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    Interlude: Back on Biak




    Without further ado Johan jumped on his motorbike and rode off.




    Inside the terminal chaos ruled. A handwritten signboard was held up stating the flight was delayed. As a result people were pacing, cursing, phoning and shouting, thus giving the check personnel a hard time. More so the Indonesian looking people than the Papuans shouted and cursed. I was surprised at the turmoil and knew when a plane failed to arrive there was nothing much that could be done than waiting for further news. No passenger action would enable the responsible people to get the plane down here. As he could be waiting in vain I wondered if I should call Dikey. On the other hand, I was sure he would not mind or would know about the delay. So, as an alternative to pointless waiting I checked out the surrounding of the terminal and the terminal itself. There was not much to be seen and so I sat down to read. An hour or so later there was an announcement that the flight would come in, weather permitted. Moments later the rain stopped and it cleared up. Three hours after scheduled time the Twin Otter landed and people dashed to the departure gate like the plane would leave right away. Already with a boarding pass, I waited for things to come, but I could hardly understand the eagerness of certain passengers when staff made the announcement the plane was ready for boarding and a mad scramble followed. I boarded as the last person and soon after we took off. Airborne now, I saw the island of Yapen quickly disappearing until we hit the clouds. It happened slowly like it faded away and had never existed like in a dream or perhaps a fairy tale. The flight was short and so I did not have much time to think about that. When approaching Biak the clouds vanished and I saw, Biak, in full size now, bathing in sunshine. The difference was exasperating and I told Dikey this as soon as we had landed and disembarked.




    “Yeah well,” he said, “Yapen is known for that kind of weather. You were lucky enough to have a full nice day there man, “let’s go home for your briefing and tell me about your experiences.”




    Biak airport was named after Frans Kasiepo, a Papuan leader of Biak and the uncle of my friend in the Netherlands. Viktor was an exiled man and could not go back home to his native Biak. So, just to surprise him, as a remembrance I took several pictures. While leaving the airport I noticed Dikey carefully scanning the terminal before he decided to leave to start the engine. So, back home inquisitively I asked him about this:




    “Well,’ he answered, “while you were away there were some encounters and so it is good to be a little precautious. I do not fear anything will happen to us, but I liked to see if we receive special attention,” he explained as I nodded in understanding. Then he handed me an envelope and encouraged me to open it. When I did I found a Garuda ticket with destination Jayapura and date, next day early morning, on it:




    “So, I am leaving tomorrow then?”




    “It is all arranged,” he confirmed, “you will be meeting people in Abepura, close to Jayapura; the airport is nearest to Abepura anyway. The addresses and names of people you find in the envelope too.”




    I checked and all was there as he said.




    “Now you have only today here and of course perhaps a day or two on your return. So, if there is anything you wish or need to know we can use this day to get that settled and out of the way.”




    “I have no idea what to expect in Jayapura but I don’t know much about the Baliem valley and I should know lots more.”




    “Aaaiiiii,” he exclaimed pulling his hair in disgust, “I forgot something. I should have gotten you a contact there. Wait!”




    He ran over to the phone and when connected he talked in his own language, rapidly. I looked, not understanding of course, but tried to catch a word. When he had finished, he smiled and said:




    “Look Frans, there is a family member living in the capital and they are willing to take you in for a couple of days, but you do have to pay something for the lodging and for food. If you are willing then you can stay there. I am sure they will not charge you to much man and besides you are rich,” he smirked.




    “What?” I exclaimed but laughed too because he was pulling my leg, “you are actually calling me rich? Are you crazy? I am happy to pay what is needed Dikey, it should be the cost to enable us to do the things we need to do, but rich I am not!”




    “Well compare to us you are,” hahahahahahahahahaha,” he laughed out loud and could not stop. I laughed along but then asked:




    “You concluded that and that is all there is to it?”




    He liked to tease some more and went deeper.




    “Yes you are filthy rich and very free. The freedom you enjoy is even worth more than money or anything else. What I mean of course is the richness in freedom. I envy you, man, that I want you to understand.”




    “Yes from that perspective we are indeed and when you are free, especially when born into it, it is normal. What is normal is not appreciated, right?”




    “Right, rich man,” he said and laughed again, “you are free in the sense of off duty today, unless of course you have some ideas I could work on with you, otherwise you just relax and prepare for your journey to Jayapura.”




    “I can’t think of anything really now,” I said, “but I will prepare. Perhaps you have some books and articles on the Dani of Wamena for instance or on Lake Sentani?”




    “Yeah, good idea, I will get you some,” he smiled now, that irritating almost sarcastic laugh now gone.




    “Thanks,” I said “and I would like some coffee, hahhahaaaa,” I continued in an effort to try and tease him now.




    “Tuan besar (big boss in Indonesian) likes to have his late morning coffee served?” he reacted with a deep bow, as tried to keep a laugh inside, unsuccessfully for he burst out in a massive one.




    “I admire your contagious laugh,” I said and chuckled loudly, “but I can make the coffee myself Dikey, or do you have an Indonesian amah around who can help you?”




    Now he went hilarious with laughter slapping his knees for he realized that I knew about the housemaids called amah’s who were quite common even among the middle class. Since Biak was a major administrative center with a huge military presence of course there were quite a few of those women around too. When he regained some grip he looked at me, but was laughing, and said:




    “You can clearly do it yourself, so do it Frans!” he said followed by a salvo of laughter as I walked to the kitchen for the brew. In the kitchen then I suddenly realized and shouted to him:




    “Do you want some too?”




    “Of course, I thought you would never ask,” he peppered me in and continued: “hey can you make a decent brew from our precious home grown and delicious coffee beans?”




    I walked back to the living room, stuck my head around the corner and said smiling gently now:




    “Do you have any doubt Dikey? For if you can brew well, perhaps I should let you do it?”




    “Hahahahahahaha,” he went again, “a nice try to get rid of your responsibility to serve me young man, now brew the coffee and make sure it is a good and not like dishwashing liquid, all right!”




    “Don’t tempt me to serve you that,” I laughed, “milk and sugar?”




    “Just one sugar like you,” he responded.




    “Okay then, I will be back in a jiffy,” I smiled and disappeared.




    A few minutes later I handed him the steaming cup and although he was reluctant he could not avoid a small compliment. Just as he was saying that, Rini entered and said:




    “Hello, do I smell coffee?”




    “You do indeed,” Dikey replied, “he made a wonderful and special Dutch brew, you know, is there anything left Frans for my wonderful woman?”




    “There is Dikey I anticipated you would like a refill, but now you will miss that for it goes to Rini,” I said and I went back to the kitchen to fill her cup.




    “Milk and sugar Rini,”




    “No Frans, black is just fine.”




    Sipping our coffee we talked ordinary things plus what I could still do.




    “I will take you to friends nearby who run a sort of library you can snuffle in, all right, Frans?”




    “Very good, when?’




    “Any time after coffee, but now that Rini is here you should make some more, you know, you did promise a second cup,” he pleaded but laughed again.




    “No problem man,” I confirmed and went to the kitchen.




    “Are you pestering him Dikey,” Rini inquired.




    “Of course,” he replied, “but do know that he can do that too, so no worries darling.”




    “Does he? Is he capable of teasing you, so you quiet down?”




    “Yes, I am,” I smiled from the door.




    “Then I congratulate you, for that is not easy. Join the club,” she laughed.




    I served them coffee out and joined. We reviewed then my journey to Yapen in short and when done Dikey came on with probing remarks which he knew would be answered in kind. We had a good laugh and Dikey said:




    “Let’s go now for an hour or so. We can have some lunch when we return man!”




    “Right,” I agreed.




    We were received wonderfully by the people of the house, which was about five minutes away. One of Dikey’s friends there was doing research on culture and liked to talk about it. In no time his friends found what I was looking for in abundance. I had to be selective for I really could not read all of it this afternoon. They allowed me to bring three books and a few articles back to Dikey’s home which he would later return. Back in the house I dived into them and soon after was lost. Like I had to be woken up Rini shook me to tell we could have something to eat. While having lunch I asked them both:




    “Have you ever been to Baliem?”




    “I have family there,” Rini said, “the family you are going to stay with. They work for the local government, but they are not fat cats, so you need to cough up something. They are nice people though and I am afraid there are some charming young ladies living there too. They live close to the center, so you will have no trouble finding them.”




    “I will go to Jayapura first and from there it is easy to get a flight out to Wamena?” I asked, not at all knowledgably about the frequency of flights.




    “Normally that is no problem,” Rini answered, “there are several companies flying there, not just Garuda. Just ask and you will get there.’




    “Right then I am all set then, I will read then and I invite you for a meal out this evening to show my appreciation to your hospitality and I like you to accept that invitation too.”




    “Of course we will,” Dikey immediately jumped to the chance, “a free meal from a rich man? How can we refuse such treat?”




    “I deliberately left the goal wide open and you jumped to head the bal in, now I close the net and you are captured Dikey,” I laughed.




    “Ah indeed,” said Rini, now I see it with my own eyes. You are a club member!”




    “Well I said, a tease is a tease is a tease and is meant to sharpen a little, just to tickle the brain. There is no need to play big and it is not a matter of winning and loosing. To me it is also to feel good and to stimulate, see what is behind and to draw out as we can be vulnerable. Not meant to hurt,’ I stressed, “yet many people seem to take offense easily nowadays, especially when authorities are concerned.”




    “Right on,” said Rini.




    “Yes, yes, yes,” Dikey confirmed.




    “So you pick the place but I suggest a Papuan one and not a posh hotel?”




    “You disappoint me now,” said Dikey, “that chance I wanted to have. I eat Papuan food every day man.”




    “Then if you prefer we will have western or Indonesian food?”




    “Sounds good, but we can pick a place where we can have both so you will have your way too,” Rini suggested.




    “You know how to bring parties together,” I smiled, “no confrontation, no extrapolation, but looking for a solution satisfying both, thank you Rini.”




    “Ahh, now you are mocking me, Frans, you are as bad as Dikey!” she cried out in laughter and with Dikey sitting there smiling.




    I spent a couple of hours with the books which held my attention much longer than I had thought. They had pulled me in especially because the idea I would be visiting there soon. We returned the books later that afternoon, met some more people of that family, had a drink outside their house and was asked what I thought about the books. Written by outsiders, not Papuans, they were in the perspective of from the outside looking in.




    “I think it is high time that Papuan scholars write about Papuan history and culture, not just outsiders who have their own frame of reference,” I answered and told them I was looking forward to begin the journey there but with the focus on how the past had its bearings on the present, how cultures survive, be it in adapted forms, but with their spirits alive and kicking.




    “You see here on Biak the cultural transition has become more like adaptation, but at least in the mountains you will find Papuans, tribes, who still relish their expressive cultures. I would love to see that Biak too appreciates its roots, so the people will be surging back to authenticity. However that is not likely to happen,” the Nestor of the house, grand father of the family, remarked.




    “I hope I will have more time on my return,” I told him,” I would love to talk more about these cultural matters. Especially when you think of what adapting to another culture has done to the self respect of people?”




    “That is an intriguing topic and I will be glad to talk,” he replied with a twinkle in his eyes, “it is interesting to exchange views and I expect t you do not insist in seeing us as noble savages. We are people of stature!”




    “You have jumpstarted,” I smiled,” and I think you are ready to question European points of view and fortify yours. You will be surprised though how close I feel with respect to self respect. That self respect is the basis on which to deal with people of other cultures.”




    “Good topic,” he acknowledged, “I am looking forward to it.”




    Later we had dinner in a small restaurant and talked and laughed.




    “Humor keeps us going Frans. We face a serious long term situation, but we will not give up, not yet.”




    “Strong motivation indeed,” I replied,”yet I cannot escape the notion that from the superficial looks of it most people are bowing to the inevitable. I feel kind of acceptance, an acceptance they cannot change, it is like they have to live with it; the powers around them being too strong?”




    “That might be true,” said Rini, “but on the surface. What you do not see is what is happening underneath, what is brewing there. People adapt, because they have to live, people accept for they do not want to be punished when they show they are disgruntled. So, what you see is deceiving, the people are much more resilient!”




    We continued talking along these lines but interspersed with sharp and funny remarks. It was a very nice meal and among Papuans for there was hardly an Indonesian to be seen in this Papuan restaurant. Yet Dikey and Rini had their Nasi Campur, mixed rice vegetables and meat with opulent spices, and I the sweet potatoes I desired.




    “Time to prepare for your journey of tomorrow,” Dikey advised when we reached home and sat to wind up the evening.




    “I am physically prepared and my gear is fine. It was a great idea to have me studying so that is in order too. So, all is well.”




    “We will retire and see you early morning,” Rini announced with Dikey looking naughty.




    “Then perhaps I will go for a walk,” I said thinking about the small alley where I had been before in daytime, “I like to see what business there is at night.”




    “Feel free to do so, but be careful.” Rini smiled, “don’t do anything I would not do!”




    So, I walked and keeping my eyes on alert, I returned to where the action was. Approaching the alley I noticed the scene had a much different look. Lights were there and a lot more people were moving. More stalls selling drinks, hot food, stimulants and preventive stuff. I went over to the stall I had been that morning and the lady recognized me.




    “Coffee again,” she asked.




    “No, I would like a Bintang now,” I replied when I saw she was selling that too. She did not say a thing but rapidly fetched me a glass and opened a bottle to put it in front of me with a big smile.




    “Much busier than in daytime,” she remarked.




    “Indeed,” I agreed and looked around. There were many more women hanging around now with men walking up to them checking them out, talking sometimes for a while then either, the majority, moving on to another woman and away or to follow the one a man talked to into one of the rooms in the back of the alley. I sat quietly but did get attention nevertheless. The women who noticed me winked, made inviting remarks or were excitedly talking to their friends. I knew they were talking about me for they used the two words orang putih, white man. The whole place looked scruffy though some among the women had made the effort to look attractive by way of subtle clothing and make up. Others looked far less so for the make up applied, matching clothes, looked like available sluts. Suddenly I saw the girl I had been with to before and since we knew each other she walked up to me to sit down next to me.




    “Hello,” she said and deliberately ignored the women who looked us with eyes like saucers.




    “Hello,” I replied, “would you like some beer too?”




    “Yes,” she smiled and I signaled the woman to fetch her a glass. She seemed to have anticipated this for she produced one immediately. Then, apart from the noise people made and the music from a sound system, we sat in silence. It was a strange situation; women openly peering at us, customers following suit and the two of us looking at each other, not talking. At ease we were sipping our beer just looking not making a move, not yet. When the first was finished I asked the lady for a second bottle and said to the girl:




    “I do not want to keep you from working dear, but be assured that I feel quite good with you sharing a beer.”




    Her eyes lit up and she answered:




    “I like you, no need to talk. It is all good, but if you want to be more private and do not like people to watch us, we can go to my room.”




    “Of course,” I replied, “but I am afraid I would not be able to resist you, not just your beauty but your person,” I smiled in a teasing way.




    “I am not saying to make money out of you,” she simply answered




    “I know,” I said, “but you would be spending time with me and I would feel obliged to compensate you for that.”




    “It is all right, I can look after myself,” she said in a manner to convince me.




    “Okay then,” I gave in because I wanted to and because of the sincerity with which she had said that.




    “You do know I could be tempted?” I said.




    “Of course I know,” she smiled, “perhaps I am tempted too!”




    “These eyes on us, these inquisitive eyes, are not very comforting so yes let’s go,” I said as she smiled. I followed her through the narrow corridor to arrive in her very small room. I remember what she told me about herself, but she did not have in mind to follow that up. She sat on her bed and looked at me, defiance in her eyes, with a sense of feeling she won. This promised to become something very good or very bad, I thought, or was it that anything we would do good? I wondered and decided to wai. More defiant now she suddenly asked:




    “Don’t you want me?”




    “I told you last time that under different circumstances I am sure it would lead to get to know each other, but now I cannot come close to you when I know I have to leave the next day and without knowing if I will ever see you again. That would not be nice.”




    “If you plan on using me only yes, but I know what you do and you would like to see me when you have the chance right? And you returned as you said!”




    “True,” I said to her, “I hoped to see your face too and I wanted see what this place looks like in the evening.”




    “Oh really? Then I am right and I am not asking you to promise me to stay with me. I just want you to be with me when you can. Did I ask you about money?”




    “No, you did not,” I answered.




    “Then we can do as we please?”




    “We can indeed,’ I agreed, “we can talk!”




    “Hahahahahaha,” she laughed out loud, “a good one,” she said as she stressed that point locked eyes again. Save the sounds of stumbling and sighing and people speaking with muffled voices in other rooms, there was electrified silence between us. Now, because of this silence and no one there but the two of us, she grew shy again, a feeling lingering till I could not bear it and came closer to her, lifted her to stand and gently pressed her to my chest to as she rested her head on my shoulder.




    “It is all fine,” I reassured her, “I do not reject you. I see you as a friend.”




    “I know,” she said and looked up to me, “but the men who come here give money and use and you regard me as a person and I want to give it to you, myself for you.”




    “You are sweet, but I sense obligation. I am sure when we know each other much better, this will come naturally.”




    “It does not now?” she asked.




    “I find you desirable physically but much more spiritually and I do not want to confuse one with the other.”




    “You think I drop you when we are done? That I just want to pleasure myself with you?”




    “I do not know that, but I think not,” I said and I felt her hand stroking my back very gently. Her head down on my shoulder I faintly felt her lips on the skin of my neck; very gently she moved her lips. I felt goose bumps rising. I knew if she was going to continue I would be on fire soon. So, I stroked her back too, her bottom but focused my thoughts on the men who she had had and used her fully. That thought of course was not attractive and so I could withstand the pull she had on me and the spell she had casting. Her breasts now moved over my chest very sensually and I felt her erect nipples through my shirt. She looked up again, waited just a sensual moment to say:




    “I can feel you want me!”




    I could not help but smile, for she was right, there was something about her that made me flare, made me feel gentle and close, like in caressing. I felt like making love there and then. I said:




    “Yes, but not exactly wanting for myself. I like to cherish you, make you feel good as you have been through a lot.”




    “I do not want you to feel sorry for me,” she shot up again defiance, “I want you to want me for me too. I can feel it in me. I know when we will stay here tonight, all night; I will never do this work again. That is how I feel. I know you cannot be with me longer than tonight, but that is enough, for I know what it is and how I feel.”




    I looked at her puzzled yet excited. Was there something behind her apert willingness to give herself to me? Her eyes shot fire, the kind of fire that comes from the loins, makes you blush and your heart beat faster. She desired and the lust now I felt like she was a magician who took possession. She moved slightly backwards and looked straight at me, never flinching. Slowly but with her eyes capturing mine she took of her blouse and moved almost imperceptibly to the music from outside. Yet it felt like silence. Engrossed in her sleek movements she undressed so she had only a black push up bra and high cut panties on. Only now I noticed her high heels. Her body moved like a panther, slow but sleek and ready to charge. Exasperated but aware she sucked me into her being, beckoning me with pride and passion. Then she came up to me and began to undress me. She sighed heavenly once, twice and moved her breasts on me, still clad in black and whispered now that my pants and shirt were removed:




    “I want you to take my things off.”




    My mind reeling resistance now, but my hands moved to unclip and her form slipped out of the garment, such luscious breasts and proportional form and so gently moving towards me made me gasp with pleasure I felt freely flowing through my veins. It raced and I trembled. She felt it and her breath quickened. No more words now I knew would enhance, on the contrary. One word and the spell could break, we knew. The slow moving like slow dancing changed into a dance of connection as I felt her merging with me, her scent mixing with mine and our sweat appeared, tiny droplets, on our bodies, like tiny pearls. Gently she slid my underpants off, hooked her fingers in her panty, and offering me to take them off. I did and she stepped out of them. Seeing her femininity glistening as I passed her flower of love when facing it. Coming up she kissed me full on my lips, from then on I knew there was no way back and we lost ourselves in our newly found unity. Trembling like a leaf suddenly she bowed and spoke:




    “You are my soul mate darling!”




    Immediately my resistance returned as she felt my muscles flexing. I knew that what we had now was much deeper. Yes, I felt very close but to feel as strongly as she did I could not imagine; my inquisitive nature got the upper hand. Could it be that within her culture she could feel open and giving without any idea if this was equaled? Of course that could be possible, but feeling this strong at this stage I could not grasp.




    “Don’t worry darling,” she whispered, “you just feel as you please like I say how I feel. I do not claim you but enjoy you. I am so happy that it is not what I do here that separates us but your own feelings of fear to be bound to me.”




    She understood and had hit almost full on target but not completely.




    “I feel, my sweet,” I whispered in turn, “that it is a joy to be with you and to feel so free but I do not feel that deep and bound with you as you say. It frightens me because it is a sense of equality lost.”




    “You don’t mind that,” she quickly said, “I know that, I can feel that. You are not a man to be caught, but I feel we are one. We must feel that in real. I do not want you to regret as I will forever. I know we will, you and I will, don’t you see it?”




    She was so certain of herself standing there almost raised in voice but subdued still the sound escaped her lips, fully convinced, trembling in her nudity, so slender so well proportioned, so fierce yet tender. What raced through my head now were the feelings I recognized but did not trust. I did not trust myself as much as I did her. My feelings for her I trusted, but thought they were pure lust for that magnificent body of a woman. Could I let go and still walk away? Could I still resist? Should I resist?




    I remembered vividly how I saw her standing as she watched the ship I was on and I told her I saw her. I told her I felt the connection she transmitted. She laughed. She laughed in understanding, recognition, and knew like I did, we were united in body and mind, in spirit and in the flesh.




    Two hours later we woke up from intimate trance we would have liked to stay in forever. I looked at her to tell that I was flying off. She nodded as she knew that moment would come and showed she was prepared for it.




    “I will come back for you and I will take you out of here. We will spend at least a full night together in romance before I return to the Netherlands,” I solemnly pledged to her.




    “I will no longer work here then, as I promised you,” she whispered, “after this with you I cannot do it anymore. We must find another way to meet again!”




    “Yes,” I agreed and gave her Dikey and Rini’s address and telephone number.




    Now she looked me in the eyes again, not expectantly but with a self instilled resignation which made me melt.




    Now very soothingly we made love again knowing that this was not the end, not even a beginning either.


  




  

    Chapter Six: Jayapura




    At the airport and preparing to leave for Jayapura my mind still reeled. Much later than I thought I had arrived at Dikey’s and Rini’s house and had to unfortunately wake them up. I did not stay with the lovely girl for I could not come home early morning, so I decided, under protest of her and myself, to return. I did and stood bonking on their door and it was a surprised Rini who was woken up.




    “I slept very lightly knowing you were not home yet,“ she said. “I was worried something like being arrested had happened.”




    “Nothing of the sort,” I replied shamefully, “I should not have stayed away so long!”




    “What happened then?” she demanded to know.




    I told her I went back to the girl who had captivated me. I tried to tell how she had enveloped me not just with her charm but with her conviction of being soul mates.




    “So, did you sleep with her? she asked in the understanding that things relating to mental and physical connections can have their own dynamics.




    “Yes and no,” I answered as indeed I did and did not.




    “How can that be!” she exclaimed smiling, “you did or you did not!”




    “It depends what you mean,” I smiled back at her.




    “The act itself of course,” she said.




    “In that case no, I did not. We did not,” I answered satisfying her curiosity.




    “Oh, good,” she sighed in relief, “for you did not mention and precaution and you never know what these women did before you came along.”




    “Right,” I agreed, “but it was not part of anything.”




    “So, how come you could control yourself?”




    “I am not certain I did,” I answered, “we just did not do it, but went all the way. Hence, the yes and no, no for the act itself, yes for making love.”




    “Huh? I do not get that,” amazed she looked at me.




    “Okay,” I replied, picture this then and I tried to recollect what really transpired, “I knew as she suggested that both of us would suffer from the regrets we would feel if we would not be intimate, intimate without restrictions. So, the lust itself was not of most importance, but to feel that we were one, the idea of merging practically as soul mates was. The sex was not.




    “What then did you two do?”




    “That is what is so overwhelming and yet difficult to explain. It was everything and nothing. We laid on the scruffy bed, which was transformed into a place to rest and be close, a beautiful place. We looked, we touched, we sensed, we felt, we merged and because we were free of being possessed with the sexual act itself, the being together in full freedom was the permeating feeling. When she realized we both felt this way there was no need to express that physically anymore. Can you grasp that?”




    Now it was her turn to say yes and no for she told me that after making love the soothing feeling put her on that plane of being part of her man and he being part of you. It was that feeling that sheer intimacy that supersedes all else. And so, when she learned that the soul mate idea was real, she no longer asked me anything about what happened but said:




    “I think I know what you have experienced, Frans, are you going to see her again?’




    “I do not think I will have much opportunity, but then when I return I am sure to see her if I can find her, so yes!”




    “Well there is a lot on your mind, so you better go to sleep,” she concluded empathically, “and Frans, I am glad it was a Papuan girl whom you felt that close to.”




    “Yeah,” I said with a kind of shy smile.




    The events of the night before were etched in my memory and so when we left for the airport that morning, Dikey and I, and Rini had kissed me goodbye, Dikey asked me:




    “You seem to be different today, Rini told me something happened, something with that girl you saw last time?”




    “Yes,” I said and nodded too. Then to startle him I said: “I found a soul mate man!”




    “What,” he asked.




    And so we sat there in the middle of the airport waiting for the flight to be announced while I told him the story, an incomprehensible story.




    “Two people meeting each other, completely different background, different education and outlook on life, what on earth do they have in common to feel so strongly,” he thought aloud.




    “Yes, that apprehension I had too,” I agreed, “but had no meaning. It is very difficult to tell or explain man,” I said. “You know it when you feel it. It defies all sense but you know and you cannot deny it is there. It is deep and it is on the surface too. What can I say man, it’s like poetry in motion.”




    “You are funny, if not crazy Frans. There you are with a hooker, well a nice one perhaps. Men pay to get her. You get it for free and you don’t take it.”




    “What is the matter with you Dikey, don’t pull it down! What does it really matter where either she or I come from? Can’t you see that it is the connection that counts? It does not matter how it is expressed. Okay?”




    Though he thought I was stupid for not taking the opportunity while in front of my face, he did try to understand what was there which made it all more important than what men there normally come for, or women sell..




    “So, it was all good?” he asked.




    “Man, I tell you once and for all, it was al good. More so, it was a taste of heaven. This is what heaven might be like!”




    “Gosh,” he gasped, “how can I believe you.”




    “You need not believe me, it is not important. Just feel good that it can happen and that it does happen. It is not in your hands. You and Rini I can see are close to it.”




    “Yeah,” he said and that was it. The subject was dropped and lingered vividly in my mind. More so on the plane to Jayapura an hour or so afterwards and thinking back on that night and the days before. I had said goodbye to Dikey and had boarded like a film in which I played the character dropping in from the sky in the form of bright memories. There were no clouds to fly over but close to Jayapura only, so that significance added to what felt like a dream, but was something that actually happened.




    “Fasten your seatbelts, please. We will be landing shortly,” the voice of the stewardess and aroused me back into reality. Close to arriving in yet another unknown to me I wiped the dreamlike reality from my eyes to focus on what was going to come: meetings with Papuans in Abepura and visiting the better known capital Jayapura. Once out of the airport I had to make my way to Abepura to meet up with the people whom I hoped had indeed been notified. The airport was quite far from Jayapura and after getting hold of a taxi I saw we passed one shore of Lake Sentani, the famous Lake Sentani. One thing then I should not forget I thought and that is to mention to the organization that I would like to talk to those from the lake about their missionary past and their present life. The driver dropped me in front of the law organization in Abepura and I walked up the stairs to meet the representatives who were connected to those I had met in Jakarta. I was met by a young man who had no clue that I was coming, but readily showed enthusiasm when I explained what I was after:




    “Welcome Frans, oh there is a lot to cover here. We will keep you occupied, don’t you worry now. How long can you stay?”




    “A couple of days,: I said, “I still have to go to the Baliem Valley. By the way there are regular flights I presume, so I could leave on a moments notice.”




    “Yes, that should not be a problem at all, several companies fly out there, so we will get you there. Now, come in and I will introduce you to the staff.”




    The office was in a three story building which was fully occupied by the organization for legal aid, the affiliate of LBH. I fell with my nose in soft butter as the Dutch say, for there was a meeting going on to decide on how to help Papuan farmers located between Jayapura and Abepura in relation to the land they used and the mangrove swamp on which they lived. It was their land but with the Government’s view on development they were going to be relocated and compensated I had heard that kind of language before I thought, for it was used when near Djokjakarta several villages were ‘relocated’ to make way for a 200 meter zone around the important historical Buddhist site Borobudur. This was all to make way to and to facilitate those who were assigned to maintain the magnificent temple, but for tourists facilities too; hotels and playgrounds and room for the souvenir shops.




    “Could I visit the site,” I asked, “especially when it concerns the environment and the people who live in and from it? I am very interested.”




    “Yes, you can, I will ask one of us to accompany you.”




    “That is great,” I said as he introduced me to one of the staff and said:




    “This is Amad, a nickname, so we will leave it at that!”




    “Okay,” I smiled and Amad said we were to take a bemo to the site:




    “Let me get ready and we go,” he added.




    A quarter of an hour later we were outside and in a bemo which did not take long to get there. Once outside the vehicle I saw see what he really meant. The expanse of mangrove and some scattered houses of the original people living there, was already being flattened to be transformed into soil to build on. Some wooden end thatched houses were on the filled in swamp soil. Walking up to one of them we touched on crushed stones used to make the soil stable. Amad went up the stairs to talk to the people living there as I walked on to the edge of the filled in fields to the picture the contrast, the mangrove forest in the background. I knew the importance of mangrove well and thought what this kind of land reclamation would do to the environment; not only to the direct environment but also to sea life its capacity of protecting the land from the sea when big rainstorms came in. Amad came to tell that the family was willing to talk and a man, the father, came to stand with us. I asked him what it would do to the fishing grounds, for I guessed that that was his livelihood.




    “Right,” he smiled, “I am a fisherman and as fishermen we know that the mangrove forests are important as they are the spawning grounds for most sea life. When the mangrove is cut young fish and other sea organisms have no protection anymore. This means that there will be less grown fish in the sea and so less to catch for us fishermen.”




    “Yes, I read about that and I saw it in Borneo and the Philippines. The last country also suffers from typhoons and is it no so that mangrove will diminish the powerful impact of fierce storms?”




    “That’s right,” he said, ”we don’t have typhoons here but big storms lash out, strong winds, the mangroves catch these winds.”




    “So when this has become a large landfill the mangrove swamp will no longer exist?”




    “They will not cut everything but a large portion. They are not that stupid,” he explained and extended a hand to point out how far they would go, ”there and then again there, so only that portion right in front of us will remain. Well, for now of course for we don’t know what is to be sacrificed in a few years time?”




    “Who decides on these matters?” I asked.




    “Officially the local government, but it is directed form Jakarta through the governor, I believe,” he answered.




    “Who owns this land?” I continued asking realizing that the interview already had begun so I added, “do you mind if I use the video camera?”




    “You can do that,” he said “but I do not speak English very well so perhaps Amad can ask me in Indonesian?”




    Amad smiled and said:




    “If you do not make it a very long story it will be my pleasure to translate, I am not very good at translating.”




    “Okay,” I answered equally smiling. I will ask the essentials?”




    “This is our land,” he continued in Indonesian, “or it was, for is has been confiscated. Oh, of course we were compensated, with money and other land, but it is not the same. Or enough.”




    “In the name of national interest you were bought off your land and?”




    “May be it was not mean the way you say it. It is for something commercial. It is not our interest what they are going with it; that is certain.”




    “Do you know if there was a study made on the long term environmental impact?”




    “I know there was one done and the outcome was not too good,” Amad now answered. “the only thing is we cannot check the figures which were stated like: How were there the data acquired, under what circumstances and with what built in surety of long term. This is swamp area. Dutchmen know all about reclaiming,” he laughed, “do we know that here, do we have the expertise. Concerning impact sort and long term, should we not have done environmental planning besides commercial and social planning?”




    “I can only say that I cannot assess this, but can see the area looks devastated,” I said.




    “Yes, this is why we show you and the people who are affected by this type of development, Frans!” Amad said with understatement.




    “Okay,” I answered as we walked to the house of the fisherman, now on dry land instead of in a stilt house among the mangroves. The place looked poor and though the children were happy with the attention and the fisherman’s wife smiled when she brought us coffee, it did not look like a decent place to live. Fishermen of other houses came visiting; they told us similar stories and so we spent some time to listen to them. When a silence fell Amad suggested:




    “Shall we go back? I will drop you in the hotel and tomorrow morning I will get you so I can take you to Lake Sentani. This is what we have planned for you. Later that day you can talk to some of the leaders from here; the day after of course too.”




    “If you think we are done here Amad, then by all means let’s go, but let me say goodbye and thank the people for their hospitality?”




    “Yes do that,” Amad agreed. I took pictures of the family shook hands here and said goodbye in the same breath. As we wandered off we waved goodbye to the children. They followed us as far as up to the road. A bemo was readily found and I was dropped off by Amad who again swore he would pick me up real early.




    Sure enough he did, for I was just having coffee when he appeared, but with a heated face. Excited he said:




    “I am sorry Frans. I cannot take you to Sentani now. The people I had in mind will be there this afternoon only, so your interviews are tomorrow and you will stay another night. Now if you like we will go to Jayapura just for sightseeing?”




    “If there is no alternative that then is a fine suggestion Amad,” I said to him.




    He came to sit with me as I ordered some coffee for him too. Then only he relaxed. We sat and stared at the passers by. Then to surprise him I asked:




    “I understand many of the troops are nearby just over the border near Vanimo. How close are you to the OPM??”




    “Hmmmm, I can’t tell you that Frans. Let’s not talk about these matters, all right!”




    “Will your colleagues in the office talk?”




    “They have set up something for you! It will be fine,” he answered, then smiled to show I need not worry and called a bemo to take us to Jayapura. We were dropped in the middle of the city and I remember that this famous town, which had had so many names before, made no impression on me at all. We walked around, paid a visit to the harbor, saw some important buildings and monuments, stopped at some modern shops, and watched its people. I had that feeling of being in a place constructed like for an exhibition, like it did not exist and would disappear after we had left. This was not so of course, but the feeling was there. Amad did his best to get me interested in this historical town, which was known to practically every Dutchman if only because of the war fought here against Indonesia. He told me of the original people who lived around Jayapura and told about the role Lake Sentani had played in the past and the missionaries who lived there. He noticed that I could not really relate and thought that was funny. Much more than the experiences I had had with the people on Biak, Serui and elsewhere, this Jayapura meant nothing to me. I strangely saw it as a kind of small modern town where Papuans had been placed, like decorations. I knew this was not quite true of course, but the feeling persisted. When I told Amad about it, this feeling unsettled him and he tried to show, by way of other examples or historical connection to get me closer to what Jayapura meant to the Papuans themselves. I tried to grasp what he was raving about, but saw a town which essentially had nothing Papuan, a town of aliens. I sucked up all information Amad told me, I could not properly relate. With quite sudden a turn of his head Amad looked at me and suggested:




    “Let’s sit there and have a drink outside, perhaps when you see people moving around going about their business, you will get more into this reality and its history?”




    “Okay,” I replied, feeling a little strange and partially ashamed of my failure to relate to something obviously present here and fact. I remember I had similar feelings in other countries and societies; in Asia and Africa, and they usually had to do with the people like they more or less behaved: the cities were built from a colonizer point of view and were superimposed into this landscape.




    Though the people around showed no signs of living in a prefabricated sort of town, I could not dump the idea the people were forced into structures designed by outsiders, aliens of the predominant culture but now moved like it was their own. Because I felt it was not, the feeling I had may have been a feeling outsiders have only. When you live there then it is like it is and so relatively normal. I tried to convey that to Amad who then asked:




    “Are you not confused with the idea you think the native people should live their native lives that, when they step outside that, you feel like they alienate themselves?”




    “I do not think it is the noble savage notion influencing me Amad,” I answered thinking what it could be, “in Biak I did not have it and that is, to and extent, a modern town too. There I did not see anyone who looked traditionally tribal. I did not feel like that in Manokwari or Serui either. No, it is the atmosphere here, it feels like it is orchestrated, like a décor for a play, that when it is over or I leave will be packed up and gone. I know it is not like that, but I saying it to describe the feeling. It is like the Papuans have been hired as extra’s in a movie with the town as décor. That’s it! When the movie is shot all will be taken away again.”




    Amad laughed, but suddenly looked and said:




    “I am trying to understand it and I think I do. When you take out the sense of history and the time involved then of course this would be completely alien. It is like the people have been teleported into this town, right?’




    “I think it is something like that. It is the light but more so the atmosphere, like we do not belong. Perhaps it is also because I do not know anybody here and you have to tell me everything. For sure I do not feel comfortable.”




    “We can go and tour around, get to Lake Sentani and have a look there and see the man for the appointment?”


  




  

    A survey of lake Sentani




    “Good idea,” I said with relieved as we stared at the traffic, buildings, pedestrians, in short the actual dynamics of a town in motion and finishing the drink. A few Europeans passed by in a certain pace. As they moved like they owned the place they looked much more at ease than I,.




    “I think they are Australian,” Amad observed, “connected to one of the projects here, you know either searching for mineral deposits or exploiting them.”




    “Like oil?” I asked.




    “Like oil, but much more,” Amad revealed, “they are common here. So, let’s go then?”




    “Yeah,” I agreed wondering if it was just me who felt so uneasy here. The people seemed relaxed, in a hurry perhaps like what people in towns look like, but relaxed still. Yet it felt odd like being this sincerely out of place. Remarkably that feeling faded as soon as we were moving out of the city, like it evaporated. Because we were early we stopped at a village past the one we were going to visit and walked towards the lake. The expanse of water opened as we passed by a few houses when suddenly behind these houses the lake became visible. So, I thought, this is the lake I have read so much about, the lake where the missionaries made their converts and banned the people’s culture, confiscated cultural expressions and inaugurated a different way of life. This is what the Dutch, my forebears did and then when they had to leave, thought standing up to defend the rights of the Papuans at first, they abandoned them because influential nations persuaded the Dutch Government to leave West Papua. While we stood there, Amad and I, I let the lake take possession of me, looked and scanned the water from its bank. It was difficult to comprehend what really had happened here and when children of the nearby homes came to satisfy their curiosity but from a safe distance, I gathered how it must have happened, through curiosity; perhaps even curiosity on both sides; the curiosity of the adventurers and missionaries with their ethnocentrically religious convictions on the one side and the curious native Papuans on the other. I sensed the merging of these curiosities in the eyes of the curious children, who shyly smiled when they noticed we looked at them too. Yet did not run off but stared. Amad walked up to them and had a few words.




    “They are scared Frans,” he laughed but extremely excited. Not many white foreigners are here nowadays, I am sure. They ask us to meet their parents.”




    “What do you think Adam? I think we can talk a little, why not?”




    “Right,” Adam laughed and followed the children to the nearby thatched house, one on either of his hands. Their parents had seen what was happening and when Adam introduced me, they looked at us in surprise. Adam asked him what he did




    “I am a fisherman and I have some fields too,” the father said, “and you are a Dutchman? We had Dutchmen living here for a long time. He built the church there,” he said as pointed in its direction, we could not see it yet because the walls of the house.




    “Come I will show you,” he continued and we walked with him through his garden of vegetables and sweet potatoes. He had a number of bush pigs scurrying around too.




    “This is the life most Papuans must have lived for a long time,” I said thinking aloud and Adam translated. The gardens were neatly arranged and they looked well cared for. Agriculture like I would later come across in the highlands too, was well developed and quite enough to sustain the populace.




    “Many still do,” the fisherman smiled with conviction, “I am going to check the nets soon, if you like you can come along, ride my boat? Oh, there on the far end you can see the church.”




    The hospitality we received as a matter of fact was warming especially when his wife, a large lady, invited us to a drink:




    “I was brewing coffee,” she said “if you like to join us I will make some extra!”




    “Yes,” we said to both, “it would be a pleasure to ride your boat with you, “I said, “and a coffee I like too, are you growing your own here,” Amad asked. Smiles all around now when we accepted both invitations. Mother went to brew in the kitchen of the house which was full of fishnets and other equipments. On the wall were a few cultural manifestations like spears, bows and arrows and even a korwar, a carved statue like container. I looked around for other ornaments but did not see any. Drinking our coffee, remarkably strong and brewed from their own trees, I asked to see to see these trees. The young boys with their little sister, not so shy anymore led us to them. They pointed at the red and green berries which contained the beans and I took a few close up shots. They asked Amad:




    “We grow cacao too, does he want to see that?”




    I nodded and so for them the sign to take my hand and lead me to the cacao grove. Large pods grew from the trunks, the trees themselves was not much higher than 7 meters. I asked them, through Amad, if they could be open after I portraying the pods on the tree. They found a dropped one, took in their hands to open it and we ate its sweet flesh, slurping if from the pod and leaving the beans inside now exposed. The children collected them because cacao and so chocolate is made from these beans. When we walked back their father was getting ready for the boat ride. He saw us, winked and told us to come to the outrigger:




    “Got your camera’s Frans,” Amad reminded me..




    “Yeah, ready to roll,” I answered grabbing the camera bag and going on board the small craft. Peddling along now in silence we slowly moved but for the paddle hitting the water.




    “I wonder what happens when the weather turns bad, can that lead to trouble on the shore with waves hurling into the houses,” I asked Amad




    Amad in turn asked father who answered:




    “It happens and when it is a big one the water of the lake can wash away the houses on shore, but it happens rarely.”




    “The houses look fragile to me Amad,” I said looking at the villages on the waterfront, near us and further away. Near the banks in the water there were houses on stilts too. We passed other boats and the fishermen, sometimes their wives with them or women alone, waved at us and popped their eyes when they saw the white man floating by.




    “Just a short tour for you,” Amad smiled translating for our hospitable fisherman who smiled with Amad when I glanced with him, “so he will return now and I think it is soon time to find the man of our appointment.”




    “These houses over there are the old houses and there we are going to meet the old man,” Amad explained. It did not take longer before we were back on land, may be 15 minutes.




    “It’s walking distance?” I asked when we had landed and I quickly took some pictures of the children the house and houses on the lake behind it.




    “Yes, ten minutes at most,” Amad replied.




    “All right,” I answered wrapping my gear back then turning to thank the family and saying a warm goodbye. We walked back to the road, a short distance:




    “People here are very friendly and hospitable,” I remarked, “the man we are going to meet is knowledgeable about the lake as a whole and its history?” I asked but thought that silly question for Amad readily replied:




    “It is why we set up the appointment Frans, with me as the interpreter; our man does neither speak English nor Dutch.”
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