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As has been the case most of the time, it 

is the suggestions, ideas and information 

readers send me that enable me to cobble 

together the articles I write. As a result 

I have acquired some wonderful new 

friends, learned a lot about all kinds of 

things I had hitherto been ignorant about 

and now have quite a collection of stories 

I am yet to tackle. To those readers whose 

life stories have, as yet, not hit the pages 

of the Dutch Courier I ask to please be pa-

tient. It is my dream to eventually prepare 

and produce a collection of all these at 

times very funny, sad, happy and always 

interesting accounts of people’s lives. I am 

not the only person who hopes to achieve 

such a project. On page two of last month’s 

DC you will have read that there are sev-

eral other persons who have such an am-

bition. 

Last month I asked “What happened to 

the 50,000th Dutch migrant”, Ria Scholte 

who came to Australia to meet and marry 

her fi ancé Frank Zindler. Well I can just 

about answer that question now. It was 

Ada Cable-de Graaff , a Dutch Courier 

subscriber, who started this particular 

ball rolling and, as you may remember, 

it is she who managed to fi nd and con-

tact Frank’s brother Robert Zindler, who 

lives in Sydney. As a result I now have 

pretty much a complete story. Not only 

that, I have since met Robert and now 

have regular contact with Frank, Ria’s 

widower, and his wife Annelies who live 

in the Netherlands. All three have been 

extremely helpful and provided me with 

lots of information about Ria and what 

became of her. From all accounts she was 

a beautiful, intelligent, talented and en-

ergetic person whose life, sadly, was cut 

short at much too young an age.

Just about everything that follows is based 

on information that was displayed at an 

exhibition held in the Hague in January 

2006, which in turn, was based on infor-

mation provided by offi  cial accounts and 

that of Ria‘s families. Th e exhibition was to 

commemorate the 600 years connection 

between Australia and the Netherlands. 

More than life-size photo’s of Ria on board 

ship were also on display. 

It was in 1954 that Ria, one of 949 passen-

gers, boarded the Sibajak and was off  on 

her trip to Australia, where she was to meet 

and marry her fi ancé Frank Zindler.Frank 

had left for Australia a year earlier and was 

employed as an architectural draftsman 

with a fi rm of architects and was study-

ing the subject at the Royal Melbourne 

Institute of Technology, RMIT in short. 

Ria’s parents had not been too pleased 

to see their beautiful daughter leave but 

were quite overwhelmed that Ria had 

been chosen to be the 50,000th Dutch mi-

grant and the associated festivities which 

they too had been invited to participate in. 

Because I described these in last month’s 

article I won’t repeat them here. 

For Ria, who was born and had lived in 

Amsterdam all her life, and had never set 

foot in another country the trip to Australia 

was a ‘droomreis’, something she once 

could have only dreamed about. Many of 

our readers will also still have memories 

of their voyage to Australia, sailing past 

the coasts of France and Spain then, via 

the Mediterranean  to exotic Port Said 

, where the numerous little boats laden 

with ‘wares’ and beckoning vendors, vied 

for our attention , hoping to persuade us 

to buy, buy, buy . When purchases were 

made and coins were thrown down the 

children would dive into the murky water 

to retrieve them. It was the same on Ria’s 

journey. Many passengers, including Ria, 

went ashore to enjoy, explore the narrow 

little streets and experience the com-

pletely diff erent customs, culture, food 

and colourful wares of Port Said. Next was 

the sail through the Suez Canal, fl anked 

on both sides by the desert, the fi rst view 

of camels in their own environment was 

impressive. Th e next leg of the journey 

was across to Colombo. Th ere too Ria went 

ashore and admired the beautiful beach-

es, palm trees and met the friendly people. 

Ria thought it to be almost too beautiful 

to be true. 

After nearly six wonderful ,pampered , re-

laxing weeks on board ship Ria, on the 4th 

of July, 1954, arrived in Melbourne where 

she was met by a posse of not only the of-

fi cial “50,000th Dutch migrant to Australia 

welcome party” press interviews, photo 

shoots and a patiently waiting Frank. Ria 

very successfully managed to cope with 

all this attention but before being able 

to spend time with Frank both attend-

ed an offi  cial welcome dinner with Mr. 

Harold Holt and the Dutch Ambassador, 

Mr.Winkelman and other dignatories. 

Once all the fuss was over Ria and Frank 

made their arrangements to be married, a 

wedding dress was purchased and on the 

24th of July attended by Frank’s brother 

Robert and his wife were ‘joined in mat-

rimony’

From then on their life as a young migrant 

couple does not appear to have been any 

diff erent or easier than that of any other 

young couple. As was mentioned earlier, 

Frank was already employed and Ria 

soon found (albeit pretty boring) work at 

a  factory but very quickly improved her 

English and found work in her own fi eld 

as hairdresser .Th e next few years they 

worked, saved and studied hard with the 

intention of purchasing their own house 

and to settle down . But, despite having a 

large circle of friends, they missed their 

families and were homesick. 

In 1957 they returned to the Netherlands 

where Frank soon found employment 

with an architectural fi rm as ‘bouwkun-

dig opzichter’; building supervisor. Th eir 

daughter Renée was born in August 

1959. Th en, as a result of the fi nancial 

downturn, Frank lost his job and with a 

4 month old daughter it was decided to 

return to Melbourne.  Immediately after 

their arrival, Frank was engaged by his 

former employer while Ria was a stay at 

home mum for a short while but soon af-

terwards also returned to the workforce. 

During a brief period they shared a house 

with Frank’s step brother Hugo Le Comte 

and his wife Trudy*, and a little later, pur-

chased a house in Hope Street. Th ere they 

discovered that their neighbours across 

the road were none other than Mr Harold 

Holt’s son Andrew, his wife Pauly and lit-

tle son Christopher: they all became good 

friends. During a visit to Christopher’s 

grandparents, Renée discovered a photo 

of Opa Holt and her mother!  

After having lived at Hope Street for a few 

years they sold it with a good profi t and 

purchased a house in Fairbairn Road, 

Toorak. From the information I received 

Ria was a very creative person who had 

an outstanding talent for interior design. 

Both had become expert at fi nding and 

renovating run down houses in good loca-

tions and their combined talents were put 

to good use. Together they transformed 

the Fairbairn Street and other houses. 

Frank took care of the building aspects 

while Ria detailed, and painted them us-

ing beautiful colours, drapery, furniture, 

art works and ornaments which she had 

purchased at auction rooms. In 1965 Frank 

received his diploma in architecture and a 

little later became a Fellow of the RMIT in 

architecture. 

Despite their success in their professions, 

their ability to transform lack-lustre hous-

es into gems and a solid bank account, they 

still could not get used to the Australian 

way of life. Th ey still felt they were not 

fully accepted by (the words used by my 

‘informants’) the Anglo-Saxon mentality, 

they remained “New Australians”. It was 

decided to return to the Netherlands be-

fore their daughter would start secondary 

education. Th is time they had the fi nances 

to purchase a nice house in Naarden and 

Frank soon found employment with NKI 

(Nederlandse Kunststof Industrie), a fi rm 

which designed and produced check-in 

counters at airports. Frank was  responsi-

ble for Schiphol, Djedda, Singapore, Kuala 

Lumpur and many airports in China and 

Russia, as a result he travelled a lot, but 

saw very little of the countries apart from 

the interiors of the airports and hotels he 

stayed in!

During that time Ria had also kept her-

self occupied! Using her exceptional cre-

ative talent she designed and sold a line of 

children’s clothing which, together with a 

line of French children’s clothing, she sold 

in her own little shop. Unfortunately her 

creative talents were not matched by busi-

ness acumen and she sold the little busi-

ness.  Never one to be idle Ria then decid-

ed to return to study. She loved Latin and 

I was told she went to Lyceum. Very sadly, 

in December 1992, Ria was diagnosed with 

a brain tumour and passed away  three 

months later.

Frank will be celebrating his 80th birthday 

soon and his brother Robert together with 

Eve and Tim Oakley will fl y to Holland to 

be there for the celebration. Who are Eve 

and Tim you may well ask. Well, as you 

will have read in paragraph 2, Robert, 

Frank and Annelies then sent an email to 

Trudy (!) who lives in Kew, Victoria, telling 

her about it. Well Trudy had been married 

to Robert and Frank’s step brother Hugo 

Le Comte ( remember that bit from earlier 

on?) but the marriage was ( amicably) dis-

solved  many years ago and Frank, Robert, 

Trudy and Hugo have retained regular 

contact. When Trudy discovered that his 

Ann Schipperheyn was writing a story 

about her former sister-in-law, Ria, she 

exclaimed “I have known Anja (yes that’s 

me) for about 30 years” 

Yes, we have known each other that 

long and both of us are involved in the 

Association of Dutch Teachers of Victoria! 

At the time I was still called Anja (I be-

came Ann when Anja was turned into 

Onion). Eve had a similar problem, with 

her name and was sick of being asked, 

“Where is Adam?”

Meanwhile Robert decided he would like 

to come to the Holland Festival, catch 

up with Eve and her husband Tim and to 

meet me. All was arranged and, together 

with his lady friend, Bev, hopped on a train 

and managed to do as planned. We all en-

joyed each other’s company enormously! 

Frank and Robert were born in Indonesia 

and as children and during the war years 

were prisoners in a Japanese camp. At the 

Holland Festival I introduced Robert to a 

member of Tempo Doeloe, Henk Drost, 

another camp survivor. Once they got 

chatting they discovered they had been in 

the same camp!!! It is a small world.

ann@dutchcourier.com
P.S. 

Hope you enjoy Robert’s story!

RIA SCHOLTE, THE 50,000TH DUTCH MIGRANT
by Ann Schipperheyn


