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Prologue:
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Throughout history, people have enslaved one another. It takes many forms; free labour, sexual abuse, and in the main, simply dominance, for financial gain or pleasure. 

We, as those in the past, feel moral enlightenment lives within our age. Yet, maybe, like others, we choose to hide within those shadows of illusion and self-deception. It is far more comfortable if we do not allow those shadows of convenience to turn into force enlightenment. Those that write history can tell the stories, often bending the truth and then forgetting consciousness.

Uncomfortably, in our times, many will die from hunger and controllable decease’s, let alone those bought and sold within enslavement in its many forms. On the edge of humanity there are those that fail to meet the expected standards, maybe by ignorance or innocents, and just maybe, by full-on evil, so causing the work of the devil to be unveiled.

So yes, there is progression, but where achieved, let it be. That is not the problem, as with many social issues. The problems lay against solutions; life is about solutions, each and every day. Generating a better future where peace, harmony, sustainability and hope exist for all on the bases of equality, set against balance and timing. On a personal level, we all have a part to play, calling out the issues and bringing them to the fore when presented before us.

Kindness is a virtue, yet foolish compassion for misguided or evil has an enormous cost and society, families and individuals will then have to bear the pain and cost.   
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1. A Jungle:
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The jungle was not a pleasant place to find yourself at night, particularly when alone; there were threats and risks. Luckily, the moon was clear in an open night sky and glistened brightly. A little moonshine beamed through the canopy and onto the multitude of broad shiny leaves that in part formed the surrounding dense jungle. The amount of moonlight was not enough to eliminate the caution and fear that lurked within or danced through the heavy misty air and beneath dark shadows. 

This was a time when carnivores and small ugly creatures of the night crept, crawled, sneaked, or even slithered under or over and between that thick vegetation, rocks and fallen trees. One had to move with care, as the track was not that clearly trodden and place one’s feet gently and you must always remain observant of those night creatures. There were also the yellow eyes, which would appear suddenly, floating in the darkness nearby. Those yellow eyes that hid amongst the thickness of leaves and trunks, staring intently out of the blackness and following, as you made your way through their territory and towards home.

It was a blessing that there was no heavy jungle rain. The heavy damp dew was bad enough, for although it would not be ideal to camp out, it was now obvious that he needed sleep. That was rapidly becoming unavoidable. His stomach felt hollow, his legs weak; on his brow now were beads of sweat appearing so exposing his exhaustion. He knew his time to stop was approaching fast. Therefore, he began to look to either side of the vague trail in earnest, for a reasonable spot where he could curl up within his blankets and take that desperately overdue sleep. He needed just enough rest to allow him to complete his journey in safety; to reach his homeland. 

Within his back wrap, he carried two adequate blankets and a lightweight hammock, arrows for the bow and some dried meat strips wrapped in vine leaves. On his waist tie, he hung his leather water container, a knife; a very large and sharp knife, which he could also use for hacking, plus, their also hung a bunch of root crops he had gathered earlier in the day and some sprigs of sweet berries, which together with his dried meat and clean water, would sustain him until he saw the welcoming drifts of smoke from home fires.

He then reached that point of no return, of total and utter exhaustion. 

He knew he must act at that moment or he would find himself unable to assemble even his hammock or indeed defend himself if need be against enemies, of either humankind or beast.

Being well-practised in establishing his jungle bed, he quickly secured both ends, unfolded his sleep blankets and lay each one, a third, over the hammock, climbed wearily into position and pulled the remaining blankets over himself. Wrapped from head to toe, with bow, arrows and spears laying loosely along one side, while on the other side lay his other meagre processions together with his knife, upon which he rested his hand and then, without effort, he disappeared almost instantly, into a deep exhausted sleep.

Mosi awoke with a start, not knowing where he was. It was the sound of the early morning chorus that had awoken him. As his head began to work he pulled away the warmth of the covers over his face to meet a dull morning light within which bright-coloured birds had already occupied the surroundings and were fluttering, announcing their presence with shrieking calls. Their beautiful colouring did not harmonise with the sharp noises they made and which entered deeply into his early morning brain. He pulled the cover back over his head for a moment, awaiting his body to respond a little more to the necessity of rising to meet another new day and making that final push towards his village; his home.

He had travelled across the small kingdom to a distant village set at the far edge of his people’s land. There he delivered a message of goodwill and greetings from his leader to the local headman. It was the habit of his people to send out greetings to all the villages to maintain unity amongst his people and an opportunity to share any news between them. It was important to know of marriages, births and any attacks or threats by neighbouring tribes. Most relevant was to confirm solidarity and loyalty. All that had, as usual, been achieved. 

When Mosi was back in his home village, it would be required that he firstly sat with their leader, Omari, to pass on news and the reconfirmed loyalty. Thereafter, he would spend two days repeating himself to all that lived in his home village. It was not until that task was completed that he could relax back into his everyday routines. Sharing time with his family, walking through the local jungle with his intended, and speaking of their plans and dreams. Then he, like others, would be called on once again, to go visiting across the tribal lands with greetings to the people from his chieftain. 

The ancient Zusan people had lived out their existence on their land for many thousands of years. They could be formidable warriors if called to defend themselves, but times were peaceful and the need for battling and bloodshed seemed to have disappeared. The rains had blessed them and crops and fruit had grown in abundance for several years now. It had not always been that way, as a people they had experienced hardships through droughts, disease and wars with territories’ bordering their own. Peace and good fortune allowed the luxury of expansive thinking and allowed for self-indulgence.

Omari, their current chieftain had reined well through those good years, letting the fortunes of those times spread to all, yet something was bothering him as he look towards the future and the forward wellbeing of his people. They had relinquished for rent a large portion of their land that bordered the Great Sea to the west and rented it to foreigners. The talking had been tough, ultimately, they had come to a bad deal; taken advantage of. The foreigners had cleared the land and planted palms, thousands upon thousands. That was never agreed upon, not even visualised by the Zusan people. Of course, they had protested, but to no avail, on top of which was placed the problem of no payments as agreed. They protested about that also, yet once again to no avail. The Zusan should have acted immediately after they became aware of the deforestation, but they held back whilst trying to renegotiate, that was a mistake. Now Omari was in a quandary. 

The conflict was a bad option. The foreigners had many brothers, they all carried rifles and sidearms and they had a reputation for brutality. In reality, the situation had become impossible to resolve peacefully. Yet, Omari had decided to try once again to settle the matter peacefully, whilst secretly he began to plan his attack on the situation if honest talking failed yet again. 
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2. In Relative Innocence:
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Mosi had run through the early morning at a steady and well-practised pace. He had intended to stop and eat a little later, possibly before he made the big decision about his route. He could either stay within his own people’s territory and run for a further four hours or cut across the awkward corner of land by entering his neighbour’s domain. There lived the Dialo people. They were an aggressive tribe and particularly protective of their lands, which they patrolled continuously. It was always the same difficult decision. On his outward journey, that was exactly what he had done without any problems apart from worry. It mainly depended on the inner feelings at that particular moment, instinct, or of course the sighting of red flashes of material travelling the jungle below where he crouched. When Mosi felt the spirits were blessing him, he would probably take the quicker route regardless. That was, nonetheless, after viewing from a high mound that his journey appeared safe. He really did not wish to come across a patrol of Dialo warriors, or even a lone hunter. Both situations would lead to possible trouble, maybe humiliation and maybe a beating, but his remaining run could be cut in half and the land was more even.

He sat on the top of a hill that overlooked the shortcut and chewed on a meat strip. Constantly scanning the jungle for the flashes of red that indicated that some of the Dialo warriors were in the area he needed to run through.

After contemplation, the decision was made, he would take the chance and use the shorter route. He removed his yellow headscarf as it was far too bright and could bring him trouble. He never liked removing his tribal adornments, it felt that somehow, he was denying his people, his birthright, denying himself even. But he knew it was the correct action. The rest of his attire was sackcloth, dull and easily blended into the jungle. He took in one large breath to steady himself and started to descend in a zigzag movement down the hillside, whilst continuing to take wide sweeping searches over the jungle below. The foliage rapidly thickened as he reached the level ground, he knew the path he should take, hence all he had to do then, was to run, steady and sure-footed. He could not continue the scanning of his surroundings whilst running at speed, only the forward view. His breathing rhythm synchronised with each footstep and on the level ground, he covered the distance quickly. He began to relax as trees and vines flashed by and were then left far behind. He should have stopped and checked for threats and trouble, but the spirits seemed to be guiding and pushing him onward.  For no apparent reason, suddenly caution grabbed him firmly and caused him to stop, and drop to one knee. Now breathing heavily, he looked around as fear had now entered his whole being. The jungle was still, very still and very silent, which increased his worrying. He gulped down a mouthful of water, then gently broke away some branches and pushed them down both the front and back of his sacking vest. Then he ventured to stand a little taller, looking and searching for that dreaded flash of red cloth. He stood fully repeating his search. He decided he was alone and began cautiously to move forward once again, only now his heart was beating fast with apprehension, his earlier confidence shattered by his inner feelings. 

He could reach his homeland in half an hour if running at a good speed. He threw fate to the wind as he ran now, whilst he only looked forward. He could hear his footfalls, hear his breathing and feel his heart pumping hard as he flew past bush, vine and bough. The spirits came to him once again, telling him now to stop and check for his enemies and he responded to the inner calls. Dropping quickly once again to one knee, he noted his whole body was shaking. Once again all seemed well, he rose and began to run, somehow, he felt a threat emulating and growing from the jungle that he fled through. He was but moments from his own land and then, there they were in front of him; rising and standing from behind foliage. Smirking and threatening faces stood before him. Their red drapes almost seemed to glow as did their dark skins, their long spears appeared to quiver as each held one by his side. They started intermittent howling, threatening howls. Mosi stopped dead in his track, but instead of fear, strangely he felt calmness flowing over himself. He suddenly knew that he was a warrior, a warrior of the ancient Zusan people. He would fight if need be and die if that was his fate but he would not feel fear, which he dismissed. That was not part of a Zusan warrior’s character or culture; in that he had pride, he would not shame his people.

The howling continued. Then the leader of the Dialo warriors raised a hand. Instantly there was silence. “Why does a Zusan warrior enter the land of the Dialo people? Are you our enemy? Will you attack our people and eat our children, rape our women and then drive away our beasts?” Mosi looked around at the group of five warriors as they stood stock still and tall and who had now restarted a low howling once again, deciding rapidly how to respond. “Brother, I am a humble friend of the Dialo people, for whom I have respect for their fierce and famous bravery. I have travelled far on a mission for our great chieftain, Omari, and I am in need to see my homeland village. I take nothing from your land and only give respect and honour to your fame.” The Dialo warriors halted their howling and looked to one another, whilst Mosi remained tall and proud awaiting his fate. The Dialo leader went to speak as another of his men turned and pointed with his spear to the far distance. 

There could be seen in the distance a long line of ominous black-clothed people marching through the jungle. The Dialos beckoned to Mosi to join them and all looked with suspicion and horror upon the strange happenings below where they stood. Nobody knew of those people. They seemed to move with evil intent, for they carried rifles. They could see clearly enough that they were all clad in black trousers, black tops and head scarves. The Dialo leader spoke to Mosi, “You must run to your village Zusan warrior and tell Omari, to warn him and your people.” Turning to one of his warriors, telling him to run to their Chieftain. “We must follow these evil-looking foreigners. Remove your wraps, we must be invisible,” he ordered, then turned once again to Mosi, “Run with care warrior. We will meet again. Those people of blackness are trouble I fear, to both of our kingdoms. We will follow them but not stay within your land longer than we need. I feel we may be brothers in dealing with this trouble and my heart is aching in fear.”

Across the border in Mosi’s homeland, Omari, Mosi’s chieftain, sat outside the central council building contentedly smoking a long Acacia wooden pipe. The day had started quietly as every day did, the sky was wide and blue and his land at peace. Then a little later that morning, sitting with some of his tribal brothers discussing the quality of his ancient and favourite pipe. It was an important subject as many others admired the chiefs’ glorious pipe. It was a very ancient pipe that had been passed down to Omari from father to son, as were the hereditary habits of his culture and he was the custodian of that culture. A position of great importance, affording him a large measure of pride. The story of his famous pipe had been told many a time, but it never failed to be of interest. 

Around the village, small children run hither and nether, in swarms of mixed ages chasing some misfortunate individual, laughing, shouting and generally having good-hearted fun. Women gathered in groups outside their homes pounding the maze for flatbread. Talking endlessly or singing in rhythm to their pounding. Later they would probably visit their local jungle in small groups collecting wood or hunting for cassava roots, nuts and fruits. The jungle was generous to them and life these days was good. 

Mosi ran like the wind, brushing through the greenery breaking the branches, and ignoring the pain in his arms and feet. He was not truly sure why, but there was a feeling of threat chasing him. He had escaped the normal beating he would off received from his tribal enemies. That he was thankful for, and then somehow, fear and threat unknown had bonded Mosi with the old foe. As he flew along familiar tracks he felt unsure of how to explain to Omari what he and the Dialo warriors had seen. In reality, he was not sure what he had seen, or what it would lead to.

His feet pounded the jungle floor without a pause and he breathed heavily while his head whirled in loops of that threat and fear. As he entered that land of known sights, his homeland, he tried again and again to create the words to say to his chief. Before that was decided, he found himself running into the outer edges of the great village where he had been born, where his family and friends lived, it was the centre of his life, the centre of the small kingdom to which he belonged and he was prepared to die in protecting it as were all his brothers.

As Mosi entered the central area, he immediately saw Omari where he would always be found. Gulping back his nervousness and walking straight toward Omari, he dropped to one knee in respect.  Omari raised a hand indicating for him to slow down. “Take your time Mosi, what is it that troubles you so? Is there bad news from afar?” “No Omari, not from a-far. I have seen many men heading in our direction. Men in black. Men that appear ready to cause trouble for our people. We must hide in the jungle and prepare to face whatever trouble they may bring. Our womenfolk and our little ones should go to the caves.” Mosi took his breath. Omari and his brothers exchanged glances of confusion and concern. “Are you sure of this Mosi?” “I am sure Omari. I and some Dialo warriors watched them together. The Dialos have gone invisible to follow these men in black. I think trouble could be here within the hour Omari.”

Omari drew one last puff on his pipe, stood slowly and addressed the brothers gathered before him. “You four go and spread the word to our warriors, they should rapidly prepare to defend and attack. They are to gather here.” Pointing to three young warriors he gave them his orders. “You three must run and fetch our tribal brothers from nearby villages. They should travel here immediately and silently, ready for war. Warn the women to prepare to go to the jungle and caves. Go now.” Omari calmly continued issuing his instructions. When he appeared to of finished, he turned to Mosi. “Mosi, you bring us bad news but thank you young brother for your effort. Could you find a brother to join you and go forward towards this evil? No, take two brothers Mosi, young and fine runners. We must be able to discover who they are, what they want here in our land.” Omari now took his breath, then raising both hands spoke with speed. “Now go my brothers with all haste.” Omari walked away to collect together his women and his children with his pipe tucked under his arm.

The small band of Dialo warriors crept silently along tracks leading towards where they knew the long column of the threatening men in black would be. Their naked bodies were perfectly hidden amongst the foliage that formed the jungle and was their home. They moved in a line until they began to approach the men in black uniforms, there they spread blending within the trees and vines creeping stealthily closer and closer. Kakwa raised his hand and they all stilled themselves. It was impossible to gain much information. The strange people certainly all carried rifles, and knives hanging on some of their belts. They wore heavy boots which filled the air with the sound of their marching. The black head scarfs gave them a fearsome look. 

As they began to reach the Zusan village they were halted as orders were given. The Dialo men watched them spread around the outlying huts, then creeping forward with the obvious endeavour, intent on surprise and attack. In one horrid moment, they all charged in amongst the huts, shouting and screaming obscenities, dragging out any that had not taken to the trees. Young women screamed, fearing rape, and old men and women unable to resist discovered pain as the men of blackness hacked at them ruthlessly, for they were of no value. Very young children were grabbed by arm or leg and tossed to the side whilst any older children were forced to sit amongst the women. There, they were tied with long coils of rope looping around their necks, holding one to the other. 

The Dialo now realised what these violent dark strangers were after and knew they could do nothing at this time to save or help their old adversaries. With pain surging through their minds, they backed silently away leaving the sounds and sights of violence and bloodshed behind them. Once well clear they gathered to discuss a plan of action, each one stunned by the sights they had seen. 

They knew they must reach their brethren who should by now be journeying towards them, they also needed to locate the mass of Zusan people, those who had run to escape, to hide amongst the trees and in the secret caves on the Zusan lands. They split into different directions to fore fill their missions. The birds and beasts of the jungle were silent, even butterflies hid under leaves while small creatures appeared to of crawled beneath stones or logs. Every leaf sang a song of sorrow and the once-blue sky had been dulled by dark menacing clouds. Now the fall of each Dialo warrior’s foot sounded heavy as they ran each to conjure support that they must find if both their people and their neighbours’ lives were to be saved from the dread of the slavers.  

As the Dialo, Mosi had now seen the purpose of these vial people. He had never seen such scenes, OOO, he had heard the stories many times around the campfires, stories that had chilled his bones and his young heart at the time and left him screaming throughout the night with horrid and scary dreams. 

‘Screaming and hollering, the strangers tore around his sleeping village holding flaming torches with which they burnt down people’s homes, thrusting flame into their faces, burning hair and melting skin and features horribly, into ugly screaming visions, dragging his family and friends into the open, killing and slashing at people for no reason; kicking and stamping on the half-dead relentlessly. Braking limbs and smashing faces. Continuingly shouting, screaming; shouting and screaming. He being dragged by his arm from his sleeping and his mother; he falling to the ground and still being dragged backwards across the dirt, then thrown onto a great pile of other writhing children, ugly and distraught beings; all crying, sobbing and screaming; wriggling to find freedom, to find their feet, their parents. The whole dream swirling, fading out and fading back in. Darkness and horror that wouldn’t end, that would start again and again, repeating the horror. Each time a little more confused, more frightening, threatening, full of darkness and pain which he could not understand.’

Now grown, he was a warrior with hate filling his soul. He crouched low as he watched his people gathered like beasts, tethered and beaten into submission. For one moment he covered his face to hide the scene from his eyes; the blood of an old man or woman staining his every thought, the scream of the innocent children being tossed and then hacked ferociously.  The young women trying to hide their bodies as their robes were ripped away. The foul laughter of the slavers enjoying the evil work. In a flash, his childhood dream returned and he felt a sickness in his stomach.

Mosi looked at his comrades, all dumbstruck by what was before them and each probably remembering similar childhood nightmares, which here and now must be dispatched back to their childhoods, as this was not a dream or a nightmare, it was horrendously real. ‘If we answer the call which we feel in our hearts, we will die for sure, die bravely and happy maybe, but foolishly. We must wait until our warriors are here, then we may be able to turn this battle in our favour. Mosi looked at his two brothers, Idir nodded his agreement but Ekon shook his head, “I cannot do this Mosi. You are right, but I cannot.” With that said, he jumped up and stood tall raising his machete high, then screaming the war cry of the Zusan people he charged towards the slavers hacking to left and right. He managed to fell at least three of his foes before knives were thrust into his young body, he staggered and stumbled and then slowly fell to the ground whereupon he was clubbed repeatedly with rifle butts and then received a vicious stamp to his head, after which, he appeared to lay still. 

Mosi and Idir remained hidden and then crept away from the horrid scene. As they did so, each wept a tear of sorrow and guilt, their hearts beating heavily, they only knew that their saving lay in gathering enough warriors and then slaughtering these horrid bastards that tore the very hearts from their people, leaving them dismembered, dead or as hollow shells. He knew their time would come; he knew it must be his life’s work to revenge on his people. He knew that such animals had no place in the world he knew. At that moment he also knew that he had learnt something of importance. The hate he felt must be calmed and that revenge he hungered for in his heart must have purpose and justice, for he never wanted to be the same as those beasts.

As Mosi and Idir crept away quietly through the jungle with the cries and screams slowly fading within the thickness of jungle foliage, neither knew exactly where they were going. Their heads and hearts were full of the most extreme pain. Neither knew if their loved ones had survived. 

Mosi stopped suddenly. “Idir, it’s so hard to go further, to go away from our loved ones when they are in the most horrid of troubles; being slaughtered, slashed and our homes burnt. Maybe Ekon was right in his actions. Were we cowards or simply scared, was it the correct action we took? Should we go back to find our loved ones? To fight for our people. Idir, I suddenly do not know what to do, I feel lost.” He crouched holding his head in his hands, tears running freely down his dark face and even through his fingers as despair and pain wafted through him. Idir placed his hand on Mosi’s shoulder. “Mosi my brother, this is not the time for us to cry. You were right, we could have done nothing, we like our brave brother Ekon would now be dead, and that would serve nothing apart from wasted guilt. As hard as this moment is, we must find our warriors as quickly as possible and then return to our village and save whom we can, salute our dead and with our gods running beside us, together with the Dialo warriors we will slaughter those vile creatures.” “You are correct Idir, I am sorry for my weakness. You and I should part here, you can run to Karda and I to Moonta. If we can gather further of our warriors we will be well prepared to kill these beasts. We will gather together all our brothers and send onwards some further runners, to gather even more warriors from our kingdom as indeed Omari had already ordered.” “Yes brother, it is down to us now. If we fail, our souls will burn forever in the dirt and grime of no man’s land.” They embraced, then stood tall and nodded to each other, before running off in different directions.

Both had a long journey before them, a journey way past local villages and neither had many reserves of water or food, yet both knew they must be like the wind flowing through the jungle greenery. Their feet hurt and their heads and hearts worried at each stride they took, but they ran onwards into the growing darkness. The images they had seen, had drained their energy, their bodies and emotions, both felt empty; a sick feeling lay in their stomachs, yet determination and responsibility drove them forward on their mission.

Back home in the loved village of his birth, Kantoo; many of his people had been selected and duly looped together in long lines of sorrowful souls. Those of no immediate value to the men of darkness had been dispatched. The forest lands closest to Kantoo had been searched.  Omari, their once great chieftain had bravely stood his ground before those beasts of darkness. He stood before them as they charged at him and raised an arm with his palm outward, indicating stop. It was to no avail as he must have known and yet, a brave action. His position and dignity were dismissed swiftly by the swing of a machete, his head tipping slowly to one side before falling with an ugly thud to the ground and rolling back and forth in the dirt, his body crumbling and folding downwards; like a puppet with cut strings, blood had run down over his remaining body, an ugly vision and no longer looking like a human being and yet still his ancient pipe stayed firmly under his arm as his body folded and crashed into the dirt.  

A small band of Dialo warriors had gathered on the edge of the tribal border. Kukwa met with them but as yet he had no real plan. He told them what he had seen and what he knew the Zusan warriors were doing as regards the gathering of many of their tribesmen. The horror and shock were obvious on every face.  “We must wait for those warriors before we can attack these men in black. What we can do is discover exactly what these evil people are doing; where are they taking our brothers? We will split into three groups. One group will go towards the great sea to discover if they have boats and more men. The second group will stay here to observe and look for signs of the Zusan warriors, this will be the place we shall meet. They must also be ready to send runners so we can regather or send warnings. Lastly, the third group will go invisible and move with stealth to the Zusan big village and watch, then report back here. If it is possible, you will help the Zusan people but not if the men in black can see you and shoot their rifles or capture any of us Dialo people. Now go in silence and invisible, like the breeze through the jungle leaves, go with speed brothers.” As the two groups left they each formed into single lines, as was their way. Their faces and chests were patterned with white chalk markings, markings that showed their intent, warlike intent. Their hearts were already full of anger and they wanted nothing less than the blood of those evil men in black.

In the Zusan village of Kantoo, there were no longer the screams of horror, they had been silenced by death and brutality, and now there was only sobbing. The bodies of the slaughtered children and old folk had been dragged and thrown amongst the ashes of burnt huts. The women and young men of value sat bound tightly with heads hanging downwards, many with wounds or simply looking totally dazed by the horror that had befallen them. Each linked to each. Around them stood guards with stout sticks. Occasionally, some poor soul would be beaten, for no reason apart from a warning to the others. They would shriek and cry out with the pain, their brothers unable to help in any way, their heads remaining hung downwards, their only response being jerking, sobbing or tears as the blows rain down upon their sister or brother. 

Their work finished, and groups of these men of evil sat together, drinking and smoking. Laughing and chatting, awaiting the order to lead away their captives.

As the small band of Dialo warriors approach the edge of the Zusan kingdom, they saw before them the great sea. Hiding at the edge of the jungle they peered towards a small gathering sitting and laying on the sandy beach. There bobbing on the edge of the sea were four large boats, obviously for the purpose of transporting both themselves and their captives to the large vessel that sat on the sea some hundred metres offshore.

Omar Al Jabal was becoming impatient; while his comrades lounged around chatting on the beach below the jungle, he was beginning to worry; hence he strutted relentlessly up and down the beach. The small collection army seemed to be taking too long to return, his mobile would not be working and that all felt to him like probable trouble. He knew the procedure well; attack with speed and create fear; so much fear and horror, that opposition stopped almost immediately and gave himself total control. These simple creatures only knew fear or kindness, and certainly, kindness was not required or desired. Hence fear! Scare the miserable fuckers out of their black skins, fuck a few young women, kill everybody that was of no value, simple; job done; sail away to the market, sell them to the highest bidder and collect some money. That was the job to be done. It had been so for Omar since he was a lad. He had watched them being trained; yes, it was harsh at the being, but soon enough they learnt to obey and be useful to whoever had bought them, and that gave them purpose; the purpose was good for them. 

From Kantoo, the long line of captives together with the black ones had started their march towards their boats waiting patiently at the shore. It would be a sad sight for most of the world. The line of beaten and bruised men, women and children, all tied together by well-practised knots looked exhausted and defeated. Heads hanging downwards, some stripped naked. To either side of the line, men with those rifles and beating sticks guarded the treasure. The merchandise would make each of them rich enough to enjoy some easy days until they were called once again to undertake their evil work.

The Dialo watched the unfolding scene below where they hid at the edge of their jungle cover. Two Dialo warriors had been sent back to see if they could discover further information, to see what if anything was happening. 

They viewed the long sad column of the Zusan people and knew desperately that they needed the support of both Dialo and Zusan warriors if they were to save these people. Cheko ran back towards Kantoo, he needed to find some warriors, and his brother ran into Dialo lands with the same desire. Warriors would be en route, they knew that. Good fortune took both of them in the right direction, and then at last they found them and explained the desperate situation. 

Angry warriors from two small kingdoms ran towards the great sea. All held spears, bows and poison arrows; a small number even held rifles. Upon their bodies and faces, they wore traditional markings of intent, the intent was war and death to the evil ones in black. Against tradition, both groups of warriors ran in silence, they found it difficult to maintain, yet the long lines that travelled those jungle tracks knew that time was not on their side. Hence, they ran at speed; that speed was driven by anger and hate, mixed with heartache and worry.

They arrived too late.

As one group after the other reach the golden sand, soft sands, that stood at the edge of a great endless turquoise and steel blue sea. All they could do was watch in horror and sadness as the landing craft sped towards their destination, the mother ship. Now they howled and hooted, shaking the spears. The feelings of hate, anger and frustration could be felt and seen, some dropped to their knees full of those feelings together with eternal sorrow. Slowing their visible emotions reduced as total hopelessness spread over the sand where they stood. Looking towards each other, for solutions and guidance that did not exist. 

Mosi was driven to speak by the hopelessness he felt. He raised his arms high to gather attention and somehow in the confusion they felt on mass that there was some leadership and drifted towards Mosi and formed a semicircle around him. Mosi had never taken such a lead, never spoken aloud to a gathering but at that moment, he found the strength he needed. “Brothers we are at a loss. We the Zusan people have lost today our children, brothers, mothers and wise men. Our neighbours have proved worthy of our respect, and we must honour them and also bury our loved ones, then we will follow the journey of those evil ones, hunt them down and slaughter them, we owe that to those who have died, their blood will not dry wasted. While we stand here at the edge of the great sea, I suggest we travel a little further north and destroy the palms belonging to those that have cheated us with their words and actions, that is what Omar our once great chieftain wanted to do.” His words resonated with all around him, giving their hate some purpose and direction. 

The Dialo leader stepped forward. “We are your ancient foe and also your neighbour, we are here to support our Zusan brothers against these evil people who in the past destroyed also our people and lands. We will join you in your quest for revenge where ever that journey leads.”

Hooting and hollowing returned to the gathering on the beach, but now it was suddenly a joyous celebration. Maybe celebration is not the right word, it could well be an act of wilful and delightful revenge, which when carried out could be mistakenly seen, as in celebration of revenge.

Regardless, they ran north along the beach until they reach the Palm Oil Plantation, then with enthusiasm, they chopped, burnt and broke down every single sapling.  Once their task was complete, Mosi spoke once again. His heart and face had now returned to serious. “I am afraid this just action will cause much trouble for our people, but they will know that neither the Dialo nor the Zusan people will not allow others to cheat or harm them, and soon the men-in-black will know that our revenge is worse even than their evil actions and the death of our beloved people cannot be ignored or forgotten; their families will burn in hell and their houses will fall, they will fall upon their children and their mothers. This I swear in the name of Omari and I for one will never rest until our revenge is taken by their blood and the flames that consume all that is precious to them.”
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3. The Virus is wide Spread:
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Just north of the old port of Mombasa, where for over five hundred years, people’s bodies and souls have been sold, beaten and smashed into the blood-stained dirt by those of little conscious or who lived within a morally void, two large Zusan canoes glided quietly inland. They travelled through the old and derelict Portuguese harbour, past high walls and along channels hardly ever used these days. The warriors within were all clad in dark wraps; it was twilight, and nobody would have seen or taken notice of their unhurried journey. Earlier, they had spoken to men working hard on the forgotten docksides to gain information about where the filthy slaves would have been taken. The casual answers had led them onwards. Now in the darkness, they tied their canoes to the dockside wall and climbed up onto the ancient harbour walkways. Two warriors remained to guard the canoes while the others then edged along darkened walls as they slid passed empty warehouses built of great blocks of stone. The whole area felt like the spirits of Arabs and Portuguese of old were still there, lurking and plying their trades of old.

Mosi felt unsure exactly what he was going to do once they had located the holding pens, where he then knew his brothers and sisters were held. They slid past rough posters attached to the walls advertising the sale of fit young working people ideal as workers or pleasure. Each one they removed, Mosi taking one down to keep. 

Then they saw what they had been searching for, it was some way behind the still canals that ran through the old port. A large building, once possibly of great prestige, standing within a crumbling square in the centre of which was a silent fountain. Strangely a small number of gas lights still glimmered around the square in a ghostly way. At the entrance to the building stood two guards, two men dressed in black attire, they both wore a large sword hanging to their sides and also held machine guns. The atmosphere was threatening, full of foreboding, yet the guards appeared relaxed as they stood smoking and chatting. 

Mosi sent warriors to circle the building looking for further entrances or guards. He knew he must be sure of whatever action he decided on as there might only be one chance. 

Many miles away, in a different country and culture, there were people of a similar inclination. For all the efforts made, their evil trade continued to be plied. 
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4. In Another Time and Place:
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“Look, my dear girl, this is a good opportunity. You will have a good home and employment. Probably be able to study and advance yourself, maybe even find an English husband. What more could a young woman in your situation ask for?” “Yes, I understand.  Thank you so much. So, some of these matters are guaranteed; are they? Is there much paperwork to complete, are there visas or costs that I must consider?” “No no no, we will deal with all these matters for you and at no cost. If you wish to go ahead, you will need to let me know, come and see me again to sign the simple contract and pass to us your passport; then it is just about confirming your leaving date. It is very simple.” “It does sound very easy. Please, I must speak to my parents and I will call you.” 

Silva stood and brushed down her skirt, picked up her bag and then reach across the desk to shake hands. “Thank you so much for your help, good day Mrs Dulca.” “Ok-ok. Please send in the next young woman, good day”. 

The interviewing continued all day and the next, although in a different office, in a different part of town.

Most of the young women came from religious suburbs or rural locations. Ambition and hope lurked within each one of them. Money, travel, secure homes and any kind of work, it was a wonderful opportunity when one had none of those things in your life. Added to the obvious wonders, was the vague possibility of marrying an exotic foreigner, which was the cherry on top of the cake; almost unbelievable. They were mainly decent young women from solid families, often seriously religious with solid family virtues. 

Silva was excited as she sat in front of her mother and father explaining. 

“Silva, is there any literature we can look at? It worries us you will be so far away from home, are you sure about these people you spoke to, that the job is available and how much do they pay you and when; weekly or each month. There seem to be many questions you should have asked.” “Yes, that is correct. I will ask these questions tomorrow when I call Mrs Dulca.” Silva was not worried, she felt confident it was the opportunity she had been waiting for; she could only see rainbows and happy endings, and indeed why not? One simply has to grab an opportunity when it came your way; ‘good fortune favoured the brave’.

She slept well, a head full of wonderful visions. She walked into a park with sunshine falling over the grass and flower beds. Friendly faces spoke to her; ‘good morning’, she understood that phrase. In her dream she walked back to a beautiful house with large bay windows; like she had seen in English films, and then into her spacious room; nicely decorated and with a view over an extensive mature garden. She woke to feel refreshed and looking forward to accepting the exciting offer of a new life.

“Good morning, can I speak to Mrs Dulca please?” “Yes, who are you, what is your name?” 

When after a long wait she spoke to Mrs Dulca and explained that she was excited but needed to ask just a few more questions to make her parents happy about her decision. The response was not to her liking. 

“Silva, I am a busy busy woman. There are many many young ladies waiting to take your place, excited by the opportunities before them. I obviously made a mistake in my judgement of you, not to worry Silva, good afternoon.” Silva was shocked almost to the point of tears. “No no Mrs Dulca, I want this work, honestly, it is just that my parents.” Dulca broke into Silva’s sentence. “I really do not have time for all this quibbling and questions; it is a shame.” Looking over towards the door and her assistant, and clearly turned away from Silva’s call. “Call in the next girl.” Silva was horrified. The golden opportunity was slipping away from her and the attitude had seriously confused her. She broke into uncontrollable sobbing. “Please please Mrs Dulca, I am most sorry. I want this work, this wonderful job. Please please, let me come to see you at your office and sign the contract.” Dulca paused and said nothing for a horrid and hanging moment. “So, now you want this work, do you? Ok, a coach is leaving from here tonight, are you going or not; if you decide to come tonight, bring your passport with you, girl?” Silva rushed around determined she would go and sign the contract. Without saying a word to her parents, she grabbed her coat and left to catch the only bus into town. Trying hard to be calm she pushed open the office door only to be confronted by a rushing Dulca. “Arr! You decided to come then; good. Have you bought your passport girl?” “Yes yes, I have my passport, but I do not have any clothes, I have nothing with me.” “Luggage does not matter girl. Last chance, you going or not going?” Dulca stood there with hands on her hips, waiting for the answer she knew would come. “Yes yes, thank you, I go, I go.”  “Boris, take this girl through to the waiting area. Give me your passport now girl.” Dulca snatched it from her and looked inside to check it. “Arr, yes Silva. Go with Boris to the waiting area girl.”

A similar process continued all day and night, confused, and now slightly frightened young women were coerced and hassled into the waiting area. There was little lighting and even less air circulating; some twenty-five to thirty young women and girls sat in the shadows, and nobody seemed to speak. Some had suitcases, others held nothing apart from their handbags. Strangely, some cried or sobbed quietly, and others just sat there looking a little stunned, certainly, they all looked confused. So desperate were the majority; so unworldly, so unexpecting and so very, very hopeful and full of dreams.

Mrs Dulca knew exactly how to encourage the correct responses. It was a finely balanced game of ‘carrot and stick’, in reality with a large amount of more stick. To her, it was simply how the world was; it was all that she personally had ever known. If she didn’t do this tough work then somebody else would, and that would always be so if there were customers willing to pay. As everybody knew, it was one of the oldest and largest businesses on the face of the earth.

As effective as she was at her disgusting work, she was a very small part of an enormous network of businessmen, women and yes, politicians, gathering and collecting young women who would be dispatched around Europe and beyond to join the entertainment and service industry. If they were very lucky, then maybe they would be given an honest domestic position, all be, their lives would be difficult and indeed stolen. Others would have to learn to dance, at least sway sexually, others learn to lay on their backs and suck cock for twelve hours a day, and eventually do so with a smile; once the bruises had healed and faded. Some would fight for their dignity and sanity; but only for a while, fighting was tough against such a well-oiled and drug-driven enterprise. Slowly but surely, dreams and hopes of rescue and salvation would be crushed, brutally, and the future within that service and entertainment world became their only reality, within which, the shadows of shame would be your cover.  The censored and rare letters to family and loved ones portrayed only the established illusion that reality had no part of.
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Young Jose Miguel Pardo struggled to pull up another rusty bucket full of the efforts of the two men deep below him, who worked in almost complete darkness. The contents of the haul would be sorted for any valuable ore. Jose Miguel look down into the deep hole; a mine, which had taken nearly two months to dig by hand. The tools used were basic and old. All Jose could see down the gaping hole was a glimmer amongst the blackness. He lowered the bucket down once again, that was his job, his hands glad of passing the bucket downwards for the heavy pull that was needed to pull it up from below was tough work and his young and over-abused hands, shoulders and back hurt with the strain each and every day, let alone the painful blisters and cuts.  He reached over and picked up a dirty bottle of dark muddy water and gulped down a mouthful.

Work experience here in the scattered mines over this near-desert landscape was very different to the luxury of living in Europe or America. He had seen magazine photographs and heard the tails of that different world, but in truth, he just could not understand, believe or visualise such a place, regardless of the folks around him who said they had been there and seen it for themselves.

Jose was ten years old. His family had placed him with this small mining team three years ago. The meagre amount he earnt went to his family, he never saw the fruits of his labour. After the long twelve-hour day was finished, he would be given his meal, normally either a kind of porridge or a stew. Just occasionally, there would be meat in the stew and maybe a lump of flat bread which he used to soak up every drop left in his bowl. His bed was a thin mattress laid on the floor; regardless, at the end of the long days he worked it was for Jose, simply heaven to be able to lay down and dream of the better times to come. The time when they struck a rich vein, then, as he was occasionally told they could all become rich. So rich, that great wads of money would hang out of his pockets as they strutted the streets. He could just about imagine himself in that Western-style clothing and walking those streets of London, New York or Paris; he had heard of those places and seen pictures of all the many enormous buildings. There he would walk tall into great shops full of goods and food of every type and simply buy whatever he
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