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		In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man
 As modest stillness and humility,
 But when the blast of war blows in our ears,
 Then imitate the action of the tiger. 
 Stiffen the sinews, conjure up the blood,
 Disguise fair nature with hard-favoured rage. 
  —Shakespeare, Henry V
  
 With Indonesia in particular, we in Australia have a future 
 to invent together. There may be profound differences, 
 cultural and religious – but these may lessen, as we absorb 
 one another’s systems of thought and belief. 
 —C J Koch, ‘Crossing the Gap’
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		Prologue: The Blitar Magic Garage

								

	
				The town no longer welcomed strangers: East Java had been host to some of the worst bloodletting following the coup. On the broad dusty footpaths of Blitar, men talked and sipped sweet coffee long into the night, the humid air crackling with their clove cigarettes and recriminations. Even older residents like Turut were not above suspicion. Some thought his garage a cover for the underground communist cadres recently uncovered in Blitar; others argued he paid off the military. But his contacts went deeper – to the spirits whom neither military nor communists commanded, and which both denounced as superstitious nonsense to their peril.
 When stories began circulating about the strange newcomer lodging at the guesthouse, Turut – aware of what these savage mutterings had led to in recent times – hurried there to see him. In a corner of the yard under the shade of a laurel tree, he found the stranger hunched over the leaky gearbox of an old Morris truck.
 ‘Messy job,’ Turut said, looking at the oily puddle forming in the bare earth beneath the truck.
 No response.
 Turut scratched his head through the rubbed velvet of his peci skullcap: ‘I repaired that gearbox about a month ago myself. Pretty unreliable.’
 ‘Machines are more reliable than people,’ the stranger grunted. ‘They break – you fix them, or use their parts to fix others.’ He packed his tools into a stained canvas roll and slammed the bonnet shut.
 Turut saw on the stranger’s bared upper arm a crude tattooed tiger, its fangs and claws bared – he seemed in need of repair himself. ‘How long were you in for?’
 The stranger looked at Turut carefully, his eyes clouded with damaged trust. ‘Three years,’ he said softly. ‘You know, we believed the old myths that people could turn into tigers at night. I had this done in prison so I could escape the cage, if only in my thoughts.’
 Turut rolled up his sleeve to reveal a faded amateur garuda, its wings raised: ‘Same idea, but an earlier set of jailers – Dutch,’ he explained. ‘So I could fly away with the revolution. My name’s Turut.’
 ‘Munin,’ the stranger said.
 When Turut offered him work in his garage, Munin did not refuse.
 Munin was apprenticed to Pak Turut for five years, one of a dozen or so taught by the great master himself. The apprenticeship was no ordinary apprenticeship, for Turut was no ordinary panel beater: he offered a spiritual dimension to the work in contrast to the material focus spread by the new government in Jakarta.
 ‘The spirits are everywhere, Munin, in the stones and trees and temples surrounding us,’ Turut repeated the centuries-old wisdom of Java. ‘You must learn to live and work with them or ignore them at your peril. Fast, purify yourself, sensitise yourself to the spirit life of Java. Only then will you be ready to begin your work with me.’
 Turut taught magic panel beating in a number of stages. First, Munin learnt how to panel beat – shaping and repairing car bodywork – with his eyes closed, working by sensing the heat and tension in the malleable metal. Then Turut demonstrated the powers of invocation to further focus energy, by bending a used bumper bar into a pretzel and handing it to Munin to straighten by whatever mechanical means he could. He could not.
 ‘Let the spirits do the work for you!’ Turut urged, agitatedly rubbing his peci like a magic lamp. ‘Feel the metal’s trauma, live it, harness the spirits’ energies to cure it!’
 Through meditation, Munin learnt to cast aside his tools, working metal with his bare hands, variously palm-stroking and fist-pounding dented panels back into shape.
 There was no shortage of battered vehicles to practise his skills upon in the aftermath of the coup, as the people of Blitar and further afield heard of the cheap panel beating on offer.
 One day, Munin’s meditation over a rear fender buckled with news of the death of former President Soekarno, still under house arrest. Blitar united in mourning its most illustrious son, the first president of the Republic and champion of the little people; Munin, his hopes for justice gone with his champion, thought of accepting the offer of a rival garageman and disappearing once again.
 When he found out, Turut turned on him like a jealous lover: ‘Fate brought you to me. I have so much to offer you and we’ve barely started. Go then, see if I care!’
 Munin stayed, as Turut knew he would.
 The next stage of magic panel beating involved invoking one of the demit place spirits of Java to do the repair work for you. Munin’s familiar was known as Roro Pantar, the spirit of a Panataran priest, who lived in a banyan tree on the road to the ruins of the ancient temple a few kilometres north of town. Hitching rides in vehicles he had repaired, Munin made offerings to Roro Pantar of frangipani flowers plucked from the local cemetery, duck eggs and the occasional sate stick when he could afford it.
 Time passed; the Jakarta government chose to be generous to the memory of the founding president and built a mausoleum to Soekarno in Blitar, the town where he spent his youth, the resting place of his parents, and sufficiently far removed from the capital city to avoid awkward political pilgrimages. Its grounds enclosed the banyan tree inhabited by Roro Pantar. Turut took it as a sign: the lessons became more demanding and dangerous, moving steadily deeper into magic as he taught Munin how to channel spirits, to voluntarily become possessed and focus the energies of the invading lelembut spirit outwards into repairs.
 After a particularly heavy session with a recalcitrant river spirit which left both of them drenched and exhausted, Turut doffed his peci to his student: ‘Go, the capital beckons, I’ve taught you everything I know.’
 No longer the acolyte, Munin set off for Jakarta with a canvas roll of tools and his master’s blessing. Two weeks and a variety of buses later, he found himself in Setiabudi, a small kampung community at the junction of two rivers forming a duck pond. In an age of irony, the name Setiabudi – faithful spirit – appealed to Munin: it showed a faith in humanity which he was sorely lacking.
 He thought of naming his garage after Turut, or Soekarno, but instead painted on his sign the words ‘Blitar Magic Garage’ after the town where they had all crossed paths.
 
	

			
			


		
	
		
			
	
		
		Thursday • Kamis

								

	
				The sound of roosters crowing suggested villages across the archipelago, but the televisions blaring tinny sitcoms and community service announcements signalled Setiabudi’s inhabitants were waking to a new day in their adopted city. Clove cigarettes burned and crackled as bicycle traders steered their two-wheeled shops piled high with plastic homewares and toys through the narrow lanes. The drains beneath the cracked concrete paths of the Kampung Improvement Program gurgled as families emptied their pots, and behind bamboo, wooden and brick facades alike, mothers fed and dressed and combed children for the morning shift at elementary school.
 Walking home from the Blok M shopping centre, Joni sniffed the homely smell of eggs frying in peanut oil blended with the camphor and menthol vapours of village head-cold remedies, and wished he had enough money to fill his hunger. He had too many hungers to feed, that was his problem. Lost in his thoughts, Joni kicked a metal sheet covering a pothole. ‘Brengsek!’ he cursed, ducking behind the Blue Circle billboard advertising Setiabudi’s family planning record.
 The light outside the guard hut on Jalan Setiabudi flipped on, and Murdani came to the doorway blinking beneath his peak cap from the army village support campaign of 1983: ‘Who’s there?’
 Joni rubbed his foot through his worn sneaker; it felt alright but he didn’t know how long he could stand the alcohol-sweet stench of rotting fruit from the street rubbish pile – the garbage men had failed to come again.
 A black and yellow cat poked its nose around the corner of the guard hut in support. Joni giggled. His father was well-known for his cats, whose kittenpiss stunk out the hut to the point where nobody would volunteer for guard duty anymore for fear of the ammonia headaches. ‘Come out now,’ Murdani’s voice wavered.
 Joni emerged from behind the rubbish pile. 
 ‘Where you been?’
 ‘Down at Blok M, Dad.’ He offered his father a smoke.
 ‘Bad crowd at night, Joni. You should help out around here if you’re not going to school anymore,’ Murdani nodded at the rubbish. ‘I’ll pay you.’
 Joni held his breath and looked into the guard hut where a hessian sack held three blind kittens with kinked tails. ‘Dad, is it true their tails are chopped off as kittens to make sate?’ His stomach rumbled at the thought of barbecued skewers; he had not eaten since yesterday.
 Murdani sucked in the crackling smoke. ‘They say in Thailand cats have kinky tails to hold the queen’s rings when she has a bath.’
 ‘Surely some would fall off toh?’
 ‘I suppose you keep breeding the ones with the best kinks.’ The toktok of a spoon on a half coconut shell echoed up the street: ‘That’s the soupman. Want some food before sun-up?’ Murdani pulled a couple of chipped floral bowls from a cabinet in his guard hut.
 The soupman steered his pushcart towards them. ‘Bakso spesial’ was painted in red and yellow on its windowed sides. He came to a halt before them, raising the handles so that the pushcart rested like a tripod on its bicycle wheels and toe-stand.
 Setting to work in his mobile kitchen, he drew a few strands of noodles from a shelf above the workbench, teasing them out into the bowls; from other shelves he scissored green kangkung, stalks and leaves, and tossed in a few bakso meatballs. Lemongrass steam wafted from his benchtop cooking pot as he spooned hot broth into the bowls.
 ‘Chilli?’ 
 Joni nodded.
 From another compartment he grabbed one and chopped it into slivers. Scooping it up onto the blade of his cleaver, he scattered it over the broth.
 Joni gulped down the steaming soup.
 ‘You work your soup trolley every day?’ he asked after he had finished.
 ‘Most days,’ the soupman rinsed the bowl in a water bucket hooked to the front of his cart. ‘Some days I leave it for hire at the markets.’
 ‘You should try it, Joni,’ Murdani suggested, putting his unfinished bowl down for the kittens and their mother.
 ‘Haven’t you got anything tougher for me, like debt collecting?’ Joni scissor-kicked the air.
 Shaking his head, the soupman lifted the pushcart off its wooden rest and pushed it along the road. ‘See you at Senen sometime, kid,’ he called to Joni.
 ‘I’ll come with you.’ Joni, eager for an excuse to get away from another of his father’s lectures, ran after the soupman. He wished he could be like one of the action movie heroes he had seen on the big screen at the Kartika Chandra cinema, karate-chopping or shooting into oblivion all the people who hassle him. His father would be near the top of his list. He walked in silence beside the pushcart as it trundled along past the larger houses where people with office jobs lived behind security walls. He’d shoot them too.
 A headlight caught Joni in its beam and he flattened himself against the wall.
 He watched as a motorbike circled around and pulled up beside the pushcart. A moustached man in a leather jacket with a girl in a pink miniskirt on the back, just like some American film. Blinking, Joni watched as fingernails uncurled themselves from the rider’s crotch, and shapely brown legs ending in black stilettos unwrapped themselves from around his thighs. The girl took her helmet off and shook her glossy bobbed hair, checking her pursed red lips in the rearview mirror. ‘Thank you, honeyman,’ she said in a husky voice.
 ‘Hell, she’s a he!’ Joni whispered to the soupman. 
 ‘No, he’s a she!’ the transvestite glared at Joni. 
 ‘Oey – want some breakfast soup, miss?’
 Smiling glossy red lips at Joni, she held out the cracked helmet for filling; when the young rider protested, she slowly smoothed her hand over his cheek: ‘Don’t be jealous baby – mama’s got plenty for everyone.’ He grabbed his helmet and rode away without waiting for the fare.
 ‘Thanks, I’ve eaten already,’ she nodded in the direction of the departing rider. ‘Is your father still around?’
 Joni nodded. ‘I was talking to him a few minutes ago.’
 ‘Did you tell him to get rid of the neighbourhood stray cats?’ she growled at him.
 ‘Careful, the boy’ll report you to his dad,’ the soupman warned.
 ‘What for? You and your apprentice are the ones disturbing the peace, with your squeaky wheels and night-time percussion. I’ve been selling my arse all night, boys – go sell your own meatballs.’ She took off her high-heels; barefoot, she was still taller than Joni.
 Joni resented being called an apprentice, almost as much as not being one. ‘Hey, I haven’t finished talking to you,’ he called after the transvestite.
 She swung around, clutching her stiletto as a weapon: ‘Get lost, kid. You couldn’t afford me.’
 ‘You want some protection?’ Joni tried to sound tough like the movies. She laughed and he faltered: ‘No, I mean it, I have friends in Blok M.’
 ‘It’s not my strip.’
 ‘Well, around here then?’
 ‘You’re just a kid dong,’ she tousled his black hair. ‘Here’s 500 rupiah, young gangster. Now be a good boy and go home.’
 Crushed, Joni watched as the transvestite slunk barefoot past his father’s guard hut. She put her shoes back on at the entrance to one of the many narrow lanes feeding off Jalan Setiabudi and housing a population of several hundred transients. He’d learn to be a tough and get even someday.
 Back at the guard hut Murdani lay sprawled on an outside bench snoring. Several scraggly cats with stumpy tails and ripped ears sniffed his hands. Joni crept up to the hut. He opened the cupboard inside but there was nothing in it he could sell later.
 He tried his father’s sleeping form, patting his pockets feeling for money, but the yellow cat hissed at him; Murdani stirred and opened his eyes.
 He saw Joni holding a Rp500 note. ‘Back again, son?’ he said surprised, sitting up. ‘Thanks,’ he took the money from Joni’s hand.
  
 *  *  *
  
 ‘Empaaaaat!’ Graham Boule yelled for his host’s benefit before teeing off. The ball jerked up and curled around the dogleg to the right of the fairway, before dipping sharply into the trees beneath which sat a few picturesque men in coolie hats. One of the coolies ran over to where the ball landed and picked it up, following the others who had disappeared over the edge of the embankment.
 ‘That’s quite a penalty shot,’ Graham said, sweat mixed with sunblock running stinging into his eyes. He had been waiting over a week for this invitation and was not going to let a lost golf ball blow his chances with Ricky Supangat and the bigwigs he could introduce him to. All those Mercs in the carpark suggested plenty of business to be done.
 ‘Please, no penalty,’ his host Ricky apologised. ‘Jagorawi is still a new course and we have some difficulties keeping the spectators away. They are always interested to see Australians playing here as it was designed by Greg Norman. Play your shot again.’
 So old Greggie is making a squillion bucks here as well, Graham thought to himself. Good luck to him.
 Georgia had left Graham few choices when she cleaned him out last year. The crippling settlement in her favour, combined with the ongoing maintenance costs for private schools and riding lessons for the girls, meant he needed decent money. His boss suggested he take a holiday in Jakarta, test the property market there. He would have preferred Hongkong or Singapore, one of Asia’s better known ‘tiger’ economies, but once he arrived here he was amazed by the money flowing around the place.
 This was his third trip from Perth in less than a year – it was closer than Sydney after all. His company was at a crossroads, torn between sticking to hit-and-run hotel seminars or moving upstream with a more permanent presence like the big boys at JLW and Baillieus.
 ‘Please, you go first, Pak Ricky,’ Graham offered. What did the old boy want from him? He had met him on his last trip at one of his seminars, promoting his Swan River condos. In a brand-new block overlooking King’s Park, five had been sold off the plan on Tuesday night.
 Graham scanned Ricky’s face for clues as his host conferred with the caddy; his watery eyes seemed animated enough as he fired off words in a staccato stream Graham could not understand, but the bags below his eyes and the deep creases in his brown cheeks running from his nose to below his mouth suggested lassitude. Graham had thought only redheads like himself freckled in the sun, but Ricky’s weathered face bore the telltale age blotches of a lifetime spent largely indoors. His club shaft seemed ridiculously long for his small frame, his arthritic swing fairly gentle; but the ball travelled straight up the fairway to the far side of the dogleg, with a clear sight of the green.
 Graham followed the safer option on his repeat tee shot. ‘You play here often?’ he asked as the motor cart whined towards their balls.
 ‘Not as often as I would like,’ Ricky said. ‘My doctor says I need the open spaces and the fresh air, but I have so many other commitments …’ he left the sentence dangling. ‘This is an interesting hole – a village to the left and a river to the right. It shows the fragile balance we have here in Java, between nature and society.’
 Graham smiled and waved to the village children in their muddy clothes. Funny they were not at school. Chattering, they ran alongside the cart on the other side of the cyclone wire fencing.
 Graham thought the children called out his name. ‘No,’ Ricky said puzzled.
 ‘But I heard them say Boule,’ Graham insisted.
 ‘Pak Bule!’ the caddy chirruped, handing him his club.
 Ricky spat a few words at the caddy who stopped smiling: ‘They were saying “bule”.’
 ‘Boolay?’ Graham pronounced his name the French way.
 ‘It means “white”,’ Ricky explained. ‘A term of respect for Caucasians.’ He clipped the ball onto the edge of the green.
 The approach shot was not easy: Graham needed to avoid overcompensating for the slope of the fairway and slicing his ball into the ravine. But he slashed at it; the ball failed to curl away as planned, landing in a bunker on the left side.
 Graham sand-wedged his ball onto the green, trickling to a halt a metre from the hole. He putted and missed before tapping in for a bogey.
 Ricky putted, his ball coming to a halt almost two metres from the pin. ‘An easy shot for par between friends,’ he said smiling, picking up the ball without putting again.
 Graham breathed deeply. Slow down boy, he told himself, you’ve got another eight holes to go – Javanese love the unhurried formality of courtesies and reciprocal compliments as a preamble to business. He remembered the advice of Tony, the Jones Lang Wootton rep, over beers on his first trip: ‘Flatter them and you’ll be pissing in each other’s pockets in no time.’
 ‘Jagorawi?’ Graham asked. ‘Who’s the course named after – a king or a god?’ He knew the Indonesians had plenty of both.
 ‘Actually,’ Ricky smiled, his watery hazel eyes twinkling, ‘It’s an abbreviation for the area. JA as in Jakarta, GOR as in Bogor and AWI as in Ciawi. Jagorawi is the name of the toll road connecting the three towns. Indonesian is full of words like this. Perhaps he is also the god of freeways.’
 They trudged on in the leaden humidity, watched by silent, expressionless villagers wherever they went. The golf course felt like a zoo – only, Graham realised, the fence was designed to keep people out. He was the creature on display.
 ‘The Jagorawi villagers are not yet used to tourism and the benefits it brings,’ Ricky explained.
 Graham eased into his sales pitch and worked it up over the next few holes. He spoke of family homes for children close to Australian colleges, and how in the vibrant Perth market Ricky could buy a house, put his kiddies in it for a few years and sell at the end for a tidy profit, covering their course fees. Or, if Ricky was interested in something more substantial, he had several very nice riverside residences coming up shortly. He omitted the bits about these being built with funny money during the ’80s and becoming available as a result of bankruptcy proceedings: if anything, Indonesia’s economy was even more fragile, and his host could get the wrong impression.
 ‘Tell me, Pak Graham,’ Ricky began, as they walked towards the next tee, ‘with Indonesia’s growing economy there are an increasing number of bule businessmen such as you in Jakarta. Where do these people stay?’
 ‘Well, as you know I am staying at the Hilton.’
 ‘People cannot live in hotels. These people need suitable accommodation, close to where they work.’
 The few people Graham had met in the expat community lived in compounds miles out of town: ‘Yes, there does appear to be a shortage,’ he agreed, wondering where this was leading.
 ‘My family has owned for many years a block of land in Setiabudi. Over the years the area has changed from the city fringe to the new diplomatic and business zone.’
 ‘The golden triangle of Kuningan,’ Graham said, hitting off – a booming two-wood which hung low and straight, making the green in two bounces. The old man’s land parcel could be
 worth millions!
 ‘I see you have done your homework, Pak Graham. To further our nation’s development, and given the shortage of executive accommodation, I feel it would be appropriate to consider building luxury apartments on this land.’
 ‘Like my Swan River condominiums?’
 Ricky nodded: ‘A man in your position understands developing residential accommodation. Perhaps you also understand my predicament,’ he smiled mildly. ‘Ordinarily I would call for tenders, but this is a somewhat unusual project. Much of the focus of our national development is on low-cost housing befitting our current status as a low-income country. To publicise a luxury development such as this could easily be misinterpreted and risk upsetting the delicate balance in our society.’
 ‘Tenders can be difficult in situations like this,’ Graham nodded sympathetically, his heart pounding. I understand you perfectly, you sly old bastard! I’d walk across glowing coals to bypass going to tender on something like this! It could be just the deal his company needed to set up a permanent Jakarta presence; they could go it alone then, without seeding commissions to local agents, and he’d be here as project manager sitting on a big fat package that would see Leonie and Gayle through university. Shit, if it were a hush-hush deal Ricky Supangat would probably organise the paperwork for the joint venture himself.
 ‘Tell me, what’s the land being used for at present?’
 ‘Nothing much – a few small businesses. Quite inappropriate for its prime location.’
 ‘Birdies both,’ Graham said, picking up their balls from the ninth green.
 ‘Well played,’ Ricky said, his watery eyes twinkling.
 At the clubhouse a waiter offered orange cordials. Graham, parched and sweating, ignored the hotel warnings about ice and gulped the cloying sweetness. He helped himself to several serviettes and mopped his face, feeling the sting of sunburn.
 Returning to the car the caddy-cum-driver stowed their bags in the boot and opened the back door of the black Volvo for him. Graham noticed long vertical scratches below the handle which he did not recall seeing before. Gratefully he clambered into the air-conditioned cool, smelling of leather and jasmine deodoriser. From inside he saw Ricky and the driver bending over and examining the marks on the door. He heard Ricky’s sharp voice and the wailing driver’s protests; the wailing stopped suddenly with the sound of a slap.
 Ricky slipped in next to Graham. Graham watched as the driver gingerly slipped into the front seat. Graham leant over and tapped him on the shoulder, meaning to thank him for his caddying, but the driver screamed, spasming in his seat as if electrocuted.
 ‘Wahidin!’ Ricky screamed at the driver.
 ‘Sorry, sorry,’ Wahidin muttered as he edged the car out of the carpark on to the freeway.
 ‘What was all that about?’
 ‘Oh, some uneducated Javanese are very superstitious.’ 
 ‘Anything to do with the car door?’ Graham pressed.
 ‘Oh that,’ Ricky laughed. ‘Some minor body damage. He thinks it’s the work of an evil spirit. For you, Pak Graham?’ he opened the mini-bar and poured Graham a whisky. ‘We can discuss some of the details on the way back to town,’ Ricky suggested.
 ‘Why don’t we visit the site right now?’
 ‘Sadly, I have other appointments. Some other time? Here’s my card.’ Graham noticed the business card had both work and home addresses: ‘It encourages more informal meetings like today.’
 Graham was determined not to let go now he had his toe in the door: ‘Pak Ricky, let’s toast the god of the freeways so that the traffic does not hold us up too long.’
 ‘To Jagorawi,’ Ricky laughed.
 ‘And our deal,’ Graham clanked glasses as the Volvo overtook a battered police car in the breakdown lane.
  
 *  *  *
  
 The Volvo ground to a halt in the traffic jam as people spilled out of the Metro-Mini buses onto the roadway and boys selling magazines and food swarmed onto the road, weaving between cars under the indifferent gaze of a traffic cop in blowfly wraparound glasses. Wahidin turned from the glossy covers of smiling girls and found a packet of peanuts shoved under his nose. He shook his head. This was the third week of daylight fasting in the Ramadan month, with the Idul Fitri festival and the trip back to his home village only a week away, but as the month wore on fasting seemed to be getting harder for him. Flashing his lights, he edged the Volvo forward into a sidestreet carpark, weaving around the twin glass towers of Wisma Bumiputera and towards the West Setiabudi street exit where the parking attendant, recognising the army star on the Volvo’s number plate, waved him through the barrier.
 Foodcarts parked opposite English colleges, and the local government office offered ice creams and fried beancurd patties. Wahidin felt faint with hunger, what with the car airconditioning running for hours this morning for the bule and the stress of more damage to the car – the second in as many weeks. What would the mechanic Munin say this time: would he blame this new damage on his fasting like Pak Ricky had done last week? Pak Ricky had warned him to stop fasting if he could not drive the car safely anymore.
 It was not fair. All he ever wanted was to mind his own business and be a farmer, but he had been forced to get a job in the city after much of the family land was taken for a hotel resort and golf course. Each time he went home something had happened – a miscarriage or motorbike accident – which the superstitious villagers blamed on unhappy spirits uprooted from their trees and waterholes. Last time his father told him of crop failures: the river had been diverted to create natural spas for the rich city people and turned the remaining fields dry.
 ‘And the washing place gone as well?’ Wahidin remembered his mother squatting on river stones pounding shirts clean; another part of his homelife gone.
 ‘Insyallah – if Allah wills it,’ was his father’s only comment.
 He admired his father’s stoic faith in Allah and tried to ensure he maintained his faith in the city.
 Wahidin steered the Volvo into Jalan Setiabudi whose brick fences were topped with broken glass. Passing the community billboard documenting the reliance on food, clothing, Pancasila and other fundamentals of life in modern Indonesian society, he stopped before a pair of rusting corrugated iron gates and blew the horn. A face peered through the gap in the gates before allowing Wahidin to enter the courtyard of the Blitar Magic Garage.
 The cut-down forty-four-gallon drums and worn tyres strewn in the dirt with grease, spare parts and forgotten tools were a familiar sight from the makeshift garages of his village childhood. Corrugated iron sheets stacked haphazardly against wooden pillars formed a walled-off storage area for kerosene jerrycans stacked on trestle benches with funnels and handpumps; old batteries bleeding white acid; upended dented hubcaps filled with water breeding mosquitoes; broken generators and a motorbike in the corner Munin had been tinkering with for as long as Wahidin had known him.
 A thin brown face, made longer by its drooping moustache, appeared from behind the gate wearing a long white shirt, over trousers and sandals.
 ‘Munin, how can you run a garage and stay so clean? It must be magic!’ 
 ‘Back again so soon?’ Munin smiled, offering him a kretek clove cigarette. 
 ‘I should be fasting.’
 ‘But you’re working, you’ve got to keep your wits about you.’ They smoked, ignoring the ‘Dilarang merokok’ sign nailed above the gate. He nodded towards the front of the car. ‘No problems with the fender work, I hope?’
 Wahidin shook his head: ‘This time it’s the door.’
 Munin ran his fingers along the parallel lines gouged in the metal. ‘These marks are still very hot. That means they’re fresh.’
 ‘Just this morning. What does it mean?’ 
 ‘I think it’s a tuyul.’
 ‘A tuyul!’ Wahidin repeated with growing apprehension – the name of the spirit-child.
 ‘Where did this happen? By the cemetery?’ 
 ‘No, at Jagorawi golf course.’
 ‘Didn’t you guard the car?’
 ‘Pak Ricky wanted me to caddy for him and the bule.’ 
 ‘What bule?’ Munin asked.
 ‘Some business partner, I don’t know.’ 
 ‘What did he look like?’
 ‘Like a bule,’ Wahidin answered testily; they all looked the same. ‘Why?’ 
 ‘Don’t you think it’s odd of your boss to be playing golf out of town when he lives right next to a golf course? With a bule?’
 ‘He was big and had red hair like a demon. I forget his name, but I called him Pak Bule.’
 ‘Go on – you left the car.’
 ‘I asked some of the other drivers waiting there to keep an eye on it for me. I locked it too,’ Wahidin added.
 ‘That explains it.’
 Wahidin knew better than to ask about these things.
 Munin continued: ‘See, the tuyul wanted to steal money from the car while you were away, but because you had the doors locked it couldn’t get in. Look at the marks, see how they begin near the handle. Imagine its long-clawed fingers, its sharp talons cutting and dragging through the metal like fresh beancurd in frustration as it slid under the car out of the daylight.’
 ‘But—’
 ‘Probably belongs to one of the farmers there,’ Munin answered his question. ‘Odd that it should be out in daytime though; very bold. The farmers must be angry up at Jagorawi. Maybe they bought the tuyul with the compensation money after their land was taken for the golf course. It seems a pity they’ve turned to thieving, themselves, but I suppose you can hardly blame them after what they’ve been through.’
 Wahidin
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