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GENEii Category 2 
Second Place 

Under the Sun 
By Kharis Adirahsetio 

People are gathering creating a circle in the middle of the street, like the constellation of planets circling 
the center of the universe. Their positions are lining and circling and standing still as motionless they 
are drifting on the timeless street. Time seems to be standing still, as people look toward the 
unspeakable portrait on the asphalt. Blood is gushing everywhere, like a spilled red paint covering the 
floor. There, the body of a boy is lying with his head crushed. Red blood sprayed on his grey jacket and 
brown jeans, with his motorcycle lying beside him, like a friend, they are looking at the blue sky with its 
clouds covering the sun. But, they are not alone, with them, a middle aged man, lying on the asphalt, 
just like them, his eyes open big, looking at the infinite sky, telling whoever is looking at him, “I want to 
go there, dancing with the clouds and free from this meaningless prison called body.” 

* * *

He had a family. He had a good life. Was it worth everything in this world for him to trade it for 
something else? Something better than his happy life? “What is the meaning of being happy?” he asked. 
“I don’t know” he replied to himself. So life for him was a mystery. “I don’t know, why should I ask?” 
Meaningless? For him, life was not meaningless, he enjoyed his life. He had a mother who loved him, 
and a father, who also loved him. His parents had a successful shop. His friends were many. The sun 
always shining on his day, but, the fate of humans is like the fate of the animals. Perhaps, for him, it was 
just like any other day he had experienced. “The sun is always shining on my day” he thought. 

He woke up. He took a dump. He took a bath. He dressed up. He ate breakfast. He put his helmet on his 
head. He turned on his motorcycle. Routines! Systematic steps for him before he could go to the place 
where wisdom is being taught and the certificate you need for applying for jobs is given, to those who 
endure four years or more of lectures, given by the lecturers. Will he criticize the Lord for not letting the 
sun shine on his day that day? Or will he give thanks for the grace of the higher entity, for the breakfast 
he ate that day, for the grace of being able to wake up that morning, for good friends, good family, and 
good education when he meets with his maker, face to face? Life is sure unpredictable. For him, would 
he know that when he passed that street, suddenly, an uneducated pedicab driver showed up and tried 
to make friends with him? What would he say? “Hello, let me take my pedicab across the street, and 
perhaps, later on, we can be friends in this special occasion.” Life turned too fast for both of these men. 
Man’s fate is the same with the fate of the animals. 

All rivers flow to the sea, and never return back. All souls go to the afterlife, and never go back. But, 
some say, the soul will return, in the form of another being. In this wheel of pain called Samsara, 
people will always go back to the womb of woman, to fulfill something undone, by his past life. Some 
say, the soul will perish, annihilated, so why bother living to the fullest? Had the boy thought about 
this in his life? Or he hadn’t? Did he realize that a banana cannot be an apple at the same time? Thus, 
all theories about the afterlife cannot be all correct at the same time. If there is one correct, then the 
others should be wrong ultimately. Had he thought about this before? So, which one is for real? Which 
one is the ultimate truth? Which one is the ultimate reality? Did he know which one of them is correct? 

* * *

Time seems to be standing still, as those people looking downward toward the scenery drawn on the 



asphalt. A woman breaks the silent moment as she shouts “Call the ambulance! Somebody help!”  
 
Rather than a doctor to check on him or a priest to preach at his funeral, he needs a glass of water. He is 
shaking as he puts his eyes on his motorcycle. “Damn, Mom will get mad at me.” He is talking to himself, 
in his own mind. His blue helmet is crushed, but, somehow, his head is alright. “You are lucky, kid.” A 
pedestrian tells him that. “Well, it’s not your fault.” The man seems to encourage him. “Too bad, the 
pedicab driver is dead.” 
 
The man is pointing his finger on the dead man. He is lying on the street, his eyes open big, looking at 
the infinite sky, and telling whoever looks at him, “I want to go there, dancing with the clouds and free 
from this meaningless prison called body.” 
 

* * * 


