


Why I write this book…  
 

Since I reach my twenties, I am blessed to have the opportunity to 

work with animals, in the zoo and a pet grooming shop. I am also one 

of the fortunate kids to be exposed to diving from an early age of 20. 

I swam with whales, “danced” with batfish, saw sharks, got bitten by 

a squirrel, kissed dogs, became rats’ “mum”, sat almost meditation-

like underwater, got chased by roosters and tickled a rooster. Every 

encounter is unique and enriching. I am someone who would stop by 

the road to observe how ants move a dead insect. I could also stare 

for a long time into the sea, hoping for a glimpse of a whale or a 

dolphin.  

 

This passion for animals ultimately leads me to seek out a more 

compassionate lifestyle, which is being a vegetarian and transitioning 

to a vegan. Although, I have to admit that every once in a while, I 

slipped into a vegetarian diet. This alignment of values makes me 

more peaceful. I know that my choice of lifestyle is healthier, more 

environmental friendly and with less cruelty.  

 

I acknowledge that there is no such thing as a cruelty-free diet, 

because of the way agriculture are. Rainforests are being destroyed, 

land and water are polluted by excessive nitrogen, and underground 

animals are killed by the massive use of machineries on farm. But it 

wouldn’t stop me from trying to make a difference. The world’s 

problems are complex and there is no one magic bullet to fix it. I 

would work in the best of my abilities to move one step closer to 

leave a lighter carbon footprint in the world.  

 

At the same time, I hope my choice of lifestyle could encourage 

people to reflect on their current lifestyle a little more. We all could 

always do a little more for the earth we reside on. We could learn to 

live in a way to treasure the resources instead of squandering it. I 

write this book more as a form of self-expression but it is also to 

share my two cents worth on how animals are being treated 



nowadays. I’m not hoping to change the world or change you with 

this one book, I just want to share my experience with you.  

 

Because my sense of living is heightened during the interactions with 

animals. Because being around animals, even just by observing them, 

bring about a sense of calmness, connectedness and peace in me. 

Because my life feels free when I decide to commit to non-violence. 

For all these, and for so much more that they have given me, I’ll 

always pledge myself be a voice for the voiceless.  

 

Thank you for the interest in this book. Thank you for hearing us out.  

 

Wing 
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THE JOURNEY BEGINS  

 
This is how it all begins.  

 

I was twelve, a puny 

primary school kid,  

who had a peck order of her own.  

Quails. From two to one to three. 

Three of them, each with a distinct   

personality. There was one who could 

never bear to leave the female, 

standing guard by her no matter what.  

The female who just lived her life,  

nonchalance, laying eggs once in a while.  

And my favourite one, he was full of tricks  

and antics. A joyous company.   

 

This was my first encounter  

with animals. Spending hours watching  

them. One of my quail, when he  

poop, he went 3 steps back, squat and go.  

And when they crow they extend  

themselves all the way up. And each  

had its own distinct voice. If you hear them,  

you learn to differentiate  

the sounds they made.  

 

Thirteen, I stop eating quail eggs.  

 

A jolly six years past, of having no  

correlation of flesh on table with a living 

thing. I feasted on every single meat,  

savouring the unami taste, juiciness  

and tenderness.  

Fish, crab, pig, chicken,  

prawns, cockles, mussels, oysters.  

I had no reservations in my consumption. 

After all, isn’t how it has all been?  
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THE JOURNEY BEGINS (CONT’D) 
 

Twenty one. I was in Osaka.  

Just behind where I stay, a gentle hill.  

I trekked up on a cooling spring day.  

No one else was on the path.  

And I figured myself into a cemetery atop.  

Silence, overseeing the city that spread beyond sight.  

Still, it looked tiny from up where I am.  

Above death and above all  

those busyness emanating from 

the streets. Hustle.  

 

Alone. At a place where all will slowly retreat, 

marking the end of breath.  

I sat still.  

No one was around.  

It was a quiet weekday.  

A conglomeration of life, death, work, live, and let live.  

As if there is really something out there 

for us to attach to.  

As if, as if, all would be fine 

just like that. Just spending time chasing.  

Chasing the standards of life, 

the formulaic living.  

 

I stopped, abandoned, and separated.  

A thought came, like oxygen  

Into my body. Necessity.  

I slowed, dazed and pondered.  

Live, work and death.  

Twenty one. Death. Spring. Japan.  

It struck the beginning of  

a new journey.   

A journey to uphold life till death, to live and to let live.  

 

Twenty four. The journey expands, reaches out and breathes a life.  

Compassion and non-violence,  

This is how it all begins.  
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DIVING, OCEAN AND ME  
 

Giving a last check to my diving gears,  

my buddy meticulously making sure.  

I sit on the port of the boat,  

preparing to roll into the sea.  

 

This is it, the twentieth time I’m going into the sea 

but still, everything amazes me. 

The landscape of beneath,  

is more than what you get  

from a sci-fi movie.  

 

Some fish come close. They are as curious  

as the wide-eyed me. 

Goggles, fins and a bubble blowing machine,  

how alien we must be.  

But still, we share the space in harmony. 

 

The corals, fanning out healthily  

and all looking so differently.  

Some sway along the currents,  

while some seem rigidly vigilant.  

A hiding place for those tiny fish,  

a feeding ground for many more.  

 

Could I also share with you the excitement  

when I see a pufferfish? Look how elegantly  

they look with those spots on their body.  

I especially love to see a huge one hanging out.  

 

It’s cute to see a baby boxfish too. 

Look closely and you see its pectoral fins 

spinning frantically and cartoony.  

Of course, we can’t forget, the gem  

of the pacific, the lionfish.  

Predator with stunning beauty.  
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DIVING, OCEAN AND ME (CONT’D) 
 

After seeing just a little bit of such heaven,  

It could be shockingly disapproving  

when I see plastics strewn  

in the middle of the sea. 

 

Along the beach, the tourists carelessly  

leave behind what they are done with.  

I wish to scream but resistance is drowning me.  

Perhaps just like those turtles in the plastic hoops,  

deform for their whole life. And those hungry fish,  

forming corpses of plastic stones,  

that never leave.  

 

But it can all be better, if we pay  

a little more awareness  

to our relation with the sea  

and change the way we live.   

 

The only question is, would we?  
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A TURTLE’S LIFE  
 

These lives, they begin, in the harshness of the night. 

A decade ahead to struggle, with all their potential being.  

But a meagre tiny when they first appear,  

they are fair game for crabs, birds and bigger fish.  

From then on, there are many fights to avoid  

till they could grow way big, till they 

grow into a shell of armour, till they get too big  

for tastes of many in the sea.  

 

My personal experience with them has been real pleasing.  

To see them lie on top of a rock in the sea motionlessly,  

as if they have attained immortality.  

Time for them must be of a different quality.  

The way they are in the sea, paddling and more so of gliding,  

moving in the sea so effortlessly,  

perhaps second in grace only to the manta rays.  

 

In their life, there's never idle really,  

traveling back and forth, migrating to and fro.  

As if a curse is set upon them, they have to 

continue the cycle to lay their offsprings in the exact same place, where they are born,  

sort of like an offering.  

To continue the struggle in a beach.  

To begin as exposed tiny succulent feasts to those pincers and beaks.  

 

So these ancient creatures have lived, 

I've seen.  

But threats loom for them in sense of human economic activities,  

oil spills, marine debris, and habitats loss. 

What would the ocean be without them?  

I do not wish to imagine. 

So why don’t we propose a revolution instead?  

To count the living green backs instead of those flashy cold paper greens? 
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A CALL FROM YOUR BEST FRIEND 
 

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 came 

at me, swinging their fists. 

 

My right eye, there’s this pain and I couldn’t see. 

Where are you when I needed the security? 

That day the vet she says, I have glaucoma. 

Whatever does that mean? 

 

Two months before you were gone, 

I am down with breast cancer. 

Now, I feel so feeble 

and I have the cold to battle. 

 

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. 
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A CALL FROM YOUR BEST FRIEND (CON’T) 
 

 

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? 

 

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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COWS’ RIGHTS 
 

You can’t see them crying and bellowing  

You can’t see the hurt arising  

from infections and mutilations,  

from eating corns that never goes suitable  

for a stomach evolved,  

four stomachs exactly, to work on the grass. 

All the bacteria within complaining  

of no cellulose to keep them flourishing.  

 

You can’t see anymore because 

we all live in this great myth 

of happy cows grazing and with bursting 

nipples that could only seek comfort 

from human intervention.  

But bet you didn’t know too well  

the work of the human hand. 

We inject grossly, those growth hormones 

to make them swell.  

The bigger the better, always are our mentality. More profits per cow. 

They are afterall mere commodity.  

We feed them well, so that they can pay their dues  

with milk and flesh and separations  

from their babies.  

 

What else would I expect, happy cows roaming wild? 

But let me ask you something, perhaps 

something you have never seemed to think.  

Don’t you think that cows feel and suffer?  

Don’t you think that they yearn,  

so like you do,  

to live in dignity?  

But the steak, rare, or medium rare,  

the soft succulent flesh, will blood streaming 

is all it takes for one  

to silence  

this moral dilemma. 
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COWS’ RIGHTS (CONT’D) 
 

Hush, hush now 

while one sinks teeth into cruelty.  

Factory farming with methane polluting, 

let’s sweep them under gossipy entertainment updates.  

Because no cow’s rights are essentially right.  

And there are so many more else  

to occupy the people with.  

 

But, now we should think  

for ourselves and the cows.  

Is there truly no slight sense  

of wrong in it all?  

No cows’ rights at all? 
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SONG OF TONGA  
 

This is the land of Tonga, a small island tucked in the Southern Pacific.  

A 3 hours flight from New Zealand.  

The very first island I step foot since 

I’ve been in the land of kiwis.  

Residing beside the famous Fiji, 

Tonga, a quieter place of its own personality.  

 

We reach Eua Island, and are greeted by the lovely host. Deep Blue Diving,  

with it’s heightened mission of eco-conservation.  

A lodge crafted all from the hands of the locals and the dive master, Wolfgang. 

A name I couldn’t forget. Mystery and loyalty.  

Lonely, he may seem. It is after all a tiny sleepy 

island that you could ride a bike around in matter of hours.  

But who could really be when the connection  

with all else is ever present so deeply.   

 

The sea promises clarity I never before come across.  

A bonus, whales bridging and slapping their tail against the sunset. Or perhaps simply 

throughout the afternoon, like they have nowhere to rush to or  

to conform to any tight itinerary.   

Frolicking, mocking the restriction of the land bound.  

I swim with them and hear their song of the deep. Their notes are sang right through,  

vibrating my whole being.  

 

But what keeps me entertain mostly, is what you never have guessed it. There is no doubt  

Eua Island is really known for its’ diving.  

They have a sea cave with amazing display of lights. Once, I stay on the boat and spotted a 

whale bridging not too far off. Yes, the whales are amazing.  

And I simply couldn’t leave them out.  

But, but, I want to introduce you to my friends, pigs of the wild.  

Comfortable with sharing the road with locals.  

The sows bearing a crowd of piglets.   

Snouting away so joyously, a symphony just like that.  
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SONG OF TONGA (CONT’D) 
 

Once, a piglet squeezed into the fence,  

And frantic a little too much about it.  

But the mother pig, with her stability comparable  

to her mass, guide the piglet out along the fence  

with her voice.  

This is their song, a song of bonding and family.  

And this is a place I could never fully 

depart. 
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THE ‘SMILING’ DOLPHIN  
 

They are smiling, isn’t it so obvious? 

Even the sounds they make resembles  

them frolicking. So often times,  

we see only what we wish to see.  

 

I have memories as a kid, going to a  

dolphin show, clapping along to every tricks.  

Their intelligence, solely calibrated  

by their abilities to respond to the commands.  

 

I really thought it is all rosy in such industries,  

where dolphin and man share a beautiful relationship.  

I’m sure the trainers care a lot about their counterparts,  

but I doubt the dolphins’ needs are entirely met.  

 

You see, in the wild, dolphins leap and swim freely.  

Sometimes along the boat to show off their speed.  

They are expert in using sounds. Can you imagine 

how these bounce in a confined space?  

Perhaps, imagine being in a room with a constant drill.  

Maybe it’s exaggeration, but how could you ever figure such complexity?  

 

In 2009, the world sees a hideous massacre,  

through a film known as The Cove.  

It is unveiled, the red gushing out at a secret 

cove, from those lovely cetaceans.  

 

From then on, volunteers flying in  

to be guardians of the sea,  

reporting every injustice happening.  

Maybe, things are picking up a little,  

but the dolphins are still trapped and killed.  

 

I hate the killings, it’s no different from the Nazi.  

I couldn’t figure why the fisherman in Taiji 

are still doing it. I pray, someday, we all can see that the dolphins just aren’t smiling. 
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SIMPLY CHAINED 
 

Asia’s own giant, the biggest on the land.  

But why, do you stumble around that tiny metal chain?  

Why not break free into the forest you belong?  

Why with all the strength and might, do you not rebel?  

Why? Have you given all up?  

 

The tourists come and go, touching you and stroking you, as if  

love is bestowed somehow.  

Little do they know,  

that you, the seemingly docile huge creature of Asia,  

are nowhere near being treated right.  

 

They take photos, what glorious creatures,  

they must think and how "well-behaved" you are.  

“See how close I am to them,” so many of them’re  

boasting to friends faraway.  

But see, they really don't. They fail to see the spirit that is broken in.  

The spirit of you, that is broken in.  

Breaking in, harsh it may sound,  

but reality is unimaginably worse.  

They want to make you into nothing.  

Just soulless and mundane, and perhaps nearly insane.  

Docile, with little  

regards to your well-being.  

 

But perhaps, we could make a change.  

Many activists are talking now, for you, we will continue the fight.  

Information of the cruel practices abound.  

Your handlers, they captured you since young. Force you  

apart from mummy and daddy.  

You are caged, starved, beaten, stabbed, poked, cut and kept awake for days.  

Days after days, until you are truly broken in,  

submissive under the tortures. 

And for those that are strong, those  

that never give in, useless they would be perceived.  

And for them, strong-willed,  

death is all that is.  
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SIMPLY CHAINED (CONT’D) 
 

Cry all you may, trumpet in anger and pain.  

They don’t care about you at all.  

With only a single motive,  

they see only business in trading  

and making people satisfy with shows of absurdity.  

 

They round up the herd and sometimes kill the strong adults.  

All this, all this, just so they could capture you and smuggle you 

illegally, all in the name of the tourism industry.  

They don’t know elephants grieve upon carcasses  

of their own kind. They don’t think  

about the soul you carry is so much  

in similarity to my own kind.  

 

But what could I say? If people fancy, the  

handlers would surely be there to break you in.  

Until we learn and stop taking you as mere entertainment 

and start treating you with dignity and respect, 

to leave you where you rightfully should be. 

Our Asian giants at where they should be.  

 



Thank You 
 

If you are interested in to know more, do connect with 

me on  

 

Blog http://www.wingfootprint.wordpress.com  

 

Facebook https://www.facebook.com/wingsfootprint  

 

LinkedIN http://sg.linkedin.com/in/puahhuiying  

 

Meetup http://www.meetup.com/Yoga-Food-

Sustainability-Dance/  

 

Twitter https://twitter.com/wing_phy  

 

And support my writings by donating   

http://goo.gl/sXpnQB  
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