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Paddy's Trip to Timor. (Part II)

I headed for Viqueque. I was lucky and got to Baucau in time to catch a bus, the road not too bad. Plenty of stock grazing on the rice paddies, in fact once you go east of Manututo the flocks of goats, herds of buffalo, cattle and horses far, far more numerous than west or south of Dili, and that includes the valley between the Lois and Bai Boa rivers which is a huge rice growing area, as in the Nunuru Plain in which Maliana is situated.

Viqueque back to normal, busy marketplace. The acres and acres of gardens the Indonesian army had, now overgrown and reverting to native undergrowth. The River still had a good flow of water. I've got that accustomed to seeing dry riverbeds on this trip, it becomes more than obvious when a river has water in it.

Caught a bus at 5a.m. and went to Fatumaca. Stayed a couple of days, doing a bit of writing and exploring. Coming from Fuiloro with Father Jose Lanjuane we called into the orphanage at Laga - 120 orphans stay there. The orphanage comprises of 7 big buildings forming a rectangle so the centre is a huge courtyard with shrubs at one end.

The buildings comprise schoolrooms, dormitories, dining room, chapel, and recreation room. Spotlessly clean. The orphans here are lucky children and there are many more orphans in the Laga area. Laga was bitterly divided in the pro-independence versus pro-autonomy question. It was an area, which was heavily targeted by the Militia, and it hasn't recovered.

Fatunaba was fortunate, little damage, the same for Baucau. Farming has returned to Don Bosco at Fortunaba. There were four huge paddocks ploughed ready to sow corn when the rains came. The three trade buildings undamaged. So electronics, engineering, carpentry and joinery still on the curriculum. Of course academics is not neglected. Another primary school almost completed. When it is, there will be school accommodation for almost 570 primary school children, which means in a few years time there will have to be additions to the high school. The school holidays were on so the only students in residence were about 24 aspirants. They are students who may go on to the Seminary and train for the priesthood. Not all do, they do however benefit from the high school education they receive.

Went into Baucau, an Italian lay brother was the driver. He had two speeds, fast and faster! I was bloody glad when I got out in Baucau.

The town market was thriving. Fruit, vegetables, corn, sweet potatoes, breadfruit, tomatoes all laid out, no differently than we saw in 1942. I didn't see any tuaca, now referred to as palm wine. No cockfights either, but there are still plenty of fighting birds in Timor and plenty of fights to keep them busy. No beetlenut either, that is at the Baucau markets. But as I wandered around the country I saw plenty of people chewing beetlenut particularly in the central mountain ranges.

Wandering down towards the coast I heard a voice yelling "Paddy, Paddy" and up races a Timorese laughing and gave me a big hug. I had met Christiano here at out house way back in 1982. He had just got out of Timor and gaol. He couldn't speak a word of English. He went to Uni, doing law, changed to Economics and Political science, got a degree, and went back to Timor in 1999. His brother Carlos, a tough boy, who had served in the Portuguese army and Mozambique, was also in Baucau. He had come back to be with the family when his mother died. I also met the father, a not too tall, broad shouldered man, straight as a die and 94 years old. Christiano wanted to take me back to Dili, that however was not where I wanted to be. I had a bit more to see in the Baucau area.

Christiano knew where the Marist Brothers were so Carlos took me there. At least two of the five were West Australians. There were also three girls doing the secretarial work, they were also West Australians. The atmosphere was more polite than welcoming. I learned what I wanted to know. They will set up a teachers college to train teachers for the schools they will undoubtedly build and Timor will benefit. The Marist brothers have a long successful record in teaching, not only in Australia but worldwide. I spent nearly three years in their training college in 1930 to 1933. The Marist brothers were lucky I left. I was also lucky as I expected to be expelled. I was feuding with two of the brothers on the staff, and no one was backing off or even easing off. Sure it was a long, long time ago, I don't seemed to have learned much since! The college principal and the provincial of the order tried to talk me out of leaving. I supposed they believed they could do something with me.

On the third Sunday of November I will be going to Mass and a school reunion for St. Patrick's old boys. There will be six of us there who attended school there in the 1920s and the six of us come from the Miller's Point and Rocks area. I bade the brothers a polite farewell in Baucau; they wouldn't have missed me.

It was a long walk up to Kota Baru, the new markets where I caught a bus back to Fatumaca.

Father Jose Lanjuane turned up the next day. He was going to Dili so I tagged along. The North Coast road is pretty good. Keith Hayes sent me a couple of Sit. Reps. One on the Timorese and Brother Manuel's visit to the Denmark Agricultural Farm. The other giving information on Father MacAnally's silk work project up in Baucau area. I met Father MacAnally at the Venilale orphanage (to be exact on the road outside the orphanage). He told me he had spent some years in Java and about his idea in setting up a silk worm project that was in 2000. From the report Keith sent me it is apparently away to a good start. On the way to Dili we passed a couple oh his mulberry plantations. I went out to Don Bosco Comora in Dili. I had to meet a bloke named Luke Gosling at the airport. You may remember meeting him in Mildura. He is doing a video on the 3rd Bn in along the border regions Balibo - Maliana. Anyway he was going to pick me up on Sunday Sept. 15th next morning 5 am. I set out for Lete Faho. Every bus that came along was going to Maliana, finally about 7.30 one came going to Gleno, I took it, and at least it was going in the direction I wanted. At Gleno the driver said, I'll take you to Lete Faho for 20 dollars, I said "No" I knew quite well some vehicle would be heading for Lete Foho, Vila Maria or Hatulia. Half an hour later there was a bemo leaving for Lete Foho. It's not a bad road through the Gleno Valley. Gets a bit rough when it heads into the mountains. A bemo can seat five people comfortably inside and three including the driver in front. By the time we picked up a few here and there in Gleno, there was twenty six bodies in that vehicle, a couple of goats on the roof, plus a couple of chooks, bags of rice and corn on the floor. Two blokes outside had their feet on the windows and hanging onto the roof rack. If it hadn't been for the pain and aches in my squashed up legs I wouldn't have known where they were. I thought if this goes over a precipice, I'd be that well cushioned with bags of rice, corn and bodies I'll survive. Up over the last hill and we were in Lete Foho. The former posto up on the hill at one end and the Catholic Church up on a hill at the other end and the village of Lete Foho in between. Away in the distance looking North-West was Mount Ramalau, towering away up above the surrounding mountains and looking down onto the Gleno Valley. I could see the road about a couple of thousand feet down. I could look across at Vila Maria and West to Hatu Lia. The road to Atsabe was just below, there was a branch off to Hatu Bailico and the Timorese I was talking to told me he was on his way to Aileu on a track I never knew existed. I asked him how long, he said "duabelas jam" twelve hours. No wonder Lete Foho was a bone of contention way back in 1942.

Down came the mist, Ramalau disappeared first, then all the surrounding mountains. There was a Timorese hut just across from the priests house, nearly as dark as a coal cellar, apart from the glow from the fire in the centre. I became a good friend with that fire. It gets more than cold up on those mountains when there is no sun. The only pack I had was a toothbrush and a tube of toothpaste. It took a lot of willpower to have a Timor style shower, a dipper, and a concrete water container. Just dip into the water and pour it over a body already shivering from the cold. I used the tail of my shirt to dry myself. The only bedclothes I had that night was a half cotton window blind I took off the window. I thought "Mother of God Paddy, you're 86 not 26 as you were in 1942". I survived, but wasn't sorry to see the dawn and the sun rising.

Next day it was as hard to get out of Lete Foho as it was to get into it. Everyone including the priest said I'd get a bemo for Gleno at seven o'clock. To make sure I was waiting for it at 6.15am. 7am, no bus for Gleno and at 10am still no bus, a bemo and a couple of trucks going to Atsabe. I'd have kept on going to Atsabe but I had to be in Dili by 5pm to meet Luke Gosling and it's the long high road to Dili via Atsabe, Bobonaro, Maliana then up to Balibo and down to Batugade and East along the North Coast road. 

It was bazaar day in Lete Foho which was fortunate, sooner or later a truck would turn up. It was a big bazaar, plenty of garden produce, and piglets, and beetle nut. The dust was being well laid and a variety of red brown spittle designs to do the job.

A truck was going to Gleno and so was I. Sitting nice and comfortable in the front seat with a Timorese and the driver. No trouble getting a bemo for Dili in Gleno. There is always a fair bit of transport coming down from Ermera. I got into Dili by 4 pm.

Luke Gosling took me round to some civilians working for the army. They were busy sitting on chairs on a lawn with a swimming pool in the middle and drinking VB. I was invited, bad luck, Luke and I had to go to the airport and be there by 6 pm. They were a very hospitable gathering. Luke met his T.V. crew, two blokes and two girls. Actually the director was a girl, Rachel Landers. Nora and I had met her previously here at our place. They invited me to dinner. I declined. Luke drove me to Don Bosco, there was no one there. All had gone off to another church for some function. I had a cup of tea and a piece of cake, the only thing I had to eat that day.

Luke picked me up next morning. They were going to start their video at the church in Becora. Just as a matter of interest at about the end of September, a journalist was murdered in Becora near the church. He was I think Dutch. Becora is really only a hop, a step, and a jump from the centre of Dili yet the peacekeeping force had not yet got there. The journalist was killed, and four thousand peacekeepers had not yet sent a patrol to a suburb a couple of miles away.

It's a fine church and it was crowded with worshippers. The earlier mass was still on. We were going to the 10.30 am mass. The T.V. crew did their job filming during the mass. Afterwards we went to Bidau to Rupinos for lunch and more filming.

The T.V. crew supplied the lunch, and the beer. Rupino supplied the house, his family, and himself. They explained to Rupino that it was not a film for profit. It was a documentary. Poor Rupino, he has cards from journalists and others. He has been used as Timoresen who was with and helped the Australians in 1942, but bugger all help has come Rupinos way.

When the filming and eating and drinking was all over we departed. However this time Rupino and his family were not left empty handed.

Rupino has got very thin since I saw him 18 months ago. I was also surprised at his age, according to his birth certificate, which I saw 12 years ago he was born in 1917. I thought he would have been seven or eight years younger. He is very active, quick in his movements, and he is like a hovering angel when I move about, catching my arm and helping me. The family not as well off as when I saw them in 2000. They were in jobs then. Since then I think a couple of the jobs are finished. It's always sad saying goodbye to Rupino and Nicolau Goncalves family. The Rupinos and Nicolaus who lived with Australians in 1942 (I refer to all the Criados and the people of Timor) got so little. About all they got by the time the war finished was death, misery and suffering and in 1975 abandonment.

We went up to the memorial, as I said there is no water in the pool. In another month it will be full and running once more and the vegetation around about fresh and lush. There were some Timorese kids playing under the shelter, laughing and squealing as they leapt high in the air as they played.

It was dark when we got down to Dili. I refused another invitation to dinner. For me there was a feeling of sadness about the whole day, when comparing time and life, 1942 is so far removed from 2002, not only time, but the men so young and vital then, now mostly passed on.

Next day I went to see Nicolaus family. Florentino, Janairo, two other sons and a daughter. All the family live in a cluster of houses surrounding Florentino's house in Tecidere. It's well shaded and far more pleasant than Bidau; circumstances I suppose are a little different.

 Janario told me Murray Thornton came to see them when he was in Timor in May for the declaration of independence. Murray will never forget the Goncalves family. Janario picks up work here and there. He is a painter these days. He worked for Timor Aid in 2000 courtesy Murray Thornton. He worked in Dili gaol when the Indonesians were there and he took to the bush up around Remexio during the Indonesian and militia rampage after declaring of the vote. They got Florentino to safety somewhere out the back of Tibar. There's a bit of larrikin about Janario. I laughed and said, "Do you miss the Indonesians?" "Not the men" he said and laughed, he is never very serious.

Left there and called into the Goal Ireland Office out near the old markets, met a bloke from Dublin whom I know. He is teaching English now in Dili; the three girls in the office came to lunch with us. They had all worked for aid organisations in various parts of the world. One of them, a Dubliner had worked in New York, a merchant bank job, then in Angola for an aid organisation, she hoped to go to Bangladesh after Timor. 

While we were having lunch, Max Stahl, (the bloke who filmed the Dili massacre) came in. he knew we met a few years ago in Sydney. He is back in Timor to do a documentary for the U.N. That will be easy compared to other jobs he has filmed. He stayed in Timor in September 1999 when all the other journalists left with the U.N. staff. He went bush above Dare and was in Dili to film the peacekeepers when they arrived. Danger is Max's life and blood. If I remember correctly his father was, I think, a Czechoslovakian political exile. Max is English.

I had arranged to meet Graham Scott, Neil's son. He is interested in setting up an on the ground information centres in various places in the Islands, a bit complicated for me. To Graham it's as easy as ABC. He picked me up at Don Bosco about 8 am. With hindsight I don't think I went the best way about it. I thought he would be more interested in Bazartete than elsewhere. We went there first. It's a long climb up to Bazartete and took more time than I anticipated. We went out along the track on which Four Section ambushed the Japanese in March 1942. I was not in Four Section at that time. But in 2000 Ray Aitken took us to the spot which he remembered. Now of course it is all coffee and undergrowth as Ray pointed out in 1942 it was cornfields. I may have not been spot on, but I was in the paddock about the area. Now Graham was driving a far bigger 4 wheel drive than a Toyota. How he turned that monster around on that little better than a track road I don't know but he did it.

I'll guarantee he was a stone lighter by the time he finished turning that steering wheel backwards and forwards gaining about six inches of turn at a time.

We went on down to Maubara. The orphanage floor and foundations had been poured. The perimeter walls were being erected. A new process, precast woodchip cement waterproof panels just slide between slotted piers. The latter are I think aluminium bolted to the floor like steel uprights or poles.

The pre-school was also well advanced. All exterior piers and beams poured and the internal brickwork, doors and windows completed. A lot had been done since I had first seen it almost three weeks previously.

We were stopped at a roadblock on the way back. They were Timorese police, passports inspections etc. It was the second such experience I had on this visit, the first time it was Australian police.

While I was out of Dili wandering around the mountains, they had a security alert. When I got back into Dili there were three cargo containers blocking the entrance to the Australian Embassy. Three soldiers with automatic weapons on guard there 24 hours a day. The embassy was evacuated and armed Australian troops in occupation. There was also a bit of grumbling because Portuguese troops manned the roadblocks in Dili. There was also about 100 Yanks in the city. I missed all that excitement as I blissfully wandered around the mountains, now with the benefit of hindsight, and the talk of American Intelligence warnings about threats of violence in Indonesia, I think there were some awful blunders in assessing the intelligence reports by our people in Canberra. We won't even have to worry about learning if it was so, blunders are never revealed.

Graham took me back to where he was staying; some organisation or other identified by a bundle of initials. It was in Comoro, air conditioned demountables. One Australian ex-army told me about a Bob Smyth sending a rotary hoe up to someone there so I knew our Association was still on the job.

Graham would have liked to get to Liltai but that would have required another day and I was flying out of Dili at 8.30 am the next day. Had we left much earlier it could have been possible, as there is a wide track in from off the Aileu Road. In 1942 it was about three or four hours walk from Liltai to Remexio. I wouldn't back myself to achieve it in 2002.

I said goodbye to Graham; we had had a pretty good day and did manage to get to some of the areas his father was in 1942.

I flew out on the 18th as scheduled and arrived back in Wilkins Street about 8.30 p.m. that night. I had only lost four kilos on the trip so it wasn't too hard.

Timor wages for Timorese workers in all the jobs from construction, roadwork and service occupations earn from about 2 - 5 dollars a day, some jobs even lower. Transport fares roughly as they were. Bemco fare anywhere in Dili ten American cents, translate that into Rupiahs it's about 800 rupiahs. In 1990 it was 250 rupiahs so I suppose three times more. In the supermarket I paid two Yankee dollars for a tin of mosquito spray. The same was 50 cents cheaper in our supermarket. I didn't go around the supermarket checking prices but not many Timorese shop in supermarkets, they can't afford it, they go to their local market (Timorese).

In Dili people look better, dress better, and do better. Out in the mountains little has changed in 60 years. They travel by truck or bemo now between districts. The production of food from the Timorese gardens has increased. There is always plenty of fruit and vegetables in the bazaar. All throughout Timor dwellings destroyed in the reign of terror prior to and after the vote are being replaced. No shortage of goods but there certainly is a shortage of money to purchase them. Wages are not adequate and bear little in relation to the cost of living. Unemployment is a huge problem. Westerners say there is plenty of work, but the Timorese won't work. I can't agree with that. We keep judging everything by using our standards as a benchmark. As long as I've known the Timorese it was never part of their custom to turn up for work every day. They have an entirely different approach to work. They get the job done their way. I know it doesn't suit our way. There's one thing I do know, these people for twenty five years suffered and survived unspeakable terror and persecution, from February 1999 until September of the same year that was intensified a hundred fold yet despite it all they come trudging to the voting centres, many of them for many hours from remote areas and voted 78.5 per cent for freedom and independence and those ill clad under nourished and persecuted people knew exactly what would happen to them for doing so. They had seen a preview of it during the preceding six months.

The other thing I believe, I know of no other people in our Western society who would have done so.

P.S. Two nights after my return our parish ran a function at Liverpool Catholic Club. It was organised by five Josephite Sisters and through the functions, raffles and donations raised $60.000 in one night. The Carmelite nuns in Timor will certainly benefit. That's $110.000 our parish raised for the pre-school in Maubara.

Paddy Kenneally.

Thank you Paddy for the account of your Timor visit. It was most interesting. Ed.

