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The Academy of Language Studies, Universiti Teknologi MARA (UiTM) Kedah 
branch is proud to present the first issue of its e-magazine, The Epitome, as 
our focus to highlight our commitment to contribute to the areas of creative 
writing.

THE EPITOME aims to provide a platform for writers, educators, academicians, 
poet, and researchers to share their ideas, findings, knowledge, and 
experience, particularly on various creative writing genres - personal essays, 
poetry, short stories, songs, movie scripts, plays, and innovative projects in four 
different languages ( English, Bahasa Melayu, Mandarin, and Arabic).

SYNOPSIS

Dear readers,  

It is with great pleasure and immense pride that we, the Academy of 
Language Studies at Universiti Teknologi MARA (UiTM) Kedah branch, extend 
our warmest welcome to all writers and readers to honor all 127 artistic 
masterpieces.  This is indeed a tremendous achievement to commemorate 
our debut.

We are privileged to offer the platform for the writers to show their talents in 
creative writing in this magazine, which serves as a testament to our 
commitment to the area of personal essays, poetry, short stories, songs, movie 
scripts, plays, and innovative projects.  Their invaluable contributions and 
unwavering commitment to academic excellence have played a vital role in 
shaping this magazine.

Thank you.

Best regards,

Editorial Board

EDITOR’S NOTE
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Aku bergegas pulang ke Alor Setar pada untuk 
bersama dengan mak di hospital selepas adik 
perempuan aku maklumkan yang keadaan mak 
agak kritikal. Baru saja masa Hari Raya minggu 
lepas aku sekeluarga balik beraya dengan mak. 
Kebetulan tarikh hari raya jatuh sama dengan 
hari jadi mak. Kami sempat beli kek hari jadi 
dan bergambar ramai-ramai dengan mak di 
bilik wad. Masa tu, mak dah terlantar hampir 
dua minggu di hospital akibat komplikasi dari 
sakit buah pinggang dan diabetes tapi pada sesi 
dialisis baru-baru ini, keadaan mak bertambah 
teruk, mak terus tidak sedarkan diri selepas itu.  

Aku sampai di Alor Setar lebih kurang jam 9 
malam dan terus ke hospital. Sebaik saja 
sampai di wad, aku terus ke katil mak. Melihat 
keadaan mak dengan segala macam tiub 
masuk ke tubuh mak dan bersusah payah 
untuk bernafas melalui tiub yang dimasukkan 
ke mulut mak, tiba-tiba aku rasa pilu dan hiba 
sangat, bayangkan insan yang bersusah payah 
melahirkan aku, membesarkan aku dan 
menyayangi aku dengan penuh kasih sayang 
berada dalam keadaan yg sebegitu rupa. Air 
mata aku tiba-tiba menitis melihat keadaan 
mak.

Aku terus duduk disisi mak, tatap wajah dan 
pegang tangan mak. Sesekali aku mencium dahi 
dan pipi mak. Bapak yang sentiasa ada disisi 
mak sejak mak dimasukkan ke hospital, 
kelihatan letih dan penat kerana sepanjang 
mak berada di wad, bapak tak langsung 
berenggang dengan mak dan menjaga mak 
sepanjang masa. Jam dah hampir 12 tengah 
malam, bapak suruh aku balik ke rumah dulu 
untuk berehat tapi aku tak sampai hati nak 
tinggalkan mak. Aku beritahu bapak yang aku 
akan sama-sama dengan bapak di wad malam 
tu untuk temankan mak. 

Sekali-sekala aku jenguk keadaan mak di katil. 
Nampak nafas mak agak laju dan sesak. Aku 
tahu mak berada dalam kesakitan tapi tak 
dapat nak meluahkan rasa dan mengadu 
macam yang mak sempat buat semasa hari 

raya yg lepas. Masa aku baru sampai tadi, adik 
perempuan aku, Ela beritahu yang mak terjaga 
sekejap lepas dos ubat tidur dikurangkan, masa 
tu mak buka mata dan memandang jauh ke 
depan sambil tangan mak cuba untuk 
mencabut segala tiub-tiub yg ada di badannya, 
nasib baik jururawat yang bertugas sempat 
tahan, kalau tidak habis semua tiub nak 
dicabutnya, mungkin tak tertahan dengan 
kesakitan atau lemas dengan segala macam 
tiub yang masuk ke badan.

Di wad ICU ada ruang lobi untuk menunggu. 
Aku dan bapak akan duduk di sofa yang ada di 
lobi dan sekali-sekala akan menjenguk mak 
bergilir-gilir. Aku mungkin terlelap sekejap 
disofa, sedar-sedar saja dah hampir subuh. Aku 
jenguk mak sekejap, nampak pernafasan mak 
dah tenang sikit, tak macam semalam. Aku cium 
tangan dan dahi mak sebelum ke surau untuk 
solat subuh. Selepas solat, bapak macam biasa 
akan berada di sisi mak dan bacakan surah 
Yasin dengan lantang. Aku ajak bapak keluar 
sekejap sebaik saja selesai baca surah Yasin 
untuk bersarapan sementara Ela yang baru 
sampai dari rumah temankan mak.

Lepas sarapan kami balik ke wad semula, Ela 
masih temankan mak sambil baca Yasin. Aku 
terus ke surau untuk solat dhuha. Selesai solat 
aku terus jenguk mak. Kelihatan jururawat 
bertugas baru saja selesai bersihkan mak, tukar 
baju dan siap letak bedak lagi kat muka mak. 
Aku rasa nak duduk sebelah mak saja kali ni. 
Aku capai buku Yasin dan terus duduk di sisi 
mak. Sambil baca Yasin aku tengok mak 
menarik dan menghela nafas, kali ni nampak 
tenang sikit, aku jeling ke arah mesin meter 
kadar denyut jantung, terpapar angka 64, 
rendah dari semalam. Aku teruskan bacaan. 
Terasa sebak yang amat sangat, entah berapa 
kali aku berhenti baca sebab menahan sebak, 
aku pandang mak beberapa kali. Aku rasa 
macam tak puas menatap wajah mak.

Mohamad Rahizam Abdul Rahim
Faculty of Sports Science and Recreation Universiti Teknologi MARA (UiTM) Shah Alam

rahizamrahim@gmail.com

MEMOIR TERAKHIR

The gleam of the scorching sunlight shocked 
Mak Andeh from her sleep. She glared at the 
clock and her eyes widened looking at the time. 
She was late for her shift and she could feel the 
blood rushed to her brain. 

“Abang, I am late! Did you not set the alarm last 
night?” she shrieked.
“I did, 6:30 pm, right?” replied Pak Pandeh while 
passing off his big yawn.
“Why would you set it in the evening? It should 
be AM!” frustrated, Mak Andeh raced out of 
bed, releasing a long sigh, trying to think of a 
reason to give to Sarah, her supervisor. 

Pak Pandeh has always acted foolishly and he 
was known for that. Mak Andeh thought it was 
cute at first, but after their 15th year of 
marriage, she found it bothersome. One day, 
before leaving for work she slipped out a short 
note saying “THROW THIS” near their trash can 
and she came home disappointed seeing her 
husband discarded the note instead. Not only 
that, Pak Pandeh once allowed some strangers 
to clean their house for free which ended with 
her losing all of her jewelleries. Or the other 
time when Pak Pandeh traded his laptop for an 
e-voucher to Bali that did not exist.

Mak Andeh dismissed her inner whine and 
quickly stormed to the bathroom and her 
husband continued sleeping as he was ‘in 
between jobs’. 

 After a few years of trying, they finally woke up 
to the sound of their crying baby. Their lives 
were filled with joy and happiness with the 
presence of their son, Boboi.
 
Kling kling kling, the keys clashed together in 
Mak Andeh’s hand. “Abang, I am going to go to 
run some errands. Please watch over our son 
and do not forget to feed him.”
 
“I am doing my Tiktok live for a short while. Be sure 
to be back soon. Boboi is having a fever and I think 
he needs you around,” he added.

“Another Tiktok live? Could you do something 
better with your life? Your viewers are just making 
fun of you,” the smile disappeared from her face as 
she marched out of the door.

Pak Pandeh shrugged off the comments and 
promptly set up his ‘live’. It was his daily 2 PM 
live and he placed his sleeping son next to him. 
When the live commenced, as usual, the 
viewers streamed to his account. 

Having foolish behaviours worked for Pak 
Pandeh as he gained thousands of followers for 
his multiple social media accounts. His gullibility 
was found to be charming by his followers. He 
spent his time entertaining his followers by 
doing silly acts online. He found his people 
online.

He streamed and laughed with his viewers for 
one hour before Boboi started crying. Being a 
good father, he took his son in his arms and 
rocked him gently. The comment section went 
wild as it was the first time Pak Pandeh ever 
showed his son to his virtual friends. 
 
“This is my son and he is not feeling well. My 
wife said I should end my live session to take 
care of him,” he said while tucking Boboi’s 
swaddle.

Rosa18 : Is he sick?
Bunga : Have you checked his temperature?
XULikram : Is it Covid-19?
MommyAli :You should not use a swaddle.

All of his followers started to ask endless 
questions about the boy and Pak Pandeh 
answered it like a good father that he was. 

My friends are nice! Who says I should stop 
doing live? They are so helpful.

“My son has been having a fever for the past 
two days. He cried non-stop. Maybe some of 
you could share some tips. What should I do?” 
 

Amy22 : Bring him to the doctor.
Bunga : Do Covid test! 
MamaHanna : Make sure he is hydrated.
Burhan : Take off his clothes. It will trap heat!
Tasxha : Put him under the AC. IT WORKED ON 
MY BROTHER.
 
The suggestions from his viewers kept on 
coming in. Pak Pandeh read it and responded to 
each of the suggestions but the sound of Boboi 
crying shoved all the thoughts out of his mind. 
Reluctantly, he ended his live session to attend 
to his son.

He went to the kitchen and took some ice 
before wrapping it in a washcloth. He put the 
cloth on Boboi’s forehead and patted his son 
gently. Boboi stopped crying and resumed 
sleeping. 

Pak Pandeh proudly smiled at his victorious 
attempt at soothing his sick son. He took off 
Boboi’s rompers and placed him on his lap. He 
knew that Mak Andeh would be amazed at his 
well-thought fatherly instinct.  

Just after a short moment of being proud of 
himself, Boboi started wailing again. 
 
Maybe he cannot stand the heat. A bunch of ice 
would not help it. 

When the idea stroked, a small smirk escaped 
his lips. He calmly lifted his son and paced to the 
kitchen. Pak Pandeh took out all the frozen food 
out of his fridge. Carefully, he placed Boboi in 
his fridge and just like that Boboi stopped 
crying. 

“I know honey, it's so hot outside. I wish I am 
small enough to fit in this,” he closed the door 
and moved the frozen food. I will put it all back 
before it is completely thawed.
 
Mak Andeh returned to her quiet home. She 
was relieved that she reached home before her 
son was up from his nap. She glanced at her 
husband scrolling on his Tiktok account 
watching a man DIY-ing a cupboard. She knew 
her husband assumed he could build it too. 

“How’s Boboi, Abang? Is he alright?” she asked 
while bringing her groceries to the kitchen.

“He is fine. In fact I believe his fever is gone by 
now. You can check it yourself since you are in 
the kitchen,” Pak Pandeh replied without 
looking at his wife. His eyes were glued to the 
screen.

Mak Andeh’s face went pale. She knew 
something went down the moment she heard 
SINCE. YOU. ARE. IN. THE. KITCHEN. Mak Andeh 
marched her way to what-her-gut-said, and for 
the first time, she did not want to be right. She 
pulled out the door and was lost for words as 
she saw her still son. She knew she had lost her 
son.

Pak Pandeh came and took a look at his son too 
and he said, “See! He has been sleeping and 
guess what, it was my viewer’s idea! Why didn't 
we do it yesterday?”
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Selesai baca Yasin aku cium pipi mak dan bisik 
kat telinga mak,"Ijam sayang mak" ucapan yg 
dari dulu aku selalu teringin sangat nak ucap. 
Aku cium dahi mak lagi, terasa tak puas. Aku 
duduk balik. Rasa nak baca lagi Yasin, memang 
sejak semalam, surah Yasin ni terasa amat 
pendek sangat. Aku teruskan lagi bacaan dan 
memang kali ni aku menangis. Air mata aku 
mengalir macam kanak-kanak kehilangan ibu. 
Aku perasan bapak datang sekejap jenguk mak 
dan kemudian kembali ke ruang rehat duduk di 
sofa Hampir saja aku nak habiskan bacaan 
Yasin, jururawat datang nak tukarkan balutan 
kaki mak yang kena bedah baru-baru ni. Aku 
bangun, berdiri depan katil mak dan habiskan 
bacaan. Sebaik saja selesai baca, aku tatap 
wajah mak lagi. Aku pegang tangan mak dan 
aku cium tangan mak agak lama. Rasa macam 
berat sangat nak lepaskan tangan mak.

Kemudian bapak datang dan ajak balik sekejap 
untuk mandi dan tukar baju. Sebelum kami 
balik, adik lelaki aku baru sampai dengan adik 
beradik mak dari Bagan untuk ziarah dan 
temankan mak. Waktu hampir zohor masa tu, 
adik mak yang baru sampai dari Bagan tadi 
duduk di sebelah mak sambal bisikkan 
kata-kata semangat di telinga mak. Kebetulan 
masa tu ramai juga kawan-kawan mak dan jiran 
tetangga datang menjenguk. Adik lelaki aku, 
Roki pun ada sama. Masa adik mak bisikkan 
syahadah ke telinga mak, Roki nampak bacaan 
kadar jantung mak makin lama makin rendah 
dan menurun.

Aku dan bapak di rumah dah siap-siap nak 
bertolak ke hospital dan tiba-tiba azan zohor 
berkumandang. Aku rasa masa berlalu cepat 
sangat, dah masuk waktu zohor walaupun rasa 
macam baru saja balik dari hospital tadi. 
Kemudian telefonku berbunyi, Roki telefon dari 
hospital. Dia sebut ayat-ayat yang aku dengar 
macam tak jelas, walaupun rasanya aku dengar. 
Aku minta dia ulang lagi. "mak dah tak ada!!!", 
jelas sebutan Roki. Aku terus terdiam, kaku 
sekejap tubuh aku. Mak dah pergi untuk 
selama-lamanya. Sepanjang perjalanan balik ke 
hospital, air mata aku terus mengalir. Semoga 
Allah swt menerima segala amalan mak, 
mengampuni dosa-dosa mak, melimpahkan 
rahmatNya keatas roh mak dan ditempatkan 
mak bersama orang-orang yg beriman. Aku 
pula akan meneruskan amal ibadat untuk mak 
di dunia ni, insyaAllah.

The gleam of the scorching sunlight shocked 
Mak Andeh from her sleep. She glared at the 
clock and her eyes widened looking at the time. 
She was late for her shift and she could feel the 
blood rushed to her brain. 

“Abang, I am late! Did you not set the alarm last 
night?” she shrieked.
“I did, 6:30 pm, right?” replied Pak Pandeh while 
passing off his big yawn.
“Why would you set it in the evening? It should 
be AM!” frustrated, Mak Andeh raced out of 
bed, releasing a long sigh, trying to think of a 
reason to give to Sarah, her supervisor. 

Pak Pandeh has always acted foolishly and he 
was known for that. Mak Andeh thought it was 
cute at first, but after their 15th year of 
marriage, she found it bothersome. One day, 
before leaving for work she slipped out a short 
note saying “THROW THIS” near their trash can 
and she came home disappointed seeing her 
husband discarded the note instead. Not only 
that, Pak Pandeh once allowed some strangers 
to clean their house for free which ended with 
her losing all of her jewelleries. Or the other 
time when Pak Pandeh traded his laptop for an 
e-voucher to Bali that did not exist.

Mak Andeh dismissed her inner whine and 
quickly stormed to the bathroom and her 
husband continued sleeping as he was ‘in 
between jobs’. 

 After a few years of trying, they finally woke up 
to the sound of their crying baby. Their lives 
were filled with joy and happiness with the 
presence of their son, Boboi.
 
Kling kling kling, the keys clashed together in 
Mak Andeh’s hand. “Abang, I am going to go to 
run some errands. Please watch over our son 
and do not forget to feed him.”
 
“I am doing my Tiktok live for a short while. Be sure 
to be back soon. Boboi is having a fever and I think 
he needs you around,” he added.

“Another Tiktok live? Could you do something 
better with your life? Your viewers are just making 
fun of you,” the smile disappeared from her face as 
she marched out of the door.

Pak Pandeh shrugged off the comments and 
promptly set up his ‘live’. It was his daily 2 PM 
live and he placed his sleeping son next to him. 
When the live commenced, as usual, the 
viewers streamed to his account. 

Having foolish behaviours worked for Pak 
Pandeh as he gained thousands of followers for 
his multiple social media accounts. His gullibility 
was found to be charming by his followers. He 
spent his time entertaining his followers by 
doing silly acts online. He found his people 
online.

He streamed and laughed with his viewers for 
one hour before Boboi started crying. Being a 
good father, he took his son in his arms and 
rocked him gently. The comment section went 
wild as it was the first time Pak Pandeh ever 
showed his son to his virtual friends. 
 
“This is my son and he is not feeling well. My 
wife said I should end my live session to take 
care of him,” he said while tucking Boboi’s 
swaddle.

Rosa18 : Is he sick?
Bunga : Have you checked his temperature?
XULikram : Is it Covid-19?
MommyAli :You should not use a swaddle.

All of his followers started to ask endless 
questions about the boy and Pak Pandeh 
answered it like a good father that he was. 

My friends are nice! Who says I should stop 
doing live? They are so helpful.

“My son has been having a fever for the past 
two days. He cried non-stop. Maybe some of 
you could share some tips. What should I do?” 
 

Amy22 : Bring him to the doctor.
Bunga : Do Covid test! 
MamaHanna : Make sure he is hydrated.
Burhan : Take off his clothes. It will trap heat!
Tasxha : Put him under the AC. IT WORKED ON 
MY BROTHER.
 
The suggestions from his viewers kept on 
coming in. Pak Pandeh read it and responded to 
each of the suggestions but the sound of Boboi 
crying shoved all the thoughts out of his mind. 
Reluctantly, he ended his live session to attend 
to his son.

He went to the kitchen and took some ice 
before wrapping it in a washcloth. He put the 
cloth on Boboi’s forehead and patted his son 
gently. Boboi stopped crying and resumed 
sleeping. 

Pak Pandeh proudly smiled at his victorious 
attempt at soothing his sick son. He took off 
Boboi’s rompers and placed him on his lap. He 
knew that Mak Andeh would be amazed at his 
well-thought fatherly instinct.  

Just after a short moment of being proud of 
himself, Boboi started wailing again. 
 
Maybe he cannot stand the heat. A bunch of ice 
would not help it. 

When the idea stroked, a small smirk escaped 
his lips. He calmly lifted his son and paced to the 
kitchen. Pak Pandeh took out all the frozen food 
out of his fridge. Carefully, he placed Boboi in 
his fridge and just like that Boboi stopped 
crying. 

“I know honey, it's so hot outside. I wish I am 
small enough to fit in this,” he closed the door 
and moved the frozen food. I will put it all back 
before it is completely thawed.
 
Mak Andeh returned to her quiet home. She 
was relieved that she reached home before her 
son was up from his nap. She glanced at her 
husband scrolling on his Tiktok account 
watching a man DIY-ing a cupboard. She knew 
her husband assumed he could build it too. 

“How’s Boboi, Abang? Is he alright?” she asked 
while bringing her groceries to the kitchen.

“He is fine. In fact I believe his fever is gone by 
now. You can check it yourself since you are in 
the kitchen,” Pak Pandeh replied without 
looking at his wife. His eyes were glued to the 
screen.

Mak Andeh’s face went pale. She knew 
something went down the moment she heard 
SINCE. YOU. ARE. IN. THE. KITCHEN. Mak Andeh 
marched her way to what-her-gut-said, and for 
the first time, she did not want to be right. She 
pulled out the door and was lost for words as 
she saw her still son. She knew she had lost her 
son.

Pak Pandeh came and took a look at his son too 
and he said, “See! He has been sleeping and 
guess what, it was my viewer’s idea! Why didn't 
we do it yesterday?”
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