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SUN FOR RENT 
Matahari Untuk Disewa 
1st Place, Golden Point Award 2025 

2080, Thirty years after the solar collapse, the world is stranded in 

darkness — endless, eternal. The sky, once gentle blue scattered with 

drifting clouds, is now solid black, without stars, without moon. Day is only 

memory; night is the reality for most of the world's people. The eruption 

destroyed everything. Climate, ecosystems, human civilisation — all of it in 

ruins. 

In desperation, humanity found a solution: the Sun for Rent. A clever 

invention, projecting light from drone-satellites no bigger than the palm of a 

hand. The artificial light mimics sunlight, complete with all its benefits. But 

where the sun once shone everywhere, the Sun for Rent now gives only 

concentrated beams — light only for those who can afford it. The 

mega-corporation Lightning Corp, owner of the "Sun for Rent" service, now 

rules the world like a modern god. A one-kilometre radius beneath each 

light-pillar becomes an oasis for the wealthy, while the poor are left to suffer 

in darkness, forever hungry for light. 
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On the outskirts of a great city, now collapsed and silent, lies a place known 

as the Black Zone. It is a living grave for the poorest, where most of the 

world's population now exists. In the middle of the Black Zone, Nur — a 

husband and father — shelters with his small family beneath a hut made of 

scavenged plastic. There they protect themselves from the cold night wind, 

but it isn't enough to protect them from the cruelty of the world's systems. 

The shelters here, called homes, are nothing but old huts built from scrap 

metal, plastic, and rotting wood, standing on damp, blackened, poisoned 

ground. The earth here can no longer grow anything. 

"Ayah... it hurts." 

Nur's eldest son, only eleven, already shows severe signs of bone decay. 

His bones are bent; every step is agony. 

"Ayah, tomorrow I'll try again to go with you to find food, okay?" 

His youngest, only six, spends more time lying down than walking. Too 

weak to stand. 

These illnesses are common to everyone in the Black Zone, especially 

osteomalacia. From vitamin D deficiency, the residents — children included 
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— all walk with difficulty, their bones growing more brittle, their skin peeling 

and yellowed. 

Nur's wife, though her own body grows weaker by the day, still finds some 

strength to remain the family's backbone. Each day, she manages only to 

cook a thin soup from unclean water and food scraps Nur collects from the 

dumping grounds of the rich. 

There is no sanitation system here at all. The rivers and small lakes that 

once gave life have turned into black, poisoned, foul-smelling streams — 

full of waste and chemical runoff from Lightning Corp's factories. Some of it 

overflows, flooding the living areas of the Black Zone. 

Residents like Nur's family now live like lifeless shadows, dragging their 

exhausted bodies each day across ground that endlessly wrongs them. 

But the most suffocating thing for the people of this zone is hopelessness. 

Their bent postures aren't only physical — they're the mental imprint of 

being struck, day after day, with the words: we have no power. 

They have lost all sense of dignity. 

"Nur... I miss the light..." 
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Nur's heart cracks every time he hears those words. He can only listen — 

to the moaning, to the suffering of his family — and watch, carrying his 

guilt. Before all this, Nur worked at a power plant, before Lightning Corp 

monopolised the world's energy technology. Losing that job destroyed 

every hope he had of giving his family a decent life. Sometimes the thought 

crosses his mind: better that we just die. Thankfully, even amid the world's 

deprivations, his sanity holds. 

The Black Zone isn't merely a picture of darkness — it has become a 

symbol of the world's enslavement, where survival belongs only to those 

wealthy enough, or willing enough to bow to Lightning Corp's power. 

Humanity is no longer governed by moral law. Economic necessity has long 

since overtaken empathy. The suffering of ordinary people is considered 

their own fault — the fault of those who refuse to bow. 

One night, as his children cried out in pain, Nur finally spoke to his wife. "I 

can't let them die slowly like this. They're suffering too much — I can't bear 

to watch. I have to go and find a cure..." 

"But Nur... if you go and don't come back — what happens to us?" 

His wife looked at him, her eyes swollen. 
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"What use am I here if I do nothing?" Nur held her hand. "I have to try 

something." 

That night, Nur left their hut with heavy steps. He knew what he planned 

might fail, but he didn't care — because if it succeeded, his wife and 

children would be well again. To him, this was a fair bet. He was willing to 

do anything for his family's survival. He carried his torn bag, containing a 

small mirror, a silvery glass container, and a few other primitive tools he'd 

gathered over months. In his mind, a plan, carefully arranged. There was 

no way he could fail. 

He walked toward a ruin — once the largest arts school in the country, but 

since the dividing lines were drawn, it had long become the border of the 

Black Zone. He moved through dark corridors carefully, slipping more than 

once on surfaces slick with oil and mud. Total silence, except for the wind 

carrying a stench into his nose. The darkness around him was so thick he 

could see only a few inches ahead. His steps, though hesitant, were full of 

burning purpose. 

After hours of walking, he finally reached the edge of a light radius. He 

froze for a moment. The sight was like a dream. Warm light fell across 

fertile ground, thick with grass and small flowers. The trees all looked alive, 
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green. Some might even bear fruit, he thought. He breathed in as deeply as 

he could, and the air felt fresh — no longer foul, no longer poisoned. Nur's 

mission to find light was, at last, nearly complete. 

His joy shattered instantly. He looked up and saw security drones swarming 

the area. The whine of their fans was deafening. Their red lights looked like 

the eyes of predators, ever-watchful, hunting intruders. Nur ran to a dark 

corner and threw himself flat to the ground. Waiting in the shadows, 

watching the movement of Lightning Corp's drones, he searched for a gap, 

a way to approach the light-pillar. In his mind, he mapped every movement. 

Carefully, he began to crawl beneath the ruins. His heart pounded; sweat 

dripped from his forehead onto the ground. Every step now was a gamble 

between life and death. His focus: the light-pillar. 

Finally, after several minutes of crawling and evading detection, Nur 

reached the base of the pillar. Slowly, with trembling hands, he took out the 

small mirror, and with careful movements of his right hand, he angled it to 

catch the light's reflection. In his left hand, the glass container he had built 

years ago at the power plant, capable of storing light. With the mirror's 

reflection, he would trap the light into the glass container. He only needed a 

few minutes — even a little light would be enough for his family. But the 
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moment he reached the container toward the mirror's reflected beam, a 

siren suddenly blared. 

"Intruder detected. Intruder detected. Intruder detected." 

Nur scrambled up, trying to flee — but before he could run, laser fire from 

the security drones struck him again and again, moving fast to trap him. His 

body was bound by the lasers as if caught in a net. Paralysed. Frozen. He 

fell, and the mirror slipped from his grip and shattered. The glass container 

he'd tucked into his pocket was snatched by someone from behind. 

"Oi, poor man! This is my rented sun! This light is mine! If you want the 

same, work for it! Don't steal!" 

"Nur bin Manaf. You are under arrest for theft of energy belonging to 

Lightning Corp." 

Five men in black uniforms gripped his arms tightly. They didn't shout — no 

trace of emotion in their tone or movements. They were only doing their 

job. Like machines. 

Nur was taken to a Detention Centre, a tower-block structure scraping the 

black sky. A glass-and-steel building in the middle of the city, gleaming, 

reflecting wealth and absorbing suffering. 
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In the interrogation room sat a bespectacled man in a crisp white suit, hair 

neatly combed, face clean, a smile that never seemed to leave him. 

Encik Yong. 

Chief Executive Officer of Lightning Corp. His name and face appeared in 

every one of the company's campaigns — especially the advertisement 

"Light for All." On the rusted signboards in the Black Zone, slogans like 

"Ray of Hope" claimed to offer poor families minimum light subsidies — but 

in reality, it was all a lie. 

"Good morning, Nur," he said softly, though something cynical lay beneath 

it. 

Nur lowered his head. He didn't want to look at the man — he could sense 

something sharp and mocking being prepared. A kind of arrogance no 

smile could hide. 

"You know why you're here, don't you?" the man asked again, in the same 

calm tone. 

Nur stayed silent. Head down. 

"I read your file. Your intelligence is genuinely remarkable. You're one of 

only ten who managed to finish school despite growing up in the dark zone. 
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And... this glass container you built — quite impressive. Unfortunately... you 

chose the wrong path." 

He leaned back in his chair, turning Nur's invention over in his hands. 

"I understand. You probably feel life is unfair. But for me, I've always 

believed everyone has equal opportunity. Every failure comes from one's 

own choices. Lazy people, people who don't try — they have only 

themselves to blame when they end up in loss and poverty." 

Nur slowly raised his head. His gaze was sharp, his eyes dry but burning 

with anger, looking at a man who had never known hardship lecturing him 

about the value of effort. 

"Equal opportunity?" Nur's voice was hoarse, but firm. 

"How can you talk about equal opportunity when even the light we feel isn't 

equal? When even daytime — we're still locked away?" 

Encik Yong gave a small laugh, as if he'd heard a joke. 

"Nur... you're thirty-five, aren't you? Still young. Your emotions are clouding 

your judgement. You're not seeing the bigger picture. Without our system, 

this world would fall into chaos. Energy must be managed, resources 
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controlled. Do you think if everyone could take light as they pleased, the 

world would be more peaceful?" 

"No," Nur answered, quick and firm. 

"Human greed will always tear the world apart. That's the truth. With us in 

place, at least we can control the level of chaos in the world. Isn't that 

right?" 

Nur only lowered his head. Stubborn. 

Not long after, the cell door slammed shut. Nur was left alone in the dark. 

Though used to darkness, this darkness was different — lonelier. Made 

worse by his growing fear for his family at home. 

Day fourteen. That night, Nur's torment didn't come from imagining his 

family's suffering — it came in the form of a dark room he'd now inhabited 

for hours. In the thickening ache of his longing, the cell door suddenly 

opened, light spilling across the floor from outside. The shadow of a man 

followed the light in, walking with arrogant steps. 

"Nur," said Encik Yong. 

"I'm impressed by your resolve. Honestly, my company needs people like 

you. Smart. Confident. Principled. Although, clearly, your principles are 
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pointed in the wrong direction. But I believe — that can be reshaped. Can't 

it?" 

He held out a document, smiling. At the top of the page: Opportunity 

Programme. 

"I'll give you a choice," he said, placing a pen on the floor beside Nur, 

leaning down. 

"One — you stay here. In prison. Indefinitely. You'll be considered a thief 

forever. A criminal who abandoned his family to suffer alone." 

"Two — you join us. Work with us. Help us track down and punish 

light-thieves — people like you once were. You'll be given housing. Food. 

Unlimited access to light. Your family — I promise — will be well cared for, 

and the illnesses your wife and children suffer will be fully treated until 

they're cured." 

Nur, who had only been staring at the floor, now raised his eyes to the 

paper Encik Yong held out. 

His hand didn't move to take it. But his soul split in two. 
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Work with them? Become a spy for the very system, the very power, that 

only tortures? Become an enforcer of cruelty dressed in the rhetoric of 

justice? 

In his mind, words played out, weighing everything before him. Even the 

faint memory of his late father's voice surfaced: "Nur... life isn't about what 

you stand against. It's about how you rise after you fall." 

Nur surrendered. 

The world felt too big for him to fight alone. 

He gave in. 

Slowly, his trembling hand reached for the pen beside him. 

Encik Yong smiled broadly. "Good. I knew you were smart. I knew you'd 

make the right choice." 

In that moment, inside Nur's heart, the light went out — for the last time. 

All of it, for a sun that could never be rented. 

(2,202 words) 
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POEMS 
 
CATALYST 

if my eyes go blind one day 
 I know there's still love left 
 to weigh feeling by 
 
 if my hands go numb one day 
 I know there's still ambition left 
 to keep carrying my dreams 
 
 if my legs go still one day 
 I know there's an image — 
 the imprint of past steps, 
 the root-mark of my dreams 

if all of that should come to pass 
 do not pity me for it 
 my spirit stays unbreakable still 
 no thorn can pierce this soul 
 however it stings, I don't care 

but 
 if one day you can no longer find images of my love and dreams 
 that is where I meet my death 

so 
 let me go on dreaming 
 for there, my spirit is eternal 
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Paper Airplanes 
SG Poems 2017-208, Poetry Festival Sg 
 
 
We are but just a piece of paper 
Folded into symmetries 
Into different halves  
Of shapes And sizes 
Divided, we thought  
Of those tracing creases 
Pressed with an intent to separate 
 
 
Folded, we became closer  
Opened, we remained a piece 
 
A piece of paper will not soar 
A piece of paper folded into a paper airplane will  
Only then maybe we could realize how 
Everything matters 
Down to the tip 
 
Once a while, the paper airplane will be grounded 
Bruised 
It still beats being dangled on a string 
Afloat but never going anywhere 
Merely slow spinning into nowhere. 
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