






























































































''But I don't have any funky dangdut music," said 
the driver. 

"I do. I've brought my favourite tape with me." 
The man took out a cassette from his pocket. He gave it 
to the driver and dangdut music boomed out throughout 
the bus. 

The passengers listened to the music for a few 
seconds. Then another passenger shouted out "Could 
we have something else?" 

"Sure." 
"I'd like to listen to some Indonesian pop music." 
''But I don't have any Indonesian pop music," 

said the driver. 
"I do. I take my favourite cassette with me 

everywhere I go." The man took a cassette from his 
pocket Soon Indonesian pop music boomed 
throughout the bus. The passengers listened to the 
music for a few seconds. Then another passenger 
shouted: "Could we have something else?'' 

"Sure," said the man who liked Indonesian pop 
must c. 

"I'd like to listen to some classical Javanese 
music." 

''Please, driver, this gentleman doesn't like 
Indonesian pop music, even though I do. He wants to 
listen to classical Javanese music." 

''But I don't have any classical Javanese music," 
said the driver. 

"I do. I never go anywhere without my cassette 
of classical Javanese music. It's my favourite. I always 
bring it with me. Here you are. Classical Javanese 
music." He handed the tape to the driver. 

The passengers listened to the classiCal Javanese 
music for a few seconds. Then another passenger 
shouted out "Could we have something else?" 
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"Sure," said the man who liked classical Javanese 
muS1C. 

"I'd like to listen to some West Javanese flute 
music." 

''Please, driver, this gentleman doesn't like 
classical Javanese music, even though I do. He wants to 
listen to West Javanese flute music." 

''But I don't have any West Javanese flute music," 
said the driver. 

"I do. I never go anywhere without my cassette 
of West Javanese flute music. It's my favourite. I always 
bring it with me." 

He took the tape from his pocket. Soon West 
Javanese flute music boomed throughout the bus. 

The passengers listened to the West Javanese 
flute music. But before thirty seconds had passed, 
another passenger shouted out: "Could we have 
something else?" 

"Sure," said the man who liked West Javanese 
flute music. 

"I'd like to listen to some Minangkabau saluang." 
''But I don't have any Minangkabau saluang," said 

the driver. 
"Ai do. Ai never go anywhere without my village 

music, Minangkabau .raluang." He took the tape from his 
pocket. Minangkabau saillan.g boomed throughout the 
bus. And then, again, another passenger soon shouted: 
"Could we have something else?" 

''Sure," said the man who liked sal/lang music. 
"I'd like to listen to some modern Tapanuli 

music." 
"Please, driver, this gentleman doesn't like sal11ang 

music, even though Ai do. It's my favourite. He wants 
to listen to damned Batak music." 
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''Batak music? Are you trying to insult me?" The 
man from North Sumatra grabbed the man who had 
asked for sa/uang music by the collar. 

''Never. Ai meant modem Tapanuli music." 
"It is just as well that we come from the same 

island. Otherwise I would have beaten you up." 
"Ai thought exactly the same thing; we both 

come from Sumatra. Otherwise Ai would have beaten 
you up. Ai don't like people touching my collar. Forgive 
me. Please, driver, this gentleman wants to listen to 
modem Tapanuli music." 

•'But I don't have any modem Tapanuli music." 
"I do. I never go anywhere without my favourite 

music. I like mountain music. Play the tape, driver!" 
The man took the tape from his pocket. Modem 

Tapanuli music boomed throughout the bus. But then, 
another passenger wanted something else. "Could we 
have something else?" he shouted 

"Sure, but why? Don't you like modem Tapanuli 
music?" 

"I like military band music!" said the man. He 
was wearing a green uniform and held a pistol in his 
hand. 

"Please, driver, this gentleman doesn't like 
modem Tapanuli music, even though I do. It's my 
favourite. He wants to listen to military band music." 

"But I don't have any military band music," said 
the driver. 

"I do. I never go anywhere without my favourite 
music. Military band music. Play it right now! To the 
very end! And don't stop before then. I've got a gun." 

As soon as the military band music began to 
boom throughout the bus, another passenger wanted 
something else. "Could we have something else?" he 
shouted. He was wearing a green uniform too and he 
had two pistols. 
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The man who had asked for military band music 
looked at him. He saw that the soldier had two pistols. 

"Sure. Why not? Sure. You can have something 
else." 

"I want the national anthem!" snapped the 
second soldier. 

"Please, driver, this gentleman doesn't like 
military band music, even though I do. It always makes 
me feel like fighting. He wants Indonesia ~a." 

"But I don't have Indonesia ~a." 
"What do you have?'' said the man in the green 

uniform 'With two pistols. 
The driver gulped. He opened his box of 

cassettes. But he couldn't find what he was looking for. 
''You must have Indonesia ~a! Keep looking! 

You'd better find it!" 
The driver continued sorting through his cassette 

box. Suddenly he was startled. He seemed to have 
remembered something. 

"I used to have it! But where did I put it? Let me 
think for a moment. Oh now I remember. Last 
seventeenth of August, a group of veterans from the 
War for Independence chartered the bus. They 
celebrated Independence Day on the bus. They retraced 
their old campaign trail. The General Sudirman trail. 
They played military band music the whole way. And 
Indonesia ~a as well. Then, in the middle of the 
General Sudirman trail, they asked me to stop the bus. I 
watched them observe a moment of silence. It was very 
moving. They cried I knew they were remembering old 
comrades who had died fighting the colonial troops. 
Then they asked me to play Indoneria Raya again. That's 
what happened to the tape. I'm positive they didn't ask 
me to play the song when we reached the 1945 
Veterans' Headquarters after our trip along the General 
Sudirman trail. I remember what they told me as they 
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presented me with the casette. 'As you drive along on 
the · 'seventeenth of August each year, please play 
Indonesia Raya from time to time for your passengers.' I 
remember now. That is exactly what they said when 
they gave me the cassette. But where is it? Oh . . . the 
company employs a lot of different assistant drivers. 
They have their own favourite tapes. I wonder if ... ? 
It's possible. Very possible. They usually come from out 
of town too. Yes. It is very possible." 

The driver stopped the bus. Outside the lights 
shone on the asphalt. In front of the whole class, the 
chalk line paused in the middle of the blackboard. The 
driver eased himself out from behind the steering 
wheel. Everyone watched him. The two men in green 
uniforms were motionless. The driver scratched inside a 
rubbish bin. Lifted the bin up and emptied it onto the 
floor. Scratched through it again. Finally, he took out a 
brassiere, a pair of knickers, a sanitary napkin, a tea-bag, 
some scraps of cloth, pieces of dirty paper, some 
banana leaves which had been used to wrap food, and a 
cassette. 

"I found it!" he shouted. ''What did I tell you? 
They threw it away!" 

"Play it!" said the man in the green uniform with 
two pistols. 

The driver returned to his seat behind the 
steering wheel. He put the cassette into the tape 
recorder. IndoneJia ~a boomed throughout the bus, 
and the vehicle slowly began its journey once more. But 
after a few moments of IndoneJia Raya, another 
passenger shouted: "Could we have something else?" 

He was wearing a green uniform. And had three 
pistols. One pistol in his right hand. And one pistol on 
either side of his waist. 

The man who had requested Indonesia Raya 
looked at the man with three pistols. Then he looked at 
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the man with one pistol. Finally he turned and looked at 
the man with three pistols again. In a clear v.oice he said: 
"No! We can't have something else. Everyone has to 
listen to the whole Indonesia Raya." 

''But it gives me a headache!" said the man in the 
green uniform with three pistols. 

''What did you say? It gives you a headache? That 
means you don't love the Motherland!" 

''This isn't the right time to play the national 
anthem." 

"It is exacdy the right time. Can't you see how 
parochial everyone was becoming? They were all 
fighting." 

"But Indonesia Raya gives me a headache." 
"So you are a traitor! You'd better get off the 

bus!" 
''But . .. "said the man in the green uniform with 

three pistols. 
''But, you've already paid your fare? Is that what 

you're trying to say?" said the man in the green uniform 
with two pistols. 

''Yes! I've already paid my fare!" 
"I'll give you your money back. And we'll play 

Indonesia Rtrya until we reach our terminal. If you don't 
like it. you can get off the bus straight away. There is no 
room here for anyone who doesn't like the national 
anthem. Who doesn't like the national anthem?" 

"I like it" said the man with one pistol. He moved 
over next to the man with two pistols. Between them, 
they now had three pistols. 

The man in the green uniform with two pistols 
stood on a seat. He was followed by the man in a green 
uniform with one pistol. 

"Speak upl Who doesn't like the national 
anthem?" 

"We all like itl" shouted the other passengers. 
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"There is no room here for anyone who doesn't 
like the national anthem. None at all!" 

"I like it!" said the driver. 
The white chalk line scratched its way across the 

asphalt road. The darkness under the floor continually 
devoured it. The same thing, again and again. 

1981 

(franslated by Harry Aveling) 
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THE CHAMBER POT 

We climbed into the police car. I sat beside the 
woman who had been robbed. The man accused of the 
robbery sat in front of us. His nose was still bleeding. 
The security officers who had caught him in the market 
sat on either side of him, together with one policeman. 
There was no roof on the car. The wind played with our 
hair. 

A few moments ago the man had been making 
his way through the crowded market. The woman 
screamed. I saw the man put something into his mouth 
as he hurried away. When I pointed him out, the 
security officers caught him. The mob vented their 
anger on him. As the car sped away, he wiped the blood 
from his lips. He .didn't dare look up to show the blood 
which smeared all over his face. 

To be honest, there was no proof that he had 
stolen the woman's property. But I stuck to my story 
and they arrested him. 

*** 
Once we reached the police station, the officers 

began to work him over, so that he would confess. They 
had their own way of doing these things. 

"Did you swallow the necklace?" they demanded. 
"No," the man said, bowing his head 
''Did you throw it away?'' 
"Did you hide it?" 
''No." 
''Did you give it to an accomplice?'' 
''That is all he can say: 'No'." They were 

becoming impatient. "Beat him up!" 
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They knocked the man out of his chair. He tried 
to stand up. Clung to a corner of the table. He sat back 
in the chair again. 

"I didn't take anything, Officer." 
"That wasn't what I asked. Where did you hide 

the necklace?" 
"He swallowed it," I said. 
''Did you see him swallow it?" 
"Sure! He put the necklace into his mouth and he 

swallowed it!" I added the word "necklace" to my 
previous testimony. In fact, I didn't see what he put into 
his mouth. But it was too late to stop now. 

"Are you sure?" 
"I'm positive." 
"He put the necklace into his mouth? Was that 

how it happened?" 
The man on the other side of the table typed my 

testimony onto a piece of paper. 
"He did." 
"Then he swallowed it?'' 
"He did." 
"How heavy was the necklace?" he asked the 

woman who had been robbed. 
"Fifteen grams," the woman replied. 
"Good. I've got everything I need," snapped the 

senior officer. "I'm convinced by what you say. Now we 
need to get the necklace out of him. Find some 
laxatives. Some bananas and pawpaws as well. Make 
him eat the lot. Make him shit like a bird. We can catch 
the droppings." 

The senior officer left the interrogation room. 
When the objects he had ordered were ready in the 
interrogation room, the other police officers called him 
back again and he returned. 

"Make him drink the mixture," he insisted. 
"Force him. You've got it? Epsom salts?" 
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ccy es, sir," said one of the subordinates. 
"Good. Get ready to catch what comes out!" 
They started to make the man to swallow the 

mixture. But he refused. He wouldn't open his mouth. 
They used force. They tried to pour the foaming glass 
of Epsom salts into his mouth. He clenched his jaw. 
They knocked him out of his chair a second time. 

"Drink it! Why won't you drink it?'' 
He clung to a comer of the table as he tried to get 

up off the floor. 
''Peel the pawpaw. And make sure that he eats 

it!" 
''Which one should we give him first, Captain? 

The salts or the pawpaw?" 
"Give him both. Just make sure you catch 

whatever comes out of him." 
"His whole stomach . .. " 
"I don't care. Make him drink the salts. And eat 

the bananas. Or the pawpaw. Be ready for when he 
wants to go to the toilet!" 

They forced the man to open his mouth so that 
he could swallow the lot. 

The violence was starting to make me feel 
uncomfortable. I asked the senior officer to allow to 
persuade the man to swallow the salts and eat the fruit. 
He agreed. The man and I went into a brightly lit room 
with glass walls. The police stood behind the tinted 
glass, where we couldn't see them. The woman who had 
been robbed also stood behind the observation area 
watching us through glass. 

I began to win him over. The dark outside made 
me feel as though we were in a bedroom on some dark 
night. 

''There are just the two of us here," I tried to 
assure him. ''There is something I need to tell you. If 
you don't produce the necklace in a hurry, they'll 

51 



operate on you." I moved closer to him. "Do you know 
what I mean - 'operate'? They'll take you to an 
operating theatre. Before the operation, they will x-ray 
you to see where the necklace is sitting in your stomach. 
They'll make you fast for a long time. Then they'll take 
you to the operating room. And anaesthetise you. Then, 
when you're unconscious, they'll cut your stomach 
open. It will be just like cleaning a fish. They'll scrub 
your guts real hard, because you're hiding something 
valuable in your stomach. You have to realise that 
they're not interested in saving your life; they only want 
the necklace you swallowed. Imagine what might 
happen if you started to lose a lot of blood. No one will 
give you their blood. You're a thief! Don't forget: you 
don't mean a thing to them. They're mad at you for 
hiding the gold necklace in your guts. It won't be a 
pretty operation. You don't mean a thing to them. No 
one will willingly give you their blood. Your family 
won't be allowed to come and donate blood. They 
would be too ashamed. Because you're a thief. Your life 
doesn't mean a thing to them. Once they've found the 
gold necklace, they'll leave your unconscious body on 
the operating table. They'll be so delighted, I assure you, 
that they won't even bother to finish the operation. 
You'll die, that's what will happen. Why should they 
bother saving the life of a thief like you? It will be a 
good way of making sure that there is one less criminal 
in the world. Kick the bucket. You'll be no better than 
an old suitcase; they'll empty you out, then throw you 
away. You'll be stretched out in the morgue and no one 
will come to pay their last respects." 

The man raised his head and looked at me. 
"You're still young, my friend. There is so much 

you can still do with your life. Don't waste it. This is a 
stupid way to die. They're not interested in saving your 
life. They just want the gold necklace you swallowed." 
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"What should I do?" he asked. 
"Give them the necklace!" I insisted. 
"I don't have it!" 
"1bis is no time for games. It's too late to hide 

your crime. Don't make them too angry. And don't 
think that they can't see what we're doing. They can see 
everything through the two way mirrors. Look at the 
way their cigarettes bum out there in the dark. Like eyes 
spying on us. Please drink the mixture. Quickly! Are you 
afraid of going to the toilet?" 

He grabbed the glass of salts and gulped it down 
as if it were a cup of coffee. Then he gobbled down the 
pawpaw and bananas. 

"The more pawpaw you eat, the sooner you'll get 
rid of it!" 

A guard opened the glass door. 
"Do you want to go to the toilet?" he asked. 
"Be patient He isn't ready yet. Can you come 

back in a little while, officer?" 
"Of course! If he doesn't like Indonesian 

pawpaws, we have some from Thailand. Top quality!" 
He dosed the glass door again. 

Before long, the officer returned once more. Two 
policeman entered, carrying a screen and two chamber 
pots. The screen was intended to function as a toilet. If 
the man wanted to go to the toilet, he could go behind 
the screen and shit. For their own reasons, they ordered 
him to take off all his clothes, except for his underpants. 
They told him to go behind the screen when he needed 
to use the chamber pots. 

The guards and I left the glass room. We watched 
. from behind the mirror, and waited for him to shit into 
the pots. 

A guard entered the glass room carrying a loud 
speaker and took a pot when the man held it out from 
behind the screen. The guard appeared to examine the 
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contents of the chamber pot with a stick. He then 
reported what he could see in the pot. 

"Nothing yet! Only some soybean seeds. He must 
have been eating fried soybean cake." 

The guard came out carrying the pot, and passed 
it to another policeman who emptied it into the latrine. 

The thief asked for a new pot. Then the man with 
the loud speaker entered the glass room a second time 
and took the pot which the man offered him from 
behind the screen. Using the loud speaker, the guard 
shouted: "Still nothing! More soybean seeds. And 
something like shreds of fibre. I think it is boiled yam." 

In the fullness of time, the same thing was 
repeated once more. Meanwhile, we waited behind the 
two way mirror as the pots were emptied into the latrine 
ten times. The stick could not find the necklace. The 
woman who owned the necklace became bored. She 
rang her husband. Before long, he came. He joined us 
behind the mirror. The man held out the pot at 
increasingly shorter periods, but the fifteen gram gold 
necklace was not in his shit As we waited, the screen 
suddenly shifted and crashed to the floor. The man fell 
on top of the screen. He was unable to stand up. He 
was exhausting after shirting so many times. 

The husband came to his own decision. He told 
his wife to withdraw her accusation. She did. She 
withdrew the accusation. She apologised to the police 
for possibly accusing the wrong man of stealing her 
necklace. 

*** 
They took the man to the bathroom and washed 

him. The accusation was withdrawn. The woman 
apologised to him. I apologised to him. The police 
apologised to him. He was free. 

Feeling guilty, I helped him out of the police 
station. I carried him to a taxi, apologising the whole 
way. I felt in my pocket. I gave him some money to 
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quieten the sense of guilt that I was feeling. The man 
wept as he took the money. 

"Buy some food. You'll need lots of vitamins to 
make yourself feel better again. I am really very, very 
sorry." 

He folded the money. 
''Thank you, sir. You're a good man." 
"Don't say that. It was all my fault you got into 

trouble. My testimony was untrue. Please forgive me, 
my friend." 

We were both quiet for the rest of the journey. 
Then he asked to be let out at the lane where he lived. I 
helped him out of the taxi. I shook his hand. 

"Please forgive me, friend. I feel very guilty. The 
ten thousand rupiahs are no recompense for how I feel. 
Can you stand up? Do you want to go the rest of the 
way home in a trishaw? Do you want me to come with 
you?" 

"There's no need for that, sir. Thank you." 
He seemed unable to stop crying as he stood on 

the pavement shaking. I let him be. I got back into the 
taxi. He closed the taxi door. I held my hand out 
through the taxi window to farewell him. I still felt that 
I had not done enough to alleviate my guilt. So I 
repeated what I'd already said: "Please forgive me, my 
friend. Buy yourself some food so you feel better soon. 
I really did the wrong thing. I'll never do it again." 

The tears mingled with the blood on his cheeks. 
He brushed them away. He bowed his head. His face 
was black and blue. 

"You told the truth. There is no need to feel 
guilty." He bowed his head even further, as though he 
were trying to hide his face. "You're a good man. I must 
tell you everything. My son is very sick. We need the 
money. My wife has given up all hope. We can't pay the 
doctor." Suddenly he looked up. "You told the truth. 
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You're a good man. I must tell you everything." He 
bowed his head again. "I'm not a thief. But I did take 
the necklace. I passed it three times, and swallowed it 
again each time." Slowly he released my hand. He 
looked at me. 

"You're a good man, sir. I deserve to be 
punished" He groped in his pocket for the money I 
had given him. Perhaps he wanted to give it back to me. 

"In that case, you'll need another chamber pot," I 
told him. 

I let him keep the ten thousand rupiah. I ordered 
the taxi to drive away. I had to, before I changed my 
mind. I felt that it was the right thing to do. 

(franslated by Harry Aveling) 
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DO YOU WANT TO REMOVE THE 
MARKS OF HIS LIPS ON MY LIPS WITH 

YOUR LIPS? 

A young woman stood suspiciously at the edge of 
the deck, holding onto the ship's railing. She seemed to 
be about to commit suicide by leaping into the ocean. 
Some of the crew tried to approach her, wanting to stop 
her reckless behaviour, but she threatened to jump 
immediately if they came any closer. Pretending that I 
wanted to fmd the best position for taking her 
photograph, I approached her with my camera. 
Eventually I was close enough to be able to talk to her. 

"Please tell me why you want to commit suicide?" 
I asked, hoping to attract her attention. 

She continued to stare at a distant island, far 
across the sea. Perhaps someone had shattered all her 
dreams and they could no longer be mended. 

"Please tell me everything. I might be able to 
write a story about this." 

The woman ignored me. The wind played with 
the tips of her hair. The sleeves of her blouse. It seemed 
that she was ready to act on her reckless decision. 
Suddenly she took off a shoe and pointed it at the sea. 

"He gave me this," she said, throwing the shoe 
away. As the shoe neared the sea, I preserved its image 
for all eternity with my camera. 

Then she reached for a finger on her left hand. 
The ring sparkled in the sunlight as the rays spread from 
its diamond. She held the ring over the ship's rail. The 
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wild waves beat against the side of the boat. Her hand 
shook violently. 

"He gave me this," she said, letting go of the ring. 
"I want to throw everything I have, everything he 

gave me, into the sea. Today I'm wearing every single 
thing he ever gave me. I'm going to take them all off 
and throw them into the sea. When I drown at the 
bottom of the ocean, I don't want to be wearing a single 
thing he gave me. Not one single thing. We met for the 
flrst time on this boat and now I want to throw 
everything away." 

The woman began to unbutton her blouse. She 
took off her clothes and threw them one by one into 
the sea. The ritual undressing ended when she disposed 
of her underwear. She threw everything into the sea. 

"I don't want to wearing anything he gave me 
when I drown at the bottom of the sea. The water can 
be my shroud. The salt can cover my corpse." 

The naked young woman lifted a foot over the 
rail and prepared to jump. I aimed my camera at her. 
The sight in my lens was fantastic! A naked young 
woman, standing at the edge of the deck, with the 
waves of the ocean and the seagulls behind her. I could 
see the tiny black silhouette of the distant island in my 
lens as well. As she prepared to jump, unexpectedly she 
turned towards to me. It seemed that she had just 
thought of something she needed to tell me, before 
ending her life in the ocean. 

"It isn't as easy to get rid of everything as I 
thought it would be," she said. "There is still something 
I need to get rid of." She was quiet for a moment, as 
she looked at the distant black speck in the ocean. After 
staring at the horison for a long time, she said softly: 
"The marks of his lips on mine. I can't just throw them 
away." She turned towards me. There was a gentleness 
in her eyes. For a long time, her eyes hovered as she 

58 



gazed in my direction. "Do you want to remove the 
marks of his lips on my lips with your lips?" she asked 
me hesitantly. 

I was startled by her request. Very startled. The 
request made no sense at all. It seemed to come from 
the very depths of her disappointment. I twisted my 
lens to bring her face into closer focus . She had 
carefully applied a dark red lipstick with just a touch of 
gold to her lips, suggesting a far greater beauty than she 
had so far shown. 

"I refuse to take the marks of his lips with me to 
the bottom of the ocean. Do you want to remove the 
marks of his lips from my lips with your lips? Please. I 
want to get rid of everything." 

All around us, people were nailed to where they 
stood. They shouted: "Kiss her! Kiss her!" 

Someone appeared at the doorway carrying an 
opened blanket, ready to cover the young woman's 
naked body. 

"Please help me. Help me get rid of everything. I 
don't want to die at the bottom of the ocean with the 
imprint of his lips still on mine. Please." 

"Kiss her! Kiss her!" 
I approached the woman. The man with the 

blanket ran towards us and covered us. Inside the 
blanket, I searched for her ear and whispered: ''Do I 
need to kiss you anywhere else on your body to remove 
the mark of his lips?" 
*** 

"My name is Chechen, Sir," the woman says as 
she introduces herself to me. I have finished my reading 
and am mingling with the audience. "I'm a fan of yours. 
A fmal year literature student at the university. I'm really 
pleased to meet you. I've read lots of your stories." 

"Thank you. Chechen? That isn't a West 
Sumatran name, is it?" 

"What happens next in the story?" 
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''You have to decide. All of you. All my 
listeners." 

We are friends from that moment. I feel like a 
young man again. We go everywhere together. The 
campus at Kayutanam. To Danau Singkarak, Desa 
Belimbing, Batusangkar, Bukttinggi, Lembah Harau, 
Tabek Patah, Kota Gadang, Danau Maninjau, Ngalau 
Indah, Lubang Jepang, Ngarai Sianok, Lembah Anai 
and Istana Pagaruyung. 

Tomorrow is to be my last day in Kayutanam. 
Before I return to my routine life in Jakarta. We decide 
to spend our fmal hours at a tourist spot outside the 
town of Padangpanjang. It is like a garden and contains 
small shelters which are built like replicas of the local 
Minangkabau style of housing. The garden is next to the 
Minangkabau Museum and Library. Rain falls frequently 
in Padangpanjang and a soft mist covers the ground 
We look for somewhere to sit among the chairs and 
round tables which are provided for visitors. Below us 
runs a small stony brook. Mount Merapi towers over us. 
All of the tiny shelters are occupied by young couples 
gazing at the valley and the slopes of the volcano. 
Sheets of mist continually pass across the hill, like the 
smoke from a forest fire. 

Eventually we sit on the grass, next to a real 
Minangkabau house. 

''We have been together every single moment for 
the past five days. Each night we have sat in coffee­
shops, gazing at each other while our coffee grew cold. 
You told me about how you write. I told you stories 
about the different places we were to visit the next day. 
We didn't care that people looked at us. We didn,t care 
what they said. You held my hand. I rested my head on 
your shoulder in the cold air of Kayutanam. All we will 
have will be our memories. Y au will go home tomorrow 
and I will return to the campus." 
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''Tomorrow we will go to Lubang Jepang. To a 
dark cave. We will enter the cave and no one will see us 
go in. I will say that it feels as though we are entering 
the bridal chamber. You will ask me to blow out the 
candle. We will climb to the top and watch the waterfall. 
Everything will be very far away and very silent. We will 
let the monkeys come close to us and ignore them. A 
vendor will bring you a young coconut cut open at the 
top, and two straws. We will ignore him as he leaves us 
to enjoy the fresh coconut milk you have asked for. 
There will only be the two of us. Completely alone. 
Drinking the fresh coconut milk through two straws. 
One for you and one for me. Sometimes our foreheads 
will touch as we drink. We will forget which is your 
straw and which is mine. It won't matter. Sometimes we 
will use separate straws, sometimes the same straw. I 
will gaze into your eyes. You will gaze into mine. Our 
eyes will say things that our mouths dare not speak." 

"We will divide the coconut into two. One half 
for me, one half for you. It will all be very beautiful." 

"I shall carry the memory of it with me when I 
return home." 

"Do you want to remove the marks of his lips on 
my lips with your lips?" 
I move closer to her. A thick mist covers us . It is so 
thick that we feel as though we are wrapped in a moist 
blanket. We can't see beyond two metres. No one can 
see us beneath our net of mist. We roll on the grass in 
our cocoon of mist. 

"Are there any other marks on your body which I 
must remove with my body?'' 

She stretches out in the mist and reaches for my 
ear. 

''None. None at all, my darling." 
Drops of mist splash on our faces like dew. 
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' ''Will we be two butterflies when we emerge from 
this cocoon of mist?" 

"When I return home, the marks will be covered 
over. What about you?" 

"I'll wait for new prints on top of the old ones. 
From you." 

"Is that possible?" 
"It is." 
"I'm fifty-five. You're twenty-two. It's not 

possible." 
"It's possible." 
"I'm as old as Datuk Meringgih in the 

melodrama, and you're as young as Siti Nurbaya. Why 
would you wait?" 

"I don't know. I really don't." 
We descend the hill still holding hands. She holds 

my fingers tightly. I hold her fingers tightly. It is as if we 
are glued together. 

Kayutanam 1997 
(Translated by Harry Aveling) 
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