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About half a year after I had begun my fieldwork in the flood-prone riverbank settlement that I 
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not find their names or even the name of their kampong in this dissertation: I have had to 

anonymize all of these names to avoid increasing the many problems that this marginalized group of 

people already have in their daily life in the slums of Jakarta, and hence I cannot honour them 

personally in this dissertation. And, most problematically, how does one thank people whose houses 



 
 

are evicted by the city government any time soon as part of a larger ‘development’ or slum-

clearance project in Jakarta? The next time that I plan to visit my informants, it is likely that the 

riverbank settlement that I describe in this dissertation may no longer exist. So, to my great regret, 

the following sentence might be the best I can do to thank my neighbours for their help, their care, 

their tips and advice, and their participation in this study: teman-teman, orang tua adopsi saya, 

terima kasih banyak: buku ini tentang anda dan untuk anda semua. Or, for those youngsters who so 

diligently followed my weekly English classes in the kampong: thank you, my dear friends, this book 

is about you and for you.  
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university desk, my main concern was no longer how to stay dry from floods or how best to collect 

data; from then on, my mind was mainly occupied with writing a dissertation that would do justice 

to the complexities and realities of my former neighbours’ lived experiences, but at the same time it 

would still have to be coherent enough for readers to grasp my findings and academic arguments. 
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