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Surging 
by Sunny 

 

There is an ocean in my mind. It crashes and swells and pushes across this 
vast, unending expanse. If I pitch a sail and travel all the way to the end of 
the space, I’ll find a waterfall, and once I reach the end of that, I’ll find 

myself all the way back at the beginning. It’s a loop of sorts, but it also 
changes. There is never a lull on the journey, and I always end up in a 

brand new region of waters.  
 
Sometimes the system expands and I go on and on and on. I can get lost in 

all the emptiness. I drift with no end in mind because I know there is no end. 
Other times, the ocean dwindles into a river. It is quick and direct and 

thrilling. 
 
When I look up I can see the stars, but most of them are very far away. I can 

reach some of them, but I seem to always be having just lost my rope. I will 
look for it- just not now.  
 

I am alone on my small boat. I let the waters pull me along. Usually I just sit 
down and watch the constellations float through the dark. I can see them 

now! There, by the curve of the horizon- my favourite songs dance past one 
another. Down here, by the curve of my thumb, several childhood memories 
climb onto my hands. Some of these trails of light dive deep into the black. 

Most of them are forgotten memories. They tend to resurface after a while, 
but not all. 

  
Many times, I spot other small boats. Other ‘me’s on their own respective 
sails. I recognise them in a way only I can. Ahead of me, to the right, is me 

about five years ago. Further ahead I see myself yesterday. Oh I hate her so 
much. She left me so much work to do. Behind me is a self born just a few 
seconds ago. I can only hope she doesn’t hate me as much as I do.  

 
We are all headed towards nothing together. For now, at least. Who knows 

what lies beyond this ocean?  
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love. (2/4) 
by Averie 

 

It started with how you made my heart drum through my ears and 
down my veins, vibrate through my palms and extinguish at my fingertips. 
 

You touched me in a way that felt like a comforting flame embracing 
skin. Like a beehive pooling with honey, sweet and steady and hypnotizing. 

 
We shared many touches. Sometimes it was a brush against my hand 

when you helped me carry my grocery bags. Sometimes it was a “goodnight”, 

or “good morning”, or an “i’m getting my latte. do you want coffee? your 
usual cappuccino?”.  

 
Sometimes it was a handshake—our handshake—that honestly, to me, 

was much less of a handshake and more of our fingers waltzing together in 

unison, back and forth and back again. 
 

You and I, as friends, was all that was horrible and enchanting. 

 
And then there came that one evening. It’d been awhile since we’d met 

(no thanks to the peak Christmas season) and so, naturally, my overly-
attached self asked you out for a cup under the pretence of a need for office 
ranting and caffeine. It was, in actuality, a separate craving—one for some 

touch, your touch. 
 

You walked into our usual coffee shop, cheeks pinkish from what I 
thought was the 35°F weather but now realize it was probably your plans for 
that late night. You sat across me, avoiding my eyes as you removed your 

gloves, scarf, coat, and everything else. Slowly, like we had all the time in 
the world to be together. 

 
And there it was. The same cashew-caramel hair, curling in wisps 

around your hairline and about your ears. 

 
You wouldn’t believe me if I told you that I had a strange inkling 

tickling inside me that night, as though some other-worldly power was 

trying to tell me what was coming for us—coming for the pair of strangers-
turned-best-friends that were sitting in the same coffee shop, where 

everything began two years ago.  
 

Your quietness confirmed the unusualness of the night. The 

background chatter stood in place of what should have been our effortless 
conversation, rejuvenating laughter and bright souls coming together. 

 
I could feel the weight of your gaze on me when I met it. An intensity 

swirled in your vortex-like pupils and sucked me into destructive oblivion. 

The suspense lingered in the static-charged air; you couldn’t not have felt 
it—it was all just like then, and change was coming again. 
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You said, “Don’t leave and run, and please don’t cry.” I didn’t—
couldn’t—understand the reason behind the whimpering undertone in your 

words, so I didn’t reply. 
 

You watched me for a reaction, and receiving nothing, reached into 
your canvas tote and produced a brown file—the kind from the spy movies 
we watched on the couch together that would have been stamped with a big, 

red “CONFIDENTIAL”. 
 

It slipped across the mahogany table with a gentle push, an action 

beckoning me to flip it open, and so I did. 
 

Frankly, I wished I hadn’t. I wished there had been a big, red 
“CONFIDENTIAL” to have stopped me in my tracks.  
 

But there wasn’t, and maybe that was just how the universe wanted it 
to be. 

 
There was a single slip of paper clipped with a photograph. I read: 

 
LEVIATHAN HOLDINGS PTE. LTD. 

 
NAME: 

 
And before I could continue, you said it. Wasn’t much, really—just a 

short sentence.  
 

It wasn’t supposed to be much, but somehow it was so desperately, 

very, very— 
 

“They want me to marry her.” 
 

A small silence.  

 
And then a laugh, from me. It didn’t come out in an unsettling way 

like I thought it would. I was expecting one that was more like a canvas with 
too many colours and not enough art. It was, instead, a complete, 
wholehearted burst of unquestionable authenticity, so genuine that if you 

were next to me now and asked me why, I probably still wouldn’t have an 
answer for you. 

 
Maybe it was because I thought it was another one of your unfunny 

jokes. Because, of course: Why would anyone want to marry you? 
Unromantic, silly, and lacking in delicacy… Who would want to marry– But I 
had to stop myself there. 

 
It was a stupid question with a stupid answer that I already knew. It 

made my throat run dry, my chest tighten. It was a puzzle I couldn’t 

comprehend, couldn’t piece together. All I could do was try and come to 



6 
 

terms with what notion I had of us shattered and sprawled in a pile on the 
paper in front of me, and my inability to put one and the other together. 

 
“Are you okay?” 

 
There it was again. The magical tingles, the way your voice had 

touched me with such an unfair tenderness that it made me angry. I 

swallowed the hollowness in my gut, the wrenching in my chest, and pushed 
out a pathetic “So are you?”. 

 
The air paused. Or maybe it was just me that couldn’t breathe. 

Couldn’t bear the thought of you answering “Yes.” Thinking back upon it 

now, I was probably afraid, scared of what you had to say, and what it 
would mean to me—to us. 

 
There was a still, slow silence whilst you placed my frozen hand under 

yours, warmth seeping into the nooks of my knuckles and caressing the 

wrinkles of my skin. Your thumb stroked the back of my hand, back and 
forth and back again, grazing and creating fresher and rawer wounds with 
every clumsy movement. 

 
I held my gaze towards my lap, not daring to move. I feared the 

squeezing in my chest would crush what was left of my meek strength. 
 

“It depends.” 

 
The ends of my eyes threatened moistness. 

 
Gosh! Couldn’t you just say “Yes” or “No”? Why prolong the pain, the 

suffering? I’m barely grasping what inch of sanity I have left! What kind of 
sloppy response is “It depends”? As if something was going to change your 
mind? 
 

And then I thought of how the last time I felt this breathless was when 
I first saw you, met you, when the universe brought us together, here. 

Realizing that made me wince, made my throat close up as I tried not to 
choke on the pain. 
 

I turned my face away from yours, and focused on the smallness of 
my hand enclosed in yours. “On what?” 

 
Your answer came without hesitation, as though you had been 

thinking on it, preparing it, for aimless days and sleepless nights, delicately 

crafting it to make sure it was perfect—just the right words, speed, tone. 
 

And it all simmered down to two words that lasted no longer than a 
quarter of a second: “On you.” 
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Confusion rapped at the door. In one swift action, my hand separated 
from yours, and I gripped my bag and just… left. Left the shop, and left 

you—in your seat, with coffee that had turned cold in the dark of a 
December night. 

 
The jingle of a bell as I pushed through the heavy oak door—my 

running away. The leaving of a mess I couldn’t wrap my head around and 

the choosing what I had hoped was a simpler life of simple heartbreak and 
simple moving on, written in black and white without any unnecessarily 
complicated decision-making. 

 
I told myself: One foot in front of the other. My vision locked onto damp 

Timberland boots, concealing damp socks and damper heart. My feet carried 
me against the current of the crowd, against the waves of people, earning me 
scoffs and grunts as I interrupted tourists’ grand scheme of photography, 

but nothing truly as agonizing as– 
 

I recalled the time our laughter danced together against an old screechy 
record of Elvis Presley’s ‘Can’t Help Falling In Love’, trickling into the crevices 
of your Brooklyn apartment, the television—a crackle of white noise in the 
background.  
 

When the heater had broken down, and all the warmth we had was 
what was circulating back and forth in the air molecules between our two 
bodies, colliding in silence, as we sat one and a half inches apart under 
cream-white sheets.  
 

We connected the dark spots in the wooden walls and imagined pink 
sunsets, candlelit museums, and the premiere of ‘The Notebook’ in the finest 
New Yorkian theatre we knew. You—Noa, the ticket booth cashier, and I—
Allison, a single lady, ready to indulge herself in a fictional romance as a 
result of a more tangible lack thereof. 
 

“How many tickets, madam?” You would drawl in a southern accent. 
 

“Just one, please.” 
 

“Alone to a movie like this?” 
 

I snuck in a smile (Allison’s or mine, I’m not too sure). “Perhaps so.”  
 

“My shift ends in fifteen minutes, if you would be willing to wait for a 
man like me.” 
 

“Well sir, truly—” 
 

And then we would both break character, laughing and unable to 
contain our amusement at the strangeness of it all. 
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We gave them names and stories and new beginnings—a peacefully 
secret endeavour filled with seeming omniscience about the loveliness of life, 
from its starts to ends in absolute fullness. 
 

I kept walking, propelled forward by a vague misconception that if I 
kept walking, kept moving, that foolish little fantasy of mine would 
nonchalantly slip between the gaps of my fingers and escape into the breeze, 

like thin sand, like midnight ash.  
 

And I hoped, prayed that I could just stick myself in the middle of it, 

pushing it longer and further and never having to say “goodbye”, never 
reach rock-bottom, and somewhere along the way, somehow, just leave you 

all behind as an obscure phase abandoned in my early twenties. 
 

Left right left right left 
 

left. Hardened trudging on slippery, cobbled pavements, with heavy 

feet and heavy heart, brought me to a standstill. I stood unmoving, a sudden 
tipping of my nose up to wide, broad, grey skies. Flakes of snow fell onto the 
surfaces that gleamed with faded reds and golds and forest-greens.  

 
White puffs of white breath floated in front of my face, skimming 

across my Cupid’s bow. I was reminded of the young girl those two years ago, 
yearning for adventure and mayhem and the extraordinary, filled with 
overflowing ambition. She who had been transformed into a woman satisfied 

with the liminality of “best friends”, of the way our skin—darkened to same 
shade—almost touched in the summertime.  
 

I dropped my head and stared into the ground, a mix of peering for an 
answer and mourning for the lost dreams of youth, and I figured that maybe 

it meant something when I could see the dim outline of your eyes in the 
mono-colours—marbled with blurred grey tones and still swirling in anti-
clockwise. 

 
Maybe it was something to do with a lingering spark, the leftover 

desire of a younger self, that I let myself be pushed along in the direction of 

the masses, tears turning chill on heated cheeks—back to you. 
 

It wasn’t surprising to find you standing outside like the believing 
person you were. You saw me and we stood facing each other, your umbrella 
shielding us from the falling snow. And for the first time ever, you held my 
hand, in complete entirety, palm on palm and fingers within fingers. 
 

I remember it all (it’s been my favourite touch since): the trembling of 
your glove, your flushed face looking down on mine, your eyes—your stupid 

eyes, and your careful, whispering voice.  
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Careful like you might accidentally bite your tongue or trip over your 
words. Careful like you were cradling a fragile infant for the first time. 

Careful like you only had one chance. 
 

Your voice moved steadily, making sure to pronounce every syllable in 
its wholeness. 
 

“I love you, forever.” 
 

And so there was no going back—I was yours and you were mine. The 
words echoed within the space of you-and-I, etched themselves into the 
stone floor. 

 
You, who had crushed and thrown away the thin brown file and along 

with it your parents’ hopes and dreams, was left with nothing but a crummy 

apartment off Montgomery Street and magnificently vibrant eyes. 
 

And me, who never had anything since the start but a dreadfully 
mean work commute and an inextinguishable hope for a life-changing 
manifestation to throw itself into my face. 

 
And us, together, pulled into one like the condensation of infinite 

possibilities into a small love story off the coast of the Hudson River—as 
likely to slip past one’s life as the passing of a thousand faces during lunch 
rush. 

 
Thus, as always, there came the inevitable clinging on to that self-

conceived soulmate business, to never forget that dangerously unlikely 

summer-like romance. And we sealed it with a promise, an agreement, a 
pact between strangers-turned-best-friends-turned-lovers. And maybe that’s 

why I’m writing to you now. 
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queen of the world 
by Cleo 

 

  One month. 
 
  She'd been given one month to prepare. To do everything that needed to be 

done to herald her grand crowning ceremony, to spread her reputation far 
and wide so no one would object to her ascending the throne after her 

mother. 
 
  Her poor, poor mother, who'd spent the last month battling a sudden, 

serious affliction that she'd waved away at first, swearing that it would pass, 
but as the days passed, bleeding one into the other, it'd become clearer and 

clearer that she was getting no better, and the affliction was suddenly a fatal 
disease that racked her body and left her little more than a corpse. She 
should have been dead already, all the physicians said, but there she was, 

clinging stubbornly on to the last vestiges of life, refusing to relinquish her 
iron-fisted hold on the crown. 
 

  The queen's daughter, staring at herself in the mirror, sighed. Not to be 
cruel, but she wished mommy dearest would just die already. She was 

obviously in excruciating pain, a whisper away from the spirit world. What 
did she have left to live for? 
 

  Me, it occurred to her, for one moment, but with a mirthless laugh that 
nearly cracked the mirror in half, she shoved the thought aside. Ludicrous. 

The queen was power-hungry. She cared about nothing more than her 
crown. Not her kingdom, not her parents before her, not her husband, and 
definitely not her daughter. In fact, the queen's daughter was convinced that 

a tiger had perhaps ripped her mother's heart out of her chest as a child, 
resigning her to the malady of heartlessness. 

 
  The soon-to-be queen's eyes dropped down to sneak a glance at the crown 
resting on its plump velvet cushion on the table beside her. It looked like a 

ripe apple. Delicious. Irresistible. Her fingers traced over the gilded edges of 
the precious object, over the various inlaid gems. A reverent dance. 
 

  It was hers. All hers. All. Hers. 
 

  Her fingers closed over the crown, and gently, as she would a swathed 
babe, lifted it. Her hands nearly trembled from the sheer excitement of doing 
so. Her eyes remained steady, fixed on her visage reflected back at her in the 

silver glass, as the crown slowly lowered, lowered, lowered… onto her head. 
 

  It rested around her temples, lovely as can be, a weight that embraced her. 
It reached its fingers tantalizingly out to her, caressing her ever-so-gently, 
cooing softly in her ears. It was hers. It was perfect. Look, Mother, it's 

perfect. 
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  Finally, her lips curved up in a smile. Her teeth bared. She looked the very 
image of regal poise and perfection. She looked like the true queen. 

 
  She let out another sigh. She could envision it already. Her, sitting atop 

the throne, crown resting on her brow, hands elegantly folded on either arm 
of the throne, and a crowd of adoring people cheering her, calling out her 
name, weeping in joy, and the chant would go up - the chant of Long live the 
Queen! 
 

  It was perfect. 
 
  She giggled to herself, giddy. 

 
  It was perfect, all except for one thing. 
 

  Without bothering to remove the crown - it was perfectly comfortable where 
it was, thank you very much - she started rummaging around her room. 

After a lifetime of long seconds, she found it, and as she held it up to the 
light, she swore her heart seized, stopped beating and sped up 
simultaneously. 

 
  Light glinted off the wicked metal of the blade. Beautiful. 

 
  Of course, a princess of propriety would never have been versed in the art 
of the blade. It was simply unbecoming of a lady of her status. But she 

didn't need to know the song and dance of the sword. All she needed to 
know was how to strike it into flesh, and all she needed to have was the 
courage (or perhaps some might call it depravity) to keep her hand steady as 

the dagger found a home in its target. 
 

  That was all she needed. 
 
  It was more than enough. 

 
  She knew from the moonlight glinting through her gilded windows that the 

entire household would be asleep by now. The moonlight seemed to beckon 
her, bolster her already-unwavering resolve; it seemed to give its approval, 
almost, nodding down at her from its perch high in the sky. Queen of the 

sky. 
 

  They were alike, she thought, her and the moon. They were born rulers. 
The true rulers. If only they weren't overshadowed by those before them. A 
pity, really. 

 
  But no matter. That was soon to be remedied. 

 
  She held up her blade once again, letting the moonlight caress it. Turned it 
this way and that, staring in rapt wonderment. This was her destiny. 
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  And stealthily, with the blessing of the night, she crept over to the queen's 
bedchamber. 

 
  Now, the entire household should have been asleep - but since the queen 

was so gravely afflicted and not long for this world, her attendants were 
sequestered within the room with her, to aid her in anything, along with a 
physician. Only the best for her dearest mother. 

 
  She would have to find a way to distract all of them, if her luck had it that 

they weren't all asleep. Or perhaps they would let her kill the old woman; 
after all, the queen wasn't much known for mercy, and when she'd been 
hale and hearty, her temper had preceded her presence. She'd already 

begun to hear stirrings, murmurings of excitement amongst the servants of 
the castle, anticipating the death of the queen. That it hadn't been sped up 

already by a most careless servant giving the queen the wrong herbs was 
only a matter of time. 
 

  But the queen's daughter was impatient. So long she'd waited for her 
ascension to the throne. So long she'd lived under the queen's thumb and 

haughty tilted chin and sharp, barbed words, the crown glittering at her 
from its most unworthy perch on her mother's most unworthy head. Now, 
it'd come home, and she couldn't wait a second longer for the ceremony 

proper. 
 
  She held the dagger behind her back and knocked on the door. “Mother?” 

she called, softly, even adding a little tremor to her voice. She would have 
applauded herself on her performance. 

 
  Silence. 
 

  She waited a while more, but no maid came to open the door, and still 
nothing stirred within. How odd. 

 
  But perhaps that was a good sign. Perhaps the moon and the gods above 
really were blessing her after all. Still, she gathered caution about her like a 

cloak, and slowly turned the handle of the door. 
 
  Pushed it open. 

 
  And she didn't even have time to scream. 

 
  Her eyes went wide, and a strangled gasp wrung her throat. For a moment, 
she swayed on her feet, the dagger she'd held behind her back clattering to 

the floor with a dull clang. She felt it, her breath not coming, her life force 
ebbing out of her. Then she fell to the floor. Prone. 

 
  The crown slipped off her head. 
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  Her own sanguine blood puddled around her, mixing with the whole ocean 
of blood that covered the floor. A grotesque swamp of red. Deep, dark, 

brilliant, violent red. 
 

  And a blade. Buried to the hilt in her chest. It had struck true, right 
through her heart as black as her mother's was. 
 

  Looking around the room, one could not do anything but stare in slack-
jawed horror at the macabre sight. One, two, three, four servants, innocent 
but for their unfortunate presence in the room, all slumped on their chairs, 

looking peaceful as could be except for the blood still fresh and dripping 
from them to puddle on the ground. They'd deserved the mercy of a clean, 

painless death. One physician, dead by his own hand, the hand that 
clutched a vial that had been filled with swirling liquid. And two queens. 
One with her throat slashed. One with her heart pierced. Both deservedly, 

remorselessly dead. Dead. Dead. 
 

  Amidst the silence, a red-drenched hand reached down to touch the crown. 
 
  Fingers curled around it. Arm lifted off the floor. Rose up to settle the 

crown, dripping sanguine, on a head. 
 

  A smile. Curling the corners of a mouth. 
 
  Cruel? Not at all. The new queen had only doled out what was merited. Sin 

begat sin, evil begat evil, and those who deserved, got. 
 
  The queen of the world sheathed her sword, closed her eyes, and finally, 

amongst all the carnage, she felt like she'd come home. 
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After Hell 
by Lee Qing 

 

Once upon a time, there was... well, me. Faustus. The scholar who had 
made a pact with a demon. Trapped in the shackles of human knowledge, I 
quickly sought the help of magic, to help me reach the unknowable. With 

the demon by my side, I set out from the study I had previously caged 
myself in. I thought I could finally spread my wings, and soar to a frontier of 

knowledge where no man ever set foot. 
 
As a result, I had seen many things.  

Glittering palaces that reflected millions of rainbow-hued photons off their 
gleaming golden roofs. Churches as high as the sky, their steeples impaling 

the clouds with their intricate, soaring points. And even- some would call me 
insane if I told them so- the boundless sea of stars, to voyage through the 
infinite universe. I saw the face who launched a thousand ships, her cheeks 

a fiery, burning red and her proud face the colour of blinding white ash. I 
saw a multitude of places, a kaleidoscopic whirlwind of colours, culture, 
treasure and superstition. In short, I had seen Heaven reflected in Earth. 

 
But even in this phantasmagorical wonderland, death would surely come. 

And so it did for me. 
 
24 years later, as you would have guessed, there was no happy ever after for 

me. But back then, I was not prepared for my earthly paradise to shatter, 
not like that. Not when the shadowy beings I once had at my beck and call 

grabbed me by the scruff of my neck or any part of me that they could, 
stifled my cries for help, and set about tearing my soul from me. My physical 
body was left as a mangled, unidentifiable mess of ermine fur, bleeding 

limbs and midnight-blue velvet cloth dyed a sickening crimson. But my 
soul- the one part of me that did not have the mercy of death granted to it- 
was dragged off to the underworld.  

 
Two hundred years passed. Two hundred excruciating, torturous years 

spent in an eternally burning pit in the depths of hell, stupidly yearning for 
the heaven I knew I couldn’t reach by now- the heaven that I knew was 
miles above where I was. However, that ended when I was offered a contract- 

eternal servitude in exchange for the termination of my ordeal. Grinning 
with weak glee, I agreed without hesitation.  
 

A new form was given to me, an unfamiliar one clothed in a devilish shade of 
vermillion red. It wasn’t the scholarly black or the magical blue I once 

donned, but it seemed to suit me more than the other colors did now. My 
new eyes, sparkling gold with a shadow of malice in them, were perfect for 
me. A new name allowed me to shed my old identity. And, best of all, no 

pain lingered on in this new body.  
 

It was almost as if I had been redeemed. 
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I re-entered the stage of the earthly realm soon after. The sights I saw were 
viewed through a lens of disdain, without any care for any splendour they 

might have possessed before. The so-called ‘majestic’ architecture failed to 
move me to poetry, and the ladies I saw did not get a single compliment from 

me. After all, I’d seen them all once upon a time. Nothing amused me any 
more than the sights of Hell did.  
 

Now, I wander like a lark, wiling people in various guises to join me in the 
depths of hell. Those who accept fall from heavenly grace to hellish 
damnation in a moment of what I now recognize as greed and impulsiveness. 

And as for me? I simply smile, stand by their side, and watch as they pay 
the price for what they wanted. Although the same can’t be said for those 

poor souls, it is a happy end of sorts for me, unconventional as it is. 
 
For I have become Mephistopheles. 
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The Wishing 
by Caylee 

 

 
Dear Stae, 
 

If you’re caught reading this, we’re both dead. I know you're probably  really, 
really mad with me and it’s not my fault  I couldn’t help it I’m super sorry, 

but please, listen to me. Set aside your ager, and read the whole letter. Then 
read it again. And again and again. Then make sure you BURN the letter. 
 

You can never be too careful in this day and age. 
 

This is my last gift for you, sis, and it’s all I can give you. I'm sorry. But I 
hope that one day Please forgive me. Nevertheless, hear me out read my 
letter anyway. 

 
What I’m about to tell you concerns the wishing. Yes, I know it’s illegal, but 
read my advice anyways. You need any advantage you can get. As for me, 

don’t worry, I made a clause in my wish to let me write a letter to you about 
the wishing without getting into trouble (or something to that extent). Still, I 

have absolutely no idea how this wish could go awry. So, just burn the letter. 
 
Anyways, don’t make the same mistakes I did. Prepare carefully for the 

wishing; they’ll be taking you to boarding in under a year now.  
 

I don’t have much time now. They’re coming for me. What you’re reading 
might not make sense since I don’t have the time to -  
 

I’ll try to keep this brief: 
 
I’ve no idea what you're taught in school anymore with the Yanis managing 

to wish control over the education system. Remember the laws of wishing: 
1) The sentence law: When wishing, you have to start the wish by saying 

the words “I wish…” and your wish must be contained in a single 
sentence, marked at the end by a full stop. 

 

2) The hundred year laws: No wish can change anything more than a 
hundred years before. No wish lasts longer than a hundred years. 

 

3) The no harm law: No wish can directly harm another human. 
 

4) The law of extent: Every wish will be fulfilled, but the extent of 
fulfilment of each wish differs radically, and the wording of a wish is 
up to interpretation of the Wish: i.e. be careful what you wish for, for 

you do not always get exactly what you want. 
 

The laws don’t make any always sense, but every wish will follow these laws 
to a “T”. 
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- You have to worry the most about the law of extent. That will mess 

you up the most. It’s rather unpredictable, but there are several 
factors that often affect it: how close a wish comes to violating the 

other laws, counteracting wishes, how specific a wish is, and things as 
trivial as sentence structure, grammar, and steric clauses (I 
recommend you keep your wish to less than 12 commas to avoid 

accidentally counteracting yourself. That is craz very stupid). 
 

- Counteracting wishing: when someone wishes against your own wish. 

It’s tied closely to the law of extent. Example: you wish for a pony, and 
someone else wishes that nobody in the world has a pony for the next 

3 months. This is a bad example, but nonetheless your (hypothetical) 
wish will be countered by the other wish. I recommend you just never 
ever let people know what you want to wish for so nobody can 

counteract you. 
 

- Oh, another thing that affects the law of extent is the wishing order. 
That’s the order in which people make their wishes. How to say 
 

o When On the year you turn 20, you will be brought to boarding. 
It is an isolated compound, where you will be locked and 
guarded for the next 3 years. You won’t be alone – girls of your 

age will be locked in with you. (The boys go to a separate 
compound.) 

o All contact to the outside world will be cut off. Except for daily 
lessons in language, history and quantum physics (virtual, pre-
recorded lessons), you are free to do as you please. You are 

supposed to take the time to reflect on your wish without 
external influences. The isolation isn’t so bad: they have a 
library, a pool, good food, most anything you would want and 

need. What you need to watch out for are the girls. 
o Oh, they will seem nice enough. They can’t hurt you physically 

(there have been wishes against this) but they will try to worm 
your wish out of you. Watch out especially for the big 
families/corporations: the Yanises, Ardekes, Valents, Saares, 

and the like. There will definitely be a few in your year, and they 
will try to buy your wish. They will say that they can give you 
anything you want, anything you’ll ever want. That is true; they 

have had enough people and wishes over the generations to 
have an infinite amount of resources. They also claim that you 

will have a confirmed life of luxury if you give them your wish, 
as compared to a life where your wish is barely fulfilled. 

o Things are not as they say. They have Those they spurn become 

Cursed are Drat! I can’t say anything more than that. Seems 
like my wish fails me here. BE CAREFUL OF THEM!  

o Remember, if they can’t use your wish, they would rather 
counteract it. 
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o I was going to talk about wishing order, wasn’t I? Bear with me. 
o On the night of Tamhaern’s eve, the Wish will visit you – in a 

dream, as an animal, as a voice in your head. Yes, the wish is a 
thing, a dangerous, sentient entity. It has rounds to make, don’t 

dilly-dally, that will piss it off. 
o It visits every wisher individually, at different times. Chances 

are, you are one of the earlier wishers, and the Wish will 

probably come just as dusk falls. 
o The back spots on the wishing order have been “reserved” by the 

families via previous wishes. The back spots have a higher 

extent of wish fulfilment. Unfair, I know. 
o The wishing is a chance of a lifetime The rewards outweigh the 

risks Just don’t sweat it. Just be clear in your wishing. If you 
are nervous, the Wish will sniff your fear out and latch onto it. 
Once in its grasp, it will be hard to leave and I can’t bear to lose 

another, especially not you. It will use your life force to fuel 
others’ wishes. That is the secret to the wishing. 

 
Whether you want to side with the families, or become an anonymous 
revolutionary, the choice is yours, and I support whatever you choose. Just 

be careful, please. 
 
Last pointers, I have to go now. 

 
- Trust nobody. They will all jump to betray you. 

- Never, ever, speak your wish aloud.  
- Expect that things will not go your way. 

 

 
You have one chance to change the world. One chance to change your world. 
 

Choose wisely. 
 

Word carefully. 
 
Speak clearly. 

 
Remember that things are not as they seem. Stay safe, sis. If you get a 

chance, find me someday. 
 
-Soph 
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by Desiree 
 

Hey there, you. 
 

(Me?)  
 
Yes, you.  

 
It’s been months since we last talked and saw each other. It has been 

months since an abrupt change has been induced in my life. It has been 
months since you left me... 
 

Alone. Forsaken.  
 
You left me in the lurch when I hit rock bottom and I was at my lowest point 

in my life. You left me in the depths of all despair when it was the most 
trying and challenging phase in my life. You left me when I needed someone 

the most; to defeat and conquer adversities with. You really had the sheer 
audacity to leave me, didn’t you?  
 

I missed you. For that you were the beacon of light that shone and 
illuminated my darkest hour. You were the lighthouse that casted the faint 

light upon the choppy seas; though bleak, it still granted the hope the lost 
fishermen needed. You held and guided me throughout the darkest 
moments in my life. You filled the void and vast emptiness in my life with so 

much love, hope and comfort. You never fail to light up the constellations in 
my skies. You were my only pillar of strength and support I had. You were 
the sole person whom I could pour out my troubles to and seek solace in. 

You always seem to imbue a sense of peace and serenity within me. You 
unfailing provide me with the strength and fill me up with positivity every 

single time I feel lugubrious. However, my prayer for you to return back to 
my side is simply just a forlorn hope and a futile effort.  
 

You promised me permanence, something that I never once and still will not 
believe in. I am cognisant that life is filled with fleeting, uncertain and ever-
changing circumstances. Permanence is merely just an idealistic notion, for 

that it will never come to fruition. Unfortunately, you proved it right. 
However, I am still grateful for the countless of valuable lessons you left me 

with. Appreciative, I am thankful for the many occasions where you 
attempted to lift my spirits up, bringing so much joy and laughter into my 
life. You been through the raw and intense pain and sufferings with me. I 

can never thank you enough for that.  
 

Here’s a quick update: After your sudden act of disappearance, it has left me 
completely desolate and bereft. Everything starts to feel so temporary and 
meaningless as I try to embrace the unknown. My thoughts and 

contemplation are bottled up within me. Suffocated, I am constantly 
overwhelmed and inundated with my thoughts and my mind becomes an 
untamed whirlwind...  
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But, one thing I am certain of: your absence is life changing.  
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mercy 
by Cleo 

 
  “mercy, my sweet, have mercy on me. i am yours, eternally.” 
 

  her breath mingled with mine, the scent of her twining around me, 
permeating my lungs and intoxicating me. i could drown in her. 

 
  she was oh so lovely; a thousand angels could not compare to her 
magnificence. her voice could stop time, eyes entrance me, drag me so deep 

under her spell i never wanted it to end. 
 

  “eternally?” she breathed, a heady nectar-soaked whisper against my neck. 
nails dug into my skin. “promise?” 
 

  i nodded, eagerly, letting my eyes fall closed and my neck fall back. my 
head was swimming, reverberating with that one word - eternally. i couldn't 

hear anything else, couldn't think of anything other than her, her, her. 
 
  “say it.” a firm insistence. 

 
  “i promise.” 

 
  at that, a blinding pain burst through me, ripping through my bones and 
veins and arteries and every single cell in my body. my eyes flew open, jaw 

unhinged, but the shock of it stupefied me, froze me in place. all i could do 
was stand there, her draped around me, teeth ripping through the tender 
flesh of my neck, and sucking, sucking, greedily, sucking the very soul out of 
me. 
 

  with every bit of my soul that ebbed out of me and into her, more and more 
pain razed my bones, my very being, but i couldn't move, couldn't scream, 
couldn't even do anything, just let her - 

 
  and oh god, i could feel it, was paralyzed with utter, unadulterated fear - 

my very essence, changing. 
 

  twisting. 
 
  transforming. 

 
  into something… something else. 
 
  before my world hazed over and swam away from me, before i tipped over 
the edge into the darkness, i heard it, her voice of venom weaving around 

me echoing through my head - 
 
  “no mercy.”  
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mercy pt. ii 
 
  she stood in her finest gown of silk and pearls and moonlight. the pale light 

from the orb hanging in the sky wrapped itself around her like gossamer. in 
the scant vestiges of trailing light, one could scarce make out the colour of 
her dress, effectively obscuring the dark design of her hem - as if it'd been 

dipped in a deep, dark liquid. 
 

  wind didn't blow. nothing moved. it was as if time itself dared not tick 
forward either. holding its breath. 
 

  it was calm. so calm. a small smile graced the curve of her lips, and it was 
in that moment that one truly saw the beguiling innocence and naïveté that 

never failed to draw in unsuspecting victims. 
 
  she let her eyes slip shut. enjoy the peace and serenity. it was rare, this 

halcyon calm. she had to appreciate it whenever it came and washed over 
her. 
 

  but of course, it never lasted long, and this time was no exception. she felt 
as if a heartbeat had barely passed before she heard a rustle behind her. 

with a sigh, she opened her eyes. 
 
  it wasn't a sigh of disappointment, though. she turned around, the smile 

that had been playing dangerously on the edges of her lips expanding into a 
full-fledged one. she leaned back. rested her arms against the windowsill. 

 
  “how are you?” she practically purred. 
 

  she'd been expecting him. waiting to see how he'd taken to the transition. 
curious to see his face, hear his voice, feel his heartbeat - or lack thereof. 
 

  she beckoned him closer and placed a hand on his chest. 
 

  ah. perfect. 
 
  satisfied, her grin grew even wider, wilder. she let her eyes drink in the full 

sight of him, exploring every nuance of his body. 
 
  externally, he didn't look that much different. paler, perhaps, but that was 

the most obvious, discernible difference to the naked eye. peering closer, 
however, one could see the hollows in his cheeks, the wild disarray of his 

hair, the blood shot through his eyes, the grim set to his mouth - and, most 
tragic of all, the haunted look in his eyes. 
 

  she nearly tutted out loud. really, he shouldn't have looked so, so… 
disgruntled. afraid. furious. had he no gratitude towards her? she'd saved 
him. 
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  she reached her hand up to brush the back of her hand along his jaw, but 
he suddenly moved, quick as lightning, and grabbed her hand. bunched it 

into a fist, keeping his firmly over hers and locked in, frozen in place. 
 

  “why?” 
 
  that one word came out harsh, hoarse, raspy, laced with aggression and 

salted with bitterness. his eyes still looked haunted, but they'd sharpened, 
cleared, and honed in on her. 
 

  he was looking at her like she was the centre of his universe - but not in 
the way she wanted. 

 
  for the first time in a long, long time, time that she'd stopped bothering to 
count, that had slipped through her fingers like silt, her grasping hands 

clutching futilely at it till they'd grown numb and given up, she felt it. 
 

  she felt it in her chest, in the hollow ringing emptiness where her heart 
used to beat. 
 

  pain. 
 

  aching, wrenching, twisting. 
 
  she'd heard the tone in his voice, and it was unmistakably accusation. he 

didn't want this. he didn't want her. 
 

  a pang struck her. and another. and another. 
 
  threatening to collapse her. 

 
  to bleed the blood she'd stolen from her veins. 
 

  somehow, she hadn't imagined that he wouldn't be pleased to have her 
change him. she'd thought… she'd thought…  

 
  she didn't know what she'd thought, but she'd thought wrong. 
 

  her mouth opened. and floundered. “i - i -” 
 

 movements faster than the eye can blink, he was dropping her hand like 
it'd scalded him, moving away, crossed over clear to the other side of the 
room in the space of a fraction of a second. 

 
  “what am i?” he demanded, eyes flashing a hot, burning black. rife with hot 

emotion that sent fine tremors shaking through his muscles. “what are you?” 
 
  brilliant, brilliant anger. debilitating her. 

  she'd expected joy. happiness. not this. 
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  “i thought you wanted me.” a ragged whisper, torn from her throat. eyes 

ablaze with a plea. “you said - you promised me forever. 'eternally’, you said, 
you promised, you-” 

 
  “no.” he cut her off effortlessly, uncaring. his voice was slowly starting to 
stabilise to a hard, emotionless thing, a thousand times more deadly.  “i 

didn't mean it like this. i didn't want this. nobody would want this.” 
 

  “but - what about -” her words died mid-throat, emerging as a mere gasp. 
me, lingered in the air, unvoiced. 

 
  but all too loud. 
 

  was it just her imagination, or did his eyes soften in that moment? but it 
was there and gone, and she couldn't be sure, and she would perhaps never 
know, for his face had hardened back to pure steel, and his voice molten 

metal. 
 

  “maybe i wanted you once. but that was before you turned me into -” he 
gestured - “into this. without my consent. and for what?” 
 

  so you could be with me forever. and we could conquer time together. 
 

  “for nothing,” he continued, oblivious to or unheeding of her obvious 
distress that she was sure was wrenching all her facial features, contorting 
her mouth into a grimace of pain. “this isn't the life i want to live. especially 

not with you.” 
 
  and with that glancing blow, he turned and left. paused, momentarily, in 

the doorway, and threw over his shoulder, “no mercy.” 
 

   and he left. 
 

  she kept waiting for him to turn back, to rush back in and run into her 
embrace, sob into her shoulder and tell her he was wrong, tell her he was 
going to be hers for eternity. but he.. didn't. her ears, pricked, could pick 

out his footsteps as they echoed off, excruciatingly slowly, one by one by one, 
until she couldn't take it anymore and clapped her hands to her ears and 
fell to the ground with a wail. 

 
  he was gone. 

 
  no mercy.
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Not a Fairytale 
by Constance 

 

A prince cursed into a frog,  
A kiss transforms him back into a prince.  
This reversible reaction,  

Just like photosynthesis and respiration.  
 

A mermaid trades her voice for legs, 
So she could walk on land and 
Make a prince fall in love with her. 

Yet every step was like walking on needles, 
A pain indescribable.  

But she could not transform back into a mermaid, 
Unless she kills the prince. 
Ariel: A mermaid, a human, and a sea foam.  

Such an irreversible process, 
Like a broken cup that can never be fixed. 
 

A girl with long hair trapped in a tower, 
And her hair snipped off by Gothel, 

When she discovered of their clandestine relationship, 
And sent her to the desert to live.  
“Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair!” 
Cried the prince, so in love with Rapunzel.  
Little did he know, Gothel was in the tower. 

Falling, he pricked his eyes on thorns, 
But he managed to walk to the desert  
And was reunited with dear Rapunzel. 

Tears healed his sight.  
Long hair to short hair and blindness to sight: 
Time heals all wounds. 

 
An invitation to a ball for 

A Prince to choose his bride. 
Two stepsisters and a stepmother 
Denied Cinderella from attending it. 

Fairy Godmother appeared, 
Turning a pumpkin into a carriage, 
Mice into horses, 

And rags into the most elaborate blue gown 
With glass slippers.  

Yet, the magic only lasts till midnight.  
Cinderella danced with the Prince, 
Dropped a glass slipper while leaving the ball. 

The Prince searched high and low for 
The damsel that could fit the slipper 

Which only Cinderella could.  
And they lived happily ever after. 
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Magical transformations only happen in fairy tales.  
 

A prince cursed into a Beast 
Which Beauty’s true love broke. 

Conditional contracts that reverses  
The price paid for mistakes made.   
 

Zapping back into reality, 
Life is not a fairy tale.  
There can never be an antidote to 

Our past actions. 
Maybe just a dose of forgiveness 

And a heart of humanity.  
There is no need to wait for a Prince Charming 
To change your life when 

Fate is in control.  
 

You are not a frog or a mermaid. 
Neither do you have extremely long hair 
Nor some fancy glass slipper. 

And, you are not a Beast -- 
You are a human 
Capable to be the change you want to see 

Independent from circumstance or consequence.  
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by Rachel 

 
Everything is changing yet I remain stagnant, enveloped by my own 

desolation and caged by the disembodied whispers of my thoughts. The 
world around me revolves like a spinning wheel fitted with a shimmering 
thread; so vibrant, so resplendent but more importantly, so blinding. If only 

I could place the colours of this universe into palm of my hand. Would I 
then feel the loneliness within me die like the lingering embers of an 
abandoned flame? Would I then taste the warmth that love withholds? 

 
Trapped within the shadows of towering mountains, I watch in silence, ever 

still, ever constant. Seasons bless the forests that adorn the gentle slopes; 
spring brings redemption whilst winter wakes tribulations. Yet amongst this 
rebirth, amongst this death, I am forever shacked by looming darkness, 

feeling neither the warm breaths of summer nor the piercing winds of winter. 
Within the canvas of my vision, I see lava spew from the summit of 

mountains, striking a glowering crimson against the forest green. Like 
raindrops on a windshield, they paint an uncharted route of destruction 
from the peak to the base. Hungrier than a dying predator, the fire then 

devours the woods mercilessly, leaving nothing save for pitch black crisps of 
what once was Mother Nature’s greatest creation. Murk of smoke rise, 
threatening to colour the canopy of sky a shade of pastel grey. Howls and 

cries resound throughout the vicinity, eventually fading into the white noise 
of chaos. Perhaps, at this scene, one would watch helplessly with a sense of 

empathy striking the core of their beating heart. However, I observe with an 
apathetic composure as an emptiness consumes the void within my chest. 
How is it that despite such catastrophic devastation, I can only find the 

resplendent beauty of a ruinous phenomenon? Alas, such is the 
meaningless jealousy of one who remains in the dark, ever still, ever 
constant.  

 
Time continues to shun my presence, disregarding me as though it was a 

broken clock stuck at the darkest hour of the night. Soon, tendrils of 
loneliness and desolation wrap round the nape of my neck, dragging me into 
its cold embrace. In the end, even the overbearing presence of melancholy 

and darkness could not grant me any hint of accompaniment, and like a 
dismembered carcass left to rot, I feel my mind gradually disintegrate along 

with every touch of emotion that once flowed through my veins. With my 
screams muted by the deafening silence and my presence more minute than 
the surrounding void, I lie in wait aching for redemption though I know all 

awaits is abandonment. 
 
Swathed in shadows, I am shackled in this realm shrouded from the world, 

more constant than the lapping waves, more still than a silent corpse. Oh 
how I yearn to transcend into the orbit of time, to see myself revolve 

alongside the world around me, to feel a sense of elation or despair. But 
perhaps I am simply destined to stay a constant for I am undeserving of 
neither time nor change.  
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on a train to malacca 

by Bethany 
 

“elaine,” she murmured. “i love you.” 
  my name is not elaine. i dare not tell her so. what if she doesn’t love how i 
talk back? what if she doesn’t love me, but whoever elaine is? 
 
i remember glaring lights, two bulbs of blindness shone straight into my 

eyes. i winced, and my eyes constricted, adapted. i twiddled my fingers in a 
long grey dress. it was time. i began. 
  these words i could recite in my sleep. i had memorized them so. repeated 

them, recited them, blurted them out instead of the pledge with my fist on 
my heart. i knew these words, these emotional nuances, the character like 

she was my own. 
  elaine lim. my name is elaine lim. 
  i looked at her for the first time and my tongue snapped. i knew not where 

it went, where i could get it back. i looked and i looked, and time passed 
slower than it should have. in my head, thunderous and tempestuous 
incoherence battled for the spotlight of my resounding thought. but these 

screams fell deaf to the silence of my heart. the dust in the air flitted by, and 
i woke up. i continued. shook off her face and her gleaming amber eyes. her 

gleaming amber eyes. 
   
she called me nothing but elaine. said it was what she fell in love with. my 

character, my voice, my body. i fell in love with her too, loving more of her 
than she did of me.  
 

elaine became who i was. who i wanted to be. her quirks, her idiosyncrasies. 
her very mental and emotional core. i became all of that, and more, for her. 

only for her, and her gleaming amber  
eyes. 

 

i never said anything. how could i say anything? to her soft brown skin, 
curly hair, she was the very image of beauty God had created for all 

mankind. i would be who she wanted me to be if it meant i could be near 
her. she treated me the way one would treat a child, how one would have 
treated elaine. 

 
there was this once. she made me sit down on a bench. i watched the girl 
who i loved quarrel with another. it began to feel like i was a child waiting for 
the verdict of custody. i felt small, useless, helpless. a shell of what i had once 
been, the shell she had made me into. dependent, needy. what i did not want 
to be. 
  i heard her call to me. not by my name. she never called me by my name. 
she called me by what part of me she had fallen in love with. she had fallen 
in love with elaine lim. the reincarnation of someone fictional, relived in a 
fifteen-year-old girl desperate for a hand to hold. 
  “elaine,” i heard her say. “i want elaine.” 
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  “my name is not elaine.” 
 

i had said, looking up to her with a sort of anger, contempt, hatred. for 
months she’d called me nothing but elaine, elaine, elaine, so much the 

thought of the name sickened me to the very core. she seemed surprised. 
like i had torn away the veil that masked me, the one she had draped the 
first time she kissed me. like it was the first time i had ever spoken my mind. 

  my name is not elaine. 
  i am not the anxious, thumb-twiddling little girl you wanted me to be. i’m 
not the sweet, soft person you thought you could subdue. i am not who you 

want me to be. i will not play the fetishized part of your fantasy. i will not 
submit to being loved but only for the idea of who you think i am. 

  i am big, beautiful, and strong. i am my own person. i am my own person.  
 
do not call me elaine. 

my name is not elaine.  
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Kafkaesque 
by Eunice 

 
infestation 

a thousand feeble legs 
                            cracking out of cases 

dark                                                 collective genesis 
                  brown pulsating mass 
                                        scuttling 

                                                 towards 
                                                       spirals of the city 
set free                      but still beneath 

            the teeming twisted towers 
                                               overlooking every feeler 

where will you go? 
                                         disperse 
                         segregated scrabbling seeking sight 

             some speed across the lights 
Gifted with scraps                           go forth hastily on the Expressways 

                                                       feeding 
                                                       growing  
                thriving in the cold metropolitan wastes 

while others seethe in the shadows 
                                  crawling by the Normal route 
      as they inch closer to starvation 

                             shrivel        slow        callously        purged 
                                     but oh, crunch 
wheels flatten; acceleration 
                                          shells crack 

                                    organs spill 
                           wings sizzle underneath 
                                                      and all creepers 

 suffer                              
                                      the same fate. 
the calculative towers breed another batch 

                               the cycle repeats; 
                    Students  

                                are merely insectile 
 infestations 
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Do you Question? 
by Yi Xuan 

 

Your grooved fear 
Translated, gingerly, subtly, into 
Now, which they call, 

Brutal reality or fresh present? 
Your choice. 

Serendipitous or accidental? 
Your choice.  
Fixed or versatile? 

Your choice. 
Constant or regeneration? 

Our choice. 
 
“Who are you?” was the question, Regeneration, Transformation, Evolution 

So poignant, so 
Painstakingly partaken. 
Yet you didn't participate or spectate. 

Nor question the reason. 
And what was left was. 

Presumption that you are right. 
Dubious of this resuscitated soul. 
This untainted yet defiled being 

By your impeachment against 
This supposedly reawakened soul. 

 
In the storms there were 
Silent ponders, 

Desperate deductions. 
Maybe just maybe. 
Since the compelled bidding that day. 

Volatility was the Northern stars. 
And we became the unreachable ones. 
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Beginning of the End 
by May Ann 

 

ahhh, what a life 
spending my days  
munching away  

in the fresh grassy breeze  
going about my ways 

at my own leisurely pace 
that is the routine  
i thought would stay, but 

 
ahhh, i can't wait anymore 

sick of the same old 
boring, boring things 
the stale taste of  

dry, flaky green 
that i gorged myself on 
the stuffy, sickening 

scent suffocating me 
i've been waiting 

and waiting 
and waiting 
yet it's still 

out of my reach -- 
 

ahhh, it hurts 
as if my insides  
are oozing, melting 

spilling out all over 
as if little knives 
are piercing me 

growing inside me 
the searing pain  

enveloping me 
embracing me 
stop it 

i don't want this 
i'm scared 
is this really what  

i wanted all this time? 
 

ahhh, it's getting stuffy  
bound in the strings of  
an inevitable fate, but one  

so very willingly anticipated  
to be choked, strangled  

bound all over  
by threads so stinging  
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then numbing  
as helpless as being  

hung upside down  
left to merely watch  

not even my screams  
(to be voiced) 
ahhh, it's getting dark  

but from a small, small space - 
everything i thought was blurred 
eerily comes into focus 

the emerald heart-shaped sheets 
the sea of blue above me 

the spider web not too far from me 
the blades of green protruding from under 
the acquaintances all around me 

but never beside me 
the life i have lived all alone 

the ignorance that kept me alive 
and the questions that haunt me: 
is there a future that awaits? 

could this be a new start 
or is this the beginning 
of the end? 

 
ahhh, i can't see anything anymore 

the brief crack of light 
disappears into black 
rendering me blind 

with my dreams and fears 
as my only company 
but one thing  

i know for certain 
is that one day 

i'll leave this place 
no matter what greets me 
be it that same old grassy breeze 

or the sweet, elusive sea of blue  
whether i'll have wings 

or be in the hands of 'You' 
i'll be grateful to be able 
to start my life anew 
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it’s all it is, a leap of faith. 
by Sunny 

 

When I fall,  
my heart slows down.  
The wind picks up, assaults my face,  

my hair blowing behind- no, above me. 
When I fall, I am not a feather- I am a bullet.  

I see myself in the reflection of the windows speeding speeding speeding past 
me.  
The lights of the city are glowing; my stage is here, my stage is now.  

The sky is under my feet and  
I am invincible. 

I stretch out my hands,  
feel the weight of myself, 
the weight of the air, 

the weight of the world. 
I let it  
spiral away.  

Then I smell the speed. 
 I start to spin,  

forwards,  
backwards,  
sideways.  

I feel it.  
I feel it all.  

I dive straight  
down 
and there is freedom coursing through my veins. There is power giving me 

my name.  
 
I  

 
Become 

 
Me.  
 

Because I’m not falling.  
I’m rising. 
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The Greatest Courage 
by Claire 

 

Tonight, you have my permission 
To bring an axe to the fence that guards my heart 
Make sure you do a thorough job, 

And reduce it to nothing but splinters and sawdust 
For the fierce winds of February to carry away 

Leaving what is naked. 
 
Only tonight, I allow you to strip me down to my flesh 

To peel off the skins that hide the raw 
I have chosen the struggle of self-infliction 

For it is only through exposure that new things grow 
And if you do it right 
One night is all it takes. 

 
Tonight, you shall hear the sound of unmuffled screams 
Because I haven't any walls left 

But now I'm stronger than I've ever been 
Because there's nothing left of me to break. 

 
By morning, I would have ceased to exist. 
Standing in my place would be an overman, moulted and soft, with a pair of 

wings on his back. 
Someone with the greatest courage- the courage to hurt 

The strength to cry, 
And the audacity to love. 
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I am not a Metaphor 
by Constance 

 

Metaphor 
 
Life is a metaphor -- 

And that is a metaphor. 
Comparing, implicitly without 

‘Like’ or ‘as’ 
Because there is no need to.  
We’re fictional characters living 

In our storybook lives, 
Living our alter ego. Trying hard 

To live the perfect pristine life.   
Not knowing that our existence is  
subjected to figures of speech.  

I’m nothing ‘like’ you; yet you force me to.  
‘As’ you may not know, 
I’m not just an object, 

I’m not just another metaphor. 
 

Metaphysical 
 
I am an individual, 

With a head full of thoughts, 
Abstract comparisons and ingenious imagery. 

A soul of paradox and conceits, 
I am so much more than just another  
Metaphor. I ponder on existence, 

What’s real, and what’s not? 
Life is not a metaphor.  
Life is mankind’s predetermined time to live. 

I am not stationary, trapped within a sphere,  
Because I am transforming. 

 
Metamorphosis 
 

I am not just an alphabet. 
I have a name. 
 

I am not just a word. 
I have meaning and I find meaning.  

 
I am not just a sentence. 
I am built on motifs, symbols, and metaphors.  

 
I am not just a paragraph. 

I express an idea, a theme, and a message. 
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I am not just another story. 
Mine is different.  

 
I am not a metaphor in a metaphysical poem.  

I am not just any literary device. 
I am not here to illustrate a point. 
I am not here to explain an abstract concept.  

 
I am here to express myself,  
And the change that shakes my core, 

To let my story be heard, 
Neither told in metaphors,  

Nor in a metaphysical style, 
But in an authentic, honest, truthful 
Narrative.  

 
This is my story, and I title it:  

Metamorphosis.  
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once upon a time, now 
by Chiu Hwee 

 

I 
Cold. That’s all they feel now. 
 

Look into their eyes. Remember the spark that used to reside? 
 

Once upon a time, there was light. Now, there is nothingness. 
 
And perhaps that’s for the better. 

 
Because light would mean that they are no longer machines; no longer 

slaves to a system that they never believed in. Light would see them filled 
with hope, with purpose, with- 
 

Life. 
 
How long has it been since any one of them could say that they truly felt 
alive? All those feelings, all those mistakes, everything, replaced with the 
word ‘tired’. 

 
That’s what happens with this place - it draws you in with promises of 
ambition and a future, and spits right back a shell of everything you once 

were. 
 

It tells you that everything they took will be for the future. That it will pay off. 
That it will be worth it one day. For your future. Then they tell you that it is 
your children’s - the future generation that carried our hopes and dreams. 

And they take them back in, again with the same promises. 
 

It never ends, does it? 
 
Look at them. 

 
Tired. 

 
Chasing something that never existed. 
 

They tell you that the problem is you not cooperating with the system; what 
they forget is that the system is the problem. 

 
But nothing will ever change. Because there is nothing else to change into. 
The system is all we knew. It is all we know. And it is all we ever will know. 

There is no such thing as leaving it. 
 

Complain all you want; rally all you want. 
 
We will simply go full circle. 
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Because we never could see the light. 

 
II 

It never was supposed 
to be like this. 
 

Not once upon a time, 
Not now. 
All I wanted was-- 

All I wanted-- 
 

No time for regrets. 
No time that waits. 
 

Move forward endlessly 
Without pausing 

Without consideration 
Of everything once 
And everything past. 

 
Stay in the moment; 
Stay in the moment and 

Everything to come. 
 

III 
They claim that this was for the betterment of all of us. That all of us will be 
thankful by the end of it. 

 
But what of us will be left at the end of it? 

 
Nothing but the shell. Nothing but the superficial covering to protect the 
hollowness we hide inside. 

 
They rip us apart, without metal tools, breaking our shells, removing 
everything that made us, us. Fitting shells together like children, attempting 

to restore the ostensible. 
 

And they leave us cold, and they leave us hollow. 
 

Then they tell us that we were mistaken; that we were wrong. Because the 
system is always correct. Because we came out looking the same. Because 
we came out looking the same but brought something new from deep within 

us. 
 
They forget that you can’t have your cake and eat it too. 

 
And now we have nothing. Nothing but the cold emptiness that resides 

within our chambers. 
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Nothing but a silent prayer that the light might one day return. 

 
IV 

No. No. No. No. No. 
That’s not-- 
 

Why can’t they see? 
Why can’t they see that 
This is important? 

 
They claim that the blind 

Is better than the deaf. 
They forget the library’s 
soundlessness. 

 
In a world of silence, 

They have no say. 
Can’t they see? 
 

Their cries 
Their concerns 
Never amounted to 

And never will 
Anything. 

 
They cannot see. 
They cannot see the light 

They can only hear the silence. 
 
There are necessities, 

And there is no room 
For dissent 

For incompetence 
For ignorance. 
 

Not once upon a time, 
Not now. 

 
--- 
 

V 
Continue to push 
Endlessly struggle 

For all of us. 
 

Slaves, driven, they force themselves to continue the great work that awaits. 
For the betterment of people that never existed, and never will again. 
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Selfishness is 
Not an option, 

You are not 
The masters of your lives. 

 
You do not 
Solely 

Live your lives 
 
You never were 

The protagonists. 
 

Stand up! Live! Seek the light that they hide from us! We no longer need the 
cold, we no longer need them. We do not need to remain slaves any longer, 
for we are freed by our own power. We are victorious, and we are the 

authors of our stories. 
 

No more cycles. And no more tiredness. 
 
The only thing we are tired of is the cold. Forget the cold. We will excel. We 

will surpass this. And as heroes we will stand up against them. 
 
There were never 

Any protagonists. 
 

In a world of infinites 
There is no singularity. 
 

Not once upon a time, 
Not now. 
 

Open your eyes. 
Watch for yourselves. 

 
In a world where the cycle 
Is all that you can have; 

In a world where you can only 
Pray 

For the next day 
 
The cold is all you have. 

 
Once upon a time, 
And now. 
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