
Family Snaps



(Left) Probolinggo; Oct 17, 1977 

I was born one month premature. 
I’m the second child of three siblings.

(Right) The Port of Tanjung Priok, 
Jakarta; Aug 1983

I always want to have the same clothes 
as my older sister. That’s why people 
used to think that we were twins.



(Left) Jakarta; Aug 14, 1989 

I was seven when I shot my first photo 
using my dad’s camera. 

(Right) Sahid Hotel, Jakarta; May 14, 
2011

Self portrait.



(Left) Jakarta; Oct 17, 1982
 
I celebrated my fifth birthday without 
dad.

(Right) 1997

Photo taken by my brother during our 
trip to East Java.



(Right) Bekasi; June 17, 1990

“That was the last time you kissed my 
cheek on  my birthday party,” says my dad.

I was 13 then.



(Left) Madiun; Feb 11, 1987 

Unlike grandpa, my grandma
enjoyed being the center of
attention.

(Right) Bekasi; Sept 23, 1990

Dad took this photo. Grandma 
passed away on Sept 8, 2002. After 
her death, grandpa cuts out the 
portrait and carries it in his pocket.



(Left) Madiun, 1987

My paternal great-grandmother died 
40 days after my uncle took this 
photo. Dad is seen behind her.

(Right) Tulungagung; Dec 24, 1989

As a Javanese family, we used to 
visit our ancestors’ tombs to perform 
rituals. Now, we don’t. 



(left) YPK Hospital Jakarta; April 14, 
2010

USG showed that my first nephew 
was a boy. Adam was born on 
August 12, 2010.



(Left) Madiun; 1950

Dad when he was three; Taken at 
Liem Ban Piet Photo Studio, 
Madiun. 

(Right) Probolinggo; 1954

Mom’s first portrait, taken when she 
was three.



(Left) Mount Bromo; 1974

Portrait of dad when he was 27, a 
year before he met my mom.

(Right) Surabaya; Nov 7, 1974

Photo of my mom when she was 
23 years old; Photographed by her 
friend Liong Ho during a birthday 
party.



(Left) Madiun; Sept 2, 1975

My parents married on August 
23, 1975. This is taken ten days after 
the wedding. 

(Right) Jakarta; 1981

My older sister took this photo using 
dad’s new camera. Till today, we 
would laugh whenever we see this 
image because dad reminded her so 
many times not to include the lower 
half of his body in the picture. 



(Top) Madiun; April 1975

Engangement party of my parents.

(Bottom) Probolinggo; 1979

Dad bought our first family car in 1978 
from his friend.



(Left) Bekasi; 2007

(Right) Madiun; 2006

Dad celebrated new year’s eve without 
me and my older sister.



(Left) Surabaya; April 22, 2011

Family holiday

(Right) Bekasi; Dec 25, 2010
 
Every year during Christmas, dad 
would force us to visit relatives. But 
I am in my 30s now. I have my own 
social life. I don’t need to follow his 
plans. But he still forced me to go to 
Bogor that year. After returning home, 
I took this self portrait.



Highway from Jakarta to Bogor; 
Dec 25, 2010

I didnt speak a word to dad 
because he forced me to visit 
relatives during Christmas.

When I was 16, dad drove more than 
650 km from Jakarta to East Java. 
It’s supposed to be a great trip for 
us. Instead, I sat on the back seat 
wiithout saying a word for 12 hours.

At that time, I didn’t know how to 
talk to him if we were left alone. My 
siblings used to joke about that. 
They would say to me: “Go talk to 
dad. And be friendly!”

It’s better now.

 



(Left) Singapore; 1993

My mom’s first trip to Singapore.

(Bottom) Pondok Indah Hospital, 
Jakarta; March 23, 2009

Dad was warded for gastric 
problem.



(Left) Probolinggo; Sept 1976

Dad and my older sister.

(Right) Central Java; June 12, 2011

Dad and Adam, his first grandson.



I never had a real relationship with my dad. I used to hate him for 
many reasons.

When I was a child, I always thought my dad was the best. Yet 
there was a moment I knew something went wrong when I saw 
my mom crying. Later on, I knew exactly what had happened and 
I hated my father ever since. 

As we are now grown-ups, our relationship is still evolving. 
For the last 15 years, we have been arguing a lot over little things. 
Sometimes I’m “smart enough” not to talk back and keep my 
anger inside. I often wonder, “How did my mom put up with me 
and my dad for all these years?”

I know I have not been a loving daughter, 
nor has he been a loving father. 

Six months ago, I started taking pictures of my dad more fre-
quently. It changed the way I look at my father and my family. 

Bandung; Dec 18, 2011


