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Preface 

Winter, Wind. Rain, England.  

Not at all supposed to be a depressing scene, as we have 
bright-coloured leaves strewing the pavement to Senate 
House, and a fountain of crystal in the tranquillity of Russel 
Square, and l’attrait de la lumière over the night of Oxford 
Street. But wait, when you are enchanted by the serendipity-
if I may put it, haven’t you been dreaming already?  

Coming up with this relatively broad theme, my simple and 
genuine desire is to choose as inclusive a topic as possible-
something we can all write about, from our own 
perspectives. Dreams, sprawling across everyday lives, for 
the impassionate and the ambitious, entail as well ambiguity 
and perplexity, interweaving fantasy with reality during 
nights. May it be a flashback to your past, a reflection of the 
present, an envisioning about the future, or the intersection 
of the three? In this collection witnessed assorted moods 
accompanying dreams, the authors’ intuition and 
subconsciousness, their aspiration and pondering, affection 
and melancholy, pride and remorse, celebration and 
introspection, iridescence and monochrome…And beyond 
that of individuals, there are groups, communities, nations, 
etc.  

Trying out something new has always been my pursuit. 
Hence, I decided to bring in music and photography, and 
managed to condense three pieces of lyrics and four 
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Poetry 
 

The Flood 
A prose-poem 

 
By Alan G. Li 

 
 

The flood came abruptly, and everything dear to him he had lost. 
In life his acquaintances were without charm, his family distant; 

in his books lived his real friends, their lives he knew so well, and 
in his books lived his real parents, whose every word he trusted. Yet 
his books – in whose rough pages he had met Love, by whose rough 
pages was reflected his Soul, between whose rough pages Misery 
brooded – his books had all perished in the rushing flood waters, 
rushing fast with the dirty mud of other towns, other oceans. 

And seeing the vessels in which was scattered his real life, the 
life he had actually lived, floating in the parlour along with drab 
items and grey furnishings of the everyday, their soaked, tattered 
paper like the wasted skin of skinned fish, he sloshed out of the 
front door and he walked through the empty sea that was once his 
village.  

On the first day he wept hot tears that were chilled and claimed 
by the wild rain just as they reached his cheeks. And he walked 
through the empty sea that was once his province. 

On the second day he tried to recall the stories he had felt, the 
lives he had known, and the histories he had followed. And though 
his great mind had exhausted all its strength, and his heavy heart 
had split in twain from the weight of memories fleeting, he could 
recall neither story, nor life, nor history. And he wept burning brine 
that marked his face, as he walked through the empty sea that was 
once his country. 

On the third day he had walked for very long, and he saw that 
the sea had given way to vast fields of soft serpentine hues 
supporting an ever-changing mosaic of dappled azur and marble. 
And he walked further through the empty fields, further still. And 
he thought of his isolation, he reflected on his melancholy, and he 
saw, for the second time in his life, how miserable this life was, how 
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neglected he had deliberately rendered it, how unreal it was! And 
he walked further over the finely-textured grass, like a pest on the 
emerald fur of some monstrous creature, further still, until he 
reached a sheer cliff. Violently blew the wind, mercilessly howled 
the abyss, savagely bit the cold. And he walked further until he fell 
off the edge of the earth. 

And he closed his book and slept  
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Do I Fly or Do I Fall 
By Anum Mahmood 

 
 
I am a child of the night 
and I dance with the moon,  
Spinning softly 
To different moods.  
 
She, water weaver,  
gently weaves the tides inside me, 
gently heaves the thought containers, 
And tempers the liquid, 
Bright alchemy. 
 
I heard a call, 
A judgement cry,  
amidst the horns and roaring roads 
and all the talk and ring tones,  
I heard a cry,  
A judgement call.  
 
Now do I fly or do I fall?  
 
My feet arrest the jagged rock, 
My hair caresses the wild winds,  
And I call above 
Oh mind, or god, or love.  
 
Is it real, what seems so real to me,  
or is that cemented dream the only reality?  
 
A latent desire has bewitched or awoken me,  
Am I a prophetess or a madwoman?  
 
Do I create this space 
Which resides around me 
Where greys and blues make love 
And beget soft waves 
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Which ride with me to lavender skies, 
Did I extract the colours from a layman’s eyes  
And paint with what was neither me nor mine?  
 
Do the stars still rhyme and reason over 
A world which does not believe in stars, 
Only rocks which we shall land upon 
Once we have wasted earth - 
Do they still smile and say,  
children, you are ours, and we forever yours? 
 
My skin is peeling and my head feels coarse. 
I dreamt a dream that told me  
That dreams are not dreams 
And every way the river goes 
Is real and rivers gleam.  
 
I met someone 
Who did not speak, nor hold me,  
And from knowing them  
I had a choice: 
To believe myself insane  
Or give birth to brighter sanity. 
Now I am a child and see through walls.  
And do I fly or do I fall? 
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A Vial Of Lost Hope 
By Avantika Singhal 

 
 
When I was a young girl,  
dreams were the only things I truly ever owned. 
I caged them in the palm of my hand  
and took them everywhere. 
Like the school playground where I thwarted  
the dust from reaching them.  
Even when I floundered through life, 
they stayed captive, wedged into my 
warm skin, feeding me strength. 
 
 
Today, when the dark clouds are pressing 
oppressively against my chest and suffocating 
me, my dreams rise and dissipate into thin air. 
I try holding on to them. I fail.  
 
 
If I were insane enough, I would pen down a 
sentimental obituary on them and get it published.  
If I were insane enough, I would be a decent poet. 
I try figuring out where my dreams must be. 
 
 
I think they must be devastated, recumbent  
particles glimmering and floating like stars  
at the belt of the night sky. And, if my dreams were  
meaty appendages with eyes and hair,  
they’d deride the soul I lost when I let my nemesis win. 
 
 
Dreams were the only things I truly ever owned 
and now, today, I have nothing. 
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A Million Rains 

By Catherine Yuefang Tang 
 
 

I walked in a million rains. 
 

Big Ben was always Big Ben, 
Even in a puddle, 

In the vague reflection. 
 

Mixed bulbs of grape hyacinth 
With wet cheeks, 

Would blush all the same. 
 

Fading sunset over Gloucester Road 
Still helped newborn sparrows 

Wipe their tiny feet clean. 
 

She never heard the bell. 
She never grew summer. 

She never danced to a flock of fluff. 
She never came to my London. 

 
She walked in a million rains. 
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Unread 
By Catherine Yuefang Tang 

 
I stir-fried asparagus with bean sprouts again. 
Awkward combination? Come correct me. 
Unread. 
 
Today, I got a “spiced” pumpkin latte. 
It was hot, but was not hot.  
I learnt a word from you a year ago, remember? 
Unread. 
 
I have been writing poems recently. 
Some are about plums.  
[Flower language: “keep your promises”] 
Actually, all are about plums. 
Unread. 
 
I missed the very last coach. 
So I walked in the winter fields, 
Of oblivion, of exile, of never-ending doom. 
I pictured you that time following me: 
“Of growing snow, of lurking hope.” 
Unread. 
 
I’m sorry I shouted at you last Christmas. 
I’m sorry I avoided the mistletoe. 
I’m sorry I left early. 
I’m sorry. 
Read. 
 
The police found your phone. 
They got him. The country is cheering- 
They got him. 
I saw your photo on TV. 
Why were you not smiling- where were your specs- 
Or were they forever taken as evidence? 
But it’s the end. 
Let’s go home. 
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six hour bus 
By Claudio Cambra 

the bus  
stalled  
halfway to Singapore. 
 
she scowled -  
a hazy scowl, 
as usual, 
as she had done  
for the last  
two  
months. 
 
but  
she wasn’t there  
at all. 
just  
my own  
hazy reflection  
on the window 
drinks  
I’d had  
and 
the result  
of the countless  
at the last  
rest  
stop. 
 
blur by  
blur, 
little pieces of what 
mattered 
flew at the window, 
and I fell  
out of  
my  
seat. 
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that didn’t stop  
the blur. 
it was a magic bus, 
after all, 
and I’d tried  
buying it  
off of The Who, 
who were tired  
of it  
too. 
 
dreams are  
dreams, 
and it didn’t  
matter. 
 
I dropped one hundred ringgit on the bus’ floor 
as it jolted to a halt at the Singaporean border. 
When I woke up the bus driver shoved me off 
into border control where the armed forces 
scanned my bag for cocaine. 
 
There was nothing inside 
and outside.  
The sun slapped me in the face 
and the jungle waved at me 
as I rushed to the toilet. 
 
dazed and confused, 
I made it to Marina Bay 
painfully sober 
and alone. 
 
six hours  
for a boat-shaped hotel 
a vista out of blade runner 
and nothing at all. 
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Dregs of Star Dust 

By Gaia Stanzani Ghedini 
 

Prism of ice and fire.  
Prophet of seasons.  
Silent keeper of shore and land-   
mute, I stand as tender thoughts are grazed by uncertainty, 
rendered sore by fading ambitions.  
 
Yet untarnished, you wallow in expectation   
Cradled by the chanting winds.  
Frosted star dust.  
I kneel before your propitious embers  
As you mold grit into crafts of light.  
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Mites 
By Giulia Dissegna 

 
There are mites that live on your eyelashes, 
And they do not like the light. 
Mum hates it when I click my knuckles 
the pop of air bubbles, 
Like a Kit Kat snap. 
A skeleton song and jaunty little rhythm.  
And the death rattle of my memory foam bed. 
 
The mites must nibble solar flares like communion, 
And grind down sunspots  
Into red sand dunes, 
Dung beetle burrows 
And bad sci-fi. 
Xenomorphs  
With their engorged insides 
Prophetic creases, unfolded like 
Butterfly cut carrion- 
Flay and fan me out on the cutting board 
 
Flatpack boredom, 
Neck brace silence 
IKEA serenity and white gloss. 
And the insatiable feeling of romanticism 
Settles on me like a death mask, 
Keats on a bed in Rome  
And I tell myself I want to be a real artist 
A true, trite Raphaelite. 
Pour silicon down my throat  
and stick straws up my nose 
Frog tape my toes together, and bury them in lamb’s wool  
I’m a prima ballerina, in her box toe shoe 
I’m a self-mummified Buddha, 
leche, poisoned tea, Golden platform and all.  
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Paint rollers for the Yorkshire moors, 
White spirits for the lake lands 
Swig mouthwash for the alcohol 
And a rabbit head lost in the heathland. 
Maybe love is just too difficult.  
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bloodletting 
By Jennie Howitt 

 
i used to think people were bottles - 
a Thames worth of blood sloshing in rigid skin 
 
 
now i imagine the space between veins 
as soil between stem and empty vase - 
 
 
as cracks in a stack of paper straws - 
whetted by soda bubbles 
 
 
slowing the pace at which we can taste 
how pulses are constrained in blue straws - 
 
 
i am a poet so i sip my coffee alone - 
feeling the weight of a hundred rivers 
 
 
on my tightly bound bones 
as the pulse of a pencil in a notebook - 
 
 
and i feel my cells un-knitted with each purple 
and green - each temper of Mingus - each 
 
 
breath of coffee - each light bulbblub flicker - 
thickened with plastic - limp as a wheat husk - 
 
 
tangled and bound in reams of wires 
grounding me down to cement and dust 
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one more bowl 
By Jennie Howitt 

 
 
i have eaten 5 bowls of cereal today / 5 bowls of / bowls of / cereal 
the cold milk’s fingers probed the lining of my insides 
and after bowl 2 i felt sick / but i kept going because if didn’t then - 
 
 
i’ve been getting this longing / for wombs and blanket shawls 
ever since my limbs sunk and splintered / heavy from cereal freight 
that’s stacked up in my bones / splicing, my, blood, like, a, comma, 
 
 
over-cut limes / salt clusters / [shotx5] / i’m playing this song for you 
i hear with crunch and steel / [shotx5] / it was so nice of you to buy 
me 
all those drinks / then take off my clothes for me / and put me into 
your bed /  
 
 
with you / i would thank you but i don’t remember ___  how bowl 1 
and 5 
fused in my synapse / the same spoon netting each cereal tadpole / 
crunch and steel / after my 5th bowl i morphed into a hot air balloon 
 
 
and i tossed my body into the moors where i will be buried / one 
day / 
the sky is yellow like the windmills from my story-books / 
and then /// in a fleeting second i conquer gravity /// float along 
 
 
in a caffeine-starved-hung-over cloud / unrefined / undefined / dfnd / 
you have a name that lingers like the last traces of milk in a bowl 
a name that blooms from each palm into a delta of / milk 
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floating higher / i haven’t felt the Moon’s skin on my nails yet / i 
hope  
it will feel like steel and morning coffee / i hope it will undress me  
of my dolls and blankets / i hope it will blind my up from my / here 
 
 
under my pillow Freud sleeps / ghost of my mother splayed out  
in front of the television when the ___ bits came on in RomComs / 
blinding/ blndng / blndng / so now i float still / too heavy 
 
 
from boxing up each blind moment / and in the echo / vacuum / 
cistern / 
just one more bowl / jst n mr bwl / jstnmrbwl 
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Dream of the Palace Wall 
By Joe Hauszen Ying 

 
What catches my eyes  
are the majestic lion-head statues, 
sculpted out of the gigantic gate,  
carved into the towering Palace Wall. 
Beyond the vast grassland, from ruddy pillars to blackish roofs,  
surfaces a veil of worship to Heaven. 
Through sparkle of sabres and swords,  
witnessed the emergence of Empire. 
Ancient glory. 
 
But – 
Was it the triumph, or tragedy, 
when ridges were conquered by the fortress of Dragon? 
Did the pinnacle of progenitors stand, 
where fiefs were swallowed by counties, where lords were tamed 
into puppets? 
How oblivious we had been to the ‘Savage Queen’, carried by those 
inconspicuous barques. 
‘Facing her portrait we refuse to bend our knees’, 
Until the tiny sails trumped the giant feet. 
 
If only had the flame and fume dissipated, 
we shall have enlightened them, the martyrs, in the last war.  
Yet no, how dare I be a traitor, to dream of the other? 
For thousands of years the Palace Wall has been firming its stance, 
The dream of centuries after centuries, advancing into a new epoch. 
With rapturous applause we still celebrate: 
       the dream of our glory, the dream of our fantasy, 
       the dream that formed our consistency, the dream that grew 
our stubbornness, 
       the dream lifting us up to the shrine, the dream dragging us 
down the abyss. 
 
This poem is a historical introspection, inspired by L.S.Stavrianos’s 
discussion in his book A Global History, about the divergence 
between east and west. 
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Sanddollar 
By Judith Gerstenkorn 

 
 

I am driving to meet a memory -  
to encounter a past 
as forgotten as history class content.  
 
How were medieval houses built?  
What was the feudal system?  
 
Futily I hold those thoughts.  
The same way I hold our friendship.  
It is a sanddollar circled in its window presentation bowl.  
 
Where did I find it and what 
gave me the right to rip it from its ocean home? 
What gave me the right to claim you -  
make you sanddollar pretty in a windowsill bowl –  
 
part dream, 
 
part paraphernalia of my travels?                                    
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Dream again 
By Kirese Narinesingh 

 
 

Lonely island, do you dream?  
Nostalgia rides the waves of time, dead as the metaphor, 
Wafting to shore the salty scent of debris that 
Once rubbed your body in a gold gleam 
 
The black oil slicked and peeled off your shores. 
The past is a dusty dream.  
Nothing could have saved you- 
 
Before hands that were not yours struck the match and 
the first wave of the inferno trapped you 
in the nightmare of fire, the nightmare of water, 
stripping your body to ash. A crispy fragment of memory 
 
tossed beneath the sea, scorned by the air itself, 
memento mori of debris, 
blazing, drowning,  
bastard hereditary of hybridity. 
 
The scent of death is not burning flesh, 
it is a dream interrupted,  
unsalvageable. 
 
The tidal waves swept you to shore like a cold mother; 
you, the infant swaddled in golden sand. 
You bathe in coconut oil- you are transparent now- 
it cleans your scars. You are cold, but clean. 
 
Your brothers and sisters are desolate bastards, too. 
Burnt and born, they emerge, like you: little islands 
baptised in immolation, child of sea and flame, 
resurrected and born again. 
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A sphinx sleeps in a labyrinth 
By Neehaarika Jayanth Veena 

 
 

What is anyone without secrets? 
There are leaves folding upon themselves 

Under the autumn sun, against the winter wind, 
So I’ll whisper to you under woven quilts, 

Feed you dreams, put myself in them- 
And the sky after it ceases to rain 

Will remind you of my hair. 
 

I write better fragmented 
Because I only know how to live in pieces. 

But lover, you are the night sky, 
Beautiful and subtle and vast. 

Encompass me and we will sleep tonight 
On sweeter pillows and in softer arms. 

 
I am but a day and my love is a fool. 

We have until the sun pulls down my eyelids 
To kiss castles unto the clouds. 

Maybe the shapes will remind you 
Of my mouth framing your name 

When you wake. 
 

Lover, when you wake, 
Remember the secrets spoken in our dreams- 

They are the answers 
To the riddles you will meet. 
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Is It Too Late To Dream? 
By Vandita Garg 

 
 

Ever listen to the voice of your heart, without stifling its scream? 
Do you ever dare to dream? 
 
"A coffee with a sorceress, brewing magic potions, 
And swimming with fish in the deepest oceans." 
-- my heart would start --  
Stopped short by my mind; always acting oh-so-smart. 
It told me my dreams were just illusion 
Being so weak-willed, I withdrew in confusion. 
 
Soon, the innocence was gone. 
Dreams lay forgotten, fragmented and torn; 
Pushed back in a pitiful condition, 
Piled over, more and more, by practical ambition. 
Monotonous days became routine, 
The wild imagination went unheard and unseen. 
 
However, today, waking up this morn, 
The same old world I was looking upon. 
But it was the beginning of a very new day; 
My heart had screamed, maybe one last time, before turning away. 
So I dug up the dreams that had once been messages from my soul, 
Of the desires I had, till then, buried, yet not dead, in a deep hole. 
 
I pick up my jacket and pack a pillow, 
And start for a journey to my dreamland; somewhere far. 
With no particular destination in mind, I halt under the shade of a 
willow; 
Decided to sleep, facing the twinkling stars; 
Basking in the moonlight, 
I let my dreams, once again, take flight. 
 
From now, it is my dreams that will decide my fate; 
Ah! No. It is never too late. 
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Dreamwalking 
By Beatriz Valero de Urquia 

 
 
I am walking in the land of dream. 
Follow closely 

next to me  
 
come right here, 

lie  
to your brain 
to your mind, 
or simply by my side. 
 
Close your eyes. 
 
Imagine a place just for you and me 

a place we could meet, 
 a place where scars will not reach  

 
free of wounds 
free from hate 
free from the fear of drifting away. 
 
It’s the land I see in the light of your eyes 

where I long to get lost 
but can never stay long. 

 
I travel while you try to speak 

to bring me back 
but I refuse to leave. 

Cannot make sentences in that universe  
cannot answer 
cannot reply. 
 
If you’re with me, that´s all I really need 
If you hold me tight, I´ll find you in my sleep.  
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Prose 
 
 

I am a Paid Protester 
By Alan Li 

 
 

“The very rude elevator screamers are paid professionals only 
looking to make Senators look bad. Don’t fall for it! Also, look at all 
of the professionally made identical signs. Paid for by Soros and 
others. These are not signs made in the basement from love! 
#Troublemakers” 

— President Trump, in a tweet, 5 
October 2018 

 
 

Each of us will walk down to that flowing, rushing darkness at 
some point in our lives – where the trees  grow  dead  branches, 
where a chill runs free throughout, where the sound of  flapping 
wings is always behind you,  and  where  the  sky  holds  only  the 
stars of life, which twinkle fuzzily, almost glaringly, above in the 
never-ending, flowing, and rushing darkness. When we reach the 
waters, and gaze into their depths, what is the life that we wish to    
see reflected? A  life of sacrifice, and noble action – a life of love,    
and passion – or a life of wealth, and pleasure? 

Well, why not have all of it? 

I met George Soros during a rough time in my life. My husband 
had deserted me because I was fat, my fat friends deserted me after 
I got skinny, and my skinny friends deserted me because I was no 
longer fat. Naturally I leapt to drink. It was a quiet night – just 
murmurs coming from all around, so far away and ghostly that the 
cosy leather seats and oak tables seemed to be whispering to me. I 
had asked for a bottle of absinthe, the strongest thing they had (I 
told the bartender it was to share with my girlfriends, who were 
“coming later”). And as I poured my first glass George Soros plopped 
out like a drowned mouse – and as small. He had horns, and for 
some reason wore a cape and goatee, which was definitely fake. 
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‘Why, hello there,’ said Soros. 

‘Aren’t green fairies supposed to come out of absinthe bottles?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Soros, his voice dripping with grease, ‘but I paid an  
Uber driver to infiltrate the distillery to take over the anise farm to 
murder her. Of course, this was after conception but before birth, so 
it’s morally ok.’ 

I nodded. You can murder anyone as long they haven’t been 
born yet. 

‘Anyway, Mary,’ – I gasped; he knew my name! – ‘I have 
a…proposition for you. The goody-two-shoes forces of conservatism 
have swept to power, and I’ve spent ages trying to find Kavanaugh’s 
downfall. As you know, I found her – just some more acting classes 
and she’ll be ready to take him down.’ 

Soros jumped up onto my glass and  sat  on  the  rim.  He 
looked troubled, and stroked his goatee, which seemed like it had 
been handled a bit too much over the past few days. 

‘But Trump is powerful and strong, and I fear his sheer will 
may defeat me. That’s why we shall go after the weak  –  we 
must sabotage the Senate.’ 

I was hooked. Soros had possessed me. His horns must have 
had extra brain inside. 

‘Flake, Corker, Hatch, and – the toughest of all – McConnell. 
We shall crush their spirits. If we succeed, we shall imprison them 
forever with our scientists, who will drain them of all sense and re- 
programme them until facts pour out of them as freely as the flow of 
triple-strength beet juice in California.’ 

‘But Mr Soros,’ I said after a short pause, ‘what have I to 
do with this?’ 

‘You, my dear Mary, will scream and yell at them until their 
wrinkled faces wrinkle further still, until their aides flee in terror 
and they are left alone, vulnerable, and afraid. You will do it while 
they are in elevators – where they are held in eternal purgatory 
between ground and air.’ 
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Here I noticed a snag in Soros’s brilliant plan. How was I 
supposed to get to DC? What equipment would I need? What if I got 
arrested? I had almost nothing to live on. I will support the devil 
quicker than any other woman, I told him, as long he makes me a 
profit. 

Soros chuckled, and nearly fell into the glass. 

‘What a funny woman you are! You will be rewarded most 
magnificently. Getting to Washington? Just take the underworld 
express at any brunch café in Brooklyn – I’ve visited every single 
one – and you’ll be there instantly, in Hilary’s pizza shop. I have an 
army of manufacturers who will make any placard you desire – we 
have been monitoring your speech patterns and design capabilities 
for a while now, and so it will look just like you made it. And if you 
get arrested? Well, that is the greatest honour of all. If you are 
arrested, I will personally transfer one million dollars to your 
account, and pay your bail. So you see, Mary,’ – Soros grinned – 
‘there is really nothing at all to worry about.’ 

I was so entranced that I shouted ‘yes!’, perhaps a bit too 
loudly. Suddenly I remembered that there were other people. I 
turned around to apologise. 

No one was there. Just the bartender, who was looking down   
at something. Yet there were murmurs, words coming from 
somewhere. I began scanning the room frantically. Then the 
bartender stopped, as if sensing my presence. He slowly lifted his 
head. 

It was Soros! He had the horns, the goatee – still fake – the 
cape, and the devilish trenches of time. I looked back at my glass. 
Empty. I looked back at the bar. Soros was  bent back, laughing 
hard. I looked inside the absinthe bottle. Nothing but green. Oh, 
madness! 

Suddenly I felt a blinding hit on my head – like the punch of a 
camera flash. As my eyes re-adjusted, I looked around once more. 

The bartender was calculating someone’s bill. People sat 
around, talking about their tedious lives. Glasses clinked, tables 
knocked, laughter incited: a normal scene. Yet something was 
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missing. I examined my table – nothing was there. But had I 
ordered anything? No, I don’t think so. How strange. What was I 
doing here, anyway? There’s something else I should be 
doing…somewhere else… 

I left the bar and walked to the subway station. For some 
reason, I wanted brunch. But who would serve brunch this late? 

Ah, yes. Brooklyn had brunch cafés everywhere. 
 
 

*** 
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To  Find My Own 
By Daniel Lee 

i. 

I couldn’t figure where to fix my eyes, so that I could process 
the scene before me. I’d known it was going to happen for at least   
two weeks but knowing is not understanding. Here it just seemed 
incomprehensible, the white headlights of your uncle’s  car  shining 
on your hair as you hugged your parents and waved, the silhouette    
of your hand brushing over my face. 

When you stopped in front of me, at the end of your farewell 
procession, you looked at me and smiled. I smiled back, but I was 
looking at the space between us – between my  slippers  and  your 
new shoes – “you shouldn’t dress so shabbily there, everyone wears 
covered shoes” – and wondering whether this was what soldiers on 
parade felt, when a dignitary stopped in front of them and tried to 
make conversation. 

I handed you the letter I had written the night before. You held 
it close to your chest and laughed your thanks. It was abrupt and 
cutting. I tried to shift my eyes such that the headlights of the car 
would not be so blinding, but once they were obscured behind you 
the street was plunged into darkness. Your uncle’s car jarred 
against the zinc roofs and muddy paths. It was blue and glinting, a 
low wheelbase on polished wheels. But its tyres were stained with 
streaks of beige dirt, streaks of our town’s dirt. 

“I’m happy for you,” I said. “Send back some nice 
photographs. You know. The roads, the buildings, all the cars.” 

You leaned forward and embraced me, your thin arms 
tightened around my waist. The fragrance of your soap met the 
sweat drenching my back and produced a sickly-sweet smell. 
“My hands are still greasy,” I said. 

“It’s alright.” You stood back and grasped my hands. They were 
black with the oil from my father’s workshop. You never used to do 
that. I would run after you trying to smear  the  grease  on  your 
cheeks. Was it because you would never have to do it again? 
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Your uncle called you from behind the car door. You planted 
a short kiss on my cheek. Your hands slid from mine. When you 
turned, you wiped your palms on the thighs of your new jeans. 

Will they remain there, stains of a life gone by? Will they be 
washed away once you figure out how to use a washing machine? I 
felt sorry that I couldn’t make the moment more striking. Here in 
this town, hardly anything could stand out, not against the shine of 
glass and metal and headlights and crowds and petrol cars and 
huge screens and the latest smartphones and I guess what I really 
wanted to say was – 

Don’t  forget me. 
 
 

ii. 

One day, in the middle of last June, we cycled out to the 
bridge spanning the river just to look at the city from afar. It was   
a sweltering day with little wind blowing through the town. The  
air was static and there was little to ruffle our hair when we cycled 
through the main street, waving at everyone we knew, from the 
grocer to the butcher to the newspaper man. 

When we reached the bridge, we stopped at the pavement at 
our end, watching an old truck rattle past and puffing out black 
fumes in its wake. The bridge is not very long. The tarmac is 
grey and the road lines are faded. The pavements are overgrown 
with weeds which wave every time a vehicle drives past. 

I asked you to go first and let me take the rear. 

We’d never been this far out of town. The furthest I’d been was 
to the post office, which lies at the periphery about a kilometre from 
the bridge. You said your father once took you out to the stream to 
fish, but that’s west; the bridge is north. 

You dismounted to push your bicycle and I followed. The chains  
of our bicycles made a sound that reminded me of the ratchet my 
father sometimes used in the car workshop. The road was clear of    
any cars – only the trucks carrying beer and fish came in and out of 
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town. Still, we stuck to the side of the road, letting our ankles be 
tickled by the weeds. 

Beyond the rusted railings of the bridge, the wide river 
glittered under the sun. The greenery flanking it spilled into the 
water. Here the wind dared to venture, rolling in from the sea, 
billowing our clothes. The water stretched into the horizon. I 
thought I could see a ship or two. I wanted to say how small we 
were in the vastness of it all, but suddenly you stopped and 
pointed across the river. 

The city looked like a  small  cardboard  play  castle.  It  was 
nestled behind a range of brown hills,  so  we  could  only  see  the 
taller buildings. But these  buildings  peered  over  the  land, 
undulating like sharp peaks. They were stark from the surrounding 
landscape – glossy and refined, standing stoic where the rest of the 
land tumbled and sprawled. 

“I wonder what it’s like to live in one of those,” you said.  

“I think those are offices,” I said. “For people to work in. 
Don’t you have an uncle who works there?” 

You nodded. “Yeah, my uncle works there. But we only ever 
see him twice a year. He used to visit us more often when I was 
younger. I’m not sure if you remember what he looks like.” 

I shook my head. You shrugged. “He’s a world away. I think 
my dad just called him a few days ago, though. But imagine his 
life. Working for one of the big companies.” 

“You’ve got to wear long shirts and heels,” I said. “I can’t 
imagine wearing a suit and tie in this weather.” 

We looked at each other. I was wearing a singlet while you were 
wearing a shirt. Both were stained with sweat. Our tops hung over 
our shorts like oversized dresses. My toes were still kicking out 
grains of sand from my sandals. 

We decided to sit on the railings, leaning our bicycles against 
them. Your eyes were still fixed on the sparkling city. Mine were on  
the river, wondering how large a  lake  would  be  if  this  was  the 
width of the river. 
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A car revved past, its sleek figure bringing us a rush of cool air. 
I tapped your arm and pointed at it as it slowed for the hump at the 
end of the bridge, red tail lights blinking at us. 

“What’s a car like that doing here?” you asked. 

“I heard Joe just bought a new car,” I said. “Isn’t it nice?” 

“Well, you know what it means,” you shrugged. “He’s going to 
the city soon, isn’t he?” 

“I don’t know about that. But – when I turn eighteen I want a 
car like that.” 

You laughed. I furrowed my brows. Then I started laughing as 
well. 

“If you ever become rich enough to  afford  a  car  like  that,  
you can bring me to the city,” you chuckled. “We’ll live there in 
fancy suits and dresses and heels.” 

I grinned, shaking my head furiously, watching your hair stray 
over your face. For that moment, out of the claustrophobic crowd of 
our town, with the mud brown of the houses and the grey dust of     
the streets washed from our palette, I felt not small, but so much 
bigger. 

 
 

iii. 

Yesterday I visited my father at the workshop. He was lying on 
a trolley beneath a truck, with only his legs visible. They were, as 
they had been for decades, greased with dirt and oil. But they have 
changed since the times I scurried into the workshop as a child, 
with my paper aeroplanes and popsicles. They have grown thinner. 

I cleared my throat so that he rolled himself out from under the 
massive body of the truck. It was the farmer’s truck, the one he 
used to transport fertiliser and crops. My father clambered off the 
trolley, and from a crawling position much like a baby, he struggled 
to his feet, hand waving a spanner. 

“Did you send her off?” he asked. I nodded. When you were 
already in the car, I think I waved once more at you, and I think 
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you waved back. But all I remember is staring  at  the  taillights  of 
your uncle’s car until they were obscured by the dust on the road. 
When you reach there, will he hose off from his car the last vestiges    
of this old town? 

“Maybe she’ll come visit sometime,” my father grunted, 
standing in front of his tool box with his back to me. 

I swallowed. “Maybe I can visit her sometime.” 

I saw his back heave once, the withered muscles shuddering 
beneath a cape of tattered cotton. Meanwhile his hands continued to 
tinker with his tools, making music with spanners and  
screwdrivers. 

“Is that so?” I could not see his hands, but I heard the grate   
of the ratchet. The sound of the bicycle chain. 

“Yeah. How far do you think the journey is?” 

“From here? I can’t really remember what her father 
said. Three hours by car, I think. Definitely not walkable.” 

“I want to get a car,” I declared. 

My father said nothing. He limped across the workshop in his 
sandals, carrying a shifting tray of nuts and bolts. I reached out   
my hands to help him hold the tray, but he turned brusquely away. 
When he finally set the tray down on another table, he wiped his 
face with the cloth around his neck and leaned back against the 
wall. 

“Is it because her uncle had one?” 

I shrugged. “I think it’s a good investment. It’ll help us 
get around. We can take trips to the…” 

“Where in this town is far enough that you need a car to reach 
it?”  

“I don’t know…” 

My father sighed. Then he spread his arms – scored with scars 
from years gone by, stripes of oil and dirt, flesh hanging loosely 
from bone. 
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“Look at us. I’m sorry, but we aren’t like her. I’m sorry but stop 
trying to be like her.” 

I swallowed the words churning in my chest, hoping that the 
unsaid would mean more than incessant pleas. But my father was 
already picking up his next tool, and I was left to say the words to 
myself – I never wanted to be like you. I only ever wanted to be 
with you. 

 
 

ii. 

It is cooler this time of the year, so the wind raises slight 
goosebumps on my skin. My hands grip the handles tightly, and my 
feet pedal the wheels as fast as I can lift them. The sound of the 
chain has blurred to a pleasing hum. I am hurtling down the main 
street of the town, too fast for anyone to greet me. The colours of the 
street-side shops are smudged to a pleasing pastel. 

When I reach the bridge, it is almost noon. The sun hangs 
behind the clouds but spills its rays onto the water. I dismount my 
bicycle and leave it lying by the grass. Then I begin walking. 

I stop at the middle of the bridge, equidistant between those 
two lands. I can see the city twinkling at the corner of my eye. But 
instead I look beyond the railings I am leaning on, out into the 
endless river, snaking away from and winding towards me. 
Chaperoned by the forests, spreading majestically under my feet, it 
calls me forth. 

I close my eyes. The sunlight drapes over my back. The wind 
embraces me. The fresh scent of the river rises around me. 

Why would I need visions of cities I  never  intended  to  conquer? 
The cars pass behind me, moving toward  their  new  horizons.  Beside  
me, I can still hear your voice when we laughed about our dreams. 
For me, my dream could never be unreal. All this while, it 
has always been a memory. 

45



Home(s) Movie(s) 
By Faithe Roberson 

 
 

Now that my capacity to dream has returned, they’ve all come 
rushing back. Not gradually like I had  assumed,  but  more  a 
rushing wind that flattens me into my bed, holding me captive 
spectator to a surrealist film shown only during the blurry hours 
between 5 and 8 am. A  cinema at which all entrances are behind   
my eyelids, night-movies starring every habitat and obsession of 
the past years. Last night was what Nia would call the ‘mixiest,’ the 
most incomprehensible in both time and setting. 

I never know my age in these masterpieces, and though I 
guess I could use context clues to figure myself out, the clues 
themselves morph constantly, rapidly, ruptured kaleidoscope of 
memorable moments of the last twenty-odd years. 

The film screened in last night’s rest felt feature-length, and I, 
the protagonist-heroine-lead actress was not compensated for the 
performance, but I cannot deny how compelling I was, speaking as 
the director. The producer (I again) extends her apologies for lack     
of budget, but it’s a passion project, you see. 

It opens in London–– so now–– and I turn a corner, due north 
to Russell Square, when Russell turns to Times and I’m back in 
New York City, cold blue light and entirely too many bodies on red 
stairs. Counting down for a new day in “1000! 999! 998! 997….” 

I elbow through and realize New York is melting away in 
slivers, slices of puffy coats and ear muffs evaporating slowly, then 
slower, then quickly, all at once. My arms meet no resistance from 
those I deem affectionately The Meanest People on Earth, just the 
classic “G’head, g’head, g’head,” as I push on by and emerge in the 
hills outside suburban Prague, behind the two-story U.S.- 
government sanctioned home in which I spent two years of my 
adolescence. 842 Na Malé Šárce, Praha 6, a house like every other 
on the block. 
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I’m picking mushrooms, which I never eat unless I’m trying to 
trip, and I feel uncharacteristically at ease because they are legal  
in the Czech Republic and the threat of my mother finding out is 
only vaguely registering in the furthest corners of my mind. In this 
version of Prague she is not present, and so I count the little bulbs 
left in my palm after popping two on my tongue, which is wet as 
the July air in Korea, and the yellow meadow I am wandering in 
crumbles into yellow dust–– Monsoon season in Seoul. 

Everything is dusted in yellow, most  of all my  eyelashes, and 
my lifelong allergic reaction kicks up. I look through the golden 
curtain at my hands, which are tiny so I calculate I must be either  
six, or twelve, or twenty-four years old. And through my  fingers  I 
see a crack in the sidewalk that I trace all the way up into the 

separation between two buildings: 경복궁—Gyeongbok Palace in 
English—and the silver, glass-panelled office building implanted 
just next to it. Seams in Seoul have always compelled me to write, 
photograph, and write some more, about how structures created 
centuries apart can kiss if one gets the angle right, if the shot is 
set up just so; Seoul past and Seoul present harmonious, two 
Seouls, both Seouls, two souls in one frame. 

In the king’s quarters, I’m left unperturbed by hundreds of 
tourists milling about when an old woman approaches with an 
expectant, “야! 학생, 사진 좀 찍어줘!” and I oblige. Her phone is 
nicer and newer than mine, and when I hand it back she’s 
disappeared and I am in the passenger seat of a beat-up Honda 
Civic only four years my junior. 

It is silver and missing several superficial parts and chugging 
along, thirty-five miles per hour, down a one-way street in Long 
Beach, the only city I’ve lived in which cops hide behind traffic 
lights to ticket jaywalkers. Flip-flopped frat bros screech like wild 
birds at the sight of a thigh or a fold of skin illuminated in the  
lights of a bar, bar, club, bar, restaurant, taco truck, bar, club, bar. 
They are unperturbed by police despite posing a more urgent threat 
than jaywalkers but I don’t tell cops how to do their job because I 
try my damnedest to avoid them altogether. 

My future husband is driving, driving, driving, until the one- 
way becomes the only way and he’s driven into the sand at Bolsa  
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Chica, and then past it, into the sea. And we live here now, under 
the black sea and blacker sky and mussel-sheathed docks, and 

I wake up suddenly to pee, rush out of the theatre to go quickly 
enough that I may return to the film without missing too much plot, 
too many happenings. But the water rinsing my hands is simply too 
rousing, and when I return to my cinema-bed I’m just a little too 
awake, and the screening is over. The theatre is once again defunct: 
just reels and reels of film labeled by year and country, ribbons of my 
life oily with time, all out of order and strewn across the floor. 
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Red 
By Ruby Wroe 

 
 

There is an old woman who dreams in red. Red the colour and 
red the feeling. Both fill her head while she is asleep. She feels a 
deep, disturbing affinity with this colour, and has never understood 
people when they say they are feeling blue. She feels red often. 
Feeling red is exhilarating, but also terrifying. It’s expectant and 
growing, it’s potential, but potential for what? Feeling red is like 
running towards a cliff edge. 

There is a work of art she visits frequently called Red Room 
(Child) and Red Room (Parents) made in 1994, by another old  
woman called Louise Bourgeois. Louise is dead now, but in this 
woman’s head she is always old, and never dead. 

In this work of art by the other old woman, everything is red or 
dark wood. This work of art looks like the red dreams she has, and 
because of this, she feels a great affinity with this always old, never 
dead artist, Louise Bourgeois. 

In another country, two parents had conceived a second child, 
who at 29 weeks, stops kicking. When she goes to the toilet, the 
expectant mother is haunted by the colour she is not supposed to see 
when she is pregnant. They had planned to call him Red. Two days 
later, the old woman who dreams in red, finds out her daughter has 
seen red and her grandchild is no more. The old woman revisits her 
beloved red art work, and is brought to tears by the connection she 
feels between her loss and this work of art. She is overcome by a 
wave of sadness that she is sure the artist must have felt as well. 

The next day when her daughter calls, she does not mention the 
artwork that had made her weep the day before. Once finished on the 
phone, the mother of the mother who lost her child, looks up the face of   
the artist who she is sure  must  share  her  sense  of  incomprehensible  
loss. She trawls through images of her face and of her art.  She  is  
entranced by the deep, kind lines engrained on the surface of her skin, 
joining her eyes to her mouth. She realises she is not used to seeing 
photographs of woman artists when they are old, like her. She stops 
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clicking through images, and tries to think of photos of other woman 
artists that come immediately to her mind. One is a black and white 
image of Eva Hesse, in high waisted jeans, with a t-shirt tucked into 
them, and her hair in a thick plait coming down to her waist. Eva 
Hesse looks young, and fresh and beautiful. She goes back to Louise 
Bourgeois and her deeply lined face. She doesn't usually find age 
appealing, but there is something so wholesome, so knowledgeable 
about this woman and her face, that she feels understood. This is 
what God must look like, she thought. 

That night, after resting her head for a while on her pillow, she 
feels herself sink back into her red state. Her eyelids flicker, as 
though the visions of red are whispering beneath them. In her 
dreams she sees things and beyond that she sees a red nothing. She 
sees small bloody bodies, and her daughter, she sees her daughter’s 
small red body just after she was born. She sees Louise and she sees 
squished up faces, confused hands reaching for things she can’t 
identify. She sees electrifying joy and jolting stabbing pain tied up 
together. She begins to walk through these things, passing them, as 
they float around her. She pushes herself through flesh and feeling 
and things that are stabbing her, knowing soon she will reach her 
awaited red edge. 
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Her Workshop 
By Ella Fidler 

 
 

The door before me is a dull pink, the colour obscured slightly 
by a thin coat of grey dust. The paint is chipped, exposing the 
wood. The door handle is a tarnished bronze. A gaping keyhole sits 
below it. 

I step forward, cocking my ear. There is a strange and steady 
drumming, fast like the heartbeat of a small animal, or like the 
furious beating of little wings. Perhaps the door is alive. I stand a 
moment longer, simply staring, uninterested in what else I might 
find around me. Is the wood breathing, or are my eyes wavering in 
and out of focus as I stare? Urged by a quiet but impatient curiosity, 
I reach out and turn the handle. The door opens easily and without 
sound, and the room beyond casts a dim, flickering light over my 
shoes. 

The noise hits my ears then, the same rhythmic heartbeat, 
though now it is a clatter. The sound is like tiny metal feet running, 
but the only person in the room is perched on a small stool, leaning 
intently over some kind of work. She is surrounded by scores of 
candles, her small figure shrouded in the ever-changing shadows of 
their flames. Her hair is drawn back into a winter-grey bun, so neat 
it looks almost like a tightly spun ball of yarn. It pulls back her   
skin slightly at her temples, skin soft with age and lined like the 
contours of a map. Her eyes, glassy brown, stare fixedly over her 
beak-like nose at her hands, which are both nimble and skeletal, 
and fast at work. 

It is then that I notice the source of the metallic din. The flat    
foot of a sewing machine hammers, up  and  down  and  up  and 
down, pulling pale yellow thread through a material  that  I  quite 
can’t determine. It looks almost like water, sparkling with internal 
half-morning light, but it runs under the woman’s hands like fluid 
silk, and seems to disappear where the candle-light doesn’t hit it. I 
watch patiently, my eyes roaming over her colourless smock, down   
to her foot rising and falling in waves over the machine’s pedal. 
Gathered behind her stand a collection of mannequins, clothed in 
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vibrant scarlet and amber gowns, looking to be almost on fire, or 
jackets of plum and black, completely adorned with buttons and 
lace. In the changing light the figures seem to breathe, watching 
over the woman  attentively as she works. Beside the door where     
I stand, one is draped in a heavy white cloak, textured with like- 
coloured feathers, save a row in deep blue at the hem. 

“Don’t just stand there, make yourself useful,” the woman says 
without looking up. Her voice has a sharpness to it, though it is 
pragmatic rather than cold. I think of the quiet snap of wooden 
clothes pegs. “I need some compromise, or this will never hold 
together.” 

I blink at her, wondering what on earth I can compromise to 
help her with her garment. 

“The drawers on the back wall,” she orders. “Far left, 
second from the top.” 

I turn towards the wall that her words indicate. It is lined all 
along, from the high wooden beams of the ceiling to the panels of 
the floor, with tiny apothecary drawers. Each is made of a different 
kind of wood, creating a mosaic of nutty reds and mossy browns. 
Some are bleached like driftwood, others are so shiny and dark they 
look almost like marble. As I walk towards them, I notice  
minuscule paper labels on each, but even when my nose is inches 
from the wood I can barely read them for the dark. I take a candle 
from the floor and lift it to my eyes to read. The labels have strange 
words written upon them in a messy hand, words like “chaos” and 
“whimsy”. The one immediately in front of me reads “anger”. I 
tentatively open the drawer and reach my hand inside, where it 
meets hardwood and dust, and nothing else. Disappointed, I start to 
pull my hand away, until something within the drawer grips it, 
holding it in a clawed fist that I cannot see, twisting it roughly and 
crushing the bones in my fingers. With effort, I yank my hand away 
and slam the drawer shut. My fingers and palm are covered in a 
light dusting of soot, which seems to spark in the light from my 
candle. I quickly dust it off when it starts to burn my skin. 

I reach apprehensively for the drawer labelled “whimsy”. As I 
pull it from the wall, it coughs out a small puff of colourful smoke. I 
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reach my hand inside to find a tangled mass of narrow  ribbon. 
Pulling it out slightly, I see that it is patterned in a chaotic mess of 
colours, both bold and pastel,  ornamented  here  and  there  with 
little silver stars or golden raindrops. As I turn it over in my hand       
it seems to change continuously, now a collage of  spring  flowers, 
now the rich hues of a splendid throne room. I find myself wanting   
to laugh, though I can’t quite determine why. 

“Compromise, child!” calls the woman’s voice over the  
drumming of the sewing machine. I obediently walk to the far left      
of the wall, where I find a small footstool. Standing upon it, I begin   
to inspect the drawers in the row  two down  from  the ceiling. There  
it is, “compromise”, a chocolate brown drawer nestled between 
“autumn” and “inspiration”. I peer inside to find little white cards 
holding black hook-and-eye fastenings, with “compromise” neatly 
printed at the top of each card. 

When I bring a card of fastenings to the woman, she holds out 
her hand without taking her eyes from her work. The sewing 
machine comes to a sudden stop, and she pulls the fabric out from 
beneath the foot, cutting the yellow thread with her teeth. Her hand 
roams the work table through a forest of candles, pushing aside pin 
cushions, thimbles and spools of thread until she finds a little box 
made of thick glass panes held in place by a bronze frame. Inside 
are more spools of thread, organised in neat rows. She matches a 
near-transparent thread to the fabric and begins to prepare a 
needle. 

“It’s best to make sure they don’t stand out too much,” she 
explains as she begins to stitch the fastenings onto the garment. 
“If people are too aware of them it all falls apart.” 

I watch her sew each little hook in a neat row down one edge of 
the fabric, aligning them precisely to the eyes that she stitches onto 
the opposite edge. 

“What is it going to be?” I start to ask, but she cuts me off 
with a curt bark before I can finish. 

“Patience!” 
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I hold my tongue between my teeth as my cheeks grow hot. 
The woman knots the thread and cuts it close to the fabric with a 
tiny pair of silver scissors. The air rings when their sharp blades 
meet. She then finally turns to face me, fixing her eyes on mine. 
They are somehow both piercing and warm, her pupils infinite 
wells in soft, brown earth. The flame of my candle dances in them. 

“Patience,” she repeats, watching me expectably. “That’s what    
it needs. You’ll find some over there in one of those boxes. Bring     
me a book of matches too.” 

Realising my mistake, I hurry over to the row of boxes near the 
door where I came in. They look like packing boxes, large and 
temporary, their contents spilling out over their sides. One has 
“patience” scrawled on one side in pen. It holds dozens of long 
candles, some royal blue, some emerald green, each as thick as my 
wrist. A smaller box labelled “matches” is settled amongst them. In 
it I find match boxes taken from restaurants and hotel-rooms. I 
hastily bring her a blue candle and a half-empty box of matches, 
which she accepts without a word. 

The candle flame is violet when she lights it, casting barely any 
light at all. It waves slowly, as if suspended in water. The woman 
carefully angles the candle over the shimmering fabric and waits for 
the hot wax to fall. I gasp when the first drop hits and an intricate 
blue flower blooms over the fabric, midnight dark at its centre but 
pastel at the tips of its delicately patterned petals. 

“Here, hold it for me,” she commands, passing me the candle so 
that she can rearrange the fabric after each drop. After a while she 
blows out the candle and takes it from me. “I’ll just let it settle,” she 
mutters to herself, carefully lifting the fabric and carrying it to a 
cloth mannequin. At her order, I bring over a pin cushion and watch 
as she shapes the material, pinning it over and over, clicking her 
tongue and re-pinning it again. 

“These are always so delicate. I always tell my customers not to 
put it in a hot wash, and what do they do? No wonder they shrink! All 
these people going on about not having enough peace to go around, 
when they’re wrecking them faster than I can stitch them!” 
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She stands back with a satisfied sort of huffing noise and looks 
over her work, nodding. When she returns to her sewing machine I 
follow her uncertainly, holding my hands behind my back as I 
repeat her words to myself and attempt to fathom her cryptic 
speech. 

“Right…” she mutters, flipping through the dog-eared pages of     
a leather-bound planner. “One ambition, a  set  of ideas…  two orders 
of vengeance? Dear oh dear, those are always turning out wrong…  
now what was it you wanted? 

She is staring at me again, her eyes insistent. I blink in 
surprise. 

“Come now, you’ve payed me with your help. Let me have a look  
at it.” 

I instinctively reach into my pocket and pull out a small square 
of fabric. It is roughly the size of a handkerchief, pale grey and full 
of tears and holes. The crimson embroidered stitches around its 
edges are coming loose in places, stray threads hanging frayed and 
thin. 

She takes it from me, her hands careful, and inspects 
it, clicking her tongue once again. 

“You’ve been letting other people at it, haven’t you?” she 
accuses, reaching again for the glass box of thread and selecting a 
spool of cream cotton. “Sit,” she  instructs,  pointing  to  a  stool. 
“You wouldn’t believe the number of these I’ve had to repair. The 
problem  is, you see, that each time you let it get in this state, its  
gets harder and harder for me to fix. Confidence, that’s what we 
need.” 

She nods to the back wall of drawers. I am surprised when I 
reach into the one marked “confidence”. It is unexpectedly soft and 
fine, like embroidery silk, and is a rich indigo. When I bring it to 
her she is holding a decorated tin, no bigger than an egg. She tips 
a few minute glass beads into her palm and winks at me. 

“Something special,” she confides with a smile. 
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When she is done with her work, she hands it back to me. 
Somehow, she has turned the fabric from washed-out grey to a 
cream colour almost identical to the thread she used. The holes 
have disappeared with only the slightest traces of repair, and the 
edges are a neat patchwork of the crimson and indigo silk,  the 
beads hidden carefully in the pattern. 

“Now keep that safe. Put it in  your  pocket  and  don’t  let 
anyone else touch it, understand?” she says, instructive and sharp 
again, but as I follow orders I catch her smiling. “Off you go then,” 
she says, turning back to her machine. 

“Thank you,” I call on my way out. As the door clicks shut, I 
wake up. Something in me feels whole again, like new, and I smile. 
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Lyrics 

 

That Other Time and Place 

By Jessica Ginting 

 

I’ve been dreaming of a lifetime 

where it’s just you and me 

no drought in time no arid signs 

of bone-dry memories 

 

I’ve been waiting for a lifeline 

to drag me out to sea 

in waters cool a great big pool 

our floating paradise 

 

Do you know where we can go 

where it’s not just a weekend flow? 

Don’t want to be like ebbing tides 

we’ll dive right down below 

 

It’s so cold out here my lover 

in these icy winter fields 

no firesides or sunny skies 

just rock pools by the pier 

 

Do you know where we can go 

where it’s not just a weekend flow? 

Don’t want to be like ebbing tides 

we’ll dive right down below 

 

It’s okay to want to leave me for places far and wide 

in warmer hues like coral blues 

Valhalla’s mountainsides 

 

Well it’s all just fantasy 

no roads to go or maps to show 

or a grasp in reality 
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And I know where we can go 

where it’s more than a weekend flow 

wildfire waves and ocean days 

we’ll dive to worlds below 
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Another Reality 

By Clarissa & Ted 

 

Verse 1 

You dream of past that’s gone, 
Instead of thinking about moving on, 

It’s all in your head and not right here, 
Oh, I know you wish I was near, 

 

Pre-Chorus 1 

You know your touch lingers on my skin, 

But you broke me, baby, from within… 

 

Chorus 

You’ll find me in another reality, 
where I can see your face and what cannot be, 

And I can find the words to say, 

What I didn’t before, 
And I would wait, 

Outside your door… 

 

Verse 2 

My head is full of ghosts of the past, 

We both know they’re built to last, 
But it’s all about who you become, 
Let all those worries and fears be gone, 

 

Pre-Chorus 2 

You know your scent lingers in my room, 

But you took me baby, for a fool 

 

Chorus 

You’ll find me in another reality, 

where I can see your face and what cannot be, 

And I can find the words to say, 

What I didn’t before, 
And I would wait, 

Outside your door… 
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Bridge 

Shout across the rooftops, 

Or your dreams will be lost, 

When the moon and the stars align, 

You’re going to be fine... 

 

Chorus (with Bridge) 

 

You’ll find me in another reality…  
 

 

 

Chords 

Dm/7 

B flat 

Gm 

 

F 

F (F#) 

GmC 
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Unite 

Lyrics by: Derrick Goh Xin Deik 

Melody by: Derrick Goh Xin Deik 

 

Verse 1 

Walk down the road, just on my own, 

We loved the pathway far from our home, 

No one would know, I’m not alone. 
You’re just too far to follow. 
 

Who cares if our dreams, descend and fall, 

You trust me when they give me a downpour, 

I’ll miss you dear, my heart shatters, 
If you hold on would you suffer? 

 

Chorus 

When black eyeballs look into the sky, 

Seeing a crucial fight, leaving you with a smile, 

Forgiving me for doing this all the time, 

Seeing you in my life, remembering you through the night. 

 

Verse 2 

Deep in my sleep, you always show, 

You hold my hands while make me feel at home, 

You stir my heart, you know I’m low 

Wish I could embrace your sorrow. 

 

I made a promise, when I get old, 

I’ll tell our stories when our kids grow, 
“Follow your word, follow your soul, 

We will always be your shadows.” 
 

Chorus 

When black eyeballs look into the sky, 

Seeing a crucial fight, leaving you with a smile, 

Forgiving me for doing this all the time, 

Seeing you in my life, remembering the night. 

 

Forbidding me to be with you for awhile, 
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The sprinkle of a light, reverting all my sight, 

Forgiving me for doing this all the time, 

Seeing you in my life, remembering you through the night. 

 

Outro Verse 

Live against time, pray He would abide, Feeble fillets, reclaimed 

and unite. 
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Escape - Matilde Marini 

Dream, a will to ‘escape’ from 
the daily routine, kicking off a 
new adventure, blending 
together the known and the 
unknown. 

Wonder - Matilde Marini 

Casting eyes up to the sky, 
wondering about the past, 
the future, or another 
epoch? The surrounding, 
blurred, bewilderment and 
perplexity, aren’t they 
keeping you alive? In our 
metropolis, what is his 
dream? 
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Engagement Ring - Matilde Marini 

Your striving, your pursuit? But with the melody how romance 
and affection interweave with your desire, as we are walking 
pass the street, reminding us of the dreams in souls and lives. 

Time Travel - Jason Kong 

Dream, or fantasy? Is there a time machine, or a wormhole? 
What have you been dreaming about, at the other end of the 
tunnel? 
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Submission for Term 2 Opens Now 

When you get the Term 1 issue in your hands, preparation for Term 2 
has already started! Here are the highlights: 

1) Theme: Colour 

2) Email your work to kec-999@hotmail.com 

3) Genres: poetry, prose, short stories (both fiction and non-fiction), memoir, 
creative literature review, lyrics, short play, etc. 

4) Word limit: Max 100 verses for Poetry 
                         Max 2000 words for the others 

5) Creative Writing! No Essay Style! 

6) Not sure if certain genres are allowed? Just give it a try and the answer is 
probably yes:) 

Submission Deadline to be announced closer to the date.  

Stay tuned on Facebook! 

Interested in editing this time?  

Get in touch via Facebook or society email! 
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