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Welcome
Different faces. Different backgrounds. But all Indo!

Kids Corner

Indo people are a Eurasian people
of mixed Indonesian and European
descent. Many people may not
realize this, but Indos form one of
the largest Eurasian communities in
the world.

World's largest flower!

Click on this link & check out the
many different faces found at just
one gathering in Southern
California, the 2013 Holland
Festival.
Not only is Rafflesia
arnoldii one of Indonesia's
official state flowers, but it
happens to be the largest
flower in the world!
Sweet! Too bad it doesn't
smell sweet though. In
fact, it smells like rotting
flesh. Maybe that's why
the locals call it the corpse
flower. Full grown, it's
about 3 feet wide and
weighs over 20 lbs. It's
way too stinky to take
home to decorate your
Mom's garden but make
sure you take lots of
pictures of it if you do spot
it because it is a rare
flower. It's only found in
thick rain-forests. Plus it
just grows once a year and
then it blooms for only five
days... so that's 360 days
when you wouldn't even
find it.

Note from the Editor
In this issue, we give a special WELKOM to Canadian Indos. According to Wikipedia, in
2006, Canada had more than 14,000 people of Indonesian ethnic origin, residing mainly in
Ontario, British Columbia, and Alberta. The 2011 Census stated there were more than 1
million Dutch with 110,000 speaking Dutch as their first language.
One Canadian Indo played a significant role in creating a strong Indo Community in
cyberspace. Jack Profijt, who hails from St. Catharines, ON, initially tried to connect with
Indos on MySpace but his search for a sense of community didn't find a home till he
created the Old Dutch-Indo Community on Facebook, now with over 3200 members.
Rudy & Mieke Schneider, from Okanagan, BC travel with their RV 43 hours south to a little
town of Lo De Marcos, Mexico (about an hour north of Puerto Vallarta) because, as Mieke
says, "It reminds us so much of Palembang, with most of the fruits there that are similar to
Indonesia, except for the durian!"
One member of our Academic Council, Tineke Hellwig, is currently an Associate Professor
Emerita of Asian Studies at the University of British Columbia in Vancouver and is a widely
published author. Her latest book came out in 2012: Women and Malay Voices.
Undercurrent Murmurings in Indonesia's Colonial Past.
Speaking of books, Canadian professor, Jonathan F. Vance, from London, ON, edited the

P.O.W. Diary of Flight Lieutenant Robert Wyse, 1942-1943. The book, Bamboo
Cage was published in 2009 as part of the New Brunswick Military Heritage Series.
Check out the Google Map showing where some Canadian Indos live. Imagine going on an
Indo Road Trip. It's only 61 hours driving each way...might just be the most informative 61
hours you'll spend.
Next issue, we head to our motherland, Indonesia!
~ Ingrid McCleary

If you'd like a pdf version of this newsletter where the margins & pages are formatted to
8 1/2 x 11 pages, making it much easier to print, just send a request to
ingridmccleary@theindoproject.org and I'll add your email to the pdf distribution list,
which usually comes within a day of the email version.

Diaspora News
Profiles
Phrase of the Month
(Click here & then on the
little sound icon to hear
how it sounds on Dutch)
English
Nice to meet you
Dutch
Aangenaam kennis te
maken
Indonesian
Senang bertemu dengan
anda

Profile - Jack Profijt wrote four blogs for the
TIP website back in 2010. Not only that, but
he helped TIP set up our social media avenues
like Twitter and YouTube. In an excerpt from
Jack's essay, Missing Pieces, he notes,
"The people who are looking for their
roots are in a race against time and
complacency. The generation that was born
in Indonesia are slowly passing into
history, and the generation that replaces
them are faced with a choice. That choice
is to move forward into the future and let the Indo become a dying breed, or they
can try to preserve their history for future generations. It is inevitable that blood
lines become diluted and blurred as time passes, but if the steps are taken now,
there will be something to pass on so that the ones who follow after them will know their
roots.."
Jack Profijt founded the Old Dutch-Indonesian Community Facebook page which now has
3,225 members (as of 7-27-13). Here's Jack in his own words: "I was born in Holland in
April, 1969, to an Indo Mother and Dutch father. We immigrated to Canada via the USA and
arrived in New York harbour on Sept. 11 1969. I became a Canadian Citizen in 1978 and
joined the army as a Reservist at 17 years old in 1986. I have been a part-time soldier for all
of my adult life, 20-plus years. In my civilian employment, I am Security officer for Canada's
largest Casino, Fallsview Casino Resort for nearly 17 years.
"I created the Old Dutch Indonesian Community on Facebook as a way of gaining
information and an understanding of my own history, while creating a lasting entity that
would be used to create strength and unity for our Diaspora and to tell our Indo stories so
that they would have some measure of protection from death as our old ones pass away.
Above all, I created it for my Mother, without whom I would have been nothing."

This is Jack's latest tattoo, originally designed by Paatje
Phefferkorn. The meanings are explained below:
1. The two tilted siku-siku (tridents) and the golok (sword)
represent what we are; advocates and fighters in words and
deeds.
2. The middle of the triangle is reserved for the kembang
melati (jasmine); the flower of our charm. This flower has a
special place within the flag, because it symbolizes our
women. Our men had hard and difficult times during their
imprisonment in the WWII; their meager meals were thrown
to them. Our women however, meaning those who stayed
outside of the internment camps, had an even more difficult time; they had to obtain food
and clothing and they had to raise their children. A very heavy duty! All these years our
women had to keep themselves standing. Out of respect and honor, this symbol has gotten
a special place in the middle of the banner: The KEMBANG MELATI! Even between the ages
of 40 and 80, Indo women are still just as cantik (beautiful) and charming and they still
smell like MELATI!
3. The star on top symbolizes a brightness that everyone can see during a clear night. We as
a people show ourselves in the same way when times call for it.
4. The symbol is enclosed by a padi halm (rice stalk) on the left and right side. This
symbolizes prosperity and luck.
5. At the bottom of the tattoo sits the word INDO, which is synonymous with PRIDE, for we
should be proud of our past.
We all were given European surnames when we were born, but we however have European
and Asian bloodlines. And it would be indecent to deny the grandmothers and mothers who
gave birth to our people.
The name INDO even has a symbolic meaning: In Nederland Door Omstandigheden (In The
Netherlands Because Of Circumstances).

Profile - Tineke Hellwig - One of our Academic Council members, Tineke Hellwig, Ph.D.,
took an early retirement from the University of British Columbia last year. She's living life
at a slower pace but continues to pursue her professional
and personal interests.
She'd earned her PhD in 1990 in modern Indonesian
literature at Leiden University in the Netherlands and went
on to teach numerous courses at UBC, including Indonesian
language and the History of Indonesian civilization.
You can find a number of her books at Barnes & Noble.
An in-depth review of her book, In the Shadow of Change. Images of Women in Indonesian
Literature can be found here.

Profile - Mieke Schneider: For more than two decades, Rudy
& Mieke Schneider have traveled from their Canadian abode a
whopping 43 hours south to Mexico; the first 14 years to a
town called Bucerias and the last 7 to Lo De Marcos, Mexico.
But since they spend months there and visit friends and family
both on the way down and back, it feels more like a road trip
with a home-base at either end.
Isn't this money pretty?
They're called Guilders and
the paper money above is
50 gulden. it was the
currency that the Dutch
used till January 1, 2002.
Then, most of Europe
switched to the Euro,
which I guess is a good
thing because there are
some small countries,
like Luxembourg that you
could drive through in a
half hour. Imagine having
to stop & get your money
exchanged each time you
needed to stop in a
country for food or gas or
to partake in an event.
How many countries
would you guess switched
over from their own
money to the Euro?
1) 7
2) 13
3) 17
4) 22
It's not a trick question but
a few of the countries
just switched over in 2009
and 2011.
Ask your mom for a cookie
if you guess it right.
Wonder if your parents
know the latest count. If
they do, give them a
cookie, too.

Like many Indo families who were forced to leave their
beloved motherland, they did so to escape harassment and to
give their children a better chance at a brighter future. Mieke's story mirrors many others;
some differences, but many more points of shared experiences.
Mieke was in the middle of moving from her condo to another house but managed to
squeeze in some time to share her recollections.
This is a story of an Indo family that went from Sungei-Gerong (near Palembang), Sumatra,
to Holland and then to Canada.
My parents are Wim & Cor Ondang, I am their fourth child; altogether there were seven
children. My father worked for Stanvac in Sungei-Gerong, from 1952 till 1962. During this
time, President Soekarno was in power and was getting rid of the Dutch people.
We had too much Dutch in us for the Indonesians and were often harassed. My sister
married an American in 1960, and went to America. My oldest brother was being ganged
up on and for his own safety, got adopted by an American, and he left for America.
Most of our relatives had left for Holland and my Opa, who
had been in Holland for years, urged my father to go to
Holland also.
My father and mother had good jobs with Stanvac and were
reluctant to go at first, but when it started getting more
difficult for us older kids, they decided to go for it, so that we
kids could have a better future.
My mother arranged all the paperwork. Everything had to be
done secretively, and payments for all that had to be in cash
and under the table. We were told not to mention that we
may be going to Holland to any of our friends; the less
people knew, the better.
Mom started selling off furniture and china, and the money she got from that was
exchanged for dollars, which she hid in her personal clothing when we left the country. We
basically left with the clothes on our backs and a suitcase with clothes, everything else was
left behind. We told everybody that we were going to Java for a holiday.
My father was extremely uneasy, yet hid his feelings very well, and was finally at ease when
we landed in Bangkok because, by that time, they could not turn the plane around. This did
happen to other Indos, who ended up living in poverty in Indonesia.
After a very long flight, we finally ended up in Schiphol. We were put up in a pension, and I

remember having erwtensoep met brood (pea soup with bread), as our evening meal. Being
that we arrived October, 1962, the clothes we had on were not keeping us warm so the next
morning we went to some kind of warehouse where we were given winter-clothes and
boots.
Since my father was Catholic, we were placed in a pension in Limburg, in a small village,
where just about everybody was related to each other. They felt that people like us were a
threat to them, and again we experienced racial prejudice. My mother was not happy
there; we'd lived in a big house in Indonesia with six servants, and now we were in a place
where my parent's bedroom was also our living quarters. My brothers and I had makeshift
bedrooms in the attic without central heating. Some mornings, we'd find ice on our
blankets.
My dad being in his late 40s had a hard time getting a job, but finally got work in
Maastricht. He had his two brothers and other relatives in California, so he started thinking
of emigrating to a warmer place, mainly for my mother's sake. Holland was too crowded,
too cold and not friendly, at least not where we were.
Only by doing justice to
history and acknowledging
the memories and
emotions of the first
generation, the next
generations will be able to
construct their own
identities.'
Nora Iburg, 2010

At the immigration office, he was told that it was a 10-year waiting period to go to the
States, but if he wanted to go to Canada, we could go in a very short time, and maybe try
from there to get to California. So he chose the city with the mildest climate in Canada,
which was Vancouver.
Once there, we found work in a short time. My brother was the first one to get a job; I got
one the day after, and my dad got one the day after that as a handyman at a construction
site. He then landed a job with Kenworth, where he stayed for a couple of years...until he
was diagnosed with colon cancer and given six weeks to live.
He managed to hang on for three more years until he died on June 6th, 1969; only three
weeks before he turned 56. My uncle came to the funeral and told my mom that we were
fortunate to be in Canada, because of the medical system that we had, so the Good Lord
put us in Canada for a good reason.
My mom lived to be 88 and passed away in February, 2009. And all of us kids remained in
Canada, except for my sister, who moved to California.

News bytes about Indos living in other countries
Did you catch this fascinating exploration of Indos in cyberspace on the TIP website by
Australian Indo, Kathryn Pentecost? Her article, Imagined Communities in Cyberspace was
very thought provoking, so much so that the TIP Board asked her to become a regular guest
writer. Kathryn agreed to write a 4-part series for us so check out our website for more of
her stories to be featured, starting in August. Kathryn is a PhD scholar with an Australian
Postgraduate Award 2010 - 2013 and her thesis was, Selamat jalan, sampai jumpa lagi
(Farewell until we meet again): Transcultural family stories from colonial and post-colonial
Indonesia, part of which was published on the TIP website. To read more about her work,
click here.

In Honor Of...

How You Can Help

When you grace us with
your support, we would
like to reciprocate by
placing a photo of your
loved ones in this column.

The Indo Project strives to bring the past to the future by raising awareness about Indo
history and culture via the English language so that second and third generation Indos can
know what it was like for the First Generation before, during and after WWII. Go to
our website and learn more…become involved. Spread the word to your family and
friends.

This is similar to the Wall
of Love and Recognition on
the TIP website, but
instead of Delft Heart
symbols, we will post
photos.

Join The Indo Project Facebook network.
Donate! The work we do to bring the Indo community together relies entirely on public
donations.
Please help by supporting us with a donation! Go to our website or send a check to : “The
Indo Project”, 19 Chestnut Square, Boston, MA 02130, USA.

They will remain in this
column through each
subsequent issue with the
newest donation placed at
the top. Once we run out
of newsletter space, we
will make sure your photo
can still be seen at
the Indo Photo Album.

In this issue, we would like to highlight Eric Wiggers of
Rockledge, Florida, who quadrupled his registration fee at the
Second Annual Indo Pride Kumpulan in Spring Hill, Florida in
April. And when we contacted him for permission to use his
photo in the newsletter, he sent us this photo...and another
$50 donation!
The Indo Culture is a living, breathing creation that needs to be
nourished to survive. Thanks, Eric, for helping TIP grow.

With sincere appreciation
of your support:
We want to thank all the
people who added an
extra donation to their
registration fee to TIP's
Florida event April, 2013:
* Otto Denecke
* Geraldine de Rochemont
* Gerrit Diepering
* Asta M. Donnan
* Franz & Gerrie Eberhardt
* Hans Frankfort
* Claudine Jarrett
* Henri & Anna Lavallette
* Eric Mellonius
* Lieke & Bill O’Regan
* Hans & Lucy Pustelnik
* Aurora Rice
* Elisa & Gordon Tyson
* Willy van Beekom
* Yvonne van der Lee

Photo by Sybald Loth (who, by the way, is a most excellent supporter of TIP in that he
prints out these newsletters at his own expense and distributes it to Indos who don't have
an email address or use the internet. Stay tuned for the next newsletter for more on
Sybald).

War and Military News
The following blog is a difficult one to read. For the author, Ingrid Keizer Wilson, it proved
to be an emotional roller coaster where horror, both real and imagined, joined forces in
her mind as she contemplated the possibility that her own beautiful mom might have been
forced into becoming a Comfort Woman. Indeed, it is only recently that the second
generation Indos began to break through their parent's silence of what occurred during
WWII in the POW, refugee, and internment
camps. If this article is a tough one to read
and a rough one to write, one can only
imagine what it was like for the women who
endured it.
The dark subject of Comfort Women is slowly
coming into the light of day as evidenced by a
recent unveiling of a statue honoring the
Comfort Women in Glendale, California, which
is a replica of the one that sits in front of the
Japanese embassy in Seoul, South Korea.

Our very special thanks go
out to:
* Eric Wiggers of
Rockledge, Fl. who
quadrupled his registration
fee.
* Jeanne (Sjaantje) Jansen
of New Port Richey, Fl.
who, despite not being
able to attend TIP's Florida
events, insists on sending
in generous donations to
ensure that our work
continues.
* Susan Machnik of
Billerica, Ma. for her
spontaneous and most
generous gift.
Robert Vanderwaall from
Texas, who ordered
1 Contract Pension DVD
(Check out his stories at
the TIP website: Oom Piet,
Python Tree, The Tiger
and Song: May of 1961).
Sue Lundberg from
Washington, who ordered
1 copy of "The Return"
Jethro Bartelings
from Winnipeg, Manitoba,
Canada, who ordered 1
copy of "The Return"
Gerrit Diepering from
Florida, who gave a $50
general donation.

Here then, is Ingrid Keizer Wilson's story:
The subject of World War II Asia is a difficult one for me to think about. My mother was 13
years old during the Japanese invasion. Through my childhood I recall hearing her tell an
account of two or three stories. Her stories were sort of recited in a detached way, as
though she was narrating a tale that belonged to someone else. I have an image of her
although there are no photos of her at the time. Her clothes are simple but clean. She is
fiercely prideful and one can see defiance and fire in her eyes but it is only there to conceal
her fright. She is tiny in comparison to me at age 13. I am half Dutch and that, combined
with excellent nutrition, creates a vast contrast. At age thirteen, I did not know war. I did
not know hunger and I lived safely tucked into the rolling hills of north-eastern rural
Kansas.
The truth is that although we have a great deal of information about WWII Europe,
information about WWII Asia is less plentiful. An Asian Holocaust occurred also, over
23,000,000 people died during WWII Asia. Actually, the subject that I want to address is
more specific than WWII Asia. For a long time, this subject was only discussed in quiet
whispers and was shrouded in shame. The subject is Asian Comfort Girls, the over 200,000
women that were kidnapped and forced to provide sex to soldiers as many as 50 times a
day.
About 20 years ago, as many of the women who survived forced sexual slavery began to
age, the whispers of their experiences began to emerge. Some were encouraged to break
their silence by family, some felt a calling from their God, some could no longer contain
their anger and some felt that by sharing their story, they might protect others in the
future. Each voice from around the world began to be heard, each courageously validating
the next.
Many of the women were very young, some as young as 8. Some of the girls had no
knowledge of sex, some had not even begun to menstruate. Many were tricked; they were
told they were being given a prize or a job that would help to feed their hungry families.
Many were simply taken off the street as they walked home. Some were taken to ships
where a few girls would serve hundreds of men, some were taken to barracks, some to
houses much like brothels, some were taken far from home to serve soldiers in other
countries that were also under occupation. In each case the young women were forced to
have sex and beaten if they resisted. In each case they were used over and over again,
through night and day. There were no days off, no breaks. Many contracted venereal
diseases, others became pregnant and were beaten until they miscarried, sometimes, they
delivered live babies only to have them taken from them. Some died.
There are hundreds and thousands of stories. Not all of them are from Asian women. I
read the story of Jan Ruff O’Herne whose Dutch family was interned in a Japanese
Concentration camp in Indonesia. One day, soldiers walked through her camp, chose a
group of girls, loaded them into a truck and took them to a large house which they would
learn would serve as a brothel. Each girl was taken to a room and brutally raped, each
could hear the screams of the others. Later, they saw one another in the bathroom where
they tried to wash away the filth of the repeated rapes. O’Herne who lives in Australia, has
testified before the US House of Congress on her experiences. She has written a memoir
titled, "Fifty Years of Silence".
In 1999, a Philadelphia newspaper reported a story shared by a South Korean woman
named Yoon-shim Kim. Kim says she was kidnapped from her village at age 13. A jeep
carrying soldiers drove through her village while she jumped roped. Because it was unusual
to see an automobile she stopped to look. She gladly accepted a ride from the soldiers who

Jack Huster from
Washington, who ordered
1 Contract Pension DVD
Sandra Barks from
Oklahoma, who ordered 7
copies of the Contract
Pension DVD.

promised to drive her around her village. Instead, she was driven to a city four hours away
and was then shipped to China. She said that while other girls attempted suicide, the
dream of seeing her mother again kept her alive. She returned to her family two years later
and was immediately married off.
As a child, I longed for stories of my mother’s early life. I distinctly remember asking for
photos from her childhood. It was hard for me to believe that she had ever been a child. I
somehow wanted validation of that fact. When I reflect upon that now, I realize how short
her childhood was. At 12, I was still very much a tomboy, tramping through water-filled
ditches wearing holey converse and cutoff jeans. My days were filled with catching
tadpoles and studying their various stages in their journey to becoming a frog. At 13, I was
studying the neighboring farm boys who were strangely becoming young men. I was
amazed by how they had suddenly developed biceps which strained the sun worn fabric of
their hand-me-down shirts. At age 13, my mother felt fortunate to be paid in rice to work
in the office of a high-ranking member of the Japanese Imperial Army. He likely set up
office in the stately home of a newly evicted Dutch family who were transferred to a new
location bounded by barbed wire fence. Her childhood was a short one. She did not look
out over golden Kansas wheat-fields but likely walked with her eyes cast down to avoid
seeing death and destruction around her.
Most of the Comfort Girls who survived their experiences lived with pain and injuries for
the rest of their lives. Others were unable to conceive or suffered heartbreaking
miscarriages. Some were able to share their stories with the families who welcomed them
home, believing them dead. Some never found their families who were killed or moved
away. Some told the men that they would marry, men who loved them and patiently
helped them heal. Some kept their experiences from the men they married who would call
them damaged and deformed, ignoring their scars. Some never married and held their
secrets close. Some, even today, are subject to the shame and humiliation of having been a
comfort girl. Even in very modern cultures around the world, there are still some who
maintain the belief that rape is a negative reflection on the victim.
Many of the women who came forward with their stories simply want an apology from the
Japanese government. It seems that most will die without that apology. A few weeks ago, a
well-publicized statement was made by Osaka Mayor Toru Hashimoto, who said, "To
maintain discipline in the military, it must have been necessary at that time. For soldiers
who risked their lives in circumstances where bullets are flying around like rain and wind, if
you want them to get some rest, a comfort women system was necessary. That's clear to
anyone." He has since attempted to justify his statement and offered a backhanded
apology.
Frankly, I think that Mayor Hashimoto’s initial statement speaks volumes. It speaks
volumes about himself, those represented in his party (the right wing Japan restoration
party) and about modern culture in general. The lack of acknowledgement given to the
issue of sexual violence is demonstrated in all countries, by men of all ages and by women
too. The lack of concern given the issue of sexual violence perpetuates it. We cannot force
a genuine apology for the remaining surviving Comfort Women but we can honor them by
recognizing them and by acknowledging that an epidemic of rape continues. Women and
children in war torn countries are the still victims of war today. Their perpetrators come in
all shades of color, sizes and religion. Their countries of origin leave none excluded.
My mother will be 86 this year. She is still strong and active although sometimes when she
is tired her memory seems foggy. I don’t believe she was a comfort girl but I also don’t
believe she came through the war unscathed. She, however, is a survivor and the same
inner fortitude that carried her through the war is apparent today. Her fire still burns

brightly. When I read each account and viewed videos concerning Comfort Women, it was
difficult not to attach my mother to their stories. Each woman became my pretty, 13 yearold mother, my aunt or my cousin. The woman who made it through with the belief that
she would one day be in the comfort of her mother’s arms suddenly bore my daughter’s
face. I wanted to walk away from this writing project because it hurt me, because it made
me weep and because I was enraged. I pinned a photo of an 80 year old Comfort Woman
from Indonesia to my desktop. Each time I tried to close my computer, her image stopped
me. I wrote this because of her and all of the others. I wrote this because I have a
responsibility to them. If their story is lost, if my children and yours don’t hear this story,
then all of the tears and blood that spilled was for nothing. If it is forgotten, their horrible
suffering served no purpose.
#
Ingrid Keizer Wilson has an international following. Her readers come from every continent
and many different countries with her main readers hailing from the US, UK, France, India,
Bangladesh, Germany & The Netherlands. In addition to those countries, this particular blog
entry was read in several African countries, Brazil, China, Colombia, Indonesia, Iraq, Ireland,
Italy, Japan, Malaysia, Mexico, Morocco, Pakistan, Qatar, Russia, Saudi Arabia, Spain,
Taiwan, Turkey, Venezuela, and Yemen.

Allied News Bytes
Click the title to hear Angelina Jolie speak at the G8 Foreign Ministers summit in London on
the subject of ending war-zone rape. The G8 is composed of 7 of 8 of the wealthiest
countries on Earth and includes Canada, France, Germany, Italy, Japan, Russia, UK, and the
US. Angelina Jolie and William Hague to fight war-zone rape and sexual violence.
The charity's chief executive, Geoffrey Dennis, who advises Mr. Hague on preventing sexual
violence, said, "The G8 has today sent a signal from the world's most powerful states that
impunity for rape in war will no longer be tolerated."

Art and Literature
Books
For a limited time only, get a free copy of this book! Dutch-Canadian author &
photographer, Toni Harting, recently wrote a book on the Japanese
internment camps, The Devil's Grin. For a free copy go to his Blogspot
page. The story is formatted as an informative, journalistic report
inspired by, and based on, his own experiences, observations, and
thoughts as a civilian prisoner of war. Make sure you read My
Profile as it details the photography shows he's had
in Ottowa, Toronto, and Wolseley Bay, to name a few.

The Bamboo Cage, POW Diary of Flight Lieutenant Robert Wyse, 19421943 is an account of Robert Wyse's experiences as a POW on Java. It is
edited by Jonathan F. Vance, who is a professor of History and the
Canada Research Chair in Conflict and Culture at the University
of Western Ontario. On the back cover, it states: Although the
punishment for keeping a diary would have been severe, Wyse
persevered, scrounging for bits of paper and slivers of pencil and hiding
his writing wherever he could until it became too dangerous to

continue. The back cover illustration was done by Andrew van Dijk, whose sketches
appeared in the TIP Spring 2013 Issue. Andrew's collection is under the care of Jan
Krancher, PhD, one of TIP's Board of Directors.
Bianca Dias-Halpert shares this information on one of her finds,
Regained Years: Back to 1942-1946 (Original Title: Herwoonen Jaren
(2002) F.D. Keuchenius). This is one of the few English language books
translated from Dutch about the war years in the Dutch East Indies. I
met the author in NL in 2005. There is only 1 copy left. It has excellent
sketches and graphics drawn by the author himself. Price is $14 and
it's in New Condition (never handled or read or belonged to someone)
although Amazon lists it as Used.

Movies
Rudy Moll from Sacramento, California shared the link to this
30-minute You Tube Film by Ewald Keger, entitled, Dutch East
Indies (Indonesia), the Netherlands (1930s & 1940s).
Ewald says, "This is a compilation of the film material that my
grandfather recorded during his stay in Indonesia (The Dutch
East Indies) during the 1930s. It also contains scenes from the
Netherlands in 1946, just as the country was recuperating
after 5 years of Nazi regime."
The movie contains the following scenes:
 Arrival in the harbor of Batavia (nowadays Jakarta).
 Arrival and departure of the carrier Johan van Oldenbarnevelt (Editor's note: This
was special to see as this carrier was how I traveled from Indonesia to Holland in
1956).
 The fish market of Batavia
 An unknown celebration/ festivity
 The launch of the Hr. Ms. Poolster
 Family moments in the 1930s
 The arrival of KLM PH-ARG (a Douglas DC-3) on Batavia Airport
 Post war scenes from the Netherlands, including Utrecht, Amsterdam,
Scheveningen
 Scenes from the severe winter of 1946 - 1947

Events
What: Weekly Kumpulan!
Where: The Indo Food Court
1200 East Huntington Drive
Duarte, California 91010
When: 10 a.m. - 2 p.m
Food tents are behind the Duarte Inn. Parking is
free.

The Indo Food Court in Duarte, California
Submitted by Ronny Geenen
Thanks to the efforts of Senator Walter, about 60,000 Indos left The Netherlands between
1950 and 1965 to start a new life in the U.S. The relevant laws were successively the
Pastore-Walter Act of 1958 and the Pastore-Walter Act II in 1960, allowing Indos to enter
the U.S. as refugees and displaced persons.
Today’s estimate tells us that there are about 200,000 Indos living in America, and of which
about half have their homes in Southern California. This means they could work here, live
in freedom and enjoy a warm and sunny climate. After the year 2000, the third generation
of these Indos began to integrate in the American multi-cultural community in such a way
that the older first generation Indos were concerned that this new generation would no
longer know where they actually came from. This new younger generation Indo-Americans
also spoke only English.
In April, 2002, a few of the first generation Indos, led by "Tante" Hetty Hehl and "Oom"
Fred Lutzow decided to do something about it, mainly to keep the old stories and
memories alive.
And that started the Indo Food Court in Duarte, California, a city with a population of over
21,000 and located 30 miles east of
Los Angeles. The owner of The Duarte
Inn was very helpful and cooperative
in letting this group of Indos use his
property in the back. Every Saturday
from 10 a.m. until 2 p.m. all Indos,
young and old, have a meeting place
where they can sit and chat about
tempo doeloe (the old days).
To let the Indo community know
about the Indo Food Court, many
phone calls were made to friends in
the surrounding areas and far away to invite them. There are tables and chairs under
canopies to sit and talk about old times or exchange new tidbits from Holland. The majority
of our first generation have passed the age of 70 and enjoy a little aow (pension).
Four food tents are set up where you can buy
delicious Indonesian dishes, cookies and drinks.
The owners of these tents are mostly ChineseIndonesians and well versed in English. In the
beginning, they did not even know what Indo
Blandas were (Dutch Indonesian mix), but after 11
years, we've become good friends. The oldies are
all addressed as "Oom" and "Tante" and the
spoken language among the Indos is mainly
Dutch.
Nowadays, we see more and more the 2nd, 3rd and 4th generation of Indos appear,
though it is mainly for the Indonesian food. The Food Court has a name now; anyone
knows where to find us and we are open every Saturday, "Rain or Shine".

If you plan to visit family and/or friends in Southern
California, come to the Food Court in Duarte. What do
you think of e.g. nasi kuning with a choice of three
different dishes? Or nasi bungkus with choices like
rendang java, ajam pedis or ikan pedis, udang belado,
sajur peteh-lodeh, or perhaps Atjar? For snacks, you
can choose lemper, pastei, rissoles, aram aram,
combro, and tjendol. You will certainly not regret it
and who knows, you might meet old friends and definitely make new friends. Come with
news and fun stories, so we can all enjoy a friendly laugh.
Please note: At the Indo Food Court, no smoking is the rule and dogs should stay at home.

What: Monthly Kumpulan!
Where: Old Town Sacramento
The Indo Cafe
1100 Front Street
Sacramento, CA
When: 4th Sunday in month
Noon - 3 p.m
Food prepared by Jim & Tessa Scaief, the new owners of the Indo Cafe.
But you'll probably be greeted first by Rudy & Mady Moll. Rudy, otherwise known as Opa,
can be seen every 4th Sunday, taking photos of the gathering,
enjoying food from the Indo Cafe...and usually dancing. Rudy
and his wife, Mady, are lively octo/septuagenarians who
still perform at social events.
Both Rudy & Mady have placed their oral histories in
the Sacramento Ethnic Communities Survey, which included
conducting oral histories of prominent members of the
numerous ethnic groups that settled in the Sacramento
region.
If you want to be notified of other events at the Indo Cafe,
contact Rudy at (916) 488-2645 and ask to be added to his
mailing list. He sends lovely photos of each gathering and also
shares interesting links like that of the You Tube Film by Ewald
Keger, entitled, Dutch East Indies (Indonesia), the Netherlands
(1930s & 1940s) noted above in the Movie section.

Jeannette Lambert from Montreal posted to the Indo Sisters on Facebook: Any Indo sisters
in Canada? This photo is from this weekend's Indonesian buffet at the Novotel Hotel
in Vaughan, Ontario. Lots of great food and it's still on for lunch tomorrow." The food
looked so fabulous that this Editor went a-hunting and found this notice from the Trio
Restaurant.
I reached out to them & received a prompt response from the Director of Food & Beverage,

Executive Chef, Brad Scully. He noted in his
email, "Yes, happy to say, we will be doing
more of the Indonesian events in the future.
The turnout is always fantastic with sell outs
every time. Our Chefs have been working hard
with the Indonesian community to get that
right ethnic flair the food it deserves... As far as
the next event, we are looking at a late
September to October range." Contact them in
a few weeks to get the date (we will also post
notice on our Facebook Page). The prices are very reasonable and it includes live music!
While searching for the above, I spotted another
notice in Canada where you could get Indo food.
The Quince Bistro in Toronto offers Rijsttafel
Evenings at Quince. The next one is in September so
contact them to be added to their mailing list for
advance notice.

First time in Northern California!
What: Herdenking Einde WWII
Where: Oakmont Memorial Park
2099 Reliez Valley Rd
Lafayette, California
When: August 4th, 2013
11 a.m.
Henny Neys and Gijs Axt are holding a memorial in
Oakmont Memorial Park, Lafayette, California,
organized out of respect for all members of the
Dutch armed forces and citizens who lost their lives
in the former Dutch East Indies, Japan, Burma and
other parts of Asia during the Japanese occupation.
This commemoration is held annually in Southern
California (see below for that date), but since many
of our countrymen in Northern California can no
longer make the long drive to Los Angeles, they have, with the knowledge and approval of
Mr. Auke Mensink, Chairman of the Memorial Committee, Southern California, that this
commemoration also be held in the San Francisco Bay Area.
The ceremony starts at 11 a.m. There is opportunity to lay wreaths or flowers, but please
let Henny know if you plan to do so. Contact Henny at 510 915-6665 or by email to
hennyneys@sbcglobal.net.
What: Herdenking Einde WWII
Where: Los Angeles National Cemetery
950 S Sepulveda Blvd.
Los Angeles, CA
When: August 10th, 2013
10 a.m.

Resources
Researching your roots?
Want to read more about
your parents &
grandparents experiences?
Start with the links
found here and if you
come across some
especially useful links in
your internet travels,
please forward the link so
we can share it our
readers.

What: Bevrijdings Bal (Liberation Ball)
Where: Buena Park Elks Lodge
7212 Melrose Avenue
Buena Park, CA
When: August 10th, 2013
7 p.m.

What: NESO Hawaiian Party
Where: 1808 B Street
Hayward, CA
When: August 10th, 2013
4 - 9 p.m.

New to this issue:
Dutch East Indies
(Indonesia), the
Netherlands (1930s &
1940s) 30-minute YouTube
film.

Please share this online
newsletter with your
friends and family so they
may have the opportunity
to participate and stay in
the loop.
They can sign up for the
newsletter here.
Or you can use the
Forward link at the bottom
of this newsletter.

What: NESO Fall Bazaar
Where: Swiss Park
5911 Mowry Ave
Newark, CA
When: September 22nd, 2013
11 a.m. - 4 p.m.
Contact: (510) 793-6272
What: NESO Jaarfeest
Where: Network Pavilion
6430 Thornton Ave.
Newark, CA
When: October 26th, 2013
5 p.m. - Midnight
With a guest appearance from Holland, the band, "Tea for Texas"
Contact: (510) 793-4063

Want some more? We
aim to please!
Click here to see more
stories

Save the date! A heads up for the Fourth Indo Pride Kumpulan hosted by The Indo Project!
November 10th, 2013, in Spring Hill, Florida. Details will be available soon & posted in the
TIP Fall 2013 Newsletter, which will arrive end October. Information will also be posted at
the TIP Facebook page.

You are receiving this enewsletter because of your
relationship with The Indo
Project.

This is the wedding photo of
Wim & Cor Ondang. They
wanted to immigrate to the
warmer climate of California but
were told they'd have to wait 10
years so they chose Vancouver
as their third home. Vancouver
may not be as warm as
California but it is a spacious and
clean city and all of their
children settled in Canada as
well, with the exception of Meis
Nelson, who has retired to
California, at Leisure World by
Seal Beach, a gated retirement
community.

Unsubscribe from this list.
Our mailing address is:
The Indo Project
19 Chestnut Square
Boston, MA 02130-2205

Do you have an unusual wedding story you'd like to share? If so, we'd love to hear from
you. Just send your photo and a short description to ingridmccleary @
theindoproject.org with Wedding Photo & Story in the subject line.

Add us to your address book
Copyright (C) 2013 The Indo
Project All rights reserved.
Forward this email to a friend
Update your profile

The Indo Project has tax exempt status as a 501(c)(3) charitable organization under the
Internal Revenue Code, which means your donation to The Indo Project is fully deductible.
Donate Here to Help Preserve Our Heritage
in the English Language
Thank You From The Indo Project Team
www.theindoproject.org

info@theindoproject.org

