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                        	SUKARNO             
                        	President of Indonesia for nearly 22 years. Stripped of his powers on March 12, 1967.         
                     
         
                                  
                        	SUHARTO             
                        	Acting President of Indonesia. Catapulted into prominence as leader of troops that smashed 1965 coup.         
                     
         
                                  
                        	NASUTION 
             Abdul Haris
                                     
                        	Army hero and senior general; narrowly escaped assassination in 1965 coup. Became chairman of People’s Consultative Congress, supreme policymaking body.         
                     
         
                                  
                        	SUBANDRIO             
                        	Former foreign minister and Sukarno’s right-hand man. Sentenced to death for involvement in 1965 coup.
                                 
                     
         
                                  
                        	SUPARDJO, 
             Mustafa Sjarif
                                     
                        	Army general; one of ringleaders of 1965 coup. Sentenced to death.         
                     
         
                                  
                        	UNTUNG             
                        	Lieutenant Colonel of presidential palace guard; one of ringleaders of 1965 coup. Sentenced to death.         
                     
         
                                  
                        	DHANI, Omar             
                        	Former chief of Indonesian Air Force; played key role in 1965 coup. Sentenced to death.         
                     
         
                                  
                        	MALIK, 
             Adam
                                     
                        	Foreign minister and implacable foe of Sukarno. Member of post-coup ruling triumvirate with Suharto and:         
                     
         
                                  
                        	HAMENGKU BUWONO             
                        	Sultan of Jogjakarta; charged with rebuilding Indonesia’s stricken economy.         
                     
         
                                  
                        	YANI, 
             Achmad
                                     
                        	Indonesian Army commander; murdered with five other leading generals during the 1965 coup attempt.         
                     
         
                                  
                        	SARWO EDHY             
                        	General commanding army’s crack para-commandos; played key role in suppressing coup and Indonesian Communist Party.
                                 
                     
     
                   
               

            

         

      

    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Preface to the Third Edition

         
 
         When I was a foreign correspondent visiting Indonesia in the sixties, I would arrive in Jakarta (formerly Djakarta), take an ancient taxi or betjak pedicab, sprinkle my visiting cards around at the homes of generals, cabinet ministers, politicians and old friends I wanted to see, then go back to my hotel and wait for a few days.
         
 
         There was no point in trying to reach these sources at their offices. In part it was because Indonesia was then so poverty-wracked they were all moonlighting at other jobs, but in part because in Indonesia’s easy-going culture, they had their own way of making contact.
         
 
         Eventually, the invitations would trickle back, sometimes circuitously: drop in for Sunday breakfast with general so-and-so; maybe afternoon tea with the foreign minister; maybe a late night tête-à-tête with someone who did not want to be seen with a foreign journalist.
         
 
         All this was immensely frustrating to hustle-and-bustle American businessmen, flying in, expecting instant appointments, trying to close deals overnight, then on to the next Asian country.
 
         But it was the Indonesian way, and in it there is perhaps a lesson worth pondering as we observe Indonesia today at something of a crossroads. The lesson for Westerners is patience, and a recognition that things in this mystic land are not always what they seem. Sometimes they are as complex as the wayang, the popular Indonesian shadow play in which puppets are manipulated behind a back-lit curtain.
         
 
         One of the most populous countries in the world, an island archipelago home to nearly 230 million people, Indonesia is for the most part overlooked in the world scheme of things. Outside Asia, except for occasional eye-catching upheavals and eruptions, it rarely leads the TV network news or makes the front pages of the newspapers.
         
 
         After declaring independence from the Dutch after World War II, President Sukarno ruled Indonesia for 20 years. He badly mismanaged the country, but as late as the sixties I watched him still exerting his mesmeric control over audiences of many thousands. An abortive communist coup against the military in 1965 led to his downfall, a savage bloodletting, and the installation of army general Suharto. For the next three decades Suharto ruled Indonesia with an iron hand, amid widespread corruption, without realizing either the economic potential or the democratic gains for which many had hoped after Sukarno’s exit. Suharto himself was ousted in 1998, was succeeded briefly by two weak presidents, and finally in 2001 by Megawati Sukarnoputri, Sukarno’s daughter. Megawati is not the politically messianic figure that her father was, but she is popular and has the support of the Indonesian army which has long played a critical political role in the country.
         
 
         Thus Indonesia finds itself at a critical turning point.  
 
         Will it make up for the lost opportunities of the past, utilizing its rich natural resources for the economic advancement of all its people?  
 
         Will a period of political turbulence be followed by stability and steady democratic progress?  
 
         Will the Indonesian army, recovering from its tarnished reputation following human rights abuses in East Timor, assume a more conventional and less political role?  
         
 
         Perhaps most critically of all, will Indonesia be taken hostage by the kind of religious extremism which would move it away from the world’s mainstream and ally it with the least developed nations of Islam?  
 
         With the advent of international terrorism, the existence of pockets of Muslim extremists in parts of Indonesia has captured the attention of the outside world, particularly the United States.  
 
         Here cool analysis is needed. Indonesia is the largest Muslim country in the world. But it is not an Arab country. Nor do the majority of Indonesia’s Muslims follow Islam with the hard-line fervour that is prevalent in many Arab countries. Nevertheless, the sprouting of a variety of extremist cells and groups, some professing sympathy with Osama bin Laden, is cause for concern.  
         
 
         Foreign aid, particularly American, in arresting this ominous growth should not be intrusive, lest on the one hand it inflames the extremists and on the other hand alienates the moderates in Indonesia. I was one of the few foreign journalists in Indonesia covering the overthrow of Sukarno in 1965–7. His downfall derived from massive student dissatisfaction and demonstrations, coupled with the enthusiasm of the army for purging the country of the Indonesian Communist Party with which he had allied himself. Though the United States was clearly delighted at the Communist Party’s eclipse, it was either unable or unwilling to intervene in any substantial way, leaving Indonesians to work an outcome that obviously was not unwelcome.
         
 
         The same diplomatic deftness is required now. The skill with which Indonesia’s rulers tackle their challenges, and the sensitivity with which Indonesia’s foreign friends assist, may determine whether Indonesia veers towards the radical, or remains moderate. Indonesia may have been ignored in the past but the stakes now are high. The direction of large, non-Arab, Muslim countries like Indonesia and Pakistan and Turkey versus the more extreme Muslim lands of the Arab Middle East will have a major impact on the future of Islam and its relations with the rest of the world.
 
         I hope this book may have some relevance to your understanding of Indonesia today. As the Far Eastern correspondent of The Christian Science Monitor, I spent a good deal of time in Indonesia both before and after the violent upheaval of 1965, and was fortunate to be an eyewitness to events. Much of the information contained herein was gathered during the heat of daily reporting, moving through crowds sometimes friendly and mobs sometimes hostile. Sometimes I could reach key players like President Sukarno, and some of the generals and political and student leaders involved, and some of the time they were incommunicado. My dispatches were daily snapshots of moments of history in the making. Once the country had returned to relative calm, I had many unanswered questions and returned to Indonesia, taking my family with me, to live there for several months seeking the answers to those questions, clarifying who did what when, what their thought processes were at the time, who hid from whom, which generals moved which units where, who were the killers, and who were the killed. This complete story was much longer than could be told in any series of newspaper dispatches and so emerged this book, first published in 1967.
         
 
         It is the story of a critical chapter in the history of a country for which I have a great affection. I hope it will contribute in some measure to your understanding of Indonesia’s challenges and promise today.
 
         JOHN HUGHES
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            Beginning of the End

         
 
         For almost twenty-two years, President Sukarno cast the spell of his political magic across Indonesia. Abroad, he strutted through foreign lands a figure of political consequence, if also of controversy. Leader of the fifth most populous country in the world, he was watched warily from Washington, London, Moscow, Peking.
         
 
         But in the Indonesian capital of Djakarta on a hot, soggy day in March of 1967, the spell was finally broken, the magic ran out, the legend was shattered. Sukarno was stripped, by the representatives of his people, of the last vestiges of his authority. Instead, a 46-year-old army general named Suharto was sworn in as Acting President.
 
         Perhaps time would anyway have caught up with Sukarno. But the specific cause of his downfall was the drama of one single night, the abortive coup of September 30/October 1, 1965. Sukarno’s actions during the coup and his reactions after it were his undoing. For eighteen months more, Sukarno clung to office, but his power was steadily whittled away, his influence eroded, his image discredited. The coup triggered a sequence of events from which he never recovered.
 
         
             

         
 
         For a night destined to change the course of history, September 30, 1965, began innocently enough.
 
         As the day’s heat ebbed, a misty blue twilight settled over the Indonesian capital of Djakarta in brief, mellow transition before the onrush of tropical darkness. The moon that rose with nightfall was peaceful, pale, and full. As the day’s gasoline fumes faded, the liberated evening air took on a gentle fragrance peculiar to Indonesia, an exotic blend of jasmine, frangipani, and the smoke from locally made cigarettes spiced with cloves.
         
 
         In the harsh light of tropical day, Djakarta is not one of Indonesia’s most captivating cities. Bleached and dusty under the equatorial sun, it simmers in a swampy coastal plain, an unworthy introduction to the lush, eye-shocking beauty of much of the rest of the country.
         
 
         When the Dutch ruled Indonesia they tried to mold the capital in the image of some cool little town left reluctantly behind in the European Lowlands. They cut canals through the city’s heart and shaded them with trees. Then, overlooking them, they set sturdy little houses, prim, gabled and tight-windowed, whose occupants worked hard and loyally for their government masters and the big trading and shipping companies back in Amsterdam, Rotterdam, and The Hague.
         
 
         Perhaps for a while, with their doughty European industry, the Dutch did succeed in impressing an artificial air of order on Batavia, as the capital then was called. But since Indonesia wrested control of its destiny from the Dutch, all this has been allowed to run down, through a combination of cheerful tropical casualness, the ravages of the climate, and outright economic neglect. Thus there is an air of peeling seediness about buildings once quaint. Public lawns have become small jungles. And while for some the canals have become a public bathhouse, for others they are sewers.
         
 
         President Sukarno, a man of grand ambitions and a compulsive artistic tinkerer, himself frequently exploded in impatience at some of the capital’s more tawdry aspects. In twenty years of rule he sought to give Djakarta a face-lifting. But the result has a curiously half-finished air about it, for Sukarno’s eye was drawn to the spectacular. He had little interest in, or patience with, the humdrum details of steady, long-term development plans. His option, therefore, was for a series of one shot spectaculars—buildings, monuments, palaces—intended as eye-catching diversions from an economy grinding steadily downhill.
         
 
         Thus Djakarta is left with a face irregular and disjointed. An impressive new government building is bordered by shanties and approached via a cratered cart-track. There are fountains, but no sidewalks. To the chagrin of Indonesian officials, the visiting photographers from Life and Paris-Match monotonously shoot such buildings as the luxurious Hotel Indonesia, designed to impress foreign visitors, amid a frieze of tawdry surrounding shacks.
         
 
         And the statues favored by President Sukarno, strident as they break their chains and cry death to the imperialists atop their austere concrete blocks, all in the style of Soviet realism, are sadly alien to so cultured and artistic a people as the Indonesians.
 
         But with the coming of dusk, the harshness of both monuments and Djakarta itself seems to fade. Floodlit in their reflecting pools, the statues take on softer tones. Around the fountains, people gather to sniff the freshness off the tumbling water.
         
 
         The city begins to unclog and untangle from its daylong traffic snarl. According to the governor of Djakarta, eighty percent of the city’s buses are off the streets for lack of spare parts. Those remaining are groaning, overloaded testimony both to the skill of their makers and the ingenuity of Indonesian mechanics who keep them stuttering along on bits of bent wire, string, and metal salvaged from beer cans. But by nightfall this tatterdemalion old fleet has coughed, spluttered, and belched its way homeward, laden to the long-suffering gills with Indonesian workers clutching their bags of rice, issued as vital supplement to their salaries.
         
 
         Then the streets are left to the tattered betjak-drivers, the lean, hard-muscled men who hunt the streets anxiously with their bicycle-driven rickshaws for the fares that will buy them their evening meal of rice.
         
 
         And as the betjak-drivers clang their deep gongs, and the little kerosene lanterns flare up on the street-corner stalls under the gardenia trees, Djakarta at night seems touched a little by the magic of Java, the strange and mystical island on which it is set, the heartland of the 3,000-mile-long Indonesian archipelago.
         
 
         Such a night was it on September 30, 1965, as the city began to take what seemed to be its innocent ease.
 
         At his high-ceilinged official residence on Taman Suropati, a square in the exclusive diplomatic quarter of Djakarta, American Ambassador Marshall Green prepared that evening for a diplomatic party of unusual character. It was given by the New Zealand minister, who entertained some seventy-five diplomatic guests from 7:30 P.M. till the early hours of next morning with traditional Indonesian music. It was performed by a gamelan orchestra of gongs and xylophones in a nearby kampong, or village community. The entertainment included a traditional Indonesian wayang, or shadow play. Ambassador Green, newly arrived in Indonesia, had been finding his job tough going, at least insofar as his relations were concerned with President Sukarno, the dominant political figure in the country. The new Ambassador, a brisk, red-haired career officer and Far Eastern specialist, had succeeded Howard Jones, a gentle, silver-haired diplomat who had been Ambassador to Indonesia for seven years, during which time he had come closer to President Sukarno than any other foreigner.
         
 
         Despite the friendship, the last months of Mr. Jones’s tenure had been marred by an ugly and mounting anti-American crusade in Indonesia, including a string of savage attacks on American buildings and property certainly permitted by President Sukarno, if not actually ordered by him.
         
 
         Mr. Green, it was widely speculated by the diplomatic correspondents, was the apostle of the State Department’s new tough line toward Indonesia. There would be no diplomatic break unless it became impossible to avoid, but, it was said, Mr. Green was under orders to stand no nonsense from Sukarno.
         
 
         Perhaps predictably in the face of these rumors, President Sukarno took an instant dislike to the new American Ambassador, or at least declared to those around him that he had.
 
         From the day he presented his credentials, Mr. Green was met with abusive demonstrations. He was compelled as part of his first duties in Indonesia to lodge a series of protests against new anti-American incidents.
 
         Now, with another day’s work behind him, the Ambassador was preparing to relax at the evening’s coming party. There is no clue that either he or any other American official had the slightest hint of the drama about to begin elsewhere in the capital that night. One embassy official recalls that at a staff meeting the previous day, someone had mentioned that truckloads of young Indonesians wearing empty pistol belts had been passing his house in the morning and returning at night. The road past his house led to Halim air base, on the outskirts of the city, and as became evident later, the youths were young Communists spending their days at Halim for military training and indoctrination. At the time, the incident was dismissed as vaguely puzzling, and there is no evidence that the American Embassy had any foreknowledge of what was to come.
         
 
         While half the diplomatic corps spent the night listening to soothing gamelan music, other diplomats were at a jovial reception following the wedding of the counselor at the Italian Embassy to a pretty secretary from the Dutch Embassy. For the isolated little Western community it was a lively event. One of the guests invited to the reception was Sara Ratna Dewi, a Japanese beauty who had become one of Moslem President Sukarno’s several wives. The bride recalls that Dewi arrived late, about nine o’clock, thus holding up the cake-cutting ceremony. Afterwards many of the party went on to the Nirwana nightclub, atop the Hotel Indonesia, to continue celebrating.
         
 
         Dewi was among them, her dinner partner being the Iranian Ambassador.
 
         Meanwhile, at the rambling white presidential palace that dominates Merdeka (Freedom) Square, a huge, open green space in the center of the city, there was the bustle that traditionally preceded President Sukarno’s departure. In the elegant reception rooms the crystal chandeliers were ablaze. Aides scurried across the marble floors, dotted with Oriental rugs and groupings of gilt tables and chairs. In his private quarters, Sukarno was shrugging into his custom-made uniform jacket, ready to leave for a political meeting in the suburb of Senajan. Waiting at the steps beyond one of the palace’s wide, high verandas was his big black Chrysler. Chatting quietly against the backdrop of the immaculate lawns, lily ponds, and statues in the palace grounds were the white-helmeted and gauntleted police motorcycle outriders, ready to roar out in front of his car with sirens screaming. The jeep-loads of heavily armed men from the crack presidential bodyguard, the Tjakrabirawa regiment, had taken up their customary protective positions in the presidential convoy.
         
 
         Other leading Indonesian figures were variously dispersed. The President’s right-hand man, Subandrio, deputy premier and foreign minister, was on a speaking tour in remote northern Sumatra, having left two days previously. A week before that, another deputy premier, Chairul Saleh, had departed the capital with a 45-man delegation en route to Peking, there to celebrate China’s national day on October 1.
         
 
         The army commander, Lieutenant General Achmad Yani, recently returned from an inspection tour of Timor and eastern Indonesia, played golf, to which he had become addicted, in the capital during the afternoon. Much of the evening he spent with Major General Basuchi Rachmat, who had been given permission to fly in from his command in East Java to report to General Yani on Communist disturbances and agitation in his area. General Yani told the visiting General that he had been summoned to report to President Sukarno at his weekend palace at Bogor, 40 miles south of Djakarta, at eight o’clock the next morning. He warned Basuchi Rachmat to accompany him in order to retell his story of Communist intrigue to the President himself.
         
 
         Another general, named Suharto, then commander of KOSTRAD, the army’s strategic reserve, and relatively obscure, spent part of his day inspecting troops who had been moved in from Central and East Java. Quartered at the Senajan sports complex, the huge project built for the Indonesians by the Soviet Union, they were practicing for a big army march-past to be held the following week on Armed Forces Day, October 5.
 
         Yet though the evening of September 30 began quietly enough, the calm was a deceptive one. For over the preceding weeks and months, political tension in Indonesia had been mounting. 
         
 
         A year previously, during his Independence Day speech on August 17, 1964, President Sukarno had lashed out publicly for the first time against the United States. The speech was the starting signal for a virulent anti-American campaign in the months following. American oil companies were threatened, American movies banned, American libraries and buildings attacked, and the American flag was ripped to shreds on all too many occasions. American correspondents were barred. American aid dribbled to a halt; the United States Information Service was virtually run out of town; the Peace Corps was invited to leave. The dwindling number of Americans left in the country found themselves in lonely political quarantine. Old friends stopped calling, and to most Indonesians, American connections were clearly an embarrassment, sometimes even a danger. Communist trade unions saw to it that mail deliveries to American homes were stopped, and telephone and water and electricity supplies were cut off. Along Djakarta’s main boulevards, huge propaganda posters were set up, usually depicting burly Indonesians ramming sharpened stakes down the gullet of a cringing Uncle Sam.
         
 
         Already, of course, President Sukarno had thrust Indonesia into a hysterical anti-British campaign, ostensibly because of Britain’s backing of the concept of a new Malaysian federation, to which Sukarno himself was opposed.
 
         But the new intensity of the anti-Western campaign that developed in 1964 and 1965 was clearly much more than presidential pique at one or two Western countries. As is now obvious in retrospect, it was part of a headlong Indonesian slide toward the left, both at home and in foreign policy.
 
         At loggerheads with the United States and Britain, hopelessly in debt to the Soviets, and a figure of increasing embarrassment to the Afro-Asian neutrals, Sukarno turned more and more, either from necessity or from conviction, to the militant world of Communist China and its cohorts.
         
 
         Increasingly he talked of a Peking-Djakarta axis and huddled with Chinese leaders. To Chinese acclaim, he crooked his finger and summoned home the Indonesian delegation to the United Nations, abruptly terminating his country’s membership.
         
 
         Into his speeches there crept more and more frequently references to “turning the steering wheel” of his country, and “swinging the helm over.” Though he spurned the representatives of the West, the Chinese Communist Ambassador to Djakarta, Yao Chung-ming, was a frequent and welcome visitor to the presidential palace. For advice on foreign affairs, Sukarno leaned more and more on Dipa Nusantara Aidit, leader of the Indonesian Communist Party, which had thrown its weight, in the Sino-Soviet wrangle, firmly behind Communist China. For help in drafting his 1965 Independence Day speech he summoned home from abroad Njoto, another Communist Party leader. And though this was revealed only long afterwards, Sukarno in mid-September sent his Communist-sympathizing air force chief, Omar Dhani, on a secret mission to Peking. One of the objects was to clinch a deal under which the Chinese Communists would deliver 100,000 small arms to Indonesia, through unorthodox channels of the President’s choosing and without informing the army or regular defense ministry officials.
         
 
         Also in September he left little doubt about the direction of his sentiments when he cabled North Vietnam’s President Ho Chi Minh expressing confidence that the North Vietnamese and Vietcong would record still greater successes in “the patriotic self-defense struggle against recent provocations by the United States imperialists.”
         
 
         In this favorable climate, the Indonesian Communist Party, already third largest in the world (after the Soviet Union’s and China’s), blossomed and preened itself in the belief that power, or at least a substantial share of it, might now be near.
 
         Confidently and militantly the Communists pressed their cause, assuming greater influence and demanding, and often getting, the hobbling of their political opponents. But one major obstacle remained: the army. Though infiltrated by the Communists, its senior officers were largely anti-Communist. 
         
 
         For years the army and the Communists had circled each other warily and with mutual distrust. The two most powerful forces in the country, they had traditionally balanced each other, while Sukarno, the master manipulator, remained supreme above.
         
 
         But now the Communists were impatient with this standoff. They wanted guns, specifically to arm the peasantry as a so-called “fifth force,” in addition to the army, the navy, the air force, and the police. Also they sought to introduce into the army a system of political commissars. From the President they got support. Indeed, in his speech on August 17 that year he indicated that the fifth force was his own brainchild. He deplored some of the negative reaction to the idea that had come from army leaders. But, he said, “the facts are that the Necolim [a word coined to describe the neo-colonialists and imperialists, or in other words, the West] are leveling their sword points and gun barrels at us. The defense of the state demands a maximum effort from us all, while according to our constitution ‘Every citizen shall have the right and the duty to participate in the defense of the state.’ After an even more thorough consideration of this question, I will take a decision on this matter in my capacity as Supreme Commander of the Armed Forces.”
         
 
         Although the army could not know it, soon after this speech President Sukarno was dispatching his air force commander on that secret mission to Peking to tie up delivery of 100,000 small arms. It is difficult to believe those arms could have been intended for anything else but equipping the fifth force which Sukarno favored but which the army opposed.
         
 
         The army, however, was under no illusions as to the character of the peasant militia the Communists and Sukarno appeared so anxious to arm. In army eyes, the fifth force would be a Communist one, destroying the old balance concept, ending the army’s influence, and putting the country within Communism’s grasp.
         
 
         Throughout September political tension rose. The army generals’ suspicions were hardly allayed by a series of fiery speeches demanding the crushing of the “capitalist bureaucrats.” The phrase deceived nobody. In the tortuous phraseology of Indonesian politics, everybody knew that it meant the army generals blocking the Communists’, and apparently the President’s, way.
         
 
         During the week prior to September 30 for example, the Communist-backing Front Pemuda demanded mass action against “corruptors, capitalist bureaucrats, pilferers, and charlatans.” They should be “dragged to the gallows,” or “shot in public,” said a Front statement.

         Communist Party leader Aidit himself said publicly that the counterrevolutionaries were at bay, but he warned that they might therefore resort to desperate actions. They were making “jumps into the dark by acts of terrorism,” he charged. And then he counseled, ‘The progressive revolutionary people must be ready at any time to respond with matching actions to barbarous acts.”
         

         Not only the Communists pounded away at the theme. In his August 17 speech, President Sukarno pointed a not-too-subtle finger at the generals. “Those who were progressive yesterday,” he said, “are possibly retrogressive, anti-progressive today. Those who were revolutionary yesterday are possibly counterrevolutionary today. Those who were radical yesterday are possibly soft and resistless [sic] today. Even if you were formerly a bald-headed general in 1945 [during Indonesia’s fight for independence], if you split the revolutionary national unity today, if you are an enemy of the main pillars of the revolution today, then you have become a force of reaction.”
         

         According to the Communist Party newspaper Harian Rakjat, the President followed this up with a speech on September 29 to the Communist university students’ association in which he said, “Earlier there were persons who were revolutionary, but now they have become counterrevolutionary. As explained in my August 17 speech, there were loyal generals, but now they have become protectors of counterrevolutionary elements. These we must crush.”
         

         Meanwhile Dr. Subandrio during September could hardly stay away from the anti-capitalist, bureaucrat theme. On September 2 he told an audience in Menado, “If the leadership in Indonesia were corruptors, the people have the right to take over from them. Power must be in the hands of the people, and it is you who will determine the destruction of the corruptors.”
         

         On September 9 he urged a student gathering to “smash the exploiters and capitalist bureaucrats, annihilate the pilferers of the state’s wealth.” On September 14 he told the national council of SOBSI, the Communist trade union organization, that the present stage of the revolution demanded fighters not only against Necolim, but also against the capitalist bureaucrats. Then he confided, “The eyes and ears of Indonesians at present are sharper than those of the government.”
         

         A week later he said in yet another speech that the Indonesian revolution had given birth to a lot of heroes, but that a lot of these had now turned into traitors. These heroes-turned-traitors had not been strong enough to face the trials of the present era.
         

         And again a few days later, at the opening session of the Immigration Directorate, Dr. Subandrio said, “The people no longer want empty cries and big talk. A great number of heroes present during the physical revolution have collapsed during the present stage.”

         To all this political tension was added a further unsettling factor: the uncertainty of the President’s health. Sukarno’s kidneys had for months featured in the political dispatches of various embassies in Djakarta to their foreign ministries. That he had kidney trouble there was no disputing, but just how serious it was, and thus how much of a political factor, nobody could be sure. Some observers, noting his full program and active demeanor, dismissed his ailment. Others argued that it could take a sudden and serious turn.
         

         The political experts settled down to watch carefully and record every presidential cough, splutter, and hiccup that might be of significance. Sukarno himself, undoubtedly aware of the stir his health was causing, did little to dampen the speculation. On several occasions, while addressing large rallies, he paused and ostentatiously slipped off his shoes because, as he confided to the crowds, his “feet were hurting.” The observers scuttled off to the medical reference books, there to discover that one of the symptoms of kidney disease is swollen feet—a fact duly telegraphed to their foreign ministries.
         

         But like many Indonesians, Sukarno had long had a penchant for slipping off his shoes. Once, when he did so at a dinner party given by an Asian ambassador in Djakarta, he confided absolutely seriously to the fascinated guests that it was “to let the electricity out of my body.”
         

         Serious or not, however, his illness had become a political factor and a major topic for discussion in Djakarta. To treat it he had imported a team of specialists in acupuncture, the practice of sticking sharp needles into selected parts of the body, from Communist China. It is widely believed that the Chinese doctors reported to Communist Party leader Aidit on the state of the President’s health. There is no reason to doubt this. If they reported that Sukarno’s illness was serious, and that he could die soon, this was obviously information of tremendous significance that might have impelled the Indonesian party to emergency action.
         

         Communist leaders captured after the abortive coup admit that the President’s health was discussed at central committee meetings of the party. But of course, almost every other group of political significance in Indonesia was discussing it, too. The army kept careful note of developments. Air force chief Omar Dhani had his special informer check on new reports early in August that Sukarno had taken a turn for the worse and canceled several engagements.
         

         It is hardly surprising that this unsettled atmosphere spawned whispers of coups and plots. The army distrusted the Communists; the Communists distrusted the army. With the President in uncertain health it is inconceivable that both of them did not have contingency plans for moving against each other in the event of his death.

         Privately the Communists began to spread the word that a “Council of Generals” was plotting against the President. Aidit reported this to Sukarno. Sukarno challenged army commander Yani about it. But Yani explained calmly that it was a group concerned only with promotions of colonels to the ranks of the generals. Nevertheless, there are some indications that Communist leaders were tense and nervous as September drew on, some of them moving around the city and sleeping at different houses on different nights.
         

         For its part, there is abundant evidence that the army was warned of a Communist coup against it. Long after the events of 1965, various generals in separate interviews assured me they had warned General Yani. One said Yani replied with the statement, “That’s old news you’re telling me—we’ve heard it many times before.” Another general, Brigadier General Sugandhi, now on the staff of defense headquarters, says he was approached about the Council of Generals by an old school friend, Sudisman, who had become a Communist and risen to membership in the party’s politburo. Sugandhi also says he talked to Yani and warned him that the Communists were using the generals’ “Council” as a pretext for plotting a coup. But Yani, he says, told him, “That’s Communist psychological warfare,” and waved the warning aside.

         It may be, of course, that some generals so long after the event have come to believe they were more prescient at the time than they really were. Nevertheless, it is confirmed that in the week before the abortive coup, Major General S. Parman, the army’s intelligence chief, and one of the generals to be murdered, received fresh reports of impending Communist action, but discounted them.
         

         Thus in this incredibly contradictory atmosphere of both tension and complacency began the night of September 30.  
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            Treachery at Halim

         
 
         It was all tension that evening at Halim air base, on the southern outskirts of Djakarta. A rambling complex of gaunt gray hangars, maintenance shops, barracks, and air force houses, Halim had been chosen as the command post and starting point for the coup.
 
         For weeks the plotters had been planning their murderous business. Now Halim was a-bustle with their last preparations. The point of no return was fast approaching.
         
 
         In one hangar just off the main air base taxiway stood President Sukarno’s personal aircraft, a big, gleaming Lockheed Jet-Star that had cost the country $2,000,000. Secured for the moment, it was nevertheless ready, as always, to fly at short notice. And as always, it was kept here at Halim, under the guard of the Indonesian Air Force, rather than at Djakarta’s commercial airport, Kemayoran.
 
         In the clear moonlight the main runway, free of aircraft, cut a silver-gray swath through the surrounding darkness out to the air base perimeter. But silhouetted eerily against the blue blur of the landing lights were the bulky figures of armed troops assembling, and the square, squat shapes of their trucks.
 
         At about 10 P.M. a final column of trucks, full of troops, rolled in from Djakarta. There was the clink of metal and weapons, the subdued bark of urgent orders, the confused expletives as officers sought their rendezvous points in the dark on an air base strange to most of them.
         
 
         A little after this, a tan military jeep with a canvas roof came skidding down the road from Djakarta and onto the air base. It brought the two main figures in the actual carrying out of the coup, Lieutenant Colonel Untung and Brigadier General Mustafa Sjarif Supardjo.
 
         Untung was a chunky man, well-built for an Indonesian, with a square face and bushy brows. He commanded the honor battalion of the Tjakrabirawa, the elite presidential guard to which even an ordinary soldier could only be appointed after proven toughness and actual combat experience. Born in Central Java, he was brought up in humble circumstances in Tegal, a town on the shores of the Java Sea.
         
 
         Untung was a longtime professional soldier, with only one serious blotch on his record. According to his military colleagues, he had fought briefly with the Communists when they staged an abortive revolt in the East Javanese town of Madiun back in 1948. But in the years following he had proved himself an officer of courage and apparent loyalty.
 
         He was the first officer parachuted into the tangled green jungles of West New Guinea when Sukarno launched a military campaign in 1962 to wrest it from the Dutch. Something of a hero as a result, he was boosted from captain to lieutenant colonel, to the disgruntlement of some of his envious fellow officers. Appointed to the presidential guard in Djakarta, a duty with which went all kind of perquisites, Untung soon acquired a house on a fashionable street in the capital’s diplomatic quarter and, according to acquaintances, began to enjoy some of the affluence denied him in his youth.
         
 
         As a military man, Untung was well known to a number of senior officers. General Yani, who would be killed by Untung’s own men later that night, had been Untung’s commanding officer when they served in a tough raider unit. Brigadier General (then Colonel) Sarwo Edhy, commander of the crack RPKAD (Resimen Pasukan Komando Angkatan Darat) para-commando regiment, which played a key role in crushing the coup, had earlier been responsible for Untung’s training as a paratrooper. Brigadier General Kemal Idris, who moved swiftly to smash the coup in northern Sumatra, was at Untung’s wedding. Of the three, the two surviving generals remember Untung as a good soldier and good commander.
         
 
         A battalion commander of the palace guard, Untung had been given an additional assignment. He was in charge of arrangements for the big Armed Forces Day parade scheduled for October 5. This year was the army’s 20th anniversary, and Sukarno had ordered that it be celebrated with a special show. Hence the movement to Djakarta of units from Central and East Java to make up a full infantry combat brigade for the parade—three battalions of infantry, one of tanks, one of armored cars, a mortar battalion, an anti-aircraft battalion, and an engineers’ unit.
         
 
         Some of the unit commanders are said to have queried the line of march proposed by Untung. They are said to have protested because Untung planned to space palace guard units at regular intervals between army units throughout the length of the column. It is possible, as some observers suggest, that there were sinister motives behind such placing. For the Tjakrabirawa, or palace guard, units would in each case be able to cover with their weapons the army units ahead of them. One Indonesian Army source, however, believes that the army commanders were unhappy with Untung’s proposed lineup for much more mundane reasons. Some of their men had only recently returned from service in remote Kalimantan and the pocket border war still going on at that time with Malaysia. They were well primed on jungle warfare techniques, but ragged in their marching and rusty on their parade-ground drill. Their commanders were anxious lest their jungle veterans make a sorry spectacle alongside the snappy palace guards, who had ample time for drill and spit-and-polish.
         
 
         After the coup, when he was captured and brought to trial, Untung denied that he had been a member of the Communist Party and persisted in his story that he had acted on his own initiative. Now, so long after the event, there are a few of his military colleagues who claim they suspected Untung of Communist leanings. But again, it is difficult to know how prescient they really were at the time, and how much of their suspicion developed later, with hindsight. There is, of course, the question of his involvement at Madiun. There are acquaintances of his who say he displayed leftist views. Nobody can be sure what contacts he may have had over the years with Communists and the party itself. But if Untung was a clandestine member of the Indonesian Communist Party, he kept the secret well. 
         
 
         There is far less mystery about the political views of the second man who arrived with Untung by jeep at Halim that evening—Brigadier General Supardjo. A former regimental commander of the Siliwangi division, stationed in West Java, Supardjo had been in trouble with his commanders for pro-Communist sympathies and actions. So he had been sent off to Kalimantan, far from the capital and the levers of power, to take part in operations against British and Malaysian troops along the Borneo border between Malaysian and Indonesian territory. Based at Menggaian, in west Kalimantan, he was in charge of the Fourth Combat Command of KOSTRAD, the army’s strategic reserve. It was there at his post in Borneo, a savagely beautiful land of endless, forested jungle, laced by rivers that come down ten feet high in angry, chocolate flood in the time of the monsoon, that General Supardjo should have been on September 30.
         
 
         Instead, he had left his post and flown to Djakarta on September 28. The KOSTRAD commander, General Suharto, had no knowledge of this. Ostensibly, Supardjo returned to the capital because his child was ill. He had indeed received a cable to this effect from his wife, advising him to come home. But at Supardjo’s trial in 1967, an ex-Communist official testified that the contents of the cable were in fact a code agreed upon earlier between Supardjo and Communist participants in the coup. The real reason for his return was that he was to play a commanding role in the plot.
         
 
         Besides his apparent enthusiasm for the Communists, Supardjo may have held a personal grudge against army commander Yani, one of the plotters’ principal victims. Some of Supardjo’s military colleagues say he was resentful over the slow pace of his promotion. He probably bridled over his assignment to the jungles of Kalimantan. There is one story that has General Yani, on an inspection tour of Kalimantan, dressing down Supardjo angrily over troop conditions and unit finances, the quarrel ending with Yani slapping Supardjo’s face. But this may be merely a fanciful, if colorful, story.
         
 
         What is a fact, however, is that Supardjo tried to get units of General Sarwo Edhy’s tough RPKAD para-commandos, renowned for their opposition to the Communists, shipped away from the Djakarta area at just about the time the coup was to take place. General Sarwo Edhy told me later that Supardjo asked in August for RPKAD reinforcements to be sent to Kalimantan. The date for their departure was set: October 1, the day the plotters launched their coup. As soon as Sarwo Edhy got word of the coup attempt, he canceled his men’s sailing orders. They never did go to Kalimantan.
         
 
         Months before the coup, Supardjo had talked to Omar Dhani, commander of the Indonesian Air Force, about restlessness in the army’s officer corps. Supardjo had suggested that he might have to lead some action against the army’s top generals.
         
 
         Now when he flew into Djakarta on September 28, Supardjo went into a secret huddle with Dhani. It is difficult to believe that Supardjo did not brief Dhani on the broad outline, if not the details, of the coup action shortly to take place.
         
 
         At nine o’clock the following morning, September 29, Dhani bustled along to the presidential palace and saw Sukarno in his bedroom. According to his own version, Dhani expressed concern about the concentration of some 20,000 troops in the capital for the upcoming Armed Forces Day celebration on October 5. He said he was fearful for Sukarno’s safety. Sukarno, said Dhani at his own trial later, took it all quietly. He seemed to “know all about the subject.” He told Dhani to report to him again on October 3, bringing Supardjo with him. The reporting time was to be 10 A.M., the place the presidential weekend palace at Bogor, 40 miles away from Djakarta.
         
 
         General Suharto, the KOSTRAD commander soon to be catapulted into prominence, gave his own account long after the coup of this conversation between Dhani and Sukarno, based on the army’s investigation. The Suharto account agrees substantially with Dhani’s, but adds one item, namely, that Dhani informed the President that Supardjo’s men were discontented with the army leadership and could no longer be controlled. 
         
 
         In either case, however, Sukarno was well aware of Supardjo’s presence in Djakarta, even though it had been kept secret from General Suharto. And though there is contradictory information about this, there is a suggestion that Supardjo himself saw Sukarno on September 29.
         
 
         In Dhani the coup plotters found an invaluable ally. Slim, handsome, sporting a clipped mustache, wearing his cap at a dashing angle, Dhani looked more the matinée idol than air force chief. He was also vain, ambitious, pliable. He had joined the air force in 1950, at the age of 20, after several years’ work on a plantation, at the government radio station, in the ministry of information, and then in a bank. When Sukarno induced the Soviets to give him jet fighters and bombers, Dhani prospered with the rapid expansion of the air force.
 
         Susceptible to flattery, he did not lack for it from the Communists. There are grounds for believing some of them encouraged Dhani in a Walter Mitty-like dream of succeeding Sukarno after the latter’s death. It was an impossible dream, which the Communists, of course, had no intention of letting come true. But it made of Dhani a highly co-operative figure. At the air force staff and command college he introduced Marxism as a subject for study. Then he brought in top Communist Party officials to lecture on it. Increasingly the air force became infected by the Communist virus.
         
 
         When the Communists sought secretly to train a force of their own shock troops, a sort of forerunner to the “fifth force” peasant militia for which they were agitating, the air base at Halim was an obvious training site for them.
 
         The trainees were drawn from the Pemuda Rakjat, the Communist youth organization, and Gerwani, the Communist women’s organization. Their training was under the direct command of Major Sujono, commander of the air base security regiment, and an enthusiastic collaborator with the Communists. For a training area he selected a swampy region out on the air base’s extended perimeter, a couple of miles from the runways and control tower. It was soon to become notorious. Its name was Lubang Buaja—Crocodile Hole. 
         
 
         There the Communists set up their tented training camp. There air force officers gave them weapons training and drill. There by their own instructors they were given political indoctrination. One Communist leader captured later, Njono, the Djakarta area party chief, admitted in his testimony that he had ordered Sukatno, the Pemuda Rakjat general secretary, to assemble 10,000 trained members of the youth organization at Lubang Buaja for military action against the “Council of Generals.” Certainly, from interviews I held later with captured Pemuda Rakjat and Gerwani members, it is clear that they had been undergoing military training at Lubang Buaja, in rotating batches, at least since July of 1965.
         
 
         At his own trial later, Dhani displayed a convenient vagueness about the training. He said he thought it had all been part of the air base defense program. He admitted he had heard that mainly Communists were undergoing training, but he said he had issued orders for the training to be balanced between Communists and other nationalist and religious groups.
         
 
         In fact, it was not. Under Major Sujono’s watchful eye, what went on was a program to teach Communist youths and women how to kill, with unquestioning obedience to their Communist superiors.
 
         If Dhani did not know exactly what was in the wind, he must have been incredibly obtuse. Long before, Supardjo had confided to him his intentions. Now Supardjo had secretly left his post in Kalimantan and was in Djakarta. Dhani himself had had an anxious consultation with President Sukarno.
 
         But by four o’clock on the afternoon of September 30, Dhani had been given the full story. His intelligence chief, Lieutenant Colonel Heru Atmodjo, reported to him that the Supardjo group would stage its action the following day. One piece of information was missing—the exact hour when the coup would begin.
 
         Pent-up and excited, Dhani summoned his senior air force officers to a briefing that evening at his home in the Djakarta suburb of Kebajoran. Now Heru had the final details and reported them: who would move, against whom, and when. From Major Sujono, Heru brought a request for authority to use air force weapons and vehicles. After consultation, the meeting decided the request “could not be prevented.” Thus the air force leaders were privy to the coup plan and gave their tacit agreement for the use of air force weapons and equipment. For safety’s sake, Dhani decided not to sleep at his own house. About midnight he left, in a small Japanese car, for Halim. Dhani himself took the wheel; his driver sat in the back, his adjutant at his side.
         
 
         During the weeks when Supardjo had been in Kalimantan, anxiously awaiting the signal to come to Djakarta, Untung had been engaged in a series of meetings, organizing the details of their coup. According to army interrogation reports and evidence emerging at the trials of the various participants later, the plotters met at intervals of two or three days throughout the month of September. The group was a tight little one, usually four or five in number, occasionally expanded to seven. Regularly in attendance were Untung and Colonel A. Latief, commander of the First Infantry Brigade of the Djakarta garrison, who was deep in the plot. Also present were Major Sujono, the air force officer from Halim, and two representatives from the Communist Party, Supono and “Sjam.”
         
 
         The mysterious “Sjam,” it is now believed, was actually Tjugito, a member of the central committee of the Indonesian Communist Party. Certainly, according to the interrogation reports, he purported to speak with authority for the Communist party.
 
         Some of the first meetings were held at the house of a Captain Wahjudi on Djalan [street] Sindanglaja. Later the plotters moved to Colonel Latief’s house, and later still to a house selected by Sjam on Djalan Djati Buntu.
 
         To a neighbour or innocent bystander it must have seemed ordinary enough—four or five friends, several of them military men, gathering of an evening to chat and sip Java tea, perhaps behind doors carefully closed to keep out the insects and mosquitoes. But behind those doors the plotters were agreed from the beginning on one thing: the murder of the army’s leading generals.
         
 
         In their interrogation statements after capture, Untung and Latief persisted in saying that they feared a putsch by the “Council of Generals” and their action was designed to forestall it. Besides neutralizing the generals, they realized, they had to seize vital installations in the capital.
 
         Initially the forces available to them seemed slender enough. Untung had his battalion of palace guards, and Latief could promise some units from the Djakarta garrison. Early in September, Sujono reported that between 3,000 and 4,000 Communist volunteers had been trained at Lubang Buaja, but he would need another week or ten days before they could be ready for action.
 
         But there was anxious discussion about the strength of forces loyal to the army leadership, and in the Djakarta area. Latief calculated that with the RPKAD para-commandos stationed some miles outside the city, and KOSTRAD units, and other forces, there would be some 60,000 troops around or within relatively easy reach of the capital.
 
         However, by mid-September, Sjam reported good news for the plotters: two Communist-infiltrated battalions from Central and East Java—the 454th Paratroop Battalion from the Diponegoro division, and the 530th from the Brawidjaja division—would be coming to the capital for the big Armed Forces Day parade October 5. Their officers could be counted on to pledge their battalions to the coup movement.
         
 
         There was also talk about the availability of a cavalry unit of 30 tanks and armored cars, from the headquarters of the Siliwangi division at Bandung, some four hours’ drive from Djakarta. Untung immediately sensed the importance of those tanks. His concern that they should be definitely committed to the coup forces ran like a thread through later meetings. Again and again he pressed for news of them and a pledge that he could count on them.
         
 
         By September 23, the plotters had word that Supardjo would soon be arriving from Kalimantan. By September 25, the commanders of the subverted battalions from Central and East Java were in town. If Untung’s interrogation report is to be believed, Sjam was by this stage pressing for the coup to begin on September 29. Untung himself was more hesitant; still he worried about those vital tanks from Bandung. But time was running out, and clearly the plotters would have to make their move while the two Java battalions available to them were in the capital for Armed Forces Day.
         
 
         On September 29, Untung met emissaries from the two visiting Java battalions and with them checked preparations at Lubang Buaja itself. Late that night, the plotters gathered for a final meeting. This time it was the largest gathering they had held—there were nine people present, including two women, presumably representatives of Gerwani (the Communist women’s organization). And this time General Supardjo joined the group.
 
         Now the decision was taken. D-day would be October 1. H-hour: 4 A.M.
         
 
         
             

         
 
         So it was that when Untung and Supardjo roared down the road to Halim in their jeep, late on the night of September 30, they had at their disposal Untung’s battalion of palace guards, the 454th and 530th Paratroop Battalions in town from Central and East Java (each about 1,000 men strong), some units of air force troops provided by Major Sujono, and several thousand Pemuda Rakjat members trained and armed by the air force. The vital tank unit never did appear.
 
         The air force and Pemuda Rakjat units were already at Halim. The Tjakrabirawa and army battalions had rumbled in for assembly shortly before Untung and Supardjo themselves arrived.
         
 
         Now, as midnight neared, officers ran through the final checklists in an atmosphere of nervous tension. The troops were divided into three sections. The sections were given code names derived from characters in the wayang, or traditional Indonesian shadow play.
         
 
         First there was the Pasupati force, made up of Untung’s Tjakrabirawa palace guards and Pemuda Rakjat trainees. Theirs was the grimmest assignment: the seizing of the army’s top generals. The Pasupati force was under the command of one of Untung’s Tjakrabirawa officers, Lieutenant Dul Arief.
         
 
         Next was the Bimasakti force, mainly the two visiting battalions from Central and East Java. These troops were assigned to surround the presidential palace on Merdeka Square and seize and hold the radio station, on another side of the square, and the telecommunications building, on yet a third side of the square.
 
         Finally came a reserve force, called Gatot Katja, under the command of an air force captain called Captain Gatot. This, made up of air force units and Pemuda Rakjat battalions, was to be held in reserve at Halim.
         
 
         As the time for action neared, officers were briefed on a system of passwords and code signals. The password was to be “Ampera,” the “people’s burden.” The rejoinder was to be “Takari,” the word coined by President Sukarno to describe his August 17 speech that year titled “A Year of Self-Reliance.” By car, the nighttime challenge would be headlights flicked three times; the reply, headlights flicked four times. In daylight, the driver of a car or truck involved in the coup would sound his hooter twice, and the response would be three hoots.
 
         On foot, coup soldiers would check the allegiance of approaching troops with a signal raising the left arm over the head, weapon clasped in the hand. The correct replying signal would be a right arm raised above the head, with weapon.
         
 
         The crux of the operation would be the successful action against the army generals by the Pasupati force. Its leader, Lieutenant Arief, had earlier been given photographs of eight generals he was to capture, dead or alive. The main target was the minister of defense, General Abdul Haris Nasution, with the army commander, Lieutenant General Achmad Yani, almost as important. Others on the original list were Major General S. Parman, the army’s intelligence chief, Major General Suprapto, Major General Harjono, Brigadier General Pandjaitan, Brigadier General Sutojo Siswomihardjo, and Brigadier General Achmed Sukendro. (The name of Major General Suharto, the KOSTRAD commander, was not on the list.) When Lieutenant Arief came to his final briefing, he was confused to find that General Sukendro’s name had been removed from his list of victims. Undoubtedly this was because Sukendro was out of the country and in Peking at the time with the big Indonesian delegation to Communist China’s national day celebrations. So Arief was left with seven victims. He divided his force appropriately into seven squads. Some of the victims were given code names. Nasution was ‘Nurdin.’ Yani was ‘Jonson.’ Pandjaitan was ‘Singer.’ Sutojo was ‘Toyota.’
         
 
         There was a final hitch, which apparently angered Arief, when a promised platoon of air force shock troops failed to report, but finally his force was properly divided and ready. At a signal his men climbed into their trucks, weapons clanking. At 1:30 A.M., October 1, the killer squads rumbled out of Halim on their grisly mission. 
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