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AUTHOR’S NOTE

After Dubois’ death, his daughter Eugénie spent days burning
materials that she did not want to go to the Dubois Archives (letter,
Eugénie to Brongersma, January 21, 1941). Extensive documentary
evidence remains intact and is cited in the endnotes; sources have
been edited lightly for clarity, if at all. Translations from the Dutch
and German are almost all the work of my invaluable research
assistant, Dr. Paul Storm. The endnotes also indicate where I have
filled in intriguing omissions resulting from Eugénie’s actions. I
have followed the Dutch conventions in capitalization of names.



We live by admiration, love, and hope.
—Wordsworth

Words copied by Dubois onto the frontispiece of the
field notebook he used starting September 1893.
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CHAPTER 1 AN ECHO OF THE PAST

The letter comes by the last post on a weakly sunny afternoon in February
of 1937. Looking out the window, Dubois searches for the slightest hint of
green that he knows will come first to the willow trees at De Bedelaar. It is
still very brisk out, not yet warm. The promise of renewal seems cruel when
any real hope of it is still far away.

He is slow to realize what has come, it is so unexpected. His mind is not
so quick as it once was, now that he is in his eightieth year, although he has
not become so vague as his wife, Anna. The servant girl brings the letters in
as usual; he sits down at the desk, puts on his glasses, and takes up his letter
opener. He carefully inserts the blade into the corner of the flap and slits
each envelope neatly. It is his habit to read his letters in order, placing them
in a tidy pile before pausing to compose his answers. While he skims the let-
ters, Anna prattles on, unaware that anything of significance is happening.
Most of the post is ordinary—bills, a few letters of inquiry from colleagues
or students. When he picks up the last letter, unsuspecting, he is momentar-
ily confused by the two handwritings on the envelope. The hand that wrote
his name is crabbed and somehow familiar, but he cannot place it immedi-
ately; the other, which wrote the address, is completely unknown to him.
When he opens that envelope and sees the tissue-thin paper inside, some-
thing stirs in his memory. As soon as he reads the salutation, he knows, as if
he has been expecting this letter for years.

He decides that he cannot read it in front of Anna and rings for the ser-
vant. “Take your mistress to sit in the back garden for a while,” he says to
her. He waits until they have left and the room is quiet to unfold the translu-
cent, crinkling pages. He doesn’'t need to turn over the last page to look for
the signature. There is only one person from whom it can have come, only
one person in Kediri, in faraway Java, who would be writing him.

“My dear doctor,” the letter begins. He ailways addressed Dubois so, even
when they saw each other daily. How long has it been since Dubois heard
from him? It must have been forty years. Forty years since his friend called
him “My dear doctor.” From anyone else, these words might be only a cour-
tesy, an acknowledgment of his professorial status and medical degree.
From Prentice they were a term of endearment, an evocation of the inti-
macy and friendship they shared so long ago.
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Kediri February 7,1936

An echo of the Past!
“Dost thou recall?”

My dear doctor,

You will hardly expect a letter from me! It is long, so very long since last
we saw each other.

The philosopher, Renan, in addressing the shade of his departed sister
who while in life had accompanied him in his sojourn in the Holy Land,
said:—

“Dost thou recall from the bosom of God where thou reposest”™—

and I might say now:—

Dost thou recall from the quietness of your peaceful study in the home-
land—the days now long, long flown which we passed together in the
peaceful atmosphere of dear old Mr. Boyd's Koffeeland Mringin,—the good
old man'’s dwelling Ngrodjo, Willisea the block house he put up for you at
Jonojang, my own quiet abode at remote Tempoersarie?

Do you remember the many pleasant meetings we had at Ngrodjo when
the old gentleman & I listened with so much interest to your enlightening
& informative conversation? Indeed we learned much from you, and our
minds ever reverted with satisfaction to the many agreeable meetings we
three had together. Do you recall our excursion to Trinil the scene of your
labors (where the famous Pithecanthropus erectus was found), when con-
trary to your wont you regaled us at dinner in the evening with a bottle of
wine saying it “aided digestion.” Do you remember our bathing next day in
the river, our pleasant walk in the afternoon to the station along the coun-
try road where a snake swallowed a frog and you at once ran to the rescue
Jorcing the snake to disgorge the frog which, still quite alive, first looked to
the right & to the left, and then lightheartedly plunged into the stream by
the roadside? Do you remember the beautiful flowers at the station which
we looked at while waiting for the train? One had a delicate light blue tint
and you said that was well nigh your favorite color!

Do you remember the long walks you & I had through the widespread
coffee gardens at Mringin? . ..

Do you remember the two corporals of the engineers who looked after
your team of convicts, at the excavation work? Their mode of life ever
amused you—Iliving like kings at the beginning of each month when
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money was plentiful, and ever on very short rations towards the end of the
month when the money was all spent! Through your favorable report they
got promoted in time to the rank of Sergeant. Then you photographed
them & noticed how they were maneuvering to bring full into the picture
their arm shewing the new sergeant’s stripes! . . . And Mr. Mulder, P T.
Sanvraar, & Mr. Turner, controller, at Toeloeng Agoeng. Do you remember
our age—you, Mr. Mulder & I—was 34 years. Ah, yes, the golden days of
youth! Perhaps we had our troubles, too, but we had youth, health. home,
and length of days before us! Dost thou recall?

As oft as I look back, the recollection of that happy time is a green spot
in my memory, and will endure as long as life lasts!

Good old Mr. Boyd died in 1902 at Kediri under Van Buren's care from
cancer of the throat, aged 74, & was buried at Toeloeng Agoeng. We were all
present, and the Asst. Resident, Regent & etc & etc attended also. It may be
the kind old man smoked too heavily?

While he still lived we often spoke of you after your departure from
Java, very, very, often, & always with esteem & affection. Yes, we both loved
you, and never could forget you! Like a sun that had come into our orbit
you brought us light and happiness—it was just a chance in life never
likely to recur, for when does it happen that a man of learning ever comes
to live on a coffee estate for any length of time?

Later on coffee prices fell by 50% and all profit was gone. After Mr.
Boyd'’s death Mringin was sold. Eventually it was given back to govern-
ment & is now Bosch Reserve, no Ngrodjo, Willisea, Tempoersarie are all
forest now, with not a soul living there any more, and only you & I remain
today to muse over the past! Who would have foretold that, 40 years ago,
when you & I were young!

My own coffee place near Mringin (Djaean was the name) suffered from
the crisis in coffee & after 5 years 1 left it to be manager of the tapioca fab-
riek—the plantation called Brangganan at Ngadiloewek, 8 miles from
Kediri on the high road to Kras, which an intimate friend of mine had
taken over. Djaean we kept on, & sold later to rubber tree people in
Lombok, who still work the estate. So it is not closed like good old Mringin.
There I remained about 20 years. Much money was made & eventually my
friend sold it for a fancy price & my work there ended. I was then 6o years
of age. Since that time I have been interested in other things. I made
enough money, but owing to the terrible slump of the past 6 years
(malaise) nearly everybody in Java is about bankrupt! Like the majority I
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have lost cruelly. At least % of what I had are gone. Today I have to live fru-
gally to manage. 1 am still dependent on coffee for part of my income &
coffee alas is down to f8-9.70 per picol—(formerly f55 to f60), simply
ruinous; but there it is, & nothing can be done for no one is to blame—it is
just a long spell of bad times with all values desperately low—no profit
possible, and—

“What can’t be cured

Must be endured!”

One has just to make the best of things. The depression has been world-
wide, & all have suffered. In Java those who had anything, have lost ¥, or
%, orall.. .. Last year (1935) only +16% of the sugar mills of Java worked.
The rest were closed & the staff discharged. A terrible loss to the Treasury, &
to the country. ...

However nothing can be done save to live on quietly in hope, or wait on
better days coming soon. So I shall leave this gloomy theme & not depress
you with a tale of woe!

I saw in the papers that you retired when 70 years old in 1928. Of course
Mr. Boyd & I fully expected you to become Professor; it could not have been
otherwise for your whole mind was ever bent on the acquisition of know!-
edge. I hope your life at home has been agreeable & satisfactory—that you
have but few regrets & have experienced no heavy losses of whatever sort.

I must now say goodbye. I trust you are in good health. With all good
wishes to you & yours,

Believe me as always,
Sincerely yours,
Adam Prentice

PS. My own health is fairly good. I never had any very serious sick-
ness to speak about—a little dysentery once or twice, years ago;
and I have still pleasure in existence. But we are getting up in years
& haven't the vigor of former days. I will be 78 years old in a few
months. You will be about the same, and I fear not many of our
[riends remain today!

N.B. This letter will be forwarded to you by Mr. C. Van den Koppel, a
state official of Batavia now traveling to Holland via Australia &
America. He will find out your address at present in Holland.

Again goodbye—“Fare thee well”!



