The Shouldering of  Lamang Angek
By b’shadow

Have you seen a body-guard who instinctively and spontaneously jumped so very high to cover his leader’s vulnerable body upon seeing a sniper’s ready-to-shoot gun aiming at the latter and then get killed or seriously wounded? I have seen an incidence of this altruistic sacrifice as a war paramedic in a mission in East Timor war in 1977. I was so tremendously moved in witnessing the quivering, dying body-guard asking still, in such a trembling voice, about his leader‘s safety in the very last minutes of his breathing his last, so moved that I was totally unaware that my clothes had all been wet by my tears and splashing blood of the bodyguard. Comical as it may sound, it softened the inner me to the point of such that the same reaction from me would be invoked so naturally and so automatically each time I watched movies depicting incidences of this kind. It is true that the memory left in me such a deep impression of true friendship and thought that such an altruistic sacrifice by a true comrade in a setting like that that I personally witnessed and indeed got involved in would be hard to match. I remained to believe such an overconfident assumption until one day I was told by an honest, down-to-earth  friend how he was repeatedly helped and saved by his cousin – the description that I had to acknowledge, though it involved no single drop of blood, physical contact and the like, to be more altruistic than that of mine. Yes, it softened my heartstrings to the more and to the most. I would like to share it with you in the hope to improve and understand our understanding of human kind, friendship and most importantly to sharpen our conscience (if conscience, indeed, needs to be sharpened). With the spirit of maintaining its truth-based originality, the description of this true story should be reported as truly as follows:     

“I belonged to the group they called the select few-plus in the widest sense of human’s expectations and/or valuations” He said so confidently. “The description of my life-tract would not only incite jealousy in people on the street but also in those who emerged from the exclusive class called the rich. It would even incite jealousy from those who claimed to come from high-ranking families such as the mayor and the governor and even the minister - the kinds of people whose privileges in Indonesia nearly equaled those of the absolute kings in the past. Yes, they could easily match me in most materialistic factors. There was something in my track, however, that would incite a tremendous jealousy in them. I was born with a shiny golden spoon in my mouth, the spoon that was extra-ordinarily well-guarded up to a certain point in my life time” He paused shortly and then continued in humble voice“ As a student of basic syllogism, I would like to describe it in a simple logical sequence” :
Firstly, my mother’s rice field was there in my hometown in every direction, as far as the eyes could see, always there, in golden yellow color at every point of the year. Her corn field was there too, as far as our village ran, always there, and always ready for harvest. And in between her rice and her corn there grew always her chili, pepper and the liles. Rarely had a day passed in my village without seeing my mother’s harvest of rice or corn or chili and the like. In addition to that, her village mini bank had been awarded by the provincial government as the best mini bank in the province several times. They nicknamed her ‘Induak Ameh’ (literally translated the Mother of Gold) for their amazement of her golden luck path of life.    
Secondly, a successful farmer turned trader and turned village chief, my father eventually became a member of our provincial legislative. His string of success seemed to keep running quite endlessly, so endlessly that he began to believe, despite his academic and religious attitudes, that he was accompanied by the ‘lucky shadow’ of his grandfather who died in Mecca on his tenth pilgrimage. His solid addiction to success and his ambitious parental true love for me had driven my father to frantically do anything to ensure my brightest future possible – his preparing his special nephew who was my shadow cousin to accompany and escort me had only been one of such preparations and precautions.     
Thirdly, all the advantages that I enjoyed by virtues of birth had been rightly responsible for the success in my academic and semi-academic studies, and in my career too later on. Yes, my shiny luck had taken me to those highly-heralded universities and countries and, most importantly, I witnessed myself, in solid confidence and pure amazement, how the sun rose there casting my lucky shadow longer and more colorful than those of Caucasians’, and Africans’. Like that of my parent’s, the series of success seemed to keep running quite endlessly in my course of life, so endlessly that I began to believe, despite my academic and scientific achievements, that I was escorted by the ‘lucky shadow’ of my great- grandfather who died in Mecca on his tenth pilgrimage. All in all, this series of successes, had put me so high on a certain pedestal of confidence wherein I started to genuinely believe and felt that I could achieve some stars that were hanging and dangling there in the blue sky. Yes, I grew such a confidence in me that I felt it running in my blood and creeping into my every bone. All this perhaps, as said by Kong Hu Cu, could only be told to those who had been dogged by a long series of good luck as I had been then. Likewise, thanks to the support of almost unlimited resources to my quite high intelligence, I too excelled in many sport competitions. Thus, continuous celebrations of appreciation merrily colored my childhood path. The appreciation and celebration were followed by a series of trophies and medals and the like did not only color and swell the walls of my bed-room, but also my physically wide chest and quite handsome a face. I was often told by the girls who adored me that I closely resembled Tom Cruise in his first movie “Far and Away” (Watch it! if you have not)

Fifthly, in addition to the almost unlimited privileges in my childhood, I was brought up with an always stand-by somebody who was actually my distant-cousin and my very immediate next-door neighbor – I could see his window from mine and a shiny branch of a tree, which seemingly had secretly been used in the past, grew in between our houses allowed me too to climb from my window and freely slot down to his private room as his house was quite lower than mine. Several reasons had cemented his sincere status as my stand-by somebody: First, he was a boy of my father’s Minangkabau sub-clan called Chaniago. Thus, by culture and custom, he was my father’s clan-base nephew. And as his own father died young, my father had to play a full-swing uncle to him as lined by Minangkabau custom: Your children are to be carried fully, your nephews should be led by hands, and your villagers are to be duly considered. Several other reasons had solidly been established by the courses of our lucks, his and mine, for the peculiar roles that we had to culturally play as cousins. Second, as an older cousin of the two, he was supposed to play a ground loser to me, accompany and protect me in those playgrounds wherever we played together. It was such a coincidence, however, that my cousin himself was an extra ordinarily kind and jolly fellow who found great satisfaction in helping and pleasing others. For so many long years in our relationship as cousins, I could see so clearly that he naturally did not need any extra efforts to play a ground losing role to me as an elderly cousin in Minangkabau’s expectations. He was obviously born with a built-in instinct to get satisfaction from helping and pleasing others. He smiled his proudest smile when he could magically let me win and/or open the ways for me in many situations and conditions during our shadowy half-sibling relationship in so many settings. My cousin, Buyuang Panamuah, indisputably was the truest altruist to my life-time wonder and later on regret. 
The series of my lucky premises in my early life, however, had substantially been responsible for the maximum growth of some potential peculiar attitudes in my personality. So strong. I felt them. Right here, in the deepest part of my psychological and physical chore, I was born with the basic instincts and senses of primitive men – to win every contest in life.  And so solidly, these instincts and senses were tempered and developed by the inspiration and the obsession that I acquired from watching those vivid depictions of the victorious Spartan Heroes. Soon, I became passionately fond of participating in those competitive sports where victory brought every kind of  euphoria. And soon I became addicted to the sweet taste of glory and triumph and victory. Yes, so much addicted had I become to it at some points that I would, instinctively and spontaneously, find every way to achieve such fleeting pursuit of happiness. My animal instinct to win every game and competition grew to the point of no compromise that it had slowly and then totally blanketed my conscience and thus eventually blinded me from realizing the importance of observing the limit of tolerance and sacrifice. 
Kite-flying, an innocent childhood contest, had been the most unforgettable and thus ever-lasting witness and memory to the altruistic favor rendered by my cousin Buyuang Panamuah to me. It was such a mystery, unbeknown to me up to now, how all these had been prepared - several twin and even triple kites whose interchangeable threads came to my control and to him and to me again alternately during the contest. As one cut-off or cut loose flying kite of ours, for one reason or another during the contest, had been automatically replaced by another, I turned out to be still the winner in the end of the contest and party. Threads and scales and balances of the kites must have been so cleverly knotted to be extra portable and highly mobile and so very interchangeable. But how could they, all these innocent tricks, be smuggled and operated in such a high altitude amidst the unlimited possible changes of the wind and the cloud? But what would happen should the tricks were disclosed somewhere down the line of the game? His clever maneuvers and body language and everything that he did in the field well assured me that I was well covered up and thus it could be concluded that :  For all these, the risks were all for him to face and the credits were all for me to collect. And amidst all these, the winning streak kept on running. And later on I learned that the magic power  that he exercised was called akuan (an invisible spirit which which helps to win and protect). And I was so moved to learn that my cousin Buyuang Panamuah started to learn all this from his early years with the only intention to help me to win these childhood games that we went to play together and to stand strong and tall in the adult life. I was moved to learn that to acquire this power to the level we needed to win kite flying, Buyuang Panamuah had to go through a long and so lonely retreat wherein he had to go through an and arduous sessions of fasting. But my addiction to and thirst for victory was much bigger than the whisper of my conscience. Thus, winning became the ultimate objective in my life. And my cousin’s sacrifice was just taken for granted and thus forgotten as time went by.         

Domino, a very populist tandem-game in Minang Kabau, became the next medium of altruistic favors that My Buyuang Panamuah did for me. And his favors had significantly contributed to my winning streaks. Yet, the mysteries in the favor in the games grew more undecipherable. Yes, in our domino competition games, I found out, to my naïve but ambitious awe, where the impossible odds turned out surprisingly right to our favorable points and credits, and where many wrong twin mixings or wrong twin combinations of tile numbers of ours eventually turned out to our favor and advantage one invisible way or another. Simply said, no matter how unlucky our tiles numbers had been in the early going of the set, down the game line something mysterious had slowly turned the tide to our lucky side in some mysterious way or another. And the changes of places during the breaks of the game had only accelerated the faster turning of our shiny lucky wheels. Our winning over the best player in the province, however, had knocked off the last nerve of my curiosity. I insisted on his explaining to me the reasons of our victorious marching in domino contest that had far gone beyond my expectation and seemed to never reach the anti-climax. Much to my surprise, my cousin demonstrated to me how deftly and quickly he could pass and hide the shadowy twin and marked numbers of each domino tile on and under the table. For all these, the risks were all for him to face and the credits were all for me to collect. And amidst all these, the winning streak kept on running. I shuddered to think of dangers that we would face though if those tricks of playing with the twin numbers and tiles were to be found out by the opponents against whom we often played for money as well as for the contest. To assure me of my safety, he smilingly explained to me, in some language that went a bit beyond my logical domain - that he could guess those twin–tile numbers of mine or read them through my long or short breath, or up closing them, by half closing his innocent eyes, and thus made them look more visible to him. Thus, one way or another he could somehow see and arrange my tile twin- numbers amidst the whole tricks and strategies and psy-war of domino game and contest. Again I was moved to learn that my cousin Buyuang Panamuah had advanced his akuan power and those of telepathy to the degree that he needed to always open the way for me to win in domino. I was more moved to learn that to acquire these powers to the level we needed, Buyuang Panamuah had to go through a longer and more lonely retreat wherein he had to go through a more arduous sessions of fasting. The addiction to glory in me had had grown much bigger. Still it kept growing. Thus, winning had become the ultimate objective in my daily life whatever the name of the game was. The dedication of my cousin Buyuang Panamuah,   and his devotion too were just taken for granted and forgotten as time went by.     

Thus, one win followed another. The winning strikes of childhood and adolescent games readily and happily invaded every sector of real life that we, as adults, treaded together, including those of academic and business and politics. Yes, the winning track in kite-flying and domino repeated itself in several elections that joined and that I won by such landslides that did not only surprise my rivals but also myself and my naïve cousin too. It had me so high on a pedestal of success that I felt I almost touched some degree of eternity. It would undoubtedly, as I said so very convincingly in the early going of my retelling, incite jealousy in every level of people in our society in our province. I was promoted “Datuak” in my clan at the age of 8, got my Ph.D at the age of 26. I became the  member of our local parliament at the age of 27 and the strongest candidate in a mayoral election in my town at the age of 28. I became all the shines, a rising star. And the history recorded clearly that in every win that I enjoyed, there had always been a tremendous sincerest share of my altruist cousin Buyuang Panamuah. I was shocked and moved when I learned that my cousin Buyuang Panamuah had advanced his akuan and telepathy power to those skills for the making of decoys, masks, camouflage, undercover, and subtle maneuvers that he needed to open the way for me to continue winning every game in my adult life especially that of politics. I shuddered to the back bone upon learning that to acquire this power to the level he needed to win all these Buyuang Panamuah had to go through a much longer and much more lonely retreats wherein he had to go through an arduous sessions of fasting.  And more riskily, in addition to that, he had entered a black contract with some shadowy black spirits - he had to sacrifice some of his years and health to the realm and assets of that of the devils’ that practically meant that he had to cooperate with them for their interest and goals. Simply said he had sacrificed a part of his living to me in order for me to keep on winning every game. Still the euphoria of triumph and the thirst for more of it had blinded me from stopping him to just think of my interest. His dedication and devotion was somehow taken for granted and forgotten as time by.   
Still, to strengthen our entourage to ensure the continuation of my winning streaks, out of the blue Buyuang Panamuah introduced to us a twin of angels in the middle of our fiercer and fiercest struggle in our real life situation. Excelling in beauty but mediocre in head, the twin angels, to my astonishment, played their all in roles in between the two of us without any obvious signs of breaking the local mores and norms which happened to be quite conservative in Minangkabau land. The success of their roles had perhaps been made possible by the fact that they were so closely similar in look and personality and taste and style. In fact, we could not tell one from the other. In fact, we were too busy to learn to tell one from the other. And what was it for knowing one from the other as they were there, and always there to serve us so sincerely and so indiscriminately. In no time they became our true cheerleaders twenty four hours a day and seven days a week. And most importantly, they played their roles to the degree of superb conformance and compliance as guide lined by Buyuang Panamuah. Although each of the twin had been given a quite clear list of job descriptions and assignment that is to accompany and escort one of the two of us, me and Buyuang Panamuah, both had actually but in so intelligent a disguise shadowed me more and most in the light and in the twilight without making anyone’s eyebrows raised in any of our relatives and peers and the enemies. Again unbeknown to me up to now, how all these had been prepared and executed - the twin angels seemed to have been knotted with some intelligent threads that could come to me thoroughly and to him in skin deep and to me again more fully (to my advantages always) alternately during the holy course of our life. Thus, as one angel got to periodically temporary leave down the line, for one clear or blurred reason or another, had always been replaced by the other to assist, I turned out to be still the clean winner in the end of the game and party. Threads and scales and balances of the angels must have been so cleverly knotted to be extra portable and highly mobile and so very interchangeable. Again, his altruistic smiles and so friendly and uniquely grinning had rest assured me that all the risks were for him to face and all the credits were for me to collect. Trapped in the boiling blood of my youth that led to the unstoppable addiction for more victories to satisfy the enjoyment of euphoria, my conscience, its development, had been neglected and thus remained underdeveloped. Thus, Buyuang’s dedication and devotion to me, his cousin, were just taken for granted. The show must go on and the glory was to be pursued even more.
Along the way, as naturally expected, some instinctive drives and feeling, mine that was quite clear and Buyuang’s that was quite blurred and loose, had quite instinctively grown for the twins. The frantic pursuit of victories and success in our modern and capitalistic life, however, had delayed and postponed our knot-tying with the twins sine die. Thus, Buyuang Panamuah and me and the twins were hanging in the semi-engagement and semi-married status for quite some time. And although each of the twins had been given a quite clear semi-ownership declaration and assignment that is to accompany and escort one of the two of us separately, me and Buyuang Panamuah, both had actually but in so intelligent a disguise shadowed and covered me up more and most in the light and in the twilight. And thus if, in addition to their fixed salaries and fringe benefits, some natural types of down-payment or advance-payment had been silently cashed in or transferred quite mysteriously to the twin angels by me amidst the hustle and bustle of the pursuit of one glory over another, then these extra payments had to blamed on the black-outs that so frequently happened in our town, Padang. Yes, the blackouts had to be blamed for my innocent groping in the dark for the so invitingly shiny and so colorful round numbers carried by the twins’ cheerleaders. One night and more nights and many nights, the blackouts, which were firstly blamed, were later on welcome through some holy and mysterious whispers. They were warmly welcomed as the periodic groping had so naturally recharged and refilled the fire to continue the pursuit of glory and happiness. The addiction for euphoria had now not only overshadowed my conscience, it had somehow overtaken it and blinded it to the point of total perfection. So blinded had I been then that I was not aware (I found out later on though) that at some certain points one of the two angels, quite alternately and alternatively perhaps, had been taken to an asylum by Buyuang Panamuah for her to clean the brunt. And, if the brunt could not be cleaned and cleansed, the fruits were tenderly and sincerely saved and given the safest asylum by Buyuang Panamuah. So blind had I been indeed that I was not aware at all that these had actually taken place in front of my so bare every day life quite a number of occasions.       
Some strong but brotherly insistence and reminder and persuasion from close relatives and true friends of ours had finally pushed me to make my final decision to tie the formal knots with one of the innocent twins. To my surprise, I found family-raising and parenting a wonderful and meaningful thing in my life. I enjoyed it more than that of pursuing victory and inhaling euphoria. I regretted the delays which all had been caused by the stupidity of pursuing fleeting and ephemeral victory euphoria. 
It was to my greatest dismay, just as some true values of commitment and keeping a family started to grow so seriously in me, I lost my significant other, my choice of one of the twins, along with my only son, in an airplane accident. I was totally crushed. The coming of the first defeat had hit the hardest in the area that I thought was the most valuable thing in my life ever. It came at last, after a long streak of victories and euphoria. Darn Atun. Darn Magek. Yes, it hit me so perfectly well. It was only a few days before when I was playing racing car with my only son who resembled me so much in so many ways. And when I was in limbo, crying and lamenting the loss of my only beloveds, Atun and Magek, and regretting all these years of blindness and unreasonable delays, I woke up that one morning only to again find my beloved naïve Atun  and innocent Magek sleeping right besides me. What a horror! Oh my God, have I had just resurrected from my grave? Repeatedly, I hit my chest so hard to find out if it were only a dream. Yes, it was a reality. I found myself again with one of the sweet twin angels, along with an offspring so close in everything as the one that I had just lost. My sudden happiness had been overshadowed by the shocking horror in my mind.  
Upon my so strict interrogation of her right then, she admitted that she was actually Utiah and that they both had actually since the very beginning alternately served and attended to me to the point of no reserves. And that in her so sincerest and so naive confession they said that they had never attended to Buyuang Panamuah. Both had attended to me. Me only. Nobody  else but me. And that they only tried to conform to and comply with the job descriptions as given by Buyuang Panamuah. And that they had sometimes disappeared into the blue to clean and cleanse the dust and the brunt that accidentally happened due to my blind carelessness and their blind obedience and that it had all been secretly arranged by Buyuang Panamuah. And that the boy sleeping on my bed now was the happy bonus of such naïve carelessness. My conscience bled, crashed, and rebelled. It eventually refused to tolerate anymore. Immediately in so very mixed feeling, I confronted Buyuang  Panamuah and frantically asked him to stop all this total devotion of a cousin which could lead to a tragedy of bending, twisting, and breaking every rule of religion and the custom of Minangkabau. Again, his altruistic smiles and so friendly and uniquely grinning tried to rest assure me that all the risks were for him to face and all the credits were for me to collect. This time, though, unlike in the contest of flying kites and domino, and those so many others in our real life, his smiles and grinning did not look as naturally sweet as they used to be to me. On the contrary, they looked peculiarly overdone. It did not assure me of anything. Instead, it had only rung an unmelodious chord in my suddenly self-calibrated and thus self-corrected balance of conscience. He read unprecedented, so unappreciative, deeply contorted face of mine. In a deeper contortion, his face turned whiter than the shade of pale. Seemingly, he was so stunned to be denied his service as he had promised to my father who was his only beloved uncle since the early going of our predestined life. With his exuberantly-moving fingers, he frantically tried to explain some dangers and loses which were beyond my logical comprehension. I had never heard an apprehensive voice, more trembling and pleading than that. I said no and explained to him that he had carried more than enough lamang angek than anyone could have taken and that the continuation would be highly intolerable in terms of religious and Minangkabau customs. I stressed and convinced him that we had indeed twisted, bent and broken some God’s rules and guidelines. I told him too that I quit all this pursuit of glory, victory and triumph. It is not worth the risks of losing our conscience. His face turned the whitest a human face could be. He was staring at me with his mouth agape, and face turning whiter than whitest. He was stuttering but nothing was heard. In a deepest silence he turned his back and left. I turned mine too, instinctively, knowing that I could not bear seeing him leaving me in such a mixed and complicated feeling after all the beautiful memories in our childhood and his altruistic sacrifice to me. I was told later on that he just could not lead any normal life like every body else, he simply could not  prioritize himself. He just could not put himself or his interest first before helping others He just could not make his own track or another track of life other than serving and protecting me. Thus in his limbo he led a miserable life. I wished I could see him again in another setting of life, wherever it could be, wherever it could be, where there was no drive for the pursuit of victory, glory, and triumph, and most importantly to me, where I could repay him all what he had done to me in the ways that would not again be in conflicting with those words of God.” 

He ended his recollection in a face that I could not read or explain quite easily. It seemed that it had indeed put him again to the feeling that he actually had when he separated with altruistic cousin. He had reached a level of sadness where, instead of bursting into tears, one got to a numb and stunned to a stone.  More to himself rather than to me, he barely said “I don’t care if it will still incite jealousy in any people. The regret was indeed too much and too heavy for me to carry.”   

In spite of the fact that his recollection had no trace of gun shooting and blood shedding, I myself had to be objective in my comparative conclusion that his version of altruistic true story was much more moving than mine. And more illuminating in terms of value benchmarking, that a balanced conscience should not be sacrificed for whatever prices could be offered. What do you think? Or, have you heard or experienced anything more moving than his? Let us share it as friends.
Note : 

The above story is based on a true experience as given by a friend who resigned from his candidacy for a mayoral position in our town and returned to his hometown to restart his new career as a farmer and a religious teacher. Anyone in doubt of this story could be taken to the address of this friend of ours.     

