Pune Incident

4.10.2004 - Monday

I had been to the travel agent to get pricing to move on overseas, I had requested pricing on a couple of different routes with different airlines.  Each time I had been to the agent I had left with virtually no information as any phone call or any other customer took precedence.

I went to have a cup of coffee while the girl at the agency had lunch.  A group of overseas students came and sat down with me.  Coincidentally they were from the Sudan.  I had been asking the travel agent about going to the Sudan, because a very old friend of mine would be travelling there soon.

We all enjoyed each other’s company, so we arranged to meet later.  Initially one of the young men and one of the women, a pharmacy student, arrived.  We had coffee; the young man was called Yousiff Hassan.  I went back to Yousiff’s apartment, out near MIT along Paud Road. When we entered the apartment a man was praying.

We discussed why he had come from the Sudan.  He said that there was compulsory military service and that his brother was in the army and had to go and kill Christians in the south.  He had avoided military service, had a problem with the police and they had broken his leg.  So he had left to study in India.  His mother sends him some funds on a regular basis as she works for Mobil Oil in Khartoum.

I told him about my situation of misuse of identity by the British and how that had caused harassment by the British, Australians, New Zealanders and now Indian authorities. Also, how when I resigned from NCR Teradata in North Sydney, I was told that I would be harassed for the rest of my life.
He was considering applying for refugee status with the United Nations and then being able to go to a western country. He said that the Sudanese could go and live and work in Malaysia.

He went out to purchase food and returned with some fried chicken and vegetable rice, which is what I often have, although he had not asked.  We had water to drink.  After the food another young man came in to the sitting room and another very large guy arrived.  He was from the Sudan and married to an Indian in Hyderabad.  Yousiff sat and had his after dinner hookah.  It smelled like apple.  We all talked a bit more.

I woke up on the couch in the morning fully clothed with a sheet over me.  My lower back and thighs were very stiff.  I checked that my bag was OK and felt very uncomfortable to be there.  I did not understand how I could have suddenly gone to sleep and slept through the night. Yousiff was on the opposite couch.  He got up and showered and changed and we went down to the internet café. I showed him how to look up the appropriate things for his overseas applications.  I was checking out airline and routing information, which I had not managed to get from the travel agent.

I did not feel bright and my legs and back remained sore. When I went to the toilet I realised that something was very wrong and that I had been raped.  I did not say anything to anybody, but went back to the travel agent to arrange a ticket as soon as possible.  I was then very concerned about this having happened just because I had gone to the travel agent.  The following night I went to a public hospital in town to get checked out.  They would not do so without a police report.  I did not want to be involved in some long drawn out proceedings, but simply wanted to leave.  At the advice of the first hospital, I went to a second hospital, which was private.  Because it was a rape case they would not see me at all and said that I had to go to a public hospital.  So the next morning I went to a different private hospital and simply said that it was for a gynaecological check-up. I requested an internal examination and a scan.  I was concerned that something had been put in my body to incriminate me while travelling.  The female doctor would not perform an internal examination, as I was too tender. She said she could feel a lump through the abdomen and prescribed worming tablets. So I went for the scan. The man performing the scan said ‘you have had an operation’.  I did not know whether he meant recently or historically. When I was less tender I could feel that there was a lump in the wall between the vagina and the rectum. I was very worried at this most extreme of ongoing setups which had been occurring since my arrival in India.

The contact given to me by Yousiff Hassan is: 

Yousiff Hassan

molazmyousif@yahoo.com
yousifnr@hotmail.com
9890313710 Mobile Pune India

I have not used any of these contact details.

5.10.2004 Tuesday – 9.10.2004 Saturday

In the streets I was jeered at by rickshaw drivers and street stall sellers, saying ‘Africa and photo’. Not only did I have the burden of not knowing what had been done to my body and what would happen when I went through customs but I now had constant public harassment. I was disgusted that this whole thing could be arranged including photos or video to denigrate me in any future situation of trying to find accommodation or work in any country.
I spent the rest of the week trying to get more travel information. I did not want to go to Bombay until I actually had to fly out. It is more expensive and there is nothing I want to do there. I was told that there was no yellow fever vaccine in Pune, so I would have to go to Bombay. I rang 2 places in Bombay and was told there was no yellow fever vaccine in Bombay until after the 14th October. Coincidentally that was the date in the email that my friend had said he would be leaving Egypt and I would not be able to find him as he travelled.

I enquired about other countries in Africa to which I could go without having to wait for a visa or have yellow fever vaccinations.

I then enquired about changing my existing Emirates ticket to go forward and the agent said that I would have to go to the Emirates office in Bombay, as there was no Emirates agency in Pune.

10.10.2004 - Sunday

I checked the lump each day and was more worried about having had something sewn in just because I was going to leave the country.

Since that incident I continuously checked my luggage for any sign of tampering so that I could travel. 

I left Pune on a 5pm bus to go to Bombay to book and catch a flight following the events of the previous week.

On the bus I did not feel well so I got off at Lonavla, in the hills.  I decided to have a final internal check-up and that if I had to have an operation it would be a pleasant healthy place to be before catching a flight.

I got off at the bus station but it was a long way out of town and there were no taxis so it took a while to get to the Saraswati hospital.  The female doctor said she would not handle such a case.  I said that I wanted to sort everything out in a healthy country place like Lonavla rather than arriving in the city.

She said I should stay in a hotel in town and proceed in the morning.

I went to the bus station and spent a long time trying to get a seat on the local buses going through.

11.10.2004 - Monday

I knew that I had to go to a public hospital to report what had happened in Pune so I got off the bus at the last stop and took a taxi to the nearest one, the Sion Hospital.  The doctor in casualty said there would be no gynaecology staff till 9am.

The guard at the gate was guarding my luggage.  He chose a taxi driver for me to look for accommodation.  We drove around the area for ages and as he went into each place to enquire, he failed to find a room.  Back at the hospital another man approached us, he said he was a doctor, he brought me 2 cups of tea. The guard then said something about my speaking French and German, there was discussion with the doctor and they arranged another taxi driver and a friend of the guard at the gate to go in it.  I was nodding off in the back of the taxi the whole way. We repeated the previous experience until we ended up at the Taj Guesthouse in Dr B.A. Road.  By then it was about 10.00am. The room did not actually belong to the Taj it was the Hera Rest House, Parel, Mumbai 12 – Room 103. The man who was in the taxi said that the gynaecological clinic at KEM Hospital would open at 1.00pm.  He and the agent came to the room, I paid the bill, and then they left.  I slept till 1pm.

About 2.00 pm I went to the KEM hospital, I told the casualty office why I was there.  They said those checkups were in the morning.

The local people in the laneways around the guesthouse were already saying ‘Africa and photo’ and making rude gestures, so I knew information other than from local knowledge was being spread wherever I went.
I went from there to the Emirates office at Nariman Point to check on flight times and availability.  I returned to the room after 5 or 6pm.

I went out to get food at 6 or 7pm.  After eating I saw the TATA hospital and went in.  After some time a female came and did the internal check. Now knowing that the flights went every day I thought that I would get it done and fly out. Rather than be concerned with the public hospital in the morning.

I went to the ATM to get some funds and waited to go in.  The guard was inside.  A young man was inside and started to do some programming on the machine.  Another man had pushed in front of me.  When the one inside stopped programming the one outside let me go ahead of him.  I tried my card but it said that the card had been used with too many incorrect pin numbers that day – I had not used it at all. I let some other people go in and waited to try again.  The incident was repeated, the young man who stayed inside the booth used the machine to do some programming, then I tried my card and it did not work.

I rang the bank helpline in Australia they informed me that the sums of money I quoted for the account were correct.  The number was engaged. I had to ring again. They requested identification and a password, which I had to give verbally.

I phoned back a short time later to question the procedure for the enquiry; they said it would be reset in the morning.

I went to bed very anxious about potential loss of funds, either from a duplicate card or use of the account on the internet. 

12 October 2004 - Tuesday

I woke early, feeling very dry in the eyes, nose, and mouth and stiff in the back and legs, once again I had been drugged, raped and possibly photographed.
The normal latch lock on the door had no latch inside it.

The bolt lock was new, the screws had been replaced and the alignment made it easy to slide across from the outside.

The double box bed in the room was built up and the top surface consisted of wooden panels, which could be removed for storage. The box bed was 3 – 4 feet high. I did not look at the interior base of the bed to see if there was an exit point.

I was in a state of total disbelief that this could happen again. I went out to get a cold drink and go to the KEM public hospital. After going to casualty I was sent to the family planning area of the hospital.  They were alternately busy, or the staff was elsewhere.  I was concerned about the passage of time.  I was very thirsty from the drugs I had been given so I went out to get cups of tea twice and was not attended to when I went back inside.

So I went to find a lawyer. I arrived at Mr Patil’s office at 10am, when he arrived he recommended that I go the court and approach somebody there.  I spoke to a couple of lawyers and said that I needed someone to accompany me to the hospital and to the police.

Advocate George Ruskin George - 989 244 9047 – agreed to take the case.  I told him that the rapes were not coincidental but were planned events. We discussed much of the history of identity misuse by the British and consequent harassment by the British, Australian, New Zealand and now Indian authorities. I also told him of being threatened that I would be harassed for the rest of my life when I left NCR Teradata in North Sydney. I told him what had occurred in Pune and Bombay and some of the travelling history of setups.
He advised me not to include the Pune assault in discussions with the police because they would not be able to handle that from Bombay.  For me, that had been the whole point of going to the police, to ensure that my body and luggage were clear of drugs.

We went to the Bhoiwade police station. The interviewing went on all day.

He said the complaint, excluding the Pune incident was registered with the police – I do not have a copy of the statement or the registration. The police did make notes about the Pune incident and copied Youssif Hassan’s details from what he had written in my notebook.

George Ruskin George left and I went out with the police to show them the room at the guesthouse.  There was a hospital patient in there.  I pointed out condition of the locks on the door.

The man who was in the taxi from the Sion hospital arrived and the agent was found.

We went back to police station to give statements again.

I was glad to be able to relax a bit and that the police were going to investigate. I wanted to know who had ordered the rapes to be done. I was convinced that the second rape only occurred because I did not go to the police after the first rape in Pune.
There were lots of lights and cameras outside from the press.  I did not want to see them as I was feeling so dopey and did not want to appear so in public – big mistake. The lawyer went down to make a statement.  I do not know what he said.

I felt very dopey and tired all the time, but put it down to having been drugged earlier, however as the feeling remained, with unclear thinking and lights seeming very bright it occurred to me that something was being put in the water to keep me quiet.
I had not been to the toilet or had a shower and had very little to drink.

I was given some water and a sandwich.  The police brought over the luggage from KEM hospital.

I insisted on it being searched properly for drugs. I felt strongly that part of this very serious and repeated setup could end up with something in one of my bags.  I am tired of emptying them out, repacking and cleaning them.
Then after going over things many times, I was taken to the police hospital for tests.  We waited there for ages, I was still very tired. I felt more dopey than I had in the morning. Eventually I pulled out the lawyer’s card to ring him, and the appointment started.

The male who did the tests under instruction from the other male and all that was done was 2 blood tests and a vaginal smear.  They did not do a urine test, which I had repeatedly requested. They did not look at the hole in the roof of my mouth or the lump on my shoulder, the lump in the vagina or for needle marks on the body. He said that the injection sites in each inner elbow were rashes.

The individual who took the blood did not tie the band tightly around the arm. It fell of three times.  When doing the vaginal smear, he was instructed how to do it and it was painful. There was no inspection for internal damage of any kind either of the vagina or the rectum.

The more senior man seemed to be looking for identification marks on the body. He was noting moles on the skin and calling them warts.

We went back to the police station where my luggage was superficially gone through. They would not arrange for the laptop to be properly examined. I gave them the water bottles I had for testing.

Late at night more questions, I really wanted to know why they had not done a urine test.  I was told that blood testing was more efficient.  He explained that the drug would be in greater concentration in the blood.

Eventually we went out to the police hospital again for a urine test, it was about 1am.  We waited again. Then the man there said there was no reason for a urine test as any substance would show in the blood.

When we got back to the police station I pulled out a stretcher bed in one of the offices and lay down.  The moment I did that we had to get up and go again. We went across to the lockup where I slept in the room with the policewomen. No water, no toilet, no shower – because those facilities were behind the locked doors with the female inmates.  

13 October 2004 - Wednesday

I woke up with the 4 policewomen all of whom were fast asleep.  I needed to go to the toilet – so I went downstairs and asked the guard.  He said I should go to the toilet on my floor.  I could not do so because the door through to the area where the women inmates were sleeping was locked.  I went upstairs and did not like the look of those floors, so I went down and woke up one of the policewomen.  She let me in to the women’s floor.  Back in the police station I insisted on having a shower. 

I still did not get the opportunity to have a shower.

The policewoman kept panicking when I started working with the laptop.  She called out of the window for help when I insisted on using it.
The police were very concerned about my having both British and Australian passports. They could not comprehend that it was normal and legal.

I gave a list of accommodation places with dates on a floppy disk to the officer.  This was printed out. They said that they would not be contacting the people.  In which case why did they want the list?

At some stage he provided me with the Crime Register Number  231 / 04
Bhowada Police Station, Dadar, Mumbai.

George Ruskin George advised me not to make a statement about the Sudanese drugging and assault in Pune.  He advised me to state that I would only make a further statement dependent on the results of the blood tests.
All the time at the police station I had been deprived of sleep, allowed to go to the toilet very infrequently and had to drink the food and water brought to me.  All the time there I felt that some other disorienting substances were in the food or the water.

I noticed that the water bottles, which I had brought from the guesthouse, had not been taken for analysis.

George said the police were concerned about the press coming to the police station all the time and took me to the Shantidoot hotel. I was told that the police would pay the bill.  The 2 usual policewomen were with me in the hotel.  They turned up the television very loudly as at the police station, keeping loud music playing on a transistor radio all the time.

On George’s insistence we went to the ATM on the way to the internet café, where George said he knew the owners. The policewoman in plain clothes was with me all the time.

George left, but returned about an hour later and sat next to the computer after I had done the research on why it is essential to have a urine test.

A young girl came and took a tape recorder or speaker out of the cupboard under my computer went downstairs with it and then came and replaced it.

After the internet session George requested full payment of the Rs 10,000, I said that I still had not received any letter of engagement from him nor any terms and conditions, nor invoices, nor receipts. I wanted to know what work he was going to do in terms of investigation etc.  I requested a statement that my entire luggage had been checked for drugs and that was why I had brought it in. It was also why I had hired him and gone to the police.  He said that he would be available the next day. I requested the relevant statements and receipts for the 2 lots of Rs 5,000 I had paid him. 
Since the booking made by the police at the Hotel Shantidoot, Dadar, Mumbai, 416 49 23 – room 116 - was booked in the name of the local police station, it is surprising that I had to sign the hotel register and hand over my passport and leave it at the reception desk.  It was there for several hours.  It is possible that the girl who was dressed in identical clothes in Calangute, or another is in Bombay to perform the task of being a double.

The clothes I had been wearing the day before had been taken for analysis. They were therefore available for use.

The policewomen would not drink from my water bottle despite the fact that drinking water had not been delivered to the room.
I ordered a fruit juice and fruit salad - could not deliver.  I ordered a lime soda and garlic veg which did not turn up.

The water and cigarettes bought by George on the way back from the internet café, were purchased next to the original guesthouse where I was attacked. I was not allowed to purchase the water or cigarettes myself.

I was told to leave the water bottle in the room when I went down to get my passport. The passport had been held at the desk while we went out.

I spent the night, once again feeling drugged, writing up this document, sorting through my luggage, once again looking for something having been planted.

While there it dawned on me that the police were not protecting me but were completely involved in this very long and detailed setup.

All the night at the Shantidoot Hotel I felt that the food or water had been tampered with as at the police station.
I decided to leave despite the fact that George had said that we would be going out to the police hospital for another blood test. Having read the material about date rape drugs, which I had downloaded from the internet I realised that because there had been no urine test for the initial physical check-up that any of the date rape drugs would show up.  But from the blood tests something would show from the injections.  I realised from the information I had read that with each incident I had first been knocked out by having something put in my water and then injected afterwards.  I realised that a continuation of this practice had gone on at the police station to keep some substance in my body all the time.

Having a further blood test would show that I take some substance on a regular basis.

There was no logic in having a second set of tests so long after the event – other than entrapment.

The situation is as serious as it was in Pune in that substances are put into food or drink in public facilities.

The lawyer said that he was not going to do anything else. He had advised me only to follow what the police were requesting.  He did not put anything in writing, he did not give me copies of any of the documents, which the police had, and he did not give receipts for payment.   

The final word on payment of Rs 5,000 to him was that the cost of hiring someone to kill an individual in India was Rs 5,000.

14.10.2004 - Thursday

Having not slept, I left the Shantidoot hotel with only two out of four bags as the policewoman was in the room and the police were to pay the bill.

I took a taxi down to the Nariman Point area so that I could access, lawyers and airlines.

I went to the German Embassy and requested a list of lawyers. The gentleman who gave me the list did not want to at all and told me that he could only assist people of his nationality.

I then went to Barista and had a cup of coffee and proceeded to find the lawyer’s premises. I went to a lawyer in a nearby building. Surindra K. Chaturvedi, 147, Mittal Tower, B Wing, 210 Nariman Point, Mumbai 400 021, 2288 5041.  He requested the usual instantaneous fee, Rs 5,000, would not sign a paper of terms of agreement, and would not give a receipt. I requested several things from him but he did not take any action or write anything. He said that we should meet again. I explained that I needed assistance to go to the police to finalise the situation and get copies of the papers. I left a backup copy of CDs with him and NCR Teradata, superannuation documentation. He said the story had been in the newspapers. He photocopied a copy from the Mid Day paper.

The lawyer strongly suggested that I go the Salvation Army building in Colaba.  It is a place usually frequented by foreign travellers, but on this occasion, after I had booked in, many young Indian men arrived to occupy all the rooms on the floor.  I slept in the evening and went out for food. I went to Leonards and as at the German Bakery in Pune, something was put in the food or drink and I was sweaty and had diarrhoea after the meal.

15.10.2004 - Friday

In the morning I had a shower in one of the common bathrooms as the water taps in my room were faulty and the drain hole was blocked. The padlock on my suitcase was open when I returned to the room. I spoke briefly to a couple of English travellers.

When I left the building a taxi driver came up to me and said that he had taken me to the Breach Candy hospital the day before.  I replied that he had not.

I went to the tourist bureau and looked up phone numbers for newspapers and somewhere to have the laptop opened and checked out.  I went to the Express Building in Nariman point and they said that there were no journalists there. I then went to the Free Press Journal building and was told that there would be no journalists until 5pm.  I requested the mobile phone number of any of them and it was not offered.  Then a man call Bobby Anthony arrived and I talked to him. We talked for a long time.

I rang a computer maintenance place from his office. The telephone line had a strong echo. The objective was to take the laptop apart and clean it. When we arrived at Chips & Bytes Infotech, 625 JSS Road, Marine Lines, 200 1147, the guy said that he would not open the computer because it was from overseas.  I insisted, and said that all computers are from overseas.  He wanted to turn it on and I said no I just wanted it opened completely, cleaned and put back together.  He did turn it on and noted down the registration number. He proceeded slowly but when he got to the stage of looking at the fan and the CD drive, which was the whole point of the exercise, he would not go any further.

We went back to Nariman Point, I went to the lawyer, Surindra K. Chaturvedi, and collected my papers and CDs. I could not afford Rs 5,000 just to talk.

Bobby Anthony and I talked further and then went to eat, a guy in the street suggested a place to stay, and I booked in, Volga 1, Colaba. We picked up the large suitcase from the Salvation Army and I went to bed. There were no other guests in the guesthouse. We had arranged to meet the next day to meet someone from the Express newspaper.

16.10.2004 - Saturday

After breakfast I rang the Express Editor, he said I couldn’t see a reporter till Monday.

Bobby Anthony arrived, we talked, I moved to a new guesthouse, Maria Lodge, 5/2 Grant Building, Haji Niyaz Ahmed Azmi Marg, (Arthur Bunder Road) near Radio Club, Colaba, Mumbai – 400 005, 22854081.

Bobby Anthony rang the Shantidoot Hotel and the woman said it was fine to pick up the luggage. When we arrived at the hotel they would not release the luggage, said that the room was sealed and that we had to wait for the police.  The guard would not let us out of the door.
The police came, Bobby dealt with them, and I stood waiting to go.  More police arrived, I asked Bobby to tell them that I would see them with a lawyer to finish the case.

They wanted me to go with them to the police hospital – I refused. Bobby talked to them and we left.
Had I gone to pick up the luggage myself I would have been in the same situation I was 2 days ago – at the police station with some substance being put in the water - Something that would show up in blood tests without an attack having taken place.
I went back to the Free Press Journal office and updated documentation while Bobby had long telephone calls. He eventually came to me, after 5pm, with the contact number for a lawyer that was out of date.

I left a small-unlocked bag of clothes there, as I could not carry everything.

He took a copy of the NCR Superannuation document.

I decided to go to the Mid Day newspaper – Sitaram Mill Compound, Delisle road, Lower Parel, 23017171 - as they had published the original story.  The journalist who wrote the story was not there; I spoke to Kashif and Binou. He said that the police could not pick up elderly people or women at night so I should not be concerned. He gave me the name of a lawyer for emergency use at the weekend. Parvez Memon, 9819844011. I was told he would be very expensive.

I rang him at some stage of the weekend to arrange a meeting.

He said that I could see Lajwanti De Souza, Ext. 7154, or Vinod Kumar Menon, Ext. 7158, after 1pm the next day.

On returning to the guesthouse, the taxi driver asked for directions and a woman got into the cab.  She then wanted money and asked to come up to the room. I gave her Rs10 and refused to leave the entrance of the guesthouse until she had gone.

The luggage from the hotel had been opened, despite having a lock. The papers, including details of bank accounts via internet access, had been gone through.
The things that I had thrown away at the hotel to lighten my load for flying had been put back into the luggage.

17.10.2004 - Sunday

I went to Mid Day for my appointment. I sat in the foyer; I copied some files to CD for the journalist, Vinod Kumar Menon.  Eventually we met, it was a brief meeting, we remained in the foyer, and he took the CD and left immediately. He did not give me his card. He said that we would meet the next day after 2pm.

I went to an internet café and as usual there was no email.  I looked up the legal scale of fees in India and found some information.

The big Airshow was on at the beachfront.  It was impossible to get taxis or walk quickly anywhere.  I went to one of the large hotels to go through telephone directories.  I could not find the lawyer’s name, Parvez Memon, anywhere. So I looked up additional law firms.

18.10.2004 - Monday

The address I had for Parvez Memon was insufficient for the taxi driver so 

I went to Nariman Point to one of the law firms I had found. I spoke to a lawyer. Mrs Maya Idnani, Idnani and Idnani, 53 Mittal Towers, A Wing Nariman Point 21, 22044268.

She rang and spoke to George Ruskin George, he said that he would meet me at the KEM hospital; I refused to go to the area of the police station.

She recommended me to a colleague. I took a taxi to the other address and he took over 45 minutes to find it. Mrs Puja Jalan, 205 Neelkanth, 98 Marine Drive, 2nd Floor, 22815226, 9820515015.

I requested that I receive copies of the police complaint.  She said that could not be done until the next day because that member of staff was otherwise occupied.

I wanted to have a copy in English with me, so that it stated that I had gone to the police to file a complaint.
I asked her what the fee would be and she said that it would be minimal.  I could not get a figure from her.

She advised me that I did not have to return to the police and was free to fly out as soon as I had received the documentation.

The document would have to be translated.

She advised me that if I was concerned about the laptop I should sell it and buy another one elsewhere.
As arranged, I rang the journalist Vinod Kumar Menon and was told that he was not available.

I went to see Meher Master Moos at her office; I assisted with a large mail out, I then returned to her home. Her cook came in to prepare the evening meal. A young man with a mobile phone plugged into his ear came in briefly; she said she would see him later.  We ate. She asked if I wanted to sort out the suitcase that had been there, I said no. I had bought it to go to Sanjan earlier as she had said that I would need a hard suitcase. She said she was going to Sanjan – the Zoroastrian monastery in Gujarat on Thursday and that I could go with her. She said that she knew the British High Commissioner; I said that I could not go to the British High Commission because of the history of misuse of my identity. She said that she had put the CD that I had given her about the negative use of energy fields to good use during her overseas trip to Europe. She did an alternative test on my body, using my hand, and said that there was something in the vagina. She advised me to go to Malaysia. She told me to go to the Emirates office in the morning, get a final sticker on my ticket and change the routing for Singapore. She said I should fly out as soon as possible, get a train from Singapore to Kuala Lumpur and find a village in the country to teach English.

I returned to the guesthouse. I offered the amount to pay for the room for that night the owner would not take it, but instead changed the large note, which I gave him into small notes.

19.10.2004 - Tuesday

I again requested a receipt for the nights I had stayed and the owner reluctantly filled one out as I paid for the previous night.

I considered the advice from Meher Moos to be unwise as I have not yet been able to establish what, if anything is in the wall of the vagina or in the structure of the laptop.

I went to find the Law Society.  From each building in Nariman point I was told to go to the next one.  I was finally directed to the Societe Generale. One man was there, I was given a cup of tea. I waited until the staff arrived and put signs on the counters, I then queried one of them and she told me it was a bank. In the meantime the original man was talking loudly on the phone to someone, mentioning Pune and Parel, although I had not spoken to him at all.

I went to the Hilton Hotel to eat and talked to a French woman and an Italian woman at length about the situation.

I went to the High Court to complain about George Ruskin George’s lack of service, receipts and documentation and to ask advice about how next to proceed. I had to wait till 3pm to see the secretary of the Bar - Varsha Rokabe, Secretary to the Bar Council of Maharashtra and Goa - I had hand written a document following the format required for a complaint.  She said that if I was not going to be in India for the hearing, then I should state the matter in writing to her and present it the next day.

As arranged, I rang the lawyer’s office, Mrs Puja Jalan, and she said they had not received the papers from the police station because the officer who had them was on night duty.  The man performing this duty would be going there again after 10pm.

I walked back to Colaba and had a meal with someone who said he was a retired law professor.

20.10.2004 - Wednesday

I went to the secretary of the bar and she read these papers. She requested a covering letter from me to formally submit them. She wanted to know if I had given them to the press. I said no.
As arranged, I rang the lawyer’s office, Mrs Puja Jalan, and she said that Mr Hitesh Dabhi would be returning to the office at 7pm with the papers from the police station.

I went to the office and met him. He said that according to the lawyer Mrs Puja Jalan I was free to go. She had stated that I was free to leave the country on the 18.10.2004.

Hitesh said that representatives of the Australian and/or British consulates had been contacting the Bhoiwada police station.

Hitesh said that the results of the medical check-up were not ready and that neither these nor anything else to do with the case would be available until its closure.

Hitesh said that the police would not proceed with the investigation unless I went to the police hospital for a repeat medical examination.

Senior Inspector Sonawane and P.I. Patil, investigating Officer, sign the police complaint.

While I was speaking to him Mrs Puja Jalan called Hitesh to check that I was there but did not speak to me.

The complaint number 231/04 registered by the Bhoiwada police is only about the Parel incident as advised by George Ruskin George.  However, in the many meetings that took place on the 12.10.2004 and 13.10.2004 I had verbally given the details of the Pune assault and the officer had written notes. He had also copied down the name and contact details of Yousiff Hassan, written by him in my notebook.
Yousiff Hassan

molazmyousif@yahoo.com
yousifnr@hotmail.com
9890313710 Mobile Pune India

I paid Hitesh the fee of RS 3,000 and received a receipt.

21.10.2004 – Thursday

On the recommendation of Varsha Rokabe, Secretary to the Bar Council of Maharashtra and Goa, I met Niranjani Shetty, 3250 2945, in the canteen of the Bar Association of the Sessions Court. She was late for the meeting and was not interested. She gave me the address of the Criminal Justice Initiative, Socio-Legal Information Centre.  I went first to 4th floor, Engineer’s House, 86 Bombay Samachar Marg, and was then sent to he CVOD Jain School. 4th floor, 84 Samuel street (Pala Gali) Dongri, Mumbai 400 009.  I spoke to Vijay Hiremath, 23439651, 9869349921.  I explained that my situation was getting worse by the day. I had to have a physical examination to see if something had been placed in my body and the same for my laptop.  He said he had to go to court. He left the notes I had printed and said I could call him on Saturday as Friday was a holiday.

I am getting no further in resolving the situation of clearing myself and my luggage of illicit substances.

If I went back to a public hospital, I would be taken back to the police, who will frame me.  If I went to a private hospital, they would not see me if I told them the health concerns were from a rape.  With the seriousness of the situation and all the events that have happened so far, I knew that even if I cleared up this situation then something else would be pinned on me.
22.10.2004 – Friday

I moved rooms to the top of the building. It was a public holiday and I had not succeeded in finding other secure accommodation with a window.

23.10.2004 – Saturday

When I first moved into the Maria Lodge building the usual array of British and Israeli travellers moved in around me.  Since commenting on this and moving to the top floor then there have been no other guests.  All the rooms are empty. I looked at some other guesthouses but the rooms that I was shown had walls that did not go up to the ceiling or had no outside ventilation.

I rang Vijay Hiremath, 23439651, 9869349921 at the legal centre. He said that he was too busy to see me and negated arrangements we had made to meet other people regarding a medical check-up or technical computer check-up.  Having failed to find a lawyer who would fulfil the Statement of Requirements I had written I decided I would contact the press, so that no matter what happened next I would have left a record of the misuse of identity and the concepts regarding very large databases and the lifelong threat from NCR Teradata. 

The Mid Day newspaper’s switchboard was engaged and, Vinod Menon did not answer his phone.

I printed out some papers and researched some information on the net until the smell of raw petrol in the internet café became too strong.

I rang Murali Menon of the Indian Express. He said that I might be able to see a reporter on Monday.

I went to the Hitavada newspaper to leave papers there, the editor said there were no journalists and the paper was published in Nagpur.

On selecting a taxi, the driver followed the now normal procedure of declining to speak or read English and passed the address I had written to a waiting man with a mobile phone. The mobile phone user relays the information with great national pride.

I went to the Indian Express to drop papers, in anticipation of an appointment on Monday. I ate some lunch in the canteen and was then approached by someone who said he was Murali Menon. I asked him for ID. He gave me a card. We talked sitting in a hallway, I asked him for further ID. He showed Murali Menon’s ID card. I said that I had not wished to take up his time but had come simply to deliver papers before seeing a reporter on Monday.
I went to the HDFC ATM in Colaba, once again the guard pulled down the shutters as I arrived. On the previous occasion the machine would not give cash. On this occasion the machine would not produce a receipt. Each time there was somebody inside doing programming on the ATM.

I went to see Michael Moore’s 9/11.

24.10.2004 – Sunday

There are still no other guests in the Maria Lodge guesthouse, as at the Volga guesthouse. Initially the usual array of solely British and Israeli took occupancy after I had moved in.  Now the pattern is that there are no guests.

I spent the day working on the laptop.

25.10.2004 – Monday

I went to the local internet café and was charged twice the normal price.

I photocopied the documents; only the single page of the letter to the Secretary of the Bar of Maharashtra and Goa was not presented to me as a copy.

I sorted through the mixed copies at the High Court and then had to go and find a different place to copy some additional material.

I spoke to the Secretary of the Bar Council of Maharashtra and Goa, Varsha Rokabe and gave her the documents pertaining to our previous discussions. She asked how I had progressed with Niranjani Shetty, I replied that she had not been interested and had immediately referred me to Vijay Hiremath who was very wary and had cancelled our appointment on Saturday.  She gave me the number of another colleague, Saira Mirzankar, 981987502.

I rang Murali Menon of the Indian Express, and he said that the story was too old. His voice sounded older than the individual whom I had met at the Express offices on Saturday.
I contacted Saira Mirzankar and we met at the Bar Council office. She said that, as a female, she would not deal directly with the police and that I should meet her the next day with a male criminal law colleague. She said I could leave India if I withdrew the complaint to the Bhoiwade police. I replied that my advice to date had been that I was free to leave at any time, but that I did not have it in writing. I discussed the matters, which I required to have in writing and to have a witness to a physical medical check-up and a check-up of my laptop.
She reiterated about withdrawing the complaint. I declined.

Saira had two mobile phones active during the discussion.

I went to the Gateway of India and took a short boat trip to get some fresh air. I stayed there in the gardens for some time to be in a normal atmosphere. I returned to the still empty guesthouse.

26.10.2004 – Tuesday

11 am meeting at the Bar Council office with Saira Mirzankar turned into nearly 12 o’clock. She arrived with another man who was not introduced and proceeded to say that I would have to go to see her senior partner Niteen Pradhan at 13, Veetrag Chambers, 46 Cawasji Patel Street, Fort, Mumbai, 400001. Email nitinp@bom3.vsnl.net.in, peep@vsnl.net, 022 22831748 Tel, 022 22826806 Fax. I needed to work with him because he was a senior criminal lawyer and I would need to go to the Australian Embassy.

I went to Pradhan’s chambers at 1pm and was told to come back at 4.30pm. I had lunch and went to an internet café. I met with Niteen Pradhan and gave him and the female lawyer papers.  He said that I could never get any lawyer to do what I had had listed on the Statement of Requirements I had prepared.
Statement of Requirements

Initial Requirements 

1. Document stating that I am under no legal obligation to remain in the States of Maharashtra and Goa and India and that I am free to leave that said States and country.

2. Document stating that I approached the Bhoiwada police to make complaints of rape and to have my person and luggage checked and cleared of any substance.

3. Document stating the complaints of rape, as the Bhoiwada police did not document the incident in Pune.

4. Document to the Bhoiwada police stating the above and further that I am not subject to any further medical or physical examination.

5. To have a physical medical check-up with a witness to check the lump between the rectum and the vagina and the hole in the soft palette below the left maxillary sinus.

6. To receive an immediate written statement from that check-up.

7. To have physical check-up of my laptop, specifically including the area at the rear, including the fan and areas behind the CD player.

8. To receive an immediate written statement from that check-up.

He said that the female lawyer would ring a gynaecologist on my behalf and to contact her in the morning.

I went to the Gateway of India to have fresh air and sit on the grass.

27.10.2004 – Wednesday

I rang the female lawyer to get the gynaecologist’s number, she was out and I was told to ring back at 2pm.  I went to the chambers. She said that the gynaecologist could not see me now nor would ever see me.  I requested the telephone directory from the staff but they refused to give it to me. I made notes from the Police Officers Handbook, 1977, Eastern Book Company, by Mahendra Sinon.

Examination in rape cases to be made.

8) In cases where the woman alleges that she was raped under the influence of alcohol or drugs, samples of blood, urine and faeces should be collected and put into a sealed container for analysis.

Arrest and Formalities to be Observed

10(4) iii

The examination of a female is to be conducted only by or under the supervision of, a female registered medical practitioner.

In my case the mandatory functions stipulated in these paragraphs were not observed. No urine or faeces were collected.  No female registered medical practitioner was present.

The police would, by law, would have to be cognisant with these requirements. The lawyer, George Ruskin George should also have ensured that these requirements were fulfilled.

I went to see the film Arthur.

28.10.2004 – Thursday

I went to the Dr Vora’ Maternity & Gynaecological Hospital, 4-a Bhulabhai Desai Road, Mumbai 400026, 23525018. Dr Vora stated that I had prolapsed of the womb and that was why I could feel a lump.

I went to the JC Hospital in Worli, but while I was waiting for the surgeon, there was a lot of activity with guys in khaki trousers and mobile phones, so I decided to go to a larger private hospital.

I went to Jaslok Hospital and saw Dr S. Shenod. He performed a rectal examination.  Something the police had not done. He said that he could feel the uterus and there were early piles 3 1/2” inside. 

I went to find an internet café and was given the run around by the taxi driver. I directed to the Tardeo air-conditioned market, when I arrived I was told there was no internet café nearby, a man approached me and said I could use the computer in his office.  Peter Vaz, 35a, Tardeo AC Market, Tardeo Road, Mumbai 400034, 23531145,  23511981. I used the computer to print some documents, he would not accept any remuneration. He recommended a computer firm to check my laptop.  When I left the building and walked down the road I found an internet café very close by. I was concerned about the meeting having been arranged and checked out my bag, which I had left unattended in the office.  I had a meal and returned by taxi to Colaba.  I attempted to make some overseas phone calls, but failed.

I returned to the still empty guesthouse.

29.10.2004 – Friday

I rang the Compaq / Hewlett Packard helpline and asked for local agents. I went to the company Ashtech Infotech Pvt Ltd, 5-5/7, Laxmi Woollen Mill Estate, Shakti Mill Lane, Mumbai 400011. 2496 3311. I was asked to leave the laptop there. I requested the removal of the hard drive. After that they said they would open it on the spot. One man repeatedly wished to check the warranty. Each time I said that it was out of warranty. They also kept turning it on to look at the software but I kept repeating that it was a physical hardware problem. In between each incident they would go away as if receiving instructions. I paid Rs 1653 for the laptop to be opened and examined.  Apparently the connection to the fan had been reversed making it blow inwards. The component next to it was covered with black dust. A small circular piece of metal also fell out.  One man checked the polarity of the input power cord from the power pack. The battery, the fan and the hard drive were removed but not the CD Player or the floppy disk drive. The laptop had been tampered with to cause overheating.

They did more than the man at the Chips and Bytes computer company but I will have to wait and see the physical results.

I went to Bandra Point but was too late for the sunset. On walking back I went to a church service. Then dinner. Then Chowpatty beach arriving back as late as possible in Colaba.

30.10.2004 – Saturday

The fan in the laptop is not working. The laptop is overheating. They did not remove the CD or floppy drives yesterday.

I set up new email accounts and sent the basic emails to overseas accounts to set a record of what has occurred.

31.10.2004 – Sunday

On Sunday everything is closed. I had to wait till Monday to get anything done so I worked on the laptop and went to the gardens to read the papers.

01.11.2004 – Monday

Having failed to get the absolute clearance that I needed in writing from lawyers and having realised that each handover of information to newspapers had occurred with strangers in hallways. I decided to approach the French consulate to explain my situation, hand over papers and ask about visas for French overseas territories.
I spent time at the internet café and did photocopying. I went to the French Consulate at 2nd floor Dattaprasad Building, 10 Naoroji Gamadia Cross Road, Mumbai - 400 026, Tel [0091] (22) 24950918 / 24951870 / 24952289 / 24981217, Fax [0091] (22) 24 95 03 12. consufra@vsnl.com (general) , Visas.bombay-fslt@diplomatie.fr
I asked about visas but was told to go away and ring up. I asked to see a French member of staff. I spoke to a man in the business section. He told me to ring the legal department.

I rang the telephone numbers for the consulate to contact a lawyer but could not get through.

As advised by the Indian security guard at the gate I went to the VSF visa building in Veer Nariman road and was told that they did not issue visas for the territories.

I ate and walked along Marine Drive but there were too many beggars who never gave up and a group of young men carrying on about smoking dope.

02.11.2004 – Tuesday

I photocopied more papers and rang the French Consulate. It was lunchtime.

I took a taxi to the area and tried 6 telephones, which did not work to get through to their numbers, accompanied by laughter from the proprietors. One then did get through, the man who answered was Indian and he just kept saying hello, would not transfer me to anybody else nor make an appointment

I went to the French consulate with a sealed envelope. At the gate the Indian guards would not take the envelope and told me to go away and send it by courier. I asked them if they were obeying the Government of India or the French. I explained about the telephones and asked for an appointment. They said I had to go away and ring up.

The Indian woman who was at the visa place the day before came to the gate but was not as friendly as she had been the day before. I explained to her that I had looked at websites and failed to find information about visas to the French territories, so I still required that information.

I left the area and took a taxi a long way north to go to an internet café and email the papers that I had on disc.

I stayed out for a meal and then returned to Colaba.

I rang a friend in Australia and the call was cut off.

03.11.2004 – Wednesday

Raining – at least it was a little cooler.

I went to the Emirates office at Mittal Towers, 228 Nariman Point, 222871649, 222871653. They confirmed that my ticket was valid for a year to the 29 May 2005 but was still booked for 28.11.2004.

I looked up information on the internet and then went to Air France to establish pricing and flight schedules.

Further research on the net then back to Colaba.

04.11.2004 – Thursday

I faxed copies of very large database information and the identity of Janet Cresswell to the French Consulate in Bombay and the French Embassy in Delhi.  I rang the consulate in Bombay and the Indian man who answered said the consulate was moving and would be closed and that I could not speak to anybody till Tuesday. There was no mention of this move when I was at the premises earlier in the week.  I was not permitted to speak to a French person.  I rang the French Embassy in Delhi and after leaving the telephone for a while and coming back they confirmed that the Consulate was moving. From neither place did I receive confirmation of the receipt of emails or faxes.
I rang Meher Moos simply to be polite and collect the hard shell suitcase. I had only purchased it because she had said I would need one to go to Gujarat in the monsoon.  I had left it with her all these months. I had to throw everything away anyway as I could only travel on with one bag. I went to her house at 8pm as arranged. As soon as I arrived a young man came in to type letters to her dictation. She ignored me totally.  It took me an hour of trying different codes for the combination lock as I had locked it so long ago. The right hand key lock was damaged externally. Internally one set of clothes and a pair of shoes had gone completely mouldy. Although it was brand new the lining on the base on the right hand side had been pulled away and one of the straps for holding clothes in place was missing. I interrupted Meher Moos and she said it was caused by the climate. I then examined the right hand lock and the fitting above it and it had been tampered with. The case had been broken into.  Yet another set up in the long line of events in India, once again just after I had been to a travel agent. I examined the lining and could not see anything there. I can only presume, as with the rapes that the case was broken into, something was planted and then film or photos were taken showing the removal of the goods. I did not know whether to leave the case there or not. The result would be the same whether I had gone to pick it up or not, whether I left it with Meher Moos or not.
No wonder Mrs Cooper, Meher Moos secretary, had said that I should date and sign the energy field photos I had taken at the CHEFR centre.

When I arrived in Colaba the taxi the driver, who had not known where to go, on the way there, then wished to drive up the small street where the guesthouse was, and was signalled by a man in a white car as he took the suitcase out of the boot.

I emptied it out and attempted to soak the mouldy clothes. I then left it outside the room. The owner did not want me to do that.

I went to the bank to get more cash for a flight, and then again to get water and cigarettes.

I am in the same situation I was in after the rape in Pune. If I go to the police they will use drugs in the water and turn the situation around. I cannot go to the British or Australian embassies because they are part of the setup.

The Indians are only too ready to obey what has been ordered by the US and British authorities.

05.11.2004 – Friday

I finalised documents on the laptop and went to eat at the beach stalls where the food and drink has not been tampered with.

I spoke to a young couple that said they were French and were tired of travelling in India and asked where else to go in Asia. They made specific references to the use of drugs in India and asked where I would go in France.

I rang Meher Moos in the evening and said that I wanted to talk to her about the suitcase having been broken in to – she said she was too busy.

I went to a new internet café in another area and researched information on other internet cafes in Bombay. So that I could go somewhere create a new email account and send some emails.

06.11.2004 – Saturday

I spent the day reviewing documents on the laptop and washing mouldy clothes from the suitcase.

07.11.2004 – Sunday
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