*EAST TIMOR*

The scene of the Declaration of Independence of East Timor, November 28, 1975. It was declared by The
Revolutionary Front for an Independent East Timor (Frente Revolucionária de Timor-Leste Independente)
(Page 1)—184.144 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Paulo Quintao (1914-1987)} Soibada, Manatuto District, East
Timor (M)
2
*
(3)—184.141 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Sintadewe Bikiak (1976- )} Dili, Dili District, East Timor (F) 3½
†
184.144 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Paulo Quintao (1914-1987)} Soibada, Manatuto District, East Timor (M)
2
After Easter in 1942 the priests at Soibada told all our people that an Australian was coming to speak to them.
It was a Sunday afternoon and the students of the Catholic school and many of the people set out and met him. He
had come all the way from Fatumakerek\fn{ A town in the center of East Timor, southwest of Dili } by foot carrying a
machine gun; that is a long way. We were very impressed he came so far to see us.
The Japanese then were not near Soibada, only at Dili. The Australian slept that night at the mission, the
priests’ house. Then the priests who spoke some English spent a day talking to him. That soldier made a very
good impression with us. We sent some people to accompany him back to Fatumakerek on horses.
Australians kept coming through in small groups. The liurai\fn{King} of Soibada gave orders to our people to
provide them with whatever they needed. I met Australian soldiers and talked with them every time they came. I
spoke English just a little; they were learning Tetun, and their creados\fn{Young boys who willingly attached themselves
to individual Australians and acted as their personal assistants } too were learning English.
Like all our people, I liked the Australian soldiers. They were kind, we all thought that about them. They had
sympathy for Timorese people. They shared what they had with us, showed our people love and attention and we
loved them in return.
We always knew when Australians were coming, word just passed along. Our people would wait to meet them
and provide food. When they had money the Australians paid for food, chickens and pigs, or for hiring horses.
They needed horses to carry their guns and ammunition and when the horse went a boy had to go with it, to look
after the horse. With some Australian money our people melted the silver and made ear-rings or rings.
*
News that we helped Australians spread to the Japanese. In August three Japanese aeroplanes came. They flew
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around Soibada then dropped some bombs, killing an old lady and a young girl about twelve years old called
Palmira. It made us understand why Australians fought Japanese who would kill civilians.
We already knew about Japanese soldiers before they came to Soibada, because people from other parts of
Timor came to sell their goods at our market and told us how the Japanese killed and were cruel to Timorese. We
were afraid and wanted to be with the Australians, not the Japanese.
After that bombardment the Australians told us it was safer to stay away from the villages because we could be
bombed there. They told us we should meet their commander and maybe he could get guns for us to defend
ourselves. Then the Australians left Timor, but they dropped papers from planes for us with some outside news.
When the Japanese came to Soibada for the first time they brought Timorese from Maubisse, a small tribe they
knew were hostile. The Japanese controlled them, told them to burn our crops and houses and kill our animals.
They did not harm people because everyone ran away, but from the end of 1942 there was a shortage of food like
rice and corn because people couldn’t work in their gardens. We ate wild fruit and things like this, but we missed
a season to plant our gardens.
*
Late in 1943 the Japanese came to us again because they knew there were some people in Timor who came by
parachute and they wanted to find them. When the Australians passed through Soibada we were the ones who
supported them and the Japanese had lists, the names of important friends of Australians.
They sent all our young men to search. We had to show we were not sympathetic to the Australians by helping
the Japanese. They requested our king of Soibada to go to another area and use his influence to find where the
paratroops were, but he would not do this.
So the Japanese take our liurai’s brother, Juan de Deus, and tie him to a pole, in the open. They order the
presence of all the family of the king. Little children too, they have to watch their father beaten. It is public to
frighten people, to show that even the brother of the king can be beaten because we support Australians.
About sixty of our people have to watch, mainly old people and children. Our young men have gone to search,
young women are hidden. There watching we are still.
No one moves, tears run from our eyes. Six Japanese soldiers are there with guns, also some Timorese they
bring to help them who have to do the beating. They are told by the Japanese not to talk to us. Two have to beat
Juan at once with bamboo poles.
Beat and beat until the pole breaks, then take another one. Our people count twenty-two poles broken on Juan
that day. When he falls down the Japanese call,
“Juan, Juan!”
He does not answer. They throw water on him. They see he is alive and they beat him again. He says to me,
“I am going to die now.”
He says this to me like goodbye. But he does not die. Three times he falls, they throw water, and beat again.
They beat Juan until it is nearly dark, then leave him with his family.
*
The next day they come to get him to beat again. I try to be diplomatic. I say,
“Yes, we are Australians’ friend. We’re your friend because you are here too. If you come to our place, if you
ask for food, we provide, that is hospitality. We do this for everyone.”
The Japanese begin arguing and tie me and start to beat me too. They use a new sort of rod they prepare in the
night, some thin pieces of bamboo tied together. At first I continue to talk, to say,
“We do the same for you, we help them, we help you, it is our way.”
But it is no use, I am still beaten. Two Timorese beat me at once. They say quietly to me they are sorry, they
are forced to beat. If they slow down, Japanese are next to them with a gun. For two hours they beat me. They
change the rods. One wears short and they take another one. Afterwards our people count fourteen of those
bunches on the ground used on me.
Another relative of the liurai, Caduroo, they bring him, tie him and beat him. They beat him less than one hour.
He falls down and they pour water but he doesn’t wake, he is dead. The Japanese are angry, they think he
pretends. He was not strong, not in good health, thin and pale. He has a wife and young son there.
Tied to the pole many times I fall down. They throw water on and I stand up again and beat again and fall and
stand up again. You can’t say they beat head or back or front or any part, they do it all over, everywhere, the head,
the body. Juan and me, after we are beaten, the head is the same form as the feet—you can’t tell which is head,
which is feet. No blood, no, the blood doesn’t run out. The whole body is covered with bruises, swollen, black.
The blood becomes solid in swollen bruises. When they beat in the same place it no longer hurts there. It hurts
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when they first strike, but after that I don’t feel, my body is numb. I just hear the noise,
“Pumb, pumb!”
*
Afterwards I feel pain everywhere as I heal. To recover enough to move about takes three months. But I am
never really cured. I have scars. Using my arms, lifting them up, is hard. My back aches in the cold and I have bad
headaches. I cannot hear properly in one ear where the Japanese hit.
When I was healed I was not in prison but the Japanese keep me working hard. As the secretary of the king
they need me more often than the king. They ask for rice, corn, chickens and everything to eat for their soldiers.
They pay money but whatever they give you can’t complain, just accept. They pay very low prices in their
Japanese paper money.
When they ask questions if I answer not loudly or politely enough they beat me. Once blood came from my
nose and ears. My real feelings I had to hide from them.
Australians we helped sincerely from the heart, but with the Japanese we had to do it because if not they would
kill. You cannot escape, they control the whole island now.
The young men sent to find paratroops return safe. They do not find paratroops. They do not talk about it, they
can’t find them, or they pretend; we don’t ask, that’s not safe. Of course they don’t want to find them.
In the war we kept the pieces of paper, the notes from Australian friends, even though it meant death if the
Japanese find them because they prove you helped Australians. We had to hide them then inside the bamboo
house poles. They were kept and treasured, as a remembrance of those times, as an honoured thing in the family,
until we lost them when we had to leave our land with this war now.\fn{ 1974-1999, during which time Indonesia armed
forces attempted to suppress the attempt by East Timorese to found their own independent state:H }
When that war was over our people in Soibada were very happy. Juan did not die, he is still alive in Timor. He
writes that he wants his family to come here, I just got a letter smuggled out from him. But he is not allowed in,
they refuse the application here.
1920
184.141 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Sintadewe Bikiak (1976-

)}

Dili, Dili District, East Timor (F) 3½

I am Sintadewe Bikiak, twenty-two years old, of Dili.
I was in prison for over twelve months. I was released in March 1998.
A year before that, on a Sunday in March, a group of us went to the Mahkota Hotel in Dili to speak to the
United Nations representative who was visiting.\fn{ The United Nations Transitional Authority in East Timor governed the
former Portuguese colony from 1999 until it declared its official independence on May 20, 2002 } When we first arrived at the
hotel, there were only a few military present. I carried the FRETLIN\fn{ Frente Revolucionaria de Timor Leste Independente; the name of the East Timorese political party which spearheaded Independence from Portugal } flag. My girlfriend, Sana,
brought a banner. We opened the banner. We called “Viva Xanana, Viva Ramos Horta” and so on. There were
about one hundred of us demonstrating inside the big foyer of the Mahkota Hotel. We were there for one hour and
the military didn’t react. But more soldiers were arriving all the time.
Suddenly, many military were inside the hotel foyer and they started beating us with iron bars and guns. When
I fell down and was lying there only half conscious, they still beat me. This was how they arrested me. While I
was lying down, the soldiers stamped on me and blood was coming out of my mouth. They dragged me outside
the hotel.
They started to tear off my shirt in front of all those people. Then they threw me into a jeep. I don’t know how
many of us were put in the cars, but people like me were thrown in like sacks of rice and were lying everywhere
inside the jeep. They kept beating us. My shirt was so ripped it didn’t cover me properly. The military also tried to
rip off my brassiere but a police woman said not to, so they didn’t.
They drove us to Polres, Dili. On the way, in the car, they continued to beat us with batons. At Polres, the
military threw us out of the car and put us all in one room. There were about fifty of us, boys and girls mixed
together.
They shot tear gas into the room so we couldn’t see properly. Then they ripped our clothes—pulled them off.
First the boys, then the girls. Some of the boys had all their clothes ripped off so they were totally naked. Some
others still had their underpants on. Sana and I were the only girls there. All this time, they were beating us with
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batons.
There were many military doing this. They were all wearing plain clothes but said they were ABRI.\fn{ Angkatan Bersenjata Republik Indonesia, Armed Forces of the Republic of Indonesia, which invaded East Timor in 1975 and occupied the
country until September 12, 1999, when the United Nations replaced them } They ripped all my clothes so that I had only a

ripped shirt and underclothes on. I put my arms in front to protect myself but they beat my back. They abused me.
They touched our breasts. They also beat our backs and very hard under our buttocks, against the anus. And they
spoke very bad words (swear-words) like the way bad men speak to prostitutes. They said,
“Last night, where were you? You were with Ramos Horta\fn{ Jose Ramos-Horta, one of the organizers of FRETLIN }
and Xanana in one flat, weren’t you, sleeping together. And today you come to the UN with your aspirations!”
But they said it in a very bad way. And they said much worse. They were doing all this to Sana as well. But
they didn’t take her clothes off.
All Sunday night, they interrogated Sana and I. They didn’t give us any food or water. All my forehead and the
top of my head was broken and bleeding from the interrogations. They sewed it up—just like that, no cleaning, no
anaesthetic. Then they put Sana in another room, leaving me alone. Later, they put us together again. They took
all the boys they had arrested to Polda\fn{Polisi Daerab; Territorial Police} in Comoro.
*
The interrogations were like this. One person to question me, and the others—more than ten men—all around,
to beat me. I still had part of my shirt on but it was all ripped so I was half naked, with only my underclothes on.
They stamped chairs onto my feet. One military would sit on a chair which was on my feet. Others kicked me
in the stomach and abdomen and legs while I was sitting on the chair. The men terrorised me, saying they would
kill me if I didn’t talk. They terrorised me with guns saying,
“If you don’t tell us the truth, if you don’t tell us the names of the organisers of the demonstration, we will kill
you here.”\fn{Indonesia had formally annexed East Timor—roughly the eastern half of Timor Island; they already controlled the
western portion—on July 16, 1976, and had attempted between then and 1999 to forcibly coerce the population into at least a passive
acceptance of their occupation}

They kept beating me because I wouldn’t tell them. I was sitting on a chair with a table in front of me. My
head was still all broken and bloody, and they still kept bashing my head again and again on the table. They also
burned me with cigarettes, all over my arms. They pulled all my fingernails out. They also grabbed my neck and
squeezed it very hard so it was bruised all over.
They beat, they kicked, they poked me very hard here and there with their fingers. They touched my body as if
I was a worthless woman. They touched my breasts.
They did things like they do to prostitutes. They touched my face, they could do what they liked. This was all
part of their interrogations.
Each time, after the interrogations, me and Sana were put together into one cell. We tried to sleep but because
the cell had bars, the military could see us. They took wooden bars and hit us very hard through the bars of the
cell. It really hurt because our bodies were already bruised all over.
The soldiers planned to rape me in the middle of the night so to prevent this we took turns sleeping. When
Sana slept, I stayed awake to keep guard, and vice versa.
The military interrogated us every night. When they were too tired from beating and abusing us, they would
stop. They had to sleep because they were so worn out. Then we could stop being beaten and abused until the next
day, or until someone else came along. If we needed the toilet, two police took one, two the other. When they took
us to the toilet they beat us with batons all the way, waited at the door, then beat us all the way back. They abused
us. We felt a lot of pain and were terribly distressed during that week in Polres.\fn{ Another police head-quarters}
*
The day after the Sunday we were captured, International Red Cross heard about the arrests and came to
Polres. They were allowed to enter and see us. They saw how bruised and injured we were, and asked me some
things. When they had gone the military came back in and asked,
“What did you tell ICRC?”\fn{International Committee of the Red Cross}
I lied. I said I’d told ICRC we were being treated well. I heard later that ICRC went back to Polres the next day
but that time the police wouldn’t allow them in.
Sana and I were then put into another cell because the International Red Cross people knew I was being
tortured. The police moved us so nobody would know where we were, in case ICRC came back. During that week
in Polres, the military asked,
“Why do you demonstrate?” I said,
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“To show the world that we don’t recognise integration. Because integration is a game of the Soeharto
regime.”\fn{General Soeharto had been President of Indonesia since 1967; he was forced to resign on May 21, 1998 }
And so they beat me. They punched my face until my teeth bled and got loose. Later, in prison, all these teeth
fell out. They said,
“Your father is partisan.\fn{I.e., he was working for the Indonesian military} Why don’t you follow his ways?” I said,
“I am independent, an adult, not a child.”
When I said that, they beat me again. Often the beating was kicking. I would be sitting on a chair and they
would kick me off the chair. They said,
“You have good opportunities now because of Indonesia. Before, you had no opportunity to go to school. Now
you have school. Before, you had no good roads to go to the villages but now there are good roads. The
Indonesians don’t make rich and poor. All are equal. So your opportunities are better with Indonesia.”
When they said this, I was laughing. When they saw me laughing, they beat me again. They said,
“The clothes you wear, they are from Indonesia.” I said,
“My father worked hard to make the money I bought them with, so you’ve given me nothing.” They beat me
again.
After the interrogations, they beat me again, in the same room. They were hurting me all the time. My body
was cut and bruised all over. By now I was so nervous and angry from this treatment and the bad words they kept
saying to me that I was saying bad words back to them. They said,
“What do you think of this—how about we work together as Intelligence? If you work as a spy, we can give
you cars and motorcycles.” And I said,
“If you want to kill me, please do so, but if you want me to work for you—No!” And they said then,
“You are very stupid. We have cars and motorcycles and we want to give them to you but you don’t want
them.” I said then,
“If you want to beat me to death, please do it, but I will not work with you as a spy. I will not sell my people to
you. I prefer death to a life doing that. I will never sell my people.”
“It is lucky the ICRC delegate came here on Monday,” the military said. “If the ICRC hadn’t visited, we would
kill you here and now, because you are the leader of the demonstration. We would kill you and everything would
be over. You wouldn’t be able to tell anybody what happened because you would be dead.”
*
My family had visited Polres and brought us clothing. But they weren’t allowed to see us because we were so
bruised and cut and the military didn’t give us the clothes until later.
On Monday, we were allowed to wash. Because my face and head was all bleeding and bruised, I couldn’t
wash my face properly but just wiped it with a damp towel. The few clothes we had on were all dirty and bloody
and ripped off our bodies.
Finally, on Thursday, the guards gave us the things [my family had brought] so we could change into clean
clothes.
The next Saturday [six days after the arrest] they took Sana and I to Becora prison. There, the prison wardens
took our bags of clothes. They put us in separate cells. They interrogated us. But in Becora they didn’t beat us.
There was just a toilet in the cell and a wooden pallet to sleep on, no bed, no mattress or pillow. Because my body
was all bruised and sore and my head still all broken it was too painful to sleep. I felt very miserable.
We were kept in separate cells where we stayed for eating and toilet and everything. We weren’t allowed out of
the cells. Food was put under the walls, on plates, like we were dogs. The plates were very dirty because they
never cleaned them.
After one week, on a Sunday, the priest came to give us confession and communion. We still weren’t allowed
out of the cell so we confessed and took communion through the bars.
No doctors saw me at any time in prison until after the ICRC had said some ribs in my left side were broken.
They had been broken when the military had beaten me. So then a Javanese doctor came. He said,
“You are lying. It is not broken. It is not painful.”
But whenever I went to take a wash or when I put my head down it was really terrible pain and blood came
out. When I felt pain and cried, Sana [in another cell] was crying too. She was crying for me because I was in
such pain.
At that time, others in the prison came to realise I was in a bad way. The women prisoners in my block wanted
to help me by giving me oil for massage. The prison, warden also saw I was badly injured. The head jailer came
and the prisoners told him I was in a lot of pain. He took the oils from the other prisoners and gave them to me
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and he gave me some aspirin as well.
Some time after that, someone wanted to record my story so they gave me a tape recorder. But unfortunately it
fell down when the prison warden was there. He saw it and took it away and gave the cassette to the police. They
listened to the voice on the cassette and knew it was mine. Sana’s voice was also recorded but hers was not clear.
Mine was very clear.
*
So they called me for interrogation. They took me back to Polres and played the tape in front of me saying,
“Is this your voice or not?” I said,
“Many women are in that prison. This is not my voice.”
They repeated the questions again and again, and I answered the same, and they kept beating me. I was very
distressed and said, “No.” But they said, “If you say it’s not your voice, we can test it,” and beat me again. Finally
I was in such pain that I said,
“Okay, this is my voice. If you want to kill me, do so.” The police asked,
“So just now you recognised your voice? Why did you say in the cassette that we are dogs, and so on.” I said,
“Because you treat me not as a human but as an animal, so I am angry with you.” Then they said,
“We will take you to court in Kupang.” But I said,
“I demonstrated in Dili, not in Kupang, so my court should be in Dili.”
After that interrogation, they took me back to Becora prison.
*
So, I was arrested in March 1997, interrogated for one week in Polres, then imprisoned for one year in Becora
prison. My father was very afraid when I was captured. My aunty told him he should inform the Peace and Justice
Commission, but he didn’t because he is terrified of the Indonesian military. He didn’t even try to visit me in
prison because he was too afraid. Even so, the military harassed my father and my family all the time I was in
prison.
When I got out of prison eight months ago I felt very distressed. I smoked cigarettes as if they were medicine. I
don’t eat much; I smoke instead. I am stressed and worrying all the time. I am afraid for my family, especially my
father because he is old and the military frequently visit my family to question them about me. I am also afraid
and upset every time others get arrested and put in prison because I know what it is like to be tortured. Every time
someone gets arrested, I am afraid for them—and for myself.
I smoke too much from too much thinking. I see Indonesian soldiers around and remember what happened. I
am still really afraid of the military. Even though I am out now, I am still afraid because I feel they might capture
me again at any time.
Later, when we have independence, I want to get married and have a family. But I can’t do that yet. I have to
stay single for now because the struggle for independence is too important. My priority is East Timor.

The Cathedral of the Immaculate Conception, Dili, Dili Municipality, East Timor
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The new church of Ponte Makassar, Oecusse Municipality, East Timor

The Church of St. John de Brito, Liquiçá Municipality, East Timor
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The Church of Our Lady of the Rosary, Laleia, Manatuto Municipality, East Timor

The Sanctuary of Our Lady Aitara, Soibada, Manatuto Municipality, East Timor
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The Church of Vila Nova, Bacau Municipality, East Timor

A Sacred House (Lee teinu) in Lospalos, Lautém Municipality, East Timor
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A church in Ermera Municipality, East Timor

A church in Aileu Municipality, East Timor
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The Church of the Immaculate Conception, Viqueque Municipality, East Timor

The New Ave Maria Church, Suai, Cova Lima Municipality, East Timor
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The Church of Maubisse Village, Ainaro Municipality, East Timor

The Church of São António de Motael, Dili, Dili Municipality, East Timor is the oldest Roman Catholic
church in East Timor. It was rebuilt in 1955 in the old Portuguese style. It was also the pro-cathedral of Dili
before the Immaculate Conception Cathedral was constructed in 1989. The Portuguese first arrived here in
1515.
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An unnamed church at Turicai, Manufahi Municipality, East Timor: “The church is still under
construction, and when finished will no doubt serve as the only church for miles around. This is the side of
the church. The front door (see last picture below) is on the cliff side and the door opens out to a wonderful
view of the mountainside.”\fn{Internet: https://marissafh.com/tag/turiscai/. Medicine is being distributed to the local population}

▲
13

