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Chapter 1: When Promises Call, Funds Block

Not long ago, Simon was left by Widya—his girlfriend who had returned to her husband—leaving him in a state of deep confusion. At the same time, Simon received word from his family: in two months, his grandmother in Toraja would be buried. Already heartbroken, Simon now found himself overwhelmed with sorrow and financial stress, his savings and mental state depleted.

Truthfully, it wasn’t his grandmother’s passing that saddened him most. What weighed on Simon’s heart was the promise he had made: to buy three large striped buffaloes for the ceremony—something he now couldn’t afford.

Everything might have gone smoothly if Simon hadn’t boasted about that promise. Though the preparations in the village had been underway for months and the funeral could proceed without his buffaloes—as the extended family had already secured several, including striped ones—Simon’s pride and words now trapped him.

Simon is a young man who is actually no longer young. He is currently 32 years old, and what is even sadder is that at his current age, Simon is not yet married.

Simon comes from the Toraja tribe in South Sulawesi, Indonesia. The Toraja tribe has a unique tradition in death ceremonies. Actually, this is not a party because it is a mourning ceremony, but the Toraja people call it a "burial party", a term that is almost the same as a wedding party or birthday party. In short, a party.

Today, as usual after work, Simon came to the place his gang often visited. Tatang (original Sundanese), Wawan (original Betawi), and Jems (original Chinese mixed with Batak) were already there.

"Mon, are you serious? Need that much money?" asked Tatang while frowning, not believing what he heard.

"Tang, did you come here first? I didn't see you go home first at the office earlier?" asked Simon to Tatang.

"I saw you were really busy, Mon. I didn't say goodbye to you. So I went home first," answered Tatang while continuing to play the game.

"So, what do you think, Mon? Do you really need that much money?" asked Jems seriously. "That's not a small amount, you know. Two billion," continued Jems, who had been there all along.

"Yeah, I know too, you guys definitely don't have that much money," complained Simon desperately.

"Me too, if I sold my kidneys and heart, they wouldn't sell for that much, Mon," Jems tried to cheer him up, although his tone sounded sarcastic.

"But I don't think anyone would want to buy your used heart and kidneys, Jems," answered Simon jokingly, but there was a serious tone behind his words.

"Huh, why, Mon?" asked Jems curiously.

"I'm not sure your organs are still sterile, Jems. Last night you stayed up late, and before that you came home drunk, and before that... there were so many," explained Simon seriously with a smile. His three friends laughed, even though there was a little sadness in their hearts. They knew Simon was struggling with a big problem, and even though they were joking, they wanted to help their friend. "So, Mon, when exactly do you need the two billion?" asked Tatang curiously.

"Oh, Tatang, when people tell stories, don't play around," Simon replied a little annoyed.

"Who's playing around?" answered Tatang pretending not to understand.

"That's your hand pressing the gadget, what are you playing if not a game?" Simon pointed at Tatang's hand.

"Yeah, I play slots, who knows I might get two billion, not bad, it can help you," continued Tatang casually.

"Wow, Tatang, you want to play online gambling until my grandmother comes back to life, you won't get two billion!" Simon replied jokingly.

"Would you like it, Mon, do you have two billion?" asked Tatang still jokingly.

"Of course, I want it," Simon replied seriously.

"Then, be quiet for a moment, so I can focus," Tatang replied while focusing on his game.

"Come on, say hello to your sea god," Simon said teasingly.

"Ready," Tatang replied briefly without paying too much attention.The next day, after work, Wawan felt the need to meet Simon immediately. On his way home, Wawan sent Simon a WhatsApp message. "Mon, when you get home from work, let me know. It's important," Wawan wrote. This message made Simon curious. Why did Wawan suddenly need an urgent meeting?

Simon, who was curious, immediately replied, "What's up, Wan?" Wawan answered briefly, "Anyway, it's important." This reply made Simon even more curious. He planned to wait for Wawan at Mang Udin's coffee shop. Mang Udin's coffee shop was not too far from Simon's workplace, so he could arrive earlier. While waiting, Simon hoped that Wawan would bring good news, at least about the two billion rupiah. Simon ordered two glasses of iced sweet tea.

After the two glasses of iced sweet tea were finished, the sound of Wawan's motorbike was heard from the parking lot. Wawan arrived, and Simon recognized his posture. With a big smile, Simon greeted his friend. "Come on, sit down, friend! Order anything, eat and drink, you'll pay for everything later," Simon said, jokingly while waving.

"Yes, I'll treat you, Mon," replied Wawan, sitting in front of Simon.

Not long after sitting down, a friendly atmosphere was created. They shared stories about the past day, their busyness at work, and future plans. However, Wawan could not hold back his feelings. He had to reveal the reason for inviting Simon in a hurry.

"So, what is your main problem, Mon?" asked Wawan, probing.

"Well, you know, Wan, I need a lot of money for my grandmother's funeral," answered Simon seriously.

"Well, this is what I want to ask, Mon," Wawan adjusted his sitting position, interested.

"Ask what, Wan?" Simon's face was full of hope.

"Is your grandmother actually about to die or what, Mon? Why is she buried in two months? When did your grandmother actually die?" asked Wawan, curious.

"Emm... almost two years ago, Wan," answered Simon, hesitant.

"Huh, why did she die almost two years ago, but she was buried in two months? I don't understand, Mon," Wawan became even more curious.

"Okay, so you understand. Order first, what do you want to eat or drink? Mang Udin is waiting," Simon changed the subject.

"Just coffee with milk, Mang, and plain fried noodles, without eggs," Wawan said to Mang Udin.

"Okay, ready!" Mang Udin replied briefly.

"Now, continue, Mon," Wawan's gaze returned to Simon.

"Continue what? Mang Udin is standing behind you," Simon replied, glancing at Mang Udin.

"Huh, is Mang Udin still here? I already ordered," Wawan turned to Mang Udin, confused. "Yes, I know. I'm just curious to hear the rest of Kang Simon's story," Mang Udin replied, still standing behind Wawan.

"Then, how about my coffee and fried noodles, Mang?" Wawan said, worried.

"Okay, but tell me later," Mang Udin hurried away, leaving Wawan and Simon behind.

"Okay, ready," Simon replied, giving a thumbs up while smiling.

"Continue, Mon, where were we?" Wawan was curious, impatient.

"Yes, that, Wan, my grandmother died almost two years ago," Simon began to explain.

"Huh, what's the story? Your grandmother has been dead for almost two years, but she was buried two months later?" Wawan looked interested and confused.

"That's why you came to Toraja, so you can understand a little," Simon replied with a laugh. "There, there's a tradition that doesn't seem to exist in other areas. Where we don't immediately bury our parents who die. There's a process first, and it usually takes months to years," Simon explained.

"So, your grandmother was waited for before being buried?" Wawan asked, increasingly interested.

"Yes, of course! We Torajan people believe that the spirits of the deceased are still around us. So, before the burial, there are traditional rituals that we have to do. My grandmother did the same. We had to wait until all the preparations were complete," Simon explained.

"Wow, that's so complicated, Mon. So, what did your family do during that time, Mon?" Wawan asked again.

"Living as usual. So, the body was injected with preservatives, then stored at home. Then, all the family wherever they were prepared everything for the funeral ceremony later," Simon answered, remembering those moments.

"It seems really exciting, Mon, when the big day comes!" Wawan was excited, but still curious.

"Well, that's why, Wan, you're going to Toraja, so you can see and know for yourself," Simon said smiling.

"Oh my, Mon, I've never even been to Toraja, let alone Taman Safari and Puncak," complained Wawan with a smile.

"Oh, you're so pitiful," Simon replied with concern.

"Go on, Mon," Wawan said as if being told a story.

Before Simon could continue his story, Mang Udin came from behind carrying a glass of hot coffee and a bowl of fried noodles.

"Hey, why are you making the fried noodles so fast, Mang? Suddenly it's ready," Wawan asked in surprise, turning to Mang Udin.

"Yeah, someone ordered it earlier, but didn't eat it," Mang Udin said while pointing to the empty table.

"Hey, why didn't he eat it, Mang? Why?" Simon asked.

"He received a call earlier, saying his family was in the emergency room, then he paid, then left," Mang Udin replied flatly.

"Oh, okay then, Mang, the important thing is that he's paid," Wawan said with a cheerful face.

"Yes, that's it," Mang Udin answered briefly, impatiently waiting for Simon's next story. "Eh, so what was the story earlier, about the grandmother, Kang?" Mang Udin continued to Simon.

"Mang Udin sit here first, don't go anywhere," Simon answered, directing Mang Udin to the chair next to Wawan.

"If necessary, Mang Udin close the coffee shop first, we'll accompany Simon together," joked Wawan.

"Ready, Kang," Mang Udin answered without expression.

Finally Simon began to continue his story, which according to other people would definitely be horror, but according to Simon it was just ordinary. "So it's like this, my grandmother's body has been kept in the house for more than a year," he said calmly. Wawan and Mang Udin were immediately shocked. "What is stored?" asked Wawan, clearly confused.

"What do you mean stored, Mon?" Mang Udin was curious.

"Yes stored, put in a coffin, then the top of the coffin was opened as far as the corpse's neck," Simon explained calmly.

"And then, Mon?" Wawan was curious.

"Okay, then the coffin and the body were placed in her room," Simon answered as if it was a common thing.

"What do you mean placed, Mon?" asked Wawan.

"Yes, how, Mon, because earlier you said placed, kept being placed, I'm confused about how it was placed," said Mang Udin confusedly, with a Sundanese accent.

"So it's like this, pay attention," Simon picked up Mang Udin's cigarette pack that had just been placed on the table.

"Now, think of this cigarette box as a coffin, then open it halfway like this." Simon tore open Mang Udin's cigarette pack.

"Well, after it was opened like this, the coffin was placed in the deceased's room," Simon continued explaining, while demonstrating using a cigarette pack.

"Wow, it's so scary, Mon," Mang Udin shrugged his shoulders with a frightened expression, with a Sundanese accent.

"No, it's normal," Simon answered casually.

"Oh, it smells, Mon, then?" Wawan asked, wanting to know the rest of the story.

"Well, no, Wan, it was injected with five liters of formalin first," Simon continued.

"Five liters?" Mang Udin asked in surprise.

"Yes, about five liters," Simon answered seriously.

"Then, after being injected with five liters of formalin, what else was done, Mon?" Wawan looked even more enthusiastic.

"Okay, put it in the coffin, then the coffin was placed in his room," Simon answered lightly.

"Wow, it's really scary and horrifying, Mon," Wawan interrupted.

"No, it's not, it's been our tradition since the time of our ancestors," answered Simon.

"What if there are small children, Mon?" asked Mang Udin.

"Yes, it's normal, Mang, we're used to it, so that's why small children in Toraja can't be scared by horror things. Yes, because everyday life has been horror since birth, Mang," said Simon jokingly.

Mang Udin and Wawan could only laugh softly hearing Simon's explanation who didn't seem to find it strange.

"So, how do they scare small children there, Mon?" asked Mang Udin curiously.

"Yes, they just scare them, tell them, if they're naughty they'll be struck by lightning," joked Simon, laughing.

"For that, let alone the children there, Mon, I'm also afraid of being struck by lightning," continued Mang Udin.

"Well, that's why Mang Udin, don't be naughty if you don't want to be struck by lightning," joked Wawan.

"I'm tired of being naughty," replied Mang Udin.

"How long has Mang Udin been naughty?" asked Wawan casually.

"Emm.... about two weeks," replied Mang Udin reminiscing.

In the midst of the conversation, James suddenly appeared beside Wawan and Mang Udin.

"Huh, where have you been, Jems, why are you suddenly there?" asked Simon in surprise.

"Ah, you're the one who doesn't pay attention, even though I was already at the table over there," replied Jems.

"Yes, James has been at the table over there, I made the coffee with Wawan," while pointing to Wawan's coffee which was already half gone. "What were you doing there, Jems, didn't you come over here?" asked Wawan.

"I was busy on the phone with my boss earlier," answered Jems wearily.

"So it's safe, huh? There's nothing else you want to ask?" continued Simon to Wawan and Mang Udin.

"Safe what, Mon? What were you guys chatting about earlier?" asked James in a curious tone.

"Gosh, it's too long if I want to explain it again, Jems," answered Simon while glancing at Wawan and Mang Udin.

"Then, what about the burial, Mon?" asked Wawan, wanting to know what happened next.

"Yes, as usual, put in a stone grave," answered Simon lightly. His statement immediately invited a reaction from Mang Udin who looked surprised and full of curiosity.

"Just put there? In a stone grave?" asked Mang Udin in surprise mixed with confusion. Simon, with a relaxed expression, immediately gave an explanation.

"No, Mang, it was said to be put in a coffin first," Simon answered, making the atmosphere even more lively. Wawan, who was listening, didn't want to miss out on adding his questions.

"Is that how it has to be, Mon?" Wawan asked seriously.

"Yes, Wan. So we Torajan people, who live in Toraja, are buried either in a stone cave, or in a permanent house, then the body is stored in that house," Simon explained.

Mang Udin became even more curious and asked the next question, "Isn't there any land there, Mon? Why not just bury it in the ground?" "Yes, Mon, why not bury it in the ground," Wawan continued. Both of them looked very interested in continuing to listen to Simon's story, about his traditions and culture. Simon answered, "As for land, there's a lot of land there, to bury all of you, there's still a lot more land there." He pointed at Mang Ujang, Wawan, James, and everyone else in Mang Udin's coffee shop, with an expression of chuckling. "So, then where's the problem, Mon?" asked Mang Udin. "Maybe our ancestors didn't want to see the cliffs lying idle. So, rather than leaving the cliffs idle, it's better to make them graves, because if they were made into houses, state land affairs office would be confused about how to issue the certificates," Simon replied jokingly. "Ah, you Mon, I've been listening seriously but you've diverted it," Wawan said disappointedly. "Honestly, I don't know about that either, maybe it existed thousands of years ago, and we haven't found any historical records yet,"Simon replied diplomatically. "Well, then when the cliffs run out, houses are made, what was that, Mon?" Wawan asked, trying to remember something. "Oh, Patane," Simon replied briefly. "Well, yes, Patane is made," Wawan continued. "If it wasn't because the cliffs that were idle had run out, Wan," Simon continued. "Then what?" Wawan was curious. "Yes, maybe, the people who used to carve the cliffs, their guts were gone, so people were diverted to Patane in their graves," Simon explained. "Oh, is that so, Mon," Mang Udin was surprised. "No, it depends on what the family wants to do," Simon answered, correcting him. "Oh, yes Mon, I've been listening to your story, how come I've never heard of people visiting graves like that," James interrupted curiously. "There are almost no grave visits there, but when they do, the bodies are immediately taken out of the grave and their clothes are changed," Simon answered with an intonation of voice that was deliberately intimidating. "Yes, yes, I've seen it on YouTube and IG, it's really scary to see, dried corpses lined up as if the people were still alive," Wawan answered very enthusiastically, because he knew about the procession. "Wow, that's scary too, Mon," said Mang Udin. "It's normal, Mang, it's just a matter of habit," Simon answered lightly. "So, is it true, Mon, that people don't visit graves in your village every Eid?" Jems asked again, wanting to make sure. "How do you want to visit graves, James, people are just buried on top of a cliff," Wawan answered pessimistically. "Yes, no matter how, for example

"Spread the flowers using a drone," continued James, not wanting to lose. "But it's not just one person in the grave, right, Mon?" asked Wawan as if he was starting to understand. "Yes, there could be many people there, tens or even hundreds of people," answered Simon. "Well, it could be up to hundreds, James, do you want to scatter sacks of flowers, while mentioning the names of the people one by one?" continued Wawan, insistently. "Then, what about the rose water then?" asked Mang Udin seriously. "Spray it using a fire engine, Mang," said Wawan, smiling. "That's not a grave visit, Wan, but washing the grave," Mang Udin was a little annoyed. "Well, Mang Udin knows that, why are you still asking questions," Wawan continued laughing. "Come on, you guys calm down, I'm going home first," he said as he walked away. "Hey, Mon, where are you going? "What's this about the graves?" he exclaimed, trying to call Simon who was getting further away. Curiosity and confusion were evident on his friends' faces, especially Wawan who felt that the discussion was not yet finished. "Hey, why did he leave, the discussion is not yet finished, this matter," complained Wawan with a serious look, watching Simon's steps towards the parking lot. James who was sitting next to him, continued with a skeptical tone, "You guys, what's this, his grandmother hasn't even been buried, and you're already asking about visiting graves, scattering flowers, rose water." said Jems in a serious tone, "Forget about visiting, he hasn't even been buried yet," added James again with a sarcastic tone. "Not me, Jems, this is Mang Udin, asking Simon, like asking a chicken thief caught stealing wet laundry," while pointing at Mang Udin who was still beside him. Finally, Mang Udin spoke up, "Yes, even though I say I'm a coffee seller, I also need to increase my knowledge. In the words of today's youth, they need information." This sentence felt strange to Wawan and Jems, because he was trying to follow the current language trend even though he didn't fully understand it. Hearing that, Wawan didn't want to lose. "Pretending to be Mang Udin, you need information, go drink some promag so you don't get the flu," he said while standing up to leave Mang Udin and James. The two of them were actually confused. "Enough, Mang, I also want to go back. "Eh, Wawan was wrong earlier, if you have influenza, don't drink promag, but drink three bottles of betadine at once," said Jems with a serious face, then walked away from Mang Udin. That afternoon, the atmosphere seemed different. Simon, who usually went home relaxed, decided to go home early. When in the parking lot, his gaze fell on Tatang, his friend who seemed busy fixing his motorbike seat which seemed to be problematic. Tatang's motorbike seat wouldn't close, making him look annoyed. "Tang, what's wrong with your motorbike, I told you to sell it, then buy a new one," Simon approached Tatang. "Eh, Mon, yes, the seat won't close for a week, I'm afraid someone will steal the petrol in my motorbike tank," Tatang answered while continuing to check his motorbike seat. "You just sell it, Tang," he said firmly again. "Then buy a new one like that?" asked Tatang half jokingly. "Well, no, you give me the proceeds from the sale," Simon answered jokingly. "Gosh, Mon, how much can a beat-up motorbike like this sell for, if people want to buy it, they buy it by the kilo first," Tatang answered casually, trying to cheer himself up with the situation he was facing. Simon just smiled and walked away while patting Tatang's shoulder who was still fiddling with his motorbike seat. "Tang, I'll go first," Simon said as he walked away. "Eh, Mon, Mon, wait a minute," Tatang interrupted. "Come here for a minute, I want to ask something," Tatang looked more serious. "What, Tang, do you also want to ask about why my grandmother was buried so long, and when will my grandmother's grave be visited?" Simon asked as he approached Tatang. "No, no, Mon, who would ask something like that?" Tatang was surprised by Simon's question. "That was yesterday, Wawan and Mang Udin, and James too. My grandmother hasn't been buried yet, and they're already asking when will she be visited," Simon explained, a little annoyed. "Wow, it's chaotic, they're chaotic," Tatang shook his head, looking in disbelief. "Then, what do you want to ask, Tang?" Simon asked, still curious. "Like this, Mon, so when will your grandmother be buried?" Tatang asked in a serious tone. "Eh, your question is the same as theirs!" Simon protested. "No-no, Mon, I mean, when do you think you'll need the money," Tatang explained. As if giving Simon a breath of fresh air. "Well, that's right Tang. Your question is both pleasant to hear and pleasant to answer," Simon smiled broadly. "Why?" "Is that so, Mon?" Tatang was serious. "Yes, because it goes straight to the point," Simon answered while raising his eyebrows. "So it's like this, Mon, actually James wanted to talk to you yesterday," Tatang said in a calm tone. Simon, who looked a little confused, looked at Tatang. "About what, Tang? Yesterday he only asked about when my grandmother's grave would be visited," answered Simon. "Actually he came to Mang Udin's coffee shop to talk to you, Mon," said Tatang in a calm tone. Simon, who looked a little confused, looked at Tatang. "What did he say?" asked Simon, increasingly curious. "So, James said, his uncle had just sold land in Medan," Tatang explained in a serious tone. "James is Chinese, how can he have an uncle?" asked Simon, with a facial expression still full of curiosity. "Never mind Chinese people, Mon, all living things have uncles, except leeches and leeches," Tatang chuckled. "Jellyfish, octopuses and snails too, they don't have bones," argued Simon enthusiastically. "Who says snails don't have bones?" Tatang started the debate with enthusiasm. "Snails have shells, not bones," answered Simon firmly. "But if the shell is taken, the snail will definitely die," Tatang tried to defend his argument. "You too, Tatang, if your bones are taken, you will definitely die," Simon did not want to lose. "Mon, are you connecting with what I'm saying, we're talking about James," the discussion turned to James. "So, what's the connection between James and leeches and leeches?" Simon asked, pretending not to know. "Enough, so let's go back to James, James is half Chinese and half Batak, and has an uncle," Tatang explained excitedly. "Is James Batak, not Chinese?" Simon asked in surprise. "How is that... we've been friends for years, how come you don't know that James is half Chinese and half Batak?" Tatang explained. "Really? Who's the Batak James?" Simon asked even more in surprise. "James' biological mother is Batak, well his father is Chinese, so it's fifty-fifty, Mon, and he was born and grew up in Medan, his accent is very Medan... Do you understand?" Tatang said explaining a little about James' family tree. "Oh, I see, I thought he was Chinese who was only born and raised in Medan," Simon replied, nodding, trying to understand the situation. "Then, what's so exciting for me, Tang?" Simon asked, his voice starting to sound excited. "James, has already told his uncle to lend you two billion, because his uncle just sold land that cost fifty billion," Tatang answered optimistically. "Wow, what land is he selling? Uncle James's land is worth fifty billion?" Simon asked in surprise. "I don't know, Mon, but what's clear is that it's definitely not selling landslides, let alone my homeland," Tatang tried to joke, making the atmosphere a little lighter. "Yeah, never mind, it doesn't matter. What's important is that I get the loan," Simon replied resignedly. "Then, there's a but, Mon," Tatang's tone slowed down a bit. "Wow, how come Tang, why do you have a but?" Simon started to feel worried. "Yes, Mon. Two billion is not a small amount of money. It's that big," Tatang explained. "Now, what's the but, Tang?" Simon became even more curious. "That's it, Mon. The but is a bit heavy," Tatang answered jokingly. "How heavy is it, Tang?" Simon asked a little hesitantly. "Five and a quarter kilos, Mon," answered Tatang with a serious face. "Ah, if it's light, Tang," Simon said lightly. "Yes, it's light, but if you carry it from Jakarta to Garut, then to Tasik, while walking, it'll be heavy too, Mon," Tatang explained while laughing. "Gosh, Tatang, you've been talking in circles all this time. Try to be serious first, Tang," Simon said as if he was tired of Tatang's jokes. "Ah, you're always tense, Mon. It's like you're about to propose," Tatang teased. "Tang, neither of us have ever proposed to someone's child, so neither of us knows what a proposal feels like," Simon replied, trying to explain. "Okay, Mon. So, James' uncle asked for some kind of collateral, Mon. But this loan has no interest, basically it's a flat interest," Tatang explained more seriously. "So, the interest is flat until what year, Tang?" Simon asked, curious. "Ah, you, Mon, are already like you're about to get a mortgage for a house. Do you already have a candidate?" Tatang teased. "Tang, let's just focus on the loan to James' uncle, okay, don't go anywhere," Simon said in a serious tone. "Ready, Mon!" Tatang said firmly. "Well, that's it," Simon gave a thumbs up, feeling satisfied. "So, how is it, Mon? Do you agree with Uncle James's conditions?" Tatang asked curiously. Simon was silent for a moment. Tatang observed the confused expression on Simon's face. "Mmmm... how is it?" Simon answered, frowning, as if searching for an answer in his mind. "So, how is it, Mon? I'm about to go home, I'm hungry," Tatang insisted, looking impatient. "Okay, Tang. Let me think about it first. I also want to call the village first," Simon answered, who seemed to still be trapped in his own thoughts. Tatang enthusiastically responded immediately, "Can your grandmother still receive calls, Mon?" "Who said I wanted to call my grandmother carelessly?" Simon answered firmly, although there was a slight joking tone in his voice. "Hey, don't be angry, Mon. I'm just kidding," Tatang laughed, trying to lighten the mood. "Yes, yes, I know. But seriously, I need some time to think about this. Because this isn't an easy decision, Tang," Simon explained. "Okay, it's okay, Mon. The important thing is that we discuss this well. We're all here to help each other," Tatang added, giving his support. "Okay, Tang. I'll go first then," Simon said goodbye. "Okay, ready, Mr. Simon Adrianus Allo Rerung!" Tatang answered jokingly. "Yes, Tatang Aep Sudrajad," Simon replied, joining in the joke. "Oh my, I got an answer!" Tatang laughed. They both hurried out of the parking lot on their respective motorbikes. The sound of the exhaust was not friendly to the ears, especially the sound of Tatang's motorbike exhaust which could be heard shaking the windows of the neighbors' houses. He once told a story about when he went to his crush's house, he was almost beaten up by local youths because the sound of his motorbike exhaust was so loud, it disturbed the peace of the people in the alley. "Tang, do you want to come to Simon's village later, see Simon's grandmother's traditional ceremony?" Wawan approached Tatang who was sipping coffee at Mang Udin's coffee shop. "I'm willing, Wan, but will Simon let us come?" asked Tatang. "Yes, of course he'll allow it, even though he's still trying to collect two billion," Wawan explained. "That's right, why does it have to be so necessary to collect two billion?" Tatang was curious. "Actually, he said, even without him having two billion, Simon's grandmother's funeral would still be held, Tang," Wawan answered. "Okay, why should Simon be confused about two billion?" Tatang asked again. "Well, that's it, Tang. Because Simon had already made a promise to his late grandmother when she was still alive, that he would slaughter a large striped buffalo, if his grandmother died, as a tribute to his late grandmother," Wawan explained. "Why did Simon make promises to his grandmother like that?" Tatang asked, confused. "Well, that's it. Simon said, he didn't know that after he talked to his grandmother about it, three days later her grandmother would die," Wawan explained. "Gosh, if Simon didn't make promises to his grandmother, maybe her grandmother would still be alive," Tatang commented. "Oh my, Tang, you're going too far. Nobody knows about his age," Wawan replied. "When did his grandmother die?" Tatang asked. "Yes, that was about two years ago," Wawan replied. "It's impossible for an honest civil servant like Simon to collect two billion rupiah in a year," Tatang argued. "Well, yes. You work with Simon, you know how much he earns," Wawan continued. "Yes, I know very well. In the office, he sits next to me," Tatang replied. "If he doesn't sit next to me, don't you know Simon's salary?" Wawan asked. "Yes, I know. He's in the same class as me, so all his income is exactly the same as mine," Tatang explained. "But how come your car is over five hundred million, and if I look at your house, it's over three billion?" Wawan inquired. "But never mind, that's between you and the Almighty," Wawan continued. "So what, Wan?" Tatang asked. "So what? You want to sell your house and donate the money to Simon?" Wawan asked back. "Two billion in alms?" Tatang asked in surprise. "There's a tiger in the river," Wawan replied. "What, Wan?" Tatang asked again. "Well... maybe you want to," Wawan replied. "Gosh, I'm not that rich yet, Wan. Besides, the house and the car are still on credit," Tatang explained. "Well, do you dare to pay such a large installment, aren't you afraid of the monthly payments?" Wawan asked. "Yeah, that's it how about the future. It must be easy to pay, as long as you have the intention," Tatang replied. "Wow, wow, your words are so soft. I'm already dizzy," Wawan despaired. "Ah, you can do it, Wan. You're a consultant, that amount of installments shouldn't be a problem for you," Tatang responded. "It doesn't matter if your breath smells of incense. I am a consultant, but a consultant's consultant, a consultant's consultant, a consultant, a consultant, a consultant, a consultant again. Can you count?" Wawan explained. Tatang just shook his head while still watching Wawan speak. "Like the stairs, I'm a consultant at the very bottom, already one with the doormat," Wawan continued. "So, what?" asked Tatang. "If it's like that, you know for yourself how much income there is. "I only get dregs from big contractors, not to mention being extorted here and there by people in uniform like you," Wawan complained. "Eh, why are you pouring your heart out to me, Wan?" asked Tatang, a little confused. "Is that right, I'm pouring my heart out?" Wawan replied, trying to divert attention. "Pouring my heart out, Wan. You've complained at length about your job, to the point that you brought the doormat and the stairs with you," Tatang confirmed. "That wasn't pouring my heart out, Tang. I was just responding to what you said," Wawan tried to defend himself. "Is that so?" Tatang answered briefly. "Of course," Wawan was also brief. "Okay..." Tatang was even briefer. "Never mind, I'll go back first. Chatting with you is never ending," Wawan said as he headed to his motorbike. "Eh, how about next Saturday? So not having coffee at my house?" asked Tatang. "Okay, so be it. "You can announce it in the group later," Wawan replied. "Okay, be careful on the road, Wan," Tatang reminded him. "You too, don't fly when you walk," Wawan replied while waving his hand. Wawan moved further away from Tatang who was still sitting in his original place, contemplating their conversation and the plans to come. Early in the morning, when the quiet atmosphere in James' boarding house was suddenly broken, but only in James' room. WhatsApp calls rang repeatedly. At first James tried to ignore it, but James' patience finally peaked and he answered the WhatsApp call, which turned out to be a WhatsApp group call. "Hey, you're rude!! What time is it, hey!!" James half-shouted answering the WhatsApp group call. "Six o'clock, Jems," answered Tatang on the other end. "What day is it?" asked James again. "Saturday, Jems," answered Tatang on the other end. "You know, Tang, for me, Saturday at six in the morning is the same as three in the morning on a weekday," James explained in an annoyed tone. "What do you mean, James?" asked Tatang curiously. "James means that you've disturbed his off time, maybe, Tang," answered Simon who was also connected. "Yes, that's right, Jems," Tatang answered carelessly. "Yes, Tang, you've disturbed my sacred time on Saturday morning," James was still in an emotional state. "What's wrong, Tang, why are you calling in the group at this hour?" asked Simon casually. "It's like this, actually I just wanted to let you know, if you're having coffee at my house this afternoon, we'll just move to my father's house," Tatang explained in a serious tone. "Geez, Tang, you could just type it in the group, or convey it later a bit later "A little later if you want to call in the group," James answered with his anger having subsided somewhat. "Yes, Tang, you could have just informed us in the group, and the others would have read it," Simon continued, trying to support James. "Yes, I thought so too last night, Mon. But this morning I remembered, so I just called in the group," Tatang explained again, seemingly not wanting to be blamed. "Okay, you continue, Tang. How about it?" James said, trying to be more patient. "Yes, it's like this, Jems. It turns out that there's still some renovations to my house that haven't been completed, so we'll move our coffee to my father's house," Tatang explained further. "Where is your father's house? Is it far from your house?" James asked, starting to feel curious. "It's close, it's straight from my house, about a hundred meters or so," Tatang answered. "Okay, is that all I want to talk about?" James asked, his drowsiness starting to disappear. "Yes, that's all. Is there anything else you want to add? Simon maybe?" Tatang asked, hoping for input. "Ah, I'm not here, Tang. You just type it in the group, so those who didn't have time to join can know too," Simon continued. "Okay, then I'll just type it in the group now, okay?"

Tatang answered, looking relieved. "Then if you can type in a group, why do you have to call in a group, Tatang?" James added, a little skeptical. Tatang didn't answer James, he immediately hung up the group phone call. "This guy really has nothing better to do, waking people up early in the morning just to say something trivial like that," James grumbled as he walked to the bathroom, feeling annoyed with the situation that had just happened. In front of the bathroom, it turned out that there was still one person waiting in line. "Huh, Bro, why are you using a public bathroom? The bathroom is broken, huh?" asked Ardi, who had been standing in front of the bathroom door. Ardi was the most senior boarder in the boarding house. "Eh, yeah, my room has a bathroom, right?" James was confused, feeling uncomfortable. "I think James was really drunk last night," joked Ardi, smiling broadly. "Even though I only drank coffee last night, Bro. My friend paid for it," James explained, trying to defend himself. "Is that so?" Ardi answered briefly, looking a little unsure. "Well, how come Bro Ardi is here? Bro Ardi moved to the next boarding house last month," asked James curiously. "Well, that's him, Jems. This morning I woke up and he was already in front of the bathroom here," Ardi answered while scratching his head. "That means Bro Ardi was really drunk last night," James teased. "Even though I only drank a little last night, and I paid for it," Ardi defended himself. "So actually Bro Ardi is no longer queuing for the bathroom?" asked James, confused by the situation. "No, no," answered Ardi briefly. "Then who's in the bathroom?" asked James again, increasingly curious. "No one," answered Ardi with a serious face. "Yes, then why am I standing here with Bro Ardi?" James started to get annoyed, feeling that the situation was getting weirder. "Well, yeah, what's James doing here? There's a bathroom in James' room?" Ardi asked back. "Ardi already asked me that. Come on, bro, excuse me, I really need to wash my face," James said as he passed Ardi and entered the bathroom. "Okay, then James, I also really need breakfast," Ardi said before leaving the bathroom. Suddenly, from inside, James' head appeared at the door, watching Ardi staggering through the boarding house corridor. "I think there are many sick people on this earth. Earlier, Tatang, ehm here's another new crazy person but old stock," James grumbled while shaking his head, feeling surprised by his friends' behavior. He went back into the bathroom, trying to calm himself down and prepare himself to start the day. Although the atmosphere sometimes felt ridiculous. Finally, the time promised by Tatang arrived, although it was still two to three hours away. Among the four people, Simon was perhaps the one who was rather disciplined about time, although he often came late between twenty minutes to forty minutes from the appointed time. That meant, the others could be late up to an hour or more, except for Tatang. That was because Tatang was the host of the coffee party this time. If it weren't for Tatang's house, he could have been more than two hours late. Tatang was even very late once when he had agreed to meet at Simon's boarding house; the agreement was on Friday night, but Tatang arrived on Sunday morning. Simon arrived at Tatang's father's house first. He didn't need to look for Tatang's house anymore, because Simon had often visited Tatang's father's house. At Tatang's father's house, there was no one there, just Tatang and his father, and his mother along with Tatang's younger, older, and cousins. When Simon was about to go into the house, suddenly his cell phone rang. It turned out that it was James who called. "Hey Simon, what are you doing?" James asked on the other end of the phone in a slightly hushed tone. "We're playing chess with Tatang's father," Simon answered, trying to sound casual. "Have you been here long?" James asked again. "Yes, a long time ago, about two hours ago," Simon lied, trying to hide the fact that he had just arrived. "You're great, Simon. Try looking behind you then," James teased. Simon looked back and was surprised to see James standing not far behind him, raising half his hand and waving at Simon. "Gosh, I look like you're a jerk when you wave like that," Simon said as he hung up James' phone. He felt a little embarrassed and went straight inside house, sitting on the terrace chair. From inside, Tatang could see Simon who had just arrived and immediately sat on the chair. "Ehm Mon, have you been here for a while?" asked Tatang casually. "Don't be silly, Tang. I know you saw me enter the fence and sit here," answered Simon while taking off his jacket. "Yes, that's right. I saw you enter and sit here. Hey, where are the others? It's already five o'clock, even though we made an appointment at four," Tatang asked, a little worried. Then Simon took the flower vase on the table and gave it to Tatang. "Tang, try rubbing this flower vase slowly, then a bit faster," Simon practiced what he had said. "Like this, Mon?" Tatang rubbed the flower vase, following Simon's instructions. "Yes, harder, Tang! The genie will be here soon," Simon encouraged, and Tatang followed what Simon said, rubbing the flower vase more enthusiastically. Not long after, James appeared in front of the gate. "Stop, stop, Tang! The genie has arrived!" Simon patted Tatang's hand excitedly. "Now, you just have to make three wishes," Simon continued with a serious expression. James approached Tatang and Simon, who were still involved in their game. "Hey, what are you guys doing? You seem really serious?" James asked as he approached them. "Here, James, someone is practicing summoning a genie," Simon replied. "Is the genie here?" James asked enthusiastically. "Yes, come," Tatang replied, trying to continue the joke. "Yes, come, make three wishes, when there are three of us," James continued, getting more excited. "No, it definitely won't be granted," Tatang replied, half joking. "Are you sure... that it won't be granted?" James challenged. "Yes, I'm sure. Because this genie is a Chinese genie who is known to be very frugal," Simon replied in a serious tone, even though he was joking. "Now, that's right!" Tatang continued, joining in. "It depends, Tang. If the genie is having a lot of luck, your requests will definitely be granted, although maybe not all of your requests will be granted," James explained, not realizing that the genie in question was himself. "Ah, still, James. Because we already know this Chinese genie," Tatang replied, laughing. "And this Chinese genie never seems to have a profit, because every day only the word loss comes out of his mouth," Simon continued, making the atmosphere even more ridiculous. "Oh my, so what you mean by the frugal Chinese genie is me?" James realized, his face turning confused. Before Tatang and Simon had a chance to answer James, suddenly Wawan's voice was heard calling from the gate. "Hey bro, does anyone have five thousand two bills or twenty thousand one bill?" Wawan asked from in front of the gate. "Twenty thousand?" Tatang asked, clarifying. "Well, that's right," Wawan replied, still standing in front. Suddenly, James approached Wawan and gave him several hundred thousand bills. "Here, Wan, just use my money," he said while handing over the money. "Wow, this is too much, James! Just twenty thousand," Tatang was surprised to see James' actions. "Come on, it's okay," James insisted while shoving a hundred thousand bill into Wawan's grasp. "Wow, what was my dream last night? Your father's shop sold, James? You're so nice!" Wawan joked. "No, but my uncle. Selling tens of hectares of land, then I only get a splash of hundreds of millions," James explained proudly. "Your life is really great, James! But seriously, I only need twenty thousand to pay for an online motorcycle taxi," Wawan continued, still feeling confused by this situation. Simon approached Wawan and handed him a twenty thousand bill. "Here, Wan, you just use this for now," Simon said while handing Wawan the twenty thousand bill. "You guys are really good friends! I just arrived, James gave me hundreds of thousands of rupiah, and Simon paid for my motorcycle taxi. Now, you, Tang, are just daydreaming, what do you want to do with me?" Wawan walked towards Tatang, laughing. "I just wanted to say welcome, Wan," Tatang replied with a smile. "Can I give you a drink?" Wawan asked, hoping to be able to enjoy some coffee soon. "Ready!" Tatang replied and hurried into the house. "James, what did you take to get here?" Wawan asked James who was still standing nearby. "Same here, I took an online motorcycle taxi too. I just got off a little bit later, because I didn't know where Tatang's father's house was," James replied. "It's unusual for you to take an online motorcycle taxi, James. Usually you go everywhere with your girlfriend driving your own car," Wawan asked curiously. "Well, that's the problem, Wan. That's actually my girlfriend's car," James explained. "So where is your girlfriend now, James?" Simon asked casually. "They broke up," James answered briefly. "So what about the car? Is it with your ex, James?" Wawan asked. "That's for sure, Wan. Because there's no history of that person breaking up and then getting marital property from an ex-girlfriend," Simon explained jokingly. "That's it, Mon, James' ex wants to move on and doesn't want to remember James anymore, so she just left the car to James," Wawan added. "My ex wasn't that good and stupid either, Wan," James defended himself. "Well, that's right, James. Your girlfriend can't be stupid," Simon replied. "Why is that, Mon?" James asked Simon, confused. "Clearly, the proof is that now she's dumped you. That means her intelligence mode is working again, that's why she dumped you," Simon explained seriously. "

"You, Jems?" Wawan asked. "Lanny," Jems answered briefly. "Well, Lanny is the one who's in her stupid mode, that's why you're being fooled too, Lanny just follows suit," Wawan continued explaining. "Ah, you guys act like you know everything! That's not the real problem," Jems argued, feeling uncomfortable with the conversation. Meanwhile, Tatang came carrying a glass and a pot of coffee. "Missions! Take down the ashtray and flower vase, Mon," Tatang asked Simon who was sitting on the chair right next to the table. "Come on, have a whole pot of coffee!" Simon continued while lowering the flower vase and ashtray under the table. "Yes, Jems. Even though your girlfriend is beautiful, she's already beautiful, she's lending you the car again. Ehm but you're the one who filled up the gas tank, right?" Tatang continued, teasing. “Well, maybe Tang, a car as good as that is filled with regular gasoline. At least Pertamax,” Wawan replied, joining in. “Yeah, that’s what I meant, Wan,” Tatang replied, agreeing. “So where’s your motorbike, Jems? Maybe your girlfriend pulled it too?” Simon asked playfully. “It’s in my boarding house, I’m too lazy to ride a motorbike,” Jems replied, looking a little lazy. “Yeah, yeah, that’s absolutely right. When people are used to riding nice cars, then suddenly want to ride an old motorbike, they become really lazy, man,” Wawan explained. “My motorbike is a Ninja, hey, it’s not old!” Jems defended himself. “Yes, it’s a Ninja, but a 2000 Ninja, Jems. It’s already 2023,” Wawan replied, laughing. “Well, your motorbike is about twenty-three years old, Jems. Soon it will be categorized—” Simon hadn’t finished speaking. “What? The antique motorbike category?” Jems replied, intending to brag. “No! If a motorbike is that old, it’s already categorized as scrap, Jems!” Simon explained while laughing. Tatang and Wawan burst out laughing, unable to hold themselves back. “Well, whatever you guys want to say. What’s clear is, I didn’t bring a motorbike because I was actually still sleepy this time,” Jems explained again. “Huh, how come?” Simon asked, curious. “Well, it’s possible. Tatang, you’ve been calling the group over and over again in the early morning,” Jems replied in a lazy tone. “It was already afternoon, Jems! I called the group at six in the morning,” Tatang defended himself. “You know, Tang. On Saturdays, I wake up at ten in the morning. So if it’s 6 in the morning, it’s still like 3 in the morning on a weekday,” Jems explained at length. “You can go back to sleep, Jems. You came here in the afternoon,” Tatang continued. “Ah, how could I sleep then,” Jems replied, looking desperate. “Well, just drink your coffee. I’ve made a pot of this, it’s good for keeping you awake again, Jems,” Tatang invited Jems to drink. “Hey, is this coffee or kolak, Wan?” Simon asked, after tasting the coffee Tatang made. “Why is that, Mon?” Wawan asked, confused. “It’s very sweet, like kolak water! Try this, drink it,” Simon replied, handing over a glass of coffee. Tatang took the coffee Simon offered and drank it. “This isn’t really sweet, Mon. It’s just a little sweet,” Tatang explained. “Well, it’s the same, Tang. When I’m in the village, I’m not allowed to drink coffee that’s too sweet or a little sweet,” Simon added. “Why is that, Mon? Afraid of getting diabetes, huh?” Tatang asked curiously. “Not that, but I’m afraid the sugar will run out quickly,” Simon answered seriously. “Is it really that hard to buy sugar in your village, Mon?” Tatang asked again. “It’s not hard, Tang. It’s just that people in my house in the village are lazy to go to the shop if they only want to buy one item,” Simon explained briefly. “Why are they lazy? They can just walk.”

Tatang was confused. “The road is the problem, Tang. We have to pass several hills before we reach the shop. And when we go there, the shop is open, because the shops there are often closed,” Simon explained. “Gosh, I heard it was complicated, Mon,” Wawan interrupted, laughing. “Oh yeah, Mon, what about your 2M? Have you gotten it yet?” Tatang asked, curious. “Well, that’s it again, Tang. The target has not been achieved yet,” Simon replied in a less enthusiastic tone. “Still really far away, huh, Mon?” Wawan asked again. “Oh, really really far away, Wan,” Simon replied. “As far as the difference between an elephant and bread or cake, Mon?” Wawan asked jokingly. “What do you mean, Wan?” Simon asked confusedly. “You can see an elephant from a distance,” Wawan continued. “What about bread and cake?” Simon asked curiously. “As for the bread and cakes, there’s been none in sight, just a few pieces of acan, Mon,” Wawan explained while glancing at Tatang. “Don’t worry, someone else will deliver them, otewe, Wan,” Tatang replied while looking at the fence, hoping someone would come. “Oh yeah, Mon, so what happened? I told my bones,” Jems suddenly spoke up. “What do you want, Jems? I don’t have any land that I can use as collateral for that amount,” Simon complained. “Then what should I do, Mon? Your grandmother won’t be buried then?” Wawan asked curiously. “As for being buried, that’s for sure, Wan, because all the preparations are ready. It’s just that at that time I promised my grandmother that I would slaughter a striped buffalo if she died,” Simon explained further. “So, what happened?” Jems asked briefly. “Then, how many days later did my grandmother die?” Simon continued his explanation. “It’s sad, Mon,” Jems asked, feeling sympathetic. “I’ve told you before,” Simon replied. Jems, Tatang, and Wawan just nodded at Simon’s words. “Hey, Mon, can we come to your village later?” Jems asked. Then Wawan chimed in enthusiastically, “Yes, Mon! I’ve never seen a Torajan burial procession before,” Wawan enthusiastically. “We watched it together on YouTube, Wan,” Tatang said to Wawan. “It’s on YouTube, Tang. I want to see it live,” Wawan replied. “Come on, I want to see it live too,” Tatang replied. “So what, Mon? Can we come?” Jems asked Simon again. “Yeah, sure. But each of us has to pay for the tickets,” Simon replied. “Yeah, of course, Mon. Tickets are ordinary, we want to buy them too,” Wawan offered. “Yeah, sure,” Simon replied, looking happy. “Okay, Jems will buy them later,” Tatang said to Jems. “Why me, Tang?” Jems was confused. “You have the most money, Jems,” Tatang replied. “Don’t you, Tang, have the most money?” Jems continued. “Yes, that’s right, Tang. Your house is like a sultan’s house,” Wawan continued. “The house is like a sultan’s, but the person is just ordinary,” Tatang replied, smiling. “Simon should also have a house and a car like you, Tang,” Wawan continued. Meanwhile, Simon and Jems were busy with their respective cellphones, not listening to Tatang and Wawan’s conversation. They seemed engrossed in their own world, while Tatang and Wawan continued to joke and tease each other. “Simon has a lot of money, but he saves it with him,” Tatang continued. “Where does he save it from? Two weeks ago, when he just got his salary, Simon asked me to take him to the ATM. After leaving the ATM, his face was frowning, because he wanted to withdraw money, but he only took out four hundred thousand,” Wawan laughed while glancing at Simon again. “That’s because I just paid off my debt to my friend, so my money is gone,” Simon answered Wawan who was still focused on his cellphone. “So what, Mon? So you want to use my bones as collateral, so your loan can be paid out?” Jems asked, still equally focused on their respective cellphone screens. “I told you, I don’t even know what to use as collateral with your bones, Jems. Because that’s a lot of money,” Simon answered while putting his cellphone on the table. “So, what should I do, Mon?” Wawan asked seriously. “Aii, I’m also confused, Mi, if it’s like this. And there are only a few weeks left,” Simon complained. “Can anyone help me, Simon? I feel sorry for his face, so disheveled,” Wawan said to Jems and Tatang. “If it’s a million or two million, maybe I can help,” Jems answered. “Yeah, me too, if it’s two million, we can try,” Tatang continued. “But whether there is or not, I still have to go home,” Simon responded. “Oh, you’re the only one coming back, Mon? We all wanted to go with you,” Wawan responded to Simon. “Yeah, that’s what I meant, Wan. By the way, who said one million or two million?” Simon asked Wawan. “Well, Jems and Tatang,” Wawan answered. “So four million, so my round trip ticket money is safe,” Simon said with a serious face. “Now then, Jems, Tatang, you two have already said two million each, go transfer it to Simon.” Wawan said to Tatang and Jems. “Then why didn’t you, Wan?” Tatang asked Simon, curious about his friend’s reaction. “Well, I didn’t say that I could get a million or two million,” Wawan replied, trying to defend himself with a smile. “Okay, Mon, WA your account number here, I’ll transfer it now,” Jems said seriously, seeming to want to help. However, Simon just stayed silent, not giving any response. He was busy fiddling with his cellphone, seeming not to care much about the conversation around him. A few seconds later, a WA notification appeared on Jems and Tatang’s cellphone screens. “Hey, I just WAed you the number,” Simon said, still looking at his cellphone screen. “Wow, you’re fast, Mon!” Tatang chimed in, impressed by Simon’s speed. “Who wouldn’t be fast, Wan, when it comes to money, especially if it’s free money. Why don’t you do it too?” Simon replied teasingly. “It’s easy for me, Mon. You won’t expect it later, I’ll transfer it,” Wawan evaded, trying to look relaxed. “Okay, I’ll wait, now Wan,” Simon replied, waiting for good news. “Ready, Mon Simon!” Wawan replied enthusiastically. “But I didn’t accept the voucher, now Wan,” Simon added, remembering his bad experience. “You’re really traumatized by vouchers,” Wawan laughed. “How could you not be traumatized, Wan? You gave me a voucher once, but it had expired!” Simon explained, his face showing lingering annoyance. “Is that really the story about the voucher, Mon?” Jems asked suddenly, interested in Simon’s story. “Yeah, really! When I wanted to use the voucher, it turned out to have expired. Oh, how embarrassing!” Simon explained, remembering the embarrassing moment. “Besides, you, Mon. Didn’t you read the voucher first when you accepted it?” Wawan defended himself. “You too, Wan. Look at it first before giving something to someone,” Jems said, interceding. “But that’s it, Mi. So I got to know the cashier at that time,” Simon smiled, remembering the moment. “You really dare, Mon,” asked Tatang in surprise, not believing Simon’s courage. “Do you think I’m not normal? I still like women too!” Simon defended himself, feeling the need to explain. “But the problem is, Mon, there haven’t been any women who have dared to like you,” Wawan answered briefly, making everyone laugh. “But there will definitely be, later!” Simon answered with full hope, although a little hesitant. “Is that Windya, Mon?” Jems asked teasingly. “Oh, enough already, Mi,” Simon didn’t want to continue. Jems understood very well because he was the one who knew the most about Simon’s relationship with Windya from the beginning to the end. “So what, Mon? It’s still a long time, right? Your grandmother’s been buried?” Wawan asked suddenly, diverting attention. “Actually, my grandmother’s been buried, less than 2 months left, right?” Simon answered in a listless tone, looking unenthusiastic. “So, no, Mon? About collateral, so I can get a loan from my bones?” Jems asked, curious. “Well, that again, Jems. I don’t think I have any. Just combine the four of us with our kidneys, it won’t be up to 2 billion,” Simon answered while observing Jems, Wawan, and Tatang. “I really don’t want to, Mon, combine the four of us with our kidneys. Yes, if not exchanged with Jems’ kidney,” Wawan explained, laughing. “Who would want to exchange a kidney with you, Wan? Your motorbike often breaks down, let alone your kidneys and lungs,” Jems replied, not wanting to lose. “What’s clear is that my kidneys have never been used for clubbing or going to massage parlors, Jems,” Wawan added, trying to defend himself. “Ah, that means your kidneys are tacky, you don’t socialize enough and you don’t have enough experience,” Jems replied lightly, making everyone laugh. “Leave it alone, my kidneys,” Wawan replied briefly, not wanting to bother. “Eh, you, Mon. Where have your kidneys been used and for what?” Tatang asked Simon seriously. “Ummm... wait, let me think about it, okay. But what’s clear is that my kidneys are definitely virgins, Tang,” Simon answered, trying to be serious even though there was a smile on his face. “And you, Tang? What have you been doing with your kidneys and lungs?” Simon asked again, curious. “What’s clear is that my kidneys and lungs have never

been made into coto or soto,” Tatang replied, laughing. “Awasko, someone asked again, what’s the difference between coto and soto?” Simon said with emphasis. “What’s the difference, Mon?” Wawan asked, also curious. “Ededede, I said, don’t ask,” Simon replied again, feeling a little annoyed. Not long after, the atmosphere suddenly became quiet. They were all focused on their respective cellphones. It turned out that Simon sent a WA to Jems to go home together because he didn’t bring enough money, afraid that the motorbike taxi fare would be more. Meanwhile, Wawan also sent a WA to Simon to say goodbye to Tatang. “Jems, we’ll go home together, okay,” Simon’s WA to Jems.

––––––––
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Chapter 2: Travel Ritual

“It’s rare to want to go home together, I didn’t bring a vehicle,” Jems replied, a little surprised. “Yes, I know. “You took an online taxi here,” Simon replied again. “So?” Jems replied briefly, still curious. Before Simon could reply to Jems’ WA, suddenly Wawan’s WA came in. “Mon, let’s go back,” Wawan’s WA to Simon. “Come on, I’m about to go back too,” Simon’s WA to Wawan replied. “I’m hungry, Tatang only served me coffee and fried food,” Wawan replied, complaining. “But it’s enough to fill my stomach,” Simon replied, trying to defend himself. “What kind of stomach filling, no, I’m full, yes I have stomach acid,” Wawan replied, still dissatisfied. “Tatang, he has a lot of money, but he’s stingy. Serve McDonald's or pecel rice," Wawan continued, feeling annoyed. "I already ate before coming here, so I'm not too hungry," Simon replied, trying to explain. "I was hoping we would eat here," Wawan replied, disappointed. Suddenly, Jems' WA came in. "So before leaving the house, eat first, and bring extra money," Jems' WA, giving advice. Wawan and Simon were shocked and confused as they stared at each other. Suddenly, Tatang typed. Wawan and Simon were still staring at each other, waiting. "Ooh, is there anyone hungry?" Tatang WA, realizing the situation. It turned out, Wawan WA'd to the group, and even more stupidly, Simon didn't realize that they had been WA'ing in the group. "Yee, why are you the idiot who's been chatting in the group, Mon?" Wawan to Simon, laughing. “You were the one who WA’d me first, so I replied anyway,” Simon replied, feeling innocent. “Actually, from the first time Wawan WA’d me to the group, I already knew, but I just kept quiet,” Jems intervened, trying to explain. “Why didn’t you tell me, Jems?” Wawan asked, feeling a little annoyed. “I was also WA’ing Simon,” he replied. Jems, defending himself. “So, what are you doing, Tang?” Wawan asked Tatang, curious. “Reading your WA in the group,” Tatang replied while pointing at Simon and Wawan. “So what we were secretly arguing about earlier was actually...” Simon hadn’t finished speaking. “Yes, it turns out the conversation moved to the group, huh,” Jems interrupted, realizing the situation. “Wan, how’s your stomach acid? Still?” Tatang asked Wawan, pretending to be worried. “Well, still. They offered coffee and fried snacks, like offerings from people on patrol,” Wawan replied, complaining. “I was waiting for you guys, they were already served inside,” Tatang replied, feeling innocent. Simon, who already knew and was close to Tatang’s family, without a word went straight into the house towards the dining room. “Well, the kid said he wasn’t hungry, he just barged in,” Wawan watched Simon as he stepped into the house. “Do you believe it, Simon has already eaten since he came here?” Jems asked Wawan, skeptical. “Whatever he says, he trusts people,” Wawan replied, shaking his head. “Come on, come in and eat, your stomach acid will flare up,” Tatang teased Wawan. “Hey, you already have stomach acid, Tang,” Wawan replied, not wanting to lose. When Simon was in front of the dining table, he immediately took a spoon and tasted each dish on the table, while demonstrating the way one of the judges on a cooking competition on TV spoke. “What kind of food is this? It doesn’t look good?” Simon said when he had tasted one of the dishes on the table. “Hmm, this again, fried chicken but it’s like fried flip-flops, tough and tasteless,” Simon continued, as if complaining. The last menu in the corner, Simon saw various vegetables. “Why are there so many leaves on the dining table? The host must be lazy, serving people raw vegetables, telling them to cook it themselves,” Simon said again, laughing. “That’s vegetables,” answered Mrs. Tatang who suddenly appeared behind Simon. It turned out that Mr. and Mrs. Tatang had been near the dining table, perhaps because they were so hungry, that Simon didn’t realize that Tatang’s parents were already there. “Eh, Mom... Dad, let’s eat, Sir, Ma’am,” Simon made small talk to hold back his embarrassment. “Yeah, you’re acting ahead, Mon,” replied Tatang’s father, smiling. Meanwhile, on the terrace, Wawan, Jems, and Tatang were still chatting. “You’re not going home, Wan? You said you wanted to go home earlier,” Jems asked Wawan. “Simon really wanted to take me back, he said he was craving for Padang rice near your boarding house,” Wawan answered. “Besides, Tatang, it took a long time to offer it,” Wawan continued, complaining. “Yeah, I know, Tatang. We’re all really hungry,” Jems added. “On purpose so you guys would eat a lot,” Tatang answered carelessly. Jems, Wawan, and Tatang rushed inside and found Simon who was already sitting at the dining table eating. Without waiting to be invited, Wawan and Jems immediately stepped on the gas. Jems, Wawan, and Simon immediately became silent and ignored each other when all the menus were on their respective plates. The first to stand up to get more was Simon. “Yeillah, just because you’re a boarding student, you’re so enthusiastic, Mon, get more,” joked Wawan to Simon. “I’ll get more now, when I get home I’ll ask Tatang to wrap it up again,” Simon answered lightly. “I’m also a boarding student, but I didn’t add more. But it’s okay, Tang, you wrap it up too, okay?” joked Jems. “Well, you too, Jems, join in wrapping it up. You’re the richest boarding student,” Wawan chimed in. “I’m too lazy to go out again, Wan, to look for food when I’m already in the boarding school,” Jems evaded. “I’m not too lazy to go out, but I’m too lazy to give money,” Simon replied. “Are you of Chinese descent too, Mon?” Tatang asked Simon, curious. “Nothing, Tang. I am a Torajan from the time of our ancestors,” Simon answered while chewing his food. “Yeah, I don’t think you have any Chinese ancestry, right?” Tatang was really confused. “Why is that, Tang?” Wawan asked, curious. “Don’t you understand what Tatang means?” Jems asked, also confused. “No,” Wawan and Simon answered in unison, making the atmosphere even funnier. “Simon is bad at spending money, even though he’s not Chinese. I’m Chinese, but not like that,” Jems explained, teasing Simon. “Not bad, Jems. What can I give out, if what comes in is minimal, and it’s hard to get out,” Simon answered, trying to explain. “Mon, don’t you see what people are eating?” Wawan asked Simon, a little confused. “I know we’re eating, but there’s nothing that dirty I said,” Simon replied, trying to keep the atmosphere relaxed. “Well, he gives it out, it’s hard to get it out, what’s that?” Wawan asked, still curious. “Ah, Wawan is paranoid, his mind is always all over the place,” Tatang replied, laughing. “Yes, but what I meant was minimal money, which is hard to give out, but he has all sorts of thoughts,” Simon explained, feeling the need to straighten things out. “Ooh, I see. "Well, map, let's continue then," Wawan replied, nodding in understanding. "Eh, Tang, I want to wrap up the chicken later," Wawan continued, pointing to the remaining chicken on the plate. Finally, Wawan, Jems, Tatang, and Simon were leaving for Toraja in less than a week to attend Simon's grandmother's funeral. Tatang, Jems, and Wawan were confused, whether to go on vacation or to pay their respects. Because for the three of them, going to pay their respects was for someone who had just died, while Simon's grandmother had been dead for two years. Wawan was very afraid of horror things. Actually, he didn't want to join, but he was curious to know what the funeral ritual for Simon's grandmother was like, which he had only seen on YouTube. On the other hand, Tatang himself couldn't understand the condition of Simon's grandmother's body that had been kept at home for two years. Was it already a skeleton? Did it smell like a corpse in general? Or what? On the other hand, Jems had no idea what was going on in his mind. He only hoped to meet foreign tourists, then exchange Instagram, and continue on like what was on Jems' mind. Meanwhile, Simon had given up on the 2 billion, because it was no longer possible. So, he and his friends left with the money he had. That afternoon, Wawan deliberately came to Simon's boarding house. Wawan knew for sure that Simon would not go anywhere after work, so that afternoon Wawan confidently went straight to Simon's boarding house without telling Simon first. And sure enough, when he arrived at Simon's boarding house, the boarding house door was open. That meant he was not going anywhere. However, Simon's boarding house door was not wide open or half open, but from a distance it was certain that there was someone inside. Wawan got closer, and from his current position, which was only a few steps from Simon's room door, he heard Simon's voice talking to a man. From the accent or dialect of the language, Wawan hesitated to go inside immediately. Wawan was very sure that the person talking to Simon inside was most likely Simon's relative or family from the village. He decided to wait outside for a moment, listening to their conversation. "Who is that person?" Wawan thought to himself, trying to catch every word that came out of Simon and the man's mouths. After a while, Wawan heard laughter from inside. The voice sounded familiar, and Wawan felt a little relieved. “Maybe there’s nothing to worry about,” he thought. “Should I come in?” Wawan said while scratching his forehead, even though it wasn’t itchy, standing not far from Simon’s boarding house door. Meanwhile, from inside the room, a very serious conversation could be heard. Even though Wawan didn’t really understand the language Simon was using with his conversation partner, Wawan pretended to know that it was a very important conversation. What was clear was that Simon’s conversation inside wasn’t about the price of basic necessities that kept going up, or talking about the salaries of officials that were also going up even though their jobs were unclear. The longer it went on, the higher the tone of the conversation from inside. Wawan was worried that a fight would break out that would end in murder and someone would be the victim. “Gosh, why is this conversation inside getting more and more exciting, and it’s even turning into a fight again. What if someone becomes a victim? We’re not going to leave,” Wawan thought for a moment, thinking about going in immediately to break it up. Wawan was just about to break it up, but suddenly Tatang was standing behind him. “Jiaah, wow, Tang! You’re already playing around here,” Wawan’s voice was half a whisper. “Eh, what are you doing here, Wan? Shouldn’t you just go inside?” Tatang said in a whisper. “Shhh, don’t make any noise, Tang! Simon is fighting with his brother inside,” Wawan guessed as a know-it-all. “Eh, is that so? Have you gone inside?” Tatang asked, doubting Wawan’s statement. “Not yet, I’ve just been eavesdropping here,” Wawan replied. “Why haven’t you gone inside?” Tatang asked. “So, what are you doing here?” Wawan asked back. “Delivering this,” while patting the backpack he had slung over his left arm. “What’s in it?” Wawan asked, somewhat curious. “Gosh, nosy! Just curious,” Tatang replied, slightly annoyed. “Well, maybe you can share it with me,” Wawan said hopefully. “Of course, if Simon wants it,” Tatang replied. “Of course he will, Simon is very close to me,” Wawan replied confidently. “Is it with me?” Tatang confirmed. “Yes, with us,” Wawan replied, smiling. “So what’s in it, Tang? The novel is very valuable,” Wawan asked again, curious. “Not valuable anymore, but valuable,” Tatang replied to make sure. “Can I know how much it’s worth?” Wawan became even more curious. “I don’t even know how much it’s worth,” Tatang replied casually. “So, what’s wrong? You brought it here, how can you not know what’s in it?” Wawan was confused. “This is a deposit, so we have to protect the trust of the person who entrusted it,” Tatang explained. “Who entrusted it?” Wawan asked. “Does it really need to be told to you? Even if I mention it, they won’t recognize it,” Tatang explained. “If I do, come see it, Tang,” Wawan insisted. “Later, with Simon if you want to see it,” Tatang replied. “So, can’t you open it here first?” Wawan asked again. “Well, you can’t, Wan. It’s not ethical, this is Simon’s,” Tatang explained. “It’ll just end up like this, Tang. I’m a curious person, Tang,” Wawan whined. “So you can’t die here, Wan,” Tatang replied with a smile. “Why are you talking about dying? Why is that? I’ve become a curious ghost,” Wawan was surprised. “It’s not a problem that you’ve become a ghost,” Tatang explained. “Then what?” Wawan was curious. “I’m too lazy to be a witness, then evacuate you, then tell your parents. Because you’re just making a fuss about life, what if you die,” Tatang explained in a serious tone. Meanwhile, a few minutes ago, Simon and his brother were already in front of the boarding house door, watching them. Simon was squatting, while his brother was standing, both of them listening to Wawan and Tatang’s conversation with rapt attention. Not to mention the person in front of Simon’s room had also been watching the two of them, curious about what was going on.

“Hey, what are you two doing there, just making a fuss?” Simon called out to Wawan and Tatang who were seen engaged in a conversation that was going nowhere.

“Hey, you’re already there, Mon?” Wawan replied, with a surprised expression when he saw Simon who suddenly appeared in front of the door. “Hey, when did you two get there, why so suddenly?” Tatang looked at him in confusion.

“We’ve been here for a while, look at you two making a fuss for no reason,” Simon replied.

“Yeah, Wawan is really nosy,” Tatang said, mocking his friend and best friend.

“Hey, Mon, how come your fight is over already? I was just about to separate them, ehm they separated themselves,” Wawan continued, jokingly.

“You guys are the ones who want to be separated, making a fuss in the same boarding house. Come on, come in,” Simon invited, inviting Wawan and Tatang into his room.

Tatang and Wawan entered Simon’s boarding room, which was relatively spacious compared to his usual boarding house. Maybe because Simon had been boarding there for a long time from his college days until now, so he was allowed to occupy a fairly spacious room at a fairly cheap price.

“So what do you think, Wan? It’s rare for you to come here with Tatang?” Simon asked Wawan.

“I came alone, Mon, but suddenly he appeared behind me,” Wawan replied, pointing at Tatang. “I had promised Simon that I would come here this afternoon,” Tatang explained, chiming in.

“Oh, I forgot, this is Bernad, my brother from the village,” Simon said, introducing Bernad who had just arrived. Bernad warmly shook hands with Wawan and Tatang, adding to the intimacy in the room.

“Wawan, the most handsome Betawi person on the island...” Simon suddenly interrupted Wawan’s unfinished speech.

“Yes, this is Wawan, the most handsome Betawi person on Samalona Island,” Simon interrupted, trying to respond to Wawan’s compliment with enthusiasm. “Mon, where is Samalona Island?” Wawan asked, confused. “Are there many Betawi people on Samalona Island?” Wawan continued his question.

“Well, that’s exactly it, Wan. You’re the most handsome because you’re the only Betawi person there, that is if you go there,” Simon explained, continuing the joke that didn’t seem funny.

“Ah, you’re kidding, Mon,” Wawan answered Simon.

“Well, this is Tatang,” Simon said to Bernad.

“Well, this is the coolest Sundanese person, he’s the only one in the house,” Wawan joked.

“At home, I only live by myself,” Tatang answered Wawan, confused.

“Well, that’s exactly it, Tang. You’re the coolest when you’re the only one, no one else,” Wawan mocked Tatang.

“Ah, Wan,” Tatang said, not wanting to bother.

“Just get straight to the point, Mon, I want to ask you something,” Wawan said, not wanting to waste time. “We’ll go to your house later,” Wawan continued, showing his curiosity.

“Yes, so what?” Simon asked, wanting to know what happened next.

“Well, we’ll sleep in the same house as your deceased grandmother, right, Mon?” Wawan asked to confirm.

“Well, no. There’s a special place for that,” Bernad replied, responding to Wawan’s concerns.

“Right, Mon?” Wawan asked Simon, wanting to confirm what Bernad said.

“Yes, that’s right. It’s kept on top of the traditional house,” Simon replied, dismissing Wawan’s concerns.

“So, is the traditional house far from the house where we’ll be staying, Mon?” Wawan asked again.

“Yes, quite far,” Wawan replied casually.

“How far, Mon?” Wawan asked curiously.

“About this far,” Bernad replied, aligning his two cellphones.

“Well, that’s not far, Mon. This is next to it,” Wawan responded to Simon in a frightened tone.

“So, Wan, you came here just to ask that?” Tatang asked Wawan, a little surprised.

“Yeah, why?” Wawan asked back, confused by his friends’ reactions.

“Why are you asking such unimportant things?” Tatang joked to Wawan.

But Wawan, with unfading enthusiasm, replied, “Well, that’s important, Tang! It concerns my physical and mental safety. If I have a heart attack and I die, what then?”

Tatang frowned. “If you die there, well, like I said earlier, Wan, I don’t want to be a witness, and I’ll definitely be confused about what to say to your parents.” This sentence was greeted with laughter by Simon who felt that Wawan’s worries were a bit excessive.

Simon interrupted, “Well, that’s right, Wan!”

Wawan, not wanting to lose, firmly said, “Oh is that so, you guys want me?”

Simon explained, “So it’s like this, Wan. There are no horror or mystical things there. Everything is normal, like other areas. In Toraja, the only difference is the tradition and culture compared to other areas.” Simon’s lengthy explanation made the atmosphere more calming, although Wawan’s desire to feel scared remained.

Bernad added, “Well, that’s right. Later, when you’re there, you’ll understand the situation,” as if he wanted to reduce Wawan’s burden of fear. However, Wawan was still not completely convinced.

“You know I’m afraid of horror things, especially traditional horror, or traditional ghosts?” he complained in a tone full of anxiety.

“Hello, Wan. Your life is already so scary, being chased by loan shark debt collectors every day,” Tatang responded, trying to make a joke.

“What do you mean?” Wawan asked, confused about what his friend meant.

“Being chased by loan sharks every day, isn’t that even more scary?” Tatang explained.

“My motorbike is safe,” Wawan answered lightly.

Simon mixed up the conversation with a challenging question, “But when did you say that your motorbike had been taken by the leasing company?” Wawan tried to defend himself, “Well, that’s it, Mon. I mean it’s safe.”

“Then what about the online loans?” Tatang mentioned a problem that was no less serious.

“It’s safe too, because I’m here, and I turned off my phone, so I’m safe,” said Wawan trying to avoid Simon’s concerns.

“Yes, you’re safe here. When it’s your turn to go home, you’ll be chased again,” Simon did not remain silent and responded.

“That’s easy, because I’ve had experience being chased by online loans,” Wawan answered lightly, feeling experienced. Meanwhile, Tatang was seen reaching into his Civil Servant card. He took out an envelope from his Civil Servant card and handed it to Simon. “This, Mon, is from the kids in the office. All divisions have contributed,” Tatang felt relieved to have delivered the mandate from his co-workers.

“Thank you very much, Tang,” Simon replied, appreciating the effort. Then Tatang continued with another envelope, “Now, this is from me and from Bapak and Ibu.” Tatang handed over the second envelope.

“Gosh, I feel bad for Bapak and Mamak. Say thank you very much, now, Tang,” Simon accepted the envelope offered by Tatang with a smile.

“It’s okay, Mon. Don’t look at the amount, okay. Hopefully it can help,” Tatang replied, giving Simon some relief.

“Wow... you won a lot, Mon... the first envelope was as thick as a brick,” joked Wawan.

“Well, you said earlier you wanted to know what was in it and how much, ask Simon,” said Tatang to Wawan, who only answered jokingly that it was all a joke.

“Yeah, no! I was just joking, Tang,” Wawan defended himself.

“Why did you force me to joke?” Tatang responded.

“Who forced me?” Wawan asked in surprise.

“You were the one who made a lot of noise earlier,” Tatang explained.

“So this is what was causing the commotion in front?” Simon asked Tatang and Wawan.

“No, Mon. It’s just Tatang who’s being over the top,” Wawan replied with a laugh.

“Eh, so when are you guys going?” Bernad asked Tatang and Wawan.

“Going?” Tatang was confused.

“I mean going to Toraja together,” Bernad continued.

“Oh, that’s it,” Tatang understood.

“Let’s just go along with what Simon says. He’s the one having the event,” Wawan replied.

“Hajatan... a mourning party is called a hajatan,” Tatang glanced at Wawan.

“So, what should I call it?” asked Wawan.

“Tahlilan or something, Wan,” explained Tatang.

“Well, it’s okay. Maybe the name is just different,” Bernad intervened.

“Tang, all the tickets are safe, right?” asked Simon to Tatang.

“Ready, safe, Mon,” Tatang answered briefly.

“Just the four of us, right? No one else?” asked Simon again.

“You know, Wawan. Is there anyone you want to invite?” asked Tatang to Wawan.

“Invite who, Tang?” asked Wawan in surprise.

“You know... maybe you want to invite your wife?” asked Tatang teasingly.

“Where’s your wife from? Never mind a wife, Tang. I’m already scared to raise two birds,” Wawan said while eating peanuts.

Hearing Wawan’s words, Bernad, Tatang, and Simon spontaneously laughed.

“Hey, what are you using to feed your two birds, Wan?” Simon asked.

“Wow, you’re all thinking about it, you’re all going on picnics everywhere. I mean my two canaries,” Wawan explained.

“Well, you should say your two canaries, not your two birds,” while pointing at Wawan’s pants.

“This is the only bird, Mon. Its two eggs, do you understand?” Wawan replied.

“Enough already, this is getting more and more all over the place when it comes to birds,” Tatang intervened.

“So it’s fixed, no one else is coming, right? Because the only ones who bought tickets were for the four of us,” Tatang continued.

“If there’s no more, that’s it, Tang,” Simon continued.

“Eh, how about it, Mon? So you’re saving up money to buy those two striped buffaloes?” asked Wawan.
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