
  



Have you ponder about life in this way?  

 

As we grow up, we graduate from play things to money issues. We come to lose 
a sense of ourselves as we join the crowd. We come to busy ourselves but to feel 
nothing worthy. We come to query.  

 

We go through the mindless routines and we tolerate them. We question them 
but we never break away. We wonder if life holds a purpose but we let it slips. 
We let the norm remains the norm.  

 

We let all these be till one person shakes it up and breaks the rules by flying high 
in a different sense from the society.  

 

What bravery to risk a bright future, we all wonder. But still at the beginning, we 
would critic, what exactly is going through the person‟s head, is he or she going 
insane? Why, what and how, questions in our heads that nobody would be able 
to solve it for us.  

 

How would we be true to ourselves, as so many wise men have advised us to? 
Do we really have what it takes to pursue our dreams? Is living in the moment 
reserves just for a handful?  

 

All these questions running in my head when I am 19, so I write to make sense 
of it. I write in lines that would speak to me.  

 

From seeing how work is drudgery to working in a position that I love. From 
fighting judgments to being myself. From falling in love to wondering about the 
issues of the world. All these, I write them down because I hope to make sense 
of them.  

 

Perhaps I am nearer to or further away from the truth. This, I‟m still learning. 
But I keep on searching and continue to do what I love to do.  

 

I hope you would, too, one day, find the answers to the questions in your life.  

 Hui Ying 



The girl behind all this ... 
 
At the age of 20, I have some important decisions to make, do I go on to 
university, or do I start working? I look into the lives of the adults around me 
for guidance; they spend their youths working 8 hours, 5 days a week at a job 
that they didn‟t love. Could this be the fate for all of us, I ask myself. Is there 
really all that is to life? What is life anyway? 
 
The future of life, at the point of time, holds a monotonous image. What am I 
meant to be doing in my life, what am I passionate about and wish to do it for 
the rest of my life? Why does everyone want me to makes life-long decision 
when I‟m barely into the society? There are questions that need answering badly 
but nobody around me could give me an explanation. All they did are to advise 
me to go to university, get a good job and earn good money. 
 
So I start looking for answers myself. I begin to read blogs and books on how to 
live my live to the fullest. I follow the blogs of people who live their dreams and 
share their experience of how they do it. At the point in my life, I need badly to 
experience what being alive is. And the magic phrase that keeps appearing is to 
live in the moment. Yes, to live in the moment, what would I do, if I only have a 
few months left on this world? Only one thing comes into my mind, I want to 
see the world. No, I have to see the world. Just traveling and nothing else. 
 
So I did. 
 
I wake up every morning in a foreign land. This forces me to make conscious 
decisions in my day to day living. When I travel, it‟s not only about ticking 
activities and places off the tourist “must-do” or “top ten things to do” list, it is 
also about getting in touch with my self, the me that I have suppressed in order 
to ride the societal wagon. During my travel, I have time, a lot of time in fact, to 
stay alone quietly. I have time to sit in the local coffee shop to watch the people 
walk past as I take a sip my hot coffee. I could take the time to appreciate the 
whiteness of the cup, to feel the curve of the ear of the coffee cup, to immerse 
in the smell and taste of the coffee. All this, without the madness to get to 
anywhere. Of course, there are crazy times of catching the night buses or even 
the morning buses but more of my journey is about slowing down the pace of 
life in order to connect with people and myself and become more aware of my 
surroundings. One thing I realize, I am blessed for I have the good fortune to 



travel when I‟m young. I have a good life: I am born in the country of prosperity 
and I have the freedom to choose what I want to do in my life. I am 
tremendously blessed and grateful for all that is given to me. And the story of 
my life continues until today. Even when I don‟t travel as much, I am still living 
in the moment, being conscious of my actions and dedicating my life to learn 
more about leading a great yet sustainable lifestyle. Today, I document all this 
on my blog. 
 
I hope you would enjoy this poetry book. I hope my story would perhaps 
encourage you to look a little more into life to work towards what you love, 
especially if it is for a common good. During my travel and even in my life 
generally, I receive much goodwill of many kind people, so I decide to pass this 
kindness forward by giving what I could. 
 
Though having said so, if you support my work and wish for me to continue, I 
would appreciate if you could make a kind donation. I spend a most of my 
resources on creating art, traveling and educating myself. Even though it seems 
like I travel extensively for my age relatively, I never splurge during my travels, I 
limit myself to spending less than a couple of hundreds during each travel. 
 
It would also be great if you could simply pass the goodwill forward by sharing 
this with your friend. Otherwise, you could connect with me via Facebook, 
either my blog„s FB page or my personal FB account, or via twitter and share 
your story with me. I believe an act of kindness is not merely involve with 
monetary value (though it is something that I need right now for me to go 
further in my pursuit of arts), so feel free to make the connection via Facebook 
or email at puahhuiying@gmail.com or even treat me to a good healthy meal. I 
would appreciate all sincere acts of generosity and connection. Look forward to 
hearing from you. 
 
 
 

At the age of 24 and closer to the answers of my questions, maybe anyway :D 
Hui Ying 

http://wingfootprint.wordpress.com/
https://www.paypal.com/sg/cgi-bin/webscr?cmd=_flow&SESSION=myYqprYl6Hl1QJUreWmZF_cR0hB8Ke1jH3s2KiyDP7NfgsiOGZP_El_CX2u&dispatch=50a222a57771920b6a3d7b606239e4d529b525e0b7e69bf0224adecfb0124e9b61f737ba21b0819827f0298a8d8382cff5df9729c4c3c2b2
https://www.facebook.com/wingsfootprint
https://www.facebook.com/wing.puah
https://twitter.com/wing_phy


 
 
 
 
Work  

 

The Distortion Of Hate 2 
Life In Mechanical A To Z 3 
The Rain Of Insanity  4 
The Fracture 5 
In A Hourglass 6 
I‟m A Machine 7 
The Two Paths 8 
Glory Of A Zookeeper 9 
She Turns Away 11 
The Impish Cat 12 
The Passing Wind 13 
A Job Switch  14 
December Rain 15 
The End Of A Heartfelt Journey 16 

  

Struggle Of My Existence   

What I Choose To Be 18 
The Reason Of My Existence 19 
For The Year To Come 22 
My Fun Contradicts 23 
My Dreams Of The Deep 24 
Beautiful Beast 26 
My Changes, Your Disdain 27 
We Are Killing Ourselves 28 
The Domino Effect 29 
Just A Fool 30 
You Have Drowned My Screams 31 
Then One Day 32 
Because Their Love Build Walls 33 
Sorry Is ….  34 
Woe To The Purpose 35 
To Love The Hate 36 
It‟s A Repetition Of Revolution 37 
The Gift For Not Being Me 38 
The Mourning Begins 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

39 



 
 

 
  

My Reality  

The Double-Edged Words 42 
Respire, My Words 43 
I Have My Words To Defend 44 
We Are Twisted 45 
We Are All Blind. All. Blind. 46 
When The Eyes Diminish 47 
The Arcane Matters 48 
The Battle Of The Minds 49 
La-la-la, Let‟s Get Insane 50 
The Truth Everyone Denys 51 
Life Calibrated 52 
This Scientific Truth Of Life 53 
Maybe You‟ll Get It In Your Next Life 54 
  

Towards A Great Life  

The Landscape Of Hearts 56 
The Ranger In The Desert 57 
The Notre Dame 58 
A Good Lady Walks 59 
The Sight Of Magic 60 
Life Of A Dew 61 
The Journey Through Time 62 
A Day With Nature 64 
Alive 65 
Child Again 66 
The Song For Life 67 
Simple Advice 68 
Count My Blessings 69 
My Miracle Web 70 
Indifferent Differences 71 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
Heart’s Affairs  

 

The Race To Run 73 
Our Fate Have Intertwined 74 
The Way You Are 75 
Be My Man Tonight 76 
Loneliness Of 6500 Miles 77 
One Last Heart Break 78 
Behind This Wall 79 
We Are More Than Perfect 80 
A Silly 81 
The Promise 82 
The Goodbye We Withhold 83 
A Messy Entanglement 84 
Lovers In Their Rightful Places 85 
The Letter For You 86 
A Tribute To The Moon 87 
Confession Of The Night 88 
Tell Me, What Good Is Of Love 89 
The Night Repressed 90 
The Writer‟s Joke 91 
Like A Photo That Fades 92 
I Fall 93 
If You Open Me Up 94 
The Key Finder 95 
  

 
The Other Realities  

 

Growing Up 97 
Tattoo 98 
The Beauty of A Thousand Years 99 
The Garba-Men 100 
Their Promises, We Pay 101 
A Call From Your Best Friend 103 
The Rain Has Something To Say 106 
The Important Tea  

 

  



 1



  

 

 

The papers, documents and all‟re  
piling up, they say I have to complete. 
Never one day that it would go. 
A faraway place my mind stretches for.   

 

Whatever happens to my life right now?  
Do work, do work, do the work.  
Scolding and ranting, every little bits out 
and jutting. Dear child, who are you standing?  

 

Who is this, who I see? You look at me  
with those hollow eyes. No life form, not anymore.  
Kid, dear no, it can‟t be you,  
You can‟t be me, surely can‟t be.   
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The white collar types away 
punching in from A to Z. 
Nothing is of a lyrical sense 
and all he wants is to dance. 

 

Those five days, from nine to five, 
he is all in all an office drone. 
Life doesn‟t start till things get wild. 
All he wants is to dance. 

 

Late at night, dancing is all he wants. 
“Oh charming, What ye doing all alone?” 
“There‟s nothing much I want now. Just 
looking for someone to love tonight.” 

 

There he goes with the girl to have fun. 
“Oh, my girl, you give me life. 
Tonight I feel so good and you‟re a dear, 
but when the sun comes, nothing is so clear.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Boy, oh boy, why say so? 
Our love is nothing but a flirt. 
Tomorrow you‟ll go back to your life.” 
“You know nothing. I‟ve never felt alive” 

 

But didn‟t he have so much to ought 
to be glad? All the riches and the might. 
Power at work and flock of girls. 
He has all a guy could wish. 

 

Money. Girls. And good body. 
But he all he wants 
is his life. Not this shit 
from A to Z and nine to five. 

 

But that‟s how he pays his bills.  
His work would go on, 
predictable without life. 
All in all, an office drone.  
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Away from work, sheltered in life, 
I ponder at the symphony of the sky.  

 

Everyly, very differently. This storm 
smashes 
with the grumbling of an old man. 

 

Undergrowth stays sparse and silent 
remaining remotely unfazed. 

 

Rain pushes down and sways the flight, 
we all just want a place to respite. 

 

I‟m soaking up the wind 
on the nakedness of my skin. 

 

Clinging to the latch, pondering 
why aren‟t I out playing? 
 

A weird state of consciousness I am in. 
The rain has given things massive puke 
of life. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Black toadstool sitting on a hair 
and walking brinjal sulks. 

 

Grouchy tent and lazy tea 
are all staring at the bakery. 

 

Lonely rainbow beaks pointing upwards. 
Those brown specks of feathers in singularity. 

 

Rhythm of the cogs 
in a hypnotic trance. 

 

Whatever am I blabbering 
in this lonely rainy afternoon? 
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That day I fall, a bad way it is.  
Collar bones on the film, broken,  
disconnected and just jutting a little out of place.  
 
Six months afterwards, the crack is healed.  
But the soul I could never reach 
yearning for some departure from  
my daily routine.  
 
Long gone, it is.  
Fleeing,  
the parcel of life, 
rob  
away from me.  
 
Pray to the power that could heal 
for I could never be,  
would never 
be able once more be complete,  
not with the soul that grieves.  

 

 

5



  

 

 

Inverted, upright, inverted, 
control not by I. 

All I could do is to watch 
as the sand 

trickles, 

 

second 
by 

second, 

 

from the feet, then up to the waist, 
burying me, 

slowly 

 

second 
by 

second. 

 

How long would it be? 
Second by second, 

what drudgery 
from my feet to my waist, 

till the second 
it drowns me. 
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break.  
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This is a path strewn with flourishes, 
dictated with charms of economy 
and led by the zing of green. 
The sturdiness of life depends on this. 
 
This is the path I walked. 
Of course, isn‟t it obvious? 
Straight road to Aces, 
highway to success. 
 
With a gradual slope, 
reinforces with arrows pointing 
towards the school of thought. 
How could I ever say no? 
 
The stable income adorns 
with all those incentives abound. 
An easy life ahead, they announce, 
a road of comfort I head. 
 

 

 

 

I‟m borne and I live 
or so I believe. 
Following what others preach 
with their intentions well. 
 
Isn‟t this path the easiest? 
This should be the best 
for so many to be staying put. 
Why would I want to choose not? 
 
There never is too much of an agony. 
Flowers blooming all year round 
and with rain so light, 
I would never see a storm. 
 
Easy life it has been. 
Satisfied I should be. 
This has to be the way 
as so many people say. 
 
But why, I couldn‟t comprehend 
the dark voice in my head 
prodding me to endorse 
my innate desire for a hurricane? 
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Like the old tree that has fallen. 
Obsolete and repulsive, 
I couldn‟t shine no matter how I try. 
 

Like the crow that has been cursed. 
Ignored and abhorred, 
I am abolished into the lowest rank. 

 

I did what I could and yet they reprimand. 
They accuse me of being a scum, 
one who not do what she can. 

 

With words so acrid, 
they sting my eyes without 
being discreet. 
Once they start, they never halt. 

 

Are you trying to fool yourself? 
To live in eternal with this work you have? 
A zookeeper can‟t make ends meet. 
Someday you learn what gets the meat. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Self-doubt, I carry to my work. 
I couldn‟t shoulder their smirk. 
The way they swear that I have to learn 
like I need the wealth they flaunt. 

 

Like I have to live like them. 
For them, I betray my dream. 
They succeed in showing how less human I am. 

 

I have been chided for not shadowing their life. 
And it is only now that I realize, 
they shouldn‟t have tortured with my mind. 
 

I have been thrown and toyed and buried deep 
with the judgment they lay carelessly 
in their passiveness and zero empathy. 
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Now I turn and walk in opposition, 
the path they shun like superstition. 
Even with fear I strut, I declare with my action, 
against their aversion. 

 

Now, I‟m breaking through their cells, 
the one that put me into hell. 
I will burn into my heart 
and reveal the chord of truth. 

 

My life, I‟m leading ahead. 
Their scornful remarks, I wouldn‟t heed.   
Then, one day they will see, 
I‟ll be fine on my own, working hard. 
In the zoo, I will. 
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She knows, and she doesn‟t hide her truth. 
Reluctant to mingle, tired and bothered. 
A fine corner she has claimed, to deny  
from all other could give.  
She makes it clear to be left alone,  
the trust has worn thin. Perhaps the critical  
treats her harshly  
and the impertinent one acts so inconsiderately. 
Days, she wouldn‟t come, just there, in a fine corner,   
sitting alone, looking blank.  
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So that what it is all about. 
An act of love in exchange for a bite. 
But you never mean to hurt. 
And I know how it is, to live 
in a cage, bored stiffed. 
Only with companions you care 
less about. 
Nibbling and chewing. 
Fabrics, paper, and gunny sack, 
whichever you prefer. 
 
Perhaps that is all for the departure and the neglect. 
All the confusion and decision. 
Maybe you don't know yet, my decision 
to leave. But I have a feeling you‟re getting it. 
You‟re smart, spiritual even to say.  
The books I read, they show nothing less.  
I still love you. I really do.  
I crave to bring you home and lie snugly beside.  
You will be a great friend, a lap cat. 
Nothing I could wish more for.  
 
But I can't. This goodbye has taken a while,  
but still, come soon it will.  
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Between rigid lines I stand. 
Steer me close or leave 

me be. 
I couldn't trace 

my steps 
anymore. Not the little girl 

who once squeals 
upon 

approval. I grow pass that. 
A sad fact, yes I know. 

In barely a year, I couldn't 
walk this path 

anymore. 
New exposure, 

I demand, 
new experience, give it 
to me or I will snatch.  

 

We use to be  
such a great team,  
the heydays, when 

everybody  
is so happy.  
The days  

when I proudly claim  
I come  

for my passion. Yet now,  
I am just plain  

calculative. 'The pay  
is not high, how could I 

survive? With bills  
not pay and tickets to my dream  

not purchase,  
how could I  
afford to stay 

with this meagre pay?  

 

 
 

My goodness, I claim  
in realization.  

People are leaving  
slowly but surely,  

to follow their dreams, 
and to carve 
a better love. 

 

 
With choices in abundance,  

this is not living  
in wild abandonment. 

It‟s not just  
going through the motions, 

it‟s about liberation 
from the steel bars  

of my mind.  
Through the waves of protest, 
or yelps of exultation, I will  

subsist, in those days  
to come. 
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I set afoot with the sun beaming overhead, my mood reflects 
high up in the sky 
of the most pleasant shade of blue and clouds with their wide array of tutus 
strutting the slow dance of life.  
Full of hope and feel of invincibility, I 
gait two steps as one, eager to reach, dying to please.  

 

Little did I know, disappointment lies  
ahead, popping my skew belief. 
"Just 2 months?" they appal  
"What is worthy enough of you? Nothing at all," they insinuate. 

 

It‟s so diplomatic, thinking that I would thrive 
on such false politics.   
"Thank you very much", to showing me 
the true nature of myself. 
2 months aren't enough 
for a place in the company.  

 

First time. Second time. Me. Just another fellow. 
I return with a trudge, defeated like the mood 
of the grey 
that cries rain.  

 

I need my dubious change. I really 
want it now.  
Give it to me, I‟ll be good.  
But nobody wants to take the risk.  
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Angel wings are caressing my eyes, 
they‟re swimming in the sky. 
Could one land atop my head  
and save me from  
my dilemma? 

 

December sun, 
away from the November rain.  
What curse it is 
for the parching land. 

 

The sun heats up, 
and angel wings clump, 
or did they fly off back 
to their fairyland? 

 

Now hanging above, 
an ominous grey, 
looming, 
threatening, 
and plunging 
into a deeper low.  
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Nudging close, nosing through 
below my armpit. 
Lying almost on my lap, 
resting so blissfully. 
You make me cave in my resolve. 
It isn't like you do this 
for everyone, 
being fiercely 
feminist, 
you always get it done  
the way you want. 
 
Staring at whatever that moves, 
horses, ferrets, squirrels, rats. 
We couldn't move you, not an inch. 
But the way you lean on me, 
I know you ain't half as wild 
like what they said you to be. 
 
Black and white, 
border collie with 
soft brown eyes. 
 
You want somebody to love 
you, 
yet you never show, 
just like the way I act. 
Craving 
for things that wouldn't last. 
 

Perhaps the last, second last or third 
months left to count. 
you are the one I care the most 
next to the gray and white 
kitty cat 
call gnome.  

 

Shades of black, white and gray, 
if it‟s only simple as this way. 
Colour palettes now I face, 
never seen until today. 
How could I choose? 
When the two options are  
to let love quit 
or let me rot. 
 
The road-map on my hand 
wrinkles deeply in. 
Months of travails I‟ve been through 
mire things up for me to see, 
together with the marks of canine bites 
by fellows tinier than my feet.  
 
Oh, yes, this is a long journey, 
or so it seems, 
colours I didn't know exist. 
I still couldn't say 
I want to stay.  
For days I've been wanting 
to set me free.  
Goodbye, I guess, just 
won't leave.  
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I have been pondering about who I am. 
They say I am different and shouldn‟t really be 
but I should have known better earlier. 
Being true to who I am 
why would it takes so much pain instead of pride?  
I walk a long path in solitary,  
though sometimes with random helping hands. 

 

Still I don't get it, 
why does it always have to be I should, I must and I have to, 
instead of I want, I can and I believe? 
Why can't people accept me as me, 
instead of the constant battle we are in?  

 

I could collapse with tries to expand these rigid societal norms. 
You‟re waiting, but you know I won‟t.  
Don't constrict me. Don't attempt to change me. 
Because a waste of time it would be. 

 

It won't be about he, she, them or you anymore. 
I‟m living my life as I deem it needs to be 
I don't want to be caught in yet another identity crisis. 
As a wise man once said 
if I be you, then who be me? 
So for who I am, I would be. 
It would always be.  
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As I search for my roots, the evidence of existence 
of my ever elusive core. 
How could I have known my roots 
when I never know about my forefathers land? 
Decades ago, they set sail from miles away 
in search of a better life, cutting their roots astray. 

  

Never returning to where they have came from. 
Here, in this land of Rich And Opportunities Abound, 
They have wife, children and an entire generation. 

  

I have no roots and I need not one. 
No roots for I am born a nomad. 
How could I forsake this life I lead? 
Like a gypsy who plays the music of the wild 
with no roots, I could sail further into the wind. 

  

I need a life that doesn‟t put me down. 
That is what I believe in till I hear the words of the wise. 
The truly wise, whom face wisdom, besiege by time, lies. 
“The roots you have aren‟t what you think. 
Only your mind ever ties you down.” 
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“Absorb the wisdom of the Universe they will do. 
Only with stable roots will we grow 
stronger than the wind of change, 
larger than the storm of scrutiny 
and mightier than the flood of fear.” 

 

“It is the roots that sway you with forces of change 
so that you won‟t break and drift off to the dark. 
With roots, you could dance in adversity and survive. 
Girl, you have lots to learn. Be humble and have faith. 
From the robustness of your roots everything will grow, 
even the seeds of your legacy you wish to sow. 
When you do, spread them far and spread them wild.“ 

  

The old lady is right. 
I want to be strong, I want to be great. 
Alone, I can‟t achieve what I could be. 
I am not only one with roots, but one who others would entwine. 
Forming a bond so strong indeed. 
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I would reach the light of my core. 
I could feel what is right in my gut. 
I would be true to who I am for now I recognize 
the blood of my ancestors that flows in mine. 
They speak to me in a language I never speak before. 

 

They tell me what I need to hear 
so as to be who I need to be. 
I just have to comprehend 
what being rooted means to me. 
From then, visions I would see. 

 

Fulfilling the path of my destiny, 
set forth by my ancestors of the foreign land. 
Combating the unknown to achieve greatness of the soul. 
It‟s written in my blood, the blood that flows from a faraway land. 
This is who I really am. The one borne a nomad 
with roots decades long. 
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This year, the end of it 
but I haven‟t have enough. 
More and more, I yearn  
and this, fighting for  
my one last shot. 
Even if tears would end 
it in, I‟m going, the year to come. 
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Maybe I am not so important, maybe you didn‟t get it. 
But I won't stop trying, don‟t expect me to cease  
when having fun I am so far. 
What a betrayal of life that would be 
if I pretend to not know what life holds for me.  
You can laugh at me for all those stupid things I do, 
I will laugh too,  
with mirth indeed.  
Perhaps, one day, I hope, 
you see my point in being me. 
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One day, they surround me, 
and together they dissent, 
“Little girl, your dreams are set 
so hollow. There is nothing that 
you want that is worth achieving.” 

 

They grant me a month that 
I couldn‟t handle living 
in despair.  I couldn‟t achieve 
my dreams. Like a stone drops 
in the middle of the sea, 
it will only be a story smirked 
by the mystic creatures of the Dark. 

 

These creatures will flutter off in disdain 
and I will scurry to nowhere 
for my so-called dreams. 
Look here. Little girl. Dreams 
are about houses. Good names. 
Mercedes. And millions of dollars. 
Now these are what make true dreams 
really sweet. 

 

 

They so despise, 
calling me heedless of the wise, 
“Your flimsy dreams are just 
but an empty shell, 
corroded and only deserving under the sea.” 
Still I claim, the mermaids, 
They will sing to it. Melodies 
of the ocean, 
they will bring my dreams across the globe. 
and the adults just stand and sneer. 
 

Listen to me. You pompous adults. Half 
way through life, but you ain‟t 
know nothing about dreams. 
You got money but no passion 
and no soul. No dreams indefinitely. 

 

They so fume and retort 
“Your dreams will become 
nothing but sand and dust. 
Something so fragile, like your dreams 
wouldn‟t withstand time. It‟s just nothing 
and we could see no value in you protecting. 
No, we are not blindly judging 
nor is it jealousy. Your youth are just being 
wasted. 
Listen to us, because we have stood the trial 
of time. Defy us only at your perils.” 
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For once, I feel blessed. My dreams are genuine. 
How could it not be? 
It is honoured by mystics of the night, 
goddess under the sea. And when it‟s right, 
time will transform them into magic dust. 

 
They can thwart my dreams now but 
soon it will travel right back to me. 
And bring me to the place I should be. 
But I can‟t stay here, can‟t they see. 
I‟ve got to take the effort to fulfill my dream. 
I have no time to talk for my dream is calling out to me. 
And that is the power of my dreams. 
No, they will never understand 
for their money has no magic to buy them 
any of my dreams. 
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I say it straight, I sing aloud.  
I‟m not a lady. I don‟t try to fit  
those tresses and mannerisms tailor for one.   
Shorts and tees, I wear to this masquerade.  

 

Should I have disguised myself a little more?  
The Pretentious calls me by an ugly name.  
Harsh critics spat, from my hair down to my toe, 
all a big no go for a place like this.  

 

I‟m crookedly ugly like that, I know.  
Nobody wants their beauty to be disguised.  
But truly, I am as beautiful as I could be.  
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I‟ve grown. Would you look at me, 
starting from the pictures of the puny? 
See my changes and love me for it.  

 

But “No”, you tell me, “I‟m sorry, you‟re  
a terrible girl to be.” 
I‟m not comprehensible to you anymore.  

 

That how it would be when everything changes is it?  

No, no more of my speech, I hear you say.  
That is perhaps the last you say to me.  
For we no longer speaks.  
You won‟t want  
to listen anyway, not till it‟s all too late. 
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(on the international level) 
Global warming is going to kill you. Influenza is going to kill 
you. Terrorism is going to kill you. 

 

(on land) 
The robber is going to kill you. Drink-driving is going to kill 
you. High-rise litter is going to kill you. 

 

(on lifestyle) 
Alcohol and nicotine are going to kill you. Late-night out is 
going to kill you. Even internet addiction is going to kill you. 

 

(on me) 
And now, my dream is going to kill me. 
Well, what‟s new? 
Now is your move, make a smart guess on what I will die for. 
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You tell me that I should choose this path, so that I could utilize 
my years of education, so that I could be swimming in riches in 
years to come, so that I would be hanging out with the big shots, 
so that I would be well-liked by everybody else, so that 
everybody else will acknowledge my acts, so that they would tell 
me that I am getting the best out of my life, so that so much so 
that everybody else voice is drowning out my screams, so that 
nobody else could hear my call for help to pull me out of this 
path – the well packaged sugar-coated lie – the quickest to self-
destruct. 
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I‟ve done all I could  
but remain a dust I am, irritation to the eye. 
I have been so proud of my doings  
but still they say they know better for me  

 

Praises are the same old alienated sound, 
they are never rightfully mine. 
Pride is no more than my sharpest tool  
for these self-inflicted wounds. 
I should be done with my head up high, they say,  
then they add, they don‟t really care,  
nothing is wasted for things that are of no value. 

 

Defeat has dumbed me. No longer coherent, 
my speech comes as illogical and ignorant.  
They flee, words slurred and dissolved into substances of weaknesses. 

 

So frighten, so pathetic, 
I‟m just like a domestic animal  
in line for slaughtering. 
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You‟ve been with me for a while, 
and I‟ve kept you close in silence.  
But I just want to scream. 
 
It‟s creepy that you stare at me with those depressed eyes,  
late at night, spooking me with those breaths.    
Those thoughts you revive work me up and wear me down,  
then you cackle at my guilt and erode my conscience.  
Don‟t, please don‟t anymore.  
 
Leave me alone, I just couldn‟t scream.  
You and I are of one,  
cuddling up in those restless nights 
No, it‟s impossible to let you go, no direct escape 
path in sight, when all I see 
in my reflection  
is you. 
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One day, you are waiting for that one,  
I lose faith in my dreams  
and abandon all my aspirations.  
Physical beauty becomes of utmost importance. 
Materialism I worship.  
I turn superficial and so much lesser of me.  
I settle that comes along and resign to fate. 

 

One day, who knows 
how would I grow up to be?  
Who would I be?  
No answers, no promises,  
but at least I know I won‟t change  
to be in that one day you are crafting for me.   
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Sprint, run and slither away.  
Over and over, facing the barriers, 
these huge daunting walls.  

 

They‟re waiting behind it,  
the people I love so.  
I could almost feel a heartbeat faint,  
wishing to reach out to them.  

 

But I‟ll keep running even when  
I‟m weak. Merely to  
distance  
away  
from these walls they use  
to dam me in. 
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I know that I haven‟t been going according to plan. 

 

I'm sorry that I'm a narcissist, that I'm getting on your nerves, 
that I'm selfish, that I'm egoistic, that I'm messy, that I'm 
screwed up, that I'm stupid, that I'm irresponsible, that I'm 
uncommitted, that I'm unrealistic, that I'm acting like a kid,  
that I enjoy not achieving, that I love dreaming.  

 

I'm sorry for all the upset I cause.  
But I'm not really that sorry because this is who I am 
and I'm sorry that I didn‟t want to change.  
But don't feel sorry for me.  

 

Don't, don't never I'm sorry never sorry  
maybe? 
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It has been a long time back,  
since I did it from my heart. 
Why does it hurt to smile?  
Could you laugh still at this?  

 

Have the truth I been seeking misleading? 
Rainbow I chase, they protest.   
Everyone is expendable and replaceable, they preach to me,  
and so my pursuit obscured and silly. That I should learn  
to make better use of time.   
For youth is never too long to be around.  

 
Time is short and life is such a funny thing.  
Questions in my head about the truth of life 
I ask and chase the people advising.  
But no answers resonate.  
 
Then I conclude that life‟s purpose is but in ambiguity,  
so dread is also an avoidable alternative.  
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The steel cage, precisely builds to hold the monster in.  
Day through day, it bangs and rummages,  
till the cage collapses under the constant stress.  

 

Blue, with one eye, it roams the town,  
terrorising people who cross its‟ path.  
No it isn‟t hollering but the innocence  
are afraid of what they have never seen.  

 

It shouldn‟t exist, should it?  
The truth, upset now,  
unbalanced and breakable.  

 

The people are still running about,  
hiding away from the fact they couldn‟t grasp.  
I‟m not surprise when the blue “it” cries, 
rents and collapses itself to the ground,  

 

It just wants to be loved, which it never would get,  
a monster like it isn‟t fit for one. 
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Am I born to follow? Or to blaze my trail? 
To wait for my prince and live "happily ever after"? Or to set off 
for the quest of my life? 
To live up to your expectations? Or to fulfil my dreams? 

 

The choice is clear but the path is obscure. 
The goal is set but resistance is strong. 
Though so, I will thrive 
even if it means to explore a path unknown, 
even if everyone else think it‟s absurd, 
even if I am the only one to consent. 

 

This life of mine needs some revolution 
and it won‟t go hand in hand with the tradition. 
Someday I will free that spirit 
and you shall see. 
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It‟ll be easier if I wouldn‟t be me,  
 

people would love me more for  
the character-less me.  
It‟s still not too late, I could repent  
to surrender to the voice that drones;  
be more ladylike, get an office job,  
go to university, speak softly,  
and still it drones  
on like a murmur murmuring. 

 

Lesser conflict would be a gift, if I change to be 
more of them. Indeed, a gift it would be,  
a casket wrap within.   
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Blood clouds hanging low just like the crimson arrows arching from their bows; 
street lights drawing elongated shadows on both sides; 
and the pavement lying in the silent dusk, 
this is my routine. 

 

So close to myself, I could hear my bones scream 
as I stretch and stretch throughout each day, 
more and more towards the tipping point I am, 
for a place where I once sacrifice so much. 
It‟s an irony after all.  

 

How tiresome and how loathsome to be me now 
but who else could I be except for the one I choose to be.  
If you see me mourning, stop and ask, for I will tell the story  
I hide so well.  

 

'This is a square inch for someone who left me be.  
She is murdered brutally and Lord creates all ugly things.'  
You probed, 'Who is she murdered by and how' 
for this, I answer, 'Oh, it is tragedy, she is slaughtered  
by society with their unspoken rigid conformist laws.‟ 
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I will then proceed to exhume the grave.  
Inside you shall see, a wooden box  
just of a square inch lying in the hole snugly.  
I watch as you stare in disbelief.  

 

There is much explanation for this. 'It is I who did the ritual for me. 
This tomb lies my photo and my soul in. Part of me  
is dead, breaking into dust and drifting with the wind. Pray 
till someone pick up my noble dream and live it well.  

 

For now, I will set on a journey to replace me,  
to feel whole again.  
Don't be disgrace by me for this is what I seek. I couldn't stay  
for this is who I am born to be.  
Apologies for the valleys of misfortune I bring. I am but  
learning to be myself.  

 

Well and healthy, fit and young, I won‟t have this conquest stop.  
Even lying in a grave, I just couldn‟t see it to end.‟ 
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Today I am taught a lesson. 
The world we grow up in 
is a world of twisted fact. 
Not many value the truth 
even little who mean what they say. 

 
This is a world of distorted words. 
So just hold your tongue 
and hear me out, 
I want to speak the truth 
but it bothers me so. 
Because promises choose to bury it  

 

 
 
 
 
with lies. 
But today, starting from now, 
there will be no more masquerade. 
Let there be emotions so raw, it sears 
through the heart. 
And tears would be worshipped; 
signs of weaknesses, they cease to be. 
 

Still, they ask, what use of words for words so 
wronged. 
Language borders, dialogue 
causes agony and speech starts war. 
Words become lies too a-many for one to take. 
But they are too the art of heart, the way 
to others. The true gold when one wields it 
not as a sword but a tool  
of love. 

 

You teach me well and there it is,  
me telling the truth strong and well indeed. 
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Words are the paint on a brush, 
the sparks of a firefly 
and the travel of a star. 

 

Our English, with its beautiful link, 
the Latin and the Greek. 
Somnium, ανοησα, nonsense it means. 
 

Gibberish did I hear you say? 
Or maybe it‟s the soul language 
you couldn‟t interpret.    
 

Respiration and inspiration. 
Words are nutrients for a nation. 
They dance so well and live they will. 

 

My words, though sometimes they hurt 
and twist in the dark. I love them all 
the same. Words, sentences, paragraphs and stanza, 
in my life, they are here to stay. 
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I could tell you an advice, 
I‟m intent on my choice. 
Not doing a nine to five, 
I am putting up a fight.   

 

It hurts to hear you say, 
“You‟re being a bum everyday.” 
I don‟t want you to see me that way. 
Trust me, this is not child‟s play. 
 

This is the choice that I‟ve made, 
and know that you can‟t dissuade.  
It‟s a wonderful path to take 
but why does it cause heartache? 

 

I„ll write and keep composing. 
Words are art that shares a telling. 
You ask me to find a decent work 
waste not the movement of the clock. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I„ll write and keep at it. 
Words are art that shares a telling. 
Still, you ask me to find a decent work 
waste not the movement of the clock. 

 

This is my choice, can‟t you see? 
It is not like what you deem. 
I‟m capable of telling stories 
to ears that aren‟t too weary. 
 

Someday, perhaps I‟ll be great, 
I‟ll keep at it even if you berate. 
And show you I would,  
I'm not just a useless lump. 
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Whimpers, I grow past it.  
It is time to get strong, or   
to let the selfish gene 
take the scene.  

 

Simply, I don‟t care anymore,  
to be caught up in this childish brawl,  
those ludicrous exchanges of words.  
 
I‟m far away now, you guys have lost me now.  
Judgmental you teach me not to be.  
But you know I would, because you display  
it so well, almost flawlessly. 
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Blinkered choices, blind they are.  
One straight path that lies  
ahead in their reality.  
I look around and they call me quackery, 
disrespectful of everybody else.  

 

The wish for me to shoulder the responsibilities and  
to choose banality as they have.  
Truth is just as such,  
they lament still on the loss of my head.  
But no, no, no, I‟m losing not my head with them,  
but this light of mine. They just couldn‟t see.  
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An empty eye socket, 
oh what terror it brings. 
The hollow walls and 
cover collapsing. 

 

The empty eye socket 
to goosebump the seer. 
Because you can't see, 
no you can't see. 

 

Like the feral cat bring into walls, 
and the homely set free. 
What perplexity it faces, 
to face a world so magnified 
or so shrunken, 
pushing the borders of 
knowledge of their world. 

 

What confusion life would strike 
but you have no eyes to see. 
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I wish I am smarter and more well-read  
I wish I have more achievements in life. 
New things I wish for in every once in a while, 
but mostly wonder why I am of such a contradictory nature. 

 

They use to assure me about wishing upon a wishing star; 
since young, good things would come this way.  
But now, I wish only on my breath, speaking to not even the star.  

 

In the name of science, it calls that I‟m wishing upon dead matter 
in the sky. Then I am young, and easily forgiven, 
but now, 20 years of living,  
cynics and skeptics scorns my gullibility.   

 

If they can‟t see, they don‟t believe. Those traditions are  
out-dated and foolish. Science doesn‟t back it up; there is no 
reason in believing.  

 

20 years of living, I still believe,  
the best things in life works arcanely, 
like the wish upon the star that comes true for me.  
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“You can‟t.” 
 I could, I relent to your incapability  
of the mind. They are afraid but not for me,  
the freedom of mind and the joy of wander.  
My possibilities boundless though in this limited life.  

 

“No, you can‟t. You stupid girl,”  
You need a permission, a slip to tell you, 
to show you what you are entitled to be.  
Your mind is faltering,  
I could see.  

 

“Be gone, hopeless girl.”  
Curses spat upon my fate. Let it be,  
spite doesn‟t serve me and it won‟t  
for anyone. Crap they are, only to  
dispense more regrets greater than life. 
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Staying sane and safe is for the norm. 
Not for me, the extraordinary,  
phenomenal and stupendous kid 
la-lee-la-lee-do, do me in, you just couldn‟t achieve.  
A square you threaten to put me, the pompous kid, 
through. Force it if you have the will.  
Try and try, still you couldn‟t get me in. 
 

Just be content I‟m still here, 
and know you never come to be  
able to handle me.  
You‟re not in my right set of mind, that‟s the thing. 
La-lee-la-lee-do, why not let‟s all just sing?  
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I steer my life, perhaps a little too much, all 
the living to do, the sheer effort to stay alive.  

 

My dreams, nobody tells me how,  
nobody tells me how hard it would be.  
Everybody is telling me, the job is important,  
even if it‟s soul sucking. Our commitments and  
debts, we have to work to pay.  
No shame in it, our efforts are hard. 
Little girl, you still are, unaware of much.  

 

Nothing you could know of, for your little dreamland 
has no reality. Listen I would to them, but they wouldn‟t hear 
what I believe, life  
is to be lived, making the best out of it.  

 

Because the one life I know, death  
is of the only certainty. 
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Time, running in the clock, controlling the universe,  
detailing your body rhythm. Heart rate, 64 bpm, today I age 22.   
85 thousand neurons we lose everyday.  
Incessantly, every part of we measure along the clock. 

 

Battling down to the very milliseconds. We get  
precise and accurate, as fast as we could. But time 
plays a joke for being subjective. What is to you 
differs from him and her, and it‟s all in ours DNA.  
 

Neurons die, our hearts beat, our age increase, 
and we suffer eternally. The joy, we grab, but 
always fleet our fate. But still, we try hard, as mere mortals, 
to calculate everything.  

 

Even happiness, perhaps we could  
tabulate. So hard, so much we try  
that the wonders of the world we would come to void.  
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Protons, neutrons and electrons,  
the smallest, we believe it to be. 
Still, scientists tinker and search 
till the appearance of fermions, hadrons and boson.  

 

New names keep appearing, even science becomes passé. 
The truth –  money is king – we hold with god-inspiring awe,   
but science, if anything less, teach me well, that all  
that man says are relative. 
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Life is too short, if you want to waste it on things you don't enjoy 
to hang on to vengeance and 
to hide your love. 

 

You could spend your life attempting to fit in 
to please everybody and 
to agree with everyone else. 

 

I know you would,  
and perhaps you should, for you don‟t understand life. 
It‟s too short to anyway. 
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Suffer through the thunder. The lightning is striking through.  
You ask me to see but all I can see is naught.  
The downpour clouds even the strongest sight. Lightning  
splits and thunder clashes, it reflects the turmoil 
feverishly.  

 

Pray on, pray on for this  
washdown to subsist, cleansing the many hearts 
rotten within. 
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A single pair of footstep trails behind me, 
the sole ranger who walks in this expense  
of sand. Nobody to rely on, no soul in sight.  
I choose to run, away from all. 
Mightily I‟ve ran, and now I   
couldn't keep up, I‟m losing my self.  
A price to pay for 
being apart from the crowd. 

 

But look deeper and observe, a voice whispers. I‟m never  
a moment alone – no matter how isolated it all seems 
– if I reach out, which I‟ve got to to help my self.  

 

I‟ll discover a new way to being,   
with the help of the sprawling creatures  
of magic.  
Ir‟s never just a lonely place I am in. 
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I am consumed by the gargoyle bravery. 
Sinfully, adamantly, lackadaisically and Paradoxically. 

 
The gypsyful town that do no good 
within the walls. 

 

The evil priest that 
preaches righteousness 

 

The lightful night that got 
shattered by fiery war 

 

The ingrate savior 
The innocent spy 
The knight in hideous hide 
The beauty and the beast 
So and so much more 

 

Ugliness resides, manifests and gets exposed. 
But Beauty thrives microscopically in the air,  
everywhere. 
I just have to keep breathing in.  
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I walk to explore the distance and to see the atoms.  
Imaginary friends pointing out the colourful sights I would miss.  

 

Somebody stops to ask, “Young lady, where are you 
heading to?” Courteously and honestly, I replied, “To everywhere  
of somewhere of nowhere.  
Nowhere because I have no idea to where my friends would lead me to. 
But every place is somewhere because they have a name unique. 
Which means I am going everywhere because my leg just don't stop anywhere.” 

 

Then the somebody cracks, “Good lady, good lady, you keep it up,  
and walk to places where people have never been. And you would really  
be one good lady.”  
 
So that is the reason why I walk. A good lady, I would be. 
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Fairies dancing on water. Golden  
fingers caressing the earth. Connecting  
flight between heaven and earth.  
Green winged messenger. Musical squirrels.  
Families of light ninjas. Flying  
blue flames. Interweaving webs of truth.  
What a miracle we are living in.  
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When a dew drops on its ninety-ninth, 
would it still not ponder about 
the way of life? 
To be a dew, for what it‟s worth; 
it‟s short period on earth. 
Only seen at dawn when even 
birds have yet to stir. 

 

So I ask a dew for what it‟s worth, 
the mystical and persistent 
appearances. 
And it says, the way of life is carried 
forth by the simplest term 
and for that itself is all that is worth. 
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So many words left unspoken, 
So many actions left undone. 
This thing call time 
is a cruelty 
to those who deny. 

 

Today we might stand young and strong, 
in the face of this fork in the road. 
Another chapter of our life, 
the beginning that lays a curious soul. 
Though so, all hope that time will not turn it into a weary man. 

 

May you choose well. 
May you find joy in every endeavours. 
Remember there are choices 
for the path to be sought 
and the dream to be pursued. 

 

For this goodbye is different. 
It marks the end, but 
hope shall be that it is never farewell. 
If this separation is an acre of heartbreak, 
then the memories will bring me a whole plot of joy. 
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Beyond the horizon, 
my name that symbolizes. 
Stay I will not, 
but remember I shall, 
the friends of my life. 
 
We are not alone. 
The road, if you could see, 
has been filled with friendly faces 
and will continue to be so. 
We just got to remember. 
 
Remember the smile that 
brings the friend out of a stranger. 
Remember the mirth. 
Remember me, my friend, 
for I will continue to do so. 
 
But now it‟s time, 
the countdown has begun. 
Fate might chance upon us again. 
Paths might cross, distance away from this land. 
Till then, its goodbye, goodbye my friend. 
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Today I fall, slip and land on my butt. 
I am poked, slashed and caked with mud. 
Downhill, I almost slid and break a bone. 

 

I look in the mirror,  
multiple cuts hug my limbs. 
I fall, and it is hard 
but I recover and 
stand strong against. 

 

Sitting well and unmoving,  
my inner peace takes it time  
to speak.  
Yes, I have made it. 
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Sun  
the breeze, 
the smell of freshly cut grass, 
the unexpected harmony of vehicles buzzing and birds chirping. 

 

How comforting it is to still be able to walk on earth 
to take child-like stride 
to abandon the burden of life momentarily 
just to indulge in the idleness and simplicity 

 

Now I learn, 
immersing in the environment of glee,  
that the minute things, things that are supposedly free 
are actually my greatest source of ecstasy.  

 

Retreating from my mindless city life, 
I feel, listen and hearten.  
It‟s simply, simply just to be alive! 
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It has been a while, since I dance  
into the rain; with my bicycle, weaving 
through the streets of umbrellas.  
I‟m crazily drenched, my clothes  
soaked down every way possible. The rain  
lashes,  
fighting with each for a foothold  
on my glasses. My vision clouds, the gravitational  
force in cahoots with those angled slope.  

 

But I couldn‟t resist all those silly little things 
as I construct this dance of life, just this  
moment, all liberate.  
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Scarcity creates value and 
abundance produces waste. 

 

What you deny dwindles and 
what you lavish multiples.  

 

Your attention creates and 
your neglect destroys. 

 

It‟s your choice,  
it‟s your life. 
 

Would you choose to live or to exist? 
Only you are in charge.   
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shed the excessive 
dare to be different 
know the goal 
rise from the pit 
exceed the limits 
and success will follow 
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New faces turn up at the obituaries. 
Dial an ambulance, somebody is suffering a heartache. 
Today, someone is going to lose something. 

 

Death, grieve and loss.  
I am in no position to wallow in self-pity. 

 

The world out there, people are always suffering, 
wringing in different pains beneath.  
They tremor even in their dreams.  

 

Just for today, I‟m grateful  
that I could be me. 

 

69



  

 

 

The events that connect in a thread 
and the threads they join into a myriad.  
Come, fall fall fall down low my web into 
that they spin spin spin joy with miracles 
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Those girls, 
go to school, 
get their As. 

this girl, 
quits studying, 

chases her dreams 

Those girls, 
dress in pink, 
like their heels. 

this girl   
wears her berms, 

dress sloppily      

Those girls 
meet a guy, 
fall in love. 

this girl, 
loves the boys 

who‟re a tramp 

Those girls 
get their certs, 
but is clueless. 

this girl, 
who has dreams, 

misses nothing 

 

My happy little self gets everything that the world is to offer. 
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I run, someday, with someone. 
Holding my hand, feeling my heat,  
that of a bond which don‟t have to be named.  
That of a friend, that of a you and me.  
Let us run, towards our shared destiny, 
we would find. With courage we would,  
a place we would truly be.   
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memories and pictures 
laughters and tears 
confusion and emptiness  
arrival and departure 
them and us 
we. 
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Look at you, broken into a million pieces. 
Indefinite, impossible to contain, 
like the stars of a cloudless night, 
each pieces of you, so stunning, so alluring. 
Just the way you have to be, 
the perfect blemish. 
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Randomize me, show me the way of love.  
You are my drug when silence falls.  
The devious puff, the feel of high  
and my enchanted circle. 
Be my lonely man in the night  
and else wouldn‟t exist. 
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Never have I known this mister, 
who in his absence 
could summon such ache. 

  

Maybe he is there, pretend he is here, 
for no one could be sure, 
this is definitely not truth for me to bear. 

  

I wish, with my might, no matter how cheesy, 
that these days would drop with ease 
and the pinning of presence come to cease. 

  

Oh my, oh my, how things unfold 
to such agony and loneliness, 
catching up with this emptiness? 

  

This is perhaps best the man I know, 
for the calamity to me he bestow, 
ever and ever my life on toll. 

  

But still it rolls and rolls and rolls even if it mires itself in clumsiness  
so they flounder and waver and 

 

halt. 
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Come to me, and roll 
out the ridiculousness.  
Let's risk a heart break  
again. Just for one  
last time. Or maybe more.  
This stupid story doesn't suit me  
well, does it?  

 

But I'm right here.  
I'll get it, this time. Come to me,  
and let‟s try to get right..  
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The porcelain shatters against the wall.  
The cracks on the wall that nobody bothers about.  
This would stay, even if the porcelain might cut me one day,  
I would not stop, would not fill up the cracks.  
One day, you learn to hear that it is me, calling out,  
and more, I hope, you will find me, through the cracks,  
waiting in faith. 
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We are a perfect fit,  
in your chest, upon my head.  
Our warmth resonate with body intertwine  
in melody.  
Forever,  
or maybe, it‟s enough, to 
let us stay here one moment more, 
till reality forbids. 
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Oh fool, what an unfortunate love, 
a clown, two make one.  
Is cupid blind, or playing folly,  
or an experimentation I am?  
Why do we love a love so miserable 
with miles of generations apart?  
Did he sing my sorrow as his silver pride  
or did he croon for my longing at night?  
Dawn on Earth, maybe it is just amorous in the spine  
but how known could I be 
when cupid makes me folly?  
More than I am willing.  

  

Oh love, how far the truth it is. 
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Maybe the wind is blowing it off. 
Perhaps we are crazy from the start 
to believe in those kiddish fairy tales. 

  

For we are wanderers. Life has been amazing; 
we dream and too much, we hold on to. 

  

We think it is possible 
when reality knows other plans. 

  

Our hearts have crossed 
but our callings would differ. 

  

One day, you would wake me up for goodbye, 
but we would never know when. 
This knowledge, I could live without. 

  

Still, for you and you alone, 
I dream, I do.  
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Today is not a good day to talk because 
 
depression lingers in the wind; 
the insensitive rain steals your last shred of warmth. 
In your palm you couldn‟t grip any 
and your brain couldn‟t hear any how. 
 
Today I am ready, with doubt of tomorrow 
being a good day, but tomorrow you insist. 
Tomorrow, things would get better. 

 

I hope they would, but isn‟t this what you say yesterday? 
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You give me a feeling so right, 
but it doesn't feel alright  
to be correct. 
 
I‟m no longer me back in those days 
and it shouldn't matter  
what you do or say.  
 
You are a bother, it‟s perplexing. 
You use to have this kind  
of influence on me. 
 
Use to, is this word true?  
I just hope  
history won't repeat. 
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In the nights of my first winter,  
I have to combat the merciless cold  
with skin that only knows the heat.  
How would I survive without you?  
 

My feet, they freeze at night.  
The wall never does any much  
and the duvets fail their job.  
 

Those were the nights when we snuggle 
close,  
your heat rubbing onto mine.  
It is love in its simplest form.  
 

Then it comes, from winter to spring  
and back to my country so far away.  
 

I got to leave you be. We just have to be.  
Different places we belong,  
even if our hearts are forlorn.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Here, in the silence  
of the night,  
temperature gets just to twenty five.  
Still I miss the heat from you. It is inevitable 
and most upset that we have to leave.  

 

But why do we meet when this we know?  
So much memories that they yell.  
So much so that I fail to spell.  
 

My heart has just got all its say;  
could there be a day when we unite  
and I don't have to miss what's gone? 
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A letter, lines and lines running through, I  
could spend hours crafting, but words wouldn‟t go  
through the distance of longing I have for you. They fade, 
falter and weaken any emotions within.  
Because with words I‟m too aware. I am naïve and I lie habitually, 

 

and I would craft them so you never worry 
so that you never would have to come.  
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That moonless night 
when the stars don‟t have to shun the moonlight. 
They shine so bright, make 
known their existence which aeons ago have ceased to be. 

 

The empty sky when the moon doesn‟t seem to be there. 
It‟s presence still felt through the surging tides 
and all is heard is the withering  
of the sea and the retreating of the waves. 

 

The moon, now I couldn‟t see but in which, I still miss. 
I want to be no longer yearning for that hangs beyond reach. 
Everything just doesn‟t proceed and it couldn‟t be anymore like this  
even if 
 
as enchanting as the moon you could be.  
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The curses of you I suffer. Tonight,    
I‟m hanging out with the ghost of you, always lingering 
in my life. Spooks, and they haunt me,  
laughing at me cowering. Clowning, they hoot.  
You don‟t know what you have done.  
Up high, I feel when you‟re around,  
a position so vulnerable I fail to realise. 

 

I‟m just hanging on,  
it‟s too late for anything to be said and done.  
The reruns just won‟t stop and you‟ve got me here 
hanging up high.  

 

But you just aren‟t here anymore. 
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Then I was, perfect as a whole 
or a half, 
when, I didn‟t know better. 
 

Now, the half completes. The  
gentleman; who gets beneath my skin; who 
dances the song I trip upon; who 
amplifies the life I journey through; 
breathes the rhythm as I do. 
He, 
I believe to know better, myself or whosoever, 
but it doesn‟t go on so. The intense shadow still 
follows 
these sparkles of adoration. So then, 

  

tell me, what good is of love, when I 
could have done better without knowing. 
Why are we to be put through these 
nebulous sufferings and aches? 
Why are we so fooled and twirled 
by the ones we so believe to love? 
Tell me, what good is love? 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But what good is love when  
there is no better; 
no better is the love that is 
withheld; 
no better is the love that is 
treaded carefully; 
no better is the love that we don‟t 
fully relinquish 
ourselves 
into the bliss; no better is the love that is 
reserved exclusively for 
tomorrow. 

  

Still for all that I could have mentioned, 
tell me, for what good is love when this 
love, 
even with its indestructible nature, goes 
so bad? 
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It happens with much regrets. 
Thoughts much not given to the science of night. 
Moonlight, twilight, dusk and dawn, 
which of them do you know?  
They each hide shadows lurking  
and corners vanishing,  
in their stretch.  
Operations of the night, 
stealthily and cunningly, 
he steals me away, 
and stows me awry. 
Till today, I lurk,  
daylight, night time, but I couldn‟t find  
my shadow back.  
It leaves and resides 
somewhere on that night,  
fascinated with the thievery. 
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Write me a letter that makes me cry so hard  
that I forget about you and that all we could have been.  

 

If life is scripted, the hand, this particular hand 
that has written mine must have been a joker.  

 

Or perhaps my sincerest prayers to be a writer are heard  
so badly. So badly that the chapters are playing out in my life.  

 

Day after day. One after another.  

 

Serendipity, acquainted, dreaming, falling, departure, 
broken. And maybe serendipity, again and again.  

 

But still you wouldn't go. Your ghost never leaves,  
it never did. And maybe one day, it makes sense 
for all what it is worth.  
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“Hey” a word that carries a spark  
a connection maybe it would start, 
the bridge that goes for miles apart.  

 
Warily, gingerly, I embark. On this journey, 
the bridge that is caving in.  
Unstable, like a toddler‟s first step, 
always falling, falling into the inevitable drought of speech 
 
By then, I know I am just a memory of yesteryear 
Perhaps, not long it would be for me 
to be a background in the photographs, 
only a goofy face flashing a silly smile, 
just a stranger in the oh-so-familiar place he have been. 
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If you see me crying here alone,  
someone has trampled on my heart.  

 

I‟ll be ok, even if I‟m here all night,  
giving up all to be here. Ignite 

 

my faith and my love, that someone 
has so disregard.  

 

But I‟m ok, because I know he‟ll be,  
even without me.  
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My wound, it‟s a hole so deep, 
exposing itself solemnly like those of a grave. Desperately,  
with my hands 
piling up the earth, I hope to vanish  
it. 
But it refuses to entirely, an indication of a stone erects  
out of this empty field.  
It‟s all real and no, it won‟t go  
completely. 
On the stone, it lies the cryptic inscription,   
decoding only possible by me.  
Everyone rushes pass noting it but never  
minding much.  

 

In loneliness I stand, contemplating. 
From the stone, I read aloud,  
this time is dead but the memories live,  
so would too the hole in my chest. 
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I shut my heart 
with a sturdy lock 
made of adamant 
pieces of me so strong it won't break. 

 

The key to the lock, 
which I throw so far 
couldn‟t be sought, 
but it will appear because it has so. 

 

Yet, the finder, who as always 
I think to be perfect, 
throw the key miles away. 
An indication of my defeat. 

 

And now I've learned 
to accept the perfection 
of the incompleteness 
arising from my solitary. 
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I was the president of Barbie organisation 
and I was the fearful Godzilla of Venice. 
I studied the magic in the ocean 
and I lived in the flowers of all kind. 
 
I had always been what I wanted to be. 
The six years old who sucked her thumb. 
Then my parents promised me 
one day midget will be somebody great. 
 
I couldn‟t comprehend then what greatness was. 
Maybe it was about my wishes to Santa in the sky; 
the wish of chasing the tail of the roadrunner. 
And the wish to play the games of the mice. 
 
I could go on and on about each universe I created. 
Ones that my parents told me were less important than great. 
Each year passed by, one more candle on the cake, 
The less I lived in the universes that Santa in the sky made. 
 
Oh, whatever am I penning down? 
The cries in the room are hysterical. 
I better check it out. 
My six pulling a punch on my four. 
 
My kids are playing their invisible game. 
The truth teaches me well enough. 
I‟m no longer living in the games I am happy living with. 
Growing up has simply just become such a chore. 
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The squid-man, they call 
them, the people with their ink. 
Their canvas stretch and sink 
with the melody of the skin. 
Dogma thrives but not every case true, 
for each paints its own story 
and their personality; 
should it be 
uncouth, could it be regrets, may it 
even be joy. 
Which is which, it takes time to know 
but only when our arrogance falls, 
could we see.   
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Arising from warm temperature, the coral bed  
takes eternally in its growth. Clownfish, pufferfish, triggerfish,  
lionfish, parrotfish, colours decorating,  
residence of the rock solid and flowing poetry under the sea. 
Strong variety they hold in their brace, yet  
build so delicately. A one or two awry 
in degree, a kick from the diver‟s fin.  
Gone would be the thousands of year, 
forever doesn‟t exist for any form of beauty.   
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They lament for the erosion of creativity.  
Long gone are the days when things are infinite, together  
with the purple apple, the monster that is hiding  
under our bed and the machine that could do virtually everything. 

 

The answer is blatant, isn‟t it? The asker seeking after his own deed.  
The day that he appeared, he came and taught us to stay, shook hand and fetched.  
Years gone by, someone else comments these are not going to work anymore.  

 

So he throws in the boogey dance. Do it in no other way, put  
your right hand in, your right hand out and shake it all about.  
He is beaming with pride to showcase our newly  
trained creativity.  

 

We know, isn‟t it, all the bystanders do. The king 
and his new clothes. It‟s all really nothing new. Nothing  
near the wondrous picture of creativity he claims to paint. 

 

It‟s the same old, same old 
garbage. 
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A small dot in the Pacific. 
People say we are so backwards 
in their science and technology. 
They want us to live better, 
to own more than what we 
already have. 

 

They send people who are skilled 
in marketing and dieting. They think 
they are doing good for us. 
But can‟t they see, the peace 
we share. And don‟t they in their home country 
have riots everywhere? 

 

The destruction and obsession 
of the tangible stuffs they believe 
to be the highest order of their tribe. 
They buy and own and acquire more. 
Advertisement and television, their science 
of marketing did nothing much to allay.  

 

The emptiness, I feel for them. The need 
to know, the desire to comprehend. 
The universe is as it is, it simply is. 
We don‟t need what they have 
for we have aplenty. 
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The universe, she promises us, 
the great care of the majestic tree, 
the abundance of the field 
the sultriness of the mountain 
and the wisdom of the sea. 

 

She promises us all, if we could just be silent and listen. 
We would eat what we enjoy without worrying  
about getting fat. 
We could make love when we want without  
thinking of the sins we commit. 
And most importantly, we work the work we love  
with no fear in our heart. 
That is why, we don‟t have all you have but we have  
all we have, truly. 

 

Truly, we have it all till they come  
in the way they are. 
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Bones rubbing on skin. I‟m emaciated. 
Things are worse with the harshness 
of the sky and the coldness 
of the ground. Where is the warmth of my home? 

 

Eight years ago, you brought me back, 
claimed that I was your best friend. 
I hopped around your feet. Back then, 
you will pick me up and cuddle me. 

 

But where are you now? Where have you been? 
Why are you not here yet for me? 
People here are not so friendly, they come   
at me, swinging their fists. 

 

My right eye, there‟s this pain and I couldn‟t see. 
Where are you when I need the security? 
That day the vet she says, I have glaucoma. 
Whatever does that mean? 

 

Two months before you are gone, 
I am down with breast cancer. 
Now, I feel so feeble 
and I have the cold to battle. 
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Where are you now? Where have you been? 
Eight months ago, all is fair, 
you bring me to a dog park I thought to play. 
Then I lick off something salty from your face. 

 

Then you remove my leash. I am puzzled. 
What are you doing? You say you are moving   
to a place far away. Forgive you 
because you have no choice. 

 

Oh silly boy, I wish you could hear, 
we are moving to a new place. 
We make new friends. Isn‟t that great?   
Can‟t you see my joy? 
 

Then you did the strangest thing. 
You run towards your weird four wheels, 
shut the lips and rumble off.   
Where are you going without me? 

 

Why didn‟t we go home together that day? 
I am lost. Every time, under the moonlight, 
I howl and I fumble through the night. 
Didn‟t you know I couldn‟t see with my right eye? 
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That day, when you leave me be. 
A big burly guy, he 
kicks me in my belly. 
I know no way to fend myself. 

 

From then, whenever I see human, 
I will run. I run from everyone 
except you. I wish you would bring me home. 
But where are you? And where have you been? 

 

Day after day, I curl 
through the freezing night 
near the garbage, which I source 
for my meal or whatever I could get. 

 

What happen to the round pellets? 
I promise not to be picky anymore. 
Just come back, I close my eyes and pray. 
Or maybe tonight, I should just leave this cruel place. 

 

The very next day, perhaps you will see 
in the strange box that moves inside, the face 
that you left behind. I hope you recall, 
the shih-tzu you once said is your best friend. 
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Listen, the sky is cackling. 
It‟s coming down smashing. 
I have my zinc roof protecting. 
The hapless on the streets are scampering.   

 

The sky dew, they bring a message. 
I‟m eavesdropping, ears behind the shutters. 
They divulge their cycle so ancient, 
they see so much that we don‟t. 
 

Listen to the stories they tell. 
Somewhere, giant with black eyes 
are eating bamboo shoots 
day after day, out in the wild. 

 

Then come weird soldiers with yellow helmets 
with an even stranger giant companion. 
He has no eyes just one powerful arm. 
With that, they flip the soil around. 

 

Panda is screaming, stop, it‟s dangerous. 
But the soldiers hear only the rumbling of their giant. 
Comes one day, when the sky ruptures,   
tears through the soil to bury them all. 
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The man with yellow helmets didn‟t stop. 
Everywhere they see more and more. 
Humanization and erosion. 
Blizzard and thunderstorm. 

 

In the alice blue, the sky dew comes as pellets. 
Punishing the warrior who dares enters. 
Guarded by the frigid stare of the arctic wolf, 
this is the only paradise left untouched. 

 

They say, one day, when humanization 
becomes globalization. Penguin will wear apron. 
Bear will be skiing. And dogs they 
carry guns. What a hideous metamorphosis. 

 

The rain they scoff, 
“Human, we seen stoic fish under 
the layer of ice. We are part of them. 
What you‟re doing we condemn. 
 

That‟s why we enter your land with rage. 
Liaise with the wind, we will claim  
the treasures you plunder and desecrate 
from the wisdom of the Universe.” 
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Come, let's drink tea,  
we could talk about life,  
debate about ethics and love,  

 

while the world is spinning,  
corroding. Squatters crying,  
babies dying, temperature rising.  

 

But none of these is important,  
not compared to the tea we drink. 

 

We need to talk about issues  
because that is our purpose lie,  
to accompany this tea to be finished.  
Don't you think? 
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- THE END - 


