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pologists have been especially cautious to avoid stories of “disappearing cul-
tures”; Those stories seem too caught up in a discredited connoisseurship of
culture. In my own work, I have endorsed the promise of intercultural hy-
bridity. But hybridity is not all promise, and neither is agency. Destruction
too requires agency. To tell its stories, we cannot avoid the viewpoint of
despair.

Others have, and will tell of the pleasures of resource booms. The need to
runderstand capitalist expansion, however, inspires me in another direction: 1
will not erase the conditions of terror in which agency is sometimes formed.
L will tell stories of destruction.

“Better you had brought me a bomb”

DI AU

1 Frontiers of Capitalism

..........

Clusters of red earth push up in broken bits,
as if asking in an angry fit:
“Why did you let my hurmus flee?
‘Why weren’t forests replanted on me?
How much longer must I endure,
more than two decades and still no one cares?”

South Kalimantan gasps

Your breath, your life, sucked out, lapsed.
‘Who is ready to claim this disaster?
‘Which big man is prepared to answer?

My protests flare up, my blood boils
Is this true, the real face of Kalimantan?

‘Was it a lie, my vision of a vast great forest?
—from Victor Roesdianto,
“The Forests of South Kalimantan™

proliferation: 1. Pathology, etc. The formation or development of cells by budding
or division. 2. Enlgrgement or extension; an increase in number (of); now esp. of
nuclear weapons.? -

What do cancer and nuclear weapons have in common? Their expansion,
proliferation, is always already out of control. Proliferation, too, is a ke

principle of eapitalist expansion, particularly at capitalist frontiers where
accumutation i IOt 6 much primitve, that is, archaic, as savage. Fron-
tiers are not just edges; they are partcular kinds of edges where the ex-
pansive nature of extraction comes into its own. Built from historical
models of European conquest, frontiers create wildness so that some—
and not others—may reap its rewards. Frontiers are deregulated because
they arise in the interstitial spaces made by collaborations among legiti-
mate and illegitimate partmers: armies and bandits; gangsters and corpo-
rations; builders and despoilers. They confuse the boundaries of law and
theft, governance and violence, use and destruction. These confusions




change the rules and thus enable extravagant new economies of profit—as
well as loss.

The late twentieth century saw the creation of new “resource frontiers”in
every corner of the world. Made possible by Cold War militarization of the
Third World and the growing power of corporate transnationalism, re-
source frontiers grew up where entrepreneurs and armies were able to dis-
engage nature from local ecologies and livelihoods, “freeing up” natural re-
sources that bureaucrats and generals could offer as corporate raw materials.
From a distance, these new resource fronters appeared as the “discovery” of
global supplies in forests, tundras, coastal seas, or mountain fasmesses. Up
close, they replaced local systems of human access and livelihood and eco-
logical dynamics of replacement and replenishment with the cultural appa-
ratus of proliferation, out-of-control interstitial capitalist expansion, the
frontier. This chapter explores the making of a resource frontier in the east-
ern part of South Kalimantan in the 1990s.

My goal in this chapter is both practical and poetic. To allow readers to
feel the rawness of the frontier is also to make it less sensible and ordinary.
Sensory absorption can, with luck, sweep away the “common sense” of re-
source exploitation and leave us with the moving force of anger. The poet
Taufiq Tsmail is said to bave inaugurated the Indonesian environmental
movement in a public reading of a poem containing the following lines in
1971 (Ismail 1971, discussed in Aditjondro 1991a, my translation):*

I want to write a poem that resists the probability that Japanese traders will
plunder the wood of the forests of Kalimantan, that prohibits the oil drillers
and foreign investors from feeding spiritually weak officials, and forbids
bribes to customs officers and judges.

My chapter shares this same goal.

The chapter is divided into two parts. First I tell of how the frontier and
its resources are made. This section is based on ethnographic observation
from the mid-1990s. Second, I turn to the post-1997 crisis, when frontier-
making spiraled out of control.

1. How to Make Resources in Order to Destroy Them
{and Then Save Them?) On the Salvage Frontier

A frontier is an edge of space and time: a zone of not yet—not yet mapped,
not yet regulated. It is a zone of unmapping: even in its planning, a frontier is
imagined as unplanned. Frontiers aren’t just discovered at the edge; they are

Chapter One

projects in making geographical and temporal experience. Frontiers make
wildness, entangling visions and vines and violence; their wildness is foth ma-
terial and imaginative. This wildness reaches backward as well as forward in
time, bringing old forms of savagery to life in the contemporary landscape.
Frontiers energize old fantasies, even as they embody their impossibilities.

Most descriptions of resource frontiers take for granted the existence of
resources; they label and count the resources and tell us who owns what.
The landscape itself appears inert: ready to be dismembered and packaged
for export. In contrast, the challenge I've set myself is to make the landscape
a lively actor. Landscapes are simultaneously natural and social, and they
¢hift and turn in the interplay of human and nonhuman practices. Frontier
landscapes are particularly active: hills flood away, streams are stuck in mud,
vines swarm over fresh stumps, ants and humans are on the move. On the
frontier, nature goes wild,

The place I describe is a mountainous, forested strip of southeast Kali-
mantan. My companions in traveling and learning this landscape are Mera-
tus Dayaks, old inhabitants whose livelihood has been based on shifting cul-
tivation and forest foraging.* For Meratus, the frontier has come as a shock
and a disruption; it is with their help that I experience the trauma of trans-
formation. My account begins in the mid-1990s, when the New Order
regime still seemed to stretch forward endlessly. By this time, privatization
had become a regime watchword, in practice further concentrating eco-
nomic power in the hands of the president’s family and cronies. Huge tracts
had been assigned to logging companies, mining companies, and pulp-and-
paper as well as oil palm plantation companies. The military played an im-
portant role in transferring these tracts from previous residents to their cor-
porate owners; military men also took their own interest in resources. This
seminal period has shaped the wildness of the twenty-first century.

An Abandoned Logging Road Has Gotto Be. ..

An abandoned logging road has got to be one of the most desolate places on
earth. It doesn’t go anywhere, by definition. If you are walking there, it is ei-
ther because you are lost or you are trespassing, or both. The wet clay builds
clods on your boots, if you have any, sapping your strength, and if you don’t
have any boots, the sun and the hot mud are unmerciful. Whole hillsides
slide down beside you into the stagnant pools where the mosquitoes breed.
Abandoned roads scon lose their shape, forcing you in and out of eroded
canyons and over muddy trickles where bridges once stood but which are
now choked by loose soil, vines crawling on disinterred roots and trunks
sliding, askew. Yet, ironically, the forest as a site of truth and beauty seems so
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much clearer from the logging road than anywhere else, since it is the road
that slices open the neat cross-section in which underbrush, canopy, and
high emergents are so carefully structured.

In 1994, T walked on a lot of abandoned logging roads in southeastern
Kalimantan between the Meratus Mountains and the coastal plains now cov-
ered with transmigraton villages—Block A, Block B, Block C—and giant,
miles-square plantations of oil palm, rubber, and acacia for the pulp and
paper trade. In the 1980s, despite the logging, local villagers were asserting
custamary resource rights, and transmigration here was just a gleam in one
engineer’s eye, and he wasn’t in charge. Now, the region had been over-
whelmingly transformed. Even beyond the newly planted industrial tree
plantations lay miles of scrub and vines. These were landslides of slippery
red and yellow clay, with silt-laden excuses for water. The logging roads had
eroded into tracks for motorcycles, water buffalo, and the stll-streaming
mass of immigrant and local blood and sweat that the government calls
“wild”: wild loggers, wild miners, and bands of roving entrepreneurs and
thieves. Something easy to call degradation rode through the land: Human
presence was leaving the terrain all but bare.

Such destructon is not just human nature or the nature of resources. In
the violent clarity of the abandoned logging road, irreverent questions come
to mind. How does nature at the frontier become a set of resources? How
are landscapes made empty and wild so that anyone can come to use and
claim them? How do ordinary people get involved in destroying their envi-
ronments, even their own home places?

These questions can only be addressed by getting inside our daily habits
and our dreams. Freeing “resources” opens the landscape in complemen-
tary nightmares. The frontier emerges in the intertwined attraction and
disgust of their engagement. Order and progress banish imagined wildness;
wildness emerges in a parody and recuperation of the worst dreams of order
and progress. Monocrop plantations are the flip side of the wild resource
fronder. Each calls the other into existence: On one side, endless rows of
silent symmetry, biopower applied to trees; on the other side, wild loggers,
miners, and villagers in the raucous, sped-up time of looting. Each solves
the problems put in motion by the other. Each requires the same entrepre-
neurial spirit. In that spirit, gold nuggets, swallows’ nests, incense woods,
ironwoad posts, great logs destined to be plywood, and whole plantations
of future pulp are conjured. Here is a first answer to my questions. Re-
sources are made by “resourcefulness” in both plantation and wild frontier.
The actvity of the frontier is to make human subjects as well as natural
objects.

The frontier, indeed, had come to Kalimantan. It hadn't always been
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there. Dutch plantation schemes mainly bypassed Kalimantan in the colo-
nial period before World War II, allowing colonial authorities to treat their
natives as subjects of kingdoms and cultures. Kalimantan’s Dayaks, while to
them patently uncivilized, were stll seen as having law and territorial
boundaries, not a wilderness that needed to be filled up. In its first years the
postcolonial nation maintained Kalimantans villages, fields, and forests.
Commercial logging only got underway in the 1970s. Administrative expan-
sion and resettierment followed, with the goal of homogenizing the nation.
Tn the 1980s, conflicts broke out between villagers and commercial loggers.
Massive fires and waves of immigration disrupted emergent localisms, '
Through the 1980s, however, it was possible to see rural Kalimantan as al
landscape of villages, small cultivations, and traditional agro-forestry, with -
discrete patches of estate agriculture and large-scale logging and mining |
here and there. —

The late 1980s and 1990s witnessed a natjonal wave of entrepreneurship.
Spurred on by economic liberalization with its international sponsors, and a
consolidating regional capitalism, entrepreneurs shot up at every level from
conglomerates to peasant tour guides. In this great surge of resourcefulness
Kalimantan became a frontier.

The fronter, then, is not a natural or indigenous category. It is a traveling
theory, a foreign form requiring translation. It arrived with many layers of
previous associations. “Indonesian Miners Revive Gold Rush Spirit of
49ers,” crowed a headline in the Los Angeles Times (Williams 1988: 1). “Kali-
mantan at this time is part of the Wild West . . . like parts of America in the
19th century,” despaired the Minister of the Environment (Gellert 1998:
82). Indonesian frontiers were shaped to the model of other wild times and
places. Nor was the American West the only moment to be reworked and re-
vived. There is the dark Latin American frontier: a place of violence, con-
flicting cultures, and an unforgiving nature driving once-civilized men to
barbarism, as Domingo Sarmiento, soon to be president of Argentina, ar-
gued in 1845 (Sarmiento 1998). This savage vision of the frontier has con-
tinued to percolate through later frontier optimism. There is the nation-
making frontier, as famously articulated by Frederick Jackson Turner in his
1893 address, “The Significance of the Frontier in American History”
(Turper 1994). Wild, empty spaces are said to have inspired white men to
national democracy and freedom in the United States. Amazing for its era-
sures, the power of this formulation is suggested by the fact that U.S. histo-
rians remained in its thrall for nearly a hundred years Furthermore, the
story of frontier progress was remade in an internationally colonizing form
after World War II in the concept of the technofrontier, the endless frontier
made possible by industrial technology. The closing of national borders
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need no longer just lead to nostalgia; the technofrontier is open and ex-
panding. In the guise of development, the technofrontier dream hit Indone-
sian centers hard in the late 1960s. By the 1990s, it had dragged its older
frontier cousins, those entangled stories of the wild, to the rural peripheries.

Fronters are notariously unstable, and it is fitting that Kalimantan land-
scapes should have a role in forging new frontier conceptions. The frontier
arrived jn Kalimantan afer environmentalism had already become estab-
lished Tiot just among activists but also in government and corporate public
relations. No one could be surprised this time to find that frontier-making is
destructive of forests and indigenous cultures. Susanna Hecht and Alexander
Cockburn wrote that in the Amazon, heroic development plans unexpect-
edly turned to smoke, mud, and violence: “The generals had unleashed
forces beyond their control, and now the Amazon faced its apocalypse”
(1990: 141). But in New Order Kalimantan, the Amazon apocalypse was al-
ready known. Plans were set in motion to save the environment in the
process of destroying it. Tree plantations were introduced to restore defor-
ested and degraded land. Only then was the landscape deforested and de-
graded to make way for the restorative tree plantations. Giant mining con-
glomerates were licensed to save the land from the depredation of wild
miners, yet legal and illegal prospectors were inseparable. “They go where
we go,” a Canadian engineer explained, “and sometimes we follow them”
(Williams 1988: 1). Indonesian timber and plywood tycoon Bob Hasan
hosted a 10K “Run for the Rainforest” and raked in international environ-
mental prizes.® “Indonesians don’t destroy their forests,” he told reporters,
“We are just given a little tme to munage [the forest] for others” (Vidal
1990). This is the salvage frontier, where making, saving, and destroying re-
sources are utterly mixed up, where zones of conservation, production, and
resource sacrifice overlap almost fully, and canonical time frames of nature’s
study, use, and preservation are reversed, conflated, and confused.

By this point it should be clear that by fronder I don’t mean a place or
even a process but an imaginative project capable of molding both places
and processes. Frederick Jackson Tummer describes the frontier as “the meet-
ing point between savagery and civilization” (1994: 32). It is a site of trans-
formations; “the wilderness masters the colonist. . . . Little by little he mas-
ters the wilderness” (33). It is a space of desire: it calls; it appears to create its
own demands; once glimpsed, one cannot but explore and exploit it. Fron-
tiers have their own technologies of space and time: Their emptiness is ex-
pansive, spreading across the land; they draw the quick, erratic temporality
of rurnor, speculation, and cycles of boom and bust, encouraging ever-inten-
sifying forms of resourcefulness. On the Kalimantan salvage fronder, fron-
tier intensification and proliferation lurch forward in a hall of mirrors, be-
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coming showy parodies of themselves. Time moves so quickly that results
precede their causes, and the devastation expected behind the line of fronter
expansion suddenly appears, as it scems, ahead of its advance.

The Kalimantan frontier is not the enactment of a principle of commod-
ification or conquest. The commodification of forest products is centuries
old in this area, and while the new frontier draws on the earlier trade, its ap-
pearance is not 2 logical intensification. The frontier is not a philosophy but
rather a series of historically nonlinear leaps and skirmishes that come to-
gether to create their own intensification and proliferadon.” As these kinds
of moves are repeated, they gain a cultural productiveness even in their
quirky unpredictability. Thus, Marianne Schmink and Charles Wood (1992)
describe frontiers in Amazonia as a series of ironic twists, Planned commu-
nities lead to unplanned settlement; resource nationalization leads to private
control; land titling leads to forgery; military protection leads to generalized
violence. Such twists are more than irony: They predict and perform their
own reversals, forming productive confusions and becoming models for
other fronters. In Kalimantan, related paradoxes produce frontier degrada-
tion and salvage. ‘The frontier is made in the shifting terrain between legal-
ity and illegality, public and private ownership, brutal rape and passionate
charisma, ethnic collaboration and hostility, violence and law, restoration
and extermination.

Legal, llegal

Shifting cultivation is illegal in Indonesia, despite the fact that it is the major
subsistence technology for many rural people, including Meratus Dayaks.
Perhaps that is why, as I hiked down the Meratus Mountains into the east-
ern coastal plains with Meratus friends, the lines of legality were not clear to
me, and I was hardly aware that the immigrant loggers I passed were out of
bounds, wild men. As soon as we hit the old logging roads, we found them,
singly or in groups of three or four, each with a small chain saw or a water
buffalo to haut out the logs. Their living places were bed-sized bamboo plat-
forms along the road with only a sheet of plastic hung over to keep out the
rain; they seemed to have né possessions but a coffee pot and a can of mack-
erel, poor man’s sardines. We stopped to drink sticky, thick coffee, loaded
with sugar, and to talk of the pleasures and dangers of the forest world they
knew. They chanted the prices of wood, the names of logs. They spooked
themselves, and us, with tales of stolen chain saws and armed men on the
roads. They were always planning to leave in 2 few days, when the earnings
looked good, and before fiercer men arrived. Even as quick-moving tran-
sients, they gave us a human face for the frontier.
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My friends thought the men worked for Inhutani, a government timber
company, and while this turned out to be technically wrong, they were right
that lines between public, private, and criminal were unclear. These loggers
have both legitimacy and access. They sell their logs to the big logging com-
panies or to small but perfectly legal wood processers. Where environmen-
tal regulations keep the companies off mountain slopes or village claims
push them back, that’s where the wild loggers go. They fill out logging
economies of scale, and their earnings are the only prosperity logging is
likely to bring to the province. Their chain saws come to them through net-
works of renting and profit-sharing that cross local, ethnic, and religious
lines. They tap the slender ends of arteries flowing with capital from rich
urban entrepreneurs, conglomerates, and—at that time—the family of the
president branching in thinner and thinner capillaries out into the forest.
Usually, the police and the army do not bother them, although the police
and the army can be unpredictable. Many pay fees to Meratus village heads
to give them permission to cut in village forests, and while villagers com-
plain that village heads keep it all for themselves, this privatization is com-
mon, even proper for village subsidies.

And yet, both despite and because of all this respectability, these lonely
loggers carry and spread the wildness of the fronter. Even in sitting with
them, chatting with them, we partook of that wildness. They encouraged
our fears of armed men; oh, no one will attack you, they joked, because they
will assume you are carrying 2 lot of guns. And who can tell the difference
between a logger and an armed thief? Each time we came upon another
man, another logger /thief, we stopped, hoping to domesticate him with our
chatter. Perhaps he wouldn’t attack us; perhaps he would alert us to the pres-
ence of other logger /thieves. Soon our nerves were jangling from all those
cups of coffee, and by then my friends and I formed a silent pack, each hud-
dling in his or her own unspoken fear.

"They modeled frontier behavior for us, teaching us the value of wood
wntl my Meratus companions looked at familiar forest trees with eyes like
cash registers. Oh, that one could bring me a million rupiah, Ma Salam
sighed, interrupting our conversation about environmentalism. In writing
their names or initials on the logs they cut, the wild loggers had introduced
the new practice in this area of writing one’ name on trees—to claim the
tree, to hold it or sell it to a logger with a chain saw before someone else did.
The proliferation of naming brought new identities for trees and men,
wrapping both in fearless assertion and violence, for, people said, armed
men came by and cut the name off the tree, or cut the tree above the mark,
and wrote their own names on the logs. If you confront them with five men,
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my friends said, they will come at you with ten or twenty. Sell quickly and
move on to WIite your name again.

Who were these men, so human and yet so transiently identified? They
came from everywhere and spoke the common language of trade and C'fllcu—
lation based on the hope of a quick windfall. They were called pemyingso,
“chain saw men,” or pembaluk, “square log men,” after the shapfa of their
logs. No one knew them as wild, but they were men without ordinary cul-
ture. Appendages to their equipment and their products, they had_ names but
no houses, families, meals, work schedule, or ordinary time. In this smppe(_i-
down human form, they communicated across cultures, arranging e:thmc
collaborations. They offered a hot human connection to stll the chills of
fear. This thrilling connection was an anesthetic, blocking out the damaged
world in which they operated—a world already left behind by bigger frf.)n—
tier makers, the soil sloughing off the hills, trees falling, waters .muddled.
Entering that damaged world, can’t you see the resources waiting to be
claimed? . ,

It is difficult to find the words to discuss this kind of transethnic, translo-
cal collaboration and the regional resource dynamics it sets in motion. Re-
source economists and bureaucrats recognize no localisms; to them, the
world is a frontier. There is no point in asking how frontiers come to be;
they are nature itself. To counter that perspective, anthropolog'ist's, ru.ral 50-
ciologists, and geographers have drawn attention to non-frontier-like {or
even anti-frontier) environmental social forms, such as common property,
community management, and indigenous knowledge. They have remme‘d
attention to the cultural specificity of capitalism and state bureaucracy.® This
important and quite wonderful work has come to dominate local an.d re-
gional analyses of environment and society in Kalimantan; sc.:Hola.rs point to
the long-term social making of the rainforest, to a community “ethic of ac-
cess” that sustains forest commodities, and to the bizarre stereotypes of gov-
ernment planners.” My own work has developed within this dialogue.

Yet in contrasting community conventions with state and corporate
schemes, there is little room for discussing the call of the wild, with its re-
gionwide collaborations for aggressive resource grabbing and the seemingly

unstoppable spread of the frontier. One might call this “the tragedy of the

tragedy of the commons,” that js, the tragic result of state and.cm"porate
policies that assume and enforce open-access conventions as t}:le flip side a_nd
precondition of private property.” By refusing to recognize altergat.:lve
forms of access, these policies will alternatives to disappear. But this is 2
tragedy that cannot be well described with the vocabulary of management,
property, and access rules. From the perspective of the abandoned logging
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roads, the divide between comimunity and state-corporate standards feels
nostalgic: too little, too late. The logging road and its illegal-legal loggers
from everywhere call me toward more dangerous country.

One look back: Grand schemes never fully colonize the territories upon
which they are imposed. If the frontier is an environmental project, not a
place, it can never fill the landscape. Away from the logging road, there are
trees, fields, and villages. The frontier could move on; the forest might re-
generate. Stll, those industrial tree plantations are truly huge, and through
them the frontier claims powerful national and international players.

The Public Private

Riding from the provincial capital up the east coast and toward the moun-
tains in an airless, overcrowded van with the music so loud it closes down my
senses, there is more than enough anesthetic; yet the difference between
legal resource concessions and the wild is perfectly visible here. The road
runs for miles through land without underbrush or animal life but only
neatly planted tree stock, row on row on row. The wansmigration villages
placed here to provide the labor force for these foture trees are similarly or-
derly, blank, and anonymous; in striking contrast to everywhere else I've
been in Indonesia, the passengers get on and off at these nameless stops
without looking at us or speaking. Sometimes we stop in noisy frontier
towns, full of gold merchants, truckers, and hungry, aggressive men. But
soon enough we are back among the silent army of young trees. ‘This is the
discipline that boosted Indonesia—for awhile—among the emerging Asian
tigers. Under the banner of political stability, discipline made economic in-
dicators soar.

Appearances are important here. No weeds, no trash timber. It is unclear
to what extent appearances were the New Order €COnOmy’s most important
product. Oil paim, the darling of the export-crop set, was sponsored by for-
eign and domestic plantation subsidies; perhaps the companies will have
moved on before the oil is pressed.” The pulp plantations were financed by
the national reforestation program, the answer to environmentalists’ con-
cern for the rainforest. New international agreements offered plantation
timber as the solution to rainforest destruction; timber companies put in
plantations, sponsored by the government, to earn the right to cut down
more forest, useful for fature plantations.” Meanwhile, the young trees
await future pulp factories. And as they wait, what will befall them? Many of
the acacias are cloned from the same parent stock, making them highly vul-
nerable to disease.” They are affected by 2 rot that causes hollow boles, an
apt image for an economy of appearances.
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There have been government corporations here, and there have been pri-
vate ones, but most fall awkwardly across this distinction. The oil palms
were said to belong to the wife of then president‘ Suharto, Mrs_ Tien
Suharto, who died in 1996 but before her death was widely parodied as Mxrs.
Tien (Ten) Percent, after her voracious interes't in the.cconomy. The {‘oggers
told villagers who complained about the invasion of vlllagt-: forests to “go 'ask
Mirs. Tien.” The president’s family served both a material and a Inyt}uc:zd
role in the plantation economy. The capital thcy.conu'olled was both Pul:!hc
and private. It was the confusion of these categories that allowed frontier in-
vestment to flourish. Here national interest merged with that of the presi-

e army, and the corporations.

deIEl‘.:;et: the stzunchest of ;ioclassical economists admit that it wa.s c.l.ifﬁcult
to distinguish among domestic, foreign, and government ?wnersh.lp in New
Order Indonesia, given the mix of investors, the ce.n'tral importance of pa-
tronage, and the slippage back and forth between rmhtary and private enter-
prise. The confusion proliferated at every level. Foreign was dome:stlc: For-
eign aid formed 2 major portion of domestic revenue, and f01'.ellgn firms
worked through domestc partners. Public was anate: The explicit goal of
the government was to sponsor entrepreneurship at every'level. EVEI‘I peas-
ant subsidies in the 1990s were individual entrepreneurship loans. I..JICEHSCS
and concessions were both public and private. Civil Servants were paid a low
base salary and expected to gain the rest of their hiving from perks and ben-

efits of their discretionary authority. : '
You could call this corruption, or you could call it, as one North Ameri-
can corporate executive, gracefully submitting to government den'rflnds fora
share of his company’s enterprise, dubbed it, “Indonesia’s political, eco-
nomic, and social environment.”™ One must also consider these _pubhc—
private arrangements in relation to the worldwide post-Cold War mfatu-a-
tion with the market. In the 1990s, most every country redoubled its
endorsement of the market, and New Order Indonesia was exemplafy. The
bureaucracy was the market; its goal was to promote entrepreneurship. The
military was the market; soldiers had the musclc. to make the best deals. E:n-
vironmental management was the market, offering anotl‘ler chanc':e to claim
resources and promote trade. The fluidity between public and private was a
fertile space for the capital, the deals, the plans, and the appearance of the
economy itself. The president’s family and friends were exemplars of what
every citizen was supposed to be doing; their capital flowed out through

transregional networks in complementary small and large deals. ' .
This dynamic was said to speed up development, and speed' th].l:lgs up it
did. Secrets passing through personal tes encor.u‘agcd speculation in which
investments preceded contracts; for those tracking money and resources, an
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impatient anticipation emerged, speeding up time. A boom-time excitement
was stimulated by the fluidity of deals, trickling down and then streaming
between official coffers, foreign firms, and those-in-the-know., Rumors
spread the excitement, and the wild men flocked to the frontier following or
anticipating news of gold strikes and quick timber harvests, before the plan-
tations rolled in. In this productive space, quick, erratic, anticipatory fron-
tier time intensifies and spreads, ricocheting back and forth between centers
and peripheries, and getting ahead of itself in death-defying leaps. Here al-
ternative, appearance-based scams—disciplined or wild—are born, and the
only promise that must be kept is of fabulous, unearned wealth.

Roadls That Empty the Territory

Between the tree plantations and the mountains are networks of more- and
less~maintained logging roads, with their heavy cargoes of legal logs by day
and illegal logs by night. For bosses and managers, the roads shrink and sim-
plify the territory, making it quicker to get from here to there. For most
everyone else, the logging roads expand landscape emptiness, separating off-
and on-road sites and creating obstacles between once-connected forest
places even as they speed the wip to town. The roads are also conduits for
migrants, fugitives, and thieves, who expand both danger and wildness for
everyone who lives or visits there.

Natural treasures themselves become fugitive in this landscape of move-
ment and flight, just as once, people said, 2 man stumbled over a nugget of
gold as big as a rice mortar and marked the piace oh so carefully to come
back Jater with help—but when he did, nothing was there. Masculine magic
and charisma are required, for even safe in one’s possession, treasures disap-
pear. Thus, every man on the road with a splinter of gaharu incense wood or
a palmful of immature swifts’ nests unwraps it from its plastic bag, shows it
like a secret talisman, wraps it, stows it carefully in his pocket, chants the
price, pulls it out again to rewrap it, trying thereby to stabilize its presence
on his person. And how much more flighty are the incense trees and swifts
themselves.

TTake the swifts. The saliva nests they build in limestone caves are the key
ingredient of Chinese birds’ nest soup and fetch startling prices even locally:
amillion and a half rupiah for 2 kilo of the white clean ones and 800,000 for
the debris-filled black.” In this area, they have long been associated with
fugitive luck and danger. In the 1980s, people told me that the only way to
find birds’ nests was to bring a freshly sacrificed human head to the spirits
who could reveal them. Now, with armed men on the roads, the birds’ er-
ratic flight has intensified beyond the reach of headhunters, as have attempts
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to hold them in place. Where military men have found productive caves,

they have posted gnards and signs: “This is the property of the army.” Mer-
atus who consider themselves traditional owners hurry to guard remaining
caves, building their homes and clearing swiddens in the dark glens facing
the caves, never leaving them. Still, they are outmaneuvered by the men on
the roads, who come around with guns and flashiights and demand entry.
They peel off the birds” nests before they are fully built, ensuring that the
birds will not return. Quick harvesting leads to quicker harvesting, and nests
the size of kidney beans are removed, depriving the birds of any place to
raise their young. In this fugitive landscape, armed men are the best part of
the law, and parodies of property appear. One Meratus man who had moved
in front of a cave to guard it showed me the letter written by the most recent
gang to have come by to rob the cave, which warned off future gangs on the
principle of this group’s precedence. My Meratus host got nothing, as did
the swifts, who could only fly to other fugitive locations.

Men arm themselves with old war stories, and invulnerability magic from
the 1958 rebellion has been revived, with its metaphors of penises as
weapons and semen as spent bullets. As much as I tried to avoid too simple
an ecofeminism, it was difficult not to conclude that an emergent masculin-
ity fueled this regionally spreading dynamic, with its ability to unite men
across lines of local culture and religion in a competitively intensive virility.
Men arouse each other on the roads with stories of women who will do any-
thing (“and then,” he said, “she tore off her bra™). They work themselves and
each other into a constant state of masculine anxiety, forever talking deals,
opportunities, and prices in the sped-up time of the chase. They forget day-
cycles, lifecycles, and seasons. They talk back and forth and challenge cach
other to greater efforts. ‘

Hiking the logging roads in the hot sun, I find it difficult to refuse a ride
from the men in the truck. But crammed into the cab with the crew behind
a windshield covered with stickers of busty naked ladies and my male Mera-
tus friends stuck in the back with the water buffalo, fear hits me like an ava-
lanche. Within 30 seconds, they are feeling my arms and legs and breasts,
and I must concentrate on how to get them to let me off at the next cross-
roads, where I heave a sigh of relief that I made it out, again, this time. Yes,
says a wizened Meratus friend, they grab your breasts even if you are a wrin-
Ked old woman, they must have no eyes, and every woman must learn to
jump out of the truck. But a younger friend replies to my stories with
bravado: Why didn’t you do it? Weren't they handsome enough? I had heard
similar bravado from young men when a peer was cowed by soldiers: If they
had come at me, I would have shown them something! Indeed, one’s only
choices are to hide or to play. Women can be resourceful too, and prostitu-
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tion brings new resources to the frontier. But this is a world formed by an in-
tensive, peculiar, exaggerated masculinity. '

This is a masculinity that spreads and saturates itself with images and
metaphors, amulets, stickers of naked women, stories based on the confu-
sion between rape and wild sex. Its moving force is perhaps best seen in the
imagistic effects of the “water machine,” the high-pressure hydraulic pump,
small enough for one man to carry and connect to any local stream, but
whose power in the spray emerging from the taut blue plastic piping can
gouge a hole four feet deep into the land and thus expose the gravel under-
neath the clay, gravel mixed, perchance, with small flakes or nuggets of gold.
What charismatic force! And what possibilities it unveils.

The water machine, introduced in this area around 1990, is the key tech-
nology of small-scale or “wild” gold mining. It is much too expensive for an
ordinary Meratus man, but networks of renting and share spliting, with
borrowed funds and imagined profits split among more and more men make
it possible for many ambitious men to join a mining group, or more aggres-
sively yet, to bring the machine and a team upstream toward home. Nor are
Meratus the only players. The miners, like the loggers, come from every-
where, building makeshift settlements along the logging roads with names
like “Kilometer 105 and a Half” At their excavations, they erect camps of
bamboo platforms hung with plastic sheets; they have coffee pots, sugar,
mackerel cans. But I know some of these people; they are Meratus farmer-
foragers. I know they are perfectly capable of stopping anywhere in the for-
est and, in half an hour, building a cozy, rain-tight shelter of bamboo, palm
leaves, or bark. I know, in other circumstances, they would carry rice; they
would hunt and fish and gather wild fruits and vegetables and make a tasty
meal. But here, surrounded by familiar forest, they observe the proprieties
of rain-soaked plastic sheets and a nutrition of coffee and rancid fish. It feels
like nothing so much as “culture” in its most coercive, simplistic form: a way
of life that draws us in, ready or not, sensible or not.

Among the huddled mining shelters, men and women disagree. Women
join the profit-sharing groups, panning the gravel with men until their own
jealous menfolk arrive, sending them back to the village. The men attack the
land with new vigor, sharing the washing with other women, and women
sneak back to join the gold parties of strangers.

Butwhat is the result of all this passion? Despite obsessive attention to se-
crets and signs, much of the gravel exposed yields no metal at all; and when
it does, the gold flakes are quickly spent in the extortionate prices of coffee,
sugar, and cigarettes. No one I heard of had made much money; meanwhile,
water machines broke and huge debts were accrued. Most strikingly, the
land lay pock-marked and deeply eroded beyond recovery. Those trees that
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remained clung tottering by the tips of their roots, their bases airily exposed.
Broken streams formed muddy pools; even grass was banished. “They have
ruined the land for many generations,” said the old people. But perhaps it
doesn’t matter, if the industrial tree plantatons and their transmigrant labor
force are coming anyway. Their mission is to make and restore degraded
{ands; why not get started?

Frontier men and resources, I have ed, are made in d i i -
simmmmr’mf&ﬁmw;ﬁmd
meﬂd are productive in sponsoring the emergence of
men driven to profit, that is, entrepreneurs, as well as the natural objects
conjured in their resourceful drives. These men and objects are contagious,
recharging the landscape with wildness and virility. The frontier then ap-
pears to roll with its own momentum.

<,_-——'———v———'__'__—_»-—'\.__,_-—-

II. Crisis—and the Confusion of the Senses

In 1997 and 1998, the economy of Indonesia was hit by a great financial cri-
sis that Ei-:.fé:;i;cross Asia, The internationally evocatve term krismon (krisis
moneter, “financial crisis”) was coined in the newspapers, but the term krisis
also spread on less sophisticated channels. By the surmer of 2000, the term
krisis had reached remote South Kalimantan villages. I heard it used to refer
to all kinds of bad-news events, from family breakups to entreprencurial fail-
ures to regional political upsets. :

In the village of Kalawan, times have been bad indeed. These are not the
bad times broadeast around the world to portray the Indonesian “crisis™ the
fights over imported food, the violence against Chinese shop owners, the
empty urban real estate. The crisis in Kalawan is deeper, at least in the sense
that it could not be solved with the stabilization of the rupiah or even a
change in the regime. Since the late 1980s, logging had “opened” the region:
to armed men, legitimate and illegitimate; to entrepreneurial schemes, big
and small; to migrants and transmigrants, with their superior citizenship
claims; to proselytizing Pentecostals; to the destruction of subsistence liveli-
hoods and the voiding of local rights; and, indeed, to panic and despair.
Since the early 1990s, oil palm and pulp-and-paper plantations have spread
closer and closer, drawing surveying lines through Kalawan peoples or-
chards and felds, and unloosing waves of imported transmigrant laborers to
further denude the Kalawan landscape. Then the fires of 1997 burned down
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everything on one side of the road and much on the other, leaving a charred
scar. Since then the rice has failed three times, and Kalawan people have be-
come accustomed to discussing the distressing prices of those bottom-of-
the-barrel rices, broken and red or black from improper storage, that have
emerged as the staple. There is not much hope here, except, for some, in
heaven . . . and for others, in the latest resource scam.

The krisis in this area, then, has been long in brewing, Indeed, there is a
basic continuity between “development” here and “crisis.” Development re-
quired the tiaking arid usiiig 6f “Tesources,” and resources cannot be made
without violent upheaval. But frontier proliferation can get out of hand.
Post-1997 frontier dynamics have challenged investors. The withdrawal of
the New Order army as the guarantor of corporate greed has had drastic re-
sults. Community groups and gangsters have seized mines and timber
camps. lllegal resource extraction suddenly overwhelms the legal. All but the
bravest investors have considered backing out.

Crisis is a time for realignments within capitalism. Things are out of control;
individual firms, and perhaps whole sectors, will go under, even if capital as
an abstract idea may move on, unscathed. Fortunes hang in the balance.
Capitalists must make big decisions: Can they take advantage of the confu-
sion? Should they pull cut?

Everyday processes of frontier-making become crises when, in contingent
concert with regime disintegration and international “loss of confidence,”
frontier violence and destruction take on 2 new magnitude. The business-as-
usual obfuscations and confusions that make up frontier dynamics are mag-
nified. Investors become vulnerable to frontier instability in the same way
that residents and immigrants have been. What was “development” and “op-
portunity” in Kalimantan when trauma remained a small distraction is “cri-
sis” when it emerges larger than life.

Media representations play a part in making crisis by changing focus from
figures of rosy profits to landscapes of disruption. They reverse the scale of
each: Fronter wreckage that looked small in the shadow of bright economic
forecasts now takes up the front page of the newspaper. Kalimantan is
lumped with Africa as a sacrifice zone. Let them kill each other, the author-
ities say: Tribes will be tribes. Their subtext reads: Capitalists beware!

It makes no sense to blame disruption on its poorest participants. If fin-
gers must be pointed, let us begin with corporate and military elites. Yet
their provocations have been effective: An apparatus has been put into mo-
ton that mobilizes chaos. There are no more anesthetics; confusion and
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pain are now free to show their faces. Suddenly powerful, they reach out to
touch the ruling classes. Will the frontier rock the center, revealing global
capitalism in its dirty underwear?

Chaos: a frontier spun out of control, its proliferations no longer produc-
tive for the authorities. Lhis section explores the technical, sensuous fea-
tires of suctrelmos 1n chaos, sense disorientation itself becomes a historical
agent, drawing people and landscapes in its path. How might we track the
agency of the senses?

Smoke

The smoke of M El Nifio drought year and beyond cre-
ated a crisis of visibility.'* What should be visible and what should be invisi-
ble? Proper standards of visibility were contested and overlaid. Should In-
donesia be responsible when airplanes in Singapore cannot fly because of the
haze? Is corporate responsibility proved when environmentalists with satel~
lite photos and Global Positioning System technologies make visible the
smoke that emerges from plantations? Is the government creating more
haze by blaming swidden farmers for the fires? And have the corporations
successfully clarified property law by making the space of their plantations
visible—by burning down their village competition?

As Emily Harwell (2000) has noted, most of the arguments about the fires
stayed resolutely at a very high scale: the aerial view of the landscape. Op-
ponents disagreed about the causes and consequences of the fires, but no-
body cared much about the view from the ground. No one demanded that
villagers affected by the fires become participants in the debates. Yet, per-
haps such a demand would have made the situation only more difficult to de-
cipher. Smoke created no clear perspective from above or below; the only
difference involved the set of potental arsonists most available to blame.
Many villagers have testified that corporations started the fires hoping to
burn village forests for plantations. But often they used this story not to
protest, but rather to catalyze more stories: about how village neighbors
burned each other’s forests down, about how villagers burned plantations.”
No breathing space emerged for solidarity. Some stories were realistic; oth-
ers ranged into the fantastic. Rumors were everywhere, and suspicions
aroused. Smoke itself was the protagonist.

In Kalawan, my friends told me, the fires came from the south, from the
Kodeco plantation complex. Yes, the company had started the fires, they
thought; it was clearing land for sungkai and damar plantations. Then care-
lessness and jealousy fanned the flames. Three men on a fishing trip must
have left coals in their campfite; the fires had gone out when they started
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again in that area. A young man they knew had gone hunting and must
have dropped a cigarette, for the flames took off there. Certainly, it was
dry. But then, jealousy flared. People who saw their own forests burned
were jealous that other people still had fruit trees; they took fire to them.
Our conversation took on a new intensity here, as my companions vied to
tell me of the meanness of neighbors. I was unclear if we were still talking
about carrying real coals or whether we had moved into the realm of sor-
cery. At the same time, stories poured forth of people dousing their houses
in water brought up, bucket by bucket from the river, hour after hour.
There was hard work and courage here. And suspicion and anger. The fires
were not a natural occurrence, they said. Only through happenstance,
more gracious than human plans, had the rain come to put the fires out at
last—at the doorway of the house where we now sat. Even then the smoke
and soot obscured the view.

The karst formations where the swifts build their expensive nests had
burned in the fires. Even if the birds were still there, my friends said, you
couldn’t get to them; there were no handholds now that the trees were
burned and the karst had turned to dust. Yet even as we spoke thus, a young
man in the household went out to gather nests. You can’t see themn; you can't
get to them; but, yes, people gather them every week, smaller than a finger-
nail clipping and worth almost nothing: an economy of the invisible.

Smoke and soot: a challenge to visibility and planning at every level, from
the humble to the great. When times were good in the national and inter-
national gaze, it seemed that investment ushered in clarity. For the first time,
we—the self-proclaimed global management—knew where those resources
were: We could count them; we could know their potential; we could talk
about caring for them; we could use them. It was said that plywood tycoon
Bob Hasan had a computer program that showed every harvestable tree in
Kalimantan. “Computers, robotics, contour interpretation, satellite tech-
nology, can all help identify what trees are where,” he told a reporter (Vidal
1990). Yet these tools only show certain things. Human residents and their
rights became invisible. In 1997, however, this trick collapsed, and obscurity
became the common complaint. At the bottom of the heap, villagers strug-
gled to survive within the smoke. Above them, contrary regimes of visibility
openly competed.

Why did the plantation companies burn down the forest when they had
been warned by the government that drought would make the fires spread
out of control? Imagine for a moment a contradiction between capital and
governance. Governance requires rationalization, clarity, and order. Capital,
in contrast, thrives where opportunities are just emerging. The exceptional
profits that allow a firm or corporate sector to get ahead are made where
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bureancratic visibility is not yet firmly in place. In the deregulation zones
where government is at the end of its tether, capital can operate with the hy-
perefficiency of theft. Capital cooperates in the spreading of governance
measures that facilitate and legitimate this theft; some visibilities and raton-
alizations develop rapidly, while other economic standards are fluid and even
purposely muddy. In the midst of contrasts between clarity and haze, disci-
pline and free-for-all are uncannily bundled together. Obfuscation appears
as a state plot, and as a people’s uprising. Either way, proliferation is the re-
sult. Whose side should we be on?

No one, I think, wanted the fires to be so big and so destructive. But what
is to stop proliferation from getting out of hand?

Poison

Klerat Pellets: 0.005% w/w brodifacoum pellets.
Klerat is the original single feed anticoagulant rodenticide.
Klerat Pellets arc active against rats and mice, including those resistant
to first-generation anticoagulants, such as warfarin. A lethal dose can
be ingested as only part of a single day’s food intake. Rats and mice
normally die several days later, so bait shyness does not occur as the
rats do not associate the symptoms with the food they have eaten.
As multiple feeding is not necessary, “Klerat” can be used most
economically and safely when small quantities are applied with an
interval between applications.

—http:/fwww.sorex.com, *Internaticnal”

After the fires of 1997, the rice plants grew healthily enough and flowered;
but the grains never developed. There was no harvest. By the next year the
rMnWMS and ate everything
beéfore them. The plantation company sold the people rat poison, telling
them to spread it on their fields at least three times every month. My friends
said, “It kills the cats; it kills the dogs. But it doesn’t affect the rats. They
come back every night in greater numbers.”

Some rats come in great clans, spreading over the fields as evening arrives.
They cry “oi, oi, oi.” Mouse traps are not effective. Cats are not enough.

“What kinds of rats?” I asked. My friends were using the Indonesian tzkus
rather than the Meratus wagang, and thus it was easy for them to avoid the
biological specificity of Meratus wildlife classifications. “All kinds of rats,”
they said. “Tiny ones no bigger than your toe, and giant ones as big as your
calf; white ones and grey and black.” With the burning of the forest and the
clearing of the plantations, there was nowhere else for them to go but the

Frontiers of Capitalism




village fields and orchards. Indeed, I had never seen so much wildlife there.
In every trip to relieve myself in the trees, I would scare a mousedeer or
watch a colorful tree shrew scamper away. I was reminded of 4 flood I wit-
nessed in Florida: On every mound of dry land, armadillos and rabbits and
mice shared space with birds and foxes, There was no place else for the ani-
mals to go. They wouldn’t last long.

The plantation, they say, sells rat poison named “kill a rat.” I hear over-
tones of death, sweeping from the English-speaking north. At home, I find
the poison “Klerat” on the Web, from the British firm Sorex, a product of its
international line. This is a second-generation anticoagulant poison, formu-
lated for rats that have become resistant to warfarin. Elsewhere on the Web,
I find complaints that it is killing British owls and California wildlife, even as
the rats become resistant again, P'm sure it is effective in killing off a broad
spectrum of Bornean tropical rodents and other small animals, possibly
sparing the cosmopolitan Norway rats, who seem quick to adapt to almost
anything.

Fires that sweep across the forest; rats that sweep across the fields; poisons
that sweep across the rats: They have called up the plagues. Each plague fol-
lows the simplifications and reductions of the last to leave the landscape
more barren.

After the rats, a pestilence of tiny grasshoppers appeared.

Seizures

Little signs had begun sprouting in Kalawan. On each signboard appeared a
man’s name and two numbers: the length and width of his plot. These were
not Kalawan men. They were newcomers, arriving to claim property. Their
plots were tracts of forest, brush, or grass; all that showed of them were the
little signs.

Yet these plots had not been unclaimed. There is no unclaimed land in
Kalawan; that’s what tnakes it a settlement. But the technologies of “claim-
ing” are not those recognized by the Indonesian state or regional authori-
ties. No one, for example, had thought of Kalawan land as a series of own-
able plots. In the 1980s, the village as a collective had claimed a territory in
which elders must be consulted to determine rights of use. Newcomers
asked for permission to move into the village; elders negotiated disagree-
ments about land use. Personal territories were marked by the plantings and
histories of old users and claimed by their descendants. Some of these terri-
tories ovetlapped and supported diverse kinds of claims, reflecting the vari-
ety of ways that fields, brush, and forest could be used. This was not consid-
ered a problem.
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In the 1990, the Korean Development Company (Kodeco) put a logging
road through Kalawan, and the village was forced into greater regional visi-
bility. The police began to sell plots of land to immigrants, and pardcularly
to Javanese transmigrants brought to work on the tree plantations but eager
to move off-plantation to enter the mdre profitable trade in natural re-
sources. Kalawan residents protested. The land was Kalawan orchard land,
tended by its owners and charted for eventual reuse as farms. They asked
customary leaders to intervene. But no one dared to go against the armed
forces. “‘State land,’ the soldiers said. If you disagree they shoot you. What
could we do? Life is for a moment; death lasts untl the end of time.” The
Jand was sold out from under them.

Kalawan became an attractive site for immigrants, and old Kalawan resi-
dents began selling land themselves before others could sell it for them. But
who had the right to sell which land? The man who married in from another
village sold the land of his wife’s family. The neighborhood head sold his
neighborhood. Who could interfere? Meanwhile, two different plantation
companies drew their property lines through the village, separating “Korea”
and “Indonesia,” as residents put it. Some of my Kalawan friends worked for
the survey teams, showing them the trails, and losing their lands for a few
days of cigarette money. '

A paroxysm of greed selzg_d_‘tllgill\lz_lgi}’_ ung men rushed to sell local re-
sources, and, when they ran out, to join the army. Men in army uniforms,

real cal or fake, ransacked the };EE‘SL,S’M@E valuables _“Tfyou don’t wreck and

“If there’s money in it, people will do it,” Uma Adang grumbled. “If they
have one million, they want two million. If they have two million, they want
three million. Up to tens of millions. They don’t stop to thirk. They just
want it to multiply: gold, clothing, anything ‘modern,’ electric motors, mo-
torcycles, motor vehicles, Kalimantan is sick.”

Sin

Property regimes come into being with domestic realignments. In Kalawan,
family values were asserted in a defensive spasm of fear. When most every-
thing has been lost, itis easy to demand more and more control over less and
less.

Misah had sex with her boyfriend. I knew because everyone was talking
about it. Their teacher had caught them. When they had not shown up in
class, be had left the other students to their own devices. He spent the after-
noon stalking the couple, following them silently to Misah’s house and peer-
ing through a window as they chatted. When they lay down, he pounced. He
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called an emergency village meeting in which he described in the most ex-
cruciating detail everything that he had seen. His report provoked a crisis.
The couple must be married off immediately, and in acknowledgment of sin.
They had disgraced their community.

In Kalawan, there are only two kinds of teachers: Muslims and Christians.
Both hold themselves above the local community of pagans. Both sit in chairs
and eat pastries with their coffee, while others sit on the floor. Both send the
children home if they are a few minutes late to school, even if they have hiked
through the jungle for an hour in 2 storm to get there. My friends used to
make fun of them, gently and with respect for their willingness to teach the
children. But in the light of krisis the villagers saw themselves in the gaze of
others, and they seemed poor, backward, and without protection. Sinful and
without civilization. There were no more jokes about the teachers then.

“Misah is an animal,” her kin said, “she’s not even human.” Women'’s sex-
uality has so often been posed to configure battles between kindreds and
communities. But here the teacher’s accusation had turned the battle into a
defensive siege. Either Dayaks were capable of moral standards or they were
not. There would be no kin supporting Misah; she must be an icon of disre-
spect. My friends raged about her bad behavior. And I marveled: These were
the same women with whom I had joked so often about sexual matters and
otherwise. How had they become such small-town moralists?

A few years before, Uma Adang had mimed how the pious at prayer
peeked out from under closed eyes to see what others were doing. She
demonstrated how a tone-deaf chorus sang “Hallelujah” while bemused vil-
lagers lined up for post-service refreshments. We had laughed. Now, civi-
lizational disciplines didn’t seem so funny. Under the circumstances, every-
one must learn piety.

“At Jeast she could have finished class 5,” my friends said. I wasn’t sure that the
memorized inaccuracies of the school texts would have done her much good,
but the sizzling atmosphere suppressed such irreverence. “Why can't she con-
tinue school anyway?” I ask with false naivete. “Of course the teacher throws
these students out,” they reprimand me with finality. “It is sin.” We would have
no more parody of the teacher’s discipline. If he says it is sin, it is sin.

“Dayaks must have a higher standard than others,” says Uma Adang. “It’s
different for [Muslims and Christians] who live in the city; they are sophis-
ticated. Dayaks are the older sibling [of Muslims and Christians]; our law is
higher.” In the confrontation of ethics, local custom is left a role as 2 defen-
sive standard of value.

“There are three suku [groups],” explains Rusli, “Dayaks, Muslims, and
Christians. The Javanese are Muslims. ‘Indonesia’ is the same—Muslim.”
Now Dayaks have become a minority in Kalawan. Propriety is what they
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have. People should keep their houses clean and obey their parents.
Teenagers who go to school should mind their virtue.

“Idon’t think you'll come back,” said Uma Adang. “There is no more cul-
ture here.” Kebudayaan, the official state term for “culture,” had become a
code word between us some years ago for our shared work in savoring the
revitalization of customary law and the resurgence of community. But by
2000, customary law was a remnant. The spreading frontier had buried such
nonproliferation regimes.

When there is nothing left, there is still the shadow of civilization, inspir-
ing pious disciplines. And, while trouble is unlikely to come out of Kalawan, J
even the piety of the powerless can get fiercely out of control. o

Body Odor

By 2000, indeed, whiffs of pious violence could be detected across Indone-
sia, pitting ethnic and religious groups in new, morally inspired hatreds.
Even in Kalawan, people knew that Dayaks in West Kalimantan had mobi-
lized to protect the reputation of their women from the disrespectful ges-
tures and violent intrusions of migrant Madurese. Dayaks were driving
Madurese out, killing them if necessary.* People in Kalawan have identified
as Dayaks for a long time. But this was an exotic version of ethnicity: charis-
matic, passionate, and frightening,

My closest Kalawan friends heard about the Dayak-Madurese clashes
from relatives who had moved to West Kalimantan and who had come back,
briefly, to visit. I heard their stories some weeks after the visitors left, but the
tales were still fresh as they detailed the tellers’ sense of a breath-stopping
fear—and the need for a brave response.

By the time I heard the stories, there was one detail that stood out, to be
repeated over and over: The Dayaks of West Kalimantan, my friends said,
could identify Madurese by suielling thet:-Madureseand Dayaks o mixed in
public spaces, such as transport bé;‘[r was difficult for strangers to tell
one from the other. But when buses were stopped by militants during these
wars, Madurese and Dayaks were scparated, despite attempts on each side
to disguise their names, their clothes, and their language abilities, because
they could not change their body odor. My friends showed me what it
might have been like, touching me and one another with a finger and sniff-
ing—and then laughing in amazement at the very idea. The children
caught on to the game, wiping a finger on first one and then another, and
smelling. They ran around giggling, giddy with the new idea, practicing.
The adults were equally intrigued. Imagine, sniffing out your enemies in a
literal sense!
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Body odor as ethnicity was too powerful an idea to fade. In the mass of
strangers conjured up by frontier culture and intensified by krisis, how else
might one identify one’s friends and enemies? Everything else could be
mimicked, or so it was said. A poor man’s DNA testing, and no authority
could standardize the results. This was a technology of identity that could
reach out across separate strands of fear and discontent to conjure some
common ground of discomfort: It’s them.

Body odor ethnicity reappeared in the 2001 Dayak-Madurese violence in
Central Kalimantan."” It accompanied ethnicity-making ritual and fashion:
The “red bowl” of blood and feathers passed from viliage to village to mobi-
lize a Dayak force; the red head scarves and rattan bracelets of Dayak com-
batants. All were codes to make mass ethnic conflict legible. Yet, of these,
sme]l is the most intriguing. Smell is elusive. It is difficult to describe. It
arouses inchoate emotions and carries deep and often confused memories.
Smell brings emotional force to difference: Some body odors make us relax;
others offend us. Yet smell is not easy to categorize. The one smell that opens
the door of recognition has no cognates; it is unique. No two people offer
that same smell, however closely they are related. Smell is not a good guide
to social status. Smell undermines the mirage of category accuracy even as it
provides it a close-to-the-body story.

Smell, like smoke, draws our senses inside obscurity. Something is going
on but we don’t know what it is. We immerse ourselves in it, engulfed in its
unknowns. We steer loose from familiar distinctions and commitments,
joining the flow of the frontier.

From afar it is easy to see the destruction, the violence, the consolidation
of property tiilés and ethinie boundaries, and the rise of new political disci-

lines, Observers wonder hiow people could have becn induced to join this
madness. I have argued here for the importance of an assault on the senses:
‘the frontiers of capitalism, spun out of control, o

Still Alive, But Captured by the Enemy

Locking up from the confusion, one can only grunt, struggling to remem-
ber the precision of mathematical symbols, the numbers of the dead.

One: Natural resources are not God given but must be wrested from pre-
vious economies and ecologies in violent extractions.

Two: Such violence leaves none of us unscathed.

Three: This assault is no neighborhood storm. It gathers force from afar,
entangling multiple local-to-global scales. For more on this, dear reader,
please read on.

Chapter One

“They communicate only in sign language”
[Friction in the commuodity chain]

Everyone knows a commodity: It is the material good of capitalist produc-
tion and the object of consumers’ desire. Commodities seem so familiar that
we imagine them ready made for us throughout every stage of production
and distribution, as they pass from hand to hand until they arrive at the con-
surmer. Yet the cIoser we look at the commodlty chain, the more  every step—

capitalisin “is” nrade in-the- fiiction n these chains 75 “divergent cultural
e?éﬁ)‘n‘ﬁe‘sﬁ‘lnﬂ:&'d"ﬁftatiwkwardl} Yet rhe commodlty mmust emerge as
1‘f untouctied by this-frreton,—

“"A lump of coal travels from a mine in Kalimantan to a power plant in
India. Before it achieves an existence as 2 lump of coal, it is part of the land-
scape under a village field. Somehow it must be coaxed or coerced out of this
landscape. Once mined, it still must travel to a warehouse and from there to
a port city, where the coal ships can dock. It must be sorted and graded, and
managers will have to make sure no one mixes the poor-quality coal with the
good. It must meet specifications. If it sits too long in the warehouse, or in
the ship at harbor, it will lose all its value to storage and docking costs. At the
other end of its journey, it must convince the power plant managers that the
contract has been met. All along the journey this lump is “coal.” Yet at each
stage it is appraised for different properties; if it will stay in this commodity
chain, it must be ready to meet these varied demands. It requires not a vague
and transcendent “coalness” but rather a step-by-step negotiation of the
possibilities at hand—for digging, sorting, transport, and so on. It is trans-
formed as coal-the-diggable, coal-the-sortable, coal-the-transportable, until
it eventually becomes coal-the-burnable. In these shifts the lump of coal
rubs up against other participants in the chain: unhappy villagers, conveyor
belts, contracts. In its shape, its cost, and its composition, coal is made in the
friction of the commodity chain.

The managers who facilitate this process can tell us: To produce a com-
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