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    Chapter Eight: Cease Fire burns Continued




    When the Charmster had reread and edited her statement she smiled. This should shake them up, she was convinced. She went out to first send it to the voice, the one who had Mr. Bush in his custody. She went a few blocks away and when found herself an internet shop; she got her pen drive out to send it. To avoid unwanted attention she stayed about half an hour there to scan the news, went on some chat sites and did things people in an internet shop normally do. She was about to leave when as a surprise she received an reply immediate from him. In his short email he stated: ‘Excellent!’




    Good then, she smiled as she wrapped up as the people of the internet shop smiled at her obviously thinking she had been in touch with her boyfriend. That is what I want them to think, she thought and left.




    She went to another internet shop one block further but still walking distance and plugged in her stick again; this time to spread the statement far and wide. Again she took her time acting like a woman in touch with friends, family or a boyfriend. Outside again, she took a cab back to her apartment for she did not want to run the risk of being molested again.




    This time surely the Indian Government, haughty as it acts on the dozen or so conflicts it does not do anything about, cannot brush this off; this is a fait accompli, she knew. Now the USA will pressure them, the USA will look into the affairs of the Northeast and atrocities will surface. Now the United Nations will appoint people too to look into the matter much more closely and, she smiled about this, UNPO will come to Dacca and will get the glory it deserves; UNPO will hand over Mr. Bush to the Government of Bangladesh.




    Cheney had landed in Dacca. After he had been briefed on Bangladesh and intermittently had ordered people around he had slept well on board. Nobody dared to wake him up and so he cursed everyone for letting him sleep too long.




    “What? We land in less than two hours,” he had shouted, “nobody around here with the responsibility of waking me up? We got lots of work to do fools,” he practically screamed not realizing that this was precisely the reason why they let him sleep. He had taken a shower on board and now freshening up and equipped with presidential powers he had emerged from bathroom like he was reborn. Not quite restricted by elements of modesty he had dressed and then with some of his presidential staff had breakfast.




    “Goddamn it, this time change is killing me,” he had laughed while having coffee with croissants. His staff, quite used to his ways kept quiet till one of his aides remarked:




    “You will not suffer too much Sir because we will be out of here before the day ends.”




    “Right, yet Delhi is how long by air? So, I think the time change will follow me there.”




    “About two hours Sir, well we all hope you will have a good sleep there and so it will not affect you much,” the aide servile as he had to be answered.




    “Any news?” Cheney asked.




    “Yes, the plotter connected the assassination attempt to the abduction of President Bush,” he said off hand, “you will have something to talk about with the Prime Minister in Delhi tonight,” he added.




    “What???????,” Cheney cried out, “how is this possible?”




    “There was a press statement from the plotter linking the two, here it is Sir,” he said and handed him the piece of paper, “we got it when you were asleep!”




    Cheney took it from the man and hastily began to read it.




    “Good heavens,” he cried out again, “what are we doing in Dacca then?” he asked while the plane was near commencing its descent.




    “The plan is to get to Delhi after our visit here,” the aide suggested, “it should be good to know all details in Dacca too, so we are fully equipped with information and so it may be better to talk to the Prime Minister of India then!”




    “You may be right,” Cheney replied but thinking he should have come up with that suggestion himself, now he felt it looked like his aides were running the show, “okay let’s get to the Dacca people and wrestle all they know out of them.”




    “Good idea Sir, I am sure they will be quite cooperative now,” the aide concluded.




    Right after landing it was big news he, the stand in president, had arrived, but Cheney did not care too much about that but instead went straight to the Embassy and summoned the president of Bangladesh for a meeting with him.




    “Tell these people he should bring the head of their intelligence along,” Cheney quipped.




    “The president of Bangladesh is concerned Sir and he will come right away, is that all right with you,” the aide who had gotten in touch with the presidential staff of Bangladesh said to Cheney.




    “Excellent, so we don’t lose valuable time,” Cheney had reacted. Discarding protocol, quite strictly adhered to under normal circumstances, the President of Bangladesh dropped all ordinary business and guarded by a bunch of security men sped to the American Embassy. Since he was expected, he was immediately led to Cheney:




    “I am so sorry about what happened to your President Bush,” he said upon entering the conference room of the American Embassy, “but I can assure you that nothing points in our direction. It does not look like Bangladeshi is involved here,” he added.




    “We will see,” Cheney replied, “what is this business of the Boro People? I understand they do not even live in your country?” Cheney remarked.




    “Well, I will be frank with you President Cheney,” he replied, “there are some in the North but that is not what it is about. The Boro have along standing conflict with India, not with Bangladesh.”




    “Then what the heck are they doing here?” Cheney asked in commanding fashion “Do you mean Bangladesh has allowed their bases on its soil,” he asked, “they have a base on your soil and you allow it? Are they terrorists?”




    Oh, oh, the President of Bangladesh thought, he does not know much and has already some preconceived ideas. I should enlighten him and if he persists force him to listen, so when he continued after some silence he said:




    “Look Mr. Cheney, this is a complex matter and only has something to do with the USA because your president was abducted. Let’s first be happy Mr. Bush is still alive and has a chance to be released unharmed?” he said as Cheney listened but felt uneasy about the way his counterpart spoke, gentle but with a strong sense of knowing the local dynamics while Cheney did not, but he kept quiet and replied:




    “Okay that is true and we are.”




    “We allow resistance groups to have bases on our soil because they form a buffer. I cannot tell you too much about that, because I do not want to give away our strategies which you might relay to the Prime Minister of India later when you meet him,” the prime Minister of Bangladesh said, “but I do tell you that it is advantageous for us and for them.”




    “Apparently not for us,” Cheney dryly reacted.




    “No one could foresee that,” he replied quickly and then he counter attacked, “did any of your powerful intelligence agencies know of something brewing up? I don’t think so,” he said and so answered his own question Cheney could not do much more than admitting nothing had been known indeed.




    “You are right unfortunately, but what is the idea here then?” he asked.




    “It looks to me the plotter wants the Indian Government to start peace talks and wants the United States to look after fair conduct during these talks. Both, the USA and the UNO,” he said to Cheney, “so I think you should prepare to come up with a statement on that!”




    “The USA cannot be forced to do anything, because that is tantamount to giving in to the whims of a blackmailer,” he said.




    “Well you are right of course,” the President of Bangladesh reacted, “but do we safe the life of Mr. Bush with that attitude?”




    Cheney felt the sting of critique underneath the words of the President of Bangladesh and deep inside he felt rage already brewing up, but realizing this was his first talk with another head of state as President, he controlled himself.




    “What do you suggest?” he asked instead.




    “Our men have been with the Boros on base here,” the President of Bangladesh continued, “call the chief!” he said to the guards present. They left the room and soon after the chief appeared,” please tell about your findings?” the President of Bangladesh ordered in a gentle way.




    “Good day President Cheney,” the chief said, “yes we were there and we searched the camp, talked to the people there and of course the secretary general of the NDFB, the organization responsible for putting up a fight against the Indian Army. We found nothing indicating a possible connection with the plotter. This plotter is quite clever a person,” the chief said, “in fact Sir we were there with one of your intelligence agents. I am sure he will confirm what I say here. Het left for Delhi shortly afterwards to interview the assassin there. He thought that assassination attempt could be a connection with the abduction here.”




    “Have you been able to trace the statement the plotter issued,” Cheney asked, negating the explanation of the chief, but thinking he brought in something new.




    “We have focused on what happened here and have come up with something. We found the car and matched that with forensic evidence. The people around where the car was left behind, though they noticed some irregularities, do not know a thing about anyone inside it at the time. This is very unfortunate Sir Cheney. We did uncover a connection with an abductor from the hotel personnel though and know now who that person is. We are on that man’s tail as we speak Sir,” he concluded.




    Cheney nodded and let it sink in. Then in a flash he looked at his aides present and said:




    “Tell the CIA and all other intelligence to go and trace where that emailed statement of the plotter was sent from, all right? I want results on the double!”




    “Yes Sir, right away Sir,” he heard.




    “There is not much else I think,” the President of Bangladesh remarked.




    “This does not do any good to our cordial relationship,” Cheney said, narrowing his eyes. The President of Bangladesh shot fire when he heard that but like Cheney controlled himself and thought a moment before he reacted:




    “The reason why your President Bush has been abducted Mr. Cheney,” he said, “we do not know. I tell you again that we had nothing to do with it. I purged our intelligence services and they came up with nothing. This is not our doing but your President was abducted on our soil. By whom, on the basis of what motivation?” he asked, “considering a flaw in your security, I could even jump to the conclusion it could even have been one of your own people who put this together, using our nation to do it in. May I remind you that this happened during a G7 summit? On meetings like this magnitude is it not so the countries concerned organize their own security for their heads of state?” he asked leaving Cheney with the idea he had gone out of line. He looked at the President of Bangladesh for a moment while trying to mask the blush on his face, a blush of having been taught a lesson. The President of Bangladesh looked back at him and patiently waited for Cheney to continue:




    “Yeah,” he did admit, “perhaps I was a little premature in my thinking, I shall look into this,” he promised, but could not convince the man in front of him, “yes you are right there is not much more to discuss but to instruct my agents and yours to work together.”




    “Do you intend to hold a press conference,” the President of Bangladesh asked.




    “Good idea but let us say the same things so we will back each other up.




    “Also that our relations are not dented over this,” the President of Bangladesh added.




    “All right, agreed,” Cheney smiled for the first time, “let’s do it, “he said and thought that this would be his first press conference as acting President.




    “One more thing,” the President of Bangladesh asked.




    “Let’s have it,” Cheney reacted now in a jovial manner.




    “Are you going to pressure the Indian Government about having Peace Talks with the Boros? I am sure the press will ask you that question too!!!”




    “I will consider that strongly,” Cheney replied, “but I like to check with some experts before I will commit to that,” he explained.




    “Then I will not mention it at the press conference and when the question comes I am certain you know how to circumvent it?”




    “Right indeed,” Cheney smiled and so they both got up to let the aides and guards organize what they just had agreed too, the press conference.


  




  

    Chapter 9: Peace Talks




    Early morning Michael, out of breath, came running in. Juliet had expected him, but did not realize he was going to wake her up. A little grumpy she opened her eyes when he very enthusiastically sat on the bed with her talking about his trip. This startled her, the waking up itself and because he did not mention anything about his intelligence responsibility till Juliet asked:




    “Michael what did you do there really?”




    “What do you mean?” he asked with innocent face.




    “Now you can tell,” Juliet said, for if you don’t the trust between you and me is gone forever. Too many times you have done this and evaded what we should share, if you want us to continue, then there shall no longer be secrets between us,” she said, thinking she could not possibly share anything with him about the hidden self of her, but had to know from him if he was a threat to her.




    “So, you suspect me of other things,” he asked, but with a face which showed there were things to reveal. He looked a little guilty.




    “I feel you are doing things secretly,” Juliet answered, “now what is it, or are you going to tell me like in the movies that you will have to kill me?”




    “No, no, no,” he laughed, “but it is not simple to tell you. It is dangerous and the less you know the better it is for you.”




    “Oh I see, when I get picked up and arrested I cannot tell the police or those who want information about you anything?”




    “Something like that,” Michael agreed as he looked at Juliet who did not notice her left breast just peeped out of the blanket. Michael an admirer of feminine beauty could not prevent himself from being drawn to the spectacle. Juliet saw Michael’s attention shifting and realized what it was about then quickly pulled up the cover.




    “Why are you doing that, we have been intimate with each other so many times darling, I feast my eyes on your body, you know that.




    “Oh yes,” Juliet smiled, “but this is not the time Michael.”




    “The way you were laying there gave me another impression,” he said in a playful tone trying to change her mood. Though exhausted from the trip and the time change he felt turned on by her.




    “Not now Michael,” she said sharply.




    “Okay darling, I had a hectic time too, and I am not sure if I can keep my eyes open for long, but I will try,” he said.




    “Well, are you going to tell?” Juliet asked tilting her head to the right showing she was ready to listen to him.




    “I am not sure if it will do us any good, but okay. You do realize I have to report that you know when I have told you?” Michael asked, flabbergasting Juliet in the process.




    “What? You have to report to other people about us?”




    “Do you want to know or what?” Michael asked now getting irritated himself.




    “Yes of course,” Juliet answered.




    “Now then, I am a covert operative, a secret agent, an intelligence agent, an investigator,” Michael said.




    “It is what I have been suspecting for a while now,” Juliet responded slowly, “this is ridiculous Michael. How can I live with a man full of secrets? I don’t know what to do and how we are going to relate man!” she said, her head down.




    “What difference does it make Juliet? The feelings we have for each other don’t change, do they?”




    “Hmmmmm, the reason alone that you have kept me in the dark, that you have secrets, that your life is on the line, not to mention that you lied to me, is normally reason enough for me, but that you act like it means nothing and that gives me the creeps. How am I ever going to trust you again Michael? I am repulsed,” she said with contempt, “what am I going to do man?” she asked, more to herself than to Michael.




    “You can try to understand, for I did nothing that had anything to do with you. I would never put you in danger darling.”




    “That is not the point. The point is that I sleep with a stranger, a man I do not know, a man who leads a double life,” she said and feeling terribly guilty about it. Yet she knew she had to get him down to his knees if she actually get something of relevance to her out of him.




    “That is true, but the part of my life you don’t know, has absolutely nothing to do with you. That is like being another man,” he explained.




    “So, you went to Bangladesh to investigate this thing about the President yes?” she asked as she changed the subject deciding he had suffered long enough now




    “Yes, that is right, I won’t deny it,” he said and sighed.




    “I want to know all about it as you know I have a special interest there!”




    “You were born in the Northeast of India, that much I know,” Michael said, “and you grew up here from the age of six years old or so?”




    “Yes, something like that,” Juliet acknowledged, “but you don’t know where in the Northeast, or do you?” she asked.




    “Not really,” Michael smiled, “but you will tell me now, now that I have just arrived and tired,” he sneered.




    “It’s important,” Juliet reacted sharply, ”now more than ever!”




    “Oh,” Michael reacted, “do tell then!”




    “I am a Boro and I believe the Boro are in the news here and I bet in the international news too. So, I think it is important you know I am a Boro too.”




    “Why should that be important?” Michael feigned he did not know or that he realized the importance. He knew already who she was, for he had checked her out completely. Of course Juliet did not know that and now that she volunteered telling him, he could not reveal to her he had known this for a long time.




    “It is important of course because the Boros will be in the news as the people who dared to threaten the Prime Minister of India and possibly abducted the President of the USA?” Juliet told him, “don’t you think this will reflect on me and because you are with me on you too?”




    “Why should that be Juliet, from what I have seen in the press and on TV I don’t think the Boro people as a whole are involved. Actually nobody knows who is behind this. What is known is that there is pressure built up by the plotter on India to do the right thing, don’t you agree?” Michael asked




    “That leaves to be seen Michael, I am sure that in the event the plotter cannot be tracked down. it will be the Boro people who are accused of organizing this, even if it only scapegoating. Oh Michael I am so worried, I even dreamt last night that the American police has been ordered to go after me!” she exclaimed.




    “You are getting paranoid Juliet,” he ridiculed, “stop that, nothing is going to happen to you over this darling!”




    “I have a bad feeling Michael, you cannot just wave that away. Now tell me what you were doing in Bangladesh.”




    “All right then,” Michael smiled, “as a covert operative I was there to find out about the abduction, but I got nothing. I paid a visit to the NDFB camp there near Sylhet also,” he revealed.




    “You went there?” she asked just to hear him confirm.




    “Yes, with the chief on the intelligence of Bangladesh and I can tell you I was impressed with the composure of the secretary general of that NDFB. More to the point is that we could not find any involvement of the NDFB in the abduction of the President of the USA Juliet. They are well organized, I saw women soldiers too and they were quite hospitable. I do not see how they could have plotted this from that camp there,” he revealed.




    “You are saying this was not organized by the Boros then?” she asked.




    “No, there could be someone with enough motivation to do so and on behalf of the Boros or as a support to the Boros. So, a Boro it could be but I don’t think, though we are still trying to find leads to follow up on.”




    “Consequently, nobody knows anything?” Juliet asked, thinking how she could separate from him




    “That’s right, but I think soon we will get a chance you know,” he said suggestively.




    “What makes you think so; on what do you base that?” Juliet asked.




    “Do you know the latest?” Michael asked in return.




    “No, I just got up,” she replied.




    “It was all over the news when I arrived at the airport,” Michael continued, “the plotter issued another press statement!”




    “What? What was in it?” Juliet asked in surprise




    “Yeah and we know now for sure the assassination attempt and the Bush’ abduction was orchestrated by the plotter. Bush is alive and will be released when the Indian Government start peace talks with the Boro NDFB,” Michael explained.




    “Really Michael?” Juliet cried out, “oh my, that means the Indian Government cannot say no but the Americans will look at the Boros of course.”




    “Yes, they may but it does not look like it is the Boros themselves implicated in this Juliet. We are trying to trace where that email came from. We have some really good tracing facilities for that. Once we know that, we can get somewhere.”




    “The TV stations excitedly exaggerate their reporting and commentary Michael, I am sure they will point their fingers in the direction of the Boros,” Juliet said with a worried face.




    “What is the matter with you darling. What are you afraid of? I don’t think the ordinary people would even know any Boros, let go that they can point a finger then. You are safe here. Don’t be ridiculous,” Michael stressed in an effort to calm her down. But Juliet was not comforted by that and replied:




    “It is the President who is abducted man; this is unprecedented, kidnapped by foreigners who used the power of the USA to convince the Indian Government. If the plotter turns out to be a Boro who knows but that the USA will declare war on the Boros?”




    “Hmmmmmm,” Michael thought in reaction, “I don’t think the Government of the USA will have anything against the Boros Juliet. Listen, I think like this now. If the plotter can sustain until peace talks begin, I mean remain hidden until then, I think we will get that person one way or other, but if that person is not caught before the actual talks, then I am sure the world will know about the Boros too and what the Indians have done against your people, the AFSPA (Armed Forces Special Powers Act) will be known too, you know. I think, as a result, the Boros will be taken in as a full member of the International Community. Even when it is a Boro who thought this up and arranged for the organization of this, when no harm is done to anyone, not even collateral damage, then Juliet the person will be punished of course but also seen and lauded as a shrewd planner and for a humane cause.”




    “I am not so sure about that,” Juliet answered and thought Michael had developed quite a romantic idea and because she did not believe that this was possible, she confronted Michael, “man, what are you talking about; you are an agent for God’s sake. You are to defend your country and what are you doing? You are defending the people who have the life and so the embodiment of your country’s power in hands, an insignificant people holds a key to your power. What do you think? That the Americans will let a plotter go on doing that and unpunished, will they absolve that criminal? A covert operative like you should know better I think.”




    “There is nothing romantic about what I think, or altruistic, no Juliet, “Michael reacted now getting irritated, “if the plotter can wait it out long enough for the whole world to consider the Boro case also because of world opinion the Government of the USA cannot just do what it may like to do. I am thinking like that because the world will see that with normal behavior like through peaceful means and then through an army of their own, the Boros cannot get anywhere. They are held by the throat and India has to change that. Don’t you see the plotter only wants attention for the Boro cause?” Michael tried to convince Juliet.




    I cannot believe you are taking it up for the Boros Michael. Did you close some kind of deal with them? Is there more behind this, or has this been organized by the Government of the United States of America to shine internationally, to harvest empathy and later to show how compassionate the USA can be, in short to change its image in the world?”




    “I don’t know you like this Juliet,” a shaken Michael reacted, “you are more affected by what is happening than I!!!”




    “Well now that I know you are an agent I am sure you have been in many similar situations only this one surfaces with full force and you do not seem to be able to do anything about it. Does that mean you have been ordered to make the best of it, or that perhaps you are indeed involved in the planning?” Juliet asked deliberately putting on the pressure. She wanted to anger him. She wanted to get him so angry with her that he would break up with her. But, she realized too that he had revealed too much to her and so if he would break up now she would still be shadowed by the agency he worked for.




    “I am astounded Juliet. I never thought you could have these far fetching ideas. It looks like you don’t trust me anymore,” he said sadly.




    “Do you think that’s strange?” Juliet reacted fiercely, “after months of hiding you come out to tell me you are an intelligence officer, a covert one at that. Then you take it up for the Boros, originally my people. We were lovers and you kept all this from me while you are involved with my people. Do you actually think I can ever trust you again?” she asked as Michael, shocked now, looked at her. All things considered she was right of course, he thought, and perhaps he had taken things too easy. But this was a coincidence that she originally was a Boro. He had had no intentions to bring that in or use that. In fact he had taken more than liking to Juliet over the months and had, for the first time in his life, felt to settle down. Juliet, he was convinced of that, was the perfect girl to be with. He had fallen in love with her, but now did not know what to do. He got angry:




    “What are you saying to me now Juliet? You want to break up?” he asked, his voice expressing what he felt, anger because she did not trust him anymore.




    “Come on Michael,” Juliet reacted fiercely, “it is not for you to get angry. I am because you cheated me. You are the one with a double life, one I cannot be part of. What future do we really have?” she asked him as she looked him straight in the eyes, “I can’t honestly believe you want the Boros to be free. I think your government closed a deal with the Indians already, one that gets the Indian Government out of this predicament it has landed itself in by neglect,” she said.




    “I am amazed about your outburst Juliet. What the fuck are you accusing me of? That it is a counter plan I am part of? That I may have designed that and with that plan I am getting the President out, produce a better image for the USA and win your heart as well for siding with the Boros?” he asked all heaved up now.




    “Precisely,” Juliet replied.




    “Good Lord, what do you think of me?” he asked rhetorically.




    “I just told you,” Juliet said showing she was in command of herself, “and because you are a covert operative you cannot tell me the truth. So, man, what life can we really have when we have to ‘operate’ like this with each other?” Juliet bitterly asked and he knew she was quite right for he had to keep things from her of course. In fact he had already told her far too much and indeed as she thought, he or the organization from now on had to keep taps on her, had to check on her to assess what she would do about what she now knew.




    “You are telling me this is the end then,” he asked her straight.




    “Now that I know what you actually do, but will never be part of it, I think that is the best for me indeed,” she said, traces of sadness in her voice for she thought of the wonderful times they had shared, “I cannot live with the idea you have kept so many things from me. Tell me Michael what will you do when your Government decides to do something I cannot possibly agree with? Worse Michael what will I do when we have children? Do you actually think that with a job like yours we can have children? Or, are you implicitly telling me that being with you would mean we will not have children?” she asked knowing that this was a frontal attack, something he could not recover from, not with all the charm she knew he had.




    “You want me to leave the service,” he cleverly asked, that way putting her on the spot.




    “I cannot decide for you Michael, even if I say yes I leave the service, what does that mean? Does it mean you are free, or does it mean you they will always keep an eye on us because you know so much about the organization and what they occupy themselves with?” she asked digging deeper, knowing he could not deny.




    “Oh Juliet, so you think it is a hopeless situation we are in?” he asked with his voice breaking because he felt the point of no return had been reached and sadness came over him. He realized he had lost Juliet forever, even when he could decide to leave the service she would not be able to trust him again. This is crazy, he thought, at first he had seen Juliet as a lovely companion he could be with at times and she had been quite accommodating in making love too, but now that she realized he was a man loyal to his country, she could not bear to be second to anyone and so especially to an unknown entity. And, only now he realized too that Juliet was much more than a nice and beautiful woman, one he had fallen in love with, she had brains too. Had he realized that and recognized her to be intelligent woman and treated her like that, things could possibly have been different. Now he felt beaten but more because of his own incapability to come close to her. He knew now that that was what she wanted, to be close in mind, soul and body, not just the body he cherished so much.




    “Yes, I think it is hopeless Michael. Look I like you, love you even, but it is not the love I need to share to feel whole by. I do not settle for less than two souls merging Michael. I wanted you to be part of me and now we both know that this is not possible. So, the best thing to do is to be friends, but forget about living together and act like we love each other, because don’t you agree it would be acting if we would continue?”


    “You may be right Juliet,” he said with growing sadness on his face, “but I do love you and I realize that even much more now, now that you are on the verge of deciding to leave me.”




    “Yeah, I do not doubt that Michael, but in your own way you do and that way will not lead to happiness for both of us. We have to face the consequences of what we do and knowing that we are too different, I think being friends is good, but lovers no!” she said decisively and Michael felt that this was the last stroke, her verdict. Like he received a blow with a hammer on his head, he knew that when she said that, it was over, over for good, for ever.




    The acting President, on his way to Delhi now laughed when the news broke. On the plane they had received the statement of the plotter and it was brought to Cheney right away. If this is true, he thought after reading it, then before the nation I have to act like the President and get George out. This is my chance to shine, he knew, and he called on his staff saying:




    “So, that plotter sets him free after the conditions are met? Let’s have a word with the Prime Minister of India then. Set up the communication and tell I am coming straight to his office men! Get to work. I don’t want no for an answer from him, okay!”




    The staff did not answer but hurried off to do as told.




    “The Prime Minister is expecting you,” a young lady by the name of Grace told Cheney when she returned, “you will be received officially at Delhi Airport and with full honor,” the staff of the Prime Minister assured.




    “No, no. no, we don’t have time for that, connect me to the man himself, all right?”




    “Certainly,” Grace replied and left to set up the direct connection.




    “Yes acting President Cheney?” the Prime Minister asked moments later when Cheney had him on the phone.




    “Good, good, I can talk to you. You know about the developments regarding the plotter right? We have to talk urgently. So, no official big reception normal for visiting heads of state, no, it takes too long. Just the press with impressions and we will just say it is a cordial but emergency meeting between our Nations and then we will talk,” Cheney suggested.




    “That is quite all right then,” the Prime Minister agreed, “when can I expect you?”




    “Less than two hours,” Cheney said.




    “Oh I have to hurry then. You don’t know Delhi traffic,” the Prime Minister smiled.




    After landing the restful and thoughtful time on board was replaced by the hectic and nervous running around of people till orders were shouted and so Cheney could emerge without the slightest trouble. After a photography shoot lasting just a minute he passed a small parade of guards to inspect where at the end of which the Prime Minister received him. Out of earshot of journalists he said:




    “Okay Cheney let’s go right away or we will be besieged!”




    “Good, good,” Cheney replied happily. The Prime Minister signaled an officer and soon after they were whisked off straight to the Prime Minister’s office.




    “Nothing happened to you or me,” the Prime Minister began after they had settled down and were served refreshments, “no assault, we are quite well guarded here Cheney,” he joked. Cheney chuckled and replied:




    “I did not expect you to have the guts to do anything Prime Minister, but if you did, you would have had the American Army invading India man,” he laughed out loud, “I have given instructions to that effect,” he added, stretching the joke.




    “I am sure you have to look after yourself Cheney,” the Prime Minister laughed along with him, “but tell me; are you here because of the news of the plotter?”




    “I was in Bangladesh on a surprise visit, trying to add some serious motivation on the on-going investigations and wanted to talk to you anyway. On board I was confronted with this news so I wanted to talk to you immediately,” Cheney explained.




    “Oh so,” the Prime Minister thoughtfully responded, “you only decided to come and see me today?”




    “No, but there was no hurry until now, we decided that a few days ago, but we decided to surprise you a little, so things could be done in a not too official way. I would have let you know ahead of my arrival, but then I expected low profile. Sine the news is out, it is no use and an official visit, televised and all, I thought would be better now,” Cheney explained lengthily.




    “Okay let’s talk then,” the Prime Minister said, “as you have read, we are in a bit of trouble now. We are coerced to begin peace talks or your president may not survive. So, Cheney, you came straight away to influence us, to pressure us?” the Prime Minister asked but with an ironic smile.




    ”You know better than that. No, I came with the idea of discussing short and long term strategies on the matter,” Cheney said negating the sting of the Prime Minister.




    “Right we are not opponents, so we should work together. Now, this is all about the Boros and when we begin peace talks with the prospect of a sound resolution your President will be freed and you go back to being Vice-President,” the Prime Minister gave a shot before the bow, “am I right so far?”




    “Of course,” Cheney smiled, “we thank you profusely and help you with the talks as well is you so require,” he offered.




    “How? You know nothing of the Boros and the situation we have with them. No it looks like we are paying the price when we are giving in to a people who are adamantly against being part of India.”




    “We will think of something Prime Minister. You want us to help you with a war against the Boros?”




    “We are already at war Cheney. They organized their own armed group the NDFB and so we have lots of soldiers there now. They are not giving up, so we are wearing them out, well the Boro people of course!”




    “If they are behind this and I am told in Bangladesh they are not, we will be after them too. Do you realize that?” Cheney asked.




    “First things first,” the Prime Minister called for order, “you are here to save your President and we will help you as much as possible of course. But we have a situation here too, one that is not yours to decide on. It is a domestic problem. The plotter wants to make it international and so far that person ha been pretty successful.”




    “That plotter forces us to talk and take some decisions?” Cheney asked.




    “Indeed, so we have to get into the mind of the plotter, the motivation is very important here. I don’t think the plotter is a violent person, but will not stop when the plot cannot be successful. So, Cheney, listen carefully now; the plotter will strike when we do not follow the suggestions given and that is to announce peace talks.




    “Yah,” was the only thing Cheney said for the moment.




    “Do you want to be forced Cheney,” the Prime Minister suddenly asked.




    “Of course not,” Cheney answered fathoming where the man was going to in this conversation.




    “But you don’t care if India is coerced to do something and the plotter implicates the mighty USA to get the things done that are required?”




    “Well Prime Minister, it is after all our President, the symbol of international democracy whose life is at stake here. Besides that, when you refuse you might be next in line to be threatened with your life. This time, since you refused once already, you may not even get the benefit of the doubt and are to be held responsible and possible assassinated in real. The last attempt was a threat I believe.”




    “Right Cheney, very right man and don’t worry we will soon announce we will start talking peace with the Boros, but we will explain on what grounds we are going to do that!”




    “You will? That is good news man! I am surprised! What made you decide that?” Cheney asked out of curiosity.




    “First Cheney, we were planning this anyway, but we were fully occupied with other groups, your Nagas for instance, but also the ULFA, the Karbis, Khasis and more. So we are pretty occupied with this and don’t forget the Sikh’s and Kashmiris?”




    “Right, right, but tell me Prime Minister, why are these conflicts taking so much time to resolve? Oh you said my Nagas, what do you mean?”




    “Hmmmmm, you don’t know about the Nagas?” the Prime Minister asked.




    “Not off hand no,” Cheney said seriously.




    “Well, the Nagas and the Boros are primarily Christians and especially where the Nagas are concerned it was the American Baptists, when under British rule, converted the Nagas to Christianity. My predecessors in 1956 already were convinced the American missionaries led the Nagas towards independence and the then Prime Minister ordered them to leave the country. After ample consideration they left indeed,” the Prime Minister explained.




    “They did leave their fellow Christians, Americans did that?” Cheney asked.




    “Yes they did, we threatened to get the other missions throughout India too if they did not,” the Prime Minister smiled, “I am being frank with you, I thought it is all known too what I am telling you!”




    “This is hard to believe Prime Minister, I always say when the going gets tough, the tough get going. If they were close to the Nagas then why did they not help their brothers and sisters?” an exasperated Cheney asked.




    “Perhaps they were not as tough then,” he suggested, “not as tough as the Americans are now,” the Prime Minister smiled.




    “They could have raised hell so much so that we were compelled to take the matter up with you and when important enough an issue it could have interfered with our negotiations. Don’t you think?”




    “Well indeed, they could have, but the threat was taken seriously apparently Cheney! By calling the people your Nagas I joked a little. Obviously the USA, conveniently, has forgotten about them.”




    “Conveniently or not, you are right because I did not know about them. So the Nagas are similar to the Boros?”




    “In many ways,” the Prime Minister said, “but I am surprised you do not know about the people your Baptist missionaries Christianized you know.”




    “Well, they kept quiet about it and it did not hit mainstream geopolitics,” Cheney reacted while getting irritated, “I will look into it. However, do you have evidence those Nagas are behind the Boros?”




    “We have no leads to that effect, we don’t even have leads singling out the Boros themselves being responsible for this pressure,” the Prime Minister said, “our intelligence organizations are frantically searching for connections but have come up with nothing. I am beginning to think that this is done on the initiative of a single person, one who has some friends who could do what is done,” he suggested. Feeling better about how little or nothing the Prime Minister knew Cheney reacted:




    “Speculation and conjecture not based on facts will get us nowhere I think. And, considering what is at stake here, we do have to act. We will support you in doing the right thing,” Cheney offered.




    “That is good to know, however we are facing problems and you are dependent on us, on what we decide. So, acting President let’s talk about what we shall do?”




    “Right,” Cheney agreed but did not offer any suggestion. He kept quiet. Both men sat in silence for a while, neither one taking an initiative. Both realized after a while that they had to come up with something, but the Prime Minister did not want to give in to what Cheney expected, not just yet. He wanted a few bargaining chips for he knew it would not be easy to tell press that the Government would give in to the demands of the plotter. Next to being praised for supporting the USA to free the President unharmed, he would be sharply criticized of course for selling out to the insignificant Boros. But then Cheney suggested something which hit the Prime Minister as arrogance thrown at him:




    “Look Prime Minister,” Cheney began, “when you decide to have peace talks with these Boros then what do you have to lose? You can stretch those talks indefinitely if you feel these people are demanding something you cannot give them. It is all they ask man!”




    “You forget one important thing man,” the Prime Minister shot up now also getting irritated and more than just a little.




    “What is that?” Cheney asked noticing the Prime Minister had changed his mood towards him.




    “We have the world press on us now on this situation. The eyes of the world are on us. President Bush free will bring you glory for your diplomatic skills, you will be hailed. But, what is in it for us? The press is focused on the Boros and will come to Assam to investigate. Documentaries will be made so that this conflict will be exposed everywhere. In those documentaries we will be seen as oppressors. And, we cannot really stop anyone coming to Assam. This leads me to think that the USA will harvest the glory but we will have to bear the bad consequences,” the Prime Minister told Cheney.




    “What can we do to help you?” Cheney asked realizing he had to do something to even things out. If this was going to work and he could get the President free of course, he knew, he would be proclaimed a hero, one with diplomatic skills which of course was what he was criticized for lacking them.




    “What can you do?” the Prime Minister retorted.




    “You know we have resources and we have people who could look into this conflict and if you like could serve as a third, kind of impartial, party which could aid you in the talks. Perhaps we can support you in seeking a solution,” Cheney offered, but the Prime Minister smiled and remarked:




    “Do you realize that the Boros, when they smell they can become a sovereign nation, have become a prime example for the others in the Northeast, notably the Nagas? When we talk to the Boros and come to what you think this will lead to, we will have only scratched the tip of the iceberg man,” the Prime Minister analyzed, “the Northeast is at stake here, not just the Boro territories. Don’t you see it is much more complex than at first glance?”




    “I am here to help you and for you to help me,” Cheney reacted for he did not want to be sucked into the quagmire the USA was not involved in or had any accountability for. This was clearly something of the responsibility of India and the more he thought about it the more convinced he became that the Indians were trying to get leverage via the USA. Though his irritation grew he also noted that the Prime Minister had good diplomatic skills and so he felt he had to match them or even outwit the man. Considering he primarily felt the USA was dragged into the situation it had nothing or little to do with Cheney said:




    “Prime Minister, though we sincerely appreciate the friendship between our Nations it is a fact that someone with special interest in a people of your country is responsible for abducting President Bush. And, it is India which is in a situation with the Boros and others. It is a fact the President of the USA has been kidnapped to get attention to that conflict between you and the Boros. So, given these facts first of all you should do all you can do to free our president unconditionally. You cannot make the USA part of your problem with the Boros. We can support you of course in organizing means and ways to get to a solution to your problems, but with our President dead or alive and abducted by most likely people of your county, it is your responsibility to put things right. You are not in the position to demand anything,” Cheney said and surprised himself about how coherent was on elaborating this point of view. The Prime Minister realized he had underestimated Cheney and dropped some silence, not just to think quickly but to take the steam out of Cheney’s tirade.




    “Okay then,” the Prime Minister reacted, “I wanted you to know our realities and the consequences of what happens when we give in to this plotter and so I want you to promise you will do everything in your power to help us getting us out of this extremely difficult and now volatile situation. And, to make you feel better there is no doubt in my mind that we start peace talks with the Boros. We are fully aware of the predicament your President is in. He will be set free, we hope, once we have acknowledged the peace talks with the Boros will commence.”




    “Now you are talking,” Cheney smiled, “and with the testing of each other Prime Minister I am sure you did that to find out about the sincerity of the Government of the USA in this. I had to be sure you were sincere in this too,” Cheney concluded.




    “So, it is done then,” the Prime Minister concluded with Cheney, “I will soon announce the peace talks with the Boros will begin.”




    The voice smiled. He was watching the news with the President of the USA, Mr. Bush..




    They had been together for a while now and though reluctantly at first, for obvious reasons, Bush had played ball with the voice, he had become accustomed to him, sort of.




    “Hmmmmm, Cheney is in Delhi now,” the voice remarked, “what do you think he will be doing there?” he asked.




    “Obviously to strike a deal with the Government of India,” Bush answered without giving away his thoughts just yet.




    “Yeah, he wants the Prime Minister to announce peace talks which is enough for the plotter to set you free,” the voice smiled.
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