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Paddy's Trip to Timor.

In the August/September period, Paddy Kenneally spent three weeks in East Timor. Paddy describes his trip in his own inimitable style thus:

The drought is still with us. Actually all we seem to get in NSW for the past 20 odd years is an alternate weather pattern, a few good seasons followed by severe drought. The farmers barely recoup when they start sliding down again, with that kind of pattern one would think farm properties would dive in price, not so. Where the millionaires come from to gobble them up, I know not.

There seem to be plenty of takers, but then property everywhere is way up above the clouds in price. Someone paid $600,000 for an old fibro house a couple of hundred yards up the street from here, a good block of ground and that’s what the buyer wanted. The fibro house will end up in the tip.

Our tribe is going along well, apart from Helen's son Christopher. He had an accident during the holidays, which kept him off the sports field for a while, otherwise okay.

Sean changed jobs, good money where he was, however, a lot of the time he reckoned he was getting paid for doing nothing, and that doesn't suit him. I remember years ago in the Northern Territory he was working with a Government survey team in fact they surveyed much of the country for the new Alice to Darwin rail-line that will follow. Besides good wages he was on fifty dollars a night camping out allowance. When he got the job it was on a three-month contract basis. At the end of three months the department wanted to renew it. Sean refused. He told me later, it was a good job if I was sixty, no bloody good for Sean, he likes to see something more than his pay achieved at the end of the day.

His brother Michael will be home from London on Friday. He was sent there for two weeks work. There must be thousands in London who could have done the job. He didn't argue, he saw a couple of soccer matches and the matchplay golf. I suppose he did a bit of work too.

Gerald and his family are well. His seven-year-old son can sit and tell you a story that makes Grimm's Fairy Tales sound or read mundane and it all happens to Daniel. The teacher doesn't believe him any more, just says, "Is that so Daniel?"

Nora is fine, and if she wasn't she would still say I'm fine. She keeps herself very busy. The church fete will be on next Saturday and she loves it, the people, the talk, the bargaining. She will be dead tired at the end of the day. No matter how tired, to her it will be worth it.

I went to Timor for three weeks. I could have got a return ticket Sydney to Los Angeles for a couple of hundred dollars cheaper than it cost for Sydney - Dili return. Didn't arrive in Darwin until 11.30pm, consequently I, and many more people slept on the terminal floor. All were catching early morning flights to their various destinations. Air North's flight to Dili left at 6.30am. I arrived in Dili at 7.50 local time. I was met by a Timorese who was driving a four-wheel drive belonging to a woman I know in Canberra. She gave me the use of it while I was in Timor. I was to pay for the fuel and pay the driver 7 American dollars per day. 

Left for Turiscai about two hours later. Our memorial pool at Fatunaba was bone dry. I have been to Timor six times since 1990 during months spread from April to the end of September. I have never seen Timor so dry, bare or shrivelled. The whole country from West to East, and North to South was just a scorched mass. Ironically something else I had never seen in a September there I witnessed about five short heavy showers of rain, what I felt made no difference to the landscape scene.

I reckon if you put a jumbled mass of high mountains in the Janimi Desert, it would replicate Timor in the middle and end of the dry season.

A rough bumpy road into Turiscai, and when I got there, there was no Turiscai, just a few houses, one policeman and a ruin where the Posto had been in 1942. I wanted to go on to Fatu Maquerec Laclubar, then down through Laclo to Manatuto, the driver wasn't keen. Back to Maubisse, which is always busy as all the buses and transport to Same, Hiraro, Hato Balico and Suai pass through there. Back in Dili I reckoned up the costs nearly 100 Yankee dollars to go to a town that no longer exists. That of course included meals and a tyre puncture. Four wheel drive transport went off the agenda. Back to buses, bemos and trucks.

I spent a couple of days wandering around Dili. Much of the town rebuilt, in fact what has been achieved since our party was there in April 2000 was amazing. All the rusty iron and plastic sheeting shelters are gone as are all the stalls they housed. The supply of Timorese grown fruit and vegetables plentiful and first class. I can well imagine the long back breaking hours the Timorese gardeners spent in carting water for their gardens. The people in Dili better dressed and looking far better in physical appearance than I have seen previously. More importantly the fear and agitation, which was quite obvious when Indonesian Military and police were on the scene no longer exists. The sight of soldiers and police from various countries causes them no fear or apprehension whatsoever.

Unemployment is, and will be for a long time ahead, a huge problem. The Timorese, who have found work with, the various organisations, including the peacekeeping force, working within the country are very fortunate. I may be wrong but I believe their chances of being employed during the Indonesian occupation were better, even though that work was in the menial and bottom bracket. In four visits to Timor during the Indonesian regime, I was under no illusions as, to where the Timorese people fitted into the scheme of things. They were the wood and water joeys, there to serve the Indonesian master. All the good positions, ranks, Post Office, Telecommunications, customs, contracting commercial and food stores, run and worked by Indonesians.

Unfortunately it will be some time before the Timorese will inherit these positions. However advances are being made in the field of medicine and education. Thanks not only to the aid workers but to the religious orders as well. Up in Baucau I met five Australian Marist Brothers selling up a teacher's college. At present they are renting various buildings but are hoping to get a land grant from the Bishop, and then build their own complex. The Salesians, Carmelites and Canossians are of course carrying on and expanding their educational projects coupled with their medical clinics and orphanages. The Government is of course doing as much as possible with the confines of its budget.

Heres food for thought for ourselves: - under the gap treaty with Indonesia the Australian Government was sharing 50-50 with the Indonesian government on the gas and oil deposits under the Timor Sea. Now our government is claiming 100%. All such gas and oil under the Timor trough. Furthermore the Howard Government has stated it will not recognise or abide by any decision brought down by the International Court of Justice on the matter, neither will it abide by any seabed boundaries which may be reached by any authority set up to adjudicate on such a boundary. The Timorese will get the crumbs that fall from the Australian table. Only a complete change of heart by our Government will ordain otherwise.

On the 30th August I went west. The Carmelite nuns are having a pre-school child care centre built in Maubara financed by our Parish Bass Hill, and aided by Auburn and Leumeah Parishes. Also across the road is an orphanage financed by an Irish organisation "Good Ireland" is being constructed. The orphanage will hold 80 orphans in four dormitories with ablution and toilet blocks adjacent. There will be two dormitories at each end of the building. The orphanage is about 50 metres long by about 20 metres wide. The pre-school is about 26 metres long and 15 wide. I'm enclosing a floor plan of each. An Indonesian builder is constructing the pre-school, and an Australian builder Hazel Bros is doing the orphanage. I met the foreman on the job. He told me Australian specifications are the official building code for East Timor now. So from education to building construction Australian influence is very strong in East Timor. The Josephite Nuns are of course deeply involved in the advancement of the Tetum language in East Timor.

At Batugade I saw a big convoy of returning refugees from West Timor. There were about fifty trucks in the convoy. Not all trucks had people aboard. However, everything they were permitted to bring came with them. Rusty sheets of corrugated iron, plastic sheeting, bamboo poles and whatever else that would make a shelter, plus what they possessed in livestock, a few pigs and chooks. How many people I couldn’t estimate.

On up to Balibo on a better road than I remember in 1990. The 3rd Battalion is based in Balibo and covers the Western border region from west of Batugade to west of Bobanaro, probably meeting New Zealand Territory somewhere south of Memo. They have taken over Bobonaro from the Kiwis.

There's a Japanese engineer unit based in Maliana. They cover a lot of territory too. I struck them in Bobonaro, Zumulai and Suai. Their equipment is first class, so is their erection of formwork some of which I saw near Bobonaro. I was going to stay in Bobonaro and work my way west from there, the transport to do so was not very encouraging, neither was the information, so I kept going to Zumulai. The road varied from fairly good to absolutely awful, understandable it’s a long, long climb down from Bobonaro to Zumulai, camped the night there at the Carmelite residence. It's a huge parish about 30,000 all poor, so there is much demand on the parish's resources. One of the priests was going to Suai the next morning, he took me to the New Zealand Force H.Q., and if I was going to Tanorman or Fatu Lulic I'd be depending on them. Their compound is named Upham Barracks in honour of Captain Upham who won two V.C.s in World War II. To my knowledge he was the only man to win two V.C.s in the one war. It was achieved on two occasions previously but it happened in two different wars, the Boer War, and the Great War and if memory serves me right one of the winners was a doctor.

Security very tight, I only got as far as a guard. Perched about 3 metres above the road, protected by concrete piers and razor wire and an automatic weapon hanging across his chest, he rang a message through and a captain drove up to meet me. Captain Peter Mortimer, born in Dublin, now a captain in the New Zealand reserved Forces. He was busy as another convoy had come in from West Timor with more refugees, this time on the South Coast, I saw it too, about the same size as the one I saw at Batugade the previous day, and its cargo of human beings and their worldly possessions very much identical. Captain Mortimer took me to the Aussies. The C.O. of the area is an Aussie, or rather a New Zealander , but is a colonel in the Australian Army. I met a Mayor Gaynor there, in fact met several officers, all interested in the campaign the 2/2nd had waged in Timor. For security reasons I couldn't stay or sleep inside either the New Zealand or Australian compound. They kept me busy asking questions about 1942, about Captain Laidlaw and Merv. Ryan. Major Gaynor was particularly interested in Merv Ryan. All of them appeared to have some knowledge of Timor 1942; this tied in with what a 3rd Btn Officer had told me in Dili, that they had studied the 2/2nd tactics in East Timor. I think for different reasons, not as a guide to their operations, but rather as a guide to counter or work out counters to guerilla operations should the militias in camps in West Timor were to infiltrate into their (the Australian and New Zealand) areas in East Timor. I got a couple of beers and a beautiful dinner, but no promises of transport to Tanorman or Fatu Lulic. I met the Colonel at dinner, a giant of a man about 6ft 3 or 4 inches, big lean and hard.

The officers wanted to pay for my accommodation in the hotel in Suai, 90 Yankee dollars for bed and breakfast, they were insisting and I was equally as insistent, I would not accept. I finally said to Captain Gaynor who new the local priest I would stay in the latter's residence, and the officers could give a donation to the parish, that was agreeable all round and they would also try and get me transport back into the mountains. They tried but there was no transport. I also believe that the powers that be didn't want me in the mountains, it happened that way in the Bobonaro area in 2000.

Next day, Sunday, I went to mass in Suai, there I learned a Japanese priest was going to Maucatar to say mass there, so I asked him for a lift, he said he had other passengers. I saw the vehicle a double cabin ute and I said "I'll ride in the back" he took me in the front. So I went to Mass again in Maucatar. The priest said 
I'll take you to Fatu Lulic"

Everything was fine. A few miles further on I looked at the fuel gauge; it was getting down towards a quarter. His presence and I agreed Fatu Lulic was out, in fact he'd better turn back. He was bowing and saying sorry repeatedly. In the end I said, "You have nothing to be sorry about, there's no place up here you can get fuel, I'll be alright, I'll get there". Just then a truck going to Suai turned up. I asked the driver how much to take me to Fatu Lulic. He didn't want much, only 50 American dollars. I told him I'd walk. The Japanese priest still full of apologies headed for Luai, the truck followed him, and I sat on a chair surrounded by villagers, and in a mixture of Tetum, Bahasa and English we got along great. I thought I'll have to walk, camp the night and walk in the morning. As I looked into the distance at a native track, half an hour later a big army truck turned up with an Irish flag painted on the side, but it was a New Zealand driver and New Zealand troops in the back. They were going to Tanorman. I asked them for a lift, they were a bit dubious. Taking a look at the huge army truck carrying nine of them, I said, "I'm only small, I don't weigh much". The corporal said okay get in the back. There were six of them in the back, sitting on two seats facing out, their flak jackets draped over each side. One of the soldiers was a girl and the only one that spoke. The five male soldiers did not utter one word and it must have taken a couple of hours to get to Tanorman.

The girl talked and smoked, and smoked. They were going in to caretake the camp for a week. I knew Tanorman. I was in there in 2000 when the Irish Rangers were there. The platoon there now was from an infantry Btn. apart from the officer and a sergeant they were all young, 19 or 20 and not nearly as big physically as the Australians or New Zealanders. That wasn't the only difference, they laughed, talked and joked more as well. I remarked on the fact and a young fellow named Wallace said, "When there is nothing to do we know how to relax," then becoming serious he said, "If there's a job to be done, Paddy, we'll know how to do it, and Paddy we'll do it." They were setting out next day, two of the patrols were going to be dropped in by helicopter, the third one was going on foot. I slept in a container there that night outside their compound. The army eats well these days. These blokes' rations and water were brought in each week by helicopter. They had a freezer, and refrigerators, milk, fresh vegetables, desert, the lot! I've been fed by Aussies, Kiwis, Irish and Nigerians and all the tucker was plentiful and first class.

I got in alright now I had to get out. The officer came over and said they'll be sending a water truck in. We are getting low on water for cooking and showers. (They drank bottled water). I thought, the river is only about a mile away. That's not for present day soldiers.  

The truck with the water arrived in Suai too late for me to catch transport to Hatu Udo or Ainaro. It gave me a chance to do some washing. I don't have much to wash. I travel light, a pair of jeans, a pair of shorts, a towel, 2 underpants and two shirts finish.

Left Suai by bus 2.30am a long slow trip. One of east Timor's problems is lack of forests. It's going to get worse. West of Ainaro every tree that stands is being cut down for firewood. Previously you would see small bundles of firewood for sale near the villages and along the road. Now you see 8-ton trucks loaded with firewood. On one occasion I saw four big trucks heading for Dili from round Aileu, their only cargo firewood.

By the time I got to Ainaro, I was still debating what I would do, where I would go. I thought up to Hatu Builco via the Nunamogue Track, I then reckoned if I do that I'll have a hell of a job getting out, not much in the way of transport goes into Hatu Builico. I went on to Maubisse and decided I'd go to Same. I should have made my mind up about that at Aitutu, where the Same and Ainaro Roads to Maubisse meet. A long wait in Maubisse for transport to Same. Everything that moved was full, or not going to Same. Finally got a lift in a ute. From Same I wanted to go East to Nataboro then if possible Lacluta and Viqueque. Things had changed, no buses to Nataboro, only possibility a truck. All inquiries only had one answer, no one knew of any trucks that would be going, of course you can't take much notice of what the Timorese will say when it comes to transport. All the misinformation I've gathered on that subject in Timor would fill a huge book.

Next day I headed for Dili, three times over the Cablac Range in twenty-four hours. Now a days I look at the hundreds of feet of fresh air and nothing else, as the vehicles going on the Same, and Ainaro Roads, the wheels about six inches from the edge wend their heart stopping way. I was looking at two Timorese standing on the running board looking calmly down into hundreds of feet of space. I never worried about it before, now I close my eyes and say a few mental Hail Marys.

An Australian girl Tricia Johns, runs a project call "East Timor Self-Help Projects", gave up a good position in Sydney to help East Timor in 1999. She is still there and what she doesn't know about East Timor and its problems in 2002 is not worth knowing. She works alone, knows everybody, and achieves much. On of the projects is a place to sleep and eat. Five dollars bed, and breakfast a dollar extra. It's right by the old markets and buses going everywhere can be caught there. I was going to Bacau next day so it suited me fine.

Went to the ANZ Bank to replenish the finance. The girl in the Foreign exchange grill had paid me $20 over. So I asked her if she was short in her balance on August 28th. She didn't know the date but she had the money deducted from her salary. So I gave her the 20 dollars. "Oh, you lovely man, I will never forget you, you are so good, you're the man in the photo". There's a huge photo of Rupino and myself framed and hanging on the wall above the desk in the bank. I hadn't seen it until she mentioned it. This time I made sure she made no mistake.

The bus for Baucau was leaving at 2am. It turned up and was full. No other bus until 8am. I was lucky; I only had to walk a couple of hundred yards to where I was staying. The Timorese just sat on the ground and slept. There was room on the 8am bus. One of the Timorese knew me. He had seen me at Fatumaca in 1998.

The bus was going to Los Palos, so it dropped me off at Fuiloro. Father Jose was gone. He was in America or on the way there. School holidays were on so Fuiloro was empty. I'd done a lot of travelling since I left Sydney on August 27th so the few days I spent in Fuiloro gave me a chance to just laze about. The two silos Les Cranfield had planned were up. The dairy is run by a couple from the Goulburn Valley in Victoria. They leased their own dairy farm and signed on for two years to run the Fuiloro Dairy and to improve the dairy herd. They have achieved quite a lot. There are currently 15 well-bred calves and more on the way. The yield in milk is about 120 litres a day; it supplies 112 villages with milk.

The poultry farm produces about 800 eggs a day and there is a piggery as well.

Brendon and Robin, the couple running the dairy farm, will produce good silage. What's in the silos now is only good for the garden. Until they arrived  no one had the experience or knowledge to produce good silage. Some agriculture still carried out in Fuiloro however the bulk of the production of farm produce is done at Fatumaca now. Fuiloro misses Les and Verna Cranfield.
