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About the Author

Life is inclined to logic, but I’m a woman who still fears and believes in God.


I thank my mother for raising me, diligently bringing me to church and teaching me to pray. By knowing God, I became a person who was loving, caring always grateful, forgiving and did not hold grudges. Getting to know God taught me to be grateful and happy.


Happiness is not how much money I can make or what I have. Happiness in me is nature of myself which I get from forgiving. The more I give, the more often I help, and the happier I am.





Dedication

I love my father, and I love my mother.

The love that I can never convey—a love and a thank you for people who are gone.

I thank my mom and dad because, because of them, I get to see this world.
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I felt that my way in life was deadlocked, and I looked for a path to happiness. Wherever I go, whatever I do, even though my goal is to give the best for me and for the people I care about, the wall of suffering is always an endless obstacle even though I am tired I always try to keep trying until the last point I lose everything.

Now I could only remain slumped, surrounded by a wall of suffering that seemed to be laughing at me. Laughing at me lying on the grass, my eyes looked up there at the vast blue sky, the blue sky that looked very calm and peaceful. I just wanted to be there, mingled with the blue sky and the sinless white clouds.

The breeze touched me gently, making the atmosphere feel very warm and peaceful.

(I just wanna disappear, I wish I had never been born; this pain continues endlessly. Dear Lord I’ve tried my best to love, care and help as much as I could but now, I’m at this point with no tears but deeply hurt).

Only the sky has never changed as long as I have lived, only the sky always gives me the same comfortable feeling every time I look at it, it remains the same. Even though I have changed over time, I have become a different person, but the sky is still the same, still the same as yesterday, today and the days before even when I was a child.

Thirty-two years ago, when I was in elementary school, I used to look up there. For some reason, just every time I looked up there, I felt calm and a certain comfort. When I looked up at the sky, I felt like I wasn’t worrying about anything. The feeling I got was never different every time I looked at the blue sky up there, even though the time and weather were not the same, but the calm I got was always same.

I often walked, but my eyes looked at the sky while still walking and did not extend my gaze to see the clouds as if they followed wherever I walked.

I used to live with my grandmother, after school she always invited me to come with her to help her in the fields. But I never obeyed her orders, when I arrived in the field, I was even engrossed in playing climbing trees from one tree to another, dancing while shouting, and singing on the branches of the trees. On top of the tree, I jumped up and swung my little body while holding on to the branch the higher I climbed, the freer I felt I looked up there, looking at the sky without fear of falling down.

Every time I looked up there, the sky always gave me a feeling of comfort and calm, a feeling that seemed like there was no tomorrow as if there was no trouble and nothing to worry about.

The breeze that blew through my skin gently carried me away into my own reverie.

If I could fly, I flap my wings, frolicking with the wind, I lay my body on the clouds, the splashes of rain would cool me from the bright sun.

When the night falls, thousands of stars will accompany my sleep and the moonlight will warm my night.

I fantasised about a shady tree with a very friendly breeze while looking up at the sky, my little hand holding onto the branch.

I was still too engrossed in my daydream when I heard my grandmother’s voice calling out to me.

Ari…, Ariiii she called me over and over again. My grandmother called me but I just kept quiet.

She kept calling me over and over again but I remained silent, I tried to keep my body from moving at all, my only purpose was to keep my grandmother from knowing where I was.

I still don’t feel satisfied looking at the sky, still not satisfied looking at the clouds even my sweet fantasies have not been completely resolved. In my heart I whispered, O ghosts of the inhabitants of the fields, hide me from my grandmother’s sight, myopic her eyes so that she may not find my existence. I still want to linger playing on this tree.

My little hand was still holding firmly between the branches, trying to adjust my breath very regularly and very slowly so that the tree branches that were holding my body did not sway.

Immediately the old woman’s voice was no longer heard, she any longer called out my name, I concentrated my ears to find my grandmother’s whereabouts using my hearing, but I did not hear the sound of her footsteps, the atmosphere of the field was so quiet that even the chirping of birds could not be heard.

When I concentrated my hearing completely, the voice I was looking for was right near me under the tree where I was, “Come on, go home, it’s getting dark,” she said. Without further delay, she invited me to go home, and without waiting for me, she kept going.

Having no reason whatsoever to stay on top of the tree, I finally slowly got down from the tree, running a little after my grandmother who had walked a little far, leaving me.

Without sandals as footwear, my little feet stepped on the dry leaves covering the ground, my footsteps seemed to be greeting the footsteps of my grandmother who walked in front of me.

There was no sound other than my footsteps and the footsteps of my grandmother walking on dry leaves and branches in the middle of a field of cocoa trees covering an area of about two hectares.

“You are almost the same as a monkey climbing a tree,” said my grandmother starting the conversation with her flat voice.

But I didn’t respond, just silently didn’t reply to her words while still following her footsteps.

In my silence I was processing her speech into a fantasy, if only I were a monkey I could jump swiftly from one tree to another and perhaps you would never know which tree I was on.

I stepped in the footsteps of the old lady who walked so casually. I planted questions in my head and starting to suspect the old woman, I looked at her from head to toe.

Her grey hair was rolled up with black rubber. But I couldn’t see her legs, the sarong she wrapped around her waist was long enough to cover the ends of her feet.

Lest this grandmother of mine is a ghost, I thought.

She always knew where I was, even before I had been hiding in a tree covered with lush leaves, I had regulated my breathing, even though I didn’t move at all but how could she still know which tree I was?

“She’s a ghost, she must be a ghost,” I said to myself.

Suddenly my grandmother stopped taking steps which made me also stop and my position stood a step behind her, she turned her body towards me.

“Oh, my goodness she knows the words I have in mind,” I said to myself. Is she really a ghost? I asked myself with a growing sense of fear.

I’m an eight-year-old girl, my brain is always turning the little things around me into a fantasy.

My grandmother turned her body around and now she stood facing me, my delusion still continued in the count of her body going to fall along with her white hair she would pull out long canines, her hands strangled me, and then she will suck my blood.

The sun was beginning to set, everyone had returned from the fields, and there was only me and the white-haired old grandmother with dry leaves and branches covering the path we walked.

So, if this old grandmother took me and I disappeared from the earth, no one would know, I thought.

But what I heard the grandmother say was, “We forgot our lunch bowl, wait here, I’ll take our lunch box and water bottle that I hung on the tree there,” she said and she stepped with her footsteps so slowly, I didn’t stand there waiting for her but followed closely behind her. Looking at me behind her, she didn’t say anything but kept walking slowly.

After getting a lunch box and water bottle that he hung in plastic from one of the trees, we continued to walk home Passing through the small road that climbs and descends, passes through the small ditches of clear waterways, while the sun has set, the sky is dark without the moon and stars, the sound of mosquitoes can be heard flocking to my fresh blood.

The house we were going to had been seen, I ran ahead of my grandmother to avoid the naughty mosquitoes whose voices were so loud as if screaming right in my ears.

When I arrived at the house, I did my duty as usual, closing all the windows the door of the house was very large, had many windows, and there were several doors of old houses made of teak wood, houses that were in the middle of the fields without any neighbours.

My grandmother immediately took a shower, cleaning her body that was flooded with sweat all day in the field, after I closed the windows and doors, I turned on a small oil lamp to illuminate the house.

The house is very far from the city, the house is in the middle of a field that does not have electrical energy, and there are only lamps or candles to illuminate the house.

The old house was quite spacious, with a size extending backwards there were only me and Grandma the occupants of the house.

When night fell darkness enveloped the whole house, there were no neighbours and no sound except the sound of crickets out there chanting nonstop. The sound of crickets was occasionally followed by the sound of owls, and creepy noises in the midst of darkness.

I lifted the small lamp with both my hands, but the light of the lamp was not enough to illuminate the house with my two small hands, I raised the lamp high to shine even wider.

I entered the first bedroom to close the two windows in the bedroom which were still wide open, the bedroom felt comfortable maybe because it was in front close to the street where people passed by.

When I entered the second room, which was in the middle between the first room and the third room, the room felt so scary, in the corner of the room there was an old wardrobe whose door had been broken and tilted because it almost collapsed.

There was only one window, but I still didn’t dare to enter the room, I felt a tall ghost with his body covered with long hair he was right above the door of the room and made me feel so afraid to step into the room I stood in the doorway the more I imagined it the scarier the atmosphere of the room.

I had to try to get into that room, but my delusion only scared me even more, I stood in the doorway motionless and didn’t even know how many minutes I had been standing until finally, my grandmother’s voice surprised me, “What are you doing there?” she said as she immediately stepped into the room and closed the window of that room and the other windows.

Now all the doors and windows were closed, my grandmother stepped into the kitchen and did her job of cooking dinner for us, as usual when she cooked, I would take a shower.

The bathroom is scarier because the position is outside and open, surrounded by walls, but only part of it and also without a roof, the bathroom must draw to get water from the well, the bathroom is surrounded by trees under the hectic sky and the sound of crickets and owls chanting.

The bathroom was right next to the kitchen, and my grandmother was cooking but I still felt very scared when drawing water for my bath water, the well was also very deep also very dark I measured the rope lowering the lead to fetch water, I could not see the surface of the water in the well could only feel when the lead touched the water and could only measure the weight of the lead to find out if the lead was already filled with water.

I pulled the lead rope to lift the lead that was full of water, the sound that was heard along with the lead rope that I pulled awakened the horror energy around me and made me imagine that there was a corpse that was lifted along with the lead I pulled, even my imagination made the lead feel heavier than it should be, the more the rope I pulled the more afraid I was Grandma…, I called trying to master my horror imagination.

She understood that my call had no purpose but because of fear, she said hurry, “I have prepared our dinner.”

I took a shower as fast as I could and then ran out of the bathroom into the kitchen with a towel wrapped around my body, too soon you finished taking a shower it must not be clean said my grandmother.

I ignored her talk. I better take a shower not clean, than have to die standing, because of fear, I thought.

A long table of about two meters with a long chair also made of teak wood, my grandmother and I ate dinner together.

The table and chair were so long in the kitchen that there was only me and her illuminated by an oil lamp.

In every corner of the house, be it day or night, the energy of horror always haunts me every time.

My grandmother devoured the food she rarely spoke, only said important things she never wanted to say anything, she devoured her food I also ate my dinner.

dinner was very delicious not because the dish was special but because my stomach was already very hungry, the most delicious food to eat was indeed the food we eat when we really felt hungry.

I was still enjoying my meal, but my grandmother had finished her meal, she didn’t wait for me she immediately brought her dishes to wash.

Although she left the oil lamp on the table with me, the feeling of fear was so great that it enveloped me, grandma…where are you going call me begging her not to leave me?

But she just told me to finish my food as soon as possible so we could go straight to bed.

In that house I felt that there were thousands of scary shadows that were always watching me, I devoured my food as fast as I could and then caught up with my grandmother and brought my dishes to wash.

When I was about to wash my dishes, I heard a slightly strange sound coming from the roof of the house, of course, the strange sound made my feelings of fear increase, “Grandma…” I said, clutching my grandmother’s scabbard wrapped around her.

The sound was very clear as if something was trying to get into the house through the crack in the roof of the house, but my grandmother said don’t be afraid maybe it’s just a mouse.

My fear eased a bit, I thought Oh, just a mouse.

But the sound grew louder as if the roof was being lifted, it was possible for a small mouse to have such powerful power.

Grandma…are you sure it is just a mouse?

My voice trembled with fear, the house was very scary, a very large house with no light in the middle of the field and no neighbours, even this old grandmother looked horrified but there was only her accompanying me I’m sure it was just a mouse. “Don’t be afraid it is a regular thing,” she said.

Ignoring my fears, my grandmother walked to her bedroom, I followed from behind her so quietly in the dark, it was eight o’clock in the evening.

But the atmosphere seemed to be midnight.

My grandmother had prepared a room for my bedroom while I was there with her, but I was so scared to death.

I don’t want to sleep alone.

The very large house has very minimal furniture without television without electricity, the furniture in the house is also old, some cabinets look very worn with some of the doors that have been damaged when the wind blows strongly, there is a sound that seems as if someone moves the cabinet door open and closed.

In the living room right next to the entrance, there is a couch, which also looks very worn, the couch is to entertain guests, and the living room is very spacious but only filled with the worn couch.

after the living room, there is another living room used for the dining room, in the dining room which is so spacious there is only one long table made of wood the size of the table is approximately two meters and a half.

With two loungers of the same size, each chair is on the side of the table.

In the corner of the dining room, there is a shelf to store dishes, the shelf is made of aluminium material, measuring one meter and a half high which is also old enough so it cannot stand on the same side, the plate rack is tied to the wall to hold it from falling.

On the plate rack, there were only a few cups and plates, because there were only me and my grandmother in the house, another plate that was nice and new, my grandmother kept in a cabinet that was only used to entertain guests when there was a large gathering.

Passing through the small hallway after the dining room at the very back there is a kitchen and bathroom the kitchen is just a bamboo wall.

My grandmother still cooks using fire with firewood, pot supports or cauldrons using stones.

Three stone stoves formed into triangles.

At the top of the cooking stone, there is a lot of dry wood, the wood is neatly arranged with a position of about two meters above the cooking stone, held poles that are also made of wood, four woods that are two meters long each the support wood is positioned standing rectangular and with the help of other wood above it as a wooden barrier to stand even, and on top of that wood lies neatly dry wood used for cooking.

Around the cooking, the stone was filled with soil mixed with sand and small stones so that the fire did not spread anywhere when cooking.

The dry wood never runs out, even though it is used for cooking every day, the dry wood is obtained from the field that my grandmother brought almost every day, the dry tree branches she brought home and arranged neatly on the cooking stone.

And on the outside of the kitchen, there are also many dry woods neatly arranged around the outside of the kitchen.

In that year, in that village everyone who was there used wood for cooking because there was no electricity nor was there a stove or gas.

The only tool used is cooking by burning dry wood.

Whether it’s for cooking daily meals or big cooking when there is a gathering or party dry wood is like a basic need that must not run out, Walking out of the kitchen, after washing my dinner plate, I held my grandmother’s sarong tightly, which was wrapped around her to make sure she stepped not too far from me I followed her into the bedroom, lying next to my grandmother on a bed surrounded by mosquito nets to avoid mosquito attacks while we slept soundly.

The scary sound was no longer there, but I still couldn’t sleep, imagining there might be a lot of rats out there on firewood neatly arranged there.

I still couldn’t fall asleep.

Slowly the sound of my grandmother’s breathing lying next to me sounded very heavy.

and slowly turned into a snoring sound, she had fallen asleep soundly for only a matter of minutes while my eyes were still open wide and the drowsiness had not yet come.

I watched every corner of the mosquito net, the mosquito net made of very thin cloth wavy every time the wind blew, the clockwork of the wall ticking every second even the sound of the clockwork sounded like the footsteps of people who were surrounding the house.

There seemed to be someone out there I heard the sound of a tree branch breaking because it was stepped on, I saw my grandmother she was already very sound, I could only sharpen my hearing to find out what was happening out there could not be just a mouse.

I really wanted to wake my grandmother, but I knew if I woke her up she would be angry and tell me to sleep, I saw my grandmother’s sleeping position lying with her hands resting on her stomach, I wondered why she slept with her position like a dead person, again I imagined imagining my grandmother dying and put her underground there were many worms coming in and out of her nose from her ears from her mouth, worms and caterpillars would eat away at her body, my imagination made me goosebumps and even more frightened, I wanted to wake her up so that she slept in a different position but I didn’t dare to wake her up I was afraid and guessed if he was really dead.

But again, I thought, how could a dead person snore?

my mind and imagination drifted everywhere to all the impossible things until finally I was unconscious and fell asleep deeply.

My grandmother and I were sound asleep, accompanied by a dim oil lamp located on the floor not far from the bed we were lying down, the bedroom door was closed but unlocked.

I fell asleep so soundly and woke up to the sound of wood being hit on the floor over and over again. When I opened my eyes, I saw my grandmother no longer sleeping next to me. The door of the room was wide open and she was crouching in the doorway…In her hand there was a long enough wood that she used to find something under the bed.

“I’m still sleepy and still semi-conscious, Grandma. what are you doing?” I asked in a voice that was still half asleep.

My grandmother didn’t answer, she just kept pushing the long wood under the bed, because I didn’t hear any answer from her. I took half of my body out of the mosquito net and asked again, “Grandma…! What are you doing?”

She looked at me and said, “There was a cobra,” and when she said this, her tone of voice was different from the usual—it was clear that my grandmother’s face was pale and from her voice, I knew she was feeling scared.

And it made me feel terrified too, I jumped down from that bed and ran towards her.

My grandmother spoke to me very rarely, maybe she thought I was too young and still didn’t know anything, but that night she didn’t consider me a child, she told me what she saw was impossible.

He was awakened by an unnatural sound when he turned his head in the direction of the sound, what he saw was something impossible, a cobra swirling around the oil lamp.

It was clear that the snake was circling around the oil lamp with a purpose; the snake was spinning while sliding the oil lamp close to the bed we were slept on.

The snake managed to shift the oil lamp almost close to the mosquito net, a mosquito net whose size covered the bed and almost touched the floor, the snake shifted the oil lamp towards the mosquito net with one intention that the mosquito net burned, and if the mosquito net burned then the others would also be so flammable because the house was made of wood and bamboo.

“Very lucky I woke up before the fire managed to burn the mosquito net,” she said.

So, the oil lamp that rubbed on the floor sounded a sound that made my grandmother wake up.

It was pitch black out without light, and my grandmother asked me out to leave the house. “Come on, let’s go to your uncle’s house. We better stay at their house tonight,” said my grandmother. Again, she said, “If we sleep in different rooms the snake could continue its action to burn this house; maybe we will burn to death, we don’t know what else he brought…maybe he also brought amulets to make us sound asleep and not hear any sound that could wake us up.”

The way she spoke didn’t make sense to me, as it seemed like the snake was someone who could plan, but without much questioning, I just followed my grandmother who rushed out of the house as quickly as possible.

The night was still so dark under the pitch-black sky without stars, the moon covered in clouds emitting very dim rays making the atmosphere of the night very scary, my grandmother and I walked through the small path accompanied by the sound of crickets and owls the path surrounded by wild trees without stopping we screamed walking as fast as possible through the yam fields, Palm oil fields covering hectares are also rubber tree fields.

My grandmother walked in front of me, she was just as silent as usual, but that time I could feel her silence full of worry and confusion, every now and then I heard her sigh as she said, “Who? Who sent the serpent to harm us?”

The snake was definitely a messenger because it was not just any snake that could do such a thing, she said without asking for my answer I just silently heard her complaints while still stepping right behind her.

The feet kept going, without sandals as footwear on the path surrounded by grass and shrubs, the journey went through for almost twenty minutes, and finally, we arrived at my uncle’s house, every person’s house in the village without neighbours, all houses were surrounded by cultivation, as well as my uncle’s house that we came that night was in the middle of the field.

Living in a very remote village, life is still very primitive, many people speak sweetly, but their hearts are full of hatred because of envy and generate feelings of resentment.

My grandmother has tens of hectares of land planted with clove, oil palm, sweet potato, cocoa gardens as well as many fruit plants, from that field she produces a lot, in that village she is a person who has the largest field, only a few people have huge land, the rest of the people in the village live as workers and almost all people in the village are my grandmother’s workers.

So, it makes sense that someone is jealous of her because she feels rivalled.

But using black magic as revenge is evil.

My grandmother couldn’t help thinking, because it could be her own son who wasn’t happy with her, or maybe someone close to her but she didn’t know who, or maybe one of her workers.

My grandmother married at a very young age, but in that year, it was normal for women to marry at the age of fourteen years and it was required for women to marry at an early age.

My grandmother has been widowed for a long time.

My grandfather died in an accident. She was left by her husband with ten children. three girls and seven boys.

During her widowhood, the gossip that I heard about her husband’s death was because of my grandmother’s.

My grandmother was close to other men, while my grandfather was a very jealous man.

The gossip is adult gossip, I just keep it in my head.

Whatever the truth is, I don’t know because even when asking no one will answer me.

For them, I am still too small to understand such a thing.

My grandmother knocked on the door of my uncle’s house, also made of wood, my grandmother had to knock on the door over and over again to wake my uncle from his sleep.

It seemed that they were sleeping very soundly, so long we had to wait while knocking on the door until finally my uncle woke up, our presence made my uncle surprised if it was so bad that in the middle of the night when people were fast asleep, my grandmother came.

Our presence at that unnatural time was greeted by my uncle so kindly that he let us in, the look on his face was very serious, asking, “What’s wrong, Mum?”

I sat next to my grandmother, and they started telling stories but I didn’t understand the language they used in traditional language.

Still sleepy, I yawned; my grandmother told me to go to bed because tomorrow morning I had to go to school.

They were still talking while my eyes were already very heavy, I fell asleep soundly in only a matter of seconds, until finally morning came, and the sound of crowing chickens chanting became an alarm every six o’clock in the morning.

My grandmother took me home immediately, returning to her old wooden house where we lived.

Whether it’s day, morning or night, the path we pass is always scary because it is surrounded by tall trees as if we were in the middle of a forest.

When I got home, my grandmother immediately prepared my breakfast while I took a shower and prepared myself to go to school.

Since that frightening night, my grandmother became more vigilant after school I saw a dog, and it turned out that my grandmother bought a dog to be the guard of the house.

Every day I still follow my grandmother to the fields, sometimes the dog also comes with us to the fields, but more often the dog stays to guard the house.

I followed my grandmother to the field but never helped her, my goal was only one because I was afraid to stay at home, in the field I only played, climbed trees or built a castle on the edge of a moat that released clear water from a small spring.

In the water flow, there are many small springs, sometimes I drain even deeper and get bigger springs, I play alone without any friends I just play to keep myself busy to relieve the feeling of boredom.

I don’t know anyone in the village, nor do I know the exact state of the village.

My presence in the village was only entering the second week.

At the beginning of my presence in the village was to meet my father, I thought that my father was there in my grandmother’s village but it turned out that I was wrong I did not see my father and I had entered the second week there I had not met my father.

My grandmother had ten children, nine of whom were married and lived in different cities.

Two of her married children lived in the same village as my grandmother; they just lived a few miles away.

My time with my grandmother was my first visit, the two weeks I stayed with her according to my experience, she was a good grandmother although sometimes a little scary.

She never scolded me, although she rarely spoke, but I felt comfortable living with her.

She also almost never told me to do any work.

Although I did not find the slightest evil from her, my brain had planted the seed.

Seed of her unforgivable evil.

She was a bad old woman, she would put poison in my food, she would give me stale food that had gone bad, spit on my drinking water and mix faeces into the food she served me.

She is an old woman who always smiles sweetly and whenever she speaks her voice sounds very soft but her heart holds a lot of evil and the spirit, she has is the spirit of the devil.

Although so far, I have not found out the truth, those things are still so firmly stuck in my memory.

That’s what my mother told me and my siblings, my mother reminded us never to be swept away by her voice that sounded so soft as if she were a kind person.

Almost every day, every night before bed, my mother would tell us how evil the old woman was.

My mother said that the old grandmother was very good at acting, she was good at twisting facts so that people were amazed by the way she spoke which sounded very polite.

Make people not believe that she is guilty in every case.

As my mother always reminds me, I always carefully watch the food she serves me, she always looks good her voice is indeed very soft and her speech is always arranged.

But I don’t want to be fooled by her kindness that she might just be pretending to be good until she sees that I am caught off guard and she will carry out all her evil plans, I am always vigilant and always remind myself never to let my guard down I will always stick to my mother’s advice to keep watch in everything.

My mother was there with my other siblings, in a small town about 104km away.

Maybe 104km is not a very long distance if travelled by motorbike or car but in that year a motorbike was a vehicle that was still very rare.

which is only found in certain cities.

My grandmother lived in a very remote village, where people still relied on livestock and farming.

Walking barefoot, living without electricity, and the water used is still obtained from spring wells dug from the bottom of the ground.

Every day the people in the village would spend a whole day working in the fields.

The connecting road between the village and the field is only a path that is still surrounded by grass and trees.

My mother was gathered there with my other siblings without me, they lived in the location of the city, which already had electricity.

The streets outside have been lit by street lights, unlike me who is here, be it day or night, it is always quiet and dark.

A few weeks ago, I was still with them but my father hadn’t been home for so long and I missed him so much, that’s why I accepted my brother’s offer to run away from home to DOLOK my grandmother’s village, I thought my father was there in DOLOK his hometown, I thought if I went with my brother, I would most likely meet my father, The father I miss so much.

But the reality I faced was not what I expected, and now I am very afraid to return home to my mother.

Every day, day and night, at every opportunity, my mother always reminded us firmly not to ever set our feet in that village the village where my grandmother was.

She always reminded us firmly not to ever meet Her to death.

To never believe her, never believe her words, never believe anything she says, no matter how sweet she speaks do not believe her.

She is good at lying, good at twisting facts so that people who hear her talking are trapped easily.

Mother hated her mother-in-law very much.

She didn’t even allow any of us to meet her.

Having me here with my grandmother was not my plan, I never intended to go against my mother’s advice, I just missed my father so much.

Long before my father still regularly came once every two weeks, he always came to give some money to my mother for our needs.

My father handed my mother a roll of money, and my mother then counted the money, often I saw my mother sulking, whining for more money because the amount my father gave was not enough for the needs of the next two weeks.

When my mother whined spoiledly, my father just smiled, he was a very patient and loving man in my eyes.

She told my mother, “I’ll try to work harder so I can make more money for you.”

My father was just an ordinary worker, he worked as a construction worker even though his position was a supervisor but his salary was only just enough to support his wife and his children.

We lived in a small town. There were no job openings at that time, to get a job, my father had to work in a fairly big city, a city that was quite far from the town we lived in.

Because the distance to where my father works was quite far.

That is why he worked two full weeks and then got four days off he will spend 3 days with us and then back again to work for another two weeks.

Every two weeks my father handed over all his salary to my mother, my mother said that the money was not enough for two weeks’ needs, my father just smiled he always advised my mother not to be too extravagant.

My mother, who was already very spoiled in her youth and never worried about finances, her habits as a girl made it not easy to be a wise wife who should be good at managing finances as a mother.

My mother likes snacks, buys snacks and also likes cakes she often makes a lot of cakes and then invites local people to gather jokingly.

She was a socialising woman, she would feel bored if she was alone at home, buying snacks, buying flour and making cakes to eat together, making the money my father gave her run out faster than it should.

My mother is the type of woman who does not want to think about tomorrow’s hardships, so when the money should be enough for two weeks she spends early and the lack will be borrowed from people around to fulfil two weeks.

That is the opposite of my father’s hatred of debt.

Although my father had often advised my mother never to go into debt, my mother, who was spoiled from an early age, was not in her nature to listen to her husband’s advice.

That woman still often owes and continues to owe, at every opportunity she will borrow money from people around her.

Slowly my father’s patience seemed to reach a limit, every time he came to give money his wife always said not enough, so my father took paper and pen to divide the amount of money needed per day, and he found out that my mother borrowed people’s money too often and too much.

That’s where the little quarrel started, my father was not happy with my mother’s bad habits, but whenever there was an argument, that woman would leave she went to her parent’s house and complained to her other siblings to seek a defence.

My mother was a favourite child, of course, my mother got defence from her siblings and her parents would never scold her, and in the end, it was my father who was always the victim who had to accept insults from my mother’s siblings.

My father could only keep quiet because only silence could save him from excessive quarrels.

He was silent, but the look on his face showed how upset he felt.

He can only be patient so that the quarrel will not be sustainable.

** My dear father, my poor father,

Your silence I always pay attention to,

Yet I’m still too young to understand the circumstances,

But the feeling of sadness that you hide, I can feel them and although I can feel your sadness, but dad… I’m too small to be your defender **

He was silent, pensive but I knew that his feelings were not okay.

“Dad…” I said calling to him, who was pensive.

I approached him and wanted to comfort him but didn’t know how.

He stroked my head, as is customary, always stroked my head and told me to study.

Not just not good at managing expenses.

She is also a bored woman, she will never stay at home all day, and will also feel bored if she does not have friends to talk to.

She was a woman who liked to hang out jokingly with others and would visit neighbours’ houses from one house to another.

If the neighbours were busy and didn’t have time to hang out, my mother would go to her sister’s house about 200 meters away from where we lived.

She spends almost all day outside the house and almost every day, as well as us.

When my mother was not at home, we would wander around playing outside the house with other children.

The days we spent were very happy.

Although there is no abundance of wealth, having unlimited freedom to play is a priceless satisfaction.

Every day after school, as soon as I got home, I would eat lunch, eating the food that had been served on the table, leaving dirty dishes on the table.

Then immediately went out running to play with the other children.

So did my two older brothers; they played with their friends.

But my two younger sisters are still too young to play outdoors.

The two of them always stay at home playing play only in the house or around the house.

What else is lacking, life is not perfect but there is no shortage even though pocket money is only mediocre the stomach is always full, food is always there and never starving.

I don’t have a routine job to do at home.

Every day after school I just wander around playing.

Likewise, my mother, indeed her status as a wife but she does not have regular responsibilities every day.

My father wasn’t always home.

My mom only needed to cook once or twice a day for us.

She doesn’t have to wash clothes every day, dirty clothes pile up for several days and when she feels in the mood to wash, she will wash the dirty clothes in the river.

Her daughter is still young but no longer completely dependent on her, my two little sisters can eat and drink on their own without having to be fed.

My mother had a lot of time, but that time couldn’t be used to make money.

Time is running out for nothing, just waiting for the husband to come home to deliver the money.

Because of the situation in that small town at that time did not have job vacancies.

Although the location is already fairly city, but a small town.

The road is paved but vehicles are still few.

Most local people earn from business entrepreneurship.

Small businesses such as trading, selling clothing and food staples.

Job vacancies are only open to people who have expertise in certain fields.

Such as teachers, police, doctors, nurses and the like.

And even that is still very limited because in that town there is only one hospital.

Beloved little town TEBINGTINGGI where I was born and raised.

The flow of the river becomes a barrier between one settlement and another settlement.

Most people still use river water for daily purposes such as bathing, washing clothes, and washing dishes.

Bathing in the river is one of the things that we do for fun with the other local children.

Children have fun in the river while mothers wash clothes, tell stories and occasionally joke.

After playing in the river, mothers will tell their children to bring water back home, for other needs.

So, did my mother, who always assigned us in rotation to fetch water from the river to take home.

I was the third of five children at the time.

Let’s call my name Ari. I have two older brothers and two younger sisters. My first brother was twelve years old at the time. Let’s call it his name Rudi and my second brother was ten years old and his name is Dion and I’m eight years old.

My two younger sisters, five years old and the other one at the age of

The other is named Shinta and the smallest one is named Yuni.

My mother may not have been a good wife in her time.

Not doing her duty like a wife. Not thrifty, not good at managing finances.

But she is a woman who can be said to be unique and creative. She loves sewing; she is also good at drawing.

She enjoys cooking pastries, likes to be in crowds, good at telling stories, and is also funny and humorous.

Every morning my mother wakes up early to cook breakfast for us, before my brother Dion and I go to school.

Only my brother Dion and I went to school every morning, my two younger siblings were still not old enough to go to school, and my brother Rudi never intended to go to school, my mother and father tried to get him into school but my brother Rudi had more ways to escape from school, until finally the teacher and my parents gave up and no longer forced Rudi to go to school.

It’s as simple as the days my mom goes through every day, and that’s as simple as the days we go through every day, going to school and just playing after school, there are no burdens and demands for tomorrow.

We lived in a simple house that we rented.

The local people are very friendly and so close to each other like their own family and only a few tens of meters away from where my biological parents live, and from my grandmother’s house, which is a few tens of meters away from my mother’s biological sister’s house.

Every day my mother visits her parents’ house and also visits her sister’s house because the distance is not so far away my mother can visit them just by walking.

My mother spent almost a day at her sister’s house telling stories and joking.

The door is always open for my mother and also for us her children in that time.

We can go in and out freely, and can also eat the food there without fear.

A special day is a day that is not difficult to guess.

Where my mother had a happy face, laughed cheerfully, cooked different meals from the day before her, and made a lot of pastries.

Invite local people to hang out at home while eating the cakes she made.

That special day was the day my father gave her money.

A house that is usually messy and not taken care of will look neater than usual.

Every two weeks was a special day when my father came to deposit money with my mother.

Every two weeks is my happiness day as well where I get more pocket money and get attention from my father.

From a distance I saw my father walking towards our house, I would run to greet him, and he would hug me and carry me home.

On the day my father came, that day we all gathered at home, all told each other happily complaining about each other’s daily lives, my father was just a listener and laughed listening to his kid’s story.

The atmosphere of the house was always warm and lively when my father came home.

Endless storytelling, sometimes mocking and laughing at each other as well as showing off each other’s small greatness in front of my father.

Those days were priceless days, the unbought atmosphere I always missed which would only happen when my father came home. My mother is unique and creative, my father is loving and caring. Their first two boys also look unique with opposite physiques and traits. Rudi was the first child but his body was smaller than Dion the second son. Rudi is thin, fair-skinned with slightly narrow eyes. His cunning nature can be regarded as only selfish. The way of thinking and movements is agile and unpredictable. Dion is the second child; his body is taller than Rudi his eldest brother.

He has dark skin colour with big eyes, he is an obedient child, diligent and likes to listen to whatever advice people give.

He was a caring and loving child, also very respectful to his mother.

Although their nature and physique are opposite, the two of them are always together.

Rudi always invites Dion to come with him wherever Rudi plays. Rudi is cunning and selfish when he makes mistakes while playing, he will plunge Dion as the bearer of the mistakes he made, Dion is innocent, and never argues, even though he is often used as bait by his own elder brother, he just keeps silent.

The mistake made by his eldest brother was only he reprimanded me but did not complain to my mother and did not exaggerate a problem, he was an honest child and avoided lies.

Maybe my mother was tired of her life of only seeing her husband every two weeks.

The woman persuaded her husband not to leave her anymore.

With her spoiled nature, she persuaded her husband to stay with her, and let her difficult and happy life be faced together.

But my father really didn’t know how he would have to provide for his children and wife if he wasn’t working.

My mother gave my father the idea that my father would work as a rickshaw puller.

A means of transportation that is still commonly used by local people.

My father rejected my mother’s idea, my father was a man who liked to think about the future, so he calculated the results he would get if he worked as a rickshaw puller.

Maybe it will not be enough to pay for daily life, because in that year there will not be many people who need rickshaw pulling services.

My mother whined spoiledly not wanting my father to leave her again.

So, my father was willing to stay with us by working as a wood prospector who probably had more guarantees than being a rickshaw puller.

Especially at that time, firewood was still much more needed than rickshaw services.

Finally, my father was no longer gone, he lived with us in that humble house.

My father lived with us. My mother did her responsibilities as a wife. She got up early to prepare breakfast. She also prepared my father’s lunch which had been prepared in the lunch box for my father to take to work.

My father did his routine every day according to my mother’s request. Early in the morning, my father on his bicycle went looking for wood that grew wild.

Using axes and machetes he cut down wood and split it into pieces.

The wood he had cut and split was taken home.

My father worked collecting wood from wild fields.

During the day he left, he went home in the morning and came home after sunset, he tied the wood that he had split in the back and front of the bicycle, then drove the bicycle full of wood home.

Every day he explored wild forests cutting wood to take home.

Walking through the bush without fear of snakes
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