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TRANSLATOR’S NOTE

This novel is set in a time prior to the establishment of an official national language, when the choice of language was intimately tied up with social status and power. I have thus tried to preserve as much as possible of the different usages, including honorifics, of the original. These are usually Malay, Javanese, and Dutch terms. These honorifics and other words and names listed in the Glossary in the back of this book are italicized only the first time they appear.

There are a number of people I should thank for help in completing this book. As with the first two volumes of this tetralogy, I must thank all my many Indonesian friends for continuing to encourage me with this project. Of course, there is no need to thank them for setting such an inspiring example of commitment to the advance of Indonesian culture and society. Among these many people, it is natural that I should mention in particular the three men who set up the publishing company Hasta Mitra (Hands of Friendship) and started publishing Pramoedya’s books. These three are: Pramoedya Ananta Toer, Yusuf Isak, and Hasyim Rahman.

I should also thank Elizabeth Flann for the editorial work she did on the manuscript. And finally, I would like to thank Anna Nurfia and Melanie Purwitasari for their tolerance of my times away from home that were needed to finish this work.


INTRODUCTION

Footsteps is the third volume of a quartet of novels inspired by the life of one of the pioneers of the Indonesian national awakening and of Indonesian journalism, Tirto Adi Suryo. These novels, along with other manuscripts, were written in the last period of fourteen years of imprisonment under barbaric conditions on the prison island of Buru in Eastern Indonesia. Pramoedya, along with thousands of others, was imprisoned in Jakarta jails and the Buru Island concentration camps without ever being tried and sentenced. Many, including Pramoedya, were beaten or suffered torture. Many died during their imprisonment.

Pramoedya obtained writing materials and the opportunity to write only in the last few years of his time at Buru. Prior to this he had narrated to his fellow prisoners the story of Minke, Annelies, Nyai Ontosoroh, Robert Suurhof, and the characters of Footsteps and The Glass House. He had to rely on his memory of the historical research he had undertaken in the early 1960s to be able to capture the detail and color of the Netherlands Indies of the early twentieth century.

Footsteps is essentially an adventure story, and a story of discovery. It is the story of a pioneer who discovered a new country. But for Minke, the narrator and protagonist of the story, his discovery was not of an unknown land across the seas, but of the very land in which he lived—then called the Netherlands Indies. In the process of discovering this country he sees for the first time the plight of its people and culture, the oppression by white colonial power and brown collaborators. In the process of the arduous struggle to understand what to do about it all, he, and others after him, eventually created the vision of a new country: Indonesia. Pramoedya Ananta Toer, through his wonderfully vivid storytelling, brings us back to the very beginning, to before the birth of the nation of Indonesia, or even the idea of Indonesia—to its conception.

Preceding the release of Footsteps, Pramoedya also published a nonfiction account of the life of Tirto Adi Suryo and an anthology of Tirto’s journalism and fiction. Tirto Adi Suryo was publisher and editor of the first Native-owned daily paper, instigator of the first “legal aid service,” co-founder of the first modern political organization, co-publisher of the first magazine for women, and a pioneer of indigenous literature in the language of the nation yet to be born. All this and more is brought to life for the reader in an amazing adventure of intellectual discovery and emotion.

Minke’s personal adventure also continues on from This Earth of Mankind and Child of All Nations. The kaleidoscope of characters he meets, learns from, and struggles against is equal to the cast of any true-life epic. And, of course, many of these are also fully or partially inspired by real historical figures.

Footsteps is a story of a beginning in two ways. It is not just a story set against the background of the creation of a nation but a story that puts the reader right inside that beginning.

It is also a second beginning for Minke, the boy who narrated the earlier novels. In those novels he told how he found out the hard way what it meant to be a Native in the apartheid of the Netherlands Indies, what “entering into the modern world” really meant, what real and cruel injustice was, and to what heights a Native could rise, if he or she refused to be cowed by the colonial world.

In Footsteps Minke leaves the East Javanese port town of Surabaya and arrives in Batavia, or Betawi, as the indigenous people called it. Batavia was the capital of the Netherlands Indies. It was the intellectual and political center of the colony. (Today, as Jakarta, it retains that central place.) He has arrived to study at the only school of higher learning in the Indies for Natives, the medical school for Native doctors.

He has left behind the people who played such an important role in opening his youthful eyes to the world around him. Annelies, his wife, was a victim of colonial inhumanity. Nyai Ontosoroh, the concubine of a failed Dutch entrepreneur, who had inspired Minke with her strength of character and understanding of the modern, colonial world, was engaged in her own new beginning in Surabaya. Jean Marais, the Frenchman who had fought against the Natives for the Dutch but who then became their admirer, and who taught Minke not to ignore the life of the people around him, continued to paint and bring up his daughter, Maysoroh Marais. Khouw Ah Soe, the fighter for the progress of the Chinese people, had lost his life at the hands of the Chinese secret societies. Troenodongso and his fellow farmers would still be fighting for survival in the sugar fields and rice paddies of East Java. Magda Peters, his teacher, who had crossed the boundaries of what was permissible in colonial society, was back in Holland. Herbert de la Croix, the liberal Dutch administrator, had also returned home to Holland with his family, embittered by the cruelty of his own people.

Sometime their paths might cross again but now it is only the liberal Dutch journalist Ter Haar, and Miriam—Mir—the now-adult daughter of Herbert de la Croix, who return to play an important role in Minke’s life.

But Minke has brought many new things with him to Betawi. He has been through so much and had his eyes opened to so much in the course of just a few months in Surabaya. That an unusual life was in store was already signaled by the fact that he had been one of only two Native boys allowed to study in the elite Dutch-language grammar school, the HBS. There, through a school friend who later was to become his nemesis, he met the Eurasian girl, Annelies, and her mother, Nyai Ontosoroh, whose own story of being sold into bondage is a gripping novelette in itself.

Annelies’s mother, being a concubine of a Dutchman, had no legal rights over her daughter. It was the Dutch side of the family that had control over the still under-age Annelies. In This Earth of Mankind this situation, following the murder of the Dutchman in a brothel, set in train a confrontation between Natives and Dutchmen, Islam and the “Christian” way, the individual and the law. Through this confrontation Minke learned about true liberal values, about colonialism, about the relationship between his Malay and non-Dutch-speaking fellow countrymen. He also learned to fight against injustice.

In Child of All Nations Minke’s horizons broadened even further. His adventures in This Earth of Mankind centered on his own entanglement in the colonial web. In Child of All Nations, he moved beyond the confines of the HBS school and from the gloomy mansion of Nyai Ontosoroh. He witnessed and was caught up in the rebellion of peasants against the sugar planters. He confronted the power of the planters and their control over the newspapers. He learned for the first time of the awakening in Asia’s north—of the Philippines Republic and of the activities of the Young Generation in Japan and China. Indeed, he met and later sheltered a roving Chinese youth who had smuggled himself into the Indies to bring the message of the awakening of Asia to the Chinese community of the Indies, dominated as it was by the terroristic Chinese secret societies. And he and Nyai had to face once more the cold face of colonial indifference, in the form of the greed of the family of Nyai’s former master.

These struggles and adventures taught Minke many new things. They also taught him about many old things. He is Javanese, a descendant of the ksatria caste, of the noble knights of Java. His father had given up his heritage to become a salaried official of the Dutch, a noble and aristocrat in outward form only. In his mother he finds the best of the wisdom of Java. But what does the wisdom mean for him, graduate of the HBS, speaker of Dutch, child of all nations, creature of this earth of mankind?

Minke, as narrator of Footsteps, tells us that This Earth of Mankind and Child of All Nations were novels he wrote while waiting in Surabaya for the school year to start in Batavia. They were his story of what first made him look at the world around him. In Footsteps, we see how he is still unable to turn away from reality. It presses in on him. Others force it on him. Sometimes depite his own best—or is it worst?—efforts, he becomes addicted to it. But it is not simply a story of another series of revelations. It is truly a second beginning—Minke goes beyond simply wanting to understand the world to wanting to change it, not just for himself but for all the peoples of the Indies.

[image: ]

Today in Indonesia all of the writings of Pramoedya Ananta Toer are banned. This includes all his novels and short stories from the 1940s, 1950s, and 1960s. His publications in the 1980s after his release from Buru Island in 1979 have also been banned. These include the novels Bumi Manusia (This Earth of Mankind), Anak Semua Bangsa (Child of All Nations), Jejak Langkah (Footsteps), Rumah Kaca (The Glass House), and Gadis Pantai (Coastal Girl), as well as the anthology of writings by Tirto Adi Suryo titled Sang Pemula (The Pathbreaker) and the historical essay on and anthology of early Malay-language fiction, titled Temp Dulu (Bygone Days). All the books published by his publisher, Hasta Mitra Pty Ltd., have been banned.

The accusation against Pramoedya’s own works is that they surreptitiously spread “Marxist-Leninist teachings,” an accusation regularly made by the Indonesian authorities against anyone standing up for the values of independence and critical-mindedness. Pramoedya’s works, available freely in Malaysia and indeed included in educational curricula there, have been welcomed throughout the world as a great contribution to world literature and to the world’s understanding of Indonesia. In Indonesia, he is feared by the government not so much because of “hidden Marxist-Leninist teachings,” but because he represents a genuine Indonesian tradition that the current regime cannot accept, a tradition that follows in the footsteps of Tirto Adi Suryo, a tradition of standing up for the truth. The regime also fears him because, despite what it says, his books are enormously popular among all those who get a chance to read them.

But the repression goes beyond the banning of books. Pramoedya cannot leave Jakarta for any other part of Indonesia without permission from the local military command. All his inquiries about obtaining a passport have been unanswered. He has been regularly interrogated about his works. His editor, Yusuf Isak, and his publisher, Hasyim Rachman, have also been interrogated a number of times. Both have been detained in relation to the publication of his books. Yusuf, and his son Verdi, spent several weeks in a Jakarta jail after Pramoedya spoke at a seminar at the University of Indonesia that Verdi helped organize. Like Pramoedya, both Hasyim and Rachman spent long periods in jail in the 1960s and 1970s.

The absorbing story of struggle so engrossingly told by Pramoedya, through Minke, continues today as more and more people in Indonesia follow in the footsteps of Tirto Adi Suryo and the thousands of others who created the idea of Indonesia Merdeka, Adil dan Makmur—a free, just, and prosperous Indonesia.

—MAX LANE
Canberra
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Glossary


1

The earth of Betawi finally spread out beneath my feet. I took a great deep breath of the shoreside air. Farewell to you, ship. Farewell to you, sea. Farewell to all that is past. And the dark times, neither are you exempt—farewell.

Into the universe of Betawi I go—into the universe of the twentieth century. And, yes, to you too, nineteenth century—farewell!

I am here to triumph, to do great things, to succeed. And all of you will be swept away, everything that is in my way. But not for me the banners of veni, vidi, vici. I’m not here to conquer; I’ve never longed to be a victor over others. He who wanted to unfurl those banners of Caesar’s—he was never once victorious. And now he and his banners have crashed to disaster. Robert Suurhof, my nemesis, is in jail—and all because of his greed for overnight glory.

No one is here to meet me. So what! People say only the modern man gets ahead in these times. In his hands lies the fate of humankind. You reject modernity? You will be the plaything of all those forces of the world operating outside and around you. I am a modern person. I have freed my body and my thoughts of all ornamentations.

And modernity brings the loneliness of orphaned humanity, cursed to free itself from unnecessary ties of custom, blood—even from the land, and if need be, from others of its kind.

I don’t need anyone to meet me. I need no help! Those who always need help are people who have allowed themselves to become dependent, almost like slaves. I am free! Totally free. From now on I will be bound only by those things in which I have a real stake.

With my heart, body, and mind in this state of freedom I sat in the corner of the tram. There were no comfortable trams like this in Surabaya, traveling on steel rails, with a brass bell to chase away the sleepiness. Third class was crammed. First class, where I sat, was rather empty. I didn’t have much with me: an old suitcase, dented in many places; a bag; and a woman’s portrait in a wine-red velvet cover wrapped again in calico.

The tram moved along smoothly. The aftereffects of the ship left my body plunging up and down as if I were riding a thousand waves. There’s talk that trams will soon be pulled along by electricity! How could electricity possibly pull a tram along?

As it left the port the tram seemed to become lost in swampland, with only clumps of forest and jungle here and there. The air was pregnant with the mustiness of rotting leaves. Monkeys hung from the vines and branches, untroubled by the clanging bell. A few of them tumbled happily along. One even pointed at us with a branch. They were, perhaps, all conspiring to examine me especially, and now, in their own language, were crying out: That’s him, Minke, the “modern man”! Yes, that’s him, sitting there in the corner by himself. That one, with the beginnings of a mustache, but his chin still bare. Yes, that’s him all right, the Native who prefers European clothes, who carries on like a sinyo. He even travels in “white class”—first class.

Ah, that must be the Golden Star Villa, famous because of all the stories about the slaves who toiled there in the time of the Dutch East Indies Company. Perhaps one day I’ll have time to write their story.

The villa was the only thing decorating the swamps. Everything else was boring, nothing worth describing. Yet it was these swamps that had swallowed up one third of the Company’s soldiers when they first arrived to occupy the area. The swamp has sided with the Natives for a long time now. On the other hand, it was this same swamp that killed sixty thousand Natives as they built Betawi. Most had been prisoners of war. And the glorious Captain Bontekoe, who began his rise to fame transporting sand and rock from Tangerang to Betawi, had also been almost killed by swamp fever.

“What is this place called?” I asked the Eurasian conductor in Malay.

His eyes blinked open, startled by this extra burden: “Ancol.”

“Can the sailboats out there go right into Betawi?” I asked in Dutch.

“Of course, sir, if they go up the Ciliwung.” He moved along, selling his tickets.

Then the tram entered the city. The streets were just as narrow as in Surabaya, made from the same whitish-yellow stone. Old buildings, standing from the days of the Company, lined the streets. The streets were lit by gas. Another fairy tale, that Betawi had begun to asphalt its streets. Just more talk. And how many such fairy tales are told in this world?

The city of Betawi! So this is the capital of the Indies, built by Governor-General Jan Pieterz Coen at the cost of sixty thousand Native lives. Who was it who worked out that figure? This is the city that was attacked and laid siege to by Sultan Agung in 1629. My Dutch school friends used to taunt me during our history lessons. How many soldiers did Sultan Agung have? Two hundred thousand? How many Company soldiers defended the city? Five hundred! The Dutch had cannon. But so did Agung! How come your sultan’s army was beaten, then? Yes, there’s no doubt about it. They were defeated. That’s the reality. The Dutch have controlled everything since then. Even now! Even though Coen himself died during the defense of the city and was never to see his homeland again.

Two hundred thousand soldiers, my friends had said. With cannon too. I believe Agung had cannon. But two hundred thousand men! Who can disprove it? But neither could they produce real evidence to back their claim. Ahh, that’s enough of thinking like this, or I’ll die of frustration!

Betawi was not as busy as Surabaya. And so clean. Big wooden rubbish bins stood in appropriate places, and the people placed their garbage there. Not like Surabaya. And there were little parks everywhere, their brightly colored flowers adding a touch of festivity.

In Surabaya all you ever saw were bamboo-hut slums and fires, and rubbish everywhere.

1901. The paper I’d bought at the harbor announced that Priangan women were being sold to Singapore and Hong Kong and Bangkok. I was reminded of the past—of the Japanese prostitute Maiko’s evidence to the court in Surabaya about how much prostitutes were bought and sold for. I put away those memories. What purpose is there in dwelling on the past? The past should not become a burden if it is not also willing to be a help.

There was one interesting editorial comment—the Malay-Chinese press was refusing to use Ch. Van Ophuyzen’s new Malay spelling. We don’t use school Malay, high Malay, the press was saying. Our subscribers aren’t graduates of the state schools. We’re not going to risk bankruptcy by using such foreign spelling.

The report went on to complain about the new postal regulations obliging letter writers to use the new spelling. Trying to stop mail that used the old spelling would be like trying to hold back the sea with your bare hands, they said.

What! Why didn’t I see this headline before? Staring at me in such large print? Japan was laying claim to Sabang Island with its coal station. Was this true? And the paper’s comment: “This clown’s behavior is getting more and more out of hand.” As expected, there was also a small item about an urgently called meeting of naval personnel.

The tram moved on smoothly to the clanging of the brass bell. Betawi! Ah, Betawi! Here I am now in your center. You don’t know me yet, Betawi! But I know you. You’ve turned Ciliwung into a canal, with boats and rafts going back and forth, laden with goods from the interior. Almost like Surabaya. Your buildings are big and grand, but my spirit is bigger and grander.

It was said that the Ciliwung was once lined by a long unbroken line of sumptuous buildings. Now they had been turned into shops and makeshift workshops, mostly Chinese-owned. And in the middle of all this, I stood out as something extraordinary. I wore shoes; most others went barefoot. I wore a felt hat; most others wore bamboo destars. I wore European clothes; others wore shorts, went bare-chested, or wore pajamas.

The scenery was full of color. My heart was even brighter, full of joy. Where are you all, maids of Priangan, famed for your grace, beauty, and smooth, satin skin? I haven’t seen even one yet! Come on out of your houses! Here I am now. Where are all the Dasimas that Francis wrote about?

I could not find what I was looking for. The first-class compartment contained mostly Eurasians, with their dried-up skin and arrogant posing. Next to me sat an old Eurasian grandmother scratching her hair—probably forgotten to comb out the lice. Opposite sat a thin middle-aged man with a mustache as big as his arm. Next to him was a European Pure engrossed in his newspapers. One item caught my eye. A Dutch poet was soon to arrive and would read Dutch and Shakespearean poems at the Comedy Hall in Pasar Baru. The report said that he had just finished successful readings in the European capitals and also in South Africa.

No! I will not use this time to think about anything. I’ll just sit here soaking up the Betawi scenery.

Delmans, bendís, landaus, victorias, dog carts—all offerings from the immigrant civilization—passed each other in every street. People in all kinds of clothes rode along on their horses. Bicycles too! And no one took any notice of them! I’ll get myself a bicycle! How much would it cost? Hey, aren’t they nimble, all those bike riders! They move slowly, and can see everything as they move along.

The tram left downtown Betawi and passed through the forest and swamp on the way to Gambir. It wouldn’t be long before it stopped to spew out and suck up passengers. But still there was no face that lured me.

“Not yet,” said a Chinese man next to me. “Gambir’s quite a way. About a quarter of an hour more.”

In third class the bedlam never abated.

“What do you expect?” the man prattled on. “They’re gambling on the horses. This is your first time to Betawi? I thought so. People here, men and women, they’ve all become possessed. The races, cockfighting, dice, even lizard fights. When Gambir Markets open, every gambler in the country comes. You must see Gambir Markets.”

“Are there any good shows to see in the villages?”

“There’s no one crazier about watching performances than the men of Betawi. What about Solo, you ask? No. In the villages here there is cokek, dogar, gambang kromong, and lenong. Do you like kroncong? Wah-wah, Meneer Longsor, he’s the king of kroncong. A great, thick mustache, a beautiful voice. They say he’s got real Portuguese blood. And he lives near the Portuguese Church too.”

My neighbor alighted. Prattling over, lecture over. And I myself was amazed. I’d spoken Malay quite fluently, and not only had he understood me, I had understood him too.

The Eurasian grandmother looked at me. In Malay: “Where is Sinyo from?”

“Surabaya.”

“Your first time to Betawi?”

“Yes, Oma.”

“Nah,” she said, pointing out the window. “That’s the Harmoni Club, where all the big people enjoy themselves. An old building, Nyo. Not just anyone can get in there. You’ve got to have a wage more than four hundred guilders. But even if you and I had two and a half times that, we would still never see inside.”

Four hundred guilders! And my total wealth came only to one hundred and seventy guilders and so many cents, put away over years. Anyway, what would you need four hundred guilders a month for? You could buy at least three bicycles every month! And you’d still have enough left over to live well!

Straight, solid, and large buildings everywhere, beautiful carriages, all crowded my view. My old bendi was just a heap of timber compared to these. Big broad streets like soccer fields. And the Harmoni bridge, like a wax molding, was even adorned by statues. Cupid and Venus?

“We’ve arrived at Weltevreden, Nyo. Gambir, the Betawi call it. The last stop. Where are you going from here, Nyo? Ah, that’s Koningsplein—the Betawi say Gambir Square—where the Gambir Market is set up. The tram will stop in front of the station. If you want to go on, you’ll have to change trams. Or take a delman.”

I gazed out across Koningsplein field, the pride of the Indies. About two hundred acres, beautifully tended lawns, no flowers, where the people of Betawi met and played, whether or not the Gambir Markets were on, whether or not they had money. This was, of course, their cure for the boredom of being stuck at home.

“Weltevreden! Last stop!” cried the conductor, first in Dutch, then in Malay.

Look at how big Gambir station is! A whole village under one roof. What is it that the trains off-load here? No doubt the same as in Surabaya, the prosperity and happiness of the villages—for export. And imports too—things to make you forget where you are, prosperity and happiness that have been put in hock. You must always remember the nature of the modern cities. They stand upon the traffic in happiness and prosperity.

A horse cart took me toward my destination.

Even if that were the truth about modern cities, I still considered myself a modern man, among the most advanced of the age. You don’t want to be involved with progress? Then you must accept being trampled into dust.

In my shirt pocket were two neatly folded pieces of paper—my graduation diploma and a summons from the Batavia medical school—STOVIA. Fantastic! Not just Betawi, but the medical school too must open its doors to me.

Fantastic! Incredible!

Fortress Betawi had been breached.

A school coolie took down my suitcase, bags, and Annelies’s portrait, which was wrapped in velvet. They were all placed neatly in the office.

I handed over my papers.

“Good day! We have been waiting for you a long time, sir. You should’ve been here last year, yes? Even now you’re late. One week late. I hope you understand that it is only because of your high marks that we have pardoned your tardiness.”

I was offended. I was already feeling uncomfortable. That wasn’t the way I should be spoken to. I wasn’t even studying yet, and they were already trying to box me in.

“Javanese, aren’t you?”

Even more offensive. Seeing I wasn’t answering and that my eyes were challenging him, he didn’t ask again. He pulled out a piece of paper. He wanted me to study it.

“Can you follow that?” he asked. “The rules apply from the moment you are accepted as a student, from the moment you enter the school grounds. They are mandatory.”

I looked him in the eyes again. It seemed that he understood my heart was rebelling against the rules. He hurriedly added: “I am only showing you. It’s up to you if you want to stay on as a student or not.”

I sat there on the couch, playing with the felt hat in my lap. There was only one place I was going. I knew only one destination—the School for the Education of Native Doctors. How painful all this was.

He seemed to be losing his patience and wanting to get on with his work.

“There’s a room through there.” He pointed. “Before you sign the agreement you must conform with the rules.”

Everywhere there are rules. Why are the ones here so offensive? As a Javanese, as a pupil, I must wear Javanese dress: a destar, a traditional buttoned-up top, a batik sarong, and even go barefoot! Shoes are banned!

“Do you have Javanese clothes?” he asked.

I did, except for a destar. How humiliating it would be to admit I had no destar.

“No,” I answered.

“Do you have money?” The questions were getting even more insulting. He probably wasn’t earning much more than seventy guilders a month. “If you haven’t any, we can advance you some to buy whatever you need.”

Very well. I will be a student. I took leave to go and buy what I needed.

“Your things will be safe here. We will wait for you,” he said. “About three hundred yards from here, there are markets. Senen Markets, they’re called. You’ll be able to get everything there.”

I left feeling quite annoyed. It was easy to find someone selling destars. The stall was run by an Arab. He had deep, small eyes and wore a big, thick and grimy fez. He asked a terribly high price but I got it for half that. It was probably still too expensive.

To me, this was all a form of oppression. All in order to become a doctor—a cog in the machines of the sugar industry, according to my new friend from the boat on which I first tried to leave Surabaya—I have to put up with all this trivial aggravation. Will I be able to put up with it all? Amazing, but here I was indeed carrying out these humiliating, degrading orders.

Back at the school, angry and offended, I went into the room and…farewell to you all, my European clothes! First my shoes, my trousers, my stockings. In place of my felt hat was the destar. I hadn’t worn a destar for years. My honored feet, once clothed in shoes and stockings, were now chicken claws in their nakedness. And the floor felt cold as it sucked up the warmth of my blood.

Like a bird caught in the rain, I signed my contract as a pupil at the school. I would receive an allowance often guilders a month and free board. In return, I would be bonded to work for the government, either on land or sea, for a period equal to the length of my training.

A Native office employee took me into the dormitory. The air smelled of alcohol and creosote. Across the way was the Ambon hospital, for the Ambonese soldiers and their families.

My bags had hardly touched the ground before we were surrounded by a milling group of students. On the bed opposite mine, I saw a suitcase with a newspaper clipping stuck on it that set my blood boiling.

Before I could collect my wits, a big youth examining my dented and bruised old brown tin suitcase, shouted in Indo Dutch: “Look at this! Only the rottenest village boy would bring a rotten case like this!”

He seemed to be the only one wearing shoes. He was obviously not Sundanese, Javanese, Madurese, or Balinese, and he wasn’t Malay either. Yes, he was probably Eurasian.

Then, catching me by surprise, his big shoes flung out at my case. I felt as if he were kicking my pride and my dignity as well. The case shimmied across the floor. The office clerk tried to stop the second and third kicks. Then everyone started jockeying for a turn at giving it a kick.

Hey, you, I said to myself, are you going to take this treatment?

“Gentlemen,” I shouted in a rage, “forget the case. Here I am. Come on, one by one, or all together, it’s the same to me.”

I had never been in a fight in my life; I had never experienced such violent behavior as this. But I was ready. I snapped into position. My thighs pushed open the split in my sarong. My left hand undid the buttons on my shirt. And my eyes challenged them all.

They took no notice. They laughed! They were laughing at me! At me!

And then the boy in European clothes calmly tried to punch me on the nose. How dare he! My left hand shot toward his face; my right was ready to go for his chest. He stepped back. I took a step forward and my right hand advanced, and…I collapsed on the floor in the midst of tumultuous laughter.

I wanted to jump up, to attack again. But I couldn’t. Couldn’t! It was as if a mountain had fallen on my body. They were all holding down my legs. My sarong had been torn away and my underpants glared in their whiteness. I had been overcome so easily.

And it wasn’t over. In just a few seconds they stripped me naked. Except for a leather belt and my destar. Like a workhorse without its harness.

“Come on, big man, hero, start crowing again!” the Eurasian challenged me.

They let me go even while shouting and cheering. And like Adam chased out of Eden, I ran to my bed to get something to cover my nakedness.

“Don’t give him any clothes!” someone cried out in Malay to the office boy, who wanted to help me. “Let him run around like a buffalo in the fields.”

Everyone laughed again.

“Ayoh, start braying, come on, hero!”

Don’t think I’d ever bray for the lot of you.

Everyone crowded round, pulling me into the center of the room. And naked in front of everyone, I lost my strength. Perhaps that’s how a fighting cock would feel if all his feathers had been plucked. Naked, all I could do was stand there using my two hands to cover my private parts.

“A Javanese knight with just a leather belt and destar!”

“A fighting cock who can’t crow!”

“Let him stay here like this until tomorrow, until the director makes his inspection. Everyone agree?”

“Agreeee!!!!” they all shouted.

The lone European-dressed boy came up to me and tried to grab my hand. That was too much. Then I thought I saw the early signs of an impending attack. I dived, flinging my legs upward. I felt my toes jab into his throat. He swayed, spitting onto the floor. Two teeth and some blood came out.

The shouting got wilder and wilder.

“Adam’s run amok!”

I suddenly decided to fight rather than be ashamed. I excused my two hands and began my attack.

“Come on, gentlemen, that’s enough,” the office clerk cried out. “No more, that’s enough. Otherwise I’ll call in the director.”

“Report! Yes, go on and report! Our hero has gone wild.”

“Yes, report him!”

They began to surround me.

“Ayoh! try it!” I shouted.

And they didn’t jump on me. It appeared they didn’t mean me any real harm, they were just playing around with me. No one came forward. They just laughed. And the now-tested rooster, myself, began crowing again: “So this is how educated people behave?” And they went quiet. “Is this what your ancestors taught you?”

“Shut up! Leave our ancestors out of it.”

“Do you all think you’re better than they were?”

Someone threw me my batik sarong. I slowly wrapped it around my waist, my eyes vigilant.

“In front of villagers you all behave like intellectuals. But villagers are more civilized than you!” I kept on crowing.

Remaining vigilant, especially as regards the now toothless Indo, I walked over to my bed. No one tried to stop me. The tumult had died down.

“God’s own Satan isn’t as big a bastard as any one of you,” I kept on crowing, egged on by their silence, “go on, get away, all of you.” By now I was growling.

No one said anything. They just stood there watching me, amazed at my outrageous behavior. But they didn’t go away.

I dressed again, acting as if I were some kind of aristocrat. I pushed all my things under the bed. I set the painting in its wine-red velvet cover, and wrapped in turn in calico, on my pillow.

The office clerk had disappeared. He was probably used to these kinds of goings-on. He won’t report anything. Except to the people in his village, and to his wife.

I sat on my bed. I looked around at them with a challenging gaze. But they were all smiling now. One by one they told me their names. It was clear there’d be no more fighting. It seems it was all some kind of crude initiation game. And they were sorry they’d gone too far.

Don’t try playing rough like that again, I challenged them in my heart. Don’t try humiliating this crummy-looking old dented tin suitcase. Its contents are worth more than all of you put together, you candidate doctors! You must get to know me first, as I must get to know you. Inside that suitcase are stored my best thoughts: notes, letters, including letters from friends and love letters, newspaper clippings, my two manuscripts about the loss of my wife, Annelies, and the experiences Nyai Ontosoroh and I had with the Dutch authorities—perhaps more than four pounds altogether. Have any of you ever owned a treasure as weighty as that? And important letters from other people too—will you ever own anything like this? And then there are the letters from Mother. I don’t believe any of you have a mother like my mother. And I don’t believe any of you have had experiences such as I have experienced and have summarized in my writings. All of you, candidate gobblers-up of government wages, candidate priyayi…

No one was interested in bothering me anymore, so it became my duty to start establishing better relations: “I’m sorry I knocked out two of your teeth.”

They laughed. Ignoring them all, I started moving my clothes into a wardrobe. And they watched every single piece of clothing as if I were about to start a magical performance.

“What he’s got on are his only Javanese clothes,” someone noticed.

“Perhaps he’s legally Dutch, a londo godong.” Someone else offered his opinion.

“He owns only European clothes!”

I pretended not to hear. Now out came my papers and books.

I put the empty suitcase and bag on top of the wardrobe.

“Ahai!” came a high-pitched shout.

I wheeled around. My painting had emerged into public view. And it quickly traveled from hand to hand to the person farthest away.

“Flower of the Century’s End!” somebody read from underneath the picture.

My blood boiled as I saw my painting handled by these people who had not asked my permission. I took the dagger from the wardrobe, drew it out of its sheath, and cried: “Put it back!”

Everyone went on discussing the painting in the far corner of the room.

“Or shall I let this fly?”

“That’s enough, everyone, put it back,” came an order.

The noise ceased. They all turned to me, and to the dagger in my hand.

“I’ll count to three,” I threatened. “If the picture isn’t put back I’ll let this fly; I don’t care who it hits.”

One pupil, short and skinny, came across and put the picture back in its cover. He frowned: “Yes, Mas, they always go too far. I myself can hardly take it here anymore.”

And I knew from that moment that the two of us would be allies. I watched him as I put the dagger away. He straightened up the picture’s cover, flicking off some flecks of dirt. “Let me introduce myself, Mas; my name is Partotenojo. But they call me Partokleooo,” he said in very bad Dutch, with a heavy Javanese accent. “Mas Partotenojo.”

“They pick on you?” I asked.

“I can’t stand it, I say.”

“Where do you sleep?”

“In the corner over there.”

“Are there rules about where people must sleep?”

“No.”

“Good. You’ll move over here next to me,” I suggested.

“But this bed is taken.”

“He’ll have to move. Tell him.”

Partotenojo, alias Partokleooo, went and fetched the person concerned. He came across, his eyes full of suspicion. “You’re ordering me to change places with Partokleooo?”

“That’s right.”

“You want to be the big shot here?”

“If you and the others want that, yes, I can become the big shot. Any objections? I’ll help you carry across your things. You like picking on Partokleooo too? All that must stop—starting now.”

All the others gathered round again. He complained to them all. Everyone was discussing my instructions. The European-dressed Indo wasn’t there. Perhaps he was taking care of his gums.

“Look, it’s not because I want to be the big shot here that I’ve asked you to move—except if you force me. I don’t like people who play around with other people’s rights.”

They talked things over among themselves. Then, all together, they helped move his and Partokleooo’s things. The lunch bell rang. They all raced off. Only Partokleooo and I were left.

“It’s true what you said, Mas—they’re only intellectuals if compared to village folk. A bunch of barbarians!” He swore. His Dutch was really bad, with a very thick Javanese accent. His accent was both wrong and exaggerated.

“You’re not a graduate?”

“I’m from a teachers’ school, Mas.” He gazed at me, seemingly longing for protection. “Come on, let’s eat.” Seeing I wasn’t ready yet, he asked, “Where did you get that painting, Mas?”

“I got someone to paint it.”

“It’s a beautiful painting. Did you ever meet her?”

“Yes.”

“Did you know her?”

“I knew her well.”

I didn’t understand why he seemed so moved. His eyes seemed to be fixed on some spot far away. His lips trembled almost imperceptibly; then the words came out, slow and broken: “I followed the reports about her. I didn’t see all the reports, but enough. It was a terrible story.”

“Yes.”

“You haven’t told me your name yet, Mas.”

“My name is Minke. Let’s eat now.”

He looked at me with those questioning eyes. He followed on behind me.

“No one else need know about the painting,” I said.

“How is she now?”

“She died, Parto.”

“May her soul be received by Allah,” he pronounced, and asked no further questions.

The dining room was full of students from all grades. They all wore Native dress. It was only the Menadonese and Indos who wore European clothes. The Javanese and Sundanese were different only in the kind of destars they wore. There was only one Malay; he wore a songkok and a short sarong. The destars were in the majority.

It looked as though news about the incident in the dormitory had spread quickly. As soon as I entered, all eyes were on me. Here and there people started whispering. I took no notice and sat down with Partokleooo. Just as I sat down, a message boy came in: “Mr. Minke?”

Partokleooo waved him over. He spoke very politely to Partokleooo: “There is someone asking whether a student arrived by ship from Surabaya today.” He held out a torn piece of paper with some writing in pencil on it.

I grabbed quickly before Parto could get a look.

“Yes, that’s me,” I said. “Who is it asking for me?”

Both the messenger and Partokleooo were observing me. And the messenger answered politely: “A Dutchman, a Pure-Blood; he’s talking with the director at the moment.”

“Very well, I’ll come when I’ve finished lunch.”

Partokleooo never tired of staring at me. I think he really wanted to know more about the woman in the painting. But I didn’t pay him any heed.

I didn’t eat much. I’d lost my appetite after the fight. I left the dining room and went straight to the sitting room. The visitor was none other than my journalist friend from De Locomotief, Mr. Ter Haar, whom I’d met on the boat to Semarang a year ago.

“It’s good to meet you again, sir.” Smiling, he held out his hand. He explained that he had just arrived by train from Semarang. He’d received my letter a little time beforehand. He’d gone out to the harbor to meet me but I’d already left by tram for Weltevreden.

He talked on in his usual friendly manner until the director came back and joined us. He introduced himself to me as if he wasn’t the director at all. He asked: “How many pen names have you used?”

I laughed.

“I’m proud to have a student who can write. But your task here is to study. What if you want to write again? Won’t that disturb your studies?”

“Writing, with so many experiences, of the world and of the soul,” my friend defended me, “I think he’ll turn out to be quite an advanced student.”

“Yes, true, but medical school is different. Mr…. so I should use Mr…. ?”

“Minke is fine, sir.”

“So, Mr. Minke, no matter how clever a student is, no matter how rich his experiences have been, he must treat his lessons seriously. Everything must be studied in detail. You must follow things as the second hand follows the seconds. A lost second can mean a lost life. You’ve arrived late too. You’ll have to work hard to catch up.”

“Mr. Director,” began my friend, “if he were to be another couple of days late, it wouldn’t matter, would it? I would like to ask your permission to take him away today. Mr. Minke cannot miss such a great opportunity. What do you think, Mr. Director?”

“Opportunity?”

“Yes. I myself have come up from Semarang to take advantage of the same opportunity, Mr. Director, to meet the Honorable Member of the House of Representatives in the Netherlands, Mr. Engineer H. van Kollewijn.”

“One of my students will meet with a member of parliament?”

“Tonight the God of the Liberals, the Radical God of the Liberals, will be holding an invitation-only meeting in the Harmoni Club,” my friend continued. “Minke can’t miss this opportunity.”

“Nah, just what I said. You haven’t even started your studies yet and your private activities are already intruding. What will happen to your studies later?”

“A visit by the honorable member is a rare event. He is unlikely to be out here even once in every five years, Mr. Director. Mr. Minke will have many days for study.”

“All right, but just this once. Except for holidays.” He gave in. “But have you recovered from your journey?”

“Even tiredness can be overcome with eight hours’ sleep. Isn’t that right?” Now my friend spoke to me.
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There had not been time to think over and digest all my impressions and experiences of the first part of that day. I did not even have time for an afternoon nap. Everyone in the dormitory was busy trying to figure out the identity of the woman in my painting. The person who had stuck the news clipping on my suitcase tried to question me. Perhaps Partokleooo had told him what I had said about her.

That afternoon, they all started to make friends and carefully sought an opportunity to ask. The Indo, too, whose name was Wilam (his official name—his unofficial name was William Merry-weather). He was the son of an English plantation owner who had been killed by the Pitung gang in an attack on his plantation. His mother, a beauty from Cicurug—perhaps a relative of Nyai Dasima—was kidnapped by the gang. She was only freed after they were finally smashed by the army. And she brought home with her a new son.

I didn’t answer any of their questions, except with a smile. I began to realize that among these educated Natives there were the beginnings of an appreciation of the beauty of the European face.

After it was announced that the School Council had decided to allow me to skip the first two years of preparatory classes, the students all felt that the harsh treatment they had meted out to me had been fair.

My friend Mr. Ter Haar was to pick me up at a quarter to five. The other students escorted me to the front of the school, where we all waited. The unpleasant events of earlier in the day were forgotten.

For the entire length of our journey in the delman, Ter Haar did nothing but talk about what a great man van Kollewijn was. He was a man who had ccntributed so much to the Indies, he said, opening up new vistas for the Natives. Even though, yes, even though it was Sugar that enjoyed most of these benefits.

I knew very little about this god, except for the fact that he was famous. I tried to understand what my friend was saying—that one man alone could change so much! What was his secret? What were his powers? If he did not have such powers, then how was it possible that he could be elevated to such godlike status, as if he were a king with the power of life and death over others? And he was just a member of the Lower House; his only task was to speak. Just to talk. Of course, he no doubt had a silver tongue. I just wasn’t able to picture in my mind what he would be like. I had to meet him for myself and hear from him directly what he had to say.

The Harmoni Club was impressive. Huge, magnificent, and opulent. The floor was made from tiles of black stone that reflected the light from the crystal chandeliers above. The air inside was cool and fresh. The rooms were filled with enormous, elaborately carved furniture. Every suite represented the fashion of a particular period. In one room there stood three huge billiard tables surrounded by billiard cues that looked as if they were lances guarding the tables. There was a picture of Her Majesty, standing alone, wearing a full-length gown and a white sash with black streaks, in a gold-painted carved frame. It stood higher than I did, and I was five feet.

This maiden, whom I had once praised so much, was about to walk down the wedding aisle with Prince Hendrik. It would be on February 1, 1901, Netherlands calendar, or February 6, 1901, according to Indies calendar, which was a Kliwon Friday. There hadn’t been time to decorate the ballroom for the big celebrations that were planned—as big as those at her coronation.

“It seems that you like to look at the picture of Her Majesty, but I know you are thinking about someone else,” reprimanded my friend. “Yes, there is a likeness. I don’t think you should dwell on the past too much, Mr. Minke. You have a long future in front of you.”

Suddenly he turned the conversation.

“And in this building”—he was starting up his lecture—“the first Liberal Movement was born. Mr. Dominie Baron von Hoevell called for the establishment of high schools in the Indies. Fifty years ago! Time sometimes passes so slowly! The governor-general himself ordered von Hoevell’s arrest. The club was surrounded by soldiers and the cannons were aimed at it—all because he wanted the government to build some high schools. Von Hoevell was detained, and kept in the palace that you passed on the way here, until he could be whisked on board the first ship back to the Netherlands. He was banned from ever landing in the Indies again. Have you ever heard his name?”

I wasn’t sure. Perhaps I had, but had forgotten. I shook my head.

“We can say, at the very least, that it is because of his efforts, Mr. Minke, that you were able to go to high school. Within ten years of his arrest, high schools were no longer unusual in the Indies. In this modern era, everything moves faster. You remember why? Because of the triumph of capital, in its search for profits. And Baron von Hoevell’s activities were just the beginning of greater efforts, efforts that have made the Indies what it is today. Today the Liberals are very powerful, and even more so since the emergence of the Radical wing, under the leadership of the man we will meet tonight. His influence is felt everywhere. His voice echoes with authority everywhere—in the Netherlands, the Indies, and perhaps even in Surinam.”

This friend of mine seemed to know very well just how ignorant I was. He repeated patiently all of the little I knew about Multatuli and Roorda van Eysinga. And when he got to the speeches of the lion of the Lower House, von Hoevell, and then on to the emergence of van Deventer, he brimmed over with enthusiasm as if the Liberals were the ones who were going to turn the Indies into a paradise overnight, in the way that Bandung Bondowoso built the Prambanan temples. The fight against state plantations! The abolition of forced labor! The establishment of new private plantations! Free labor! Character building through free labor! Free competition! Repay the moral debt to the Natives through Emigration! Education! and Irrigation!

“Yes, my young sir,” he said slowly and clearly, “only free labor can elevate the dignity and value of the Native. Free labor will return to the Native the knowledge and science that he lost as a result of being forced to obey the constant orders of those who do not necessarily know any better, knowledge and science that has been so long lost, lost for centuries. Free labor will free the Native of his superstitious fears, his fears of ghosts and of the police and the government soldiers. Then there will appear the real Native man.”

And how will all this benefit the Native? I wanted to ask, but I didn’t. I should be the one who could answer that question. All that I was able to utter was: “Raden Saleh Sjarif Boestaman…”

“You mean the famous painter?”

“He has also proved what the Native is capable of.”

“Yes. It’s just a pity that he spends his time touring Europe, visiting the salons of the French and Dutch elites, seeking fame for himself, but making no real contribution to the advancement of his people. People are saying that he returned to the Indies no longer as a Native or a teacher of his people. He returned as a non-Native and as someone who was definitely not a teacher of his people.”

It was sad, but what he said was true.

He kept on talking and talking. The more he went on, the less I seemed to understand, and the more I started to scratch my neck. There didn’t seem to be any connecting thread in what he was saying. It all sounded like the chanted spells of the magician. He spoke about the debates in the Dutch parliament and the problems of the Indies.

Seeing that my nods were becoming deeper and less sure of themselves, he said: “Ah, perhaps you’re not catching all of this. I will send you a book about all the problems of the Indies. Published in the Netherlands. Written by a true Liberal. Then you’ll be able to study things at your leisure.”

The clock struck once. It was five-thirty in the evening. Engineer van Kollewijn had still not arrived. The clang of the delman bell and the clatter of the tram occasionally reverberated through the building.

“He’ll be here soon. It looks as if he’s going to be a bit late.” He returned to his lecture. “In short, it is the Liberals who are the chosen sons of our times, the best sons of the age of capital—an age when everything has and will be brought into being by capital, when anybody—not just the kings and sultans—will be able to have anything they like, as long as they have some capital. And there is only one condition that you need fulfill to obtain capital, Mr. Minke, and that is to work hard as a free worker.”

I could understand that. Even so, I found myself bored by this inappropriately timed and located lecture.

We hadn’t noticed several European Pures come in and sit round the big table.

Several carriages—some with one horse, some with two—stopped in front of the building. Two Europeans went out to meet them and opened the doors of the leading carriage, and then…wasn’t that General van Heutsz descending? He was wearing a military uniform, but without any marks of rank. He wore no decorations, carried no weapons, and was without any bodyguards. He didn’t come straight in, but stood facing the carriage, helping out another European, a very big man, perhaps weighing more than 260 pounds. Was that the god of the Radicals? Was that Engineer van Kollewijn? The one who looked like Bathara Narada? So plump with prosperity?

My friend the journalist from De Locomotief left me and ran outside to join with the others in welcoming their guest. Ah, who cares, I thought. None of them know me anyway. Ter Haar greeted the corpulent one and then helped steer the two guests inside, along with all the other people who had arrived with them.

My heart began pounding when General van Heutsz turned his questioning eyes upon me as he walked inside. And his gaze conveyed an order that I show him the respect that he obviously felt was his right. I showed him the due respect.

“I see there is a sinyo here tonight?” he asked Ter Haar, looking first at me, then at Ter Haar.

Ter Haar brought them both over to me, saying: “Excuse me, General, Mr. van Kollewijn, this is the young Native who has been writing in Dutch.”

“Ah!” cried the general. “This is the one, Henk,” he said to van Kollewijn, “I think he’s about to grow a mustache.” To me, “I enjoy your writing very much.” He held out his hand.

The stories of the Aceh War, that I had heard so often from my painter friend in Surabaya, meant that mine trembled as it took his. His were hands that had killed thousands of Acehnese fighters in their own land, in the land of their birth. His mustache, the metal buttons he wore on his uniform…I would remember them all as the features of this much respected and much fawned-upon murderer.

His grip on my hand was tight and painful. He shook my hand several times. And when he let go, it fell lifeless by my side. Before I realized what I was doing, I was wiping my hand clean of his touch on my trousers.

Ter Haar looked the other way when he saw that. Van Kollewijn quickly held out his hand and held my hand for what seemed a long while. That hand of his, so fat and soft, squeezed my right hand, which literally sank into his.

“And what have you been writing?” he asked with the voice of somebody who was courting me.

“Short stories!” answered van Heutsz. “And in the European style, Henk. I never realized he was so young.”

“Short stories? You don’t really mean in the European style, then, do you? You must mean in the American style” answered van Kollewijn, trying to correct his friend. “What do you say, young man?”

“I think probably in my own style, sir,” I answered.

They both laughed heartily. I didn’t really understand why.

“He is right,” Ter Haar joined in. “He does have his own style.”

“That is very great praise, then,” said van Kollewijn, as he looked me over, shaking his head. As soon as his hand let go of mine, it moved up to my back, patting me: “Come along, sir.”

“Please call me Minke.”

“Javanese?”

“Yes, sir.”

“The son of which bupati?”

“The Bupati of B—–”

“Near Jepara, isn’t it? That’s where that famous young woman lives. Do you know her?”

“I know the name, sir.”

Ter Haar, myself, and the others accompanied the two guests to the assigned area. Those who had arrived earlier and were sitting around the table rose to greet the guests.

It was a great long oval table covered in green material, like a judge’s bench or a billiard table. But the covering was made from velvet. Silver ashtrays shone all around the table. As soon as all the guests sat down, every pair of eyes rained their curiosity down upon me. I pretended not to notice.

The host introduced General van Heutsz and van Kollewijn. Then he introduced the various guests. One of the two journalists present was Marie van Zeggelen.

“I haven’t seen anything by you for some time, Miss van Zeggelen. Are you planning any more articles about the heroism of the Natives?”

“Yes, I would say so, General.”

The host introduced everyone but me. The general and the member of parliament both stared at me. Then the general decided to speak: “And let me introduce to you all a young writer named Minke,” he said, indicating with his hand that he meant me.

All eyes examined me with amazement.

“Or, more accurately, a short-story writer,” van Kollewijn corrected him, in that personal way of his, that Dutch way.

Under such a deluge of gazes from such important personages, whether because of the color of my skin, or my age, or because of my very appearance, I felt like a monkey that had been put in the wrong cage. Just where had I let myself be taken?

The old man across from me nodded, slowly smacked his lips, and said: “Ah, gentlemen, let us begin the evening’s proceedings,” because he was the host. And he himself gave the first speech.

Engineer van Kollewijn had come to Java to witness for himself the developments that were taking place as a result of the efforts, both inside and outside parliament, of the Free Democratic party.

There then followed a series of questions and answers whose meaning I didn’t really understand. I felt even more like a monkey in the wrong cage. The questions and answers went on for quite some time. Drinks were served twice. Almost everyone had a chance to go to the toilet. Still the interview continued. The eight o’clock cannon had long been quiet, and the barracks bugles long silent. I need not say that it was only I who did not ask questions. All I could do was look first left and then right to see who was speaking.

“You surely have plans for other activities while you are here.” The old grandfather across from me spoke.

“Of course. It’s been a long time since I’ve been in these beloved Indies,” said van Kollewijn. “It would be a great waste if I concerned myself only with party affairs while I was here.”

“So what else might you be planning?”

“Well, for example, I very much hope that I can
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