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    Prelude




    “He did not come in through the bathroom window,” Juliet laughed while talking to Michael about her visit to the bookshop. There she had met the author of Oblivion in Progress and asked him what his new book was about. This author however, upon asking for his signature, had refused to give it to her saying enigmatically:




    “What are you telling me now?” Michael asked




    ‘I did not come through the bathroom window to sign books which are not yet read. They asked me to come here to run around bookstores. I am no celebrity. I have to sit and sign my books for people who have no idea what they are about,’ he answered me and I was stunned. When I regained composure, I asked him:




    ‘You would argue with people who want your signature in you book they have just bought?’




    ‘Oh yes,’ he had smiled naughtily, ‘I cannot imagine what that signature is for. I should say read the book first. Come to think of it perhaps is an interesting idea for a novel the title could be the Signature? I do not autograph when the book is not read yet,’ he had winked. But I tried to win him over and so I said:




    “Oh I will read it, because I want to know how your mind works. I read one of yours and you fascinate me, you know!”




    ‘So, you like that new title?’ he asked. I reacted with a tease:




    “Perfect, it ranks right up there with The Firm etc.”




    We both laughed at first then he reacted:




    ‘This one will be different; I think it should be a thriller. You know a signature could mean many things. It runs the whole scale from something insignificant like signing a book to ending life with the death penalty or as a sign of faith when ending a conflict,’ he said and looked straight at me. No, he did not laugh at all, not even sardonically.




    “Oh,” Michael reacted as he looked at his Juliet and listened to the woman he had known her for a long time, long for his standards. After all, for him spending six months with a Lady was no less than a record. In addition, astonishingly he felt he was not yet done with her either. Juliet did not know the true nature of Michael’s work, to her he was successful business executive, who in reality was a covert operative. Michael was a ravishing man, one who could easily win her over, one who would, on occasion spoil her, yet he was a demanding man too. What struck her most though, like Fimapur the author had had too, was that he had the knack of captivating her. It was like he, at will, could put a spell on her, not just physically. Juliet, an anthropologist by education but an airhostess by profession, knew that if she wanted to keep this free spirit kind of a man interested she had to grab and poke his mind. For men of that caliber being nice and attractive was certainly not enough; safely practiced this on the author Fimapur she knew she had to keep his mind and body active. Michael he had been listening patiently to her but was beginning to think that this Dutch author had taken her in. indirectly and to the point of haughtiness, he had called her cultural bluff. He thought about this while Juliet talked about the ‘signing’ session event:




    ‘This signed death verdict is invalid,’ the author entrusted to me, Juliet continued, ‘it is invalid because it is signed in the Netherlands.’




    “Why should it be invalid, I don’t understand,” Michael reacted feigning a puzzled face. It was his work to know these things, and so he knew the answer already. Juliet smiled and replied:




    ‘That is the idea, it will unfold like an onion shedding its skins,’ this author said then sporting an enigmatic wink before he continued, ‘you cannot sign a death warrant in a country which has no death penalty.’




    “True of course, but to an extent,” Michael dryly remarked to a smiling Juliet. They looked at each as Juliet continued:




    ‘But instead. who could do this?’ the man asked me and I said offhand:




    “Mafia perhaps, I heard they put out contracts?’




    ‘It is not in the United States of America though come to think of it partially it could, so something like that but in this case the secret service. But then, there will not be a verdict on paper and so no signature. These are the contours plus some other elements I shall be working on,’ he had said and smiled straightforwardly to me.




    “The secret service,” Michael repeated and had shivers running through his spine. He saw Juliet watching him as he changed from being in control to unpleasant surprise. Sizing Michael up as he quickly restored his posture Juliet said:




    “Police...., do you actually think they could sign a contract for murder in your country? How awful!!!”




    ‘A delighted Lady receives a signature in this book called The Signature; who is the slut of a man who signs the death warrant? This question now rises: what is the motivation and who would be assigned to execute the contract?’ the Dutchman had explained and asked.




    “Oh yes, why would she, against who would she?” I asked in reaction as they both realized it would not be the Lady or Juliet but anyone..




    “Oh, yes that can happen,” Michael replied now on alert automatically because matters belonging to his field were being discussed, yet unfortunately he could not afford to drop his cover.




    “The author continued saying things to me in a way like he was conspiring with me,” Juliet went on telling:




    “The signature is also a sign of truce between parties and this opens another level. This book will have several levels of importance, for one signature marks the turning point of the central character of the book and now Juliet just by talking about a signature and the need for them, you have inspired me,” she said to Michael.




    “A truce at one end of the spectrum causes a death at the other?” I asked him




    “Indeed,” he had answered, “or the other way around?”




    “Who is this writer Juliet?” Michael asked her.




    “Oh, he is not well known yet, that is why I want his signature. It might be valuable later,” Juliet chuckled, “he is a Dutchman with penname Fimapur. He wrote a non fiction novel called the Forbidden Land on the Naga People and a thriller which begins and ends in chat, a rather sordid affair about slaves and Masters.




    “What?” Michael exclaimed.




    “I read it and it is not about that, but on the recruitment of an assassin who through her act sets things in motion. This motion leads to a world change, a change positioning the South to be at par with the North. It is really about post colonial change,” Juliet explained with a sense of authority in her voice.




    “Oh intriguing,” Michael gasped, “how does that thriller relate to this one?”




    “I am not sure it does, I am not sure he was jokingly serious or seriously teasing,” Juliet laughed.




    “Is he there tomorrow?” Michael suddenly asker her.




    “I think so, but in another bookshop. Do you want to talk to him?” Juliet asked




    “We could go together,” Michael answered and smiled hiding his motive to see this Fimapur, “I wonder if he keeps you guessing or that he uses the things you discussed about the motivation to write such thriller.”




    “Yeah let’s go. I am curious too if he indeed decided to work on that idea,” Juliet said.




    “He does not like to autograph his books for ladies but for men he does?”




    “I don’t know, I am not even sure now if he meant ladies only,” Juliet answered truthfully; I remember he said to me and to others: Read the book first, so let’s make ‘read the book first the subtitle?’




    “Very well,” I answered him and to tease him to think I also: “I hope I did not inspire you for the slutty part?”




    He laughed, thought, then quickly said:




    ‘On common sense and so ordinary level in The Signature you can be a slut but to one man only. A real slut is a slut to all men as she needs validation for her appeal. In The Signature, she will be the slut of the mafia man. Now the question is, is he the one who orders? He signs, but is he the plotter?’




    “You write it,” Juliet had answered him, “I would not know!”




    ‘You have inspired me,” Fimapur answered and like in ‘Oblivion’ nothing is what it looks like. I would say no....., but she is, for she looks like a sexy bimbo, the Lady is a bimbo at heart and the bimbo becomes a Lady. Nothing is what it looks like!’




    “I have inspired you as the bimbo who goes to a bookshop to get a signature from an unknown writer?” I asked him




    “Why? Why do women want signatures of authors? Funny isn’t it?” Fimapur teased me.




    “Perhaps the woman learned something of him and of the travels, therefore she finds connections to something she likes and perhaps needs?” I answered




    ‘You know me a little, so tell me what is the value of a signature? You did not tell me much, yet you inspired me to think about writing a book on the subject,” he had grimaced. So I said:




    “I was referring to those they don’t know a thing about the book but want a signature, for they adore! I have read one and wanted to know if you were on to writing another.”




    “This does not explain why you want a signature,” he answered, “but I can tell you a book is born as we speak and will be about signatures.”




    “A signature is a personal effect.....oftentimes denoting knowing the person personally” I said and, “I wanted yours because I found your book interesting. I can show it off to my friends and say: ‘look he signed that for me’.”




    ‘It is to show others,’ he had laughed, ‘I am almost beginning to understand the value in the way how a signature can get me some exposure, gains me importance!’




    “No it is more like a door opener for a good conversation,” I answered him and Fimapur reacted:




    ‘In this proposed book it is a beginning. The bimbo will distance herself for she is bound to that man and the dark and selfish world he lives in. And the more she reads, the more she realizes she is used as a bimbo but really wants to live her own life, but that is another level,’ he explained.




    “So, what you mean is the more knowledge she gains, the more control she will take back?” Juliet asked in a concluding fashion




    “It will connect to the signature on another level, the levels of importance of signatures. THE SIGNATURE, a signature opens a world of unlimited fantasy to be made real through creativity and positive energy,” Fimapur had said.




    Michael, in listening to her, was thinking about what had come over Juliet that she so taken in by Fimapur’s books, even his person. Why had this man agreed on signing sessions if he was so adamantly against doing just that? Oh, he knew that for quite some time now and he had seen her getting more and more interested in the thoughts and premises underlying books, facts or fiction.




    Without actually knowing or realizing Juliet had become more and more interested in Michaels work through Fimapur’s books. Michael had met Juliet at a party and, because of her work as an airhostess, he found her most attractive; attractive in the sense that she was away and up in the air most of the time. When on the long hauls and gone for a few days, he could do as he pleased. Yet, there was ample time too to get involved and maintain a cordial and intimate relationship. At this official dinner party it had not taken Juliet very long to notice Michael for a handsome and self-assured man he was, a man who had his things, his peculiarities, but who also had his future, figured out. Quite in control normally, he would only let go of himself in bed or anywhere else when expressed intimately and it was during those fantastic moments she had thought that he, Michael, was really the man for her. As a not so ordinary airhostess while on layovers Juliet went to changes herself, remarkable changes. Having visited all continents she had developed an interest in anthropology in relation to cultures of Indigenous Peoples and was studying the subject at the university. Michael encouraged her doing this as would bring her closer to him, but otherwise and while discussing her visit at the bookstore now; she could not escape the feeling that Michael had something up his sleeve, something she did not know about, something he was hiding. Michael never discussed what he did or occupied himself with and she was rather puzzled why he had taken interest in the books of this Dutchman Fimapur. In turn, Juliet had been delighted with the very masculine but courteous and tender approach of Michael. She knew he was a powerful and very independent man. But, Michael was also elusive. While Juliet’s work was intriguing in the sense of being able to spread her wings figuratively and literally to explore the world, it was also transparent for Michael and so knew all about her. On the other hand, Juliet knew little about him. She had discussed the books she read with enthusiasm and despite encouraging her, he was critical too. Therefore, with regard to Fimapur Michael paid more attention as to how she took the man’s writings, now more than from any other author she was interested in. She felt a little uneasy about this, especially now that he had announced he wanted to go with her to get Fimapur’s signature too. And she asked him:




    “How come you are suddenly so interested in this man? Normally it is the books you like to talk about, not the authors?”




    “I think I may like to discuss some of the ideas in his nonfiction writing,” Juliet answered, “they are interesting. If only a few of his ideas were picked up to be put into practice, they would affect us all. He knows that and I like to talk about it. Going there for a signature and hearing the way he denies you one until you have read that new book only encourages me to do so,” she said with a convincing smile.




    Oh, what the heck, Juliet thought as she adjusted her jacket in front of him, perhaps I am just thinking he developed special interest in what attracts me. I think I may be suspicious but do not know what about yet. I should ask him more about his background and work, she promised to herself as she got ready for duty, knowing her flight would depart in less than three hours. Michael had sensed her apprehension and tried to reassure her but soon realized that this was something much more profound to talk about now, yet it bothered him.


  




  

    Chapter One: The Signing Session




    The signing session in this Boston bookshop had attracted hundreds of people but for some strange reason not even the personnel could grasp many more people had turned up for just two relatively unknown authors; they actually queued up for an author with a personal account of the war in Iraq and for this Dutch author with a thriller. Not used to stand in a line this both amused and irritated them. It amused Fimapur too for it gave him the opportunity to observe what kind of people were interested in a signature from a relatively unknown author. He noticed that the majority mostly middle-aged women who were eager and who had an air around them of being avert readers. The American soldier, clearly happy with the attention, signed away but this was not so with the Dutchman. Though the line before him was shorter, he took much more time with everyone who presented him with a copy of his book. Before deciding to actually sign a copy of his book, first he engaged in a conversation asking questions not in the least paying attention to people who were anxiously waiting their turn. When finally Juliet and Michael stood before him Fimapur smiled. He recognized Juliet and said:




    “Is one copy not enough?”




    Juliet returned his smile, looked at Michael and replied:




    “Dear Fimapur I returned because my man and I want to know more about your book, the one you said you gave birth to here while talking. Or is it you were pulling my leg with the idea only?”




    Fimapur laughed, he looked at Michael briefly but long enough for Michael to realize he sized him up instantly. To Michael’s surprise, Fimapur did not directly answer Juliet’s question but instead replied with a question of his own:




    “Have you ever heard of the Boro people?”




    “Hhmmmm, no,” Juliet answered.




    “Vaguely,” Michael added.




    “Vaguely is already more than most people in this world and I am pleasantly surprised you heard about them. They are at the heart of this thriller. The Signature is about them,” he revealed as if he was conspiring. The people waiting in line caught the atmosphere and bent over so they could listen in more closely.




    “What do you mean?” Michael asked.




    “If you know the Boro, then you know why,” Fimapur said, “and if you don’t you will come to know why they are the central characters in this book in which you now play a part, you are going to be one of the characters, both of you,” Fimapur smiled but enigmatically, “what do you know about the Boro?”




    Taken by his direct way of asking Michael began to dig into his memory banks and when he found something, he thought he could share, he said:




    “I am pretty sure the Boro people live in India somewhere in a place called Assam. Is that correct Fimapur?”




    “Correct in general,” Fimapur smiled, “however that they live in what is now called India is not the reason for me to get them into the story,” he said dropping silence so anyone around could come with a thought concerning the reason. Nobody answered and Michael, who had come across the Boro once or twice in relation to military training, conducted in areas of the North East of India and had knowledge about the more than a dozen insurgent groups there, tried an educated guess:




    “Perhaps like the Nagas they want to be free of foreign domination Fimapur?”




    Juliet’s mouth opened wide as she thought now how her Michael could know these things; how come a businessman, a man of the world, could be interested in some petty freedom fighting far away, one that nobody was interested in or heard about. Yet, he knew.




    “That is right,” Fimapur said and smiled at Michael and in doing so Michael felt he was paying much more attention to him. Michael, under Fimapur’s gaze, felt like he was turned inside out. Juliet was astounded by what was happening between the two men as the people in line seemed to have been forgotten by both of them. She intervened:




    “Michael am I being set up by both of you? Do you two know each other? You talk about things like you know them well, while nobody else doe,,” Juliet asked and said but in demanding fashion. This was not something Michael knew from the lovely Juliet and as he looked at her Fimapur smiled then Michael slowly answered:




    “No we don’t Juliet, but it is possible some people share similar interests. You study anthropology and you fly around the world. People like the Boro are not known for a reason, right Fimapur?”




    “That’s right,” Fimapur readily agreed.




    “A reason? What reason?” Juliet now angrily asked both of them for to her it seemed Michael and Fimapur had formed a pact and either teased her or were shutting her out completely.




    “Insignificant people are made insignificant by those who rule over them and use them,” Fimapur answered. “The actual reason for a good thriller, in real or for the purpose of being able to relate, is that there is a incongruity between peoples, a conflict, and though the International Community through the United Nations set up rules, international laws and people’s rights, the powers dishonoring these rights do so without being challenged. They are only challenged by those with similar interests, right Michael?”




    “I think in the case of the Boro no country likes to burn its fingers when it comes out openly in defense of the rights of the Boros!” Michael said.




    “What rights are you talking about?” Juliet asked.




    “I think what he means Juliet,” Michael quickly answered, “the right to self-determination!”




    “Right indeed,” Fimapur said and faced a growing crowd getting impatient over the discussion for that limited their chance to get a signature from him. Fimapur, undeterred by them suddenly asked in whisper:




    “Michael, are you connected to any agency?”




    “What do you mean?” Juliet asked getting worried.




    “I suspect your man to be a secret agent Juliet,” Fimapur laughed, so she did not know if he was joking or serious about this. Yet, the idea had crossed her mind too a few times too. Michael was shocked though, but smiled and concealed he was trained like that for precarious situations, so he instantly knew that this was one of these occasions. His mind raced to find a way to get out of this pleasantly. To deflect attention:




    “The world has many many Peoples Fimapur,” Michael said now with authority in his voice for he wanted to show he was in command, “for their culture alone hundreds of peoples are fascinating and like you when you stumbled on the Nagas once, you got attracted to them I have had my encounters with unknown but very much existing peoples. Though I do not know the Boro very well I am sure they have a long history too, some of it glorious. Did they not have Kings at one time too?” Michael asked deliberately.




    Fimapur had listened and noticed the turn in Michael’s posture when he went from explaining to questioning. He decided to smile for he realized he had met a shrewd character, one that Juliet not yet had fathomed. The smile on his lips still Fimapur said:




    “Oh, I understand very well that if you are an agent you cannot talk about it. The nature of a secret agent is to remain secret, yet to gather information in the open, right?”




    Juliet felt awkward for she knew instantly when Fimapur had popped that question, Michael had shown something to her, Michael without words of acknowledgement had evaded and so he had confirmed what Fimapur had thought but also said. This realization had shocked her, but not Fimapur.




    “Yeah that is true of course, but what makes you think I am one?” Michael asked like he was testing Fimapur.




    “Don’t ask me the obvious please, you know what you know and it is enough for now that I know too. It has no further relevance. I am a writer; I influence feelings and ideas and possibly opinions. I do not back up a government through thick and thin. I am a critic and you defend your government. We are natural enemies,” Fimapur laughed, “and that is why you are so interested in me. You want to know what you could expect and you will brief your people about our encounter here, right?”




    “If I was a secret agent I would agree with you indeed,” Michael laughed and because he laughed, he took the tension from the air.




    “Perhaps we should make an appointment and talk about this some more,” Juliet suggested, “now we are holding up the line and people may feel bad they have to wait so long,” she explained.




    “Is a signature valuable?” Fimapur asked rhetorically and answered, “that was the question!”




    “Valuable or not, you could be nice to people,” Juliet suddenly bitched, as if she was blaming him for revealing something hidden by Michael.




    “I don’t believe I am not nice to people,” Fimapur said, raising his brows about Juliet’s outburst, “in fact I am telling them and showing that a signature is insignificant. I think a signature has value when earned. I do not mean material value of course,” Fimapur explained.




    “Give them what they want, don’t question everything,” Michael contributed in an effort to stand up for Juliet.




    “If it was purely something to satisfy them, do you actually think I would refuse?” Fimapur now asked in return.




    “You want to have fun by way of humiliating other people,” Juliet said.




    “You jump to conclusions I believe Juliet, you are angry and you feel I am arrogant yes?”




    “Yes, give them your signature and you will sell more books,” she agreed, “these are the people who can make you rich you know!”




    “Aaaahhhhhhh, this is funny,” Fimapur laughed, “you actually think I write because I want money and fame!”




    “That is what most writers are after, the ones who make it to the best sellers list,” Juliet concluded.




    “Then that is what separates us for I am interested in exposing things, uneven things, inequalities and the like, not in becoming famous myself or to earn lots of money. Is that understood Juliet?”




    Michael had been listening in with rising interest. Indeed, he realized Fimapur was not after fame but would like to be widely read, so he would become a man of influence. Already he sensed that Fimapur had a lot to reveal and his books were his way of making that possible, to strike out at governments, to break through circular thinking, to change the status quo, to create possibilities for deprived people. This man, when taken seriously on that level he would become a threat to his country. How to contain him? Michael wondered. By refusing to sign, the word would be out that the author Fimapur would only autograph a book when it was read and could be discussed. That meant to Michael that many more wanted it, not so much for the signature itself but much more for being able to talk to the author.




    “I find you both very stimulating,” Fimapur said after a short silence, “I have decided to put you both in that proposed book. You Juliet as the person you represent, an airhostess and anthropologist. Following the idea that a signature of an author is important and because of your travels you are fascinated by colorful cultures. Your man is in it as a secret agent, loyal, conservative, well trained and very active with who knows what,” Fimapur said and smiled as he glanced at both of them one by one. Before they could answer, he continued:




    “As a gesture to you Juliet I will sign for all who are in line now, without asking questions. Can you help me?”




    “Of course,” she answered, her voice now mellowing. And with Michael put into the background for a while Juliet guided the people in line as Fimapur signed and Juliet prevented anyone to do or ask more than handing the book to her to have it returned seconds later. An old Lady then was not pleased with this arrangement. She looked at Fimapur while standing her ground and said:




    “I have come a long way Mister Fimapur. I am doing this for my daughter, who loves to read your book. Is it really too much trouble to write her an assignment? I have read your former book too and I understand you are a man who adheres to justice for all. Please write her an assignment?”




    Juliet acting on what Fimapur had agreed intervened:




    “You should be happy with the signature Lady or would you rather read the book first before getting one?”




    “It is all right Juliet,” Fimapur smiled, “we are not in the military and the Lady does it for someone else. Tell me about your daughter so I can give her a proper assignment?” he asked.




    “Well, she studies special education. She is 21 and loves the intrigues on the levels you weave in your stories, the non-fiction too. If she was no invalid, she would be greatly be inspired to do similar things,” she said and without further ado Fimapur wrote:




    “The importance of a signature reflects the importance of the occasion and along with it the agreement which is sealed by the signature. The validity of can be known only in time. So, your assignment is to help me to determine the validity of the new thriller called The Signature. Does it seal peace, or will it lead to conflict. All these ingredients are found in this present book too, Oblivion in Progress, and come to an apotheosis in The Signature, a signature seals the fate and the aspirations of the Boro People in this case. My assignment to you is to research and to come up with suggestions!”




    “Oh gosh,” the old Lady said. She was well dressed, in her sixties and spoke with gentle voice,” she will be delighted with the special attention you bestowed on her.




    “It is now a mutual thing when she takes on this real assignment,” Fimapur said.




    “I am sure she will and I will help her,” the Lady answered. Fifteen minutes later all books were signed and the row of people had gone. Now with only Juliet and Michael and Fimapur left Michael suggested:




    “Let’s have a drink somewhere Fimapur, so we can talk some more?”




    The Charmster was getting ready. She had been like a Lady in waiting as she waited for the right moment to strike. Reviewing all factors involved it looked all elements were falling into place and realizing that, she felt both tense and elated. One factor was still uncertain though, she had to commit an assassin soon now, for she had chosen her target carefully. This target should create enough upheaval to get her the exposure she was after. Approvingly talking to herself her proposed target had to be killed soon. So, she focused on her contacts, especially the remote ones, the ones who owed her something so she could make an offer that man or woman could not refuse. Of course, it speaks for itself, it should be an offer concealing her identity, and she smiled. As she reviewed some likely people, people who would be ruthless when commanded, people who would gladly assassinate to get rid of a debt she had bought and worse. When she had carefully considered her options, before making a decision she relaxed. Pouring a glass of wine she was now convinced that all was in her control and soon the change she inevitably had thought out and planned would take place.




    She thought of that very much needed change now and pondered if that change was really worth to kill for. She had run this through her mind a hundred times and though convinced she had decided on the right thing, still to have to kill someone over this, a person who had nothing to do with it, bothered her tremendously.




    ‘This is a moral flaw I am facing and when I go through with it, I have to face the consequences,’ she said to herself. Charming on the outside I am, ‘hard as steel on the inside’, she laughed aloud now and knew she would be elusive until she herself found it necessary to reveal the identity of the assassin and the identity of the Charmster. However, she would only do that if she would be sure of the maximized effect and by her acting now the much needed and irreversible change had begun. Her heart in turmoil because of her decision to go ahead with the assassination, she picked up the phone and dialed a number.




    In Guwahati, the capital of Assam, India things were tense. Again, bombs had gone off and now the Boros, the original inhabitants of the land stretching from south Bhutan though nowadays Assam all the way to the north of Bangladesh, Nepal and West Bengal, were fed up. Once friends of the ULFA, an organization that wanted Assam to be independent, the Boros had turned against them for they did not want to have anything to do an organization, which had been accused of using terror tactics to achieve its goal. And the Boros knew that.




    “This is not the way we should go about the right to self determination,” the Chairman of the National Democratic Front of Boroland, NDFB, said at an emergency meeting held in a camp outside Assam. Actually, it was an NDFB camp out of India, “we will not lower ourselves to terror. This we do not only because we get cheap attention based on fear, but also because we should not be branded as terrorists. This does not make us the true representatives of our people. We fight for them, we must be honest, trustworthy and our means are to be clear,” he emphasized.




    “That means we can discard at least 50% of our friends in arms,” a young officer of the NDFB commented, “is this not going too far?”




    “For our survival we have depended too much and too long on groups and organizations which do not seem to have conscience. To an extent, this may be understandable for like us they face a bleak future, one they share with us. After all, their enemy is the same as ours and we have been fighting for our rights for a very long time now. Some of us get desperate, so desperate that they feel their only way to get attention is through terror. We cannot condone this. It is not right. The Boros are a civilized people and we will not let anyone influence us to become people of no character or culture. Now is that understood?” the Chairman asked sternly. There was a moment of silence before the soldiers murmured a yes. One daring officer hesitated but the Chairman saw it and encouragingly said to him:




    “Speak up man; we can use all the brainpower we can get!”




    “I am very worried Sir,” he began, “and unfortunately I think I am not alone. I realize that our ceasefire with the Government of India is beneficial to our people, but to an extent. We cannot let the Government of India (GOI) gain the upper hand on us and alone we cannot hope to convince the same Government of India militarily. They are destabilizing the Boro communities as we speak. My thoughts are with the other indigenous peoples of the North East for I think it is high time now to talk about unity. Together we are much stronger and since we are essentially all after the same thing; the right to self determination we will stand a better chance of convincing the GOI,” he explained. He had spoken but it was as if he had read the mind of the others present for affirmative murmuring followed.




    “We have been thinking about that a lot,” the Chairman reacted, “and in the past we have tried what you are suggesting. We have made mistakes, mistakes we can prevent given the fact that we are much more knowledgeable now and we can check the credibility of the others too. You concern which you translated into a strong suggestion will be relayed and I can assure you will be taken seriously too.”




    “I am frightened really,” another cadre cut in, a young lieutenant, “considering what our people go through and what they expected from the BLT, the Boro Liberation Movement which closed a deal, an agreement, with the GOI which did not go further than limited autonomy but translated into self governance but within Assam State. And, now their leaders are being pampered by those who rule, overrule and abuse us. The corruption they deal with on a daily basis, has been infused by India to keep these leaders happy personally, but we all know that they are not pushing for any kind of development or worse they do not do enough against land grabbing. I joined the NDFB to counteract just that. That agreement, the Boro Accord, is invalid to me and in practice is more like a sell out than anything else. I like to see our NDFB tackling the people whom I regard as selfish renegades of our people. We cannot really rely on people like that because they have no power and they settled for the agreement, which included the adoption of the Constitution of India. What have they achieved for us? Nothing much at all, so I think we should discard them denounce them and of course we should do what was suggested just now; to seek partnerships with likeminded peoples, peoples who share the same interests and perhaps fate too!” her concluded.




    “There is one more thing,” an older man, an officer too, cut in, “we Boros are unknown, even in India. Go to Delhi, Bombay or Calcutta. Mixing with Indians there invariably means when asked where we are from they do not like the answer for they think we are from Nepal, Bhutan or even Bangladesh. I suggest to you Chairman to form a committee on special affairs. This committee on special affairs deals solely with Public Relations. This committee should to draw up plans devoted to inform the Indian People about us. However, that is not the only thing. The second, perhaps more important issue, is that we have done little to show the Boros are part of the International Community too. But, when we cannot inform the international scene, we are in for a rough ride because we stand alone,” he said and knew he had contributed to the debate, making it more lively.




    “Battling it out against the occupying power alone indeed we need a long breath and even then we will not bring the GOI to its knees. Only grudgingly, it will give in. The GOI is far too haughty to let an, for them, insignificant people have its way. We need international exposure. We need to be well known. We need international support so the Government of India, through other Nations who support the right to self-determination, will be compelled to hand us these rights. So, let us get to work! Let us be creative. Present plans, ideas and more enabling us to go ahead with what we all envisage; a sovereign Boro Nation,” the Chairman summarized and concluded.




    In London Jaime’s mobile phone rang:




    “Hello,” Jaime answered.




    “This is the Charmster talking to you,” she said to Jaime, “I have come to collect the debt I have on you. Do you remember your Charmster?” she asked.




    “Of course,” Jaime said instantly remembering how she had saved him from the very severe predicament. In fact, she had saved his life and he had promised her to do anything in return.




    “Anything?” she had asked.




    “Anything,” he had repeated for he was that grateful. Yes grateful he was but should he have known the Charmster better he would have refrained from pledging this to her. Hearing her voice reminded him of the ‘anything’, but that was not all. Jaime had never met the Charmster in person and the people he actually met, people who acted on her command, had never met her either. Yet, she had been capable of doing quite a few things, though no one, Jaime not excluded, could tell for sure if it was really her pulling strings or someone else. Though he felt indebted now Jaime promised himself to find out who she was. He wanted to trace her identity.




    At face value, Jaime was an Englishman/Spaniard. He was born and bred in Sussex, but his father had a Spanish background and a special liking for the Spanish and so he had this Spanish name. Jaime was a good-looking fellow and with a name like that, to the British women he was a Latin lover. Often the cool and at times reserved women of the United Kingdom called on him, to bring out the beast in them and so he had acquired the unwritten title of the Charmer. To Jaime it was strange that the Charmster herself had taken a nickname which should be really his’.




    In Amsterdam, some people had gotten wind of what has been playing in the North East, conflicts that did not seem to be navigated to a solution. Already the Naga International Support Center had been founded there, a human rights organization which had been born out of curiosity and determination once it was known to the members that the Nagas had been suppressed for decades but had to bide their time in obscurity too. During a meeting, one of their members had suggested that the time was opportune to create something like that set up for the Boros too. In addition, perhaps, when most of the Northeast peoples would come together when they realized they were all in this together and were fighting for the same rights, the right to self-determination to begin with, it would be good to expand into to a Northeast Support Center. For the time being settling at least for the even lesser known Boro People and focusing on their, similar, plight the members discussed the launching of the Boro Support Group, (BSG) and created a database with necessary contacts like civil society representatives. The BSG would also to forge links with the NDFB, the armed resistance group of the Boro People. The group consisted of five people; one was the secretary of NISC who was approached by the Boros to consider the founding of such pressure group. The first time the group met the Boros while on location in Assam, later this was followed up when the Boro People expressed desire to become members of the Unrepresented Nation and Peoples Organization (UNPO) and had come to the Netherlands for the purpose of presenting themselves.




    “Oh, it would so good if the Boro People could get some international attention,” one of their representatives by his nickname Bleep had said.




    “Then let’s get down to business and first identify what we should focus on and how to begin to spread the word on the matter credibly and invitingly,” a Lady member of the proposed Boro Support Group had suggested and so it had begun from there.




    In Delhi things were quiet. All was under control. Little did those at the top know about the planned interventions of the Charmster. Little was known too about the arrival of Jaime either. The plot an assassination for the purpose of making a strong difference, born in the brain of the Charmster, was ready to be hatched. Almost all factors were in place now and the blow she had in mind was now near to its deliverance. This, she knew and smiled to herself, will make some people, some top people, think. I will force them to think and reconsider. I will lead them to that, she grimaced as she left Delhi airport inconspicuously. Dressed to kill but in the feminine way she was used to, she did not look at anyone who undressed her with their eyes. She took a taxi and left for the hotel assigned to her, a five star hotel of course.




    “We are doing great,” the Home Minister in a cabinet meeting summed up what was discussed about the Northeast of India, the chicken neck north of Bangladesh, which looked like an umbilical cord extending from mother India to the seven sisters.




    “So you are certain our divide and rule tactics are working there?” the Prime Minister asked as he looked at each and everyone of his cabinet members. The Defense Minister rapidly responded to his look and said:




    “Well Prime Minister, the Nagas are practically down and out. Now they are admitting they have made mistakes among their own and the long time leader and founder of the NSCN even talked of the sins committed that will do them in. They seem to think that they are fallible and, of course, they are, but we harped on their weaknesses and were successful. I think with the NSCN down most others are not powerful enough to stand up on their own, not against us,” he elaborated. The Finance minister then added:




    “We have been able to commit people to us who have some status in their respective societies Prime Minister. When I listen to our secret agencies, I cannot but conclude that we have most of their leaders in out back pockets. It does not look like they can be credible again, certainly not when we expose them!”




    “So you bought them off,” the Prime Minister asked.




    “I would not phrase it like that,” the Finance Minister smiled, his lips strained, “but in essence you can say that that is what it means, so yes!”




    “In the past we have dealt with similar situations and as far as I know and learned from that past, the Nagas always bounce back!” he dared them.




    “This time I think they will have to completely reorganize themselves,” the Defense Minister continued.




    “We may have the K Group in our back pocket,” the Prime Minister continued, “but that does not mean when the NSCN-IM is out that they will remain on our side faithfully. Am I wrong?” he asked.




    “You could be right indeed, but our intelligence is working among them and so far no ripples ion the waters there,” the Home Minister contributed.




    “You were able to infiltrate the IM?”




    “To an extent yes, because they are getting used to living comfortably and this and this not what most Nagas like; some of their cadres are getting out of control; they want the good life too!”




    “You are saying the IM is getting corrupted?”




    “There are signs, so yes,” the Home Minister smiled.




    “What about the Boros?” the Prime Minister continued.




    “Well, the Boro were once close with the NSCN-IM and other less significant groups, then for a while they switched to the K but I hear they see that as a mistake now and are back with the IM,” the Home Minister said but in a tone which betrayed there was much more to it.




    “They have a foreign Support Group now too right?” the Prime Minister asked further.
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