray whatever I felt like. And what I felt like were the old men sitting alongside each other each of them having an old gong in hand which was hung from a branch of a tree nearby.




    “You men look wonderful to me,” I said feeling shy to portray them outright so I asked, “do you mind if I use my camera on you?”




    “Ha ha, do you think we are worth it?”, one of them reacted and asked.




    “You caught my eye, so there is your answer already,” I smiled.




    “I cannot believe you, but if true you go ahead.” The man smiled.




    “Then just carry on playing the gongs,” I said to all of them and as they did from there on I shot a few. They looked gentle and with themselves but once they must have been fierce warriors. Now in their seventies and eighties I asked:




    “How come you are playing the gongs?’




    “Grandfathers have that privilege,” the same man chuckled.




    “Which means you are at the helm of your Kadazan being, your culture, right?”




    “Ha, we are the custodians, but they do not know we can do much more than playing the cultural gong,” he relied.




    “Yes, this is a modern house and you look out of place. Is this meant to be?’




    “When the young go modern and want to turn big shot, what place is there for tradition?” he replied with twinkling eyes.




    “You have got a point there, but tell me, how did the Kadazan move from the old ways to live in detached houses and abandoned their erstwhile longhouses?”




    “That’s a simple one,” he laughed, “after we settled in the valleys privacy became more important than intricate community life. I do envy the other peoples sometimes. But if we want to determine the future of Sabah with the others we have to take initiative,” he said quite seriously now while playing the gongs with the others.




    “Yes life is good,” I smiled, “provide you know how to separate the good from the bad.”




    “The bad is right in front of you,” the man said and winked, “I am of the past; I wish I could be a bobohizan, an active one!”




    Astonished I fell silent. Did he mean he wanted to be a woman? Did he mean he wanted to be a man of his own culture”




    “A bobohizan is a woman, what do you mean?” I asked him as he spoke English very well indeed.




    “No, young man,” he laughed, I meant the only person who still commands respect is the bobohizan, the woman of culture. I long for these times, but they seem to have gone for good,” he lamented in sorrow, “we have lost all culture. Do we want to regain it?”




    “You tell me,” I replied.




    “I don’t think we do,” he said, “this wedding is all about status, not about culture. I am a member of the family but I cannot do anything to prevent these youngsters to sell themselves and at the expense of our culture. Look at them, just married and they have a house and a car. That is what they go for. Without it they would not be married but the bride would urge her man to obtain all these worldly things. Is that good?”




    “In this modern world this may be the thing that is important. It has become a highly competitive world,” I tried as I shot some more pictures.




    “It should be a cooperative world,: he simply stated, It should be that people stand by each other and do not sell themselves out to others, okay. It is bad that modern society,” he said and sounded like he felt hurt, “the old Kadazan ways were good,” he continued, “but we have to change if we want to hold on to what is really important, because we are overshadowed and overruled by the people of the coast.“




    “I have heard that before,” I said acknowledging him and thinking of Linseng and Tony who had vented something similar.




    “This is our land, but we have no say over it anymore. We have to make sure to be in the Government and for that we have to become modern. But, I hate to see our culture disappearing,” he concluded and resumed playing with his mates. I nodded and took a few pictures again. They were in suits but had a cloth draped over their shoulders, Kadazan cloth. Almost all present were wearing suits and dresses and the ones who did not were more or less in Malayan dress.




    “Nothing much to shoot,” I said to Linseng when I bumped into him again. He was eating with a host of other guests.




    “This is modern Kadazan life, in fact modern Sabah life, for as you can see there are not only Kadazans here. There are Chinese, Malay and some people of other tribes. Because the young man and his bride are working in KK they know people of all descent. So, it is good you shoot a few. Let me guide you,” he volunteered.




    “Ok, since you have some deeper thoughts on the matter, I will follow you.”




    “See that small gathering there behind the men playing the gongs? Get those Frans, then go inside and portray the people eating.”




    “Right on,” I smiled. And I went off to do as he asked. I was not going around unnoticed; in fact wherever I went people wanted to know who I was, what relation I had with the bride or groom, or why I took pictures of everything. This time it was good Linseng was around because as I continued snooping around with the cameras, he explained. The reception was a gathering of people for food and drink and also, something which was imported from the Chinese and Malays, gifts were handed in enveloped, invariably this meant a gift of money. After the sumptuous food outlay of which I had hardly tasted anything yet, drinking started. This time it was not ‘tapai’ but beer and some hard liquors which normally were bought in duty free shops on airports. It was hot and so I wondered why people wanted to drink Cognac VSOP or malt whiskeys. According to Linseng this was more like a status symbol, for the Kadazan had little knowledge about these expensive spirits but liked to impress the guests. I was getting a little irritated by now and though I had shot enough, but when I said so Linseng objected:




    “Look man, these are relatives and they are honored because an Orang Putih comes to the wedding which is an occasion for a great many people. Also you are my friend and since I have graduated you are too a man of learning too, so you are received and you document too. Man they are honored, understand that!” he stressed. Though I did not understand it, I accommodated as best as I could.




    An hour later it was all finished and we could sit down now not as the last guests leaving but as relatives and friend of the family. I could unwind and enjoy some Kadazan food and a beer.




    “Care for another beer,” the groom said noticing I had emptied the first one fast, thinking I was thirsty.




    “Oh yes,” I said and felt thirsty even though I had downed one already.




    “You have been perspiring man, you deserve another,” Linseng commented sneering a little.




    “Where does this understanding and compassion come from?” I laughed.




    “I have been meeting old friends and relatives while you did all the work,” he said.




    “Are you two always like this,” the groom laughed, “fighting?”




    “We are stimulating each other,” I said, “we are both very lazy and this keeps us going!”




    The bride was busy meanwhile with family and her own friends but now that most people had left, almost everyone in a car, she joined us.




    “I already heard a lot about you from Linseng and Father Kessels,” she began and now you photographed our wedding. May we have a few of your pictures?” she asked.




    “Linseng, explain please,” I said. He took some time to explain what we had come for but promised her a few prints of the pictures which had her and her husband in them.




    “So nice you are going to use them in a program, Linseng,” she exclaimed with pride, “in the new Museum you say?”




    “Yeah,” Linseng acknowledged, “but we do it together and Frans is the photographer. We are shooting on slide film so it is a little time consuming before you have them. If you visit us in the museum we can show you on the light table and so you can choose?”




    “How come you choose us?” the groom asked as he slid another bottle into my direction.




    “We thought of including modern life into the program although we are not entirely sure yet,” he said with slight reluctance.




    “I think you want to show contrast,” the groom came in between with some understanding on his part, but it was a Godsend for Linseng who reacted happily now.




    “Yes that’s what I thought of, mind you this program, this audiovisual show is really about the culture of Sabah, but the culture is changing and so it will serve as a reminder what we are about to loose and your wedding shows all the signs of it, I mean the signs of leaving traditions and adopting new ways and new expressions,” he said.




    Because we were talking in a kind of after party mood and with intimae it did not feel strange, but I knew it was. The bride and groom should have gone on a holiday now but they did not; the sat here talking and no small talk they wanted either.




    “We grew up in Penampang,” the bride continued, “I have relatives in Tambunan and other Kadazan settlements, so I know what it is like there and yes things are different when close to the city, but are modern Kadazans then no longer Kadazans?” she asked.




    “Of course they are,” her husband smiled, “we have just adapted to modern times, but in our hearts and in our minds we remain Kadazan; especially during festivals the real Kadazan comes out. You know that, “he said to her, “right Linseng?”




    “Yeah, that’s how I feel it too, but I don’t work on the land or hunt in the forest anymore. So, that is a difference.”




    “Yes, I work in the office,” the bride said, “that is much different from the life in the village, but my culture, my being Kadazan is with me and will be there always.”




    “Yet many things are changing,” I added to the conversation, “for a stranger like me these differences are remarkable. And tell me one more thing please; it is nice we are talking. I appreciate it, but should you not be gone on your honeymoon by now?”




    “I wished we could, the pride answered without hesitation and a deep sigh, “but we do not have the money for that. The wedding is costly and we have our own house. I think of it, the house I mean, as a permanent holiday,” she giggled out loud.




    “Yes, we spent a lot,” the groom agreed, “but we should be happy with what we have. Holidays can be a concern of the future, right darling?”




    “I am sure your folks never dreamed of holidays, as that’s an entirely new and alien concept too?” I tried.




    The older men, grand papa’s perhaps, had quietly been listening in, the one who had played the gongs with conviction remarked:




    “Holidays, honeymoon, in my days as a young man I never heard of it,” he smiled, “never missed them too.”




    “Oh, oh,” the groom laughed as he answered, “but I am sure you would have liked to travel? Perhaps you’d like a trip to Kuala Lumpur, or to Manila? Would you not like to roam around on a boat, or take an airplane to see something else of the word?”




    “Now that you say it, yes,” he smiled, “but as you know I am an adventurer and going places is not holiday I think,” he teased.




    “Oh,” the bride exclaimed again, “so you think holiday is what?”




    “I have seen many Orang Putih on holiday and you know what they do?”




    “They look around and they rest,” the bride answered.




    “Yes, they rest running around, ly on a beach, get high class service and go out at night till late. What do they see?”




    “They see different people doing the same things differently,” the groom tried while Linseng and I were listening intently to their conversation.




    “Do they appreciate these different things or do they actually understand their colonial background when they see it?” the old man questioned, heating up the conversation.




    “Most likely not,” I contributed, “they come to have a good time, to feel the difference, to rest indeed and to be entertained. That is what they think of as holiday,” I said.




    “They have no conscience about their past?” the old man continued asking.




    “It’s like this: these tourists work all year to save some money for a trip like this. Sometimes, and more often than not because the trip is expensive, they save a few years to come here and possibly a few other countries, just to make a trip of a lifetime. They feel because they worked and saved hard that they deserve everything on that trip. They paid for it, so they expect the local people, you, to contribute to their delight.”




    “They expect the people they visit to show themselves?” the bride asked as I saw Linseng pondering about the issue too.




    “Suppose you were going to Manila and from there to one of the fine islands of the Philippines,” I suggested, “then what would you expect? You have paid a price for transport and accommodation but what you came for is to feel free of your daily chores and to be with each other, to discover too. And, for that you need the local people if only to take you around, to introduce you into their communities, to take a boat or other transport. You depend on them, though you are as free as two lovebirds at the same time,” I smiled about the contradiction, “and so even without the colonial background of Orang Putih you too would behave like tourists, Because after all you have paid for that trip and you would like to make the most of your time too, even though it is only to lazy around, right?”




    “Yeah,” the old man laughed, “when you are just married there is not much else to do than lazing around after the energetic nights. That is what a honeymoon is all about.”




    “You are married then?” Linseng joked.




    “I am an old man, still married, and I even know a thing or two,” he chuckled, “I wish I could start all over again. I really envy you and I do that sincerely and decisively from the bottom of my heart,” he smiled.




    We talked for another hour on matters and issues like this but I noticed that the political implications were avoided. So, I looked around if there were any eavesdroppers they possibly were afraid off, but could not detect anyone. Only a few family members were there and they were listening with interest but did not talk. Because I thought they avoided the subject I thought of gently confronting them.




    “There is a Sabah Tourist Association and the Government of Sabah promotes tourism too, but since we are discussing the impact of tourism on the interior peoples, I think it would be a wise move politically to make provisions to prevent these negative aspects.”




    “I believe the Government of Sabah is interested in making money and tourism will earn them some,” the old man said immediately putting that issue on sharp.




    “It is good that Sabah is recognized and not judged as some backwater with head hunting tribes like Sarawak, but yes the Government should shield the people from negative side effects. There are some nasty tourists too,” Linseng said and he should know because he was going to work for the Sabah Tourist Association. Concerning our own vision Linseng and I recalled the article we had done for father Kessel’s newsletter called ‘Yesterday’s Tomorrow’, but the political implications were not taken into account much in that article either. So the question was: were the people who featured in the brochures, Kadazan, Dusun, Runggus, Murut, Lotud, Lundayah, Suluk, Bajau and others at least informed about the plans of the tourist association and the far reaching ideas of the Government.




    “Did your people get any information on what they could expect when tourism to Sabah is promoted strongly Linseng?”




    “I cannot say that other than that these plans are published in the local newspapers like the Sabah Times, some may be on television too, but I don’t think the Sabah Tourist Association has held meetings with the people of Tambunan for instance. Since most tribal people do not read newspapers or watch television to inform in person and to request feedback is highly important.”




    “Yes the answer is no,” the groom said, “and this tourism matter is just one of the many things the people know nothing about. As we all know there are many other issues which the Government is answerable to.”




    “But does the Government answer?” the old man said, “they have their own interest in mind, not ours,” he stressed.




    “Yeah,” Linseng agreed, “but that should not let us sit without doing anything. We should get into action. We should have our own party organized better so that it has the appeal it needs for the people. So, the people can relate and the Indigenous Peoples feel they are truly represented,” he said now heating up the discussion some more.”




    “You feel we are not well represented Linseng,” the bride asked.




    “The Kadazan and others in Government do not represent us because they were elected for the ruling party. These people have our Kadazan in their back pockets; even if they wanted to they cannot do a thing,” Linseng stressed now heated up, “what we must do is to garner support for our own party, Party Bersatu Sabah, PBS. Our leaders right now are not very well equipped to lead for that is a new thing too.”




    “But why don’t our own have faith in their own party then Linseng,” the critical old man asked.




    “Because many an Indigenous of Sabah observes how their own fill their pockets by joining the ruling party one would think the real Kadazans will run to their own, but the contrary is the reality,” the old man said, his wife and a few of her lady friends now joining him as they had finished cleaning and washing up after the wedding party.




    “You are grumpy again and criticize everything?” she laughed.




    “Of course,” he said smiling at her lovingly. The ladies with her, knowing the man, giggled, “criticizing positively leads to improvement and also it will help people sharp on their accountability.”




    “That’s something the politicians are not aware of, or if they are want to stay away from as much as possible,” Linseng cut in.




    “There are some good ones,” tried one of the ladies who had just arrived.




    “You better name them,” the old man challenged her for obviously that lady did not want a hectic discussion and tried to minimalize the impact.




    “Oh, oh, I can’t, but knowing some of them they are nice people,” she lamented.




    “Do you mean the Kadazan members of parliament or others,” the old man continued what she felt as pestering.




    “I know two personally,” she had to say, “one from Tambunan, and one from Penampang.”




    “Well, well, the old man laughed, so this is how you judge politics. The man is nice to you so you do not expect the man to steal from you or better, from the next generations?”




    “Please uncle do not go on him too hard, remember it is our wedding,” the bride said and looked at her husband for support. The groom looked back at her somewhat torn in between. He knew he had to agree with the old man but emotionally he neither wanted the lady not his wife feel bad. It was after all their day so, to spare the woman and satisfy the old man as well as his wife he said before the old man could reply:




    “If you like people but you are not sure of what they stand for it is wise to find out, especially if that man represents you in Government. There are people aunty, who are nice indeed but kick you when you are not looking and you never know who did that, because if you would know, these politicians are no longer liked. So, it is good aunty to like a politician but equally good is you take the trouble of finding out motivation and acts accordingly,” he said, “it is unfortunate we have Kadazan Ministers who are cheating our own people.”




    “Do you mean our own people do that,” the lady asked now showing she could not believe that really.




    “I cannot lie to you,” the former said, “so yes they do. They sell our right to self determination. Look, aunty, we are their servants now. They call the shots! What more can I say than this is not the time and place to discuss this. It is our wedding!”




    “Yes, yes,” they all agreed as I felt a little taken aback too. Surely we were disturbing the pleasure of the newly weds. But one thing was certain now. There was a great division between those who were informed and those who let things go by. Linseng concluded:




    “Yes, we should not have gone into this. This is your special day my friend. And we honor that! Yet even on a day like this things crop up which tells me that we have to do something and let me tell you, I will be trying that!”




    “Good,” the old man said, “now let us shut up about this and toast to the bride and groom. I love you all very much, but we have to look ahead too,” he smiled for he could not let go entirely, “to the bride and groom,” he toasted as he lifted his glass and all, including me, followed him.




    Looking back on this remarkable wedding party later that evening Linseng and I discussed what happened with father Kessels, the Dutch priest.




    “Talking about tourism which led to politics of the state on a wedding party was something rather peculiar,” Linseng started off.




    “That is not the usual thing to do,” Kessels agreed, “how did that happen?”




    “I think our work had something to do with it, for when we explained what we had come for and especially the modern part, which the wedding was in Linseng’s eyes, as a contrast to how traditional values are under pressure, brought that on,” I said.




    “I think some of the people present there resented that but were too polite to mention that?” Kessels smiled.




    “The bride and groom participated and we talked about honeymoon too in relation to travel and meeting other peoples,” Linseng said, so I don’t think they minded. However the ladies who came later subtly made it known that this was not the place or time to talk about matters like that!” Linseng explained.




    “Only the ladies?” Kessels asked.




    “One old man fired the conversation up, but was pleasantly reproached by his wife, which in turn paved the way for the ladies to come down on the nature of the conversation, but I wonder if that was because they felt the after party could have left a bad atmosphere or that they were not interested and we were of the opinion we should leave the bride and groom to themselves?” Linseng asked rhetorically.




    “I think during the party when many people are around it is okay to talk about matters like that, but when it is over the bride and groom should be left to themselves. Thy have a very important night ahead of them. I think that is what the ladies wanted them to have; subtly they stated it so they could gently move away?”




    “You could very well be right in that, for I do not believe it is only the men who are critical about the state government and the role of the Kadazans and other indigenous peoples in the governance,” I answered.




    “I think there are very capable Kadazan women too,” Kessels said, so it is not a ladies thing to avoid those issues, but as said the wedding and especially after the party is not the place or time to discuss that.”




    “We did not bring it up but found some people, especially the old man, eager to talk father. So, I am inclined to believe that many people in Sabah are discussing these issues. And so, there is a fertile ground to raise ideas for political parties either to take the Indigenous Peoples more into account or if that is not possible, then we should infuse the thoughts of getting separated from Malaysia,” Linseng said. He deliberately did not mention that before, I mean in the discussion at the wedding, but here with Kessels he felt he could launch this type of idea too. Kessels thought for a moment in silence but then looked up straight into Linseng’s eyes saying:




    “You know what you are saying now could land you into trouble right?”




    “I have heard it could be,” Linseng reacted cautiously, “but then this is a democratic nation father with the freedom of expression. There was a reason for Sarawak to join Malaysia but is this reason still valid when the Malaysians of the Peninsula, when Kuala Lumpur uses Sabah as their provider for cheap raw materials? I think we should be able to come closer to the people of our island.”




    “You have a point there of course, but I am sure the Central Government will not take this lightly when they know what you are thinking,” Kessels answered.




    “Thinking is no crime father and moreover it is not the Kadazan, Murut, Dusun, Runggus or any other tribe which dominates any other people in Sabah, it is the other way around and we should not take that for granted. We are not second class citizens in our own land,” Linseng stressed, really fired up now.




    “Yes it is unfair and it is I think an effect of colonialism. The coastal peoples feel superior because they are the ones who can trade and have centuries of experience. They are also the ones the colonial Governments dealt with and now the indigenous peoples are coming of age, meaning they want to participate. The ones in charge do not want to let go, so I foresee some political clashes. You Linseng, as one of the young men who are capable because you can match those in power, could be the part of that Indigenous Movement which will emancipate fast and will become a force to be reckoned with,” Kessels said, “but only if you can control yourself!”




    “Control myself?” Linseng repeated.




    “Yes, if you can control your temper and use arguments to score rather than showing anger, I think you can pave the way for many Kadazans and the other Indigenous Peoples,” Kessels explained.




    “I have to work on my temper, hhhhmmm,” Linseng reacted.




    “You know that politicians are sophisticated. They do not show emotion but address the issues at hand and so these issues are placed on agendas. Of course these politicians close shady deals in the background and in a way they cannot be traced, but officially they are sophisticated. You have to learn how to express yourself diplomatically, because if you don’t you may become part of the laughing stock they, of course, look down upon. And, Linseng, we don’t want that to happen,” he said. This was quite a statement and Linseng had to swallow a few times during the silence after Kessels’ words.




    “We should not be deterred by what they think of us,” Linseng reacted after a pause during which he indeed grabbed hold of himself, “we should get organized and criticize our leaders who are serving their own interests. It is time we stand up for ourselves as a people; this is why I think we should seek support from and also give support to all the Indigenous Peoples of Borneo, because if we combine we will be strong enough to created a United Borneo, an independent Borneo,” he said and sounded quite convinced.




    “Quite an ideal,” Kessels said as he smiled in silent admiration because he knew what kind of consequences Linseng might expect on the way.




    “It is not a fatamorgana or a mirage, father, although I am quite aware of what might happen if we push through!”




    “You do? Well that is good, because you should prepare to suffer the consequences. I am not saying you are wrong, but you should brace yourself. Your opponents who hate to loose the cow they are milking will try to block you in every way. Do not be surprised if you get arrested,” he said with concern or your heart will meet real darkness, not the beautiful darkness of the forest you love so much, but the darkness of prison. And, you will be put to shame too, if they have their way.”




    “Are you trying to discourage me?” Linseng asked him, a slight wavering in his voice.




    “Not at all,” father Kessels smiled again, “I just want you to be prepared, for although you may be right about self determination, you may not be able to live up to the consequences. They have their ways to break you and who will help you then? Only when many more people are ready to stand by you because they believe in the same rights, you will have a chance,” Kessels said.




    “I should not care too much about my own personal welfare father when it concerns much more than that. This concerns the future of the Indigenous Peoples, so also my children and grand children.”




    “That is Linseng a benevolent thought indeed,” Kessels agreed, “I hope and pray for you that your courage will not leave you. Is that okay with you?”




    “Yes, and I thank you very much for your concern,” Linseng reacted and now that this exchange of thoughts had come to an end both of them realized that this conversation would be remembered, because here the first stone of the building to be built was laid. Little did Linseng know what indeed, a few years later, they, the Government of Malaysia, could do and would do to him. But for now the plan had begun to take form. We were working together and this meant that with us going around, Linseng had an opportunity to exchange ideas and thoughts with members of other Peoples too. But, because he did not want to implicate me, he said after we had left father Kessels and were back in the studio:




    “It is already more than enough you know now. I do not want the opposition to think that you instigated this; we should take full responsibility and what is more we should be held accountable by our own people. But, do not think I am not serious. We have already good contacts in Sarawak and Kalimantan. What we want to do is to broaden and strengthen our base here at home first before we go further. Some others have been assigned to contact the other Peoples Organizations we have not visited yet.”




    “Okay Linseng, if you don’t want me to know about it, then I shall not ask. But do know that it is a natural thought for me to think that the indigenous Peoples combined should be able to look after themselves politically in this greedy world, you do have many natural resources which nations like mine would like to buy cheaply, and so a United Borneo will shine, the darkness attributed to it will be a thing of the past then. I think you agree with me on that one?”




    “Of course, yes, but I do not want you to be deported from Malaysia if things get rough. And, that this is possible is more than just imagination. This program could help us avoid that and could help us at the same time to show the nature of our peoples to the outside world and this includes the Malays and Chinese.”




    We worked on the audiovisual for a couple of days till we were offered transport to shoot the, for us, remaining peoples of Sabah. In this case the Suluk. We were to set out and go to their water village on stilts first before visiting the Dusun a day later. The Dusun, like the Runggus, are part of the Kadazan/Dusun family. But the Suluk were not people of the interior. Being seafarers the Suluk were of different heritage religion and lifestyle, yet were indigenous to Sabah.
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