
WHAT IF O
NE VOICE CAN CHANGE EVERYTHING?

POCHINEI



Pochinei is a remarkable story hidden in the real world.
It begins with a comic, but soon you’ll find traces of it in local
cafés, parks, shops, and streets around Tilburg. Maybe even just
outside your door. It’s made for people like you — students,
newcomers, explorers — who are still getting to know this city.
Maybe you're here for a semester, maybe longer. Maybe you care
about the environment, but don’t know where to start. That’s
okay. This project doesn’t ask you to fix the world. It simply
invites you to notice it. Through small moments, symbols, and
everyday places, Pochinei offers a way to reconnect with your
surroundings. No pressure. No to-do list.  And while the story is
quiet, you’re not alone. On Instagram, we’re growing a small
community of people who are curious, creative, and exploring this
journey together. Just a chance to slow down and see things
differently. The story has already begun. Now it's your turn to
step into it.

WELCOME TO
TILBURG!



WHAT IF ONE VOICE CAN CHANGE EVERYTHING?

POCHINEI

www.pochinei.com

This comic is part of a student project developed within the
framework of the Minor in Transmedia design at Fontys Academy

for the Creative Economy in Tilburg.



ONCE Far from noise and nonsense,
there was a boy named pochinei

He wasn’t famous, he didn’t have
followers. Just fish. And peace.

Every morning he fished No Wi-Fi,
just waves and wild guesses

Sometimes he wondered what
lay beyond.. then forgot

He slept peacefully
under the stars,

wrapped in silence-
BLISSFULLY UNAWARE THAT
THE UNIVERSE HAD OTHER

PLANS



ONE MORNING, Something shimmereD
IN THE SAND. NOT SUNSCREEN. NOT
SEAGULL POOP. SOMETHING ELSE.

INSIDE THE BOTTLE.. A WORLD. 
TOO REAL TO BE FAKE. 
TOO SCARY TO BE TRUE

HE DROPPED
THE BOTTLE-

BUT THE
FUTURE STAYED
IN HIS HANDS

Then Terra appeared- NOT
WALKING.. MORE LIKE.. EXISTING

SCAN TO LISTEN TO
TERRAS MESSAGE

OOH, SHINY
TRASH

NOPE.. THIS IS
COCONUT MILK
HALLUCINATION

TERRITORY



go to the place
where people have
stopped listeninG

but before his brain could catch
up, the sky cracked open..

okay wait-hold up. i”m
just a chill beach guy??

I have no idea what you’re
talking about-- ... and swallowed him whole like

a poorly cooked oyster

skrraaashhhh!



He hit the ground like a dropped
seashell—fragile, cracked, 

and kind of echoey

It smells like… burnt
wires and hopeless

mornings

His lungs weren’t
made for concrete

"Hrk… khhh—!"

Skyscrapers loomed like cliffs,
Cars rushed like rivers, No

silence not even pause

how can no
one see the sky

chocking?

Everyone moved fast, 
But no one looked up. 

so he did the only thing he can do

So he walked. Because when you’re
lost in someone else’s world…

you start by moving your own
two feet.



Willow has
something to say.
Scan the QR code

and listen in.

He expected a guide - An wish
elder, maybe, A glowing fox. -
what He got… was a spoon.

Psst! I’m down here.

Plastic feels normal.
That’s the problem.

Easy is not the same as
harmless.

Willow vanished.
Pochinei walked on, carrying a

little more than before.

a talking spoon. with sass.



In the middle of the noisy city, their eyes met. 
She didn’t say a word- But her silence felt louder than traffic.

Who is she?
And why do I
feel like she’s
part of mess?

Before he could step
forward, she was already
gone-like fog in the sun



Down a narrow path, he
found a small house

wrapped in quiet

Inside it smelled of dust,
wood and something warm-

like tea and memory

No one spoke but
something was waiting

Scan to hear Brew
A story about time, care and

second chances



she didn’t say goodbye- and
somehow, that said

everything

He stepped outside with
something small and steady

in his chest

he didn’t know what else
the journey would ask..

only that he wasn’t sure if
he was ready

when he turned to leave,
brew was still there



The forest opened into
something new.

 Between trees and ivy, a
strange museum waited

on a sun-warmed
stone sat someone

even stranger-
already waiting

Scan to meet Bruno and
hear why nothing ever

really disappears



The trees looked the same But something in him didn’t

Lighter maybe
Or just a little taller on

the inside

Is this what
growing up feels

like?

I swear I’m not
taller… am I?



He stopped

Hey... you’re the girl
from the city, right?

She smiled like she’d been
waiting for that question

You followed me?
A little



back at the quiet cafe 
in the woods

He finally spoke

She didn’t interrupt
She just listened

Scan to hear Pochinei’s voice



She didn’t say much
when she left.

somehow, that made
it harder

He lay under the stars-
The same sky from home. But it

felt further away.

what if it
wasn’t

enough?

What if no one heard him?
What if nothing changed?

he wondered if he’d ever find the
way back. or if he even should



The sun was rising when he
opened his eyes

On the bench, something rested -
folded, quiet, waiting.

He picked it up. a newspaper. 
a headline. and maybe hope.

Scan to hear the voice that
changed everything

Scan to hear the voice that
changed everything



Terra appeared again, silent as
morning light. her smile said

more than any thunder.

You’ve done
well

and just like that -he was in motion
again. through wind. through

memory. through something new

Did I really do
it?

The trees looked just as he
remembered them And the sea… was

still waiting



He looked into the bottle 
one last time

this time, he didn’t see
destruction

He saw a beginning

What he
saw was
hope...

and that was all he needed to
begin.





A: Willow the Spoon
Lives in Dille & Kamille
Address Heuvelstraat 105, 5038 AD Tilburg
This plastic-free concept store offers everyday
products made of natural materials.

 B: Brew the Teacup
Lives in De Oude Warande 
(Boschwachtershuisje Café)
Address Warandelaan 2, 5037 AB Tilburg
Hidden in the forest, this small café values
care, patience and local ingredients.

C: Bruno the Beetle
Lives in Natuurmuseum Brabant
Address Spoorlaan 434, 5038 CH Tilburg
This museum celebrates nature, change and the
rhythm of life.

Where the story meets
the street.

For more information:
You can find the full digital map, meet two

additional characters, and explore extra local places
at www.pochinei.com.

Follow us on Instagram at @pochineis.journey to stay
up to date and connect with others who are

exploring a slower, more conscious way of living in
the city.



Maybe you're new in Tilburg. So are we. And somehow
this city is already starting to feel like home.
On Instagram, we're creating a space for peopl
e who care. People who notice things. Who want to
connect. Who believe that small ideas and everyday
choices can lead to something bigger. Here you’ll find
glimpses of the story, updates from real places in the
city, and small ways to take part. Sometimes quiet,
sometimes funny, always real. Come hang out with us.
Share what you see, what you feel, or just follow along.
We’re figuring it out together.

Join our 
community!

pochineis.journey



This isn’t 
the end.

The comic may be over, but the story continues in the
places around you, in the people you meet, and in the

choices you make.
Pochinei was never about finishing something.
It’s about beginning to see things differently.

So take a walk. Pay attention. Share a moment.
And if you feel like it, come say hi.

We’re waiting over at @pochineis.Journey
Let’s keep the story going together.



www.pochinei.com


