When Qishash Accidently Found its Peaceful Solution

By : B’s Shadow

(for all my buddies at Fac. Of Letters and  PT SP)

Everyday reality shows us bare facts that in most occasions and settings, most neighborhood relationship remains mostly distant, aloof, and limited. Simply said, nowadays, due to our becoming more and more hectic schedule of pursuance of happiness and frantic escaping from life-stresses, we seldom see happy development of neighborhood relationship. Yet, no one can ever tell what kind of relationship two neighbors can develop as they brush shoulders  day in and day out. For some mysterious reasons or others, some relationships might grow into some kind of family-like ties that they can hang on to in difficult moments and, of course, cherish or rejoice in good ones.  And when a neighborhood relationship survived some episodes and flourished in some unexpected manner and course, it could grow into some peculiar but interesting development. Still it can be more peculiar and amusing and even shocking when the neighbors have to socialize or interact in couples in fenceless and windowless and door less setting.  

I closely witnessed such  a development of neighboring relationship as a young boy who was asked to attend a glassware shop by my uncle. As glassware business did not run well then,  I had quite an ample of time to witness a quite peculiar development of relationship between Sate Seller and Martabak Seller in Banda Buek market who, perhaps for the sake of practicality and economy, both ran their business with their spouses. And it was such a coincidence that both couples were newly married. At some point a long the line, I was told that they were both matched by their uncles for the sake of strengthening their family tree and preserving their family pride.

As they ran their business right in front of my uncle’s glassware shop under some simple portable tents, I could see the development of their relationship much clearer than those so called ‘sinetrons’ on Indonesian T.V channels. In the beginning, it was quite boring to see the two couples running their business right in front of my nose everyday. As I did not much business to attend to, however, I was kind of forced by the setting and then attracted to pay quite an attention to their everyday interaction that was showing some peculiar acting and phenomena from the  outset. The first peculiarity came with the fact that the two couples were given very contrasting physical casing by God, The Mighty Creator : Sate Seller and his wife were both quite fat and quite dark in skin whereas the Martabak Seller were both quite skinny and quite straight and had heavy albino complexion. I guess, we scarcely come across these two contradicting and disappointing physical variations moving together in disharmonious rhymes of life.

The first thing that caught my attention about them was that these two newly married couples did not seem to be in harmony. They never smiled at each other. Instead, more often than not, they exchanged cloudy reserved mood which could not be easily interpreted. Except for the sake of serving the customers, they never made close proximity as newly married couples were naturally expected to show out of honeymoon spirit.  In each couple,  exchanges of sweet words or even glances, as normally married couples were expected to make, were never observed. Simply said, they were not there.  Instead, for one unseen reason or another, they sometimes exchanged some kind of cat-and-dog glances which mysteriously turned into rap-like conversations. Once in a while, the altercations and the bickering they made went quite obvious and thus increased the already cantankerous  atmosphere of the market area. Had it not been for these unhappy pictures, I guessed, they would have sold better, as I had been a quite regular customers of theirs and thus I knew so well, and  as I was also told by many, that both menus they sold tasted quite delicious. Some customers, however, did not seem to care their internal conflict. They simply came to fill their empty, crying stomach and thus as long as they were served the food – sate and or martabak- they were satisfied.  

To my tickling curiosity,  I noticed  that, when the fat Sate Seller passed some utensils of any kind to his spouse, it just, more often than not, fell mysteriously short. It just could not, for some mysterious reasons or others, quite reach her hand or when it reached it, it did not deliver firmly enough, and thus the passed utensil dropped to the ground, and in no time they started to get cranky with each other and there went another day of endless grumbling and lamenting. Whereas the  wife of Martabak Seller, on the other hand, seemed to be hurt and quite in pain when the Martabak Seller handed something to her in a not so friendly a manner. He seemed to be so naturally incapable of delivering it in the way it should be to his wife. Instead, he thrusted the utensil quite rudely that she would, though in silence, be in pain and in unpleasantness, and yet her husband seemed not to be aware of it as a husband was expected to. I kept wondering, even up to know, why such physical interactions between the two couples in passing the utensils often failed every time it took place. As time went by, I watched the episodes wherein they did not often pass the utensils anymore. But that did not decrease the occurrences of unhappy conversation in the internal sphere of each couple. Still I witnessed, off and on, in my closer observation,  both husbands of the two couples, for no clear reason whatsoever now, would mysteriously go unreasonably cranky, complaining almost invariably that something had been neglected or misplaced or mislaid which actually of trivial or no importance at all. Once in while they smashed some utensils to the ground and some went into pieces and some ended up in damaged or dented shapes. The clattering and the tinkling of broken pieces of these kitchen utensils evoked those number of Mozart The Tragedy of Civil War,  that is, if I am not mistaken, one of his early master pieces. Although those broken and the dented pieces of their glassware, the production of their unhappy  interaction, always found the replacement in my glassware shop which helped my slow sales, it didn’t compensate my feeling sorry for both couples who seemed to be wading so heavily and so slowly in the thick and sticky cloud of unhappy interaction in front of my shop.  Was there some kind of hidden grudge in each couple? How could it be? What was the reason? I felt deeply sorry for both couples.  I wished I could do something about it. I was too young and inexperienced then, I just could not figure out anything to do about it, not to mention the so sensitive and the so complicated and the so private nature of marriage relationship that discourage most of us to put our nose into unless there are some signs of possible bloodshed or openly invited. I believe you all can read what I mean. 

Another peculiar and tickling thing that I watched was that, once in a while, each of the wife of the two couples, in spite of the unhappy situation of their marriage, managed to steal some moment and slipped into my tiny shop for a short session of make up. It seemed to me that to women,  no matter how tough and rough  and rugged things rolled, the beautifying instinct was always there. Nothing could take it away from them. And sometimes, by any chance or perhaps instinct (or maybe by necessity?), they regularly slipped into my tiny shop together now for a longer session of a make up.  They even exchanged their beauty kits in such a sweet and cooperative manner. Amidst the innocent chuckling and childish giggling, they even helped each other in their make ups, something  that you can only see between two sisters in a wedding party of a spinster aunt in their extended family. Evoked in me, upon watching their beautifying criss-crossing fingers, was some numbers of nerve-soothing Classic Phil harmony as conducted Zubin Mehta whose concerts had been peacefully attended by so many religious and political leaders from different and various paths of beliefs and philosophies. Thus, I kept wondering why, in spite of their unhappy relationship with their husbands, the two poor wives seemed to be in such a harmony and managed to run some sessions of mysterious whispering and laughing on lady’s stuff amidst the so many things to be done about their business. All these two women’s oddities and those of their situation built up my curiosity in watching them even more. I felt that with all their natural playful naivety amidst their not so happy situation, they were more interesting to watch than those celebrities who floundered and showed off all those expensive stuff on T.V channels that were too far from my meager income to afford.  I felt that since then, I began to believe, and it is so solid in me now, that some cleverly hidden plans in human dramas enacted naively but trickily in their real life, are much more fascinating to watch and learn something out of. Do you agree with me? 

Some more peculiar developments, however, began to show up when one of each couple went to China Town to buy the things they needed for the next day of business. The fat Sate Seller went by himself whereas the Martabak Seller sent his skinny wife to do the shopping. I often saw the errand goers took the same city bus, by accident perhaps,  to get to China Town. The Sate Seller seemed a little bit relax and kept whistling in silence in his preparation to do the shopping for tomorrow. The thin wife of Martabak Seller managed to slip into my tiny glassware shop to put on some make-up when it was time to go shopping for tomorrow. Yes, the two errand goers  looked a little bit lighter in their move  when the time came for this shopping journey, an escape of so much routine long and day of business. And during their absence, for any unknown reasons or others, the selling of sate and martabak ran better. The thin Martabak Seller and the fat wife of Sate Seller were naturally carried into some mutual cooperation in the middle of selling activities which was conditioned by the need of their business - some eating customers of sate ordered martabak from sate stand and vice versa. This cooperative criss-crossing sales, however, were not something unusual in the  business of Padang people.  It was very common indeed and it gave its value added to both businesses. In these interactions, the temporary criss-crossing couples made some quite nice exchanges of jokes and  glances which were only obvious to me as I now scrutinized them with detective-like curiosity. Thus I began to be attracted by the two different developments of  their interactions.  They were quite in contrast : when they were with their spouses and when they temporarily criss-crossed. And what made me more surprised was the fact that now, in temporary criss-crossing couples, the exchanges of the kitchen utensils took place quite successfully. They never failed. They never fell short or any little bit too thrusting. And mysteriously the clattering and the tinkling of their kitchen utensils now evoked in me an old sweet song by Roy Orbinson “When the right one Come Along” that he wrote and sang and got to the top chart in his early romantic years. Yet, when their legal couples came back, which happened to take place quite one after another in a smooth turn, they seemed to be able to detect it by instinct and one of them would instinctively and wisely beckon or silently whistle a little sign which abruptly ended  their happy temporary criss-crossing interaction and exchanges.  

Nobody noticed, what is more cared, the odd development of the relationship between the two couples in Banda Buek market as everybody was busy with their business day in and day out. People only pay attention to celebrities, don’t they? In fact the government, after apologizing so sincerely to the people,  had just increased the price of fuel oil from Rp. 2.500 per liter to Rp. 4.500 per liter. The increase fairly hurt every business equally not excluding those small ones like sate and martabak. After some time though, the people around were stunningly shocked to hear the news that spread so fast that the Sate Seller had disappeared mysteriously. And so did the wife of the Martabak Seller. Everybody at Pasa Banda Buek talked about it for quite some time and many of them wondered why the two disappeared at the same time. And it could be felt then that the heat of the news took their minds off the impact of the increase of the fuel oil price which hurt their business severely. After some time though, it was concluded by the them that the two, for some mysterious reasons or others, had eloped and disappeared into the dark. I was not quite surprised to see the development though, as I watched it developing step by step. In fact, given the fact that I had observed the drama quite from the beginning, I kind of expecting that such a peculiar thing could turn into a peculiar development. Yet, as I was unaware of the actual reason then, I did not expect the development could go that far and that fast in this land of the religious clan called Minangkabau that do not at all tolerate any slightest breach of strict traditional moral rules especially that that has to do with the holiness and sacred status of marriage.

The abandoned couples, however, did not seem to accept the news in the way as most abandoned spouses would when such an embarrassing thing happened to them. Inspite of the shocking news and in spite of the sudden absence of  her husband, the abandoned wife of  the Sate Seller continued her sate business as usual on the next day. And every time people asked where her husband had gone, she quickly answered that she did not have any slightest ideas. Sometimes she looked sad and sometimes she looked just okey. The Martabak Seller, too, continued his business as usual on the next day inspite of the news and in spite of the sudden absence of his wife. And when asked about his wife’s where about he quickly replied by shrugging off his thin shoulders. Sometimes he looked sad, yet sometimes he looked just okey. They did not seem to respond to the shameful incident as most, or perhaps all, couples are expected to do and show -  Business seemed to run as usual. Alone and bound by the same fate, the wife of the Sate Seller and the Martabak Seller, seemed to keep the simple principle of survival of the fittest : “No matter what happens, the show must go on.” And what  a blessing in disguise! Their business ran even better and better. And The ‘symbiosism’ of their  business too went even better and better. The exchanges of the kitchen and now cooking uttensils became so surprisingly successful. They just could execute it so smoothly without looking at each other. Sate fills you well and gives you heat and then martabak gives you relief and comfort. They just could not complement  each other any better. It just could not be any better. Business ran as usual and exchanges of glances and nice words continued in some peculiarly hidden manners. Nobody but me could notice such peculiar developments as most people were buried in their business to make enough earnings to cope with the negative effects of the increase of fuel oil. And if they wanted to watch others, they would do it on T.V programs – those starry celebrities. It seemed to me that to them, common people or people on the street were never and  not at all interesting to watch.

And after two weeks of the disappearance of the Sate Seller and the wife of the Martabak Seller, the Martabak Seller and the wife of the Sate Seller took a perfect and sweet revenge. Instead of showing some kind of sadness and frustration and disturbances by the insistent and nagging questions and the wondering and pityful look of the people around,  they bravely united their selling carts together and combined their business to create a maximum ‘symbiosism.’  Alone but together now as bound by the same fate, they seemed to have declared more to themselves : Our fate is not our destiny, it’s entirely our choice. And now, instead of having two separate washing-pans, they jointly bought a bigger one and put it in the middle of the borderless point where they shared the washing of the just used utensils that they had to quite periodically. Yes, now I saw them helping each other in washing the criss-crossing utensils that had just been used in criss-crossing transactions while exchanging sincere smiles and sweet words like those of music band players when their music play came to such a harmony that the audience got to their feet to applaud them. As I did not have any opportunity to go out of my Beloved City of Padang up to then, I witnessed that they both became more and more successful in their business in the city. I saw the proven fact that every business was  like a living thing, it had its own soul and being, it needs love and caring hands to grow. Their united business had the core of it now – sincere symbiosism and intensive mutual caring.  They sold so well that they opened more outlets and  even had franchises. What a blessing in disguise! They had turned a shameful threat into a golden opportunity. I think everybody should learn from their agility and toughness. Do you agree to my suggestion?

Nobody knew what happened to the peculiar couples since then. I stopped watching them as I was assigned by my uncle to another shop in Bukit Tinggi, another city about one hundred kilo metres from Pasa Banda Buek 10 years had passed quite silently. Many things happened to me in the elapsed time and I was about to forget the criss-croosing couples, the street actors of my real life sinetron. But then, in my once-in-a-life-time trip to Jakarta after 10 years of what most would describe as a shameful incident of theirs, I was taken by my cousin to a yoga exhibition. And again what a coincidence! I came across the couples in that peculiar branch of half sport and half ritual in nature. Yes, both the criss-crossing couples peacefully competed in yoga exhibition in Jakarta and both became the so-called double champions of yoga models in their age category in the capital city of Indonesia. The oufit that they had showed quite an evidence that they both made it in their businesses – sate and martabak and the criss crossing of it. I witnessed that the Sate Seller who used to be so fat, perhaps because of his going along so well with the skinny ex-wife of the Martabak Seller had likewise turned quite slim and looked much better physically. The other criss-crossing couple had also experienced the same phenomena : the Martabak Seller who used to be thin had became a bit athletic and the ex-wife of the Sate Seller, who used to be heavy, had turned quite slim and looked much more happy and  healthy. And I watched very clearly and concluded from the warm way they embraced each other that both the criss-crossing couples seemed to be so happy to reunite in a new and free setting.  To my surprise, both couples seemed to have just come to a peaceful agreement  to happily leave all the peculiar happenings behind them and showed a tremendous spirit to live happily ever after as true friends.  And I kept wondering, until now, why after so many years of not seeing each other, I could by accident meet them and continue to witness such a peculiar development of the interaction to that happy ending. I kept wondering too, how sate seller and martabak seller and their criss-crossing couples could meet in yoga exhibition after 10 years of the run away incidence.  And most intriguing of all, I kept wondering how the Martabak Seller and the wife of the Sate Seller did not show any grudges whatsoever after such an embarrassing incidence, having their spouses stolen,  and could just come to peace so lightly when they met again after 10 years of absence. Had it not been for the peculiarly decorated cup that they were given as the double winners by the yoga committee, the mystery of the peculiar development of their neighboring interaction that developed into such a smooth exchanging of partners would always have been a mystery  to me ‘till the end of my life. The cups were decorated by a traditional inscription of a couple of yoga athletes in a wrestling-like yoga number in which one of the athletes, who was quite slim, beautifully and tenderly coiled and physically but softly overwhelmed the other athlete, who was quite round and robust. The inscription must have been so very fine an artist that his or her inscription of in-pair-yoga athletes came so finely and innocently and naively perfect that the in scripted united couples became so very much unitedly one, and that as I looked at the inscription deeper, I could again see the reminiscence of those mysteriously cheerful faces of these ladies 10 years ago in Pasa Banda Buek during their mutual beautifying sessions in my tiny and hidden glassware shop.  Also, I saw so clearly in the inscription, the shiny reflection of  their so much yearning eyes when the washing-pan was sometimes shared in tacit and mysterious understanding. Again the echo of Zubin Mehta philharmonic crept into the deepest part of my inner mind. This time though, the echo was harmoniously mixed with  that hit number of Lobo “In the Right Love”. Repeatedly and unconsciously, I nodded my head as I found the answer to the mistery of the peaceful revenge. “Sometimes qisash could by itself find its peaceful solution” I whispered so slowly to myself and again shook my head intermittently.

I am still shaking my head in disbelief when I am writing this piece, what I insist on calling a description of peculiar reality. I am wondering how simple chances and or accidents in every day life could deeply affect and change human lives. And, I keep wondering too, until now,  how such and such could develop out of human relationship and why I am the witness to the end of it. Have you ever witnessed some thing of some similar peculiar nature? If you have, take your pen or get to your P.C. or open your lap-top, if I may suggest, and start writing it before it is out of your mind. Maybe others could learn something out of it. Or at least, if some friends care to read your reality-based writing, it could somehow take their mind off the killing effect and the frustrating impact of the increase of fuel oil that happens quite periodically in our beloved country Indonesia. Thus, they do not need to buy some kind of anti depressant drug, the price of which, instead of making them relieved,  make them even more depressed. And by the way, if you happen not to believe or have any slightest doubt in this description of reality of mine, I would be more than happy and willing to take you to the Sate and Martabak Seller who are one of the two criss-crossing couples. Of course, before I introduce them to you, you have to promise me a treat of their sate and martabak. And if you insist on seeing the other couple, you ‘d better, at the earliest possible, book me a two-way ticket to Jakarta by Air Asia which charges you the cheapest fares. Any time bros, you are more than welcome to contact me.  I am always here for you.    
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Necessity is the mother of invention.

They are naturally naïve but something, that they have  to do to survive, turns them to be mysteriously and peculiarly tricky. 

Instantly inspired trickiness.

It is a wonder. I shudder to think. If  lowly educated ladies are capable of doing this trick so hidden.

I believe in the power of Feminism.

Suddenly I am reminded of the the whispering and I shudder to think 

Nobody knew what happened to the peculiar couples since then. I stopped watching them as I was assigned by my uncle to another shop in Bukit tinggi another city about one hundred kilo metres from Pasa Banda Buek. Thus ten years had passed quite away from the couples. Unlike my first assignment, however, this second shop drew more business, consequently,  I was deeply absorbed by the hustle and bustle of hectic market life. As many things happened to me in the elapsed time, I was about to forget the criss-croosing couples, the street actors of my real life movie. But then, in my once-in-a-life-time trip to Jakarta after 10 years of what most would describe as a shameful incident of theirs, I was taken by my cousin to a yoga exhibition. And again what a coincidence! I came across the couples in that peculiar branch of half sport and half ritual in nature. Yes, both the criss-crossing couples peacefully competed in yoga exhibition in Jakarta and both became the so-called double champions of yoga models in their age category in the capital city of Indonesia. The outfit that they had showed quite an evidence that they both made it in their businesses – sate and martabak and the criss crossing of it. I witnessed that the Sate Seller who used to be so fat, perhaps because of his going along so well with the skinny ex-wife of the Martabak Seller had likewise turned quite slim and looked much better physically. The other criss-crossing couple had also experienced the same phenomena : the Martabak Seller who used to be thin had became a bit athletic and the ex-wife of the Sate Seller, who used to be heavy, had turned quite slim and looked much more happy and  healthy. And I watched very clearly and concluded from the warm way they embraced each other that both the criss-crossing couples seemed to be so happy to reunite in a new and free setting.  To my surprise, both couples seemed to have just come to a peaceful agreement  to happily leave all the peculiar happenings behind them and showed a tremendous spirit to live happily ever after as true friends.  And I kept wondering, until now, why after so many years of not seeing each other, I could by accident meet them and continue to witness such a peculiar development of the interaction to that happy ending. I kept wondering too, how sate seller and martabak seller and their criss-crossing couples could meet in yoga exhibition after 10 years of the run away incidence.  And most intriquing of all, I kept wondering how the Martabak Seller and the wife of the Sate Seller did not show any grudges whatsoever after such an embarrassing incidence, having their spouses stolen,  and could just come to peace so lightly when they met again after 10 years of absence. Had it not been for the peculiarly decorated cup that they were given as the double winners by the yoga committee, the mystery of the peculiar development of their neighboring interaction that developed into such a smooth exchanging of partners would always have been a mystery  to me ‘till the end of my life. The cups were decorated by a traditional inscription of a couple of yoga athletes in a wrestling-like yoga number in which one of the athletes, who was quite slim, beautifully and tenderly coiled and physically but softly overwhelmed the other athlete, who was quite round and robust. The inscriptor must have been so very fine an artist that his or her inscription of in-pair-yoga athletes came so finely and innocently and naively perfect that the in scripted united couples became so very much unitedly one, and that as I looked at the inscription deeper, I could again see the reminiscence of those mysteriously cheerful faces of these ladies 10 years ago in Pasa Banda Buek during their mutual beautifying sessions in my tiny and hidden glassware shop.  Also, I saw so clearly in the inscription, the shiny reflection of  their so much yearning eyes when the washing-pan was sometimes shared in tacit and mysterious understanding. Again the echo of Zubin Mehta philharmony crept into the deepest part of my inner mind. This time though, the echo was harmoniously mixed with  that hit number of Michael Learn to Rock’s “In the Right Love”. Repeatedly and unconsciously, I nodded my head as I found the answer to the mystery of the peaceful revenge. “Sometimes qisash could by itself find its peaceful solution” I whispered so slowly to myself and again nodded my head intermittently.
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