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Synopsis:
 

Upon Adam's return from Australia, he decides to settle down and live with his father in Jakarta, Indonesia. Adam, the only child of a mixed marriage between an Indonesian father and an Australian mother, chooses to continue his studies in Western Indonesia, specifically in the city of Medan, with hopes of finding the right place to further his education.

Unexpectedly, on this journey, Adam encounters someone who never crossed his mind before, a person named Nicholas. Without plans or preparations, the seeds of love start to blossom between them. However, love doesn't always end in happiness. They fall deeply in love and share profound feelings for each other, but circumstances force them to face an almost impossible choice that threatens to shatter their anticipated romance.

Fear, worry, and even tears become part of the challenges they must confront. This compels them to separate for a period of 10 long years, resulting in profound disappointment and trauma as they search for the true meaning of love.
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CHAPTER I
Getting to Know Uncle Haris' Family

 

At 6:30 in the morning, a cute panda-shaped alarm clock on a small table beside the bed rang. I checked my watch and it showed 6:32 AM. I got up and rubbed my eyes with both hands. I glanced at my BlackBerry Gemini and saw three unread messages. I deliberately ignored them and immediately exited the screen of my small BlackBerry Gemini phone that I brought from Australia.

I got up and turned on my Dell laptop which had been connected to a small unique chopstick- shaped modem since yesterday. I immediately turned it on and opened the Internet Explorer application. This morning's connection was quite good and data scanning was immediately connected to the internet world - the internet was running smoothly and quickly. I immediately checked my email to see if there were any letters sent to my email address or not, while waiting for the scanning to complete, I tried to skim through one of the largest news portal websites in Indonesia, okezone.com, to see what hot news was presented to its readers like me.

After reading and briefly browsing through the news on the website for about 15 minutes, none of the news caught my attention to read. And I immediately closed the news site and focused again on the emails that had entered my email inbox. And once again, I was disappointed, not a single email was meaningful and they were all still the same, emails containing forums and mailing lists I joined.

I was a little bored with those forums and mailing lists, those emails would only add to the junk in my email inbox. I immediately logged out of my email and shut down my laptop. I got up from my bed and immediately took a towel that was hanging on a small plastic and iron frame. I entered the small room measuring 2x2 meters that contained a small bathtub and a shower equipment rack. I started taking off my clothes and turned on the water tap, and immediately hot water spurted from the shower attached to the sky-blue-coloured bathroom wall. While wetting my body with the hot water flowing from the shower, I thought about schedules and appointments to meet some people. One was with Uncle Haris, my father's friend when they both completed their postgraduate education in the Red Continent of Australia. After finishing my shower, I glanced at the wall clock and it showed 7:15. Without thinking further, I immediately rushed, I had to meet Uncle Haris, my father's old friend to help me find a new college in this new city that I had just arrived in. I promised to meet him at 8 o'clock in the morning. And I had to hurry, considering the streets in big cities like Medan would be crowded in the morning as people rushed to go to work and I myself didn't know for sure if the streets of Medan would be as congested as other big cities in general.

I quickly grabbed my white Adidas shoes from under the brown wardrobe and half-ran out of the house towards the street in the rental house complex that my friend, Arja, had leased. I looked around to see what public transportation I could use this time. Shortly after, a white Limo taxi with a -BK- license plate approached me, and I immediately hailed it. I explained my destination to the taxi driver, and he understood and drove me without asking too many questions.

After getting into the car and as the vehicle started moving at a moderate speed, I put on my shoes. Ten minutes later, my Blackberry Gemini rang, and I saw a name that I recognized on the phone screen. "Hello," I greeted the person through my mobile phone.

"Where are you, Dam?" the person asked. 

"I'm on my way. What's up, Arja?"

"I just want to make sure you've finished the bread and milk that I prepared for you this morning?" Arja asked in his usual tone throughout the phone call.

Hearing Arja's question suddenly made me startled. I didn't know and didn't see the bread and milk when I woke up this morning on the other side of our bedroom.

Arja, my roommate, had prepared the bread and milk as my little breakfast when I woke up later.

"Sorry, which bread and milk, Arja? I didn't see them!" I replied confusedly while thinking.

"Oops, I put it on table next to TV. I thought you would need it when you woke up later. And I intentionally didn't wake you up when I went to work because that would surely disturb you."

"Oh, thank you so much, Arja, for your understanding. And I'm sorry that I didn't see it earlier." 

"It's okay."

"Where are you now?"

"I'm in the office, just arrived at the office. And how about you?" 

"I'm on my way to Uncle Haris's house."

For a moment, Arja was silent without commenting, and I wondered why Arja was silent. 

"Hello, hello, Arja, are you still listening to me?" I asked curiously.

"Yes, yes, I'm listening to you, yes, sorry, I was just under the desk earlier. My work computer connection was a bit problematic," explained Arja.

"Oh, okay, get back to work then. We'll talk again later when I'm home," I requested. 

"Okay, Adam, we'll talk later."

And immediately, the phone call that connected me and Arja was disconnected.

I travelled for more than 45 minutes from Arja's rental house to Uncle Haris's house located in the Taman Setia Budi Indah Complex. I enjoyed the journey I had just experienced. And apparently, the streets of Medan city were not as congested as I had thought compared to other big cities. When I arrived at Uncle Haris's house, he was already waiting for me at home. Uncle Haris was also preparing to leave for work. He was wearing a light blue checkered shirt. I was a little surprised that Uncle Haris's face looked much younger than I thought, about 3 or 4 years younger than my father's. Previously, I had never met Uncle Haris at all. My father told me a little bit about Uncle Haris when I decided to move to the fourth largest city in Indonesia. I did not know for sure why I chose to live in Medan.

"Uncle Haris is a state-owned enterprise employee. He was a close friend of Dad when we were both studying in Brisbane. Uncle Haris has been married for over 8 years, but they still don't have any children," my father explained.

"So, now Uncle Haris only lives with his wife, right?" I asked.

"No, there's Hasnah, Uncle Haris's niece. Hasnah's parents, Uncle Haris's brother, and sister- in-law, have passed away if I remember correctly, and they used to live in the Middle East, like Saudi Arabia or somewhere, I can't quite remember. As far as I know, Hasnah is still in her second year of high school. If I'm not mistaken," my father said.

"Is Dad sure that Uncle Haris won't mind helping me once I'm in Medan?" I asked to confirm.

"I'm not sure about that, but Uncle Haris offered and kept urging me to have you stay at his house. Uncle Haris was like your dad's own brother when we were in Australia. But you've already decided to stay with your friend, what's his name again...?" my father tried to remember.

"Arja," I replied shortly while enjoying the chocolate biscuits on the glass plate on my lap. 

"Yeah, Arja. By the way, is Arja working or studying in Medan?" my father asked briefly. 

"Working. Running his family business in Medan, Pa," I answered.

And my father just nodded calmly while continuing to read the newspaper, which was his daily routine before going to work.

"Hi, Uncle Haris, how are you?" I greeted Uncle Haris as I got out of the taxi and approached him who had been waiting for me in front of his house since my arrival. I immediately shook his hand.

"Hello... Adam, right?" Uncle Haris asked curiously. "Yes, Uncle. I'm Adam," I answered.

"Wow, you're so handsome, Adam. Even more handsome than your father. Back when we were in university, your father was one of the most handsome men from Indonesia. And you are much more handsome, tall, with slightly tanned white skin, and really exotic," Uncle Haris praised excessively.

I just laughed it off.

"Uncle Haris is exaggerating. Adam is still just an ordinary human being, Uncle." 

"How's your father doing? Is he healthy?" Uncle Haris asked.

"He's healthy, Uncle," I answered flatly.

"Let's go inside. Your aunt has prepared an incredibly delicious breakfast, especially to welcome your arrival, Dam," Uncle Haris said.

"Oh, Uncle Haris is exaggerating. It's just ordinary, Uncle. Adam is still nobody special," I said.

"You're the one exaggerating. You're a special guest, and even more special," Uncle Haris said. 

"What's so special about me, Uncle? I'm just an ordinary person, Uncle," I said.

"But to me, you're special. Let's go inside, and let's continue inside," Uncle Haris invited.

And I followed his footsteps, which were still slightly shorter than mine. But if averaged with Indonesian people, Uncle Haris was considered tall and had a fairly good build and white skin.

"Where should we talk that's comfortable?" 

"Let's go to the living room," I suggested. 

"Uhmm...!!"

"Oh yeah, I almost forgot. Auntie has cooked. You must not have had breakfast yet. Why don't we talk while having breakfast? Come on...!" Uncle Haris immediately pulled me to follow him.

"Putri, this is Bayodo's son. He was my college friend when I was in Australia." Uncle Haris introduced me to his wife who was frying something in the kitchen.

"Hi Adam, wow, you're very handsome. Just like your uncle." 

"Oh, auntie, please. Adam is just a regular guy, Auntie."

"Don't call me auntie, I'm getting old. Just call me kakak. Is that alright, Pa?" Auntie Putri commanded, glancing at Uncle Haris.

"Sure, whatever you prefer. Make it the best for you-lahhh..." Uncle Haris joked. And I just smiled a little.

"When did you arrive in Medan?" 

"About 11 days ago, auntie."

"Oops, as I said earlier, call me kakak." 

"Oh yeah, kakak." I replied to a bit nervously.

"You're so arrogant, you only came here to visit your kakak after 11 days."

"Adam had to get to know the city of Medan first, So for the past 11 days, Adam has been wandering around Medan to get to know and understand the city." I explained.

"How old are you, Dam?" Auntie Putri asked.

"I'm currently 23 years old, and in this April, I'll be turning 24." I answered.

"Wow, you're still very young. I'm only 32 years old." Auntie Putri said.

"But you look like you're only 25 years old, I mean, looks younger than your age." I asked, amazed.

"Your uncle is also only 39 years old, and I think your uncle looks like he's only 27 years old. Isn't that right, Dam?"

I looked at Uncle Haris and tried to understand the meaning of Auntie Putri's explanation earlier. And it turned out that what Auntie Putri said was true. Uncle Haris looked much younger than his age, and to make matters worse, I just realized it now.

"Are you staying here?" Auntie Putri asked.

"I want to, kakak. But I can't yet," I explained.

"He said he wants to stay, but he can't. Why is that?" Uncle Haris's wife asked curiously.

"Adam has promised to stay with friend. And Adam doesn't want to trouble you and Uncle Haris," I explained.

 "Oh, we don't mind at all, Dam. In fact, we're very happy to have you stay here. Isn't that right, Pa?"

Auntie Putri tried to pull me while asking for support from Uncle Haris.

"Yes, that's right. I've already told Bayodo to let Adam stay with us while in Medan," Uncle Haris said.

"Maybe next time Adam will stay here with kakak and Uncle Haris. But Adam has already told Papa that Adam will stay with Arja, Adam's old friend." I explained.

"Alright, we won't force you. But we will always keep our door open for you, Dam, in case you change your mind."

"Thank you so much, kakak, and Uncle Haris."

"Okay, let's eat." Uncle Haris suddenly cut our conversation.

During this slightly heated morning meal, Uncle Haris talked a lot about his experiences with my dad when Both of them are still in Brisbane. Maybe this will also happen and take place between our children, me, and Arja. Uncle Haris admitted that he had fallen in love with a girl on his campus. The girl was originally from Australia, and it turned out that she was interested in my dad. Uncle Haris was very disappointed. However, he tried to ignore it and not care too much about it. On the other hand, Dad still hasn't realized that the woman that Uncle Haris had his eye on actually fell in love with his friend, Bayodo. My dad himself is quite handsome, with mixed Polish and Indonesian blood. He is the only child from my grandmother's marriage, who is Indonesian, with my grandfather who is Polish. They separated when Dad was only 17 years old, and it really hit him hard. Eventually, he lived with his grandmother until he was 27 years old. 

After that, he continued his studies in his chosen place in the southern hemisphere, Australia. Now, my grandmother has returned to live with her old husband in Poland, while my dad lives and settles in Jakarta. He is alone, as his wife, my mother, is in Australia. I've only been in Indonesia for 2 months. Previously, I lived with my mother in Australia. I've started to get bored and tired of living in a country where people are so free and without rules. 

I want to live and settle in Indonesia and become an Indonesian citizen. I moved to Australia around 11 years ago. My mother had to move back to Australia because she is the only child of my grandparents, who are originally Australian citizens. Additionally, there was no one to continue the garment business of her father. At that time, her father was getting older and was no longer able to run the garment business. Therefore, my mother had to move back to Australia while my father had already been accepted to work in the government. So, they decided to maintain a long-distance relationship between the two continents, Australia and Asia. 

Uncle Haris kept talking and talking, so there was no break for me to continue his story. It turned out that Uncle Haris was a person who liked to tell stories, very different from me. I just kept listening and occasionally nodded while smiling at Uncle Haris who was telling stories.

Meanwhile, Aunt Putri enjoyed her breakfast and was also carried away by Uncle Haris' story. I did not really























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpeg
J A Novel
First Chapter

N

FYCOUNT

=

PRy
. .ﬂl’ -

~

LU ) -

d

-










