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         “ONLY GUYS WHO can’t get hard fight with no fear of death,” Iwan Angsa once said about Ajo Kawir. He was one of a small handful of people who knew that Ajo Kawir’s penis couldn’t stand up. He’d seen it, nestling like a newly hatched baby bird—curled into itself, looking hungry and cold. Sometimes in the morning when its owner had just awoken, it seemed longer, full of urine, but it couldn’t stand up. It couldn’t get hard.
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         Ajo Kawir sat on the edge of his bed, naked. He was looking down at his crotch, gazing at his pecker which seemed to be resting in an eternal slumber, so lazy. He whispered to it, get up, Bird. Get up, you Wretch. You can’t just sleep forever. You have to get up. But that damn little bird didn’t want to get up.

         He thought about that girl. Iteung.

         You have to get up, he whispered again, for her. That girl wants you. She wants you to wake up and get big and hard, the way you used to. You loser, get up. I’m out of patience. I want you to get up. Now. 

         But the Bird thought it was a polar bear hibernating through a long frigid winter. It was dreaming of gently falling snow, which its master had never even seen.

         He went into the bathroom. He stuck a page ripped out of an old crossword puzzle magazine up on the wall. It was a photograph of a singer. He didn’t know her name but he liked her face, and her body even more. She was wearing nothing but a low-cut bikini. Her breasts swelled as if they were trying to pop free of her body, but what he liked best of all was her armpit hair, thick and black. He imagined what those armpits must smell like.

         Ajo Kawir splashed water all over his body and he calmed down a little. Scooping up more water from the tub, he poured it over his head and a feeling of refreshment settled over him. His hair stuck to his forehead and his ears. Water dripped off the tip of his nose and his chin.

         I’m going to try again, he thought. He looked at the photograph. Eyeing the woman’s cleavage and her thick black armpit hair, he took hold of his penis. Stroked it.

         Get up, he whispered.

         He picked up the bar of soap and rubbed it in between his hands. He closed his eyes for a moment, and then grasped his penis again.

         Get up, he whispered. Wake up, you clown, he whimpered, softly like a dog in heat.

         But this Bird thought it was a polar bear and now was the time to hibernate. This Bird was sleeping soundly. Dreaming of snow.

         Shit, Ajo Kawir grumbled.
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         Gecko also knew that Ajo Kawir’s penis refused to wake up. That’s why Gecko never invited him along to loiter in front of the post office and catcall the girls passing by, and why he never invited him to watch pornos together and never loaned him any trashy novels, believing that things like that wouldn’t cure the kid, but in fact would only aggravate him. And guys who can’t get hard should never be aggravated—after everything that happened, that’s what Iwan Angsa would admonish him.
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         They were walking along the sidewalk, each with a clove cigarette between his fingers. One was sucking on a Djarum, the other had never strayed from Gudang Garams. Gecko placed the clove in his mouth, let it hang there, and slipped both his hands into the pockets of his jeans. He bit the cigarette a little so it wouldn’t fall when he exhaled. The smoke slowly emerged from his mouth, and with the finesse of a longtime smoker he inhaled the plume back up through his nose and then exhaled it out his mouth again, in a smooth rolling circle.

         Ajo Kawir gazed up at the sky and blew his own fragrant smoke into the air. Then, looking over at Gecko, he said, “I want to beat someone up.”

         “How about those two kids sitting against that wall over there.”

         Ajo Kawir glanced to where Gecko was pointing and saw two guys who looked to be about their age, whistling at the girls passing by on their bicycles. Ajo Kawir and Gecko approached. Ajo Kawir took a long final drag on his cigarette. There were still about three centimeters left until it was down to the butt, but Ajo Kawir knew he didn’t want anymore—instead he tossed it, with its red-hot tip, into one of the guy’s laps. They both looked up at Ajo Kawir, startled.

         “Hey!” they shouted, angry of course.

         “You got a problem?” challenged Ajo Kawir.

         Gecko opened and closed his fists, to limber up his fingers. It was going to be an awesome afternoon, he thought. It was going to be exciting, a fun fight.
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         Ajo Kawir was good at finding trouble—he didn’t care if it meant the night would leave him black and blue. Sometimes his scuffles wound up with him in the village trustee’s house, sometimes at the police station, and sometimes lying facedown unconscious in an irrigation ditch. One had even ended in the emergency room. And what could Gecko do, he’d never let his friend get beaten to a pulp all alone without any backup, so he frequently ended up covered with bruises too.

         Wa Sami, who despaired at their behavior, could only twist their ears and yell at them, “Ya Allah, could you guys stop acting like such useless creatures, once and for all?”

         “God says that nothing in this world is useless,” said Gecko.

         “Don’t be such a know-it-all. You don’t have the slightest idea what God says.”
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         In this whole business, Gecko felt terribly guilty, even though Ajo Kawir never blamed him. Gecko would have done whatever it took to atone for his mistake, but he knew that there was nothing in the world he could do to fix all the problems he had caused.

         “If I could give you mine,” he said once, “I would do it in a heartbeat.”

         “I don’t need your fucking bird.”

         “I know you don’t need it, but I guarantee you, my dick is really good.”

         “Shut up! I don’t want to hear you whine on and on about your wrongdoings. You didn’t do anything wrong. If it was anyone’s fault, it was mine. I was wrong and now I’m paying the price. But I’m the one who has the right to complain, not you. Just go live your life. Sleep with as many women as you can—think of me while you do them, if you want, but I’m telling you, don’t waste what you have. As long as your pecker works, take girls to bed. They need it. There is not one woman alive who doesn’t want to get laid.”

         Gecko let it drop. He didn’t want to make Ajo Kawir any more depressed. He didn’t want to remind Ajo Kawir of his terrible fate. Instead, he’d invite his friend out, to help him forget his troubles. He would fight by his side, if that would release all the pent-up adolescent desire that couldn’t be released through his privates.

         Or he’d buy his friend a bottle of Bintang beer.
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         It all started years ago, long before Ajo Kawir went to Jakarta and became a truck driver and met a woman named Jelita. It happened when the boys were still only twelve or thirteen years old, or about that age. Those kinds of details grow fuzzy with time, but every single thing happened to them that night was still crystal clear in their memory.
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         They left the surau where—mostly as a way to get out of the house—they studied prayer recitation. They lived on the outskirts of the city, and the surau was by the side of the road. They walked down the narrow alleyways cutting in between the houses and then turned. For days now they’d turned at that same corner, always heading for the village headman’s house.

         They hid in the shadows. They crept toward the window and peeked inside. The headman had just gotten married for the third time, and now he was in bed with his newest wife. The newlyweds had barely been married a week and were still full of enthusiastic lust.

         “I like her boobs,” Ajo Kawir whispered to Gecko. “Like a pair of young coconuts.”

         “More like papayas.”

         “Look, Mister Headman is putting his thing in between his wife’s breasts.”

         “Yeah, I want to try that one day when I’m married.”

         “Just pray that your wife has boobs that big.”

         “Of course they’ll be that big.”

         Ajo Kawir groped at his pants, readjusting his dick, which had gotten bigger and was no longer comfortable. He kept on holding it, as if he never wanted to let go.

         “Did you come?”

         “Mmm.”

         They returned to the surau. Ajo Kawir went to the small bathroom around the back and cleaned himself up, while Gecko lay down on the terrace, on a roomy couch next to the big beduk drum that was beaten to call people to prayer. Gecko daydreamed about the shape of the headman’s wife’s breasts and wondered who out of all of his classmates would end up having boobs that big. He recited all their names in his head and thought that one day he’d propose to one of them. On their wedding night, he vowed he would place his member in her cleavage.

         Ajo Kawir finished washing up and emerged trying to dry his wet hair by rubbing the strands between the palms of his hands.

         “Why did you bathe this late at night?”

         “I came.”

         “So what? I came too.”

         “I want to do the tahajjud prayer.”

         “For God’s sake, why?”

         “Who knows, maybe my sins can be erased.”

         “What happened back there wasn’t a sin.”

         “Yes it was.”

         Gecko didn’t like to argue. He let Ajo Kawir go into the surau. He wasn’t sure whether the tahajjud prayer could be used for something like that or not, and he didn’t care. The boys could recite the Koran, but they hadn’t really learned anything. All he knew was that they were supposed to pray five times a day, but they hardly ever did.
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         Ajo Kawir went to Wa Sami’s corner store, sat in a chair, and took out some comic books. Wa Sami asked, what comics are those? Kids these days read too many comics, and that’s why they’re so foolish and dim-witted. Ajo Kawir showed her his comics. But these are comics about heaven and hell, he said. Even the kyai at the surau thinks these comics are great. Well that’s good then, that you’re reading those comics, said Wa Sami. I didn’t know there were comics like that.

         “Here it shows that if we kill a mosquito, in hell a giant mosquito will kill us. It will kill us over and over again, and we will die over and over again.”

         “You must never kill,” said Wa Sami.

         “And if we steal, a cleaver will chop off our hand. It’ll be chopped off, and then it will grow back, get chopped off, grow back, chopped off, like that forever.”

         “You must never steal.”

         “Iwan Angsa murdered and stole.”

         “He has repented.”

         “So, if I murder and steal, then I can also repent.”

         “Apparently those comics haven’t been too useful for that brain of yours.”
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         That night, Gecko discovered something even more interesting than the breasts of the headman’s wife and the newlywed’s lovemaking, and he wanted to share his secret with Ajo Kawir.

         “Astagfirullah!” exclaimed Ajo Kawir. “Can’t we find another game?! I don’t want to go to hell and have my dick bitten off by a pussy with teeth.”

         Gecko had never heard of a pussy with teeth, and he didn’t want to think about one right now. He cajoled his friend, saying that if he went alone then it wouldn’t be as exciting, that if they repented afterward, their sins would be forgiven (he had heard that from their kyai at the surau).

         Well, if it’s really even more interesting, said Ajo Kawir reluctantly, then let’s go see.
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         Neither Iwan Angsa nor Wa Sami realized that something extraordinary was going to happen to Ajo Kawir and Gecko that night. They rarely took much notice when Gecko went out after dark.

         Ajo Kawir arrived ten minutes before the agreed upon time, and Gecko walked Iwan Angsa’s bike out from the kitchen. He told Ajo Kawir to sit on the back, and they left without telling anyone.

         During the journey, Ajo Kawir asked repeatedly where they were going and who they were going to see. Gecko only replied, “Shut your mouth and you’ll soon find out!”
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         And ever since that night, Gecko felt incredibly guilty for getting Ajo Kawir mixed up in bad things. Fundamentally Ajo Kawir was a good kid, that’s what Gecko would say. Out of all their playmates, Ajo Kawir was the most diligent about going to the surau. In school, his grades were never shameful—or at least, not as shameful as Gecko’s were. And in his free time, he could usually be found chasing after the roving librarian who came around three times a day on his bicycle. Ajo Kawir read all kinds of books, but who knows why, he talked most about the comics depicting the tortures of hell. Gecko guessed that his friend had found out about the pussies with teeth that bit the dicks off adulterous men from those comics. Maybe it was because of those pictures that he was so afraid of going to hell.

         Remembering all of that, Gecko would often think that it would have been better if he’d never brought Ajo Kawir to his secret place that night.
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         But he did. That night they followed the deserted main road. Only one or two vehicles passed by. The city buses had already stopped running. After leaving their neighborhood, the street cut through rice fields that stretched out on either side, passing under the mahogany trees that lined the roadside, and heading for the center of town.

         “Where are we going?”

         “You’ll see.”

         Gecko brought Ajo Kawir to a house. It wasn’t far from the road, but it was a bit secluded, with the closest neighbors about a hundred or two hundred yards away. When Ajo Kawir realized whose house it was he grew uneasy, even a little bit afraid—that was Scarlet Blush’s house. Ajo Kawir quickly said that Wa Sami had told them many times not to bother that woman, and he didn’t want to, he didn’t even want to catch sight of her.

         But Gecko replied, “Just shut up and wait! You’ve never seen anything like this.”
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         The kids knew Scarlet Blush was a madwoman who often went berserk. None of them had actually ever seen one of her fits, but she was clearly crazy. She always stayed inside her house alone, refusing to talk to anyone but sometimes laughing to herself, or shrieking for no reason. It was said that people once came from the social welfare office and tried to take her away, but she went nuts and bit one of them—no one could be sure whether that had actually happened, but no one ever tried to move her from her house again.
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         Take this to Scarlet Blush’s house, Wa Sami would say to Gecko, holding out a sack filled with rice, instant noodles, a few hunks of salted fish, potatoes, long beans, and who knows what else. Wa Sami would remind him—leave it in front of her door. You don’t need to knock and you don’t need to talk to her. Scarlet Blush doesn’t want to talk to anyone.

         Gecko would take his bicycle and strap the sack to the back.

         “Don’t talk to her.”

         “I won’t. Who wants to talk to a crazy woman?”

         He’d go to the house and place the sack by the front door. He had no desire to talk to its inhabitant and didn’t stay there very long. The neighborhood kids said that the woman’s husband still lived there, as a ghost. Gecko wasn’t afraid of ghosts—he’d never actually seen a ghost, but why would he talk to a madwoman or hang around her house? He always just put the sack in front of the door and left right away.

         “She’ll take that food, and she’ll live on it,” said Wa Sami.

         “But why do you care about that crazy woman?”

         “Because she used to be my friend. She’s still my friend, actually, but she doesn’t want to talk to anyone anymore.”
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         But one day Gecko decided not to go home right away. He lingered for a few minutes, standing outside Scarlet Blush’s front door, wondering, what did a crazy woman do all alone in her house? Do crazy women know how to cook? Curious, he walked around the side of the house and discovered something so interesting that he forgot all about Wa Sami’s prohibition.
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         The daughter of a tofu factory owner, Scarlet Blush had eloped with a thief named Agus Cornpipe (or at least, that’s what everybody called him). After some time spent as fugitives from the law, going from place to place, they moved into that house. Some said the police were after Agus Cornpipe because during one of his burglaries he’d killed a security guard, and the guy turned out to be an off-duty cop. Others said the police had been hired by his rich father-in-law, who was pissed that Agus Cornpipe had run off with his daughter, it was as simple as that. But in the end, the couple lived in that house and after they befriended a local soldier, the police no longer dared to bother them.

         Iwan Angsa had been good friends with Agus Cornpipe, and it was actually Iwan Angsa who had found them the house. Scarlet Blush and Agus Cornpipe had believed they could finally settle down, that no one was hunting them anymore. But they were wrong.

         A squadron (years later they realized that it was a troop of soldiers) came to that house. An article in the paper reported that Agus Cornpipe had been armed and had fought back before they shot him dead.

         But some people said the soldiers stormed the house, shooting blindly, and that Agus Cornpipe was riddled with bullets, right in front of Scarlet Blush as they were eating dinner. His blood splashed across his wife’s face—and it wasn’t just blood that sprayed out of the bullet holes, so did his stomach worms and the rice he’d just eaten. Others said the shooting occurred when the couple was in their bedroom making love. The soldiers made Agus Cornpipe finish his last orgasm in heaven. But the version that made the most sense had just one sniper carrying out the execution, shooting from a hiding place behind some trees when Agus Cornpipe opened the window.

         In any case, in all versions of the story, Agus Cornpipe was shot to death right before his wife’s eyes.
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         “How did Agus Cornpipe really die? Which story is true?”

         “I don’t know,” said Iwan Angsa. “I wasn’t there, and no one was there for sure except for Scarlet Blush and the men who did the deed. Whoever shot him will never tell, and as we know, Scarlet Blush will never talk about what happened either.”

         “But what did he do, exactly? Why did they have to kill him?”

         “People don’t like thieves roaming around, and the police didn’t want to have to deal with it. His family didn’t want anything to do with him, and his father-in-law really didn’t care what happened.”

         “Who was his family?”

         “That’s enough,” said Wa Sami. “I don’t want to talk about this anymore.”
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         For weeks, no one wanted to approach that house. No one wanted to take care of Agus Cornpipe’s body. Scarlet Blush sat in front of her husband’s corpse, hugging her knees and weeping continuously, her clothes splattered with his blood. But then, after a while, she started babbling and grinning to herself. No one knows how she survived in front of that slowly rotting corpse—the only reason no one else was bothered by the smell was because the house was so far away from her nearest neighbors.

         Finally, some policemen came. They took photographs and they dragged Agus Cornpipe out back behind the house, wrapped him in a burial shroud, and dug a pit. They forced Scarlet Blush to keep that corpse in her own backyard. Without a gravestone.
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         Gecko circled around the house that day, peering inside. The interior was messy and full of garbage, the chairs and tables were overturned, clothes were hanging everywhere. He had never seen the inside of the house before, so he didn’t know whether it had ever been clean. Iwan Angsa had told him that Wa Sami went there every once in a while to tidy up the place, but not to talk. Everyone knew that the madwoman didn’t want to talk.

         But it turned out that Scarlet Blush actually did talk. Gecko realized this because when he saw her he also heard her—Scarlet Blush was talking to herself. She was sitting on a small bench staring at the empty floor before her. Maybe that was the spot where Agus Cornpipe’s corpse had lain covered in blood. Her voice was barely audible and he didn’t know what she was saying exactly, but she was speaking.
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         If she was more or less in her right mind—or at least this is what Gecko was thinking—Scarlet Blush would open the front door and take the rice and whatever else he had put there for her. She would go to the kitchen and cook, while humming songs from the seventies. After that she would eat on her little bench, staring at the bare floor. Sometimes a kitten would come in and she would let it eat off her plate. And the pieces of leftover food would spill around her, and would still be scattered there days later, rotting and covered with ants.

         One day Gecko saw Scarlet Blush, sitting in the middle of what was left of her food, among the cockroaches, playing with the carcass of some random lizard and talking to herself. But all of a sudden she stood up and starting pacing back and forth slowly. She stood in front of a large mirror, looking at her reflection, smiling.

         Scarlet Blush swatted at the rotten crumbs stuck to her clothes, but they weren’t easy to get off. Then Gecko saw something that he never could have predicted—Scarlet Blush began to take off her clothes.

         “Oh lord,” he whispered.

         Underneath her untidy appearance, the woman still had the body of a teenager. Even the silently spying thirteen-year-old kid realized how attractive she was. Gecko trembled and held on tight to the windowsill.

         The woman finished taking off her clothes and walked toward the bathroom. Gecko had to stand on his tiptoes to see her kneel on the bathroom floor, under the water pouring down from the faucet. Her hair was wet, her face was wet, her body was wet.

         The kid shook harder, and now there also seemed to be something wet inside his shorts. He groped inside his briefs, holding his privates. They were warm. He enjoyed doing this while watching the village headman make love, and now he enjoyed doing it while watching Scarlet Blush naked under the faucet. He swore that Scarlet Blush was more interesting than anything he’d seen of the village headman’s wife.
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         “You’re hiding something,” Ajo Kawir accused Gecko. “I know you’re hiding something. You’ve never hidden anything from me before, but now you’re hiding something.”

         “You’ll find out soon enough,” Gecko said.

         “What is it?”

         “Later you’ll know. I won’t hide it from you. It’s just the opposite, I’ll enjoy it more if I can share it with you.”

         “Did you find a wild chicken laying eggs?”

         “It’s nothing like that.”

         Ajo Kawir didn’t like that Gecko was keeping a secret from him. They were best friends. They’d trusted each other ever since they were babies. But maybe there were one or two things that they couldn’t share; they were slowly growing up. Ajo Kawir would have to understand that, and he tried to understand. They didn’t have to discuss every little thing.

         “You’re in love.”

         “It’s nothing like that. This is something we can enjoy together, but not right now. I’ll show you soon.”

         “Okay, whatever you say.”
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         A few days later, hoping to encounter the same sight again, Gecko had snuck off to Scarlet Blush’s house in secret. Clearly it wouldn’t happen all the time, not even if he waited by the window all day without taking a break.

         Of course he wanted to tell Ajo Kawir about this incredible discovery. But how could he invite Ajo Kawir along if he didn’t know what day or what time the woman would take off her clothes to bathe? Without that amazing view, there was nothing interesting to share with Ajo Kawir, and so for a while he kept it to himself and didn’t say a word to his friend.
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         Gecko finally saw Scarlet Blush go into the bathroom again. He’d made a hole in the wall near the kitchen windowsill, to have a better view if and when it happened. But the woman went into the bathroom just to take a crap, and her shit fell onto the bathroom floor. Cursing, Gecko left.

         Then one night, when he was riding his bicycle alone past that house, it occurred to him that he’d go see what Scarlet Blush might be up to at a late hour, and he slunk toward the window. A dim light glowed inside, and from where he stood he saw something else that he knew he had to tell Ajo Kawir about.

         But Gecko was in no hurry and a few nights after that, furtive and alone, he went back and saw the same thing again. Now he had figured out the schedule.

         He couldn’t hold himself back any longer and had to invite Ajo Kawir, saying, “This is way more awesome than anything we’ve seen at the village headman’s house. It’s true that her boobs aren’t as big, but believe me, this is way more amazing.”
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         And now there they were, a few minutes before the stroke of mid-night.

         As usual, Gecko leaned his bicycle against a mahogany tree far from the house and crept stealthily toward the window. Ajo Kawir followed him from behind. Gecko had already prepared two holes for them to spy through, and directed Ajo Kawir to stand to the left of the window. He peeked into the house while gesturing to Ajo Kawir to do the same.

         Inside, Scarlet Blush was sitting on her small bench like usual. Her clothes were stained with some unrecognizable sauce.

         Ajo Kawir looked at Gecko, confused. “What’s she doing?”

         “Just wait,” Gecko whispered, reminding Ajo Kawir to keep his voice down.

         Ajo Kawir didn’t understand what they were waiting for. The woman was exactly as he’d expected: there was nothing to see but a crazy lady playing with her leftover dinner.

         That night Scarlet Blush didn’t sing any songs from the seventies, and she didn’t talk to herself either. She drew her knees up, resting her chin on them, one hand hugging her shins and the other pawing at the rice on her plate. Ajo Kawir looked back at Gecko, asking for some explanation. But Gecko stayed quiet, waiting patiently for what he was certain would soon come to pass.

         Almost fifteen minutes went by with Ajo Kawir fending off droning mosquitos. Fed up, he indicated that he was leaving and headed off toward their stashed bicycle. Gecko hurried after him, gesturing for his friend to crouch down.

         “Listen,” whispered Gecko.

         Ajo Kawir strained to hear something.

         A motorcycle with its headlight turned off slowly approached and stopped at the front yard of the house. A moment later the engine was cut. There were two men on the motorcycle, looking like ghostly silhouettes. They both dismounted and walked slowly toward the front door.

         “It would be better if she wasn’t crazy,” one of them said.

         “But if she wasn’t crazy, we wouldn’t be here. Be grateful for what’s in front of you. My old religion teacher always used to tell us that.”

         “Whatever. I still wish she wasn’t crazy.”

         Ajo Kawir tried to figure out who had come. He peered into the front room of the house, but the view was obstructed and the two men hadn’t even gone inside yet. He pushed himself away from his peephole and moved back a bit, hoping that he could see the two newcomers in the yard in front of the house. But it seemed as though they were already hidden behind the wall, near the door.

         “Who are they?” Ajo Kawir whispered.

         “Just wait, and don’t move around so much, dummy.”

         Not long after, they could hear someone trying to open the door. Gecko and Ajo Kawir eagerly squinted through their peepholes. The woman was still sitting in the same position as before, as if she didn’t hear the sound of a doorknob turning and a door opening.

         “They must have a key.”

         “I know.”

         Now Ajo Kawir and Gecko could tell who had come. Two policemen. At least, that was what they looked like from their uniforms—the boys didn’t recognize them. In the dim light, all they could see was that one of them had a scar cutting across his chin, almost splitting his lip.

         Scarface approached Scarlet Blush and kicked her backside, barking, “Go take a bath!” Scarlet Blush didn’t move and Scarface kicked her again, and again ordered, “Go take a bath!”

         The other cop sat on a chair in a corner, took out a clove cigarette, lit it and began to smoke. He raised one of his legs, resting the sole of his boot on the wall, leaned his head back, and continued to smoke, staring up at the ceiling.

         “This crazy woman smells terrible.”

         “I don’t think she’s bathed for three days.”

         Scarface kicked her once again. Scarlet Blush still didn’t budge. Impatient, Scarface finally just grabbed the collar of her dress, pulling the woman up. He dragged Scarlet Blush staggering to the bathroom, and shoved her inside. She almost slammed into the wall, but fell right underneath the faucet. Scarface turned on the water and it cascaded down over Scarlet Blush’s body.
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         Outside, a light drizzle was falling. The air grew colder. Every so often, a cicada or an engine could be heard in the distance. The drizzle pattered on the roof. A far-off dog howled. The stars in the sky disappeared, and everything seemed to go black.
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         Shivering from the cold, the crazy woman tried to move away from the water, but Scarface shoved her body back into place with one kick. After holding her there with his boot for a few more moments, Scarface finally bent over and with nimble movements stripped Scarlet Blush of her clothes. He even ripped off her bra, and maneuvered her legs so he could pull down her underwear.

         “You’re a disgusting crazy woman!” he insulted her.

         But after that he turned quite gentle. He took some soap and shampoo, and he washed Scarlet Blush. She tried to run out of the bathroom a few times, but Scarface pushed her back under the faucet easily.

         “Stay still, psycho. I’ve never been this nice to anybody. I’ve never bathed my wife and when my mother died, I didn’t bathe her corpse. I’ve never even given my own kid a bath. As long as I’ve lived, I’ve only ever bathed my commander’s water buffalo and you, so stay still. Really, you should thank me. You’ll sleep better with a clean body. There’s no point in being dirty and smelly.”

         He even forced her to open her mouth and brushed her teeth for her.

         “Show me that grin! Now that’s good. Your teeth are nice and straight, they look attractive now that they’re clean.”
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         Ajo Kawir pressed himself tighter against the wall of the house, trying to avoid the drizzle. He looked over at Gecko, with his eyes asking is-a-view-like-this-really-so-interesting? Gecko answered him with a look that said just-wait-you-are-always-so-impatient.

         The mosquitos buzzed and hummed. Mosquitos and drizzle. Ajo Kawir was truly fed up and looked over at Gecko repeatedly, always with the same expression. But Gecko ignored him and kept his eyes glued to his peephole. Ajo Kawir grew even more annoyed, but peeked into the house again. He gave up trying to kick the mosquitos off his calves, and just let them drink his blood to their heart’s content.
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         The Clove Smoker was still sucking on his cigarette, letting the ash fall onto the floor. He lifted his other leg, and rested it on top of the leg that was leaning on the wall. He twirled his clove cigarette expertly; the ember never once grazed his skin. After a bit of that, he began to whistle.

         Tired of whistling, he began to sing softly in an off-key voice. It sounded like a Malaysian song from the sixties, maybe one by P. Ramlee. He looked very bored but there was not much else he could do to kill the time. He yawned. He took another drag on his cigarette and exhaled the smoke toward the ceiling.

         Then he threw the butt onto the floor, crushed it with his boot, and stood up. He paced back and forth and then took a broom and swept up the butt and the ash. Then he cleaned what was left of the crumbs of Scarlet Blush’s meal. He even gathered up the dirty dishes and brought them to the kitchen. He didn’t wash them, but at least he put them aside. Then he returned to the main room and began organizing the randomly scattered chairs.

         Soon he went back to sit in the corner. He took out another clove, lit it, and rested both his legs against the wall once again. Scarface dragged Scarlet Blush back out of the bathroom, water dripping off her body. Her breasts quivered as she stumbled into the middle of the room. The floor all around her was now wet too. Scarface pushed Scarlet Blush down into a chair not far from the table and she sat there, shivering.

         Scarface went into the kitchen and came back out carrying a towel. He dried the woman’s hair. The crazy lady just sat there without responding. Scarface gently dried her off. He dried her wet cheeks. Dried her breasts. Dried her armpits, her back, her thighs, and her ass. Scarlet Blush did nothing.

         “It’s really such a pity that this woman is crazy.”

         “There you go again. It’s not a pity.”

         “It is.”

         Scarlet Blush was was dry now. Scarface approached her, stood behind her, and wrapped his arms around her. He slowly rubbed her breasts. Scarface’s hands moved like a potter molding wet clay, making circles that followed her curves. Scarlet Blush moaned. Scarface sniffed the crown of the woman’s head as his caresses grew more insistent. The Clove Smoker glanced in their direction every once in a while, but mostly stayed unmoving on his chair.

         Scarface looked over at his friend. Then he lifted up Scarlet Blush’s body. She tried to sit back down again but he forced her to stand and pushed her toward the table, pressing her flat on her back. And so there Scarlet Blush was, naked on the table like an evening meal. She tried to curl up and cross her legs, but Scarface forced them open again.
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         Gecko looked over at Ajo Kawir. The kid seemed to be readjusting something inside his shorts. Gecko smiled. He knew that Ajo Kawir’s dick must be getting big.

         “I didn’t know she was this pretty,” Ajo Kawir whispered.

         “You just have to give her a bath.”

         “I like her more than the headman’s wife.”

         “But his wife’s boobs are as big as young coconuts.”

         “Hers are better. They’re not as big, but they’re really good.”

         “What did I tell you?”

         Ajo Kawir almost missed an important sight: Scarface had taken off his shoes and his pants, showing his black ass scarred with boils and his genitals that were almost hidden behind a thick patch of hair that hadn’t been trimmed in who knows how long. Scarface was getting ready to climb up on to the table, pushing Scarlet Blush back down onto her back. Spreading her legs.

         Suddenly, Scarlet Blush shoved Scarface and tried to get away. Scarface reeled back, but he caught Scarlet Blush and pinned her to the table. Scarlet Blush fought him off but Scarface climbed up and crushed her under his weight. She let out a little shriek and Scarface slapped her face yelling, “Shut up, psycho!”

         Greedily, Scarface went back to licking Scarlet Blush’s breasts, burying his face in them while the woman thrashed about.

         The village headman puts his thing in his wife’s cleavage, thought Ajo Kawir, while this policeman buries his face in Scarlet Blush’s. He wondered, out of the two of those, which one felt better? He wanted to talk this over with Gecko, but not right now. He didn’t want to miss anything important.

         Scarface picked up one of Scarlet Blush’s legs and placed it over his shoulder. He was ready to bury himself inside the woman, and would have done it, if something hadn’t happened.

         Ajo Kawir, watching the unfolding scene and shivering, never once moving his eyes from the peephole, lost his grip on the windowsill, and before he could catch himself, he slipped. The sound of him crashing to the ground startled everyone.

         Gecko leapt into the bushes and the Clove Smoker jumped up from his chair. Ajo Kawir was still trying to scramble up when he was seized by the smoker, who was already at his side.

         A minute later Ajo Kawir was standing next to the table where Scarlet Blush was still lying naked on her back. The Clove Smoker was holding him firmly.

         “Is this what you wanted to see, kid?” Scarface demanded.

         Ajo Kawir, terrified, shook his head and tried to get away. But the Clove Smoker took out his pistol and, putting it to the boy’s head, ordered, “Stay still and watch!”

         The muzzle felt cold against his skin and out of the corner of his eye, he could see the pistol shining. And that was how, with his body trembling violently, this time from fear, with a pale face and quivering lips, unable to make a sound, Ajo Kawir was forced to watch those two soldiers take turns raping Scarlet Blush.
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         Gecko, who at first didn’t know what had happened, came out of the bushes and crept back to the window. From there he saw Ajo Kawir, standing like a living corpse beside the table. Gecko wondered whether he should go inside and help Ajo Kawir, but when he saw the pistol that was pressed to his friend’s head, he stayed put, overwhelmed. The thought crossed his mind to go tell someone what was going on, but after he mulled it over for a moment, he decided that the whole mess would just get more complicated if he did, and made up his mind to wait.

         The worst part was yet to come. After they put their pants back on, the two policemen looked at Ajo Kawir. Scarface suddenly grinned in his direction and asked, “You want to try?”

         Ajo Kawir shook his head weakly, practically collapsing.

         The Clove Smoker pointed his pistol at the boy again and barked, “Take off your pants!”

         Ajo Kawir didn’t move. He felt the pistol’s ice-cold muzzle on his forehead, sending a chill throughout his body once again.

         Scarface impatiently ripped off Ajo Kawir’s clothes, until the boy was naked, and pushed him toward Scarlet Blush, still naked on the dining table. Ajo Kawir staggered forward and stopped right in front of Scarlet Blush’s legs, spread wide. Behind her pubic hair, Ajo Kawir saw the reddish folds and crack.

         “Put it in!”

         Ajo Kawir didn’t move. The two policemen were annoyed and were about to take his pecker in their own hands to force it into the woman, but then, looking down at Ajo Kawir’s crotch, they fell silent. They never would have predicted it, but the boy’s penis was curled up as small as it could get, shriveled and practically collapsed in on itself. After staring for a moment, the two policemen burst out laughing, slapping the table.

         “You useless kid! Even a dog would get horny seeing a woman like this.” 
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         The good thing was that they let him go immediately and ordered him to leave. The bad thing was, ever since that day, Ajo Kawir’s dick could not stand up. It wouldn’t have stood up even if there had been twelve naked whores in front of him, and they had tried every trick in the book to get it up for him.

         And not long after that night, the people found Scarlet Blush dead in her own backyard. Lying there next to her husband’s grave.
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