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Gaharu wood fairy (the origin of the fragrance of Gaharu wood)

Once upon a time in a distant country, there was a peaceful and quiet village, the village was surrounded by a very dense sacred wilderness. However, there was one sacred wilderness location that was very sacred to the local people, namely the sacred wilderness in the direction of the rising sun, for tens of thousands of years, maybe even hundreds of thousands of years, not a single villager around or even a villager in the country dared to go to that sacred wilderness, they held the sacred wilderness very sacred, because since thousands of years ago, the sacred wilderness every morning and evening blew a fragrant fragrant smell to the villages near the village, the fragrant smell was very fragrant even though it was only for a few moments every morning and evening. Once upon a time there was a group of people who were curious to know what the source of the fragrant fragrant smell was. They dared to enter the sacred wilderness area of ​​the rising sun. But none of them returned, after that there were very powerful people who also tried to enter the sacred wilderness, but until now their fate is unknown, from the conversations of the people around from year to year, if people who enter the sacred wilderness and do not return, it is believed that they have been eaten by the guardian of the sacred wilderness of the rising sun. But actually in the sacred wilderness of the rising sun the atmosphere is almost the same as other sacred wilderness, besides being inhabited by various sacred wilderness animals, in the sacred wilderness of the rising sun there are also many very large trees, the width of the trunk is more than five meters. But there is one special tree in the sacred wilderness of the rising sun, in one very large tree, there lives a fairy who has been there for thousands of years, the fairy is very fragrant, she comes out of the tree in the morning and evening. Because through the rays of the morning sun the fairy gets food from nirvana, as well as in the afternoon. The fragrant fragrant smell was smelled when the fairy came out of the tree trunk where she lived, then her body was exposed to the sunlight, the wind carried the fragrance of the fairy's body, to the surrounding villages near the sacred wilderness. That is why the residents of the villages around the sacred wilderness only smelled the fragrance from within the sacred wilderness of the rising sun in the morning and evening.

One morning covered in thick fog on the treetops, the fine rain that had fallen since dawn had not yet subsided. In the cold and wet air, a young man walked slowly with several of his buffaloes, along the path on the edge of the sacred wilderness of the rising sun.

The young man's name was Sagah. Since the age of five, he had been an orphan. Both of his parents had migrated and never returned. Since then, Sagah has been raised by his grandfather and grandmother. However, their togetherness did not last long. A few years later, Sagah's grandmother passed away, followed shortly after by his grandfather. Since then, Sagah has lived alone in the village.

Sagah's days are filled with herding buffaloes—some inherited from his grandfather, the rest belong to neighbors who entrusted them to Sagah. That is his routine from morning to evening, every day. That morning, Sagah endured the cold by wearing a simple robe made of leaf sheets—similar to teak leaves—glued together with small sticks like ribs. Although simple, it was the only protection for his body when the rain came. After tethering his buffaloes one by one in the meadow, Sagah hurried to a small hut inherited from his grandfather. The hut stood next to a large rock on the edge of a river. Not far from there, flowing clear water that leads to the main river located quite far from where he herds.

After taking off his leaf robe outside the hut, he took some dry logs on the para-pars hanging above the horizons of his hut, after taking some logs, he took the equipment he usually used to light a fire, not long after smoke began to billow from inside the Sagah hut, he began to place some cassava stalks on the edge of the fire, after making sure everything could be left, he turned to look at his buffaloes.

The sound of the swishing water flowing in the creek echoed with the sound of fine raindrops on the leaves and roof of the hut made of grass stalks, adding to the atmosphere this morning so peaceful and calm. A thin mist covered the valley, hiding the peaks of the hills that usually looked majestic. The fragrant smell of wet soil and fresh leaves filled the air.

Sagah observed his herd of animals one by one, suddenly he was shocked to find out that one of his herds was not in its place or missing, in a panic he broke through the steps out of the hut, towards the place where he tied his buffalo, and indeed he had one buffalo missing. He looked around hoping that his buffalo was still around the grass, but unfortunately that hope was dashed when he counted his buffaloes again and he did not find one more buffalo, with a feeling of panic, he noticed the footprints of his buffalo leaving the grass field, and the footprints headed towards the Sunrise Forest. Because of the panic and responsibility for the loss of one of his buffaloes, the fear of entering the sacred wilderness of the Sunrise which was sacred to the surrounding community slowly faded, he continued to follow the footsteps of his buffalo brother and without realizing it he began to enter the sacred wilderness of the Sunrise, he continued to go inside. Not far had he stepped into the sacred wilderness, suddenly the atmosphere changed drastically. an atmosphere that was very different from the bad weather outside the sacred wilderness where he left his buffalo.

It was as if there was another world hidden behind the dense trees. The forest—which the locals called the Rising Sun Forest—offered a view that was very different from where Sagah had previously tethered his buffaloes.

Outside the sacred wilderness, the horizon was still gray and cloudy. The light rain that had fallen since last night had not stopped, and the cold air pierced to the bone. However, when Sagah stepped into the sacred wilderness, everything changed suddenly—as if he had just crossed the boundary between the real world and the other world.

The sunlight warmly illuminated every corner of the sacred wilderness, penetrating the gaps between the leaves without a single drop of water falling from the horizon. The air inside the sacred wilderness was much warmer and fresher, carrying the pleasant scent of wet soil. The sounds of nature sounded clear and rhythmic—the chirping of birds, the rustling of leaves, and the soft moans of unusual sacred wilderness creatures.

Sagah walked slowly, his then sweeping his surroundings with curiosity and caution. Several animals passed him, but they showed no fear or wariness. A horse, a sun bear, and a wolf passed by him—as if Sagah were nothing more than a shadow worth noticing. But these animals were clearly not ordinary creatures. Their body colors were far from ordinary. Their skin shimmered in soft shades of predominantly pearly white, interspersed with pale blue, purple, and gold. And most strikingly—each of them had a pair of wings attached to their backs.

Not feathered wings like those of birds or swans. Their wings were more like a natural extension of their own bodies—textured like skin, but faintly glowing, pulsating subtly as if alive.

Sagah stood there for a moment, fascinated and confused. Then stared wide-eyed at the strange creatures he had never seen before in his life. Their forms resembled animals, but were too foreign to recognize—as if they came from another world. Although they did not look ferocious, Sagah still kept his distance. Curiosity fought with his alert instincts.

He took a deep breath, calming himself. Then, without much thought, he walked back, continuing his search for his beloved buffalo. From his mouth came distinctive calls, the calls he usually used when calling the buffalo. But there was no response. There was only a flock of small birds that suddenly flew in panic, flapping their wings as if they were trying to get away from something invisible.

Sagah continued walking, still calling out the same call, hoping that his buffalo would appear from behind the bushes or tall trees. But the sacred wilderness of the Rising Sun seemed to have swallowed the animal whole. No trace. No sound.

The further he entered the sacred wilderness, a strange yet calming fragrant smell began to fill the air. The scent infiltrated his nose, vaguely reminding him of a newly risen morning, or a slowly sinking dusk.

"This scent... like the scent of morning and evening," Sagah muttered softly, his voice almost drowned out by the rustle of the wind among the leaves. He continued his steps again

"Where did that one buffalo go?" he muttered again, frustration starting to creep in. As if his one buffalo had been swallowed whole by this sacred wilderness of the rising sun.

After so long walking through the sacred wilderness full of countless wonders and oddities, Sagah's hopes began to fade. His steps felt increasingly heavy and unsteady, his enthusiasm to find his buffaloes slowly fading. Physical exhaustion and confusion began to erode his determination.

From a distance, Sagah stared at a towering tree, so large and old, as if it had stood there for hundreds of years. Its branches stretched wide and lushly in all directions, creating a wide shade. Under the tree, there was a stretch of grass growing lushly as tall as an adult's span, looking so dense and soft with a warm yellowish green color. Without hesitation, Sagah walked slowly towards the tree. The closer he got, Sagah felt the fragrant fragrant smell that was initially faint now felt stronger, creeping into his nose—a scent he couldn't describe, like a mixture of flowers, and something he had never smelled before. The deeper he inhaled, the more he felt
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