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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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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?”

On a Saturday morning, the sound of birds 
chirping in the sky could be heard and it 
awakened me, who was sound asleep in the 
room. I was awakened by Alicia, who lives with 
me in the studio apartment and she quickly 
asked “You didn’t go to work today?”.

“I never had any holiday, what do you mean”? 
“It’s 9 in the morning”.

Oh shoot, I’m late.

I got up and got dressed as fast as I could and 
drove my car to my workplace. I worked as a 
psychiatrist and today I was supposed to meet 
my 12-year-old patient. I slept late last night 
because I was reading her case. 

Being a psychiatrist, I get to see a lot of 
underage girls. Most of them are depressed 
because of sexual assault, bullying, and many 
more. The reason I work as a psychiatrist is 
because I want to encourage and advise others, 
especially women, so they can carry on living 
colourful lives in this ugly world where colour is 
fading. I undertand them, as I myself, 
experienced the same. Since I was a little child, I 
experienced bullying, humiliation, and 
discriminatory behaviour from others, 
especially when I was a teenager, which left me 
feeling depressed and anxious. I think that not 
only myself but all women worldwide will 
experience some type of discrimination at 
some point in their lives just for breathing. I've 
only ever seen a psychiatrist once, and I never 
did so again. He spoke to me as though I was 
the problem and treated me like a joke. I was 
sad and angry, and at the same time, I switched 
my career aspirations from lawyer to 
psychiatrist.

It's 9:50 a.m. Glad I made it on time! The patient 
was supposed to arrive at 10:00 so I got the time 
to prepare everything I needed. Paper, ballpen, 
water, and sweets. She was just 12 years old, 
very young but she was also a victim of rape. At 

the age of 12, I could not imagine the hardships 
she had to go through.

‘Kreeek’ The sound of my door could be heard.
“Hi, Sofea.” I smiled widely. Trying to be 
professional but deep in my heart I was 
devastated every time I met her. 

The little girl nodded her head. She signaled her 
parents with her eyes to let them wait outside. 
She then sat in front of me. 

“So, how are you feeling today?”, I asked. We 
only met for 2 days every week and it has been 
3 months since I met her. She still did not talk a 
lot, especially about that day. She only told me 
once and never again. 

“My… trial for the case is next week”. She looked 
at me with an empty face while biting her lips 
with doubts. I looked at her, waiting for her to 
speak more and I saw her hesitating. 

“I… I’m nervous. I don’t know what to do, I feel 
lost, and I am ashamed of my friends, my 
parents, my teacher, and everyone. They asked 
what I was wearing at that time, they asked me 
did I lure this guy. You know.. I didn't, right?” 

I told her I would come to the trial and 
supported her no matter what. I told her again 
that I believe the person who did this to her will 
get his punishment. She then said goodbye to 
me after the 1-hour session with her. I then 
continued to read again about her case. I was 
truly perplexed at how this obnoxious human 
being was strongly defended by his wife and 
lawyer. I chuckled at how he said he was drunk 
in the first trial and said he did not mean to hurt 
and rape the girl. Funny when he had time to 
clear out the evidence and sent the girl back to 
her home. Since then, the girl had a trauma, 
depression and she suffered several injuries in 
her internal organs while the rapist lived just 
fine in jail. Eating and sleeping like a normal 
person. 

So came the day of the trial, and it was even 
more for Sofia. Sofea asked questions about 
that day. I was curious about his question… The 
only question he asked is.
 
“Do you smell alcohol on him during the day”? 
he asked.
 
“Yes...”.
“So, it is true that he was drunk that day and he 
did not mean to rape her at all.” 

I was filled with rage, but there was nothing I 
could do. My heart broke even more looking at 
Sofia who was already in tears.

“The offender will receive 15 years of jail”.

I froze. I could not believe what I just heard. The 
court became feral after the announcement. I 
looked at the rapist. He seemed satisfied with 
his sentence and his face did not show any guilt 
or remorse at all as if he was really innocent.
13 years from now, the rapist will be released 
and at that time Sofia will be 25 years old, and 
she will be scarred mentally and physically. It 
made me question why the law is so unfair to 
the victim sometimes. What a travesty and 
violation of her rights when they knew it did 
happen but because the rapist was drunk, he 
only received a sentence that is not going to 
change anything in this world. While for a 
woman, even if she was raped, she had to face 
assumptions to what could have caused the 
rape. Was it her attire? Did she lure the guy? 
And will forever be portrayed as someone who 
does not have dignity anymore while a man, by 
some means can still be a man, even if he had 
lost his dignity.
 
Samuel Johnson once said, “Nature has given 
women so much power that the law has to 
belittle them”, and I couldn’t agree anymore.

Iffah Insyrah binti Mohd Zarali
Akademi Pengajian Bahasa, UiTM Cawangan Melaka

2020496736@student.uitm.edu.my
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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?”

On a Saturday morning, the sound of birds 
chirping in the sky could be heard and it 
awakened me, who was sound asleep in the 
room. I was awakened by Alicia, who lives with 
me in the studio apartment and she quickly 
asked “You didn’t go to work today?”.

“I never had any holiday, what do you mean”? 
“It’s 9 in the morning”.

Oh shoot, I’m late.

I got up and got dressed as fast as I could and 
drove my car to my workplace. I worked as a 
psychiatrist and today I was supposed to meet 
my 12-year-old patient. I slept late last night 
because I was reading her case. 

Being a psychiatrist, I get to see a lot of 
underage girls. Most of them are depressed 
because of sexual assault, bullying, and many 
more. The reason I work as a psychiatrist is 
because I want to encourage and advise others, 
especially women, so they can carry on living 
colourful lives in this ugly world where colour is 
fading. I undertand them, as I myself, 
experienced the same. Since I was a little child, I 
experienced bullying, humiliation, and 
discriminatory behaviour from others, 
especially when I was a teenager, which left me 
feeling depressed and anxious. I think that not 
only myself but all women worldwide will 
experience some type of discrimination at 
some point in their lives just for breathing. I've 
only ever seen a psychiatrist once, and I never 
did so again. He spoke to me as though I was 
the problem and treated me like a joke. I was 
sad and angry, and at the same time, I switched 
my career aspirations from lawyer to 
psychiatrist.

It's 9:50 a.m. Glad I made it on time! The patient 
was supposed to arrive at 10:00 so I got the time 
to prepare everything I needed. Paper, ballpen, 
water, and sweets. She was just 12 years old, 
very young but she was also a victim of rape. At 

the age of 12, I could not imagine the hardships 
she had to go through.

‘Kreeek’ The sound of my door could be heard.
“Hi, Sofea.” I smiled widely. Trying to be 
professional but deep in my heart I was 
devastated every time I met her. 

The little girl nodded her head. She signaled her 
parents with her eyes to let them wait outside. 
She then sat in front of me. 

“So, how are you feeling today?”, I asked. We 
only met for 2 days every week and it has been 
3 months since I met her. She still did not talk a 
lot, especially about that day. She only told me 
once and never again. 

“My… trial for the case is next week”. She looked 
at me with an empty face while biting her lips 
with doubts. I looked at her, waiting for her to 
speak more and I saw her hesitating. 

“I… I’m nervous. I don’t know what to do, I feel 
lost, and I am ashamed of my friends, my 
parents, my teacher, and everyone. They asked 
what I was wearing at that time, they asked me 
did I lure this guy. You know.. I didn't, right?” 

I told her I would come to the trial and 
supported her no matter what. I told her again 
that I believe the person who did this to her will 
get his punishment. She then said goodbye to 
me after the 1-hour session with her. I then 
continued to read again about her case. I was 
truly perplexed at how this obnoxious human 
being was strongly defended by his wife and 
lawyer. I chuckled at how he said he was drunk 
in the first trial and said he did not mean to hurt 
and rape the girl. Funny when he had time to 
clear out the evidence and sent the girl back to 
her home. Since then, the girl had a trauma, 
depression and she suffered several injuries in 
her internal organs while the rapist lived just 
fine in jail. Eating and sleeping like a normal 
person. 

So came the day of the trial, and it was even 
more for Sofia. Sofea asked questions about 
that day. I was curious about his question… The 
only question he asked is.
 
“Do you smell alcohol on him during the day”? 
he asked.
 
“Yes...”.
“So, it is true that he was drunk that day and he 
did not mean to rape her at all.” 

I was filled with rage, but there was nothing I 
could do. My heart broke even more looking at 
Sofia who was already in tears.

“The offender will receive 15 years of jail”.

I froze. I could not believe what I just heard. The 
court became feral after the announcement. I 
looked at the rapist. He seemed satisfied with 
his sentence and his face did not show any guilt 
or remorse at all as if he was really innocent.
13 years from now, the rapist will be released 
and at that time Sofia will be 25 years old, and 
she will be scarred mentally and physically. It 
made me question why the law is so unfair to 
the victim sometimes. What a travesty and 
violation of her rights when they knew it did 
happen but because the rapist was drunk, he 
only received a sentence that is not going to 
change anything in this world. While for a 
woman, even if she was raped, she had to face 
assumptions to what could have caused the 
rape. Was it her attire? Did she lure the guy? 
And will forever be portrayed as someone who 
does not have dignity anymore while a man, by 
some means can still be a man, even if he had 
lost his dignity.
 
Samuel Johnson once said, “Nature has given 
women so much power that the law has to 
belittle them”, and I couldn’t agree anymore.
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