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Memories of
captured fragrance

In a recently launched book, Zaharah Othman sees her mother in

each and every personadlity portrayed

(19 reasure every second of

Tbeing with your mother:

Inhale the fragrance of

her hair, the smell of her skin, enjoy

hearing her voice and her sighs,

capture her smile and put it in your
heart.”

THAT was the message I received
when I expressed regret that I
couldn’t attend the launch of the
book, Memories Of Our Mothers.

The sender understood how
precious every moment was that I
spent with my ailing mother, hours
before my departure for London.
The sender was Tuanku Raja Zarith
Sofiah Sultan Idris Shah, patron as
well as one of the contributors in
the 176-page book. Indeed she was
alsotheinitiator of the project which
brought together 29 daughters who
captured the essence of their moth-
ers between the pages of the coffee
-table book, complete with black and
white pictures of yesteryear and
heart-wrenching and warm anec-
dotes and poems.

Raja Zarith, consort of the Sultan
of Johor, lost her mother, Raja Muz-
win Raja Ariff Shah, in October last
year and, prior to and after this sad
event in her life, we communicated
a lot about our mothers, about how
we cared for them, and about how we
wanted to capture these memoriesto
be treasured forever.

As a frequently absent daughter,
I had documented memories of my
mother in my blog as well asin short
video clips, which Iwatched regular-
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ly through tear-stained eyes back in
London.

“After sharing the pain and
anguish with other friends I suggest-
edto Datin Halimah Mohd Said that
perhaps we could all write about our
own mothers,” said Raja Zarith who
wrote that her mother wove athread
of love around them “so strong that it
not only bound us to each other but
also to our own families”.

With educationistand now citizen
journalist Halimah at the helm as
the project coordinator, Memories Of
Our Mothers took shape. Published
by MPH, it was launched last week at
PJ Hilton in Petaling Jaya.

Contributing writers included
retired professor Loga Baskaran
who wrote about her mother Leila-
vathy Mahesan, the counsellor and
confidante who saw to it that family
life did not stop her from achieving
her ambitions; Elly Tan Sha Meng,
who shared the positive attitude,
determination and resilience of her
mother Goh Soh Kheng, when faced
with challenges that life threw at
her; and writer Nora Marzuki who
inherited wit and talent from her
multi-talented mother Nong Oth-

man, who notonly sewed and cooked
but also played the accordion, piano
and drums as as well as danced the
tango! ;

There were beautiful and touch-
ing accounts from Tan Sri Zarinah
Anwar and her sister Zainah, from
Rose Ismail, chairman of Salt Media
Group, and the Ali sisters — Aishah,
Saleha and Datuk Zainun — and
many more,

The result must have been ther-
apeutic and a catharsis for those
involved, and indeed, for those read-
ing the book.

I read Memories Of Our Mothers
as we cruised over 10,000m in the
sky, frequently turning away to the
clouds to hide my tears. By the time
we reached Dubai, I saw my mother
in each and every personality por-
trayed in the book.

True, my mother never stepped
foot in a classroom and could only
spell Y-U-N, her name. Her English
vocabulary consists of only Yes, No
and Alright, but she managed three
holidays in London. Now our pillar
of strength is reduced to bones and
skin but she isthere in every chapter
of the book.

Isee her in Habsah Abang Saufi’s
description of her mum who looked
after her when she was ill with can-
cer. “Ishould be the one whoisill, not
you”, the matriarch of the big fam-
ily had said, echoing my own Mak's
words whenever we fell ill. Indeed,
when I was revising for exams, Mak
would stay up make me coffee and
sandwiches, and would say: “If only
I can take the exams for you!”

From the north, Mak is the only
surviving child of Hajjah Wan Mohd
Saman, a strict disciplinarian who
suffered no fools and showed very
little love to all around her. I often
wondered where Mak got her abun-
dance of love that she showered on
her siblings from another mother.
To this day, her siblings remain at
her bedside, holding her hand and
reading her prayers. But it was Tok,
the perfectionist, who taught her the
artof sewing clothes, supplementing
the family income by making baju
raya and selling cakes to make ends
meet.

Looking after Tok during her
final years, Mak showed admirable
loyalty and strength and love. Each
night she would tie her mother’s
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The writer's Mak in her prime

hands, while profusely apologising,
“Minta ampun, Mak, Minta ampun,
Mak!” to prevent her from scratching
her bedsores.

When Tok passed away, and with
Pak gone, Mak’s energy ebbed to a
level we never knew possible. She
reluctantly left the big house that
Pakbuilt for her in Alor Setar, to live
with her children in Bangi where she
was doted on by her children, sons-
in-law and grandchildren. She is, to
this day, showered with hugs and
kisses every time they walk in and
out of the house.

Butin hertwilight years, she only
yearned to be in one place — the
house that Pak built for her. Being
ferried and flown there lessened her
pangs of missing the house that used
tobe filled with bantering and laugh-
ter. And she misses Pak, the dashing
clerk from the land office whom she
married, who transported her from
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Our beloved Mak, Hajjah Yun Hanafi

the village where she grew up, tolive
in town.

But on her last trip there, she
couldn't even recognise the place or
the flower garden she used to tend
to.

Sitting around Mak after read-
ing her yassin, her siblings recalled
her kindness and generosity - and
recounted how Mak saved a young
British soldier from the Japanese,
how she held a tight rein around her
loved ones and how she endured
hardship but still had enough to go
around.

Spending days and nights watch-
ingher, helpingtobathe and feed her,
Isometimes felt the urge to yank out
the cancer raging in her. But never,
not once, did I hear her moan with
pain. The pain was only etched on
her face as she clenched her teeth,
until it ebbed.

One night, I sat up, watching her

motionless body, and I had the urge
to puta fingertoher nose to seeif she
was still breathing. The last time I
did this was when I was 5.

On thistrip, Makdidn’t recognise
me or any of her children. She men-
tioned our names but she couldn’t
tell who we were, unlike my trip last
year, made possible by Raja Zarith
who wanted me to spend Hari Raya
with my mother. Thisact of kindness
afforded me many wonderful memo-
ries of Mak: Witty and fun, jovial and
sporting to the core.

Asking for her forgiveness and
blessings for every drop of milk that
she fed me, I wrenched myself away,
and this was made possible only
by her sweet smile and the caress
of her soft hand on my face. And I
took with me the memories and the
sweet fragrance of lavender powder
on her skin, which will forever be4ft
my heart.




