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SUMMARY 

Bima recently lost his mother and became a partial hard-of-hearing man. Trying to adapt 

his new situation, Bima sought his father out to accompany him facing his new world. However, 

that journey was not as easy as Bima thought. He had to solve the mystery beneath a book his 

mother left behind while he was working in a carnival, where his father was last seen. 

In the carnival, Bima met Bulan, a strange lady who kept coming and leaving mysteriously, 

and Mentari, a blind girl who seemed trying to help him. Would he succeed to get what he wanted, 

or would he end up trapped into the oddness of the carnival? 
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STORY 

Carnival 

Once upon a time, there was a wise king and cocky queen vehemently wished a child to 

ascend the throne. Pushed by the ebb and flow of anger in queen’s eyes, one night, the king sneaked 

away into cursed forest looking for a witch.  

Atchoo. 

A man in blue slicker sitting on the bench was reading a book. The sneezes and itches from 

his reddish nose blatantly stopped him and forced his hand to close the book like clapping a 

mosquito.  

“Where?” 

He began noticing something unusual. He did a double take. A Chihuahua, sitting next to 

him, barking a lot, opening and closing mouth impatiently, had vanished. He got down on all fours 

and began scanning below the bench . . . found nothing. He crawled to the edge, peering down to 

the lifeboat . . . still lifeless.   

He stopped searching when he heard footsteps and espied a silhouette gaining on him. His 

heart was pounding. He broke into a brisk walk, quickly sat back to the bench. “You should! 

Quick!” He murmured to himself.   

Arrrgg, blood oozing from the crescent bite he made. When the silhouette was slowly 

turning into a lady, he quickly stood, stanched his bleeding left hand with other hand and somehow 

simpered at her. 

“Hey, it’s cold outside. What are you doing here? Said the lady whose wearing a red-

cocktail-fur coat adorned with embroidered-fabric-red headscarf.  

He stuttered, ambivalent to catch a right respond. “The-the view is good… and-and… the 

ship bobs, lists, and rights itself smoothly...” The man’s eyes moved rapidly. 

“Because this is a cruise ship…, by the way…, where’s my dog?” The lady squinted her 

eyes. 
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He paused for a moment, staring at the lady’s lips to fathom out the answer. “H-He bit me, 

a-a-and run away.” He showed the bite, shacking, then he clutched his book, posthaste put it into 

his backpack.  

“That’s weird, she never bites people.” A threatening glare reflected from her blue eyes. 

She bowed her head, watching closely at the man’s face.  

The Chihuahua sprang up behind her.  She carried her fast, stroked its fur, rocked like a 

baby and kissed her Chihuahua amorously, then left the man without words.  

Crepuscular light slowly devoured her coat as she was walking away, before the shadow 

blurred her totally, she glimpsed and whispered. “What’s your name?”  

“B-Bima P-Putra Nakula,” shouted the man. He hoped that was a right word.  

Now, he had a name to call, and we could call him, Bima, as his mother always called him. 

Bima thought he should apologize or say something more to the woman, at least knowing her name 

ere the wave pushed the ship to pier. But his nose reddened and the itchiness stroke again, he chose 

to go back to his room instead, sleeping while the ship continued floating and hoping to meet the 

woman again to properly introduce himself.  

*** 

I walked alone on a pedestrian at the night. It felt so familiar like I had lived here for a long 

time. It was darker than I remembered it – no car or bicycle passed by, no children laughed, cried, 

or just hanged out with their cool friends. It’s just me, alone.  

I just wandered with no purpose, or did I have one? There was a red light from far, so little 

but I could feel a warmth when I walked to it. As the light was getting bigger, “MOMMM.” The 

loudest scream I ever heard coming from behind, when I looked back, suddenly a tidal wave hit 

me. I felt very vulnerable, drowning without any effort, so dark, then,  

“Ouch.” My head hit the floor. 

That nightmare had haunted me since my mother passed away. The worst thing about it 

was I did not know what really happened that day. I remembered my doctor said about traumatic 

amnesia and something related with partial loss of memory. “Your memory might come back, just 
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a matter of time, Sir”. He insisted me not to worry, but then he added, “It might affect your hearing 

as well.” The second lines definitely made me not worry but rather frustrated, since then it always 

echoed in my head.  

I could not imagine myself still survive and sleep in this cheap motel alone without anyone. 

I used to scream aloud and people almost threw me in asylum. My doctor suggested me to come 

with somebody, but what he did not know was I did not have one. My mother was my savior and 

my only family I had. Friends… I had zero.  

He was right about not coming alone. The side effect after this dream; shacking and 

headache emerged right after waking up. Back then I was in hospital, my doctor helped me a lot. 

I was not sure if it was his kindness or merely his duty as a doctor. If I ever had true friends, I 

consider he was one of them. 

“Take a deep breath and relax.” He taught me to repeat this as exercise. As always, it 

worked, but for how long? Day by day, my headache was getting worse, I hoped I could stay at 

the hospital, but he insisted me to find my father – a person who left me and my mother.  

It was weird that my mother never hated my father. She kept talking about abduction, even 

though all people said my father was an asshole. “Bima, the book, your father is in it.” She kept 

repeating that when I asked about my father. Her reaction affected my curiosity to find my father 

and to know what really happened with him. Maybe I could live with him and he could help me. 

My father, I barely remembered him, because how could I know someone who left me 

since I was an infant? The only stuff he left was a book, and I knew it because the book was my 

mother’s only heritage. I thought the book truly has a correlation with my father. I really hoped.  

This book had a silk cover with no title, as if someone had grabbed the book, torn it apart 

and someone else put it back together.  

When my heart finally beat slower, I was aware that my body was covered in sweat. I had 

to take a shower, then clean up this untidy room. Right after that, I rushed to the door, grabbed my 

hearing aid and went out to find clues I needed. The clock was ticking, and I did not have enough 

money to stay longer. 

*** 
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One day, a miracle happened. The queen finally became pregnant, and then a beautiful 

daughter was born. The queen and the king celebrated the birth by inviting all people in the 

kingdom. The king specially invited creatures from cursed forest to give lucky gifts for his 

daughter. The queen agreed but she had a requirement to only welcome beautiful creatures, no 

place for the ugly one. The king begged for exception to one creature, the ugly old witch. The 

queen nodded, but she had an ulterior motive. 

I read the book so quietly on a teak bench accompanied by flickering lamp pier.  I focused 

on each word to find clues my father left behind, but still I was clueless and tired. A walk might 

save me from this boredom, and I could also stretch my legs after two hours reading.  

The sun was rising when my eyes caught an emptiness in this pier. The pier was huge, even 

there cruise ships could anchor together in row. I just knew that people used to stay in this island, 

but for some reasons, now this place was merely a transit for ships to stop for a while.  

The reason I came here was my father. He was last seen in this place, he worked here to 

build a carnival. My mother said he used to send her money, regularly each month and the amount 

was so huge. It was enough to make me finish my college education without my mother having to 

work again. Maybe that was the reason my mother still loved him though he left her that night, 

without any proper goodbye or even a letter. 

I was ambling along the pier, when I saw a road with a huge billboard written “WELCOME 

TO SUNNYSIDE SHOW: where fairytales come alive” stood as a gate on an unnamed street. The word 

was written in Broadway font style in white background and colored orange as if the sun was 

rising. I noticed that the frame color of the billboard did not match, like it was painted several 

times. At a glance, yellow was a dominant color framing the billboard, but when I looked carefully; 

a tiny circle of green, blue, and red emerged, they was just overlapping each other, shaped like 

polka dot. When I entered the road and looked back, the corrosively iron had binged the entire 

billboard. 

An empty vessel was surrounded the street as I walked in it. Although the pines trees stood 

and grew like a blanket, the silent sneaked into me, but somehow I felt the hushed tone breathing 

in my lungs as if it knew me very well, provided me with emptiness and soundless.  
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I headed down toward an intersection, and met a dead traffic light. A jammed, chock-a-

block place popped up in my head. This street might be the one, but now it’s just an empty space. 

When there was no magnetic reason to walk in it, they simply just went out. Especially when there 

was a new street emblazoned with Victorian Street lamps headed straight to a new hotel on the 

right side. But I chose to ignore it and then  turned left, headed straight to the carnival where 

located way further than the hotel, in a secluded area, as nothing came up though I had been 

walking proximately five or six minutes.    

The illumination along this street was worse compared to the hotel. There were only some 

fluorescent orange bulbs, no street lights or blink bulbs. The lighting implied like there were not 

such a love or warmness around here. 

Actually, the hotel could easily buy the carnival to enlarge the territory, but thanks to a 

curse that possessed the carnival, it punched the gluttony so well. “Whoever Demolished Them, The 

Misfortune will Attack You” That became a headline in an old newspaper I had read. 

How could I know that? My doctor did all the research before I traveled to this island, his 

addiction with Sherlock Holmes’ novels definitely stimulated him to help me, “You have to read 

this, this, and this.” I remembered his silly face while carrying a bunch of old newspaper. 

“How do you get that? I can find by myself.” I insisted. 

“Hush.” He clipped my lips like a stapler. That’s his last word I could clearly hear before 

I wept buckets grieving of only hearing people buzzing.  

*** 

Maroon and white in candy-striped design were selected to portray the tents. They popped 

up as flowery artificial display on the side of a valley, and the giant hill stood behind the carnival 

surrounding by tress created an eerie when eyes tried to star at them.  

I reached the floral decorated gate after walking for about twenty minutes. I was amazed 

by the rubbish spoiling everywhere and nobody even cared about it, as if they had inhabited and 

enjoyed to life with it, acted naturally as it was all normal. In all likelihood they focused in their 

performance, made it more fluent and captivating. Several performer were juggling, jumping, 

stretching, and dancing. 
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While my eyes was scanning for a person, someone grabbed my shoulder, I turned back 

and saw a girl with dark-brown-long hair. “Who are you?” her white pupil eyes starred blank at 

me. 

“I-I am looking for job, I read from newspaper that this place need someone with capability 

to stay at noisy place. I think I can, I am best of it.” I smiled at her, I did not know she could catch 

my intention, but at least I have tried to be nice. 

“Follow me, I will introduce you with the owner.” She grabbed my right hand, as tightly 

as I could feel her excitement. She dragged me passing all people like she could see them with her 

walking-stick as her helper. She guided me to enter a tent, located on the left side beside the biggest 

tent.  

“Stay here, I will find her,” her lips was so fragile, dried from dehydration. There were 

things I was like to ask, but she just went out from the tent so fast like she had an urgent. While I 

was waiting on the long red bench, I watched my surrounding. There was a red curtain hanging in 

front of me with two pair of costume patched in it, and the tent size was enough to five people, but 

maybe they could not chit-chat as the fug was so strong in here.  

A women suddenly came up through the curtain, “we meet again.” She sat next to me, her 

eyes staring right to my face. 

“H…Hi…” I thought my brain had been addled by her appearance, she was her, a woman 

with his beloved Chihuahua. I could not elaborate any words, I was stuck. 

“Bima, that’s your name, right? Why are you so nervous?” 

“No, just-…just, I don’t know your name yet.” I found myself utterly bewildering. Words 

in my head were so intricate.  

“Just call me Bulan. Well, you want a job here, you have seen the requirement?” 

“Y…Yes, I think I could handle it, I…I…” Before I completed my sentence, she touched 

my right ear, “Don’t ever fool me again, and put your hearing aid… Your ear miss it.” She stared 

at me.  
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I just wanted to be nice, I-I had helped her, absolutely, I had helped to accompany her dog. 

God, please, what I had to say next? I felt dazed and disarray. My lips was glued, my body was 

covered in sweat, my stomach wanted to throw up. 

“You can start tomorrow, come at four p.m. and find my sister, the girl you saw before.” 

She smiled. She then just got out, like everything was okay, but her guile smile relentlessly implied 

fake ameliorate. She was as mysterious as she came at me in the first place.  

Retrospectively, I was in the middle of reading on the pier, intended to avoid everything. 

My plan was perfect, but suddenly she came up from nowhere, and then stared at me. It was so 

precise, she did to me this day, was a carbon copy of what she did to me yesterday, made me do 

impetuous actions. 

She came like a thunder, so sudden, striking when you was not ready, and then what you 

could only see was the light leaving you wondering. 

Bima went out from the tent, shacking, as he could not process what just happened. The 

twilight was above the sky, neon lights lit around the carnival, every performer was starting to 

show their performance. The clown was juggling luring every kids near, the pantomime mimicked 

the shape of rectangle attracting some visitors to guess, and overall the carnival spread its magic, 

mesmerizing people to come in.  

Bima did not see that, he was disoriented and ferment. He had to figure out the exact word 

to apologize. 

“I could smile even though my doctor mumbles boring jokes, I can be friend with him, and 

then he willingly help me. This place has to treat me like that. Because I am a victim after all, 

victim of this injustice world.” He murmured along the way to the motel. 

Bima was unsteady and muddle-headed, everything around him began blurring. The dead 

traffic light was copying to three, then four, then five, then he fell off. 

*** 

Magical creatures were very excited to join the party. They never think that the king was 

pleasant enough to welcome them. The unicorn came first, her fabulous furry tail swept the baby’s 

skin gently and said, “She shall have a temper as sweet as an angel.”  
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The centaur came from behind then touched the daughter bed with his gigantic axes, and 

said, “ She shall have a wonderful grace in all she does or says.” The queen smiled, she was 

grateful with the centaur gift.” 

When the centaur walked passing the baby’s bed looking for his table, emerging the most 

beauteous creatures, an elf with her gorgeous silken hair hypnotize everybody including the king 

and the queen. His white hand strokes the baby’s chick softly and said, “The princess shall be the 

most beautiful woman in the world.” 

For the long distance, a melodious voices echoed in the entire hall. A harpies came, his 

wing clapping, and when she sees the baby’s face, she dances and said, “She shall dance like a 

flower in the wind.” 

Little fairies shadowed, then they added, “She shall sing like a nightingale and play such 

music as was never heard on earth.” 

The dwarf toddled, arrived in the last minute, but the party was about to begin. He saved 

his wish after the party.  

I heard a sound like my mother telling a story in my dream, this was the first time ever 

since she left, and I was not dreaded by the nightmare. But, her voice was slightly different, it was 

more satiny and flaccid.  

 “How can I go back to the motel?” I tried to call the receptionist, and she said there was a 

woman in veil who brought me with her motorcycle. The strange woman, she came again and 

always helped me. She was the person who called an ambulance that day, and now she brought 

me to the motel when I was fainted away. I was deeply indebted to her, but how could I say thank 

you? She was so mysterious and I did not know who she was. 

The light was dim outside, and there was only a little ray across my bed. I walked to the 

mirror beside my bed watching the mess of my hair, I felt muzzy. I had to shave my beard, and… 

clean the black hair which emerged untidy. The toothbrush brushed my teeth softly as I watched 

every single move. My lips, I watched intensively. I was good at lip-reading, it increased my 

capability of listening, especially when people spoke lower than I could handle. Honestly, reading 

lips was way more exhausting than asking them to speak up. 
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*** 

Exactly four p.m. I came to the carnival, and as a welcome I guessed, a clown was juggling 

on the gate. He already put make-up on his face; his nose was painted red as well his lips, he also 

put too much powder in his face to make it whiter. What made him still normal was his pajama.   

“Sir, excuse me, do you see a blind girl around here?” I asked mildly. 

He stopped juggling, looked at me like a serial killer. He pointed out to a tent where a pink 

bunny sat on a yellow bench holding a balloon. 

“T-Thank you.” I tittered, just to break the ice. He did not seem bothered, and still 

continued playing juggling. I left the weird clown, alone, because he scared the living daylights 

out of me! 

 “Wait a minute, how can I communicate with her? I mean, she wears full costume, I can 

even see her lips.”  Thought me, I just realized that, then stopped. She was just two steps ahead of 

me. 

“Are you Mentari?” she just nodded, maybe she was talking something, and I merely was 

not sure.  

I stood like a stalker, watching her. If I tried to ask her to take off her mask, that would be 

so rude. But she was blind, so technically we were the same, in that part. 

She began taking off the bunny pink head costume, and the same fragile expression 

emerged. Her tanned skin was so perfect like she had good amount sun bathing. Part of me said I 

was dealing with a bona fide beautiful creature. She might be not as alluring and appealing as her 

sister, but her beauty seemed painted by nature. 

She stood, and grabbed her walking-stick. She touched my face, as his little right hand 

touched me, I felt his bewitching stroke, make me freeze for a moment. “Bima?” her voices came 

from nowhere, as if I could heard her voice, but it was merely a picture of what supposedly her 

vocal color, maybe gently and softly. That was a moment I realized I was daydreaming about her 

existence. 

“Yes.” 
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“I am sorry, I forget, my sister has told me about your deafness.” Somehow, her answer 

was harmless and inevitable.  

She carried me to Ferris wheel, and there was a generator behind it. I cogitated a lot of 

noisy would be produced by that machine. “Your job is quite simple, just waiting here, watching 

and make sure it’s work well.” She smiled, She then pulled my hands, guided me to a brown chair 

next to the generator located behind the Ferris wheel and pointed out to it as a sign that it would 

became my work place.  

“You watch the generator as well Ferris wheel from here. I will be here for, maybe one or 

two days, just to make sure, there was not any malfunction. I trust you Bima, if something happen, 

you can trust me.” The last sentence, she opened the mouth broader as if someone wanted to put 

an emphasis in it. 

“The time was about to come, I had to prepare myself, I will leave you for a moment, have 

a nice day, Bima.” She spoke like a child joined spelling be. That’s a nice thing everybody liked 

to forget about, to move their lips slowly. It made me easier to understand.  

“Thank you” I smirked at her, hoped she would know my admiration. 

I sit on a chair, when the first star in the sky came, and the sunlight blunted. The visitor 

began arriving to the carnival; a child with his a pair of red shoes, a women with her kids, begging 

to be permitted playing with the clown, and an ordinary couple who wanted to spent their money 

in cheap dating. She might now have been wearing her bunny costume again, and I hoped she 

would come back faster as the carnival was seething with visitors. 

For about fifteen minutes, A pink bunny arrived and pushed the button near the ticket box 

and the Ferris wheel started rotating, I was amazed she could did that without any obstacles. “How 

do you do that? Asked me before she sit in front of me, selling a bunch of balloon to announce the 

opening of Ferris wheel as well keeping her promise. 

“Do what?” she unbuckled part of her costume, so I could see her lips. 

“Moving, walking, and everything, you liked normal person if people was not pay attention 

with your walking-stick.” 
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“I’ve spent my 24 years life in here. I tried to memorize everything. That’s hard, but now 

I can adapt very well.” She smiled like usual, and sat. Now I could only see her back, but I realize 

that her bunny costume now used top hat, and wore tuxedo like a magician. 

*** 

The king looked so nervous. He observed around to find something. When the party was 

going for about one hours, suddenly the thunder clapped over and over again. The lighting stroke 

twice to the castle hall, and an old women came. She looked so angry, when she coerced the guard 

to let her enter the party, the guard stopped her cause she was late. His face turned red as a cherry, 

she pulled her magic broom and swung it, every guards flied away like dust.  

“You forget your promise.” Pointed her to the king’s face. 

“I swear, when the princess is seventeen years old, she shall prick her finger with a spindle, 

and she-shall-die!” a heavy storm blew away all people in the hall including the king and the 

queen. Then, the witch disappeared like a wind. 

The king fazed, and the queen fainted, every magical creature looked so worry as they 

could not undo the curse as the magic spell of the witch was too strong. In the middle of shock, the 

last creature, a dwarf, who did not give the gift yet said, “Do not grieve, O King and Queen. Your 

daughter shall not die. The princess shall indeed prick her finger with the spindle, but she shall 

not die. She shall fall into sleep that will last a hundred years. At the end of that time, a king’s son 

will find her and awaken her.” 

 The moon embraced the sky, swinging coldness in Bima’s heart. As he was reading the 

book silently while waiting his first day to quickly over, someone in a distance came near him. 

When he upturned, he realized that the pink bunny was gone, left him alone the entire time.  

The shadow was getting near and turned out to be Bulan. “I will tell you something,” She 

said while walking slowly headed him. His heart was trembling, as Bulan tried to grab her neck 

like she wanted to choke him. 

“What?” He was speechless, a horror was strangling in his throat. 

“Can you see my performance… first?” She smiled, then made a distance with him. 
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“O-Ok.” Bulan had jolted Bima. He kept asking her intention to himself. He was afraid of 

her, as she kept coming and going from nowhere. 

She brought Bima to the biggest, outstanding tent, where visitor attracted most to see the 

most arresting-looking fairytale princess show in the world, as it’s written on the board next to the 

entrance. Bulan chose the nearest seat to the stage for Bima, and she was gone in crammed sides, 

as usual. Bima thought that this situation was same as if someone was putting too much cheese in 

his bread, his stomach demanded him to vomit. 

When the seat was full, red curtain was slowly rolling up as a silk hair lady in white long 

ball gown came from behind. Bulan now transformed into an angel, she put mic into microphone 

standing, and started to sing. 

The lyric could not echoed in Bima’s head. Neither the background music nor melody was 

absorbed. It saddened Bima, made him remember his past. Bima had been longing to listen to jazz 

on the radio with his mother, but now he had to turn the volume up until it reached the maximum 

level, so he could heard the sound, not just humming. 

When the stage light had been overshadowed by dust, the curtain had been closed, and the 

clap was gone. Rubbish was left behind and ageing puppet was packed to the box, saved to another 

dull day. A porous hollow in that show cracked more widely inside an old and decrepit building 

waiting to collapse. The condition and the performance was so delusional. 

Though the whole performance was so angelic and superficially flawless, but the singer, 

Bulan, her heart did not belong there. She sang for nothing, when his lips was not moving, her 

experience sometimes was vacant, she just stood there, freezing. Nervous saturated her, as she was 

holding the mic tightly, afraid of blackout. 

Her performance was merely a distraction, it’s so pathetic and useless, as less people came 

to this carnival, maybe around fifteen or twenty people visiting this place. Most of them yawned, 

slept, or walked out in the middle of the show. 

Bulan came to Bima who kept sitting like obedient tamed dog. “How was my 

performance?” asked her. 
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“That’s good, can I leave now? Your beautiful voice was so… spectacular,” said Bima, 

with his flat reddish face, trying to not explode. 

Bulan then touched Bima’s face, tried to chill him. “That’s not my intention, come with 

me, I will truly tell you something right now.” Bima followed Bulan to the tent located besides the 

big-glowing-rounded circle. 

All had shut down, only Bulan and Bima walked that time. Along the way, Bima realized 

that the magical creature in the book existed in this place. The centaur axe was a part of test-your-

strange game, the harpies was a decoration on the top of the roller coaster. There were also little 

fairies statues surrounding the Ferris wheel to provide lighting. The elf was in the stage, she was 

Bulan, and lastly there was a picture of dwarf rode a dolphin on dolphin attraction. 

A tent where they had unexpected conversation now has more shinning, glowing by the 

neon. Small house lizards were ready for the dinner, as more flying white ants were coming. Bulan 

entered first, unveiled the tent, created a door to enter both of them. 

“Wait here,” said her, pointing out on the same bench where Bulan surprised Bima. “You 

have met my sister,” added her. 

“Who?” 

“Mentari, that girl, you like her?” She slowly unbuttoned her dress, her pale skin lured, 

captured Bima to leer her.  

Bima ogled her, “Yes, she is nice and friendly,” said him. 

She came at him, half undressed, “Am I nice and friendly too?” 

“Yes, you look nice and… friendly,” admired Bima, while he tried to shove up, their eyes 

was blurring distance between them. 

She intruded Bima’s self-defense, looked him, more deeply, “You want to… test the 

water?” 

“Test the water?” 

“How nice and friendly I can be,” her lips moved slower, as someone was whispering. Her 

breast was near Bima’s chest, and his heart’s trembling, ready to burst. 
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She was on the top of Bima, he could not do anything except surrender totally. He let his 

wild imagination possess himself, then in a sudden, she threw a slap into his face. “You have 

disappointed me.” 

She watched Bima, an anger was about to emerge, “GET OUT!” 

“YOU WANT THIS, I… I JUST…” 

Bima run as fast as he could. He went back to the Ferris wheel, and Mentari was waiting 

for him on the Ferris wheel, she smiled when he was getting near. She pushed his body back as he 

tried to get closer, “Bima, I knew your father.” She then smiled, again, but just seemed more 

robotic. 

“I remember when the iron was still glow, the children was shouting, laughing and crying. 

They filled the carnival with joyful. Mr. Nakula triumphantly announced “THE NEW PLACE TO GRASP 

HAPPINESS, JUST BEGIN” said her excitingly. 

“That-That’s my father, where is he? Please? Help me find him, please,” begged Bima, his 

patient was nearly over. He just wanted to quickly get out from this place.  

“As the return?” Asked her, then smiled, or rather mimicked a smile face. 

 “Everything, I will do everything.” Bima Insisted. 

“I know there is a sick dolphin, it costs a lot money to cure it, help me to kill it. You can 

do that?” She smiled again, but now, a devil flipped, her true form had revealed. 

 “O-Okay.” Bima was afraid of her. She had something undercover her innocence and 

smile. 

 Bima followed her into a big water tank inside dolphin attraction. It was huge, but water 

was awash half of them. “Don’t forget to use it.” She gave him a dagger, then walked away, smiled 

and waved good-bye.  

Bima right hand clasped the dagger tightly, then he dived into the tank, there was couple 

of dolphins swimming in a circle. As Mentari said that the sick one was going under the tank, Bima 

dived deeper, and found it right on the corner of the tank. The dolphin dodged every time Bima 
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trying to stab in the neck. It parried to the left, and Bima countered to the right. Finally, he caught 

it in the neck, when the dolphin stamina reached the limit, and brought it out, 

“NO…NO…!” Bima was chopping off his head by stabbing it over and over again, 

“What… have I done?” He cried, tears burst from his red eyes, and nose. “What have…I done?” 

he stopped chopping, moved back and shocked. The tank now turned red, Bima could see the head 

topples, expressionless. “What have I… done?” said him last time while taking a deep breath. 

“Bulan, then Mentari, why? They had played with my feeling, why?” thought him. 

The dagger edge was dripping down blood. Bima was shaking, almost fainted. “Damn, 

Damn, DAMN!” Cursed him. He don’t get any logic answer for this mess-up situation, and he 

accepted to do that horrible action.  

He would find Mentari and confront her to tell where his father. He run to the back door, 

the dark wood buoyed him when he was outside. A light glared right in his eyes, someone with 

flashlight tried to give a signal like Morse code, he shaded his eyes quickly. He broke into sprint, 

tried to catch it, but as soon as the darkness completely surrounded him, the light disappeared.  

In the middle of panic, someone grabbed his hands, he turned left, and a woman in veil 

emerged from darkness. 

“Why did you do that?” It was Bulan, she moved the flashlight to her face, so he could 

easily recognize her. “Y-Your sister, Mentari, made me do that.” Bima was astonishing by the fact 

that Bulan was her, the woman who kept helping him. 

She pulled him into her motorcycle, they then got out to footpath. She cantered like a pro, 

avoided any obstacles in front of them easily. Turning left and right, diving every hill, trees, and 

bend, she did all so easily. When the road was clearer, the street was so familiar to them, a street 

that headed to the hotel. 

The Victorian street lamp definitely put a theme in the street, a perpetually nostalgic design 

which kept coming. Then, as they were getting near, a huge building, lookalike a sky tower from 

bottom, brought its magic to Bima’s eyes.  

“You stay here, I will reserve a room for us.” They dismounted at the parking outside the 

hotel. Bulan then come inside, left Bima alone and wet in the windy twilight. 
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She was back with a key room, then threw it to Bima. “I will come back.” Said her while 

riding her motorcycle and gone to the wood. Bima nodded, without asking many things of how all 

things become so stranger. He definitely just nodded obediently like a dog – a nice, calm dog. He 

could do nothing except entering the room, 301. He took a shower, changed clothes that from 

nowhere popped up in the bed. 

Someone opened the door. A service boy served a bowl of chicken soup and a cup of hot 

chocolate. “Room services, Sir,” said a man wearing a brown suit. Bima was ravenously hungry, 

he grabbed the tasteful dishes quickly, and ate it. 

“This hotel looks so quiet, have everyone slept now?” said him, while slurping his soup. 

“No sir, we used to have a lot of guests.” The man still stood, facing Bima.”It’s all because 

of that shitty carnival. There all my tips goes,” add him.  

“What do you mean?” Bima stopped eating, now his curiosity led him to listen the man, 

forgetting his hunger. 

“This hotel supposes to reach its glory, as one of tallest buildings on the world. But now 

this place is just waiting to die. The toxic of carnival, the rumor kill us.” His tone rose, as the face 

slowly reddened. 

“What is the rumor? It’s about haunted carnival?” Bima thought he already knew about 

that story. 

“More sinister, Sir, people talking that there is a cult there – a cannibal cult.” He cleaned 

the dishes, as Bima finished his eating. 

“I am sorry, I don’t have any tips for you.” Said Bima 

“No problem, Sir.” The man smiled then left. Bima was now alone, “I need explanation,” 

though him while closing his eyes.  

*** 

I walked on a pedestrian at the night, alone. That’s familiar house on the right hypnotizing 

me to open the door ajar. An appealing-painted rose wreath in the center of the door welcomed 

me. As I walked entering the house, I saw a women in red veil and my mother. She and my mother 
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fought over a book, tugged at each other. I run to help my mother, but I slipped, we both fell down. 

I heard a bump from left, when I saw it, the blood from my mother’s head and mine were covered 

the floor, we both sideswiped the table behind us. 

“MOMMM,” I was awake, screamed as loud as I could. Bulan was there, yes, because of 

her, I lost my mother and my hearing. She was the source of my problem. I finally remembered it. 

That day I was very excited to tell my mother that I would work in a company I had dreamed 

about, but she turned everything upside down, my sunniest day became the gloomiest day in my 

life. 

A delicate window with painted blue flower border on the frame did not look eaten by time, 

it was standing perpetually at the corner of the room. I took a look-see at the shadow of a big tree 

behind that, so fragile even light wind could scoot it off. Just as much I tried to connect all the 

things, the ethereal situation liked punch me to the bottom of sorrow. 

I was staring, watching, and daydreaming for so long, until the sun probably placed on the 

top of the trees. Now the green leaves emerged, all the color emerged, all things had emerged, but 

I wanted to just disappear from this shitty life.  

Somebody unlocked the door, but I did not have any energy to just move my body. Bulan 

came in and sit on a chair next to the sofa. “How can you enter this room?” I asked, as I 

remembered I have locked the door. 

“I have a duplicate key,” said her. 

“I’m so impressed, you can do anything- wait the minute, I have something, a wish… Can 

you revive my mother?” 

A mysterious eerie grabbed my neck, slowly absorbed as I was imagining myself to be 

cold-blooded serial killer man who strangled her, and watched her begging to save her life. Just 

for relief myself. 

“Hmph. You can blame me, but I won’t cry out loud or beg for your forgiveness… If your 

mother’s still alive, ask her purpose of creating that fucking book.” Her smile was pushed to make 

me chill, but GODDAMN, she was so fucking annoying. Did she know my struggle? Did she even 

try to at least peek from my perspective?  
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 “We live in imperfection, but we demand a perfection, we bought thing that promise a 

better thing, not worse. I have to keep my family reputation, all thing have to stay perfect. This 

place is dying, this is my responsible to end it.”  She added. 

“Where is my father? I just want to meet him.” That’s the last question I could ask this 

time. I was too tired to make any objection.  

 “Meet me in the motel lobby at twelve o’clock, I will tell you where he is.” She then left 

me, before she closed the door, she turned back and said, “Don’t worry with the hotel bill.” 

“FUCK YOU” I pulled and closed my body with blanket. 

*** 

Bima checked out from hotel in afternoon. He decided to see the carnival for the last time, 

before he left with his father. On the way to the intersection, Mentari was standing there. Why she 

was in there and what she wanted to do, Bima did not ever care about it. He just passed Mentari, 

headed straight to the carnival. 

“That’s good job, Bima.” Bima chose to ignore her, passing by with no word to tell. 

She made him do terrible things, and now she acted like everything was fine, her innocent 

mask already revealed. She was the worst compared to any nightmare Bima was ever in it. 

She pulled him back, turned him around, so he could see Mentari face, she then starred 

with her blankness at Bima intensively like Bima was the bad guy here. She was the one who 

deserved the title. 

“Don’t ignore me” 

“DON’T IGNORE ME!” 

“I can heard your footstep, your stink wet already smell from a far.” Mentari’s face was 

reddish, going to explode. 

 “What do you want?” answered Bima. He tried to be nice and polite, just to avoid any 

trouble she might do it. 
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“Why do you try to steal my sister? Why?” She shacked his body, tears burst from her 

eyes. Somehow, Bima felt pity about her, but what she had done to him, it’s just too much for 

forgiveness.  

“What do you mean? I don’t steal anything, you and your sister, I just want to find my 

father, WHERE IS HE!” he screamed. 

She then stopped dragging his collar, she just there, froze like statue. Bima turned back, 

He needed to calm. He went to the motel instead. 

*** 

The king prevented anything which could possibly harm his beautiful daughter. He 

commanded that all spindles should be burned, but it was all in vain. One day when the princess 

was seventeen years old, the king and queen left her alone in the castle. She wandered about the 

palace and found a little room in the top of a castle. There was an old woman – her face had 

covered in wrinkles.  

“What are you doing, good old woman?” asked the princess. 

“I am spinning, my pretty child.” 

“How do you do it? Let me see if I can spin too.” 

She had just taken the spindle in her hand, when, in some way, it pricked her finger. The 

princess dropped down on the floor, sleeping in an eternity. The old lady turned to a witch, she 

laughed, and transformed into crow, then brandished away.   

The king and queen came back to find that her sister now was sleeping in an eternity, 

waiting a true love kiss to awake her. The queen cried, she was the culprit who made the witch 

angry. She chose to take suicide, and jumped from the cliff for her sin. The king lost his sanity, and 

then drunk poison to kill himself. 

The story was over, some of the pages was ripped. Bima closed the book, tried to reveal 

the secret Bulan wanting to destroy. At the end, he was clueless. Bulan was the only key left to 

unlock the hidden door he was seeking for so long.  
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As the sunbeam was fading away, Bima took a walk headed to motel entrance. That night 

was silent, all things was dark, no one was outside, just him, only… him. He waited for Bulan in 

a chill reminder that he had to prepare everything. His heart was about to explode. He wanted his 

father, he needed him, he dreamed about life with someone who could trust, a family that helping 

each other without taking advantages.  

Bulan came, she with her leather jacket, tight jean, and two helms. She transformed into a 

motor bike rider. She was an angel, gorgeous lady in the carnival, but outside, she showed her 

wild, strong look; a look was based on the polarity of the two different characters. She looked more 

confident now, like she had released from chains of rhythm. She was truly a soloist, who life 

independently. What Bima really understood, she faked herself in order to please people in 

carnival. 

“Let’s go, we don’t have much time.” She gave Bima one of the helmets. 

“Where will we go?” Bima asked curiously. 

“To the top of the hill.” She steered in max speed on uphill road, continued climbing up to 

an old house. The tress that surrounding it, protected from the gaze of the eye. Inside, there was 

an old man with infuse on his left hand, he slept like a baby.  

“That’s your father. I’ll wake him up.” She touched the man’s face gently, as if he was a 

glassware. The man opened his sluggish eyes that used to hold a firm gaze. Part of his face; the 

define jaw and pointed nose were same with Bima. He looked older than he should be, his brown 

skin hands with so much prominent artery liked talking to Bima that his father had done a lot of 

hard work.  

Bima could not imagine taking care of his father. His father now was so weak, even he 

struggled to rise his hands. He now was a dependent old man who could not even get off bed. He 

was a wolf when he was young, a lecher who haunted glory with his strength. Now he’s a parasite 

to Bima and all creatures near him. 

Bima was frozen, he knew he could not help him. Taking care of him was a big responsible 

to Bima right now. Bima could not handle it. Bima sat next to him exhaustedly, slowly he watched 

every wrinkles in his father’s face.  



 

22 
 

He wanted to ask anything, but couldn’t think anymore. His father was staring at him, 

probably wanted to say something, but he was too weak to do that. Bima was in sorrow, his only 

hope was gone, disappeared forever. 

“Bima, do you want to know the end of the story” Bulan broke the silence between them. 

“Why? Because you want to admit that you are the one who rip off the book” Bima sounded 

mad. All things he had done; fake smile, helping and follow them, be nice person to them. It did 

not work. The world was sick for him.  

“That’s the ending, it’s all about my family, and your mother wrote the book to punish us, 

of course I will destroy it. She thinks I am the bitch who steal her husband.” 

 “Maybe you are really a bitch.” Bima looked so angry. A flame of revenge was rising into 

his eyes. 

Bulan did not bother of what Bima just said. She continued what she wanted to say before. 

Tell them the damn story about your shitty family life. Oh... the reader would be excited with that. 

“One day, there is a king walking by, he looked a harpies flied into an abandoned castle. 

The king knocked hoping to be let in by someone, but no one answered and he decided to climb 

in with a ladder. He found a beautiful princess seated on a velvet throne. He found that princess 

alive but unconscious…” Bulan stopped, her eyes started to cry. 

“What’s next?” suddenly Bima was so curious. He thought that the prince would kiss the 

princess, and they would happily ever after. 

“He raped her, and the princess gave birth twins – named Sun and Moon.” 

Bima was thinking hard, Sun and Moon, mean Mentari and Bulan in Indonesian language. 

He realized, what if Mentari and Bulan… 

“Don’t think too much, the princess was my mother, and she was raped by my father, then 

he forced her to marry him. Your mother know it.” She added, “You know why she obsesses with 

us? We, are your sisters. She hates us, and she wants your father to stay away for his freak family.”   

Bima was flabbergasted, Bulan and Mentari were his siblings.  Before Bima was even 

processing all things suddenly a shadow was gaining to both Bulan and Bima.  
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“What are you doing here?” It was Mentari, “Sister, why you told him? He supposes not 

to know.” She pointed at Bima, then slammed the door. Only her crying echoed along the hill 

street. 

“What?” Bima shocked, he tried to process all things. Mentari pointed out at him, she 

pointed out at him. She pointed out like she could find the person. 

“She is blind, right?” asked Bima to Bulan.  

 “What do you mean?” Answered Bulan, she seemed thinking something. Her hand spun 

her hair, a worried look was came up from her face. 

Bima look upon the brown-red roof. He though something. Mentari blindsided him, she 

has fooled Bima for the entire time. “So, she is…” before Bima tried to conclude, Bulan pushed 

him for the chair, and grabbed his hand as if something was rush. 

“Follow me, if you want to know about what really happening. Your father is fine here.” 

She reached out her hands, tried to invite. He could not think anymore, now he just followed, tried 

to trust her. They run back to the carnival. 

“We have to stay quiet…” She lectured him, as they were running down to the carnival. 

*** 

An altar was held in front of the Ferris wheel, a girl in red hoot was coming up. “Now… 

This time, our sacrifice, let’s pray together.” She was holding her hand as if she was praying, then 

chanted a spell, “Protect us from the devil!” The other people followed. 

A coffin then was brought by two giant people from behind. They used black suit as if they 

was part of a funeral.  They put the coffin in front of the girl, odor suddenly spread as the coffin 

was opening, a rotten dolphin meat raised, it was the dolphin that Bima killed. Then all people 

there blatantly ate that gross meat. They laughed, danced, as they won a lottery. They all covered 

in blood. They was transforming into wild animal. 

“Is it that cannibalism cult look alike?” Thought Bima, he remembered of what the service 

boy had told. This sick carnival was full of sick people who was eating like hungry carnivore.  
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Suddenly, having finished eating all the gross meat, they vomited, and one by one fell 

down. That girl had massacred the entire people in the carnival. Then she poured gasoline to their 

corpse. 

Bulan gave Bima a letter then she run to them. She lit a match and threw away to them. 

They were burning. The fire was big, it quickly caught the tent. Bulan just burned down the entire 

carnival, and the girl in the hood was Mentari. 

Before the fire got bigger. Bulan shouted to Bima. From the dark forest, Bima could only 

see Bulan spoke – R-U-N. Bima run, never saw back, he just run until reach the motel door. He 

slammed the door, closed, and packed all stuff. 

He checked out when everybody astonished by the fire coming from the carnival. Bima 

run to the bench near the pier. He waited there until morning. 

*** 

My mother and father started this, they created a fake rumor, so people will be afraid of 

trying to sabotage this place. But when my mother tried to stop this bullshit, those people killed 

her. My father now lived in asylum because of them. Your father replaced him as they are twin, so 

nobody notices. 

When I told your mother about this, about your father, she was mad at me, and that’s thing 

happen. I am so sorry, I want to say this when we met in the ship, but you forget me. I am so sorry, 

I know it will never enough, but I just could say sorry for everything. 

We just wanted to take revenge. My sister and I fooled them to think that there is a ghost. 

I do not expect, she will use you to do my part. I am the one who have to kill that dolphin, not you.  

Your father will be safe with us. I will take care of him. You still have life, go find your 

dream. You are not weak. I believe you, Bima. 

Bima saw the letter, he was now completely alone. He watched the sun, and cried from his 

heart for the first time in his life. He would come back to save his last family from agony. He could 

not say anything except a pray for himself to be brave. 

The end 
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REFLECTIVE PAPER 

Introduction 

In daily life, we are familiar with what so called disability, it comes on television, on the 

soap opera, and on news. Every media has been told their story, and we can take a glimpse on how 

their life look alike. Nowadays in each news programs, we could also see a person on the bottom 

corner doing sign language to help people with hard-of-hearing. Government seems to really take 

a serious step to keep their eyes on people with disability. Their facilities and needs, the 

government look put efforts to make equal with people without disability. 

In literature, stories mentioning people with disability actually has emerged since 1950s 

through drama Awal dan Mira by Utung Talang Sontani, with one of the character, Mira, has 

mobility disability. Novel series, Ronggeng Dukuh Paruk (1982, 1985, and 1986) by Ahmad 

Tohari, come up later also have a character who at the end become tuna grahita (people with 

mental health disability). However, people with disability mostly emerged as an object rather than 

subject on both literature. For example, Awal and Mira, which seeing physical disability as the 

challenge of love and loyalty (Dara, 1-2).  

Moreover, people with disability usually come up mostly in love or family theme in media 

and television program. I think other popular genre will fit as a bridge to target young reader and 

broadly people in general instead of using those genres. Crime fiction, horror, and suspense, genre 

that always pops up in bookshelf. From Sherlock Holmes until Stephen King, those things never 

die, there are readers who fond of, and waiting new titles emerge. 

For those reasons, it bring me to create short story using people with disability as main 

character combined with popular ingredient of crime fiction, horror and suspense.  

Creating story through organic process  

When I begin to write my outline, I get difficulties in portraying people with disability, 

what struggle they might get and how they see the world. Then I read two journals about people 

with disability in literature, both are made by Reisa Dara R. and Mukhanif Yasin Yusuf. They did 

research on Biola Tak Berdawai by Seno Gumira Ajidarma, and Layang-Layang Putus by 

Maarsharto Alfathi. I got conclusion that people with disability still receive discrimination though 
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they have done some achievements to society. This problem always seems underground, in fact, 

until now this issue is still happening. Both researches also tell me that those novels can picture 

their problem, stereotype, and struggle more deeply and precise. Despite of the fact that the author 

of Layang-Layang Putus, has low vision life similar to the protagonist, using people with disability 

as the main character is the right choice to show their problem in society, enrich the tension, and 

avoid making cardboard character. 

Those researches also supplied me with materials which can be used to fill my main 

character, Bima, related to his need, weakness, morality, and desire. It also gave me the struggle 

Bima might face as a new hard-of-hearing person. 

After reading those researches, I got bad headache. It pushes me to stop making my outline 

story. As I took medication and went to hospital. I could see and learn about how people handle 

their disease. When I had to go to eyes clinic, I observed people who had their one eye removed. 

Losing one of our senses is not easy, they have to adapt, and more precisely accept. As I imagined 

myself when doctor said about my right eyes condition, I could feel how people struggle when 

they lost one of their sense. This inspired me to create the situation of my main character, Bima, 

how he had to face the fact that now he is partialy deaf. The upside down of his life after he receives 

the news from doctor about his current condition. 

In the middle of my break, I also read a Line Webtoon entitled Flawless, who one of the 

protagonist named Elios is visually impairment, and manga entitled Koe no Katachi which the 

central theme is about deafness. Through reading this Webtoon and manga, I understood that 

people who have disability, their body will naturally improve one of other senses. It could be 

hearing or smelling, and also Koe no Katachi opened my knowledge to create the relationship 

between my characters, Bima, Bulan, and Mentari. 

 To get more deeply how people with hard-of-hearing communicate, I read a bunch of 

online articles. Then I choose to use lips-reading as how Bima will communicate with other. Lips-

reading is not easy, however society still consider it as if a person with hard-of-hearing is good at 

it, and it means everything will be fine. However, in fact lips-reading causes many problems such 

as if the speaker talks faster, or the conversation begin too crowded as people try to speak at the 

same time. 
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However, though I have gotten a bunch of information, I could not just put it all into my 

story, I had to choose and select it.  So I decided to combine my story with Sleeping Beauty by 

Brothers Grimm.  The fairytale will be my bridge to tell the background story of Bulan and Bima’s 

family. This side story is my attempt to make my story compelling as well as to keep the secret 

until the climax of the story. 

Entering the story, I think the challenge part of creating story is to get a good hook or 

opening scene, to connect plot and to build character. When I watched some movies and read some 

novels, I noticed that every single work has something similar which I had to find. It is called 

premise, the essence of story to connect all things to build steadily until then end. Through a book 

entitled The Anatomy of Story, I found the answers to this problem. 

John Truby in his book The Anatomy of Story stated that telling a great story is not easy, 

writer however run up against tremendous obstacles, one of the obstacles in the common 

terminology most writers use to think about story. Terms like “rising action,” “climax,” 

“progressive complication,” and “denouement are so broad and theoretical, at the same time 

meaningless (6-7). Through his book, he gives a new understanding about what and how story 

should built: 1. Premise and designing principle; 2. Character Web; 3. Moral Argument. 

Premise is what our story about stated in one sentence, and designing principle is how the 

story will work. For my story, my premise and the designing principle are: (1.) premise: by 

uncovering mysteries in a carnival, a hard-of-hearing (deaf) man learns to face world with honest. 

(2.) Designing principle: A deaf man tries to solve mysteries in a carnival. As the plot is moving, 

the mysteries are getting bigger and confusing for the hero. 

Previously, I created character by listing all the trait of each of them, however, this 

technique do not give myself to really get a connection in each characters. Through Character 

Web, I learnt that characters are connected to each other, they define each other in four major 

ways: by story function, archetype, theme, and opposition. This book also told me that hero or 

main character is only one, although there are some stories seem using more than one hero such 

as in love story, there is one character who is a little more central than the other (Truby 71). 

Through this process, although it is more stressful and complicated, I can really find a 

connection between my characters with my premise and designing principle. The central problem 
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of being disability, how Bima thinks about other main character as well as other people’s 

perspective toward Bima. This process took me into conclusion about lying, is someone ever 

justified in using lies and illusion to get acceptance, truth, and power? 

In order to create my plot, I chose to take one of the techniques in this book that is Moral 

Argument Technique: Balance Moral Argument with Plot. As balancing moral argument and story 

structure will create a good tool to deliver message without making the character become a 

mouthpiece for a message. This book pointed that I have to make sure my ending. If the ending is 

fix, no matter what street I choose, I know where it will end. 

In the end, the most challenging in creating a story is not just gathering the information, 

finding the data, and interviewing people to enrich the character building. I think, what many 

writers forget is how to arrange them into a single story that build steadily until the end. As the 

writer, we do not have to give many facts, cite theory to support our argument of something, as 

the writer, our real challenge is how to deliver our idea about something into a piece of story, and 

make them compelling to our reader. 

Conclusion 

As a student of Faculty Language and Art who took Creative Writing major story, creating 

a short story as a final project taught me many things. My first thought about writing story is sitting 

on a bench, waiting an idea to appear, then just write it. Part of it is true, but the execution of this 

idea is that really matter. To make good idea remain good, writer has to execute it through his 

knowledge.  To be a writer does not mean just master writing, precisely he has to know many 

things. Reading and writing, I learn that those things are related to each other. 

I had to gather and search many information, select, and then tell it in a compelling way. 

John Truby’s book, The Anatomy of Story, really helped me to build my story. There are many 

things I learned from that book, one of it that really affected me to increase my knowledge and 

also my reminder is the story must feel organic to the audience; it must seem like a single thing 

that grows and builds to a climax. If you want to become a great storyteller, you have to master 

this technique to such a high degree that your characters seem to be acting on their own, as they 

must, even though you are the one making them act that way. (Truby 7) 
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