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Pre-Prologue:

Secret Warrior is a fictionalised story about activism, its frustrations, and the passion that drives it.  'When those who can change matters for the better, don't. '   At that point, what does anybody with passion and commitment do? They fight with any weapon available to them. True passion can be a gift or a curse; that depends on the ultimate outcome. Man-made laws can become ignored. You may be seen as a terrorist, or indeed a future president. Fate will lead your journey. Power lies with the powerful, and admiration can quickly be guided into hate. 'Hail the brave-hearted' with goodness in their souls.

The Yanomami people are just one of the better-known of the numerous tribes still living throughout the enormous Amazon Forest, and they speak nine languages and endless dialects. The forest supports 35 to 45 million people, depending on how you calculate it.   Some tribes still opt not to associate with Western culture in any form. Their cultures and traditions extend back into countless generations.   Ever since the days of the Portuguese, both the indigenous people and the forest have been abused by plundering adventurers, entrepreneurs, missionaries and governments. Over time, Western diseases and desires have devastated whole communities. Many other social problems are caused, and even today, young native women are widely forced into prostitution.     Regardless of the law, legally owned land is stolen by miners, loggers and ranchers, which has a devastating effect on families and whole communities, whilst destroying one of the world's most important assets. That situation persists and has become even more aggressive than it was around 2015, and that is with commitments to resolve the illegal activities by 2030.     The Yanomami people, with other tribes, have fought strongly and protested for their legal rights to be upheld. They have engaged in national and international protest tours. Indeed, governments and international bodies such as the United Nations, WWF, Survival and many others have supported them with strong statements and laws, yet that abuse continues.     The Amazon forest and its cultures are dwindling each day, as are the other tropical forests and indigenous peoples worldwide.  The facts are easily found on the internet. The story that follows, concentrates on the activities of a protest movement, its birth, progression, actions and human frustrations, in their attempt to seek justice.   Of course, names and locations have been altered to preserve their secrecy, but their story is real, as is their passion, which I hope enters into your soul; all be it may well generate some heart-wrenching questions to consider. I hope you enjoy their dramatic journey, a story which reflects many aspects of human confusion and aspirations. 
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SECRET WARRIOR.  By John Brooks.

Prologue:

I met Jacey for the second time at the World Conference on Deforestation in March 2022. She had been sponsored by various groups that had become aware of her activities and devotion to the cause of stopping deforestation and seeking justice for Indigenous people everywhere, via the organisation she headed by the name of Action-Amazon.

An intelligent young woman with obvious passion in her heart and a bouncy-bubbly personality. We enjoyed endless meetings in which she spoke in clear English. After rapidly developing an amazing relationship, she shared with me her life growing up in the jungle, as well as her current activities. 

Initially, she was cautious, and that was correct, but as our relationship grew, she went into deeper matters about the hidden agenda she ultimately desired to follow. It was dark and illegal, and somehow did not fit the personality sitting before me.     She was, without doubt, an intelligent and intriguing person.

What was particularly wonderful about Jacey was that she was also interested in hearing about me and my journalistic work. That information frightened her slightly. "John, I have said too much already to you. I am not yet really sure why, but I feel we have a bond of some sort; an immediate honesty seems to exist between us. Could that feeling be correct?"   I felt it too, and said so to Jacey.    That conversation with her was nice and a little unusual compared to most folks one interviewed, who are full of word games, lies and self-opinion.     We quickly seemed to laugh at the same silly comments, and although we discussed the issues arising at the conference, she didn't push a particular overall agenda until asked, and then she had a world of knowledge inside her head and a talent in expressing it.

Eventually, a true friendship developed, and we agreed to meet up in Manaus, Northern Amazon, Brazil, where she had attended university and which was the nearest large city to her homeland village deep in the Amazon Forest. 

I eventually stayed as a privileged guest there for nearly six months.

The story of her growing up in a Yanomami village in the northern Amazon Jungle, where the tribe still retains most of its unique traditions, was inspiring, amazing and heartwarming. An experience never to be forgotten. 

Being the first member of her village to attend university had set Jacey apart from other students, and at times, those in her tribe.   That drove her to use her skills and education in an attempt to preserve the wonders of the Amazon Forest for her people and, indeed, the world.   Further to those enormous aims, she has the mission to save the traditions and rights of the six per cent of the world's population of indigenous people who have suffered horrendously over the past centuries.   It was an enormous ambition for any individual, let alone a small native woman who had been brought up in the Amazon. Nevertheless, I could see that she was capable, intelligent and full of charisma, and for her, anything and everything seemed possible.

I proposed to her the writing of her story, about activism and the Action-Amazon movement, which she accepted on the condition that she and any comrades would remain anonymous; hence, names have been replaced in line with her tribes traditions of rarely using first names and referring to all, literally, in relative terms of brother, father or mother.   But as said, Jacey is a very real and amazing individual who has done more than her fair share in leading the world toward a better and more respectful place, particularly as the oncoming difficulties of global warming begin to confront every nation and ocean on the planet. 

Her own story of growing up in the Amazon deserves a great deal more detail and a more romantic approach; it would be different to the story told here, which outlines her intense journey as an activist, for right or wrong.

- 
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JACEY ACTED AS A STRICT editor of the story that she wanted told.   That tells you a great deal about her. Hopefully, there will be that other story, simply about Jacey, the bright Yanomami child growing up in the amazing Amazon, and then confronting her principles, her traditions, and the whole world.
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Chapter One.  It starts.


[image: ]


When a small female child, named Jacey, thought of her homeland, she assumed it to be peaceful, evergreen, and never-ending.   It was, as it should be for any child, familiar, trusted faces and safe places to play, all wrapping around the innocents, cuddly and cosy.   She had never travelled to the far reaches of the jungle; she had no need.   In fact, she had never realised that there was an end or edge to her world. Why would she? 

There were traditional places amongst the endless greenery where she could dive into crystal clear pools fed by small rivers and streams which constantly ran, filled mainly by the seasonal rains, and where they knew they were safe. There, boys and girls swung naked on tough vines, attached conveniently, and would then leap at the apt moment of the swing into the centre of that cooling pool of water, splashing each other, laughing, giggling, and having childhood fun, without a single care or worry.   It was Hollywood at its best, with no pretence or acting, just natural!

- 
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THERE WERE RISKS IN their jungle homeland. There were bugs, snakes, and larger creatures like spider monkeys, pink river dolphins, and black caymans to be seen and some to be aware of. Annoying mosquitoes and other flying insects, but none truly interrupted their childhood play.

-
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THE PEOPLE OF HER TRIBE had once been fierce warriors, particularly when faced with intruders, native or foreign, but overall, they had calmed their habits of yesteryear.   As a tribe, and as peoples everywhere, they had never liked intruders; they always seemed to bring troubles of some sort.   Mostly, when such visitors appeared, they did not stay long. The heat, bugs and beasts in the jungle soon drove them scurrying away, back to their cities of concrete, speeding vehicles, endless talking, shouting and bright lights.   The trouble was that there were more and more of those visitors.   Carrying their cameras and notepads, smiling and talking-the-talk.   She would often wonder what they wanted and where they came from.

As Jacey had grown, she had noticed the ever-increasing groups of strangely dressed people, and she had also heard of the loggers with their giant machines stealing their land and their birthrights. She had heard of the farmers clearing land for crops and cattle. All of them, destroying everything that stood in the way of their wanton hunger for other people's trees and land. Leaving that land bare and naked. Void of natural creatures and vegetation, stealing the very soul from the land, after which, no butterflies flew or hovered.   She had heard the tribal leaders speak harshly about them and noted the impossible position they had obviously felt; she had felt their anguish, seen their pain and tears.   As she had grown into maturity, the tribes people had taken a group of youths to the very edge of their homeland and shown them the bare earth where once there had been more of their green jungle home.   As they had stood in a group peering out from the cover of the lush forest growth, she had again seen and felt that pain. She had also seen once again the tears and dampened faces on those fully grown warriors, together with that glazed look of hopelessness and confusion on those elders.

Over the years of her growing, there had been changes, but as a child, it had been how it was in her life. A child's view of life and its contents was very different to that of an adult, particularly a warrior.     But, when sitting around an ancient, wrinkled storyteller, listening to the wonderful stories of times past, she had realised that change was indisputably upon her people, whether they liked it or not, for nobody appeared to know how to protect their traditions and how to stop or contain the loss of their world.
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Chapter Two. The Activist 
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Jacey had spent the day assisting her mother and looking after her two younger brothers, which constantly interrupted her reading, but at last they were asleep, and it was then her own time, and she had made arrangements for that evening.

- 
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AT THE START OF THAT particular evening, it was exceptionally dark.   The moon and stars were hiding behind thick clouds, and it felt as if the stars were gone forever. That their glory had deserted the land and those upon it. 

Only the meagre buzzing of a couple of low-wattage electric lights attached to buildings gave her any idea where she was walking, but of course, this was her home, where she had been born and had grown into the woman she now was. For the unfamiliar, it would have been a little daunting. Weird! Unexpected shadows occasionally scurried across the ground. Dark to completely black corners were everywhere. Screams and occasional grunts would appear from the surrounding jungle that wrapped itself around her village world.     She passed an occasional hut where crudely constructed shutters hung, showing but a sliver of flickering candlelight. The only reference to life was family chatter, normally buried by the overriding sound of the village television, which buzzed badly at that moment and stood alone, in the Shapona at the heart of their village, where most of the tribe lived.    The younger children had succumbed to sleep, an occasional child trying desperately to keep one eye open whilst adults sat around speaking quietly.

She was aware that in some of those dark corners lurked cobwebs and the associated creepy crawlies of which she had never been fond. The sudden scurryings of a large spider, a jungle rat or similar, particularly when it was so dark. But such incidents were part of her existence, and the families and people who lived such a lifestyle.

Nevertheless, she had arranged to meet Felipe, and she hated to let anybody down. If only she had thought ahead and arranged her meeting at a different time, but of course, the family came first, and it was her mistake. She would always make every effort to stick to arrangements.

She had been told often that she should have taken a man and built her own family at her age, but education had changed her wants and desires. She had had male friendships, but tradition could no longer enforce itself on her. To the shock of her tribe, she had boldly ended those relationships, preferring to pursue her desire for further education and to find some way to establish justice by ridding her homeland of illegal intruders. Loggers, miners, and farmers alike.   
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JACEY HAD FINISHED university two years earlier. She was the first and only one to achieve such heights; she had left with first-class degrees in both Social Science and Law. She also had a passionate interest in human rights and thought in the forefront of her mind that she would be offered a high-profile job within a status law firm in Manaus, but somehow that had not happened.   As she rapidly realised, she could never truly be part of that huge concrete world. She had concluded that her overriding beliefs and her native upbringing had been far too exposed at the interviews, possibly making her an oddity and a risk for such law firms, regardless of her excellent degrees.   Alternatively, it could have been that she had no genuine desire to undertake such tedious work, although at her age, the path forward was still not clearly decided.   Such confusion and indecision had annoyed her parents and the tribe, who had all supported her education and her obvious and natural brilliance. She had been lucky to be educated in her village by an intelligent and gentle, yet strange, white man, who had chosen to live in their world. Throughout her growing up and education, she had always succeeded at every challenge that she had presented to her. She would rarely be seen without a book in her hands; she would study by a candle if need be and through the night, until that particular piece of knowledge was absorbed and truly understood.     That ability had set her apart from others in her village. She was years ahead of her age and of course, those around her, yet from that experience she had learnt to be self-reliant and independent, even from her loving parents and the tribes people she had grown up with, cared about, and indeed, loved. 
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(SIDE NOTE: MANAUS IS the capital of the Amazonas region in northern Brazil, standing on the Northern banks of the Rio Negro. It was named after an indigenous tribe called the Manaos. Manaus stands directly 900 miles from the Atlantic Ocean to the east. Established in 1669 by the Portuguese, it was granted city status in 1848. Today, Manaus is a major modern city with a population of approximately two million.)
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EVEN AT UNIVERSITY, she had stood very much alone and with few friends, yet lecturers had sought out her opinions, even though some were extreme and alternative. Those lecturers had all seen that she was a force to be reckoned with and felt she would surely rise to great heights due to her natural abilities.
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NOW LIVING BACK IN her tribal village. and generally adhering to their traditions, Felipe, a village man, was possibly the only real confident she now had.   He was seven years older than she, not a formally educated man, a tribal man in many ways, but mainly self-taught, smart and clever. He somehow had that ability to quickly analyse most situations, apply diplomacy and suggest solutions. Thereby finding the way forward for most issues, and if he needed further knowledge and reference, then the strange white man Boris would either know the answers or obtain the appropriate books from Manuas for him to study.

Felipe had been a firm friend to Jacey for as long as she could remember. Due to his inclination for learning, he also stood a little apart from the Yanomami traditions and lived in a shack on the edge of the village. That situation, together with his delight in occasional Americanisms, learnt from films and books, made him an interesting and intelligent friend.

-
[image: ]


BORIS, ON THE OTHER hand, had been born of German European stock, and his parents had passed on many years ago, leaving him a small fortune and some plots of land, which they had rented from the tribe together with a tiny ancient villa he lived in, and from where he had educated Jacey and other tribal children.
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ON THAT EXTREMELY DARK evening, Jacey was on her way to visit Felipe.   He lived alone, excluding two dogs and a range of other creatures that came to his door for food and water when needed.    Most days he worked hard at his land producing crops ranging from Manioc (Yaca) and Sweet Potato to hot Peppers, Cacao and Pineapples, which he sold or bartered in the nearby settlements, thereby scraping together just enough to survive when added to the nuts, herbs and fruits from the jungle which he collected in the appropriate seasons.   Occasionally, he hunted with the tribe for jungle meat, which was a necessary luxury.     After all, his people were still warriors, hunters, and gatherers.   Although some of the traditions had faded, he and others still hung onto the habits of old and managed a healthy existence, which they were reluctant to exchange for new, inappropriate ways that seemed lazy and only led to a very different existence.

After a hard day's work, he would wander home with broken nails, dirty feet and sweat on his brow, wash himself down and then normally sit and read by a small light he had set up, occasionally he might turn on the old radio and listen to the news on the world service or indulge in some total waste of time drama, causing him to fall into well-earned slumber.   He, like Boris, also had a passion for educating the village children and writing his numerous books, but that was when time allowed. 

On some rare weekends, Felipe might wander to the nearby river and then paddle his canoe to an outpost downstream. The outpost offered the delights of a small food shop, come bar, come social gathering place, which allowed him to sell his wares, chat about local issues, and drink beer.   They even spoke of the horrors happening worldwide.     Often at the bar, he would find Jacey and sometimes even Boris.   They also used the river, and normally would engage with locals discussing problems and their hatred of the big city people who seemed to be stealing their lands and ignoring their culture and rights. When all three were there, and after solving or finishing with the local issues, they sat together in educated convivial conversation, which was always after those local issues, plus any current anger had been fully vented.   The three would enjoy chatting, aided by copious amounts of the local brew, which could lead them to drunkenness or at least tired nodding heads.   Jacey, Felipe, and Boris usually then snuggle down for a drunken sleep in their canoes pulled up on the banks of the Blackwater River. Each carried with them sleeping wraps and a tarpaulin of some sort, to drag over the bent canes, which were carried in each canoe, converting them into tiny damp bedrooms. Then, waking at first light the following morning.   Stretching and grunting to each other, then making their way slowly back upstream together, normally with little chatter and sore heads.
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(SIDE NOTE: THE RIVERS of the Amazon basin are classified as either Black, Brown, White and Clear. The water is affected by the land water traveling through the forest, the fallen jungle leaves, together with the seasonal late-year rains. Near the estuary, the Amazon is forty miles wide and fresh water extends into the Atlantic Ocean for approximately five hundred miles. There are such wonders as boiling thermal rivers, perfect crystal clear pools and river walls between the varied river colours. In recent times, there have been extremes of drier and wetter seasons. This issue is causing serious problems, particularly for the riverside farmers.)

Back in her village, Ashitowetem, Jacey called into the darkened shack. Felipe shouted back his welcome, and she entered.   "I hope I am not late, Felipe?"   "Of course not sugar. Do you want a coffee?"   "Later, thanks, and please, please stop calling me sugar, it sounds silly. My name is Jacey, and I don't like your American slang, you know that. Anyway, I think we should talk about the new invasion and what the hell we can do about it."

Felipe looked tired. He had obviously been working hard during the day. 

She knew he had been clearing land ready for some new planting of pineapples. He placed a small saucepan on the gas ring and filled it with water from a large, grubby plastic bottle.   "I think I need some coffee. I don't want to fall asleep in the middle of our chatter, Jacey. Just shout when you want a cup. Sorry about the 'sugar'. It just keeps popping out these days. Too many American gangster films, I guess." They both settled at the small table, and she opened up her file, ready for action, but then looked up and stared hard at her comrade.      "I can't believe we are dealing with this agro. That land on the other side of the river has always belonged to our people and was supposed to be protected, but nobody seems to care, and all the authorities have been informed. Now, that makes me so mad. In honesty, it has placed me in a bad mood."   "I understand, but you have to let the anger go, JC. You know that won't help us sort things out. Do you know what they are saying in the village?"   "The same as they said to you three weeks ago. I spoke to them two days ago. All I got back were nodding heads, sorrowful and confused looks and shrugging of shoulders.     Felipe, you know, many of them have just given up.   We can't blame them; they have fought with loggers and miners, but arrows against rifles and big money don't work. Because of them, some of our people now live isolated in the deepest heart of the forest and are determined to maintain their traditions and independence. They reject the use of modern equipment and inventions, metal tools and everything.   The government has supported their independence, but that support has dwindled into thin air.   It's down to us, we are not blocked by tradition or force-promises, and we have big world knowledge."
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"TO START A CAMPAIGN, we need some articles scribbled out. We have photos and some aerial views. I was thinking we need some new photos of families struggling to attract an emotional response. We need a new angle, or nobody will ever take us seriously, or even notice us, Felipe."   "Have you any new thoughts?"   "Yes, I think I have. When I was at university, it was difficult for me, but I did meet a lot of people and learnt many different ways of thinking. I guess it may be time to call on some of that experience. We've never used the support of the students, schools and universities, even the lecturers, let-alone-the-endless-support organisations.   Most of them have groups which would be interested. Now we need to inspire them to help us. If we took our time and put in the work, maybe, just maybe, we could organise lots and lots of universities to act collectively."   "Yes, that is a good idea. The trouble is that there are so many wonderful organisations with their websites already out there and full of data, graphs and indirect pleading, plus people like Restor and the WWF, who are really trying to do the job.   I think many of the messages become lost in such an avalanche of information.   We need something to stir the common people, something different, more direct. Sometimes, I feel we should consider Direct-Action.   I am not happy really with that thought, but truly, if you want a big public or government response these days, it might be the right and only way forward, regardless of all our traditions. What do you think?" 

Jacey stood and strutted around the small room, attempting to calm herself. Instead of attacking the work they had to do, all she wanted was to rant on and empty her anger. Felipe looked at her admiringly, all be, a little concerned. 

She was an attractive woman, with unusually thick and slightly fuzzy black hair which bobbed around with her agitated strutting. She wore a single-piece dress of faded blue with holes here and there and tatty edges. She had added traditional symbols in embroidery and ink around the arms and neckline, plus she wore large white beads as a necklace and bracelets around wrists and ankles.   As Felipe, she had removed her traditional face piercings, and her short and slightly tubby figure fitted tightly inside the dress. Once again, Felipe watched her carefully as she continued to stomp around the small room.     "You know what, Felipe, I think you are right, Direct-Action. Yes! It is time we worked out a plan.   Of course, we couldn't have anybody being hurt."     She turned and stared at Felipe, then just for a moment she threw her head back and laughed, albeit a cynical laugh, which covered her confusion on that subject, then quickly returned to her serious face and her rant.   "When I think of all the endless information we have gathered and the work we have already put into trying to save our little world, our people, and here we are, once again, fighting for some very obvious and legal justice."

"Are you ready for that coffee yet, Jacey?"   "No, sorry, I am far too angry."   She stamped her foot whilst clenching her fists and shaking them.   "I know it's stupid, but tonight I can't help it. Look, Felipe, there are somewhere between thirty-five to forty-five million of us living in the Amazon, hundreds of different Indigenous groups. They say we give the world twenty per cent of its oxygen, all be, that’s becoming questionable, and our Amazon, yes, our Amazon forest is about half the size of the whole of Europe, plus it spreads into eight differing countries. We and it are worth saving."     She stood there, full of anger and frustration, staring at Felipe. Felipe patted the air with both hands in a calming gesture.   "Slow down, slow down, Jacey. You will explode if you are not careful.   Come sit and sip your coffee. I understand, but as crazy as the whole world is these days, we just have to do the work and keep trying. That is all we have, Jacey. Look, you are not really in the mood for serious work, are you?"   "Probably not. I thought I was, but as you gather, the anger has come to fill my head." "Yes yes, I know. I feel it also. Here, smoke a little of this, it may help you calm down a little."   Jacey drew in the thick smoke, coughed, and sipped the strong coffee. She looked over at Felipe and smiled knowingly.   "I'm sorry. I am being stupid. It seems we have both arrived at Direct-Action. Maybe with a tiny piece of sabotage mixed in, and if need be, people will be hurt. I think you must accept that possibility." "Well, maybe we do. Look, we are not subversives, so possibly we are protesters moving towards being crusaders. It's a difficult one, we are not insurgents neither, or terrorists. I think we could call ourselves activist-protesters. How does that sound?"  They both laughed and then drew on the marijuana once again.     "Hey, let's just plan some explosions on those giant machines and cause some havoc in those mining sites. That would give us lots of satisfaction and hell's bells, some excellent fun. I guess a lot of folks would want to join in on that expedition, whatever they called themselves."   For a moment, they both enjoyed the vision of the exploding earth-moving equipment. People running everywhere in horror, not knowing what to do. Enormous amounts of converted money swirling into the sky in foul, dark, rich clouds of smoke. For Jacey and Felipe, it was a glorious vision which was reflected in their nodding of satisfaction towards one another.   "Jacey, we could speak to the rangers and ask for their help. These days, they have high-tech surveillance equipment, drones and the like."   "No no no, we have to do this alone, Felipe.   Two hundred rangers to cover the Amazon forest is like a lonely Brazil-Nut floating in the Atlantic Ocean. Anyway, they get shot and beaten up by logging gangs regardless of all their high-tech stuff. If we do this, we must do it alone, like the invisible people.   We must tell nobody of any plans we make. We must build an arsenal of explosives. Send secret information to the press of the world. Send anonymous messages to politicians and the United Nations. We have to believe that we are saving our world, not just for us but for everybody. We will send a powerful message. We will present an example for others to follow and, and, if we are not very, very careful, we'll end up in prison for forty years."   "Mmm!" 

The reality of their thoughts brought serious faces to both of them as they drew once again on the marijuana. "Mmm and fuck it! Okay. I'm for making those plans. I don't want to go to jail though.   The thought of all those huge, muscular gangsters scares me to death. Hell, that would kill me."     "Me too, but no, I quite like the idea of all those big, muscular men. But seriously, I'm for the plan."  

"I can't provide the muscle man, Jacey, but do you want more coffee?"   "No, I'm going to bed, that is, if I can walk to the Shapona without falling over, that ganger has done me."   "Shall I walk you home?"   "No thanks. Don't be silly sugar. I like a challenge. There again, if you hear a high-pitched, and perthetic scream in about an hour or so, will you come and rescue me, please please please, and good night?" 

"Of Course, Jacey! Good night and sleep tight." 
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Chapter Three.  Minds are Set.
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Over the coming months, Jacey and Felipe discussed their plans endlessly. They found new angles and new contacts and then spoke to old friends with dubious connections.     Every conversation they had with those characters felt like a betrayal of everything they believed in and had ever been taught. But if they were to fulfil their agreed plans, they needed explosives and maybe even a gun of some sort, just in case of unwanted and unforeseen troubles.   Their mission also needed financing, and the only person they knew who appeared to have access to such money was Boris. Jacey's old teacher and a good, forever friend to them both.

Without doubt, Boris was on their side, but secrecy was of the essence in such a mission, and everybody they spoke to would be a risk.     They needed like-minded people.   As they searched cautiously, they slowly managed to establish a small team with which they were relatively confident. Meetings were rare initially, just saying enough, discussing just enough, exchanging ideas, always with a strict rule that nobody should ever be harmed. 

As the action team was being slowly established, they began talks with miners who could probably supply them with explosives.   That caused immediate conflict, as miners were part of the problem. Yet those conversations had continued.   From that initial dilemma, they were introduced to others, more serious people, such as arms dealers. Their journey was beginning to take them into a dark environment full of risks, in which they had to
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