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​Synopsis
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Journey is a mystery — especially for Pandu, the wanderer, stubborn yet brave.

The story begins with his return, riding an old bicycle toward his hometown after spending several days in a small village where his dearest friend resides. The village lies upon an ancient, secluded island — a place long believed to be the sanctuary of those who seek the truth of self, revealed only through the grace of the Great Cosmic Spirit.

It is upon this island that Pandu encounters the true teachers of life, and receives lessons on the sacred truth of humankind’s role within the vast harmony of the Universe.

Countless extraordinary events befall him — some so severe they push him to the brink of despair, even to the edge of death. Yet Pandu remains unaware that upon this Old Island, the great transformation of his very being has already begun.​
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​Chapter 1
Two Friends
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It was time for Pandu to gather his clothes, folding them with quiet care, and tuck them into the worn army rucksack that had once belonged to his father. His journey home was about to begin.

“Why the rush? You’ve still got days left in your holiday,  and honestly, you still look tired. You’ve only stayed two nights at my place,” said Satya, his voice laced with a reluctant affection. He had hoped his friend would linger longer.

They had been friends since Satya came to the city for university. And once he graduated, he returned to the village, taking over his father’s modest cattle farm,  a life slower, simpler, rooted in the land.

“I’m not in a hurry, Sat,” Pandu replied, placing the last shirt into his rucksack, “I just want to spend part of this break out on the road.”

“That’s what I can’t stand about you,” Satya snapped. Pandu gave a crooked smile, amused. He knew Satya wasn’t truly angry, only unwilling to admit he’d miss him.

“Well, if that’s your choice, I won’t stop you,” Satya muttered, trying to sound indifferent and failing.

“Bro... if you still consider me a friend,” Satya continued, his voice rising with mock frustration. “Please, for the love of all things holy, throw that rusty bike into the sea. I’m sick of seeing you riding that ancient heap of metal.”
He flung a battered sandal toward the old bicycle leaning by the fence.
“Damn you, Sat... bastard!” Pandu laughed, dodging the sandal, picking it up, and hurling it back at Satya’s retreating back.

This was how they showed affection — through chaos, insults, and wild laughter. It was a language only true brothers understood.

“Pandu, come eat! I’ve made salted fish, and sambal,” Satya’s mother called out from the kitchen doorway, her voice cutting through their juvenile roughhousing.

“Yes, ma’am!” Pandu replied with a wink, his tone teasing but warm. Over time, he had grown comfortable with Satya’s family, almost as if they were his own.

The two of them sat down for the meal, letting the flavors and memories of childhood fill the silence between bites.

Then, unexpectedly, Satya turned somber. His eyes carried a weight Pandu hadn’t seen before.

“Bro... maybe this is something you’ll need, someday.”
For the first time, Satya’s voice trembled with a quiet urgency.
“What is it, Sat?” Pandu asked, startled by the shift in his friend’s demeanor.

“Just an old leather pouch. Don’t open it unless the time truly calls for it,” Satya said, offering no explanation.

Confused, yet strangely moved, Pandu nodded and tucked the aged pouch deep into a hidden pocket of his rucksack — unsure why, but knowing enough to trust his friend’s instinct.

“Thanks, Sat. May the universe cross our paths again. For now... I’ll be on my way.”

And so, once again, Satya stood at the edge of the road, watching Pandu disappear into the distance — pedaling that same old bicycle, chasing silence and wonder, until even his shadow faded from view.
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​Chapter 2
The Forest and the Mysterious Old Woman
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After several hours of pedaling, Pandu found himself deep within the island’s dense forest. The fatigue was creeping in — a dull ache blooming across his limbs, his vision blurring, his thoughts scattering like leaves in the wind.

Perhaps it's time to rest, he thought. Though the sun still hung above, gray clouds had begun their quiet conquest of the sky.

“How long does this forest stretch?” He muttered under his breath, eyes scanning the road ahead. There were no signs of a food stalls, no shelter, no pause,  only more trees, and the silence of things unseen.

Then came the rain. A soft, chilling drizzle that turned quickly into a full descent from the heavens, just as Pandu reached the shadowy heart of the woods.

Why does this road feel... unfamiliar? he wondered. No cars. No passersby. Not even a trace of life. And yet, I’m sure I haven’t taken a wrong turn.
Doubt crawled into his mind like vines.
“No... this is the right path,” he insisted to himself, though unease pressed harder against his ribs.

Focus... focus... focus, he repeated inwardly.

Then — crack!
A sharp sound beneath his tires. He had run over something round, brittle  the crunch of it splintering beneath his weight sent his bicycle veering to the side.
He nearly fell. But years of solo bike-touring had sharpened his instincts. He steadied the handlebars just in time.

And yet... something had changed.

The bike now felt heavier, sluggish, as if every turn of the pedals dragged him backward instead of forward.

Murmuring prayers and half-remembered mantras he always recited when touring, Pandu dismounted and began pushing his rusted bicycle forward, step by aching step.

Just as despair began to lap at his resolve, a glimmer of light caught his eye.

A kerosene lamp.

Fifty meters ahead, a shack stood — old, crooked, and pulsing with the promise of shelter.

“Thank You, God,” he breathed, relief flooding his chest.

He reached the hut and parked his bicycle under the sagging awning. Inside, warmth enveloped him. An old woman sat hunched near the hearth, her back turned, stoking the fire beneath a steaming pot.

“Coffee, ma’am...” Pandu said, his voice trembling from the cold, rain still dripping from his jacket.

The old woman said nothing. She slowly nudged a piece of firewood deeper into the flames, her thin, white hair shimmering like spider silk in the firelight.

“Ma’am... coffee... please...” Pandu repeated, louder this time.

The woman turned toward him — slowly, as though time bent around her. She didn’t speak. Just stared.

Pandu toweled his face dry and wrung out his hair. When he finally looked up to make his request again, he froze.

His breath caught in his throat.

Her face was like something torn from a tale he once wished he’d never read — one eye clouded completely white, the other burning with a strange lucidity. Half her face bore the cruel mark of old burn scars, the skin thick and crumpled like parchment too long near flame.

She stood now, facing him fully, her expression unreadable — though disapproval hung in the air like smoke.

Then, after a long silence, she spoke.

“Young man... have you never learned the art of respect?”

Her voice was gravel and ash. The question hit Pandu like a stone to the chest.

This young man who had braved mountains and coastlines, whom friends hailed as fearless. Now shrank before a small, hunched elder with eyes like storm clouds and wisdom that clawed through flesh and bone.

“What do you mean, ma’am?” he stammered, barely able to meet her gaze.

She looked deep into him, through him.

“Only kindness and reverence toward nature will help you survive what lies ahead.”
Her words were worn, her tone thick and blurred — she had not a single tooth left in her mouth.
Before he could speak again, she turned and reached for a cup made from bamboo, into which she scooped coffee grounds and shavings of palm sugar. When she poured the hot water in, a fragrance rose that made Pandu close his eyes — it smelled like the richest coffee served in the most exclusive cafés back in the city.

With slow, limping steps, she approached him, one hand on her bamboo cane, the other offering the bamboo cup.

It was small, blackened by years of use, handleless and chipped — and yet within it shimmered something exquisite. Pandu marveled. If this were served in the city,
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