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“Some relics belong hidden, sealed beyond reach and sight.

Others... demand to be worn, their strength impossible to hide”
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A Journal Left Open

Jakarta.Midnight.

The storm was already crawling over the city. Windows rattled. Thunder rolled low in the sky like a warning drum.

In the corner of a quiet research lab, Dr. Raka Darmawan stood at his cluttered desk.

He slid a worn leather-bound journal into a drawer and turned the key slowly, almost reluctantly. The adventure was over, or so he thought.

Only one page remained on the desk — left open, as if on purpose.

A faded sketch of the Sacred Egg stared back at him, etched with the same precision and awe he’d once felt when holding it.

Beneath it, in his own handwriting:

“To awaken a god is to awaken yourself.

But to walk away... is to understand it.”

He stared at the words for a long moment.

Then — a sudden flicker.

The lab lights blinked. Once. Twice.

The air grew cold. Still.

And then —

A sound.

Not thunder.

Not footsteps.

A rustle.

Paper fluttering... but the windows were closed.

Raka turned, slowly.

There, on the far edge of his desk, sat a small, tightly bound package.

He hadn’t seen it a moment ago.

No one had come in.

Heart steady, he reached for it.

Unwrapping the old, palm-fiber string, the contents spilled gently into the light:

– A fragment of a tiger’s tooth, yellowed with age

– A weathered coin, stamped with the royal seal of the Pajajaran Empire

– A piece of dried bark, inked with ancient Sundanese script:

“The Egg has closed.

But the Crown remembers.”

Raka inhaled — deep and sharp.

Recognition flickered behind his eyes.

He whispered, as if the answer had been waiting in the silence:

“West Java...”

He pocketed the tooth.

Slid the coin into his jacket.

And walked out into the rain.

The storm swallowed him whole.
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The Letter from Cirebon

The train pulled into Cirebon Station under a sky the color of old silver. Outside the window, Raka Darmawan watched monsoon clouds gather above the tiled roofs and narrow alleys of the coastal city — a place where echoes of the Pajajaran Empire still lived in worn stone and whispered prayers.

He stepped off the train with a single bag slung over his shoulder. No fanfare. No press. Just the quiet weight of knowing that something had stirred again.

Anita Wardhani was already waiting for him by the platform exit. She wore a simple black raincoat, hood up, and her arms crossed with the usual mix of impatience and purpose.

“You’re late,” she said, not looking at him.

“I was early. The storm’s late,” Raka replied, flashing her a tired smile.

She handed him a sealed envelope — yellowed, creased, hand-addressed in delicate Sundanese script.

“It arrived at the Cultural Preservation Office three days ago. No return address. No fingerprints. But the script... it’s old. Pre-reform. Only a few people still write like this.”

Raka opened the letter carefully. Inside was a single page — thick palm-fiber paper, torn at the edge.

Ink still wet in places.

It read:

“The tiger’s breath returns to the forest. The Crown stirs beneath the bones of kings.

Seek where Pajajaran once ruled.

Before the Scorpion poisons the soil.”

There was no signature.

Just a symbol pressed into the paper with black wax — a coiled scorpion inside a broken sun.

Raka's stomach turned.

“It’s him,” Anita said. “Kala Pratama. He’s already moving.”

Team Up Again

Across town, in a crumbling colonial warehouse near the old harbor, Joko Lelono sharpened his knife and stared at a projection map lit up on the wall.

Pajajaran ruins.

River basins.

Underground temples.

And the name Kala Pratama — circled in red.

When Raka and Anita entered, he didn’t look up.

“We’ve got two days before he reaches the outer temple near Mount Salak,” Joko said.

“If he finds the entrance first, we’ll be chasing shadows.”

Raka nodded grimly.

“Then we don’t give him that chance.”

He stepped closer to the map.

“The Tiger Crown isn’t just a relic. It’s a legacy.

And if we don’t protect it... it will become a weapon.”

Thunder rolled in the distance — deep and low, like a growl waiting in the trees.

The storm outside was beginning to spit rain against the windows of the old warehouse. A single oscillating fan hummed in the corner as the three of them gathered around a long table covered in maps, field reports, and antique reference books.

Raka placed his travel bag on the table and slowly unzipped the inner compartment.

“There’s something else,” he said. “It arrived the night before I left Jakarta.”

Anita and Joko looked up, both instinctively alert.

Raka pulled out a small wrapped bundle — bound in coarse palm-fiber string, still damp from the rain he had walked through.

He untied it slowly, deliberately.

Inside were the same three items:

– A fragment of a tiger’s tooth, yellowed and cracked at the edges

– A weathered copper coin, stamped with the unmistakable seal of the Pajajaran Empire

– And a strip of dried bark, inked with elegant Sundanese script

Anita leaned in. Her eyes narrowed.

“That's... real. This seal hasn’t been used in over 500 years.”

Joko picked up the tiger’s tooth between two fingers, examining it in the dim light.

“Freshly broken,” he muttered. “From a ceremonial carving, maybe. Not from a living animal.”

Raka laid the bark strip flat and read aloud:

“The Egg has closed.

But the Crown remembers.”

For a moment, none of them spoke.

Anita finally broke the silence.

“You think this is connected to... the Garuda?”

Raka shook his head slowly.

“No. It’s something older. More grounded. The Sacred Egg was myth wrapped in myth. But this—”

he tapped the Pajajaran coin — “this is history. Political. Royal.”

Joko's eyes met Raka’s.

“And dangerous.”

“Especially if it’s in Kala Pratama’s hands,” Raka added.

He unrolled a map of West Java, placing the coin at the center.

“The seal is Pajajaran. But the crown itself — if the legends are true — was hidden after the fall of the kingdom. Not stolen. Not destroyed. Hidden. By the Order of the White Tiger.”

Anita exhaled slowly, calculating.

“If Corvus International is looking for it, they’re not after cultural significance. They want power. Influence. Control.”

“Which means,” Joko said, standing, “we need to get there first.”

The storm cracked lightning across the sky.

Thunder rolled in a moment later — louder now. Closer.

Raka looked out the window toward the dark silhouette of the mountains in the distance.

“The Tiger Crown remembers,” he whispered.

“So do we.”

As lightning flickered across the sky, the small warehouse felt more like a war room than a research post. Maps, relics, and notes lay scattered across the table as Raka, Anita, and Joko leaned over the ancient coin — a weathered, copper disc that pulsed with history.

Raka held the coin carefully between thumb and forefinger, turning it over slowly.

“I thought it was just ceremonial,” he murmured. “But look here...”

The reverse side of the coin bore the familiar seal of Pajajaran — a crowned tiger with flames encircling it — but something else caught Raka’s eye.

Faint etchings, barely visible along the coin’s edge. Not part of the original minting.

He reached for a small UV penlight and angled it carefully.

The etchings glowed softly — almost invisible to the naked eye, now illuminated by ultraviolet light.

“This isn’t just a coin,” he said quietly. “It’s a key.”

Anita stepped closer.

“What are we looking at?”

Raka tilted the coin again.

“It’s an inscription. Old Sundanese script. But... it’s not quite right. The letters are rearranged. Encrypted.”

“A cipher?” Anita asked.

Joko frowned.

“Let me guess — we don’t know what it says yet, but it’s bad news.”

Raka chuckled faintly.

“It’s never not bad news.”

He retrieved a notepad and began sketching the characters, one by one. The script was elegant, curved — like something inscribed by a court scribe or monk.

He muttered as he worked.

“This pattern... it's similar to a numeric substitution used in the Carita Parahyangan texts. But older. Possibly pre-Islamic.”

Anita raised an eyebrow.

“You’re saying this cipher could be from the last century of Pajajaran’s rule?”

“Or even earlier,” Raka nodded. “Which means someone has preserved this knowledge for centuries. Hidden it. Protected it.”

Joko’s voice cut through the reverence.

“Or weaponized it. We’re not the only ones who can read old words.”

Raka looked up at the two of them, eyes sharp.

“This isn't just history anymore. This coin wasn’t sent to warn me.”

He paused, his voice low:

“It was sent to invite me.”

The wind howled through the cracks in the warehouse walls. The storm was closer now, rattling the windows and blowing dust off old boxes in the corner.

Raka continued studying the faint inscription beneath the Pajajaran coin, his penlight tracing each encrypted letter. He worked in silence, lips moving, fingers sketching out symbols into his notebook.

Then, slowly, one word revealed itself — emerging from the cipher like a voice from the past:

“Batutulis.”

Anita’s eyes widened.

Joko paused, hand tightening on the strap of his gear bag.

“That’s in Bogor,” Anita said. “It’s not just any site — it’s where King Siliwangi left his legacy. His final words, carved in stone.”

Raka nodded, solemn.

“The Batutulis Inscription is the only surviving official record of the last Pajajaran ruler. But what most people don’t know... is that it wasn’t just a memorial. It marked the boundary of the royal spiritual domain — a sacred zone.”

“You think the Tiger Crown is buried near there?” Joko asked.

“Not buried,” Raka replied. “Sealed. Hidden within layers of symbols, language, and legacy. If the inscription is the surface, then Batutulis itself may be the keyhole.”

Anita’s eyes narrowed.

“And this coin is the key.”

Raka pocketed the coin and the tiger tooth, folding the cipher carefully into his journal.

“If Kala Pratama reaches Batutulis first, he won’t treat it as heritage. He’ll desecrate it.”

Joko slung his bag over his shoulder.

“Then we’d better beat him to the stone.”

Raka gave one last look out the rain-soaked window, toward the invisible path winding from Cirebon to Bogor, and deeper into the forgotten past.

“The Egg has closed,” he whispered. “But the Crown remembers.”

Lightning flashed again, and the three moved as one — guardians of memory, chasing echoes through the storm.
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Secrets of the Pajajaran Ruins

The rain had stopped by the time they reached Batutulis.

A thin morning mist clung to the trees around the sacred site — a grove nestled quietly behind a sleepy neighborhood in Bogor, where the old and new pressed against each other like tectonic plates. In the distance, the city still hummed — motorbikes, construction, the pulse of modern life. But here, time moved differently. Slower. Older.

Raka stepped toward the ancient stone inscription, its surface worn by centuries of wind, rain, and reverent touch. Carved in Old Sundanese, the characters curled like vines, partially eroded, but still alive — as if the stone itself remembered. The weight of history pressed against his chest.

“Niskala Wastu Kancana... anak ratu... Sri Baduga Maharaja...” he whispered, tracing a line with his gloved finger.

Anita stepped beside him, her voice barely a breath. “He left it for us. Not for tourists. Not for books. For the next guardians.”

Joko knelt at the base of the monolith, brushing aside damp leaves and clumps of moss with a faded cloth. His brow furrowed.

“I always thought this place was just... ceremonial,” he muttered. “But something about the air here. It feels... heavier.”

“It is,” Raka said quietly. “This stone isn’t just a memorial. It’s a marker.”

A voice, old as the trees, drifted from behind them.

“You understand more than most.”

They turned sharply.

An elderly man stood barefoot beneath a mango tree, clad in a simple sarong and a faded batik shirt. His white hair clung in wisps, and his eyes — clouded with age — still held the glint of memory, sharp and knowing.

“I am Ki Darsa,” he said, bowing slightly. “Caretaker of this site... and of what it remembers.”

Raka stepped forward and bowed deeply. “Pak Darsa, we’re searching for something hidden long ago — something tied to the Pajajaran kings. To Siliwangi himself.”

The old man nodded, his expression unreadable. “Then you do not seek history, Doctor. You seek what history tried to bury.”

From beneath his shawl, Ki Darsa produced a folded cloth — dark indigo, weathered by time and embroidered with the faint, faded outline of a tiger mid-prowl. He held it out with both hands.

Raka received it carefully, the cloth still warm from the elder’s touch. As he unfolded it, a dry scent — old incense, dust, earth — rose into the misty air.

Inside lay a stone tablet, cracked but whole, smooth and cold, etched with a circular design that seemed to shimmer faintly in the shifting light. Mountains rose from the center like fangs. Rivers coiled in spirals. Symbols ringed the edge — some celestial, others geometric — and spiraling inward, Old Sundanese script twisted like a labyrinth.

Raka inhaled sharply. “These markings... they’re not decorative. This is a cosmic map — part geography, part spiritual alignment.”

Anita leaned in, her fingers hovering just above the etched ridges. Her eyes lit with recognition.

“Here,” she said, tapping a dual-peaked silhouette. “That’s Gunung Gede... and Pangrango.”

“The twin mountains,” Raka nodded. “The Pajajaran kings believed they were the gapura dunya — gate pillars between the seen and unseen worlds.”

Anita’s hand followed a curved line that snaked outward like a lifeline.

“And this,” she murmured, “is the Ciliwung River. The kingdom’s artery.”

Joko crossed his arms, frowning. “So all of this leads... where, exactly? What’s at the end of this maze?”

Raka traced his thumb slowly to the center of the diagram, where a tiger’s head had been carved — fangs bared, eyes hollow and staring outward like a guardian.
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