Personal Reflections
of the EA Bahau Expedition
I have grown up with childhood memories

of the few Bahau babies were born. lt was also

of being told stories by my mother of her

the place where a number of Bahau internees
(including my mother's family) who did not
return to Singapore after liberation lived after
leaving Bahau. And of course Bahau, the town
on the outskirts of which the Eurasian colony
was situated.

childhood memories of life in Bahau. I was
always fascinated by tales of elephants with
itchy backs who would scratch against the
houses and cause them to fall down; of the
much loved family pet goat who ended up as
Sunday lunch; and sojourns at the Convent
in Seremban including receiving first Holy

Communion. I never really thought about
what Bahau meant - it just sounded an
exciting adventure to ffie, I guess because
that is how my mother as a five year old
remembered it.

just a few years ago, after my mother
died of Cancer in her early 60s after only
a short illness, that I began to think about
her life, and my Eurasian heritage which
I wanted to preserve for my children and
It was

future generations before it was lost. I started

to read and ask family members and

as

my research grew, I slowly began to piece
together the true meaning of what Bahau
WAS.

with this background that I was thrilled
to meet Barry, Geoff and Therese at the EA
shortly after arriving in Singapore last year,
and even more excited when the Bahau
expedition was first mooted and finally came
to fruition. For me, it was a first step in putting
substance to the story of my mother's life.
It was

Our expedition in November focused around

- Tampin where local church
records were meant to help solve some

3 locations

unanswered Bahau questions; Kuala Pilah
which was the location of the local hospital
where many Bahau internees were brought
for treatment and died, and where too, many

Tampin, though having no personal connection,

proved interesting through a bell which we
discovered outside the church which may have
some link with the bell known to have been
in Bahau. Kuala Pilah on the other hand was
a real tangible place'where I could visualise
my mother - I sat in the old graveyard (now
deconsecrated) looking up at the hospital Where
my uncle was born just after the war; I prayed in
the Catholic church where I believe my mother
and her family would have worshipped after the
war; and I visited Government accommodation
which matched the description of the house
where my mother and her family lived. Even
walking down Kuala Pilah High Street before
Bam on a Saturday morning, I felt like I had
gone back to post war years by the sleepy
nature of the place, the architecture, cars and
shops of bygone years. I really felt as if I could
visualise my mother having been here.

Bahau itself by comparison was a bit of an
anticlimax for me. Not in reaching the town; not
in meeting local residents who had stories to
tell of the war time encampment in the jungle
out of town; not in locating the crest in the road
where the Bishop's house would have been, and
from there working out where my Grandparent's
house, the Lazaroo shop, the graveyard and
other locations all were, but in the feelings I had

there. The location is now a dark foreboding
palm plantation and try as I might, I could not
visualise four little sisters running carefree

through the jungle over the same clay turf I
trod in thick walking boots, nor all the happy
chilbhood reminiscences I had hear$ about.

lnstead, the thick swarms of mosquitoes
made me think of the many unnecessary
deaths there were at this place and of the
torment my grandparents must have gone
through on a daily basis to protect their four
young daughters. lndeed, what a fantastic
job they did that their children did not grow
up taintq$ by such a harrowing experience
of life in the Bahau jungle, but could grow up
with the same happy childhood memories
of ordinary children.
I certainly want to go back to Bahau to put
together more pieces of the jigsaw of its

story but next time at least I will go prepared
in what to expect and hopefully will be able
to be more objective about what I see and
feel. I feel honoured to have been a part of
this expedition, and hope that from it I can
do my bit to preserve a bit of our Eurasian
heritage
Fiona Hodgkins
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