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1. GREETINGS
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HELLO! ARE THESE 2000 dreams? I am Kumara Gema Asana. Yes, this wound still hasn't healed. The wound that I've been trying to forget all this time. Heavy! How long has it been? Very long. In my mind, I always fantasize about Rama still being here. Yes! That casual conversation. Maybe, Rama's voice tone and his expressions are still echoing in my ears.

"If only, and if only. If only you were still here, Rama!" That's what my mind keeps saying, still lingering on thoughts of togetherness.

A snippet of lyrics:

Your presence creates scribbles of words,

Lingers in my mind,

Hard to say goodbye,

I'll close it with the words, thank you...

The meeting that separated us,

Now you bring 2000 dreams,

Humming a melancholic song,

Steps go anywhere as long as it's forward...

A melody that depicts how expressive and emotional I am. When I sing these lyrics, which I should have been singing together. Hm... remembering the past is indeed difficult. However, in these words, I try to endure and continue the 2000 dreams. The loneliness I feel intensifies, and in this, can I still convince myself to move forward despite the losses that have been constantly changing? Indeed. There is still a big question in me. The 2000 Dreams book created by Rama illustrates how many dreams someone has until they're no more, and he tried to pass on those hopes. Somewhere. Until when. All of this, I have to go through. Is it possible?! Can you feel the loss of a friend like I do?! Hm... maybe this is indeed what loss feels like. The difference between the presence and absence. The significant change between the past and now. Imagine in the melody there's a crescendo, a gradual change in dynamics.

Today, I start it without a friend. But, if this time should have come. I'm sure there are still several nights I will miss later. His absence doesn't mean I'll give up just like that. Why not! Mother Sarah, who is so strong in her beliefs. Why shouldn't I! Don't let my lack of confidence stop the time that's passing by.

Ana, Ana Alina Putri. We help each other just like before. We always inspire each other. Whatever the matter is. Now, Ana has started her studies in the medical field as she always wanted. Ana wants to be like her mother, helping people with her sincerity. Looking at her, she is indeed suitable to be a doctor. Ana has done her best for her dreams and is committed to what she said. When she was still in the 10th-grade science class at Karya Nusa High School. Ana inherited her mother's toughness.

In the last year, I did an internship at my father's company. I'm still thinking about continuing my studies in America, as my father wishes. My father always asks me to go to America, to continue his business here. It just feels too early for me all of a sudden. So, I chose to intern at my father's company. Just to understand the ins and outs of the company from the ground up. However, I'm still not sure about this. Why? Because I still have plans to establish a technology company. Can I do it? Hm... I can, as long as I have belief. Why not?!

"Sis!"

"Yes! What is it?"

"What are you doing? Ana brought something."

"Just a moment!"

"Ugh! It took you so long to open the door. It's heavy, you know!"

"The door wasn't locked, Ana."

"Yes, but please help me open it."

"Okay, what's this?"

"Just look. Ana doesn't know either; Aunt Sarah called earlier and said she sent a package."

"Oh... Let's open it together then," I said while opening the box.

"Gema, what are you working on?"

"Oh, just a painting, but I'm still thinking about the concept."

"Wow! Aren't these Rama's things?" Ana said in surprise.

"What!" I said, surprised, and immediately opened the letter. It turned out Aunt Sarah sent me this box to keep.

The letter said:

"Gema, please keep what your mother gave you. I'm leaving for Yogyakarta because everything is finished. I apologize for not being able to meet and say goodbye to Gema and Ana in person. When the holidays come, I will visit again. The house on Bintang Street No. 12 is still open for you. Aunt Riska lives there; if Gema and Ana want to visit, please do."

Of course, this surprised me. My question was, does my mother know about this?

"Ana, call my mom!"

"Okay, sis." Ana grabbed a phone and called Mother Harum.

"Hello, Mom!"

"Hello, Gema! What's wrong, Gema?"

"Does Mom know that Aunt Sarah is going to Yogya?"

"Yes, Gema. It seems urgent."

"But is she moving to Yogya or is it just a short matter?"

"It seems like it. Have you received her package?"

"Yes, Mom."

"Okay, you keep it safe. Maybe because there's an urgent matter, she had to go to Yogya. So, the house is still safe, don't worry hehehe..."

"Come on, Mom. I'm afraid it might get sold."

"No, Gema. Aunt Sarah already said it's not for sale because there's also a business matter here."

"Hm... Okay, Mom. Good luck with your doctor duties!"

"Thank you. Bye..." said Mother Harum. This made me feel relieved and calm. Of course, it made me panic a bit. Aunt Sarah's information made it sound like she was going to Yogya forever. However, it turned out not to be the case. While looking at some notebooks inside the box, I asked Ana to go to Rama's house.

"Ana! Where are you going later?"

"Nowhere, sis."

"Okay then. I'm going to Rama's house. Do you want to come?"

"I do! But Aunt Sari said a business partner of Dad's is coming home."

"Oh right, you can help Aunt Sari."

"Okay."

Packing up my painting tools, I collected Rama's belongings that I had kept all this time, always stored in the attic out of sight.

"Aunt Sari! Where's the key to the attic?" I called from the stairs towards the kitchen.

"The key to the attic is in the living room," Aunt Sari said, pointing towards a box.

"I should make keychains tomorrow, so they won't get lost and it's easier to find."

I looked around, there were still some toys from my childhood. In the attic, I took some items to put in my room. However, organizing them was waiting for a decorator to come and bring a shelf to the house.

~ Notes ~

Beautiful memories that have been woven.

A series of stories that become history.

Imprinted until death arrives.

The journey of finding a new story is intertwined with an old one.

Closely related.
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2. EVENING
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HEADING TOWARDS RAMA'S house terrace, I could clearly see the piano he used to play. I've been to this house several times, but I still vividly remember the moments that have become memories now.

"Bi Riska, it's me, Gema," I said while waiting for Aunt Riska to open the door.

"Oh! Gema, right?" Aunt Riska asked as we shook hands and introduced herself. She warmly welcomed me, as if I were a new guest in this house. However, I remembered the first time I came here.

"Aunt, may I walk around the backyard, and later I'll ask for permission to pray upstairs?"

"Sure, why not hehehe..." Aunt Riska said.

"Aunt Riska, have you been in this house for long?" I asked because Aunt Riska seemed a bit confused about where to put the food I brought.

"Yes, dear, I'm still a bit confused because yesterday Mrs. Sarah explained it hastily over the phone."

"Huh? Has Aunt met Mrs. Sarah before?"

"Oh, I'm from Yogya, Mrs. Sarah's house in Yogya, but I was told to stay here temporarily. Tomorrow, Mrs. Sarah's relative will also come here."

"Hm... I see, Aunt. I'll just take a look around; you can join me, and I'll explain everything one by one."

"Wow! Thank you very much, dear."

"It's okay, Aunt; just relax. Oh, by the way, please call me Gema or just Dik Gema, Aunt."

"Hehehe... sure, dear."

"Hm... Gema or Dik Gema, that's enough. Don't hesitate, Aunt. If you need help, just call me. Who knows, you might have trouble finding something," I said, inviting Aunt Riska to show her around the house. While talking, my phone rang.

"Hello, Mom! I'm still at Rama's house."

"Yes, I know that. Do you want to join Dad's business partner for dinner?"

"Hm... I don't think I can, Mom. Oh, by the way, can I stay overnight here?"

"Oh... sure. Remember to pray and don't trouble Aunt over there."

"Sure!!! I just finished being a tour guide, Aunt Riska."

"Okay. Send my regards."

"Yes, Mom," that's how my short conversation with my mom went. After showing Aunt Riska around some corners and kitchen drawers, I went to the balcony to catch a glimpse of the beautiful sunset.

There are beautiful things that cannot be expressed easily to represent them. The evening sky seems to remind me of Rama's spirit to rise above his pain. Perhaps he does see it? But he already has a better friend there. I also brought the gift of the watch he gave me.

"Antique! This clock is an apology from Rama, when he had to give in to this little kid's problem. Although I know this is a gift for his friend, Bara. Maybe you've already met each other there, hm..."

That's what I thought, remembering a unique incident. How could it be! There are still people who do unique things to apologize, even though it's not their fault. Strange. Everything has passed; I can only pray and remember my friend with the stories I missed. Perhaps others forget by simply getting rid of things related to someone. However, I don't want to waste everything like that. Even though it reminds me of my mistakes or deep traumas. Maybe this is the storyline of my life. The process of rising above that feeling must exist. Yes! Everyone has a process for that. In the world and time, nothing is eternal because meetings lead to separations. It changes constantly.

Understanding so many separations is not different from understanding why meetings happen. All the time created makes up a circle of life. Someone born into the world has one full circle of their time. It takes so much time even after you're gone. I just realized this. Things that have always caught my attention encouraged my desire to find out more. Sunset! Thank you; today I understand on what basis I've been ignorant about.

"Rama! Do you still remember? The clock, guitar, beach, and piano? They all became essential parts of the 2000 Dreams journey. Now I understand the meaning of 2000 Dreams. It's actually very easy to guess; I should have realized it sooner. Obviously! A human with limited time in this world. They have time to pursue their dreams.

However, someone doesn't realize that with such a short time and so many dreams, it's not a way to enjoy life. There are many things they want to achieve, many things they want to feel, and many things they want to tell.

Not only that! They forget what a human should do to enjoy their life.

Be grateful. Be grateful for being sad, be grateful for being happy. That's human. Most importantly, be grateful for never giving up on unwanted separations, unachieved successes, or something not yet possessed.

Someday, they will be thankful for never giving up on their worst moments."

In my mind, I always try to express what I've wanted to understand all this time. Not just about myself. Understanding what has happened. It's true and it's all about what cannot be reached. Time. Maturity changes some things that used to be childish.

RING!

RING!!

RING!!!

"Hello! Who is this?"

"Hello! It's Amri. Am I speaking to Gema?"

"Huh?!"

"Why? Why are you so surprised?"

"Well, I should have asked first. How did you get my number?"

"Well, of course, I know. You're my friend, after all!"

"No! If you're a friend, why are you calling just now?" I asked while finding a place to sit. This surprised me a little. Quite surprised, actually. How could it be! Amri! His presence has always been timely. However, he disappeared when I needed a bit of his help. A small hope. Hm... Unexpected.

"I have plans to come to your house. Hm... but I want to stay with relatives first. Coincidentally, my dad called your house. Aunt Sari said you were out."

"Yes, I'm not at home."

"I already know where you are. I just waited for you to tell me. Turns out..."

"Hm... okay, just let me know when you arrive."

"Hahaha... sure, sure. By the way, what are you doing at his house?"

"Uh... well... I seem to have a hard time answering that right now," I said, thinking deeply about explaining it to Amri while taking a deep breath.

"How are you doing now?"

"Good. How about you?"

"Same. Well then, see you later. Don't overthink things on your own."

"Hahaha... You pretend to know everything, Ri. Well then, see you."

Sometimes what I want to express contradicts what has been said. Feeling better shows strength rather than expressing it with sadness.

Weird. Why did Amri suddenly come? Oh well. I'll ask him directly later; if continued on the phone, Amri would keep talking. From Rama's room, I went to the kitchen to help Aunt Riska. Apparently, the food was ready beyond my expectations. The dishes served looked delicious. But I had to try them.

"Aunt? I'm sorry I didn't help earlier."

"Oh... it's okay. Don't hesitate. I was just recalling what Dik Gema explained. Isn't that right?"

"Hehehe... Next time, if you need help, don't hesitate to call me, Aunt."

"Thank you. I'll definitely ask for help if I forget. Come, let's eat."

"Yes, Aunt. Oh, where are you going? Just have your dinner here."

"Hehehe... I'll have dinner in the kitchen."

"I told you earlier, don't hesitate. Moreover, Aunt Sari is eating with us here. Why not Aunt Riska?"

"Thank you, Dik Gema."

"You're welcome. Next time, you can call me Dik Gema too. Don't call me 'den' or 'boss.' I'm just a guest here. Moreover, Aunt Riska is older than me. I should show more respect, right?"

"Hehehe... It's already a habit and my etiquette."

"Okay, Aunt. Please, let's eat together," I said, inviting Aunt Riska to sit together at the dining table.

"Enjoy your meal!" I said as we started, followed by a prayer. There was one thing I forgot and hadn't noticed before. Apparently, the piano melody I've heard for so long became an important part that was set to play at this time.

Looking towards the piano, it urged me to play it. But I always imagined Rama's conversation when this piano first came to his house. Hm... Happiness seems to come with the piano melody that accompanies my dinner tonight. It didn't feel like two years had passed; I still couldn't help but think about Rama's conversations.

~ Notes ~

In reality, the strong ones on the outside.

Bear many burdens of sadness inside.

Seems indifferent and cold-hearted.

But they're just ordinary humans.

Feeling the same things, experiencing sadness.

However, they choose to conceal it, not showing or expressing it.

Concealing one's sadness is to doubt one's own strength, the strength to wipe away tears.
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3. AMRI
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TODAY, I WORKED ON a painting I had started earlier. Initially, I thought I would finish it easily, but it turned out not to be the case. How could it be? When I relived the moments of the 2000 Dreams, it felt like there was still a profound sense of separation regarding that incident.

"Kak Gema?" Ana called.

"Yeah, what is it, Ana?"

"Can you help me deliver something?"

"Where to?"

"To Rani's house. I'm taking her order," Ana said from my bedroom door.

"Okay."

Completing some household chores was tiring as well, especially after spending the whole day at home. So, going out to deliver Ana's order would refresh my mind. The painting I was working on was still unfinished. Maybe I would continue after dropping Ana off at Rani's house.

"Ana!" I called from the living room while getting ready and putting on my jacket.

"Just a moment, Kak. Wait, I'm just missing one more."

Ana said from the kitchen. I saw Bi Sari also helping Ana. I noticed her assisting in packing the food that had been prepared on the dining table.

"Can this be packed now?"

"Oh, it's ready."

"I'll help, so it'll be faster."

"Okay," Ana said, pouring some cookies into a box.

After everything was ready, I headed to Rani's house. It wasn't too far from my place, so it wouldn't take long to deliver the food. On the way, I bought a fruit salad (rujak buah). Luckily, Ana liked it, so we could have it at home.

Upon arriving home, I thought there was a guest because there were glasses in the living room.

"Bi? Do we have a guest?" I asked while putting down my helmet.

"Yes."

"Oh, here's the fruit salad. If Bi Sari wants some."

"Hehehe... thank you for the trouble."

"I'll go upstairs first."

"Kak, there are some leftover cookies. Do you want some?" Ana asked.

"Sure, bring them. Also, give some to Bibi," I replied as I headed to my room. It turned out to be Amri! He was already in my room.

"Hey! You're here already?" I asked Amri.

"Huh? So, you're the guest? I thought you were Dad's office friend."

"By the way, what painting are you working on?" I asked, shaking hands with Amri.

"Oh, just something to pass the time, Ri," I replied.

"Why didn't you bring anything after delivering the order?"

"Are you kidding me? I should be the one asking that question."

"Hahaha... you never know. Look! It's on your table."

"Wow!!! What's this?"

"In a moment like this, you're so enthusiastic. It's a special gift because there's a painting of his handprint on the shirt."

"Cool! Thank you, Ri."

"You're welcome."

"Do you want some cookies or fruit salad?" I asked while organizing the gifts from Amri.

"Anything is fine. Besides, I've already eaten earlier."

"Do you want to come with me later?"

"Where to?"

"A coffee shop. I also want to meet my coworker there."

"Okay."

Our conversation was still the
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