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    Introduction




    A year or two later I asked the people of the Filippijnengroep Netherlands to set me up for another visit to the NPA. They asked me if one visit was not enough and so I explained that the exposure among the Kalinga, the Bontoc and other peoples of the Cordillera Jerry and I had made had been magnificent, but failed to give us insight in the other peoples of the Philippines, notably the lowlanders of the archipelago. The NPA had been founded on the soil of Luzon, even on the very soil of the famous Aquino family so I wanted to venture inside areas, areas controlled by the NPA. I wanted to pursue the same objective namely to show ‘the face of the people of the New Peoples Army, to show what motivated them. What made them go to the extremes, extremes like sacrificing their lives for the cause? And, what were prospects of that cause? The Filippijnengroep cooperated with me again and set me up for a contact in Manila which paved the way like they had done for the exposure of Jerry and me before (Volume One), and work things out. So, when in Manila I went to the same office as before and although Julia was now working for another NGO I met the same director, the one who with the ironic smile. He directed me to report to a legal support organization which would provide me with the logistics of the journey. We met in Quezon City, the office located near to the house of Butz Aquino, brother of the famous but slain Ninoy Aquino, brother in law of former president Cory Aquino, successor of Dictator Ferdinand Marcos. But, also it was close to the former office of Jose Diokno, the fighter for legal rights who founded the Free Legal Assistance Group called FLAG, who stood by those who were unable to hire a good lawyer. We met at the same roadside restaurant where we had said our goodbyes before. This reunion with him was quite refreshing as it felt like I had never left, yet I knew things were rather different now, We met late afternoon and drank a few Manila beers, at that time the cheapest, and talked before he gave me a small note, one similar to the notes carried by the ‘informers’ of the NPA. He smiled:




    “Now Frans, take a flight to Calbayog tomorrow but not later than say three days from now and report to this office. Never fear man, things will be arranged from there,” he said as a matter of fact, but in a tone like he was giving directions to a nearby night spot in town, “report to me again after your return,” he added. We had a Philippino dinner plus another beer, reviewed our former trip again as he warned me for stumbling blocks along the way and to be sure to overcome inevitable pitfalls.




    “Frans,” he said after explaining more about the arrangement, “you may not believe it but I have wife and children too. So, I have also other duties than providing for your departure. I shall go now and trust you will be able to come back with some good things to share and pictures of course, okay?”




    So moments later and with a small piece of paper tucked away in the pocket this is where, once more, the beginning of a journey to the Faces. In Quezon Cubao on Edificio de los Santos Avenue, yes in short EDSA and yes where the Peoples Power Revolution ousted Ferdinand Marcos making waves around the world, there was an office of Philippine Airlines (PAL). From the restaurant near the office it was not so far to walk over there and enquire the flight possibilities to Calbayog.




    “Calbayog you say, tomorrow?” the young lady at the counter of PAL, nicknamed Plane Always Late, asked me.




    “If possible yes,” I answered.




    “We have a promo Sir, but only for the bullilit flight. Does that suit you Sir?” she smiled.




    “What does bullilit mean,” I asked.




    “Flights with reduced fares but at inconvenient hours,” she smiled some more, “may be not so convenient for you because it leaves 4.30 in the morning,” she softly said, her smile not as vibrant as her first.




    “I think the only problem would be how to get up a few hours before that flight,” I laughed, “but is it much cheaper, so I could risk it?”




    “Oh yes Sir, half price,” she stressed now with a radiant smile.




    “I suppose traffic will not be a big problem that time of day right? So, when I catch a taxi at say three o’clock I should be on time.”




    “Most certainly Sir, although I think it depends on where you take that taxi?” she asked pondering aloud.




    “From Makati, near Burgos,” I replied.




    “Oh, indeed, that should not be a problem, but please make sure you are checking in 45 minutes before departure or your seat will be allocated to a person who is on stand by,” she explained.




    “There are people willing to take the risk that early in the morning?” I asked in surprise.




    “Oh Sir, plenty, especially for that price,” she answered, her smile returning radiantly and in full force.




    “Then please issue me a ticket,” I entrusted her.




    “Your passport and particulars please,” she asked. Five minutes later with the ticket in hand I took a bus on Edsa towards Makati. Having arrived there close to an hour later I walked to Burgos from there. I was staying with Philippino friends I had known for a very long time. They assured me one of them had to get up very early too and so all could be arranged. They warned me for police and military (Armed Forces of the Philippines, AFP) who in the provinces like to check passengers inside out, especially those travelers whom they suspect have cash money on them.




    “Turn in early Frans and so you have a good sleep. We’ll wake you up at two-thirty!”




    I took the advice and since it had been an exhausting day, not the meeting with the director, but the ride into Manila and the traffic that morning and afternoon, had done me in and I realized that now that a bed had been made up for me. But before turning in we had a drink and talked a little. They asked me to be sure to return before leaving the Philippines so they would know about my experiences too.




    “I promise that, but if the AFP gets me I have no chance of letting you know,” I joked to their amazement. Though they realized I was teasing they still stressed I should be careful at all times:




    “You are travelling alone and this is not ‘done’ much in the Philippines. There are all sorts of characters besides the ones you already know: the AFP and the police. So, be careful and see to it that you have local guides to accompany you, okay?”




    “I promise,” I smiled, “but only if we have one more Manila beer, this time I insist it is on me and me alone, agreed?”




    “Sure, sure,” the man and the lady of the house agreed, “Ver (one of their sons), go and get us a crate fast,” the lady ordered her son. I gave him the money and five minutes later he returned with a full crate of chilled Manila beer. We drank a bottle each before I went to sleep as they assured me we should finish the crate after my safe return.


  




  

    Chapter One - To Samar




    A tap on my shoulder made me wake up. I saw Ver, the smiling son of the family, who told me he would the one taking me to the domestic airport.




    “If you are capable then be ready in 15 minutes,” he said seriously but then smiled




    “Agreed,” I answered, still groggy but willing to abide. A quick shower, coffee and a bite to eat later we walked to the car which was borrowed from an uncle for the occasion.




    “Let’s go?” Ver asked as he started the engine of this small Philippino made car. It was just near three o’clock and since he knew the shortest way we were soon out of the normally busy Makati streets and avenues and nearing Edsa. There, on a corner of side street, were a few policemen who flagged us to stop. As Ver stopped before them, three men strong, the color his face changed rapidly and went from showing confidence to being frightened in a matter of moments. One of the policemen stepped up towards him and began to talk in Tagalog, more or less the national language. The other two policemen stood a meter behind the one talking to Ver and looked with stern faces. Traffic was absent and there was no people on the street either, so no nothing else but the voice of the policeman we heard. The man talked to Ver in a tone I did not appreciate. We had not done anything wrong and I presumed Ver was trying to tell him that him just but that policeman was not convinced and did not let go; not yet anyway. When after a few minutes I saw Ver drawing his wallet, I though this had gone much too far already and decided to step in. Knowing that these policemen could speak English and suspecting they talked Tagalog so I would not understand I said:




    “My friend’s son has done nothing wrong; he committed no traffic violation, so quickly tell me what you want? This young man is driving me to the airport; my flight is in an hour. Now, if you have something to charge us with? I asked, “and if not we shall go now. Oh and I like to know your name and the number of police force you are with? I will report you to your superiors if you hold us up.” I said and nodded to Ver to drive off.




    “We were just checking Sir, I am sorry for the inconvenience,” the policeman said stumbling over his words.




    “You wanted to check his wallet man? Who ordered you to do that?” I asked




    “No, no, I meant to ask for his papers, but I am sure it’s all right, have a good day,” he said and stepped back. Ver put his foot on the throttle and only after we were safely cruising on Edsa he dared to tell what the policeman asked of him.




    “He said I was travelling with a rich foreigner and demanded 500 peso from me. Man, I was frightened, I don’t even have that much money,” he lamented.




    Still driving in the dark we reached the Domestic airport with enough time left to say goodbye:




    “Frans, with you there is always something happening,” he laughed now that he knew we were both safe.




    “Oh, Ver, there are a lot of things happening and I am only involved in very, very few. It so happens that you were in my happenings a few times now,” I smiled referring to two other occasions we had had together on the island of Leyte.




    “Man, the way you spoke to hem, their superiors, I thought they were going to arrest us?” he said in relief.




    “For what then?” I asked.




    “Oh, you don’t know the Philippines yet,” he smiled, “they’ll think of something, anything they will do because you cannot prove you did not do it,” Ver told me.




    “It is as simple as that?” I asked further.




    “Yes for some of them it is,” Ver confirmed, “but please check in now or you are getting in too late Frans!”




    “Goodbye then Ver, see you all soon!” I said and waved before stepping into the terminal. Other than the usual difficulties airports are famous for like the unique way of being checked here and checking in plus waiting in the oddly organized departure lounge, I had no problems.




    “In the nick of time,” the check in clerk volunteered saying, “five minutes later and the standby people would have their chance,” he emphasized and pointed a finger to a small crowd in the back, “these are ungodly hours don’t you agree? I hate this shift!” he said and chuckled.




    “Oh yes, I agree, but still the flight seems to be full that there are people waiting to catch it at this, as you say, ungodly hour?”




    “Only because of half price Sir,” he replied, “here you are Sir!” he replied as he gave me the boarding pass and directed me to departure lounge where a second check on body and bag was done. Then into the large hall which had four gates used by different airlines of which most were gearing up to break the monopoly of PAL. And, so with this bullilit flight PAL hoped to regain some of what it was losing. Suddenly a VIP approached and commotion broke out. Like a King the man was not just treated respectfully but, with people bowing, he was received with full honors. In front of him and airline attendants guiding he was not searched but marched through as security personnel bowed as the group went to the VIP lounge. Before the man disappeared from the look on his face he did not expect anything else but subservient behavior as lots of bewildered eyes stared. This was however no doubt standard procedure, I thought. Luckily my flight to Calbayog was announced soon after this interlude and so I was quite happy to leave tis crowded departure terminal. The early morning flight did not pose problems either so after the plane touched down at Calbayog airport I walked straight to the small arrival hall and from there into the rice-fields. Outside I called on a tricycle rider, Juan, who on the way to the city of Calbayog was willing to stop at the fields so I could picture them. The sun was rising now; it appeared on the horizon so I could focus on of lush green fields in dawning light, the terminal rising from the fields as a backdrop. It was stunningly beautiful! Juan waited patiently for me to finish and when he saw I was satisfied he took me to town. Juan knew the location of the office and had no problem finding it. When we arrived we came just in time to meet the people who were having breakfast. We got invited to join them but Juan declined saying he had work to do. I introduced myself before I sat down to make sure it was the right address. They nodded upon hearing my name and Maria the office manager then said:




    “Yes we received the information and we are happy to have you. This is the program and you should prepare for it: tomorrow morning early we’ll go to the white area just south of Catbalogan for which transport has been arranged. We’ll leave and arrive in the dark and on a spot along the road where we will drop you someone of the NPA will meet you. Now, make sure you have everything you need with you, but not too much so it will not interfere with the walking you have to do. You’ll have to go on foot for a long time. Are you up to that city man?” she asked sporting a teasing smile.




    “Yes I am a city man. And though I may be a little clumsy I have been walking before,” I answered.




    “You are Kiko from Amsterdam, a Dutchman right? And, I am Beth,” the other woman teased while others in the office showed interest too, two young men and two ladies who obviously adhered to Beth and Maria as their leaders.




    “Kiko? My name is Frans, dear Beth,” I reacted.




    “There is no such name in the Philippines, so from now on you are officially called Francisco, but for us you nickname is Kiko,” she said decisively, not leaving room for dissent or dispute of any kind.




    “Well then Kiko it shall be,” I replied, a twinkle in the eyes, ”all for a good cause, right! Oh, is it a long walk to the camp?” I asked.




    “For a city man yes,” she laughed out loud now, “I bet you hardly ever walk?”




    “You might be in for a nice surprise.” I retorted enigmatically leaving her to guess if that was true.




    “We are used to long walks,” she continued, “long walks are healthy and keep the mind active. Long walks keep people from being spoiled!” Beth smiled ironically




    “So Beth, city people are spoiled people?”




    “Sure,” she said smiling a heavenly smile of understanding.




    We kept on going for a while with this type of ironical teasing and were assisted by the others who gradually chipped in their remarks as well. It was funny, challenging, witty, but also deadly serious and I realized that this was their, her, way to check me out, possibly my trustworthiness or my sincerity or both. When we were nearing full understanding of each others points of view I said and asked:




    “Look Beth the reason I am here is known to you right? Though the severity of it can hardly be compared, I also come from and ordinary if not poor background. Born during the Second World War, many people died of famine, my parents managed us through and so after this war we grew up with nothing much at all. In looking back I cannot say I missed what we did not have and still think of it as normal. I have seen dire poverty before, I have seen ordinary people being oppressed, persecuted, tortured, even killed and for what? They were tortured and killed when raising their voice for a just cause and it looks like people here are suffering from the same if not worse. Since national and international press focuses on the officially (government) released facts, their prime concern, the people who stand up for their rights, who want to fight to expose human rights abuses, are not taken into account nearly enough. They are described as rebels, criminals perhaps but certainly are put in a bad light. They have no face, they can hardly voice out about what they believe is right and what is denied to them. Now Beth and co-workers I came here because I want to show their faces, I want them to tell what they are fighting for and against who they fight. I want to show they are real people, not just rebels without a cause! I am glad you can help me in achieving just that. Thank you sincerely!”




    :”Yes we were briefed about something like that,” Beth smiled, “but surely you agree we should check you out too. You might be working for the other side, under cover of course, and so posing like you do. I am sure governments like yours like to keep the status quo?”




    “Yes, they cry out against human rights abuses, but profit from cheap labor which is based on suppression. It is good you check me out thoroughly; we can’t use stooges of the Government of the Philippines or any other. It is already dangerous enough and I am sure your operation may be monitored too if not questioned. Are you visited by secret police or other government agencies?”




    “We are an independent development agency, so yes we are under suspicion and sometimes they come, as they say, for a friendly talk.”




    “No threats?”




    “Not directly, but we are sure we are monitored constantly and that’s why we want you to stay inside and leave early morning, so the risk of being seen and the possibility of being followed will be minimized,” Beth explained.




    “A pity that is,” I replied, “I would have liked to discover Calbayog and its harbor. So many people from here went to Luzon to try and find a better life they thought they could have there!”




    “Yes many, but to no avail. They are worse off there, exploited they will be when they work in the factories or worse when they have to live on the streets or have to sell themselves, the women I mean,” Beth reacted.




    We talked for quite some time till one of the young men said that there was work to do and so asked the staff if he could be excused including Beth.




    “Take a rest now that you can,” she suggested, “read something and we will meet at around dinner time, okay?”




    I agreed but would have wanted to go for a walk in town. A long time before this visit I had been in Calbayog and remembered the fishing boats bobbing on the water of the stream near the sea. Sunset it was then and a beautiful sight it had been. I slept in the house of the priests, one of which was attached to the Asian Social Institute which had introduced me to them. The priests lived next to the cathedral. During that time I had the idea to venture into the interior too; the priests then being the ones who tried to help me with that. I told this story to Beth and her staff that evening and added:




    “It all fell through because the military blocked off all roads to the interior. Just before I arrived their operations had begun and already a number of NPA soldiers had died in combat. The priests offered me to attend a funeral of slain NPA soldiers. I talked with the relatives who were preparing for funeral service for the NPA men in a house in town,” I explained.




    “So you could picture the dead NPA?” one of the girls asked me.




    “Yes, and talk to them about what had happened. There was an old woman too who laid in a coffin who had been killed in the crossfire, the people, most of them relatives, told me.”




    “Off and on the military moves in to hunt the NPA down,” Beth said, “but I am sure they did not tell you about the number of AFP soldiers the NPA killed?” Maria asked.




    “Indeed, in town the AFP wanted to know what I was doing in Calbayog and sort of interrogated me. I was pretty sure they wanted to keep this as quiet as possible. Of course I played dumb and told them I was a tourist who had come to see the views and be with the locals to taste the food of Samar. I raved about the people and the scenery so in the end, half an hour later, they were quite convinced, became even courteous and wished me a happy trip but with a warning: ‘don’t go inside because it is unsafe there. Stay in the coastal areas.’




    “Yeah right,” Beth smiled.




    Later in the evening we had a few drinks, Manila beer again the beer for the poor beer as Maria called it, before we called it a night. Beth reminded me:




    We are leaving at three in the night, a good sleep is necessary and so we are turning in early. I am sure you understand. We will wake you up.” she winked.




    





    Box Samar




    Samar is the third largest and one of the least densely populated islands of the Philippine archipelago. As it is often hit by typhoons, agriculture has remained limited mainly to coconuts. As coconuts are not the most profitable agricultural produce, the island has remained poor. As poverty is a fertile ground for rebellion, Samar has long been nearly totally NPA controlled. As the Philippine state is rather interested in quelling rebellion in economically important provinces and islands, NPA control in the depressed areas of Samar is said not to be challenged much by the Philippine military. Therefore, the CPP and NPA use Samar as a training ground to practice the form of government they would like to apply to the whole country in the event of victory over the current Philippine state. There are numerous reports by journalists and travelers who have experienced NPA administration in the interior of the islands, and some have even seen public trials held in NPA-governed villages over so-called enemies of the people. NPA judges are said to be not lenient. But even as the NPA in general might be considered anti-foreign, there are few complaints by foreigners of harassment by the NPA when traveling on the island. The military, however, took note of foreigners, journalists and others, who traveled to Samar specifically to get an insight into the communist movement of The Country .




    Some years ago the editor of Cockatoo’s Handbook visited a friend’s aunt in Hinabangan, Samar (about 35km, 22mi northeast of Leyte). Shortly after arrival the mayor sent for him and explained that he could provide protection (from the NPA) only as long as he remained in the town proper. The aunt raised small, native, black pigs in her kitchen. The pigs had been trained to stay in the kitchen (to avoid that they would be stolen) and were very friendly, especially at meal times.




    On Homonhon island southeast of Samar, the Spanish explorers led by Ferdinand Magellan had their first Philippine landfall on March 17, 1521. After that, the history of Samar was marked by a number of cruel events. In 1901, after the US occupation of the archipelago, the natives in the southern Samar town of Balangiga first slaughtered a US company of 46 soldiers. In retaliation, US forces massacred all male inhabitants of Balangiga over 10 years of age.




    





    Again a hand on my shoulder was enough to wake me up. Convinced I was awake Beth whispered: “You have 10 minutes to get ready for a shower and to brush your teeth then coffee and a bite to eat, bread, before we go,” she pleasantly ordered.




    Outside the driver was already waiting in his jeepney and right on the dot, as Beth had promised, he moved. In the jeepney I discovered we had eight other people on board. Not that minded that, but I thought that this could lead to too many people knowing what I was going to do. Beth answered that question before it was asked:




    “They come with us to use the jeepney. They will stay in Catbologan, we will go to the hills outside,” she explained. They know everything, they are relatives.”




    After we had left Calbayog in the pitch black darkness on the coastal road there was really nothing to see. I am sure Catbalogan was not very far but the ride felt like eternity and I dozed off again only to be woken up by a punch from Beth who warned me for the roadblock we were approaching.




    “Soldiers, they want to check night movement. Keep quiet, don’t say a thing,” she whispered as the jeepney came to stop in front of the roadblock. I nodded! Soon soldiers swarmed our vehicle, five of them looking at the people inside. A lieutenant asked the driver:




    “What are you driving for in the middle of the night? Where are you going to, what is your destination?”




    “Oh, this congregation of brothers and sisters has to attend an early mass at six. I had to repair two punctured tires and I could only fix them last evening. Therefore we had no alternative but to drive during the night. Do you think we like it?” the driver explained without hesitation and asked in turn




    “We’ll check your vehicle for weapons,” the lieutenant announced, then looked at me. He weighed his options for talking to me so he could satisfy his curiosity or to leave it altogether for fear of coming across as inhospitable. I looked back at him. I gathered from his eyes he wanted to decide on the first option, but hesitated a moment then, looking in command, he asked:




    “Who are you?”




    “Oh, you would like to see my passport?” I asked.




    “Sure,” he said in relief as I produced it and handed it to him.




    “What is a man from Holland doing here in the middle of the night?” he asked with overdone curiosity because the driver already told him.




    “One of the women is practically family,” I answered, “married to one of my brothers I am here on holiday and like to experience everything. But, I am not used to being checked for nothing, so could you tell me why there is a checkpoint here?”




    “You haven’t heard about the NPA threat?” he asked in return.




    “Oh, of course,” I answered, “I have never met one, so what do they look like? Do they wear uniforms just like you?”




    “Some use the uniforms they have stolen from us,” he laughed thinking of the irony, “but they strip the Philippine Army identity paraphernalia. Most have no uniform, but weapons they do have. Dangerous people you would not want to meet at night,” he explained showing a little more friendliness now.




    “Do you mean they come to the road during the night? And if so what do they do? They can’t be criminals who attack vehicles to steal, can they?” I asked to him innocently.




    “They come here,” the lieutenant answered in official tone visibly showing he did not know either but just followed up on the orders given to him.




    “And, you are here to prevent them from coming to the road?” Beth now asked.




    “If that is so then you need not check the cars passing by because they will not be travelling so openly, I think?” I added.




    “We check because they have connections with the people living here. Perhaps they chartered transport for the purpose of moving stuff they need and so we check each and every one!”




    “Weapons?”




    “Not only weapons, ammunition, clothes, money, even food. We are suspicious of anything irregular. We are even suspicious of foreigners (Americanos) who could be combat trainers, instructors or they are mercenaries but act like regular tourists?” he asked but smiled.




    “Can we go now? We need this mercenary to be with his mates in time. We are on a timeframe,” Beth said but in the way she said it was obvious she was joking. To my relief the man got the joke and responded with a laugh:




    “You are funny. You can never be part of the NPA. You are too beautiful and………I am sure this foreigner is with you?” he asked thinking he scored a hit.




    “Oh you are that kind of a man,” Beth reacted fiercely but at the same time it was clear she was acting out, “you will not tamper with my private life. It has nothing to do with you. Shall I report you to your superiors,” she asked defiantly expecting a loud NO!




    “No, please, I was just curious,” he pleaded, “I know you have nothing on you remotely related to the NPA. My men have searched the vehicle already and you are cleared to go. Happy trip,” he sighed.




    “Thank you so much,” I said with a smile as our driver got the message and nodded to the lieutenant too before he started the engine. The soldiers around the jeepney moved away while our driver hit the throttle. Off we were again. Until we were sure to be out of earshot all kept quiet for a few minutes. Then, really a few hundred meters further, I remarked softly:




    “I did not quite expect soldiers on the road here; neither did I expect the treatment they initially gave us.”




    “Well, they can act like police who want to collect money; they can act like criminals or they can act like extortionists. Frans, I don’t think the NPA will show here in the middle of the night,” Beth revealed.




    “What? Do you mean the military also extorts money, just like the police?”




    “Nobody will be surprised about that,” she laughed, “I just think they did not push through with it because of you and you only,” she laughed again.




    “Incredible,” I was all I could say seeing the driver sporting a vivid smile of understanding the situation with police and military. Nobody spoke for a while till we were not too far away from Catbologan. Perhaps ten minutes later the driver stopped to let half of our passengers jump out who disappeared into a house nearby. Still dark after they had gone, off we went again! Just before reaching the Catbalogan Beth said:




    “The others have to be in town. Just outside perhaps 10 kilometers down south we’ll drop you and from there you are on your own.”




    “Somebody will be there?” I asked as it was approaching five o’clock and still as dark as a house full of vampire or dark as a bat out of hell, I felt a little afraid, afraid I was going to be abandoned




    “Yes, but you will have to wait a few minutes. Your guide has to make sure the coast is clear, that we have not been followed, okay? Don’t you worry now,” she emphasized as she saw the look on my face, “there will be someone, you just wait!” she emphasized convincingly but with a smile.




    “If not Beth I shall criticize the Manila office and blow the whistle on you too,” I replied but smiled back at her. She giggled. We reached Catbalogan minutes later and dropped off the remainder of our passengers who thanked Beth profusely. When we had left the center of town and were on our way to the south on the same coastal road Beth smiled again:




    “Look, you can trust us; it is the military you cannot trust. You run a greater risk getting hurt or shot when you are with these fully armed soldiers, who drink alcohol a lot and act macho. The NPA as you’ll see is quite disciplined and so you are better off with them. They will protect you when the army attacks!”




    “That is possible?” I asked her in disbelief.




    “It is highly unlikely but it is also possible,” she smiled, “what? Are you afraid?”




    “Of course, but it is something that can’t be ruled out, of course,” I reacted.




    “Don’t you worry, the NPA knows long before the army strikes they are coming. We have many stringers with these small papers who report to the NPA command post on how the army moves. So, they know and can either move away or engage. It depends what the commanders decide, but I assure you when the NPA doesn’t want to engage, the army cannot catch them! So you are quite safe. Can you actually say that about the army? The NPA can strike, it is guerilla warfare.” Beth explained which of course made me feel much safer but I asked:




    “So, the time I spend on the road waiting for them is the most dangerous time?”




    “Precisely,” Beth reacted affirmatively with a smile, “here we are now!”




    And true enough a hundred meters further our driver stopped and handed me the rucksack I had been carrying with me. I got off and waved. Then with the jeepney turning I caught a glimpse of both driver and Beth who for a brief moment showed me their omnipresent smiles!




    When the lights of the jeepney now disappearing and only faint lights from houses miles away I stood there in the dark. The lights of houses nearby were off and I could hardly see them. Alone now I failed to distinguish anything and the ghostlike atmosphere took possession of me. I was afraid, but also I felt like I was alone in this world and direly wanted the guide promised to me to come out of darkness.




    But nothing happened, nothing moved till I heard a car coming. Long before it passed I decided to hide behind a tree on the hill side of the road. Probably because I wanted to avoid answering questions, I did not want to be seen. When it had gone the sound of its coming and going must have taken ten minutes at least, I saw the slightly glistening waters of the sea below from behind the tree. I realized the road was much higher and compared to the land behind me it looked like a hill, even higher. My eyes were getting used to the dark now and with dawn approaching I was seeing things better, yet wondered how long I had to wait and hide.
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