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Summary of the Story 

The story of Fate of the Poor is about a girl named Sekar who lived Special Region of 

Yogyakarta with her  mother and brother, Rafli, that has autism since he was born. Sekar stopped 

going to school in her fifth grade because of poverty. Her parents couldn‟t send her to school 

anymore because they didn‟t have money for school, even it was hard getting money for barely 

survive. So, Sekar helped her mother taking care of her brother since morning so that her mother 

could work longer. Her father didn‟t work, he was a bad father for not being responsible of his 

family, even he was chased away by her mother after he tried to rape Sekar when she was thirteen. 

Life was harder for Sekar to live since she realised that her family was going to die if she didn‟t do 

anything. Luckily her only bestfriend, Mala, helped her finding a job, whereas her mother always 

forbade her to go out of the house. Her mother was getting angry because Sekar went to Malioboro 

to find a job, and it made her mother didn‟t talk to her for a week. This made Sekar decided to leave 

her house, her mother, and her brother for working. 

Finally Sekar worked in Mrs. Karin house as a housemaid, because as an uneducated girl, 

that‟s what she could do. An innocent girl left her comfort zone and tried to survive far away from 

her family just for getting a better future for her and her family. However, the problem of her life 

didn‟t stop when she found a job and earned money just like what she thought before. Many 

problems came and destroy her life. Then, what would a poor and uneducated girl, like Sekar, do to face 

a hurt life? How did fate play her life? 
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Fate of the Poor 

 

“Plop...plop...plop...plop...” I heard the sounds of raindrops hit some buckets that put in 

several spots under the small holes on the roof of my wooden house. I could see it was a heavy rain 

outside through the opened door. Sometimes I heard sounds of thunder and when it sounded louder, 

it awoke Rafli, my little brother, that slept on our only shabby thin mat beside me. I had to caress 

his forehead until he fell asleep again. The clock showed it had been 7.10 PM. 

“Sigh!” Ibuk
1
 sat beside me and leaned her body against the wall. I looked at her and 

realized that she looked older than her age. Time had put marks on her face more. Ibuk was thin and 

weak, and little bit humped. Her worn-out daster
2
 made her looked even older. I had seen her 

wearing that daster twice this week, she didn‟t  have many, maybe just three. We don‟t have money 

for clothes, even we hardly got money for barely survive. I saw her coughing so often that she fell 

on her knees. She must have some trouble with diseases, but she never told me.  

I saw many things had changed from her. I rarely saw her smiling just like she used to do, 

even to Rafli. The way she treated me and Rafli also changed. I didn‟t know why, but all had 

changed since bapak
3
 left us, three years ago. Ibuk was really mad and casted him out of the home, 

because he got drunk and ironically, he tried to kiss me, hug me, and sleep on me brutally. 

Whenever I saw her, the memory faded in clearly as if it happened yesterday. That night, I saw ibuk 

was crying and screaming. I never saw her being that sad and angry. She beat bapak‟s body for 

many times. Then I rushed in to the house. Crying, that‟s all I did. 

“GO!” I heard ibuk‟s shouting. I was afraid. That was the first time I heard ibuk shouting to 

bapak, as she always being nice to him. “GO!” Again I heard her voice. “GO AWAY, ASSHOLE! 

Don‟t you ever come back or I‟ll call the police!” Her voice was trembling. I could hear she was 

crying. I didn‟t know what I should do. That was happened because of me. I heard ibuk kept crying. 

I heard sound of someone‟s steps. I wondered if there‟s someone came because hearing ibuk was 

shouting. But the sound of the steps was farther, farther, and dissappeared,  then it was just silent. 

“Does bapak really go?” I thought. I encouraged myself to take a look and find out what‟s 

going on. Bapak was not there anymore and I found ibuk was sitting there on the chair and bending 

down on the palm of her hands. “Oh, Bapak... He‟s really gone.” I told myself like I didn‟t believe 

what I‟d just seen. “Ibuk...” I was almost voiceless. She turned her head and then hugged me. She 

hugged me so tight, like afraid of lossing me. We‟re crying. Up to this time, I knew ibuk still loved

                                                           
1
 Mother in Javanesse, or calling for an old woman, usually just use ‘Bu’. 

2
 Kind of clothes that usually wore by Mothers at home. 

3
 Father in Javanesse , or calling for an old man, usually just use ‘Pak’. 
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bapak, no matter what, I could see it in her eyes. She was still missing bapak, I knew it whenever I 

asked about bapak, her eyes were teary. 

“Knock.. Knock.. Knock!” Sound of knocking door scattered my „nightmare‟. I saw Mala, 

my friend, was standing there on the doorstep. She smiled to ibuk then looked at me. I ran to her 

and pulled her outside. 

“Tommorow at 8.” 

“Ssshhh!” I put my forefinger on my lips and looked back to make sure ibuk was not there 

behind me. I noded, then Mala left. I walked into the house as normal as I could be. 

“Why do you talk outside. What is it about?” Ibuk looked at me like observing my face. I 

felt like my heart stopped beating, I was hardly breathing. My mind kept thinking what should I 

say. 

“Mboten
4
, Buk.” I was stuck. I was laying down beside my brother pretending I was going 

to sleep. I knew she watched my movements, but I pretended like she didn‟t. I was nervous. Now, 

my heart beat faster. I closed my eyes and hoped I would really sleep. 

“What is it about, Sekar?” She raised her tone. She knew that I was just trying to trick her. 

She‟s serious now with her question. Keeping silent, I was hoping that she would think I slept 

already. My heart beat even faster and faster, felt like I would explode. I was sweating, oh I was 

really afraid. “Sekar?”  

“Mboten, Buk, mboten.” I didn‟t even turn my head. I closed my eyes again and tried to 

really sleep now. It was just silence now, just the sound of the heavy rain and the thunder 

sometimes. 

The weather was getting colder, maybe because I was nervous and afraid, and of course 

because it was rain outside. I woke up and rushed in to the door, it‟s open. 

“Where will you go?” Ibuk shocked me when I was walking toward the door. I could hear 

the curiosity in her question, and suspicion. She‟s little bit shouting. 

“N-no... Just closing the door.” I closed the door and laid my body beside my brother again. 

I closed my eyes, didn‟t want to talk to her anymore, tonight. I hated this situation, where ibuk 

always wanted to know what I was doing, even she wanted to know what I was feeling. She 

shouldn‟t be like that. As an adult, I had my privacy, I should have. But the fact was the more I tried 

to get out of my comfort  zone, the more overprotective she would be. This was really insane. She 

couldn‟t be that overproctective to me. I didn‟t know what‟s on her mind so that she acted like this. 

I should be free to do whatever I wanted to, just like Mala. She was free to do everything, go 

everywhere, her parents never forbade her. That‟s what I wanted, freedom. I hated ibuk. I hated the 

                                                           
4
 Javanesse for no or nothing. 
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way she treated me like this. I wanted to rebel, but she was my mother, I didn‟t want to hurt her. 

But if she kept treating me like this, maybe one day, I would do something. 

*** 

“Cock-a-doodle-doo! Cook-a-doodle-doo!” Roosters‟ sounds outside awoke me. I opened 

my eyes and looked at the clock on the wall. It was blur. I rubbed my eyes, now I could see it was 

5.20 o‟clock. Rafli was still sleeping beside me, but ibuk wasn‟t there. She must have gone to take 

water for free, people said it was the government‟s program. It was about one kilometer from my 

house and ibuk had to take it on foot. It should be me who took the water, but since that night, when 

my father‟s gone, ibuk never let me did. “From now on, you have to stay at home, no matter what. 

You can go outside only with me, no one else,” she said. I knew she loved me, she didn‟t want the 

same thing happened to me again, but that‟s not the only way to keep me safe. Since that night, she 

always said no if I wanted to talk outside with Mala, whereas I liked to stay outside and watch the 

night sky. Whenever I walked out the house, she called me and asked me to go in. She always 

wanted to know what we‟re talking about, whereas it was our secret and privacy.  

I heard sounds of people were walking outside, they‟re talking. Those people would also 

take the water, it was a routine in my neighborhood. I lived in an area with other people who also 

lived in poverty. Almost all people here were poor, peniless, even some didn‟t do things for living, 

or let‟s say they were beggars. Ibuk scavenged things in banishment area like a bottle, plastic, or 

anything that could be sold. She worked since 7 in the morning up to 5 in the evening. If she was 

lucky, she could get 15.000-20.000 rupiah in a day, however sometimes she could only get less than 

that. Those money would be used to buy rice, eggs for Rafli, and ikan asin
5
 for me and ibuk, or if 

we had more money we could buy instant noodle as the “vegetable”. The other money would be 

used to pay the rent of the house, electricity, and others. Not all the time we had money, if we lack 

of money, we would ask for rice and egg to Bu Tuti -- our neighboor, who had the food stall near 

my house where we always bought things from, and then payed them when we got money. 

Luckily, ibuk didn‟t need to pay bill for school, because I dropped out from school since I 

was fifth grade. Now, I was 16 years old, and most people said that I got a tall body, long black 

hair, and fair skin, some also said that I was looked like an artist named Sandra Dewi. But now we 

need to think about Rafli. He was a little four-year-boy, but I thought something wrong happened to 

him. I didn‟t know what it is, but in his age, he couldn‟t speak, walk, and move well. I and Ibuk 

actually wanted to take him to hospital, so that we know what‟s wrong in him, but in our condition 

it sounded impossible. Now, children arround here often called him an idiot, and I hated them all. 

                                                           
5
 Salted fish that sold cheaply 
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“Creeeeak!” Ibuk opened the door, the sun rays glaring me. I narrowed my eyes and looked 

at the clock again, it‟s been 5.35. “I have taken the water, but you‟re still sleeping!” She put her 

hand on her waist while shouted me. I didn‟t say a word, she would be angrier if I responded. I got 

up and rushed in to the kitchen. As always, I could only find an egg for Rafli, a liter rice, and an 

ikan asin for me and ibuk. Ibuk was taking a bath. I fried the egg and the ikan asin while waiting for 

the rice. Rafli has gotten up, but he‟s still laying there. I helped to wake him up and sit. Then, I 

prepared the breakfast. I took the plates, glasses, rice, fried egg, ikan asin and put them all in the 

living room. 

After breakfast, ibuk took his hat. “I‟ll be back at five. Don‟t go anywhere, take care of 

Rafli.” She kissed Rafli, then left. I cleared up the plates and glasses. I also cleaned up the house 

and  swept the floor. I carried Rafli and bathed him then put his clothes on and combed his hair. I 

had to do it all for Rafli because he couldn‟t do it himself, although as a four-year boy he should‟ve 

been able.   

I put him on my back. Today, I was going to entrust Rafli to Bu Tuti, I had planned it since 

yesterday. Bu Tuti would never rejected Rafli because she liked him, she liked children. Bu Tuti 

was a widow since her husband died in an accident several years ago. Budi, her only son, was also 

died in that accident. Actually, Budi could be saved at that time, but Bu Tuti didn‟t have money for 

the administration. We haven‟t known BPJS, one of government‟s programs that help poor people. 

Since that time, she stopped working as housemaid and opened a small food stall in front of her 

house. “I don‟t need much money now, I‟m alone, so I don‟t need to work that hard as  housemaid,” 

that‟s what she said to me. 

From about 50 meter I could see Bu Tuti was busy clearing up her stall. She usually started 

open since 9 AM to 6 PM. She provided groceries such rice, oil, tea, coffee, sugar, soap, and many 

more. I came to her and explained what I was going to do. I put Rafli on a little plastic chair. 

“Thank you, Bu Tuti. I‟ll be back by five, please don‟t tell anyone.” I begged her. She noded 

and smiled. “Bye, Rafli.” I waved my hands and turned my body. Rafli has known Bu Tuti, he 

wouldn‟t cry. As a little boy who had an autism, not everyone could handle him, but Bu Tuti could. 

I knew, she really missed her son. I took a deep breathe, then left. 

I prepared myself. I wore the best clothes I had, a blue blouse (the colour was almost fading) 

and black long trousers. It‟s gonna be a big day for me. I was going to go to Malioboro with Mala 

today. ”We would find a job and earn much money.” She‟s so enthusiactic when she said that. I 

could feel the spirit in her words. I said yes for sure when she asked me to join her finding a job in 

Malioboro. I couldn‟t stop smiling since she told me. I was nervous. I thought about that every 

night since that day. My mind couldn‟t imagine what Malioboro would be now, so I made my own 



5 
 

 
 

image about it. Couldn‟t wait to go there soon and finally the day was coming now. As I could 

remember, it‟s two or three years ago I went there for the last time. Ibuk always said that there‟s 

nothing we could there, we could only see people wasting their money for something uselless. 

Whereas, we didn‟t got much money for that. Again, our condition made it impossible. I didn‟t tell 

ibuk that I was going to go, she would say no for sure. I‟d take the risk of her anger. 

Now, I could see a girl in the little mirror that hung on the wall in my living room. I saw her 

smiled, a smile that I‟d never seen for long time. Her long hair was straight and black, she tied it in 

a bun. She had a fair face without powder and pink lips without lipstick. She‟s beautiful, just like 

what people said. My smile was wider. 

“Sekar!! Sekar!!” Mala‟s shout shocked me. 

“YAA!!” I saw myself again in the mirror. I made sure that I‟d been neat. I took a deep 

breathe and exhaled it through my mouth. “I‟m ready!” I walked out the house, locked the door, and 

put the key in my old bag. This bag was the bag I used to carry to school. “I only bring my Kartu 

Keluarga
6
, I don‟t have any diploma.” 

“That‟s okay. Come on.” I went on her bicycle. 

*** 

“Sekar, you stay here, don‟t go anywhere, I‟ll park this bicycle.” 

“Do you think I‟m a child?” 

“You probably.” Mala left me. 

“Oh, this is it. That‟s why people loved to come here.” I opened my eyes widely. I didn‟t 

realise that my mouth was also opened. I rubbed my eyes and shake my head many times. I didn‟t 

believe that finally I was here, in Malioboro, where all people gathered to have fun or just for taking 

a look. People walked wherever they wanted, even children ran freely like a butterfly. I almost 

cried. 

My eyes couldn‟t stop looking at every spots. There were so many people here. Some 

walked together with their friends, some just walked alone. Some sat on chairs at the sidewalk, 

talked, or just read book with something put on their ears. I don‟t know what it‟s called, but Mala 

said that people were listening to music through that thing. 

I saw some couples walked hand in hand, smiled, and enjoyed their ice cream. Many people 

filled all stalls in the sidewalk on the right side, searched for thing they wanted, bought them, and 

moved to another stall. I saw a family passed by me riding an andong
7
, they‟re laughing, shouting 

happily. On the left side I could see a group of people playing music, singing, and dancing. Other 

                                                           
6
 An identity  card that shows the family member. 

7
 Public transportation that use horse to ride the carriage. 
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people stood surrounding them. When the song was over, those people put some money on a bowl 

that brought by the dancer.  

“Sekar!” Mala brushed my hand and shocked me. “Come on, you said you had to be home 

by five.” Mala dragged my hand and rushed toward some stores to look for a job. 

We walked along the edge of Malioboro, went into every alley, every store, even food stalls 

to find a job, but we didn‟t find any. “Sorry, there‟s no job vacancy here, or we don‟t need a worker 

yet,” that‟s what those people said when we asked for a job. None of those people wanted to give us 

both a chance. We‟re tired. The day was sunny, it‟s hot as I could feel my sweatdrops on my face. 

She wiped the sweat on her forehead. We sat on a chair in the sidewalk then. I was hungry, I could 

even hear the worms in my stomach protested, however I had no money to buy food. I took a bottle 

of water in my bag, drank it, and gave it Mala.  

“Excuse me! May I sit here?” A man surprised me and Mala. He asked whether he might sit 

beside me or not. 

“Oh yes, please.” I said. I moved a little bit to Mala and gave a space between me and that 

man. 

“I‟m Bowo.” He gave his hand to me. 

“Oh, I‟m Sekar.” I noded my head and shake his hand. Mala pinched my waist. “What?” I 

was voiceless. 

“Don‟t talk to strangers, remember the rule?” She‟s almost whispered. 

“I‟m not a child, Mala. I know!” I was afraid if that man heard what we‟re talking. 

“I‟m just wondering what two girls like you might do here.”  

“Just looking around. It‟s none of your bussiness.” Mala‟s intonation shocked the man. She 

didn‟t even looked at that man when she‟s answering.  

“Oh, I‟m sorry. I‟m just curious.” Pak Bowo looked little bit resentful of Mala‟s attitude. 

“I‟m sorry for my friend, Pak Bowo, she didn‟t mean so.” I tried to calm the situation down. 

I didn‟t want we get problem if the man being angry to Mala. Pak Bowo just smiled. “Actually, 

we‟re looking for a job. We‟ve walked around since we arrived, but we couldn‟t get any here. 

We‟re tired, so then we sat here just like you see.” 

“Oh, I see.” Pak Bowo smiled again. I thought he wasn‟t really offended of Mala‟s attitude. 

He looked at me from my hair to my feet like observing every inch of my body. “I have a job for 

you if you‟d like to. And of course for your friend.” He smiled. 

“Oh really? Thank you.” I couldn‟t help smilling. What is it, Pak Bowo?” So enthusiastic. 
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“It‟s not a difficult job, however you will earn much money from this job.” I frowned. I was 

curious what the job might be. “You don‟t even need to work all day long, you only work when 

people ask you to.”  

“What we‟re going to do?” I was excited to hear the next describtion of the job. 

“You will only accompany people singing, that‟s all.” Well, it sounded strange to my ear. I 

never knew that there was a job where you only accompany people singing and you get much 

money. I looked at Mala. She frowned like thinking about something. “You‟ll be dressed 

beautifully when you‟re working. And for the first week, I‟ll prepare the dress for you becuse you‟ll 

be able to buy your own dress after working in a week.” It surprised me. I never wore beautiful 

dress as long as I live. All my clothes are secondhand clothes that ibuk bought, or given by people. I 

could‟t imagine how beautiful I would be if I dressed beautifully like Pak Bowo said.  

 “What kind of dress?” Mala finally asked a question with her suspicious expression. I didn‟t 

like her eyes, so must that man. I could see his expression changed. 

“It could be a mini dress, or a T-shirt and hot pants, and many more. It‟s up to you how you 

dress, the most important is you have to be beautiful.” He explained to Mala with raising his 

eyebrows. “You will look so beautiful,” then he said to me with a happy expression. I thought he 

didn‟t like Mala. If I were him, I wouldn‟t like Mala as well because of her attitude. It means that I 

have a bigger chance to get this job, I thought. Mini dress and hot pants are good to me. I did 

imagine myself wore such a good dress, looked beautiful, and sang beautifully. 

I could also earn much money for me and my family, our life will be better. We would move 

to a better house, no more buckets when the rain came. Oh, I would buy mother beautiful clothes, 

and she didn‟t need to work any more. For a better life, I’ll work. 

 “No!” Mala suddenly shouted. “Do you think we‟re sluts, huh?! We‟ll not work with you! 

You can find other girls.” Mala‟s voice scattered my dreams that would come true very soon. 

“B-but, Mala? We find a job!” I didn‟t know why Mala was so angry, but I was dissapointed 

to hear that „no‟. She said we‟re slut. What happened to her actually. She said that she wanted a job, 

when we found it she rejected. Mala seemed didn‟t like that man since that first time he offered a 

job, I could see it. But if she didn‟t want to work, I would! 

Mala dragged me several feets from the man. “He‟s going to sell us, you know!” I kept 

thinking that word „sell us‟ when suddenly the man walked toward us. 

 “Go now!” Mala shouted that man before the man reached us. That man finally go. I calm 

Mala down and gave her the water I brought. I waited for minutes, then I looked at her and I saw 

she had felt better. I was carefully asked her about what‟s going on actually because I couldn‟t get 
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it. She explained and said that that man was going to change us into a slut. I didn‟t understand and I 

begged her to explain more. 

“We‟re going to accompany people singing. Do you think they are good people? No! All of 

them are men, young and old. They are bastard! They will touch your body, kiss you, offer you 

drinking until you get drunk, and they will force you to sleep with them! You sell your body if you 

do that, you‟ll be a slut! You understand?!” Mala was angry. She never been that angry, even I was 

afraid to listen all her words. Now I knew the reason, that suspicious face. I didn‟t know that she 

would be care to me. She‟s really my friend. I almost cried. 

“Thank you, Mala.” I hugged her, and finally I was crying. She hugged me too and was 

sorry for being angry, well it should be me who was sorry. She saved my life. I didn‟t know what 

would I be if I went with that man. “Bastard!” I grumbbled. We‟re laughing and crying in the same 

time. 

 We fell in silent. No one talked. Mala looked tired, I knew she must be. I did feel tired. 

Looking for a job was not as easy as I imagined before. Now I knew why many people being 

unemployed, then they will do all things to get money like stealing, killing, or just being a slut, just 

like I almost did. Money had made people doing things to get it, they didn‟t even care whether it 

was good or bad, the most important thing was they get money. It looked like people couldn‟t do 

anything without money. We need it to buy foods, clothes, groceries, sandals, and many more. Oh 

money. Oh money! 

“Mala, what time is it now?” I was shocked hearing azan
8
 had been sung. Mala that still 

leaned on the chair shaking her head. It should have been three. I only had two hours left, it seemed 

impossible to find a job in one hour because at least we had to go home at four. It took an hour-

riding from Malioboro to my house. Ibuk would be angry if I wasn‟t home when she came. “We 

have no more time, Mala. Let‟s go home and be back tommorow. Ibuk will be angry to me.” I stood 

up and asked Mala to go home. She‟s unwilling to go, I could see it. Now she noded. I was getting 

worried. It‟s impossible to leave Mala here. I was confused, panic. I sat, stood up, sat, stood up, sat 

again. I couldn‟t leaned on my body.  

“Let‟s go.” Mala stood up. I looked at her and confused. I thought she didn‟t want to go that 

soon. I was uncertain. I kept looking at her. “Didn‟t you say you want to go? Your mother will be 

angry.” She said again. 

“Hello, excuse me!” Suddenly a young lady surprised us. She‟s beautiful with full make up 

put on her face. Her body was slim and tall, she‟s taller than me with her heels. Her short brown 

hair made her looked young, maybe 31 or 33 years old. She used a glasses and brought a beautiful 
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hand bag, it must be an expensive one, because I ever saw that bag on the television in Bu Tuti‟s 

house. I looked every detail of her. I wondered why this woman came to me and Mala. I looked 

Mala wasn‟t interested. She‟s only looking at that woman once and then looking arround. “Hello? 

Excuse me!” Again that woman surprised me. 

“Yes?” The only word I said. Now that woman opened her glasses, her eyes are blue, like a 

bule
9
. She‟s just like a perfect woman, maybe she‟s a model. 

“Help me!” I could see that this woman could‟t ask for a help. Her eyes showed arrogance, 

and she‟s commanding, not asking, anyway. 

“WHAT?!” Mala‟s shouting. That woman frowned her forehead hearing Mala‟s shouting. I 

grasped Mala‟s hand and calmed her down. I looked deep into her eyes and I wished Mala knew 

what‟s on my mind by looking at her. The way she acted showing that she came from a rich family. 

By helping her, it was a must that she would give me some money, or even offered me a job (for 

better possibility). Or maybe I would ask whether she had a job for me when she gave me the 

money later. I noded to that woman. 

She walked and commanded me and Mala to follow her by waving her hand. I saw the way 

she walked was just like walking on a red carpet like in television. “She must be a model.” I 

whisphered to Mala, but she just said nothing. She walked toward a big building with letter 

MALIOBORO MALL on it. I could see Mala‟s little bit angry.  

“This is it.” She pointed a heap of things in a trolley. Bussiness woman maybe, or she‟s just 

a house wife with a rich husband. “Bring all these things to taxi.” I was surprised. Mala frowned 

and opened her eyes widely with anger. I didn‟t expect that this woman thought me and Mala were 

porters.  

“HUH?! NO!” Mala‟s shouting again. Mala took my hand and rushed leaving that woman. 

“Mala.” I didn‟t move. I looked at her, smiling while begging her to stay. “Please.” She 

released my hand and stayed where she‟s standing. “Where‟s the taxi? 

“I haven‟t ordered any. Can you find me a taxi? I‟ll pay you for this.” Again I was surprised. 

What kind of woman she was, but I kept smiling. 

“Mala, I‟ll find a taxi for her and we‟re done, okay. You stay here.” I acted like I knew 

everything here, well I didn‟t know where to find a taxi. 

“Your mother will be angry if we‟re late. Come on just leave her. We don‟t even know her, 

and look, she doesn‟t even care.” I looked that woman was several steps away from us and talking 

to her phone. 

“We‟ll not late, trust me. Stay here.” I almost run, fortunately Mala grasped my hand. 
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“You stay here, I‟ll go. Run and find me if something happened.” She look at the woman 

angrily and left. While Mala looked for the taxi, that woman came to me and we‟re talking. She‟s 

arrogant, I could feel it, but I could see a goodness in her. Less than ten minutes, I could see Mala 

ran toward me. 

“That‟s the taxi.” She pointed a taxi which stopped in line of us at the edge of the street. I 

took those things, brought them to the taxi, and put them in to the luggage. Mala did too, and the 

driver helped. That woman immediately walked to the taxi and went in with her hand bag only. 

After all has done, the taxi left. 

“What? She‟s just leaving? Without even say thank you? What a woman!” Mala grumbled. I 

saw her sweating, the day is sunny, she must be tired of running.  

“She had thanked me Mala. She had also given me money.” I could see her eyes opened 

widely, she almost interupted. “Sorry for accepting the money, anyway, I know you don‟t like it. 

But the most important is, she gave her ID Card. She asked me to come if I need a job.” I showed 

her the card. I couldn‟t hide my happiness. Of course, it‟s just like what I expected. 

“Oh really?” Her intonation sounded insulting me like she didn‟t believe about what I was 

just talking about. 

“Come on, we‟ll be late. But let‟s have some drink first, I‟m thirsty, and I know you are 

too.” I took her hand and we walked together. 

*** 

“Knock knock knock!” There‟s no answer. “Knock knock knock!” I heard someone‟s step, 

it must be ibuk. My heart beat fastly, I was frightened. I held my hands tightly, clapped them but 

voiceless. My mind full of ibuk‟s face in anger. I took a deep breath, then exhaled through mouth 

cause I felt hardly breath. She must be angry. “Oh God, help me!” I almost cried.  

“Creeeeeeak.” The sound of our wooden door made me more frightened. I hold my breath 

when I was just seeing ibuk and I felt my body‟s rigid. She‟s angry, yeah, her eyes told me. But, she 

left me on the door and sat near Rafli that played his „second-hand toys‟ that ibuk found. I took a 

deep breath again, exhaled it, and came in. 

I walked in to the house slowly. Now I regretted helping that woman. And that, the traffic 

jam, I didn‟t expect it.  Mala never told me about a traffic jam in the evening. “Huh!” I grumbled in 

my head. Now, I didn‟t know what to do, I was nervous and afraid. I wanted to sit, but ibuk was 

there, and there‟s no other space to sit down. If I sat outside, it‟s a suicide then. I walked pass them 

and went to the kitchen. 

“Phew!” I took a deep breath several times to calm down myself. I was still frightened, 

moreover after seeing ibuk. I took a glass of water. My hands‟ trembling. I was quarelling in my 
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mind and finaly decided to sit there with ibuk and Rafli. I looked at the clock, it‟s 6 .10. We just 

kept in silent, except Rafli that was bussy with his toys. I saw ibuk stare at the window, her eyes 

was empty. I really felt sorry, but in other hand I felt sitisfy for doing this. 

“Ibuk...” Finally a word came out from my mouth. I could hear my voice‟s trembling. 

“We talk after Rafli sleeps.” She didn‟t even turn her face to look at me. It‟s just quite again. 

It‟s 7 now, well I expected it‟s 8 or 9. 

“Tic toc tic toc tic toc!” The clock‟s voice sang in our silent. I looked at Rafli and he was 

about to sleep. He smiled to me. Oh, I felt guilty, how could he still smile to me while I had left him 

there alone with other woman. 

“Where are you from?” I didn‟t answer her immediately. I looked at Rafli and made sure 

that he already slept. I could hear anger in her voice. She didn‟t look at me, she kept staring outside 

through the window. 

“Ibuk-“ 

“Where are you from?” A voiceless shouting. 

“Malioboro.” I almost whispered, feeling my voice stopped in my throat. I bowed.  

 “What are you doing there?” Now she‟s shouting like didn‟t care that Rafli would awake. I 

saw her chest up and down. I was being more frightened. 

“I.. I.. looking for a job, Buk.” Now I could feel my eyes were teary. Really, I regretted what 

I had done today. I didn‟t think that it would make ibuk being so angry. I was afraid if ibuk couldn‟t 

hold her emotion then it‟s gonna be dangerous for her health. I felt like I got a fist on my chest, hurt.  

“Buk, I‟m sorry for—“ 

“Didn‟t I said that you should stay home?” She raised her intonation, maybe my neighbor 

could hear her too. I noded without looking her, I just couldn‟t. “Can‟t you just stay as what I asked 

you for, SEKAR?!” Her voice was trembling, I heard she‟s caughing. I worried her and wanted to 

take water, but my fear nailed me there. “I just asked you to stay, NOTHING ELSE!” I bowed 

weakly. I cried tearfully seeing her crying too. What a child I am!  

“What you‟re trying to do, Sekar?” She asked me in a tenderness of a mother. “Earn money? 

You can‟t, Sekar!” Now her voice was raising. “You aren‟t educated, don‟t even have a skill! Just 

stay home, take care of your brother, and let me work. That‟s all you can do!”  

“I‟m sorry, Buk. I just wanna help.” Something that I couldn‟t explain working in my heart, 

it forced my tears even heavier.  

“You can do NOTHING to help! You make the situation even worse by doing so!” She‟s 

pointing at me and her eyes opened widely. “UNDERSTAND?!” 
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“I just want to change our life, Buk. We can‟t live like this forever. I love you buk, I also 

love Rafli.” I couraged myself to say those words softly. I didn‟t think what would happen by 

saying so, but I said, tho.  

“Change you own life, then!” 

“Buk?” 

“You can go if you want. You don‟t love me and Rafli, you only love YOURSELF! ” 

“No, Buk, you get me wrong. I love you and Rafli, that‟s why I go. I want to get more 

money for us, to change our life, Buk.” I tried to convince her. She left me then walked outside and 

sat there on the chair. I was surprised. I didn‟t expect this situation. She told me to go and leave. I 

couldn‟t stop my tears, it ran out just like a heavy rain. Her words like a sword stabbing my heart. I 

didn‟t know what to do now. If I went outside, she‟d be angrier. If I stayed here, she‟d think that I 

really wanted to go. It‟s complicated. 

“UGGH!!!" My back fell against the wall and I sank my face into the palms of my hands. I 

could hear my crying though I had tried to hold my voice. I looked at Rafli. It‟s impossible for me 

to leave, Rafli would be alone. No one would take care of him. Later on when he had grown, he 

would be bullied by his friends because of his autism, and no one will help him. 

I hardly breathed imagined what would happen to him. I kissed his forehead and hugged 

him. I laid my body beside him and tried to sleep. I felt my body, heart, and mind were so tired. I 

needed to rest to think clearly, so did ibuk. I hope everything would get better tommorow. I closed 

my eyes, but I could still hear her crying vaguely. 

*** 

It‟s been a week after the day I went to Malioboro, and it‟s been a week ibuk didn‟t talk to 

me. Whenever I tried to talk to her, she left me without a word. I could still see anger in her eyes 

whenever I looked in to them. Sometimes I heard she‟s crying in the middle of night, it like minced 

my heart. It‟s also been a week that ibuk take Rafli with her when she went to work. She said that 

she didn‟t want Rafli being alone if once in a while I left. 

Ibuk never woke me up again as usual to prepare the breakfast and cleaned up the house, she 

did it by herself. I felt like she didn‟t want me to stay anymore, she‟s serious with her words that 

night. I did regret what I‟d done, but I nauseated being treated like this. I‟d tried to explain but she 

didn‟t want to know. If she thought so, then so be it! I couldn‟t help this situation, it hurt me, I 

swore. 

I packed my clothes and things that I would need, then put it into my only bag. I checked a 

card in its pocket. I’m sorry, Buk, I have to leave. Unconsciously, I cried. This time, I didn‟t even 
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tell Mala. It‟s been five days Mala didn‟t come since I told her that ibuk asked me to go. She‟s sorry 

for taking me to Malioboro and causing this problem. 

I thought many things along my way looking the address on the card. I thought about ibuk 

and Rafli, wondering what would they do if they didn‟t find me at home. I worried Rafli‟s life if I 

wasn‟t on his side to protect him from those naughty children. I worried ibuk‟s health if she had to 

work so hard because there‟s no one helped her. 

I kept walking looking for the address, people I asked said that it was not far anymore. Now, 

I worried myself. What would I be if I couldn‟t find the address? I knew nothing about the way, the 

street, even I didn‟t know where I was now.  Or what if that beautiful woman had found another one 

to do the job she said? It‟s impossible for me to go back home. Ibuk wouldn‟t accept me again, she 

must had hated me. Now, I already missed them. 

*** 

I stopped in front of a luxurious house. It was so big. The gate was tall poles made from 

iron, it was combination of black and gold, made it even more luxurious. There‟s something like a 

spears on the top of every pole. How could I get in to the house then? I could see top of the house, 

maybe it was the second or the third floor. I looked at the card in my hand and make sure that I go 

to the right house. I couldn‟t believe my eyes that I could see a house that look like the house of rich 

people I watched on TV, it was real. 

I walked in front of the house from side to side to make sure that it was really a house. I 

tried to take a peep in to the house through spaces of the gate. In a sudden, a man came to me and 

asked what I was doing. 

“Oh, excuse me! I‟m looking for Bu Karin. Do I come to the right place?” I asked that man. 

His name is Maman, it‟s written on the right space on his coat.  

“Do you already have an apointment with Bu Karin?” I didn‟t know what Bu Karin did for 

living, but she must be an important people so that she paid a big man to guard her house.  

“Oh, she gave me her ID Card last week and asked me to come.” The man finally opened 

the door. Maybe Bu Karin had told him that a young girl would come. 

*** 

Thanked God that Bu Karin kept her word to give me a job. Now, for the first time in my 

whole life, I got a job and I would earn money. Bu Karin accepted me to work as a housemaid in 

her house. Bu. Karin said that I had to stayed in her house to make sure that the house was cleaned 

up. This house had two floor with at least five main rooms that had to be cleaned up daily. I also 

had to prepare everything that Bu Karin and her family needed. There are six people in this house, 
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Bu Karin, Bapak Evan (her husband), Mas
10

 Tomy (her son), Pak Maman (security), Boni (driver), 

and me (their new housemaid). 

Bu Karin explained that I had to got up early in the morning to go to the market for buying 

daily groceries and then preparing the breakfast for all the member of the house, because Pak Evan 

would go at 7 to the office with Boni. After everyone already had their breakfast, I had to clean up 

the house, washed all their clothes and ironed them. Then I had to prepare the lunch. In the 

afternoon I had two hours for break or just took a nap. 

I had my own room near the kitchen. It‟s a small room, maybe it just 2x3. There were only a 

small mattress without divan, a small cupboard and desk. The room had a window where I could 

directly see the backyard through it. Although it‟s just a small room and actually there were two 

better rooms that weren‟t used, I liked it, because at least they gave me a room to stay.  

Bu Karin also explained that Sunday is my holiday, so I could go home to see my family 

except if Bu. Karin needed me to do something for her in Sunday, and she would give “extra 

money” for the overtime working. I earned Rp.700.000 for one-month working. That‟s a big money 

for me, even mother couldn‟t earn that money. 

*** 

This first morning, I started working by preparing the breakfast for all people in the kitchen. 

Bu Karin had taught me about how to use the stove and other household furnishings. I didn‟t need 

to go to the market this morning because Bu Karin had prepare it yesterday. In fact, it‟s only Bu 

Karin and Pak Evan who had their breakfast in the dining room, Tomy hadn‟t awaken yet. Pak 

Maman, Bony, and I had our breakfast in the kitchen. After breakfast, I cleaned up the house and 

did everything that I should did. I wanted to show Bu Karin that I could work well and make 

everything just as she wanted to be. 

*** 

My first day made me felt tired because many things to do. The house was so dirty, maybe 

because it wasn‟t cleaned up for almost a week when the housemaid left a week ago. 

I laid down my body on my bed, I feel my back was about to break. I feel silent, imagined 

Rafli and ibuk. I wondered what might they do now? Did they look for me? It‟s just yesterday I left, 

but it felt like it‟s already a year ago. Oh Lord, I miss them. I could feel my tears at the edge of my 

eyes. I hardly breathed, like I got a ton of stones on my chest. If I had a magic power, I would 

change myself into a butterfly and flied away to my house just to take a look at them. I just wanted 

to make sure that they were okay and had enough food to eat. 
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“Knok..knock..knock!” Someone knocked on my door and scattered the images of Rafli and 

ibuk. I rushed to the door while wiped my tears. I opened it and saw Bu Karin was there. “Oh, I 

think you have already sleep.” I smiled and shake my head. “This is money that you will use to buy 

the groceries and fresh fruits in the market for a week. It‟s up to you what to buy except Pak Evan 

and Tomy ask something.” He gave me five pieces of Rp. 100.000 then left. 

“Oh...” she turned her body. “Don‟t call me bu, but Ndoro
11

. I‟m your ndoro, okay!”  

*** 

“Is everything ready, Sekar?” Ndoro Karin shocked me when I was about preparing the food 

on the table for breakfast. She still wore her pink florist pajamas, but her face was fresh, didn‟t like 

someone‟s face that had just awaken. Even her face was fresher than me, whereas I had had shower. 

“O-oh... Yes, Ndoro. Just in five minutes everything will be ready. I‟m sorry if it is too 

late.” I put the spoon in my hand, stood up and looked down to the floor while answering Ndoro 

Karin.  

“Okay, hurry up! Evan has to go earlier today.” She left me. “Oh,  and don‟t forget to wake 

Tomy up!” She turned her head and then just left again without waiting me to answer. 

I prepared everything like food, fruits, milk, and juice on the table in the dining room. It was 

my second week, and I was still survive. Great! After everything was ready I went to the second 

floor to wake Tomy up. I was a little bit afraid to wake Tomy up. He would shout at me if I woke 

him up this early. 

“No!! Just go!” That‟s the answer I got when I knocking his door and asked him to go down. 

As always, he sounded angry like I had scattered his dream. I didn‟t want get problem, moreover 

Tomy was handsome and cute, I didn‟t want him hating me because I always made him angry in the 

morning. He‟s just like the boy that I liked on the TV, I wish oneday I can talk to him. 

What the hell you’re thinking, Sekar?! You’re just a housemaid! I close my eyes and shake 

my head to scattered that crazy dream, then went down to the kitchen. 

“Where‟s Tomy, Sekar?” Bu Karin‟s voice stopped me when I past them. Pak Evan took a 

look at me and smiled. 

“Mas Tomy didn‟t want to get up, Ndoro. He asked me to go.” 

“That boy! Okay, you can go. But don‟t you forget to prepare his meal whenever he wants 

to eat.” 

“Yes, Ndoro. Excuse me.” I left them both there and went to the kitchen. I was surprised 

when I found Boni already had his breakfast, alone. 
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“I‟m sorry, but I have to go with Pak Maman, so I eat first.” He explained with his mouth 

full of food. 

“Oh okay. I‟ll wait Pak Maman.” I sat beside him. 

“No, you don‟t need to wait Pak Maman. He has just took his meal, he eat in his post. Just 

eat now, or Ndoro Karin will be angry because your movement was slow.” 

“Oh...” I stood up to take my meal and put on my plate, then sat back there. “But I think 

Ndoro Karin is kind, she will not angry just because of that. So is Pak Evan.” I started eating, I was 

really hungry. 

  “Pak Evan is kind, but not Ndoro Karin. She will mad at you if you did something wrong. 

You‟ll see, later. And Tomy too.” He took a glass of water and drank it fastly, then left. “See you, 

Sekar.” 

“Oh, okay. Be carefull.” Boni wouldn‟t hear my last sentence because he had run away, but 

at least I said it. Well, now I‟m thinking of his words. As I saw, Ndoro Karin was kind, but he said 

no, and I would found out later. Hmmm. 

*** 

After breakfast I cleaned up everything in the house. I did dishes and washed their clothes. I 

cleaned up the house from the second floor to the first floor, and didn‟t forget all the room in the 

house. However I was not allowed to clean Tomy‟s room, he forbade me when the first time I tried 

to went in. He was scary, but handsome.  

“Sekar, I wanna eat.” Tomy‟s voice surprised me when I mopped the floor near his room. I 

even dropped the handle of mop. I didn‟t see when he opened the door. 

“S-sorry Mas Tomy. I will prepare the food on the table.” 

“No, just bring it here.” He only wore his boxer and his face was still sleepy. 

I prepared his meal and brought them to his room. “Mas Tomy, this is the meal.” 

“Just come in!” What? He let me in? I was happy like had just got lottery. I trimmed my hair 

and kept smile. 

“Excuse me, Mas Tomy.” I was surprise seeing many musics intrument in his room. I stood 

in silent when I saw his room, that was cool. 

“I loved music, but Daddy never let me be a musician.” I was nervous, he must saw me 

when I was amazed looking his room. “Put the food on that table and you can go back working.” 

“O-okay, Mas. Excuse me.” I went out of his room. I was jumping happily in front of his 

room, stupidly I was almost screaming. Hahaha! I was just like a crazy one, whereas I knew that 

Tomy wouldn‟t notice me. 

*** 
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Tommorow would be my first time getting salary. I was  glad that finally I could finish my 

first month. I didn‟t expect that I could do this, because I had so many things to do, but lack of rest. 

It was also impossible for me to take a nap in the afternoon just like what Ndoro Karin said before, 

too many things to do. It‟s me and only me who worked here in this big house. Sometimes I cried in 

the night because I felt to tired, and I missed ibuk and Rafli so bad. I never felt this tired at home, 

but here I was exhausted. 

Now, I was in Pak Maman post. It was my break time and I was too bored to stay at the 

house. I needed to look arround outside the house to prevent stress. I sat beside Paka Maman and 

laid my hand to the wall. 

“This house was so big, the garden was also large, why does Ndoro Karin only have one 

maid without gardener? It‟s you who cleaned up the garden, or sometimes Boni when Pak Evan 

didn‟t need him.” Finally I asked Pak Maman that question that I had thought about for some days. 

“She used to had two housemaid and a gardener.” Pak Maman looked sleepy, maybe 

because of lack of sleeping. Lately, there were robberies in two houses, so Ndoro Karin asked Pak 

Maman to stay awake along the night. 

“Really? Ndoro Karin never told me so. She only told me about Mbok Yem that was already 

too old to work, that‟s why she offered me this job.” I was surprised to hear that. 

“Actually Mbok Yem was not too old, she was still about 50 years old, and she was a strong 

woman. Her jobs was only cooking and taking care of Tomy‟s life. There was also Yeti, the 

younger housemaid, maybe about 30 years old, but then she and her husband left the house without 

telling Ndoro Karin.” 

“Her husband? But why did she left?” 

“Yes, her husband was the gardener. They‟ve worked here for about six months. They left 

because Ndoro Karin was never on time in giving their salary.” 

“Oh really? But she offered me earlier salary if I wanted to go home on my first week!” now 

I sat facing Pak Maman. Now I was so curious to hear the next fact. 

“Maybe she tried to make you sure that she was kind, so that you would work here longer 

than the last housemaids.” 

“Hmmm... What about Mbok Yem? You said that she wasn‟t too old, and she was a strong 

woman.” 

“Mbok Yem had worked here for about 15 years since Tomy was child. She left because her 

daughter in Wonosobo didn‟t let her to work anymore.” 

“Hmmm...” I noded my head like a detective that had just got information related to her 

case. “The housemaid and the gardener before Yeti and her husband?” 
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“All of them were just the same.” Pak Maman was suddently going out. I was surprised and 

took a look from the door. “Just a man passing by.” We sat again. 

“And you? Boni?” 

“We have nothing to do, so we stay.” 

“Hmmm...” I noded again. I tried to close my eyes while imagined what would happen to 

me later on here. Firstly, Ndoro Karin was kind, but since the second week she changed. She was 

not as nice as the first time I worked. She often got mad at me when I did something wrong, 

whereas everything was okay at the first time. Even last week, she almost threw the mop to me 

because the floor was slippery and she almost fell down. 

*** 

Today was Sunday, this is my holiday, and it meant that I had worked here for one month. 

Ndoro Karin had given my salary yesterday, luckily she gave it on time. Though I had gotten my 

first salary, I didn‟t went home to see ibuk and Rafli. I was not ready yet. 

“Sight!” I laid my body on the chair in the back yard. I was not going anywhere, but here I 

would spend my holiday.  

“Sekar?” A voice shocked me and I was immediately standing up. 

“O-oh... Mas Tomy. Do you need any help, Mas?” My heart beat faster standing this close 

to him. He was just about one meter away from me. 

“No. This is your holiday, just have your sit.” She walked and sat on the chair next to mine. 

“I just wanted to talk to you.” 

“Oh... What‟s wrong, Mas Tomy?” I sat back. 

“Just call me Tomy.” He smiled at me. Oh what a sweet boy. “No, just talking, about 

anything. Hahaha!” I was confused, what did he mean? “I was lonely Sekar, I have no one to talk 

with in this house.” Seemed that he got my expression. 

I didn‟t say anything, I didn‟t know what to say. I got it. Everyone was bussy with their own 

bussines, Pak Evan and Ndoro Karin. They had no time for Tomy, their only son. I just kept silent 

and looked at him, pitifully. 

“What? Why do you look at me like that?” 

“O-oh... I‟m sorry, Mas. Hmm.. Tomy I mean.” I threw my eyes to the yard in front of me. 

“Hahaha! That‟s okay.” Then we both feel in silent. “I have many friends outside, Sekar. 

Yeah, many friend, I‟m okay.” His voice was sad, sounded that he was not okay at all. “Do you 

want to be my friend?” He looked at me and gave his hand. 

“W-w-what?” I was surprised. Was he serious? 
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“Why? You don‟t want to be my friend, huh?!” He took back his hand and laid on the chair 

weakly. 

“O-of course I want to, Tomy.” Now I gave my hand and smiled. We talked about many 

things that day. About his life, his childhood, about his dream to be a musician, but Pak Evan didn‟t 

let him to be a musician. Pak Evan said that Tomy would get nothing from that, so Tomy better be a 

bussinessman just like him. 

We talked about his relationship with his parents and his friends. Tomy said that he rarely 

talked to Ndoro Karin and Pak Evan, it‟s just when there were big problems that related to Tomy. 

Ndoro Karin always transfered the money for Tomy, so there‟s nothing to talk actually. 

We also talked about me, my family, about ibu, Rafli, and bapak. He was curious houw 

could I met Ndoro Karin and now worked in his house. I told him everything. 

Today, I found out that Tomy was not as happy as I saw. He might get everything he 

wanted, but lack of love from his parents. I felt something in my heart while I was talking to him. I 

thought, I liked him. Not just because of he was handsome and cute, but because of his situation and 

condition. He needed love, and I wanted to give it to him. He was a good boy actually, I knew he 

was. 

“Thank you, Sekar.” He put his hand on my arm, and smiled. Oh God, it melted me. I just 

smiled looking at him. “Okay, I wanted to go, see you.” He smiled to me, the sweetest smiled ever, 

then left. 

I looked at him left me there alone, when I couldn‟t see him again, I laughed out loud. I was 

jumping, dancing, singing, and laughing again until I breath hardly. I never felt like this before.  

*** 

In the night after I talked with Tomy, he gave me a beautiful dress, he said it was a present 

as his new friend. “Come with me next weekend, okay.” That‟s what he said when he gave it. I 

didn‟t wanted to accept it, but he forced me. I was happy, not just happy, but I was delighted, 

overjoyed. Can‟t wait the next weekend to come. Finally! 

*** 

Weekend finally came again, and today I would go with Tomy. I didn‟t know where we 

would go, even I was not sure that he‟s serious with his words, but now I found myself in front of 

my mirror. I combed my long hair, put on lipstick that I had just bought yesterday, and some 

powder on my face. What a beautiful girl! Well, as a housemaid I was beautiful enough, I thouht. 

I wore the dress Tomy gave last week, it was blue mini dress, so beautiful. I couldn‟t help 

smilling seeing myself on the mirror trying to act like an elegant girl. My imagination had flied 

away freely. 
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“Knock...knock...knock!” I opened the door and found Tomy was standing there, he was so 

handsome. His blue suit changed him into a mature boy. “I‟ll wait you in front of the mini store 

near house so that Pak Maman would not know. Be ready!” Then he left. I close the door and 

trimmed myself.  

The problem was only Pak Maman, because no one was home. Pak Maman said that I 

looked different today, he also asked who is my boyfriend that could change me into a beautiful 

princess. I smiled and left without a word. Tomy had been waiting there for me as he said. 

*** 

Life was so funny. Yesterday I was just a poor girl that couldn‟t even buy any food for me 

and my family, but today life brought me to restaurant as beautiful princess who finally found her 

prince and made my life brighter. My life was just like a fairy tale, incredible. 

I never imagined that today I had a „date‟ with Tomy. We re just like a happy couple that 

had just started our relationship. Tomy was nice, kind, he was not like what Boni ever told me. 

Tomy was different and I liked him, I thought. Even, today he gave me a new dress again. “Come 

again with me next week, Sekar.” He said when he gave the dress. 

Did he like me? But I was just his housemaid, sounded impossible. But he is kind, so nice, 

the way he treated me not just like as friend, but more than that. I could feel it from the way he 

looked and smiled to me. Arrghh! 

I couldn‟t stop smiling behind my pillow when I remembered tonight. I never expected that 

this would happened to me. It was just crazy dream when I said I want to know Tomy more, but 

now it came true. 

*** 

 Today has to be my second time receiving salary from Ndoro Karin, however she didn‟t 

give my second salary yet. I was too afraid to ask about that to her because lately, almost two 

weeks, she was so temperamental. She was easy to get mad, even last two days he was angry to me 

just because she drank hot water unintentionally, whereas it was her own mistakes. 

“Sekar!! This water is hot! You get salary cuts!” She was crueler and crueler day by day. 

Well, I thanked God that I had been so close to Tomy. We always spent our weekends 

together since that day. Surprisingly, last weekend he bought me a phone. It has camera, internet 

conection, and other application that I couldn‟t understand though Tomy had thought me. I only 

knew how to call, send message, and watch youtube. “I want to be closer to you, Sekar. Take this 

with you, so I would know where you are and what you are doing.” That‟s what he said when gave 

me the phone. 
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I felt like a real princess, I was melting being treated like that. I love him! I couldn‟t imagine 

what would I be without him in my life, because his mother was trying to kill me slowly. So lucky 

that Tomy was different from his mother. I could see and feel that he started loving me. He gave me 

things that I needed, even this morning he gave me money when last night I told him that her 

mother didn‟t paid my salary yet. 

*** 

Now, I was in front of my wooden house just like what I had planned a week ago. There was 

nothing changed here, all was just the same like last time I left, it was almost two months. I 

doubted, whether I should go in or just left. 

 “Knock knock knock!” Finally my hand moved knocking the door, my heart beat faster 

now and I hardly brethed. I felt the same feeling like when I was home from Malioboro at that time. 

“Knock knock knock!” I knocked on the door again. 

“Wait a minute!” I heard ibuk was shouting from the house. My eyes were teary, I missed 

her so much. I was wiping my tears when ibuk opened the door. Our eyes met and I couldn‟t hold 

my tears anymore. 

“Ibuk—“ I called her like a missing child called her mother. Ibuk looked shock like seeing a 

ghost. I cried tearfully and tried to hug her, but she took a step back. “Buk... It‟s me Sekar, Buk.” 

My voice was trembling, I could still see anger in her eyes. Again I tried to hug her, but she took a 

step back again. Oh really, I cried out. How could ibuk still hate me while I missed her so much. I 

fell on my knees and hugged her feet. I wetted her feet with my tears and then wiped them with my 

clothe. 

“Buk... Please fogive me... I know I—“ 

“GO!” I looked up to her face, I saw tears on it.  

“Buk... I wanted to explain everything, please listen to me.” I still hugged her feet, I didn‟t 

want to release them though ibuk tried to. Now I cried like a child that whimpered to her mother. 

“You don‟t need to explain anything, just go now, don‟t ever come back!” She realeased her 

feet from me. I stood up weakly. Ibuk really hated me, and now she said she didn‟t want to see me 

again. 

“Buk, look at this.” I took bag that dropped when I hugged her feet. “Look, Sekar bought 

Rafli some car toys, Sekar also bought some clothes for ibuk.” I tried not to care for her words, but 

Ibuk didn‟t even look at me. I took the toys from the bag and showed her. “Look! Look at this Buk! 

Sekar did it for Ibuk and Rafli! Don‟t you understand, Buk?! My disenchantment filled my heart. I 

took hear hand and gave her the bag. “This is for ibuk and Rafli. I worked for this, Buk.” 
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Surprisingly, Ibuk threw the bag, the toys and the clothes scattered all arround the floor. “I 

don‟t need it! Now you can go!” She‟s pointing the door. Rafli that was looking at us since I arrived 

immediately rushed in to the toys and took them. I came close to him and hugged him. 

“M.. m... mbak?” I couldn‟t say a word and I couldn‟t help my crying. I hugged and kissed 

him. I really missed him. I missed him in every day of my life, I cried every night when his image 

came to my mind. Now, I didn‟t want to released him from my hug. 

In a sudden, ibuk took Rafli from me and threw the toys in his hand. “Ibuk!” I was 

astonished seeing her. 

“Now, you can go! Just go!” Ibuk was shouting to me and pushing me out of the house. 

When I was outside, Ibuk closed the door. She really hated me. I walked away from house. I still 

cried. Luckily I had put the money in the bag, hopefully mother would see and take it. 

I took my my phone from my bag, I was going to call Tomy. But when I was about to call 

him, I canceled, I saw someone in front of me looking at me with opened mouth. 

“MALA!!!” I ran in to her and hugged her tightly, she just did the same. “I really miss you, 

Mala! I miss you so bad!” I couldn‟t help my crying, we both were crying. Then, we went to 

Malioboro. Actually I asked her to because I had many things to share. I need her now. 

*** 

 “Sekar, I have loved you since the first time we talked. Do you want to be my girlfriend.” I 

was shock hearing that question. Is this a dream? I winked my eyes several times to make sure that 

this was not a dream. This weekend Tomy brought me to a luxurious restaurant for dinner, and here 

he asked me to be his girlfriend. It must be a dream. 

“A-are you serious, Tomy? Or you‟re just kidding?” I tried to make sure. Moreover, I was 

afraid because lately Ndoro Karin was so cruel to me, she treated me worse day by day, and often 

got mad at me. 

“Of course. Do you want to be my girlfriend?” He asked again. 

“O-of course, Tomy. You are a good boy, you are kind, nice, and I loved you. How could I 

say no for that question?” I smiled and hold his opened hand that had waited my hand. I forget 

about Ndoro Karin, she didn‟t event wanna know thing about Tomy.We spent the dinner happily, he 

also asked me to dance with him when the restaurant crew played a romantic music. I had told him 

that I couldn‟t, but he teached me. I transformed into a beautiful princess tonight, again. 

*** 

“No, Tomy. We shouldn‟t do this.” I hold his hand when he‟s trying to open my dress. 
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“That‟s okay, Sekar. You will like it. This how a couple spend their night together. You 

have to learn it if you really love me.” He tried to make me sure that it was okay. I wondered 

whether all couple do this when they are spending the night together. 

Though I had tried to hold his hand, Tomy was still able to put off my dress. Just in a 

minutes we‟re naked. I didn‟t know what had happened to me, but I just enjoyed it. I enjoyed every 

movement that he did. 

*** 

I opened my eyes, Tomy was still there laying beside me without his shirt. He got a 

beautiful body, and her lips were so sweet. I touched that face from his forehead, eyes, cheecks, and 

stopped in his lips. I kissed once and I laid on his body. 

I couldn‟t sleep though I had tried so hard. I tried to remember what I had done with Tomy 

tonight, I couldn‟t see it clearly. Oh God, what ibuk would say if she knew this. I closed my eyes 

and tried to remove ibuk‟s face this time, it still hurt me, even it left a scar on my heart. 

I decided to look arround the hotel, maybe it would help me to sleep, later. Oh my God, I 

don’t even wear anything. I put on my dress and walked on my toes, so it wouldn‟t awake Tomy. I 

opened the door carefully to prevent the sound, then closed it again. 

I walked on the corridor, hoped my feet would feel tired and could sleep again to wait the 

morning came. Unclearly, I see a couple walk in front of me, maybe about 20 meter from me. The 

man walked drunkenly made them almost fell, luckily the woman strong enough to hold on. I 

walked as normal as I could though actually I was curious. Well, they‟re in front of me, impossible 

for me not to look at them. The closer we were, the more curious I was, what kind of couple came 

to the hotel at this time. Now they‟re only 10 feet away from me, and I was shocked. 

“Ndoro Karin?” I called the woman and in a sudden she take a look at me, maybe she didn‟t 

realize that there was someone on the corridor except them. She was shocked just like me. I opened 

my eyes widely and rubbed them several times to make sure that I wasn‟t wrong. She in a quandary 

now between held the drunk man or just let him down.  

“Sekar?? You... What are you doing here?” She still held the man. She must got difficulty 

holding the drunk man, she‟s sweating on the cold room.  I wanted to help, but--- “Sekar?” I heard 

curiousity in her voice, she must be. 

“I... emmm... I---“ I didn‟t know what to say, now I regretted going out of the room. If 

Tomy knew, he must be angry, he had forbidden me. Moreover if he knew that I met Ndoro Karin 

here, we gotta get a problem. But, how „bout Ndoro Karin? I didn‟t know who was he, I never saw 

Ndoro Karin brought that man to her house. 
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“Didn‟t you said you‟re going home?” She still interogated me, now with her arrogance. 

Maybe for her I was just her housemaid that couldn‟t do anything. 

“Yes... but...” In sudden Ndoro Karin threw a key to me but I couldn‟t catch it.  

“Open the door!” I opened the door number 25 right on my left side. Ndoro Karin laid that 

man on the bed and I helped her, then she pulled me out of the room. 

“I don‟t know that your‟re such a girl, Sekar.” I heard mockery in her voice, I really want to 

slapped that mouth. “Well, I don‟t care what you‟re doing here! Don‟t ever try to tell any one, even 

Maman and Boni. You gotta get problem, understand?!” 

“Yes, Ndoro.” I noded, I couldn‟t say anything. Yes, I was just a housemaid, couldn‟t do 

anything, even just to defend myself. 

“Now you can go back to your man. Go!” She closed the door. I was hurried to my room 

and laid again on my bed and calmed down myself. Luckily Tomy still slept. Your man, huh?! I’d 

shock you later by telling who is my man! I sank my body under the bedcover and closed my eyes. 

*** 

It‟s almost three days I felt something wrong with my body. I didn‟t know happened to me, 

but I often got dizzy. I tried to remember what might made me sick, but I had nothing in mind. I 

told Tomy, but he said that I was just too exhausted. I don‟t know why, but I felt something 

different from Tomy. 

Since the night in the hotel, three weeks ago, Tomy never asked me to go out in weekend. 

Tomorrow was weekend, but he didn‟t asked out, even now he always went out just by himself 

without telling me. Whereas, usually he always told me. I was sad. Didn‟t he love me? 

*** 

“I don‟t know Mala, but it‟s been three days I feel something wrong with my body, like I 

often get dizzy, exhausted, like can‟t do anything, I just wanted to lay on my bed.” I explained to 

Mala what I felt, I have no idea about what should I do, so I asked to meet up today. 

“What did you do before? I mean, what‟s happen before?” Mala was so curious, her 

intonation like a detective investigating a case. 

“Nothing. Everything was okay. And you know what? Now, Tomy was my boyfriend!” My 

mood was changing in a second when I remember Tomy. 

“Oh really? You must be dreaming!” She turned her body from me. 

“I‟m serious Mala! Even three weeks ago, we spent the night together in a luxurious hotel. 

He really loves me, Mala!” I tried to ensure her, I didn‟t want she thought that I lied. 
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“WHAT?! Are you crazy?” Mala looked shock, and now she turned her body to me again. I 

just noded my head and smiled. “And what did you do there? I mean, did you both do it? Like a 

husband and wife? You know, like that?” Mala was hardly explaining what she was thinking. 

“Yes!” I noded my head several times. “He said that other couples do that too, and that‟s 

okay. Moreover, I really enjoyed that Mala, I mean, maybe because we love each other.” 

“Stupid girl!” She hit my forehead with her hand. “Come on!” I was confused. What 

happened? I was just telling my story, why would she be so angry? I just followed her. 

*** 

“Now go to the toilet and do what I‟ve told you to do.” Mala gave something that I didn‟t 

know what it was, she looked so scary, so I just did what she said. Just in several minutes, I went 

out and gave her the thing. She looked at it and... 

“WHAT?! Mala you‟re crazy! Oh my God!” She was so shock and confused, it made me 

confused. 

“What happened Mala?” Now she‟s crying, and I got more confused. 

“You‟re pregnant Sekar! You‟re going to have a baby you know!” She was shouting at me. 

“What! No! You must be kidding! No, Mala!” Now, it‟s me who‟s crying. 

“Look! Look at this!” Mala explained me about the test pack, and she showed me my result, 

there are two red lines there which meant I was pregnant. 

“No Mala! No! I shouldn‟t be preganant! I didn‟t expect this!” I was crying louder, and now 

the image of ibuk and Rafli was there on my mind. 

“That‟s why don‟t be a stupid girl, Sekar!” She‟s angry, but confused. She hugged me and 

calmed me down. “Now, go home and tell Tomy. He has to marry you soo, before your belly gets 

bigger.” 

“But what if he doesn‟t want to? He‟s still studying, Mala.”  

“Didn‟t you said that he loves you?” 

“Yes, but....” I was imagining what would Tomy said if he knew that I was pregnant. 

“Tell his mother then. No matter what, he should marry you. Now go. Don‟t cry, everything 

will be okay.” Sekar wiped my tears and smiled. She always be the best. 

“Thank you, Mala.” 

*** 

“Knock..knock..knock!” It was almost midnight now, but I need to tell Tomy. 

“Sekar? What do you do? What if Mom knows you‟re here?” Without answering him, I 

hugged him so tight and cried in his arms. “Hei... what  happened?” He took me into his room and 

let me sit on the bed. I knew he must be confused. 
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 “I am pregnant, Tomy. What should we do?” I gave the test pack to him. He looked so 

shock while looking at the test pack. He stood up and walked back and forth in perplexity, then sank 

his face in to the palm of his hands and pulled his hair. He did it again and again. I saw he‟s 

sweating. 

“Tomy?” I kept crying because I was frustrated. He looked at me a while, then sat next to 

me. He hold my arms. 

“Let‟s abort it, and everything will be okay.” 

“What? No, it‟s my baby! It‟s your baby! NO!” I was mad at his crazy idea. I stood up and 

made a space between me and him. 

“We have no choice Sekar.” He tried to convince me. 

“Marry me, problem solved!” 

“No, it couldn‟t. I‟m still studying, I need to finish it. I still can‟t do thing to earn money. 

NO!” 

“But there‟s no other way. You have to marry me, SOON! Before my belly get bigger, 

Tomy.” I cried voiceless because I‟d been tired of crying. 

“No, moreover Mom and Dad will not agree. No! I don‟t want Mom and Dad casted me out 

from the house. I don‟t want leave my life!” 

“We‟ll try then. It‟s our baby, they couldn‟t do anything but say yes for us.” Now I tried to 

convince him. 

“No Sekar, no! Please, let‟s abort. It won‟t hurt, trust me. I‟ll buy you the best medicine. 

Okay?” I laid down on my bed and looked at him deeply. I loved him, but on the other hand it‟s my 

baby. What should I do? Oh my God! I cried, but it‟s just my tears ran out of my eyes, I was 

voiceless. 

“Sekar? Are you okay?” That’s a stupid question in this situation.  

“I‟ll go and tell Ndoro Karin!” I left without a word. I heard he called me, but I just left. 

*** 

“Knock..knock..knock!” I knocked on Ndoro Karin‟s room. It‟s 9 in the morning, Pak Evan 

has gone to work. Tomy was in his room, so I decided to talk to Ndoro Karin now. 

“Knock...knock..knock!” 

“Yes? Who‟s there?” She‟s shouting from inside her room. 

“It‟s me, Ndoro.” About one minute, the door was opened. “What happen?” 

“Emm.. Actually.. Emm.. I..” Every time I tried to talk, my words stopped on my throat. 

“Don‟t waste my time.” She almost closed the door then I stopped it. 

“I want to talk about something, Ndoro.” Phew! Finally the words spoken. 
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“What‟s that?” She didn‟t care, her eyes showed it.  

“Emm.. I.. I was..” My heart beat faster, I couldn‟t control it, it made my voice‟s trembling. 

“Sekar?!” Ugh! Couldn’t she wait until I’m ready to talk?  

“I am pregnant, Ndoro.” I said without any fear like I really wanted to shock her with this 

news. She opened her eyes widely and her mouth was also opened. I couldn‟t wait to tell the detali 

more. Actually there‟s still fearness in my heart. 

“WHAT?! Are you crazy?” She opened her eyes even widely and she raised her voice. 

Maybe Pak Maman that stayed outside could hear hear her. 

“No, Ndoro. I really am.” I bent down in front of her and said that without feeling nervous 

anymore. 

“Then now just go out of my house, you slut!” She‟s shouting right in front of my face. I 

was surprised, this the first time I saw she acted like this. Usually, even though she‟s angry, she‟s 

never been like this. 

“But...” 

“There‟s no other excuses! Now you can go!” Her right hand pointed the main door of the 

house. I didn‟t move, but she‟s trying to push me until I was felling. 

“This is Tomy‟s baby, Ndoro!” I cried. She‟s so cruel treating me like I was a trash. She‟s 

smirking. 

“What? Haha! How dare you are say such words?! Now, go you, slut!” 

“No, Ndoro. This is Tomy‟s baby, I swear! You can ask Tomy.” I was going to cry now, I 

couldn‟t imagine what would happen in the next 5 minutes. Ndoro Karin rushed in to Tomy‟s room, 

I followed her. Without knocking the door she came in, Tomy was still sleeping without wearing 

his clothes. 

“TOMY!!” Ndoro Karin‟s shouting him. Tomy was shock seeing me and Ndoro Karin was 

in his room. He rubbed his eyes several time to make sure. 

“Mom? Sekar? You? What you both do here?” I know she must be surprised and nervous, 

his eyes showed his confussion. 

“Sekar said the she was pregnant.” His eyes directly looked at me angrily. “And he said it‟s 

your baby!” 

“What? What the hell you‟re talking, Sekar?”  He stood up and walked toward me that still 

stood on the doorstep. His eyes like had fire and he raised his voice when he mentioned my name. 

“But.. but that‟s true Tomy. It‟s your baby. Didn‟t we already talk about this last night?” I 

was crying. I didn‟t imagine that Tomy would say that words, don‟t he loved me? 
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“What! Wake up Sekar! You‟re just a housemaid, I didn‟t even want to touch you!” He 

pushed my shoulder and then cleaned his hands like after touching a trash. He walked away from 

me toward Ndoro Karin that now sat on his bad looking at us. 

“But Tomy, you can‟t do this to me, please! It‟s your baby, Honey.” I grasped his hand 

begging him. “You said you will marry me, didn‟t you?” He didn‟t even took a look at me. 

“What? Sekar, now you can go, before I lost my control!” Ndoro Karin took away may hand 

from Tomy and pushed me to leave the room. 

“But how about that night? When we‟re in the hotel?” I almost scream to make sure Tomy 

heard my voice, because Ndoro Karin was pushing me so hard.” 

“What?” Ndoro Karin stopped pushing me directly, and her expression now changed, so did 

Tomy. There were worries there in their eyes. 

“Yes, there‟s in the hotel, where I met you with your other man, Ndoro Karin.” I encouraged 

myself to say that. I heard my voice was trembling, but this is the only way to stay. “And you said 

that I was with an old man, right? That old man is your son, Tomy!” I pointed Tomy, he was shock 

and was in a quandary now. Now, the victory stood by me. 

“What the hell you‟re talking, bitch! You‟re really crazy, oh God!” His eyes full of hate, I 

know now he really got mad at me. 

“I promised that I‟ll never tell anyone, but you treat me like this! You want to leave while 

I‟m pregnant? It‟s you the crazy one!” I cried again and felt like a useless dried leaf that dropped 

from the tree. I felt on my knees and still crying in the silent. No one said a word in several minutes, 

maybe they‟re thinking about what I had just said. 

“You‟re a liar! We never met in hotel! And I know it wasn‟t Tomy! Now, GO!” She‟s trying 

to protect themselves. She pushed me again, even now Tomy help dragging me out of her room. I 

couldn‟t stop crying and struggling to get loose. 

“Tomy, NO! Don‟t do this to me!” 

“Tomy, take her clothes. I would drag this bitch!” Tomy left me there. I was still struggling 

to get loose, but Ndoro Karin was stronger than me. 

“MAMAN! MAMAN! COME HERE!” Only in a minute Pak Maman had been there in the 

door step. 

“Yes, Ndoro? Wha.. What could I do?” I couldn‟t see him, but his voice sounded surprised.  

“Take away this bitch out of my house, NOW!” 

“Yes, Ndoro.” Pak Maman didn‟t drag me. He helped me to stand up and walk out from the 

house. In sudden, my bag was thrown toward me. I saw Tomy was smirking. I cried, but it‟s only 

my tears that ran out of my eyes. 
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“Be carefull, Sekar. I‟m sorry, I can‟t help you.” Pak Maman hugged me and let me go. I 

carry my bag on my back and walke away from the house.  

I walked like a dog without a master, I didn‟t know where to go. I had no one, had nothing, 

had no home. I didn‟t want to go home, Ibuk would‟t accept me again, Oh Gusti. My tears still ran 

out of my eyes. 

I took my phone from my pocket and dialed a number. The calling was connected. 

“Hello... Mala, I need you know...”  
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Reflective Paper 

The notion of the rich becomes richer and poor becomes poorer that well-known by the 

society in Indonesia is getting real nowadays. As we can see that the rich will stay rich even richer 

was really happen surrounding us. We could also find this issues when we read newspaper or watch 

television where people would do anything like corruption and deception to get money in order to 

be rich. I connect this point to the education of people. When rich people have a lot of money, we 

can make sure that they are able to go to school and get education. While poor people will not be 

able to do so, even they hardly get money for daily food. This education that rich people get will 

help them to enlarge their knowledge and enlarge their relation. This large knowledge and relation 

will help them in making money for themselve (by working as doctor, engineer, bussinessman, and 

many more). The more educated someone is, the more knowledge she/he gets, the more things 

she/he can do, and the more money she/he can make. In other hand, the poor become lack of 

education which actually help them to reach higher level of life and to hope for future. Money takes 

a big role in human life, money set people‟s life, even money control people‟s life. Moreover, 

nowadays in Indonesia, many children have lost their chance to get education  because their parents 

don‟t have money to send them to school. Many underage children have to work to get money for 

food and daily needs. This become the reason why I choose this topic to be discussed in my final 

project. In other side, I also want to answer my curiosity whether or not someone poor could change 

her/his life if she/he has tried to work so hard to get money. In my final project, my writing will 

show how a poor and uneducated people who comes from a broken family try to change life in the 

future.  

Struggle of Building the Story 

As we all know that Indonesia is now facing the problem with economy and education, we 

can easily find this problem around us. Even, we ourselves always have problem with economy. 

This economic problem change people in to materialistic people. Just like Karl Marx (1818-1883) 

said that life is materialistic, beginning with the need for food and shelter; the physical facts of life 

may be said to shape human consciousness rather than the other way around. This fact 

automatically create egoistic human that don‟t care with the surrounding and the society, because 

they themselves become the focus and the most priority of their life.Thus, this situation forces 

people to do anything to get money, because money is the only thing to fulfill their daily needs.  

About how people earn money for life, this closely related to their education, because 

education is the way to begin a journey to success, means that education is the basic needs in the 
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society to reach the better future. If people talked about working world, education becomes the most 

important thing, it becomes the main needs to fulfill the requirements of someone applying a job. 

A famous quote from George Washington Carver, a famous American botanist who had 

influenced agricultural discoveries and inventions is education is the key to unlock the golden door 

of freedom. His famous quote shows himself as a proof, as a result of education that had made him 

successfully brought a change in agricultural and economic life of many poor farmers (Historical 

Missourians, The State Historical Society of Missouri). This real example of George Carver proofs 

that education becomes the road to get the golden road of freedom, which later will bring people to 

the higher position in where they are, especially in job, and of course with the higher salary to bring 

them to the better future. Now, the problem is; not everyone is well-educated, or the right words to 

say is; not everyone can be well-educated. As I have said before that this problem is closely related 

to the economic problem, because the proletariat would not be able to pay school to get education. 

They don‟t have money, even they have to work so hard just to barely survive. Just the opposite, the 

bourgeoisie has a big chance to get education and being well-educated, so later on in the future they 

will survive as success people. 

This thing occurs in society and becomes a real issue in Indonesia. As a big country, 

Indonesia doesn‟t have enough well-educated people. We can easily find these issues around us like 

can find beggars and homeless people on the street. They are begging for people to give them 

money because they don‟t have any capability of working to get money, or the right words, let‟s say 

they can‟t even think what they can do to get money because they are not well-educated. The 

saddening thing is; when we have to see underage children have to work in this cruel world while 

actually they should be in the school to get knowledge and be well-educated. We can also easly read 

in newpaper that many people out there have to work as housemaid to get money, unfortunately 

some of them are not treated well as a „human‟ by the bourgeoisie.  

This leads me to create the character Sekar as an uneducated and poor girl as the proletariat. 

Here, Sekar will fight to reach higher level of life without good education. As some articles I read 

said that economic problem closely related to education, here Sekar, the underage girl, will work as 

a housemaid to get more money for her family because she realizes that she and her family will not 

be able to survive if it is only her mother that works. And because of lack education, Sekar almost 

works as a „naughty‟ girl because she doesn‟t understand what she almost does, luckily she had 

Mala, her only best friend that helps her. As the bourgeoisie, I create Mrs. Karin. They are educated 

and reach people to whom Sekar works as a housemaid. Later in the story, Mrs. Karin and her son 

tricks Sekar the innocent girl.  
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In my process of writing, I tried to dig this issues deeper by doing some observation, library 

study, and interview. The observation that I did wasn‟t getting much problem because I could easly 

find this issues around me. Meanwhile for the library research, I read some articles that related to 

the issues that later on have enriched me with the knowledge about this issues, so I could know 

better and write better. I also read Adele Ramet‟s Creative Writing 7
th 

Edition to help me in the 

writing style, like how to showing not telling, how to build the atmosphere. This help me with the 

writing skill so that later on the reader will not get bored when they read my writing. Getting 

problem in „showing not telling‟, I got bored when I did revise and write the story. I felt so lazy to 

continue writing the story, and this made me stop writing for almost a month until I tried to learned 

again how to write a story well. So, once I re-write my story from the very beginning to build the 

feeling and the atmosphere; and write the „showing not telling‟ story. However, though I had re-

write the story, it was not easy to continue writing again, because the laziness always tried to take 

me out from writing and put me in my comfort zone. This was the biggest struggle in my process, 

because I didn‟t fight anyone but me myself and my laziness. And finally the fight ended by 

continuing write and finish the story. 

For the interview, I was getting some problem that made me almost cancel this method. It 

was hard to find people to be interviewed because I planed to interview two person, one from the 

bourgeoisie and one from the proletariat, so that my writing will not be bias. In the end finally I 

found someone who used to be the proletariat, but now she becomes the bourgeoisie. The next 

problem I got was; I was thinking of changing the ending of my story after listening to her story. It 

made me take long time to finally write the ending. Well, thank God that I kept my ending after 

thinking so long.  

At the end of all the process, the story that I wrote as my final project tells about a girl 

named Sekar who struggles for a better life in future. Her family‟s finance condition forces her to 

stop her education since fifth grade. Her father that tries to rape her makes the situation even worse 

for her family, and since that time her father leaves, this fact causes her mother becomes over-

protectives to her. Her autistic little brother need more attention, so that Sekar has to take care of 

her brother in everyday. The problem of their family doesn‟t stop there, other problem come when 

Sekar tries to rebel her mother by looking for job, while her mother has forbidden her to do so. This 

causes her mother gets mad at her and ignores her. The situation forces Sekar to leaves her family in 

anger and goes to work. 

The story of Sekar‟s life continues when she works as a housemaid in Karin‟s house, a rich 

lady that treats her worse in everyday. Another problem is Sekar falls in love with Tomy, Karin‟s 
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son, who plays Sekar as „slut‟ until Sekar is pregnant. Karin finally „kicks‟ Sekar from her house, 

which in fact, Sekar‟s mother doesn‟t want Sekar to come back. 

Conlusion  

My writing portrays how poor people stuggle to survive in this word that put money as the 

most important thing in life. Many of them have to sacrifice themselves to get money so that they 

can continue their life. Even some of them have to „sell‟ their pride just to fulfill their needs. This 

facts show that people have make themselves as slave of money who will do anything to get money, 

because money is the most important thing to get. Then, now people will be able to understand one 

of the biggest crisis that is going on in human life that has change people.  

The other thing that I can conclude after writing this stroy is; writing is not as easy as what I 

ever imagined for the first time I took the major Creative Writing. What I thought about writing was 

just sat in front of laptop, day dreaming, got ideas, then wrote; but writing is not just as simple as 

that. It was not like what I did when I wrote a short novel in my high school. Writing needs research 

like library study, oservation, and interview; which honestly I didn‟t expect before. It needs fight, 

fight the obstacles of researches; but the hardest one was fight my own self, fight my laziness to 

write. Just like a quote I often heard, you yourself is your biggest enemy; and here, in my process of 

writing, I  said that it was true. Finally I found myself as my biggest enemy, and it sad to say that I 

really love myself so that I didn‟t want to fight. But finally, I did it. 
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