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    Prologue




    Wondered about that land years ago on that dreary, rainy and misty day in the middle of summer I thought of West Papua and. Of course I knew about it, the Dutch had tried to hold on to it after the Indonesians achieved Merdeka (Freedom) from the Netherlands in 1949; a freedom had bitterly fought against the stubborn Dutch Police, actions against the natives of the land. The Dutch had to concede and in1948 they finally they did, but not Irian Jaya as the Indonesians called the western half of the big island north of Australia. West Papua is the name the Peoples themselves name their homeland and because the Dutch promised the Papuans their own Freedom and stood by them after Indonesian Merdeka, something was brewing. This was because of Soekarno, the first president of Free Indonesia, who to achieve a sense of unity in diversity among the Peoples of the archipelago of more than 10.000 islands, wanted to confront the enemies of the young nation so the feeling of being part of one Nation would be borne. This in itself was not an easy task for he had Aceh on North Sumatra, the Moluccas, Peoples of Borneo, Timor and others to deal with, Peoples who wanted to be free of domination by the Javanese. Holding on to what Soekarno believed belonged to Indonesia led to a war over West Papua in the early sixties of the 20th century between the Netherlands and Indonesia. But there was more then. Threatening Malaysia was another idea to create a common enemy and so to get the Peoples back home together, under one umbrella, to stimulate nation building. But confronting the Dutch was clearly the most important for the then Indonesian leaders. After all the Netherlands had been profiting from Indonesia for a very long time and the self conscious leaders headed by Soekarno wanted to show that all former colonial islands and Peoples belonged to Free Indonesia. Because aside from the Dutch other outsiders were after Indonesia’s natural resources and labor, its assets, the Indonesian leaders had to be vigilant and set the example: Konfrontasi (Confrontation).




    The Papuans did not want to have anything to do with the Indonesia and because Soekarno knew that it was practically impossible to drive the Dutch out; they had the Papuans behind them, he put pressure by threatening with war. While during colonial times already plans had been formed to shift people from the densely populated areas of Java to other places and the transmigrasi, transmigration, the Dutch architects had Borneo and West Papua in mind to transfer people to.




    Before the Dutch arrived on the scene the Peoples of West Papua were completely self reliant, self sustaining and lived in splendid isolation. The tribes of the highlands were the last to be ‘discovered’ and the Dutch observed how well they lived in their own environment. The lowland Peoples had adapted to their forests for thousands of years but were detected much earlier. Among themselves, there was hardly any communication because they very rarely met, but when they did it more often than not there was confrontation as a result. Consequently almost all tribes developed their own culture and language In fact, a tribe hardly ever ventured outside its own valley and certainly not as far as the low or highlands. The Dutch however explored the land; they sent ‘administrators to control but also missionaries to Christianize the Peoples West Papua.. Exploration proved that the lands of the Papuans harbored quite a few sought after minerals. Later, under Indonesian rule, copper and gold exploitation began. But the Dutch already knew there was much more than these two valuable metals.




    Though the Indonesian army could not make much headway against the Dutch and were close to defeat, the Dutch abandoned the Papuans they had promised self rule. They signed the treaty or agreement of New York which the United Nations, UN, under the strong suggestion of the United States of America, had composed. The Papuans felt abandoned indeed; more so when what they feared indeed happened. The Dutch signed the agreement under the condition that the UN would hold free elections to be organized by Indonesia, a referendum through which the Papuans could express if they wanted to be independent or wanted to be part of Indonesia. That referendum was held seven years after the agreement was signed and could not fairly because the Indonesians prompted the ‘transmigrasi’ project into active action by send thousands of Javanese to West Papua, then called Irian Jaya. The Indonesians hoped the Papuans were going to be outnumbered and to stimulate aspiration it worked on a political infrastructure so it could rule the Papuans. A governor was installed in Hollandia, renamed Sukarnopura, and later Jayapura and from there into practically every village. This was quite alien to the native ways of self government. Adding to that were the thousands of migrants who were allocated land to grow their crops. Geologists came to explore the assets of the earth. This was the picture Indonesia painted as it groomed the far away province so it would become the cow to be milked plus it would solve the population problem to an extent in the process entire.




    Due to the tribal isolation the Papuans were not united then and because of terrain and lack of communication it would be difficult to become united. Though furious about what happened to them, tribes were not capable of resisting; they were used to deal with problems locally. Small but democratic states they were devoid of autocrats dictating a tribe on what to do. Villages were like mini states which had jurisdiction as far as their land reached. Because many of the villages or within tribes were not on friendly footing with each other, disputes ended easily in ritual wars. A national feeling did not exist because most tribes did not know the extent of the island. Only when aliens, strangers, powerful soldiers followed in the footsteps of adventurers missionaries, the colonizers brought a sense of belonging with them. First the colonizers opened up the land up and so the Peoples, tribes, slowly began to relate to each other. When roads were being built and planes began to fly a tremendous change in perception took place, one that had all the makings of confusion too. To illustrate this I tell about what I experienced myself once on the other side of Papualand, Papua New Guinea or PNG and since 1975 independent from Australia. I was just outside Goroka, a small town in the highlands of PNG where I met an old man. His village was on a hill near the airport and as we talked while watching planes touching down or lifting off, I asked him how he felt about what life in the highlands when he grew up. He looked at me as he thought of how to answer me and shook his head thoroughly. Then he told me this story with such flabbergasting ease, yet with so much dept of misunderstanding and misrelating that I found it hard to believe he really meant what he had said. Enjoying the panoRomic view from the village stood one had a panoRomic view of the field and sitting before his self styled home he said:


  




  

    Cargo Cult




    “It must have been fifty years ago since I saw the first white man climbed up. He endured hardships I do not understand because he had been passing several tribes we did not know existed. It took weeks or maybe months to come to my village. According to him that is when we were discovered. He stayed with us for a while and we accommodated him. He was a fine man, like a God for in our historical tales there was a godlike creature that would save us when in trouble. But we were not in trouble, but still we thought we would be saved. After he left soon more men appeared and brought goods with them we could not believe; we never saw them before. Some of them told us, of course after they learned our language, about a religion and they sent other people back to where they came from who had papers. When they returned they brought all kinds of things they had written on the papers. We believe that they could get anything they pleased and just had to send a paper to get it. They did not work; they did not grow their food. And so we believed then that this was a Godlike thing and so we became Christians. In return the missionaries, as they called themselves, wanted us to do things for them. They asked us to cover ourselves. We had never done that before, but were happy to do what they asked of us, especially when the clothes they gave us warmed us. Before that we warmed ourselves from the cold mornings and evenings pig’s fat on our bodies. But now, though we thought we looked ridiculous, the clothes drove away the cold. This was more than 50 years ago young man!” he smiled seriously. Peering at me then for a while as in trying to fathom if his story hit me, he suddenly continued:




    “During the years more and more of us became Christians and were wearing clothes like the ones I have on me now. We made peace with the tribes around us and through the missionaries we developed an idea of brotherhood amongst our highland peoples. The missionaries encouraged us to grow things we could sell, so we could have things we do not make ourselves. In turn they arranged those things; we paid for that from what we sold, to be sent to us. But where did those things come from we wondered. The missionaries did not encourage us to find out, but we Papuans are curious people so in the end they could not stop us when some of us sneaked out and left the village to follow the people taking the route down. They ended up in Port Moresby or Hollandia. There they saw with their own eyes that large cargoes came from big ships. The ships were so large we could not believe they were there, but we saw them with our own eyes. Also we saw the goods coming out of the bowels of these enormous ships. What we saw we brought as a story stories and so it became a cult, the cargo cult because many had never seen, only heard, so they thought the powerful missionaries could order ships to come with what they; goods for us too now. The only thing we had to do was to change something of what we grow for something the missionaries wanted, coffee for instance. This is how it became. Years later and something else happened, something I could not understand. And still cannot.




    “Listen,” he said before continuing as he looked at me straight, “I told you the missionaries wanted us to cover ourselves. We did, I told you that too and we understood it was just to keep us warm, but it was also to hide what we look like. The clothes were meant to be ashamed of ourselves. They called it civilized and no nudity was allowed, not while among other people. The white men told us that naked bodies are dirty and sinful to go without clothes. Wearing a G-string or a penis shaft was bad. These men were powerful you know, very powerful. Just using a pen they could get people to bring goods from far away,” he smiled as he peered into my eyes again like he wanted to feel how his words had come across. His questioned me with his eyes, then with words: “Do you believe? Do you know how it felt when these people came to us in friendship but used strange messages?” he asked looked deadly serious as he frowned in silence. I looked back and calmly waited for him to continue. When convinced his words were taken seriously he continued:




    “They once brought me too the coast. There I saw those big ships with my own eyes. There were many different of people there but it was not a village I tell you that. I met other Papuans there too. They looked the same as us but were very different; they were high- and lowlanders. Some had gone with the white men on their ships and they told me stories I could not believe. Now it is many years later and I am an old man so I must tell you what I do not understand. Of course what I saw then was shocking enough and to my people too. All what the white men brought was enormous and so it was no wonder that many of us, from other tribes too, were thinking that the white men could do anything. We believed that they could order their cargos and they would come.” He said as he paused a moment, his eyes going inward like he searching for something, not just words, but to unlock an emotion befitting his unbelief in relation to the inconsistencies in thinking he encountered.




    “You see,” he continued, “you may have heard about the Mount Hagen and Goroka singsings. Goroka and Mount Hagen are the most important towns in the highlands. You know that, but the singsings are organized yearly and, not like before, spontaneous feasts. You know that a singsing is a celebration, a feast, a festival, a highlight within a village, or on a larger scale, a tribe, right?. There is nothing against tribes coming together to show their culture, not a thing. But you tell me now how to relate that to the missionaries who told us to wear clothes but nowadays, since the last decade, tourists are telling us to be singsings wearing our traditional attires. I could not understand anything of this, but think of this: as a young man I was told to put on clothes I was not familiar with; not only me of course. Now that I am an old man I am told to undress again and return to the cultural ways I was brought up with. The people telling me this look the same, so you tell me now what to believe in?”




    He looked at me but with a face telling me he did not expect me to answer. I empathized with him for I realized that in the course of just one lifetime, this man had gone through several cultural and religious changes. He was forced to go through them if only bye changing circumstances or he abided voluntarily. It was odd indeed:




    “Man,” I said, “this is quite surprising, “you could not know the world of these new people came from has adventurers, missionaries and traders/merchants and so you are right and some of these white men had the urge to convert people to their religion and their culture. They imposed conditions on you like wearing clothes. But nowadays people of the countries of the white men can travel. They go on holiday because they want to see and experience people of other cultures. They want to see what you gave up; they want to see your people in your traditional ways. But, instead of waiting for a natural singsing they will ask you and pay you to perform for them. They have no time to wait, but want to experience a cultural highlight, they want to be entertained.”




    “Yeah they do that, they give money for the dances.”




    “And they want to see the authentic Papuans, the real Papuans, not the Christianized Papuan that wears shorts and boots like the Australians do. They want to see Papuans who paint their bodies or wear mud masks and headdresses,” I said as I saw him nodding.




    “Now it feels ridiculous when I put on tribal adornments band but I feel Papuan. It is so strange,” he said, “perhaps I feel so strange because I have been told so many times been to be ashamed in my tribal attire?”




    “I am quite sure that may be it,” I empathized “you do not feel shame when amongst yourselves. Then you feel you are part of the village or tribe and you feel free.”




    “Yes,” he answered, “but even more so because it does not feel real. When I have to put on my tribal things to show myself to outsiders, it feels like I am putting it on for them, not for me or us. The tribal feeling comes we are amongst ourselves and when we celebrate. Then we do not put on a show, but we are together. We throw out modern clothes and if we dance and sing at night, we us pig fat again,” he said, now in smiles because that feeling of tribal togetherness was still there.


  




  

    Bold plan




    The next time I thought of West Papua was a dark midwinter afternoon as I arrived of Viktor Kasiepo’s doorstep. He was in a good mood. And, that was remarkable for he did not have much reason for this. After all, so many years of supporting the West Papuan struggle and with such little prospect setbacks are inevitable. Viktor was not like that though. Always ready to sport a smile he laughed a lot but seriously. Perhaps he was depressed sometimes, but Viktor was not the person to show that. When I entered the crampy apartment Viktor brew up some coffee and after cordial preliminaries we began to talk about a bold plan he had come up with. Viktor and I were both members of the board of the Netherlands Center for Indigenous peoples then and though we had regularly met before we were now beginning to share information about the plight of the Papuans. When I thought I knew sufficiently enough I had expressed I wanted to visit his land. Viktor as an exile could go with me so instead Viktor suggested shooting a video to be presented during the celebration of the Year of the Indigenous Peoples, 1993. Since I was going to the Moluccas for an identification trip, an extension to Biak would be feasible and Viktor showed immediate enthusiasm. He suggested visiting his friends there,




    “Friends who could introduce you and guide you around West Papua,” he said, “Biak, a small island near the big island but far the Vogelkop, birds head, is too far. Biak will make a good gateway man for you man,” he explained “and I can easily put you in contact with all kinds of people there. The point now is to get you a Surat Jalan, a permit to enter West Papua.”




    “West Papua is officially Indonesian right?” I asked, “why then do I need special permission to go there?”




    “Well, officially Indonesia says it is for your own protection. Due to the resistance fighters they think it is dangerous for tourists. So, when you apply for that paper man, then do not talk about West Papua because then it certain you will not get it. Just say Irian Jaya and culture and you should have no problem. I am told that the rules to get a permit have recently been relaxed.”




    Though the seed had been sown in fertile earth, there were too many things to sort out before setting off. And, Viktor had to come up with a kind of itinerary and a list of contacts so that the trip would be a fruitful one regarding audiovisual work; video and photography. As communication with the occupied land of the Papuans this was far from flawless; it was easier said than done. However, every time we met the bold plan progressed to the point of deciding to go and do it. We calculated the risks, took precautions as much as possible and set out to determine what to do with the visual results.




    “This is going to be a thorough trip which will bring us materials on culture and of the resilience and resistance of the Papuan Peoples. Our peoples should be exposed, they have been abandoned by the International Community and in the Netherlands especially they have been forgotten.” Viktor said thinking aloud.




    “Perhaps the Dutch should be reminded on their responsibility Viktor,” I answered, “since the Dutch left and the proposed referendum by the United Nations was postponed time and again before conducted but on different terms, we can show we are dealing with real people who have been taken for a ride. The Indonesians took advantage of the situation while the International Community watched. Viktor, we should hold up a visual mirror to those who are responsible for the mess the Papuans are in, if not hold them accountable.” I reacted.




    “My of my,” sighed Viktor, “You are getting all heated up. You are enflamed. Do not be like that when you are there, you might get arrested Frans,” he smiled encouragingly. Thinking things over we sat for a while:




    “You know, there is a lot of similarity between the Moluccan peoples that you are going to visit and us you know!” Victor said.




    “There is?” I asked, thinking of the history of the Moluccas concerning the lucrative spice trade from the islands and thinking too of the Mollucan soldiers who fought for the Dutch against emerging Indonesia both historically and culturally the two peoples had little in common, but kept quiet.




    “You see,” Viktor continued, “the Dutch knew very well that the Papuans had nothing in common with the rest of Indonesia. The Moluccans did not want to be part of what Sukarno had in mind. They, like we Papuans, fought against that idea, literally. Of course, there are many differences, but what we have in common is that both Moluccans and Papuans stood up. Anthropologically the Moluccan Peoples are also similar to the Papuans for they also are composed of many different tribes.”




    “I can see your point,” I replied, “yet there were two different approaches for the Papuans did not fight against the Indonesians when they fought to be free of the Dutch, for independence. But, I can see another similarity but over time.”




    “Oh yeah? What is that?”




    “In the remote past the Dutch empire was built on the spice trade which was centered in the Mollucan archipelago. Now, of course the spice trade is of no importance. The reason why the Dutch were required to leave West Papua most likely was because of the mineral resources the Dutch knew were there and were waiting to be explored and exploited. There were quite a few interested parties who could influence international politics then. So, what was important in the past is now important in the future.”




    “Oh yes,” Viktor agreed, ‘ we have one of the largest copper mines in our country and though it is not proven beyond a doubt there is more than rumors that lots of gold is being shipped out of Papua too. There is a lot more that is of geological interest. So, Papua is important for its potential and the population is not in the position to control it. Papua is being used by Indonesia for its resources and by making sure it can do that it transmigrates Indonesians who will eventually outnumber us.”




    “So, do you think that if we expos this repression, which is born out of greed, could lead to the International Community waking up to the reality of the Papuans? Could it in turn lead to intervention, perhaps in a way comparable to east Timor?” I asked.




    “I think it will not harm our quest for freedom Frans, but I also have to be realistic. Geopolitically speaking the world regards Indonesia as a great power now. It will not easily go against its interests, but then again I am sure reaching out to be known and expose what Indonesia does to get what it is after and to what expense, in the brutal sense too, will at least keep the Indonesian Government on its toes. Eventually, with enough pressure applied, it may lead to Papuans becoming more autonomous. It is certainly what I dedicate all my time to. To me that is most important, so yes let’s do it. Let’s see if we can create something that will benefit my people!” he concluded.




    “Right,” I agreed and from then on our meetings were solely devoted to the planning the trip. Viktor would report on what he had achieved in relation to communicating with the key people who were be responsible for guiding and I would come up with ideas on how to shoot footage and photography and presented a kind of storyboard to him. My friends, when they heard about the plan, remarked that it was a bold plan and with lot uncertain elements, dangerous perhaps it was too and with a possible negative result. They wondered if it was worth it to take that kind of risk. They reasoned that, even if I would return with lots of publishable materials, still nothing was certain attention would be paid to it. Papualand was out, no Dutchman wanted to be reminded of what they had left behind. Though a war was fought over it, one the Dutch lost diplomatically, the Papuans were really forgotten. What did I hope to achieve other than being adventurous and having a good time among the headhunters and flesh eaters? With questions like this they tried to temper my enthusiasm, not to the point to make me realize going would be futile, but that I should be realistic. In this world the Papuans were sidelined and sidelined Peoples nearly always face the trouble for having to row the boat upstream, to catch the attention they needed and, perhaps more importantly, deserved. On that last notion my friends agreed, Papuans deserved to be known and the Dutch legacy was of accountability. Under the pressure of the United Nations which in turn was fueled by the United States of America, the Papuans had been left hanging out to dry. My discussions with friends led to advice like this: Be cautious, inconspicuous, and courteous to Indonesians. While out of their sight, you do your thing. When you have returned do all you can to expose the colonizing brutalities of the Indonesian Army.


  




  

    Chapter One: Preparations and encounters in Jakarta




    I landed in Jakarta during an omen signaling thunderstorm. Knowing that superstition is a human asset, I felt fear creeping in nevertheless. Just before touching down the plane shuddered like it was on the verge of collapse and I thought that this was not going to be a normal trip whatsoever. The rain came down like walls of water, curtains of water. When the plane hit the tarmac it almost skidded off the runway. I already saw it slamming into the ground when at the last moment it made a sharp curve to safety. The passengers sighed in relief, a disaster was averted. When taxied to the gate smiling stewardesses announced a welcome to Jakarta but in a tone like nothing had happened. Judging from their faces though I saw theirs had turned white too, their voices trembled, yet they spoke their usual now quite reassuring welcome.




    Before I going to Ambon, the capital of the Moluccas, and a small but well known island of the North Moluccas, in Jakarta I was going to team up with Human Rights and Indigenous Peoples organizations. In the Netherlands Viktor and I had been busy lining up things: people to meet, places to visit, but I did not feel like being in Jakarta for too long; it is a big, hectic, city with rich and poor close together and relatively expensive to stay and money to live on was short. I headed to Jalan Jaksa, a street near the enormous Merdeka monument in the middle of the city, a street boasting cheap hotels, or pension houses, losmen. A it was prominently featured in Handbook Indonesia of Moon publications Jalan Jaksa was known by travelers. Of course other travel guides like Lonely Planet, or the Rough Guide, had full descriptions of this street too.




    After settling in I went out and noticed the rain had stopped, leaving a steam like damp hanging over the pavement. I had something to eat then headed for the Culture Organization which was founded to preserve the Moluccan and Papuan cultural heritages.




    “Is the exposure of culture a good way of getting attention for the predicament the Peoples live in?” I asked the director, an anthropologist, a young but eager woman who was fascinated by the richness of material culture.




    “It is a pity that the Moluccan Peoples have little of their material culture left,” she began. “being so far from Jakarta and having been against their incorporation of Indonesia from the beginning has made them less defiant. They are strong self conscious, diverse and proud people. Now they feel there is nothing much they can do as they are ruled by remote control by Jakarta through a governor and an army of civil servants. It is mainly the Dutch Moluccans in the Netherlands who want to keep the tradition of a Free Moluccas alive. There are some small but growing organizations which through the power of culture are bringing the Peoples together again.”




    “I hear one of the organizations you mentioned, on Ambon, wishes to be part of the Asian Indigenous Peoples Pact, AIPP?”




    “Yes, that’s right,” she smiled. “I believe soon a delegation will come to talk about their admission. This is not a simple thing, not because of the AIPP, but because of our Government. I am sure it will oversee what is brewing up like a hawk and it will try to prevent participation in international organizations. I do think they can hardly stop this though. The AIPP is not very significant yet and the eyes of the Government are primarily glued to the Moluccan returnees from the Netherlands. Well, not really returnees, but visitors who come to see family for a while and then return. They are here on holiday. The Moluccans of the Moluccas do not take them very seriously; they bring money but they cannot inspire the people there to stand up for their rights and confront the Government of Indonesia.”




    “What could be but what is your role then?” I asked her.




    “Ahhhh,” she answered as her smile broadened, “we are about to send a mission to the South Moluccas to do research on what is left of the original culture, both in the material expressive sense as well as in values, norms; in short conduct and its expressions.”




    “Expressions?”




    “Yes, we hope to record songs, tales, dances, so expressions of culture. We do not just like to be like a museum collecting material culture but we try to attribute meaning to the ornaments. We will try to record the living dynamic culture and collect items of expression, clothing, carvings, architecture and the like.”




    “Do you do anything in Papualand? I believe there is much more culture left there?”




    “We are planning to, but we are lacking funds, so we have to go step by step.” she said her smile fading while talking on that subject. Teasing her a little I asked:




    “Is that a diplomatic answer?”




    “No, no no, we are depending of gifts too. We cannot just go out and do the things we want to do, we are lacking manpower too. We would love to go out to Irian Jaya and do what is necessary,” she shot defiantly.




    “Considering you represent the Indonesian Nation they do not want to be part of, do you think the Papuans will receive you with open arms? Could it be they feel you are snooping around gathering information for the army or use cultural information to control them in ways they do not know about or can take part it?”




    “Yeah,” she agreed her face serious now, “we have a name of being impartial, that we do this work out of respect for all cultures. But, you are right we have to cover a lot of ground to get the trust we need to do this there. So, we suggest to incorporate a few Papuan scholars themselves. That way the people in Irian Jaya understand that this organization is not an information gathering Institute fro the government of Indonesia.”




    “You say Irian Jaya but that name was given to the island by Indonesia. The people call it West Papua I believe?”




    “We are an Indonesian organization, so if I start talking about West Papua and this is published, of course then it will be noticed by the Government of Indonesia and most likely we are then accused of being against the Government. It will become a political issue. As much as we can we try to avoid operating in the political atmospheres. We want to assist our Indigenous Peoples in culture and prospect but without running the risk of being branded as subversives. Subversives will be shut up in this country, you know! Do you realize that you can easily be arrested and thrown in prison here?”




    “So, we better keep this conversation between ourselves?” I asked and smiled.




    “That would be a wise decision,” she said with a stern face. Perhaps some time later you could reveal what we talked about today,” she concluded.




    “I will keep that in mind,” I reassured her, “would ten years from now be agreeable to you?” I asked not knowing then I would include this conversation.




    “Oh yes, that would be just fine!” she said, now smiling again. Upon my request she gave me a few addresses of organizations I could or should visit and which had in one way or other connections with Kalimantan, the Moluccas and West Papua. I thanked her for her openness and told her again that my lips would be sealed for the next ten years. She smiled in reaction:




    “Selemat Jalan ke Irian Jaya.” And she had her eyes twinkling when she mentioned Irian Jaya. Selemat Jalan means good journey, safe journey. Once outside, I went to the post office to phone to Biak and tell my contact there I would be on my way and had arrived in Jakarta. I was assured by Jimmy that all was arranged and that I could come to stay in his house while on Biak. The next place to visit was a small organization that was founded by a renegade Dutch soldier of famous name, Poncke Princen.. Renegade, because he, while being a soldier of the Dutch Army, deserted to join the Indonesian Army; for any nation, irrespective of the motivation, this would be judged as a deed of high treason. Though he had had good reasons, he was never forgiven by the Dutch Government or fellow soldiers and was now an older but also a sickly man. He still maintained his composure as a man who would go against repression, suppression and senseless killing. So, here he was heading a human rights organization, of Indonesian nationality now and very much against the Indonesian government whom he said was a dictatorial:.




    “This is not a Government of the People for the People. This is a Government which enriches itself over the backs of the millions of Indonesians. There is no Merdeka for the ordinary people, they are being held captive by the rich whom this Government protects and it uses the Army as a tool to keep that status quo. In fact it is commonly known that it is the Army that rules, for it is only Army that can stand for election. This is deplorable and I cannot see this and condone it. This is why I turned against my own and from the moment Sukarno, the first president of Indonesia, was sworn in, the corruption and repression began. This is not good, so I will fight it.”




    Clear language he spoke which made him a well-known man in both the Netherlands and Indonesia. But, of course he was well-known to his adversaries too. The powerful in Indonesia and the Military and Government of the Netherlands rather saw him disappearing. For the Dutch he was only a problem when he wanted to return to see his family, if only for a short visit but not to return to settle in his native land. For the Indonesians he was a real threat though. Of course he was being praised at first and proclaimed a hero when he fought for Indonesia’s independence, but fell in disgrace when with the same conviction he criticized the Indonesian politicians. He was convinced they robbed the people, put them in misery while living lavishly at their expense.




    We had a good talk, not so much about his desertion for that was well documented and I did not need to check his conviction and emotion for doing so, no we talked about contemporary Indonesia and how it had become a police state under president Suharto.




    “Under this ruthless regime Papuans cannot hope to become a free people,” he said and introduced me to a middle aged Papuan, a stout and tall man who looked at me with eyes which portrayed the horrors he had endured. He told me his name and sat down for a talk. He was in Jakarta to find out if a court case was feasible and if so to find sponsors to finance it.




    “A court case against the Indonesian Army” I asked.




    “Perhaps both,” he answered, “both the Military who were actually doing it and against the Government of Indonesia because ultimately it happened under their command so they are the ones in charge of the Army and so accountable.”




    “Yes,” I agreed, “of course ultimately the Government is accountable. What actually happened to you?” I asked inquisitively, “what did they do?”




    “It is a long story,” he began, his eyes droopy and turning inward. “It is the story of my people and how they were betrayed, mastered, controlled, invaded and overrun. Our land is not ours anymore; too many Indonesians have come to take it. Every ship brings more. I could not take it anymore and joined the Papuan Army; our guerilla army which, of course outnumbered, could sting the mighty military apparatus of Indonesia. Even the slightest of stings outraged them and they would take revenge on innocent villagers. Cowards they are, terrible people, who blindly obey orders. They get easily killed too, stupid and stubborn they are. When new soldiers are sent they think they can take us down but every time they go down. That Indonesian Army is not a proper Army, they do not know how to fight in the forests, our home”




    “Are you not blowing your cover when here?” I asked, “after all when they know you are from the Papuan Front, they will certainly arrest you?”




    “Of course I am not here in that capacity that would be stupid too. No, I am here on behalf of my village to report atrocities committed by the Army. I want to hold them accountable and I am sent by my tribe to see to that. But you can imagine that I am afraid. I am here but have no money and you know taking anyone to court, least of all the Government itself, requires a lot of money; just to finance lawyers handling the procedures requires money. So I am lucky to have found this organization headed by your countryman who will take up the case of my village as a human right abuse.”




    Our renegade Dutchman budded in saying:




    “We cannot be too hopeful at this stage you know. Human rights are not too high on Suharto’s agenda. The Army he directs and where he comes from does not like to publicly admit it commits crimes on an orchestrated basis, like it is state terrorism. In fact I am prosecuted and our organization is under severe pressure now. The Government is trying to make life impossible for us. We are being threatened, subtly at first, but openly now. I do not know how much we can really take. When one of us gets arrested, killed or tortured, I would not know what to do. Well, I would fight it of course make it public and thanks to being well known in Indonesia, it will have some effect. I will take it up for the Papua’s of course. They deserve it. ”




    “You do report atrocities so the culprits can be held accountable?” I asked both of them.




    “I am here as a villager who wants to charge the Army for abusing our people by beating up, raping and much more. We have our rights, my people.” he said looking away after his last words.




    “Would you mind telling me what has happened?”




    “I will do that,” he said pensively, “it is important that people know what is done to us, but not now I have to see a doctor and I must go.”




    “All right, thank you, please call on me when you can talk!” I said.




    “I will do that!” he answered and turned around without a further word and sped out of the office to disappear.




    Our Dutchman Poncke, who was disabled because of a stroke, then told me his story in short. One that I heard repeated in different forms which made it clear that this was a policy of breaking the resistance of the people of Papua. Rather than telling about it here in Jakarta I reveal in depth to what the peoples of West Papua endure and have endured while being under the yoke of the Indonesian neo-colonial administration.




    Visiting Jakarta




    I spent a few days in Jakarta arranging the flight to Biak, talking and connecting. Since Jalan Jaksa was near the center there were a few spots around that caught my eye, especially those who had the night butterflies fluttering around. At first I did not know about that but was quickly led to them by young enthusiastic Indonesians who as runners and guides were quite happily seducing foreigners, backpackers. One of them explained: “On the roads leading to the Merdeka monument there are lots of girls!”




    “There are?” I asked innocently just to see what their reaction was.




    “Sure,” the young man answered with twinkling eyes like he understood what I was after, “all kinds and not expensive. When I take you there and you agree to be with one of them I’ll get commission.”




    “We will see,” I smiled but asked him, “do you know if there are any Papuan girls there?’




    “What?” he asked, a big surprise in his eyes, “Papuan girls? Are you sure you want them?”




    “Why not,” I asked and smiled




    “They are ugly, nobody wants them,” he answered like he was in disgust.




    “Ugly? Man you have no taste for women, you have no experience either. Do you know any Papuans?”




    “No tuan, (Sir)” he said, “I don’t but I have seen pictures and most people here find them frightening. They are black and have big eyes and eat people.”




    “Really? Have you heard that or do you know for sure?” I asked but did not wait for his answer but said with great enthusiasm, “let’s go there and find out if there are Papuans okay? You can do the talking for me. Find out and investigate like a real detective man, I will pay you for your work. So, do nor worry you do things in vain. Have you been with one of these girls on Merdeka Square,” I asked him. He peeked at me and now both shy at once and excited I could hear him think like ‘Shall I confess to this strange man, or shall I just guide him. Then, from his looking at me, I felt he wanted a girl too in the event that I wanted one. So he decided to speak:




    “Once or twice yes,” he answered a little guilt on his face, “because I sent some men to them, I could go for free.”




    “Okay, let’s go then”, I decided and kept it short to get him off the hook; at least for a while.




    “Betul, (right),” he said hastily producing a smile and showing he was ready to move.




    It was early evening, around nine, when we walked over wet streets which had just been hit by a fierce shower but were already drying up. It was not a busy evening and as we passed the president’s office while walking towards the great square. Facing the Freedom Monument the office of Suharto, a white building heavily guarded, lay on a well known thoroughfare which led to famous Jalan Thamrin. So, I though, the dictator has ordinary girls for sale not too far from his place of command, but did not tell the young man thinking he did not know or could appreciate the joke. Perhaps a joke it was not, but a heinous observation I came across more than once in Jakarta where rich people in posh houses shamelessly lodged practically among the poorest of poorest. I kept quiet till we reached the stalls catering for those who gathered strength to dare taking the step in getting a girl; others seemed to be just drinking beer and looked around to see what was happening. My young guide seemed to know quite a few people I notices as we sat down at one good vantage point. I ordered beer for both of us.




    “Now,” I said with a broad smile, “do your work for I want to know for sure if the beer is well spent on you.”




    “Yes Sir,” he smiled and took his leave with a salute like he was a soldier. I saw him going and saw him approaching first a few who were sitting together. He seemed to know them as I saw him bombarding them with questions. It looked like it was a strange place and so I looked around pretending I was just having a beer. Imagine this tall monument in the middle of the square sporting a concrete golden flame high up which had four lanes from its corners running towards the middle to where the Merdeka monument stood. Close to the obelisk like pillar of Freedom were the stalls for drinks and food; the girls were either sitting in groups talking or drinking, others walked a little away from the stalls but near enough to be noticed. When in groups the girls were not approached, only when they were obviously alone and kind of by the way looking around. Men briefly talked to them and when agreed were led away to disappear into a motorized taxi. There were some quite good looking ladies around, well dressed, not at all like one would expect a hooker to look like. Only some were too heavily made up but I saw those especially were in demand. Taking in the scene as I sipped the beer my young guide was still talking. As he said, there were all kinds of women around and it were mostly older men who moved quickly to run off with the girl of choice. From the men sitting and drinking very few were inclined to follow suit. In fact some were with their female friends and were observing, just like I was doing. When my guide came running back he, quite excitedly began to speak:




    “No Papuan girl here Sir, no one at all, the girls tell me. No girl has seen anyone, there are a few Timorese girls, will that do? They look alike you know?”




    “No,” I said sharply but smiled nevertheless, “I asked you specifically for a Papuan woman, right?”




    “Yes, yes Sir. Listen please. It seems there is a house nearby, a side street of Jalan Thamrin further down. I can take you there. In that house there are a few I am told, I cannot guarantee that though. What do you think?”




    “Hahahahaha,” I laughed “sit down and drink your beer. We have time, all right?”




    “If you will give me some compensation for my time of course we have,” he said with a strong sense of knowing he was worth something.




    “I will officially hire you for two to three hours, if that is agreeable to you,” I said to him in response and noticed that as we talked a few women had come to our table for a drink.




    “Betul tuan, it is like an adventure for me too,” he agreed and looked at the girls too now. At the long table which could easily seat 12 people they posted themselves quite near to us b but acted like we did not exist. They were in high gear and were talking rapidly. They talked too fast in their own language for me to understand so I asked my guide what was going on:




    “Aaaaaaaahhh,” he said bending over to whisper in a way so the agitated girls could hear him, “it seems they are angry about some men, about how one of them was treated. The man fled without paying but having enjoyed the girl’s service.”




    “No wonder they are angry,” I reacted, “when they serve they should paid. Is there no one overseeing them, to protect their interests?” I asked.




    “Not that I know of,” he responded, “it is a free market, all for oneself and Allah for all of us. But I can ask if you like.”




    I pondered about that suggestion. Though I wanted to know and of course when they were too shy to open up about the dynamics of the trade, I feared that when coming too close to them I could hardly turn down an invitation. And, my thoughts were on the idea of finding out if Papuan girls, because of the long term troubles in their homeland, were driven into prostitution and not so much on Javanese or other women. I knew about those and visited the state bordellos outside the big cities. So, I said to him:




    “Better not kawan aku, my friend, I might get too interested in that story so I want to know more about it. Let’s remain focused on the Papuans, all right?”




    “Right,” he said, “but why Papuans when you see beautiful girls here already?”




    “I will tell you that, but not here,” I answered. While talking we noticed we were being sized up by the girls next to us. One by one they glanced at us to quickly looking away; until one of them, bold enough to talk seemed addressing herself to me saying:




    “I think you heard what we were talking about, Tuan. Are you interested in one of us?”




    I was caught by surprise, because to my experience it was quite rare for Indonesian girls to talk directly before being spoken to. I looked at her, then to the other girls who kept silent. She looked defiant, sure of herself but inviting too. The faint smile proved. Rather attractive and well dressed, she calmly waited for my answer. My guide too had his ears up attentively, his eyes were on her. Poised in her gestures, quite feminine looking and conscious of herself she was. Noticing that shyness was creeping now I spoke reassuringly and said:




    “Dear and lovely girl, you and your friends are all flowers of the night and I am interested, but not to hire you for the services you offer. It is more about getting to know you and to learn more about the trade you are in. Unfortunately I do not have the time right now. So, perhaps another time?”




    “You would not like my services but like to talk to me?” she asked totally surprised.




    “Exactly,” I confirmed. The other girls looked on in amazement, but considering the situation they did not immediately confer with each other. The girl who had addressed me continued and said:




    “That is a very nice idea. Not many people want to talk, they just want to use. Are you really interested in talking to me?”




    “I am indeed,” I said and if you like we will make an appointment! Of course I will pay you for your time like you are hired for your services, but not tonight!”




    “You do not want to use me also,” she wanted to know for sure..




    “I am not paying you for that, if that is what you were thinking,” I said




    “Ooooohhhhhhh,” came the reaction of the other girls, but the one in front of me kept quiet thinking about what I just said.




    “What do you want then?” she asked.




    “Just talking about you and your work, your friends, your background and perhaps even to get to know each other? Then after that whatever happens?.”




    “But, I will feel I have to give you value for your money, Sir,” she said in a way that she made me feel that talking, just talking, had no value.




    “Don’t worry about that,” I said. “Your value is great enough when you talk. I only ask you to be honest and straight about what you can tell. That is valuable to me; there is no need for you to feel you have to present your body to be used to me, all right?”




    She looked at me as if she could not believe it. The other girls too looked like they had never come across such strange behavior. My guide looked on and waited expectantly about for would follow.




    “When?” the girl then simply asked me.




    Since I was to be going to Ambon in a day or two, I did not have much left in Jakarta so I said:




    “If you can spare the time tomorrow evening, or better even, tomorrow afternoon and evening? Would that suit you?”




    “You want me afternoon and evening and not just an hour for talking,” she asked again in disbelief.




    “We will talk dear, but relaxed. I will invite you to have something to eat together. Have a drink or two too. Take off the whole day so you do not have to feel you are soliciting so can be yourself.”




    “And you will pay me for the whole day? I cannot believe it,” she exclaimed.




    “Well,” I said, “it depends also a little on how much you will charge, but essentially the whole day yes. What will you charge me?” I asked with a naughty smile, “what do you usually earn during an evening?”




    “That depends on luck,” she said, “but there are nights that I have three.”




    “So, three times your normal price would be agreeable to you?”




    “Yes, of course,” she answered, “that is fine.”




    “Then so be it. I am staying in this hotel in Jalan Jaksa,” I said to her, “you better write the address down, for I will expect you to come and see me there at 1 pm sharp.




    “Ohhhh,” she gasped, reacting to the rapid flow of events, “okay, I shall be there,” she then quickly answered.




    “Now,” I continued as I looked at all of them, one by one saying: “anyone of you would like to have a drink with us, a beer perhaps?”




    “Yes, yes, yes,” they reacted like they were singing in a choir. They laughed.




    My guide did the honors of ordering a few Bintang beers, meaning star, the prominent beer of Indonesia and the beer which had a connection to the Dutch Amstel Beer which in turn was bought to the nowadays famous Heineken.




    “You are all stars tonight, so I suggest we have a Bintang?” I chuckled.




    If there had been any tension in the air at all, surely it had evaporated like snow melting in the sun.




    “So you want to know about our life,” said one of them when my guide was fetching the bottles. He poured the glasses for the girls before serving me and himself:




    “I was not exactly after that right now, but it always has my interest,” I explained.




    “What then did you come for,” the girl I had an appointment with asked.




    “I was wondering if there would be Papuan women working here,” I answered her, “I am going there Irian and knowing that in the land of the Papuans people are experiencing a lot of difficulties, some had to run, I want to find out if there are such girls working around here or elsewhere. To me it would mean that Papuans too, will be compelled, out of necessity, to do what you girls are doing.”




    “Ah, I see,” she said and the others nodded.




    “So, you see it as something happening in our society,” my guide said, “and it means that when people are in trouble it is inevitable?”




    “You could say that, for I am quite certain the girls are not doing this work because they love sex so much,” I said then addressing them, “am I wrong in assuming that, or do you do it for the money and because you like to have sex with complete strangers?”




    They all looked at me now in utter despair like they were caught in the act. Then a young one among them pulled herself together to say:
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