
 
 

 

 
 

FOUND | LOST 
 

 

one imperative 
thirty nine 



 
 

 

 
 
Words are the only things left from when we were not yet 
speaking beings. We’ve lost everything else — but words are 
the ancestral relics that hold our memory of that time, the 
little portals through which we can, briefly, return.  
 
~ Giorgio Agamben 
 
 

What cannot be said above all  
must not be silenced but written. 

 
~ Jacques Derrida 
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À bout de souffle 
Anders Kølle 
 
Inhalation 
 
Breathing in and out I am weaving my way into the 
city. My breath is the invisible thread that connects 
me to buildings and streets. I am breathing in rooftops 
and concrete, breathing out windows and malls — 
and the lingering smoke from a distant and recently 
put out cigarette. I am weaving and I am weaved into 
this city-me-constellation, this asphalt-car-tree-me-
assemblage — a fabric of air that thickens in all 
directions. The city is in me, I am in the city, inwards 
and outwards, rhythmical compositions, existence 
tapped out in the air. 
 
 
Exhalation 
 
I breathe the air that you breathe. Social relations 
begin already here — a fact that Covid-19 made 
abundantly clear. Ethics are airborne, a current 
between us — responsibilities born and reborn with 
every breath that I take. In front of the Other I am 
always committed as we lose and find each other 
without stop. We weave and we unravel beyond 
structures and classes our social fabric in the air. No 



 
 

 

contracts or judicial language can capture this: you are 
my in-spiration beyond any law.   
 
 
Inhalation 
 
“And God said, Let there be light: and there was 
light.” I find myself thinking of God´s breath, His 
lungs, and all the darkness they must have endured. 
First words are never first. First comes the voice. First 
comes the breath. First comes that there is no first: no 
beginning, no origin, no creation, no history, no 
chronology, no progress but only God´s rhythmic 
breath in the dark. I am in-spired by the thought of 
God´s respiratory system and His thrownness into this 
world.  
 
 
Exhalation 
 
Speech is a breeze that passes through language and 
lifts words and vocabularies into the air. To theorize 
this, it would seem, one can hardly build kites, 
balloons, and aircastles enough! Yet so much theory is 
entirely focused on bringing all speech to the ground. 
Can the problem of speech ever be solved?  One most 
hold one´s breath in excitement — one most hold 
one´s breath till one dies. I have a feeling that theory 



 
 

 

will become much easier after death, and that we may 
then speak precisely as prescribed by our linguists and 
semioticians — with mouths full of stones.  
 
 
Inhalation 
 
In the South I breathe differently than in the North. In 
the East I brief differently than in the West. As my 
dear friend Jeremy Fernando once said: in Bangkok 
the air has a certain thickness, viscosity — it envelops 
one. I wonder: does that change what I think and what 
I say? In Bangkok I feel my words are slowed down in 
this liquid — broken and refracted in unforeseeable 
ways. My breath and my rhythm are unsettled — and 
herein lies both my freedom, my promise, my angst: 
the thickness of the veil of things; the viscosity of the 
aura under the blazing sun.   
 
 
Exhalation 
 
To catch one´s breath while reading a poem or to stop 
and take a deep breath on an afternoon walk. 
Breathing is a two-way street of molecules passing in 
and out — the molecules of letters or the molecules 
of sunlight and concrete. On a microlevel there is no 
doubt about these exchanges or about the microscopic 



 
 

 

gifts that are constantly given and received. Breathing 
says yes each time. Breathing has no no. Rejections 
and negations are always superficial compared with 
the deeper yes that I breathe.                
 
  



 
 

 

Fault Lines of Memory: Excavating the 
Residual Image 
Jeanette Lamb 
 
 
 

Write yourself. 
Your body must be heard. 

 
~ Hélène Cixous  

‘The Laugh of the Medusa’ 
 
  



 
 

 

 
  



 
 

 

 

 
 
  



 
 

 

 

 
 
  



 
 

 

 

 
 
  



 
 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 
  



 
 

 

This series explores the canvas as a site of inscription 
and erasure, where memory surfaces not as narrative, 
but as rupture. Through successive layers of paint, 
text, and concealment, each piece becomes a 
palimpsest — bearing the traces of what was once 
legible, now rendered spectral. 
 
The paintings emerge from a process that is both 
physical and epistemological: they do not offer 
resolution but stage the instability of meaning, 
mimicking how memory stutters, repeats, contradicts 
itself. Structures appear — vertical bars, crosshatches, 
chromatic fields — and they are compromised by 
fractures: saturated pigment overtakes form, lines 
dissolve into gesture, text is swallowed by silence. 
 
These works take up Cixous’s call not through direct 
figuration but through embodied abstraction — where 
the brushstroke becomes echo, scar, whisper. 
 
Memory here is not restorative: it is resistant, 
somatic, discontinuous. The paintings respond to the 
question of what is LOST/FOUND not by mapping 
what is absent, but by making visible the residues of 
disappearance — those aspects of identity, desire, or 
language that refuse to remain fully buried. 
 



 
 

 

In this way, the Fault Lines of Memory series aligns 
with feminist archival methodologies: it does not 
retrieve the past intact, but bears witness to its 
fragmentation. What is found is partial, gestural, and 
insistently alive. 
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Little Johnny Gowl 
Michael Kearney 
 

Little Johnny Gowl was aware of his new found 
popularity, vehemently and delightfully so, but he did 
not have the capability to fathom its origin, to 
contemplate why, all of a sudden at the start of the 
new school year in September, he, for the first time in 
his life, was someone other boys wanted to talk to, to 
hang out with. Little Johnny Gowl was, is, and will 
always be, what my Aunt Mary used to call, “a bit of 
an eejit”. 
 
Little Johnny was born in 1968. There was nothing 
extraordinary about his birth; his mother had no more 
nor less difficulty in delivering Little Johnny than the 
majority of mothers giving birth for the first time: the 
first stage of labour lasted about 11 hours, the second 
stage about 1 hour, and the third stage, well it was no 
shorter nor longer than was usual, but no one was 
paying too much attention to it as all focus was upon 
Little Johnny. He weighed 6.6lbs, well within the 
normal range for males of that year; he cried as he 
should, showing a healthy set of lungs, and all his 
limbs and appendages were present, and their 
appearances were as one would expect of a new-born 
boy. Looking at Little Johnny, everything was quite 
normal. 



 
 

 

 
Little Johnny and his mother, after three days in the 
maternity ward of the regional hospital, were brought 
home by his father in their 1963 blue, two-door, Ford 
Cortina. All four of his grandparents were over the 
moon with Little Johnny, the first grandchild for all of 
them, and his numerous aunts and uncles were all 
quite taken with the little gurgling bundle of joy. 
Indeed, for some time, Little Johnny was the center of 
attention, and he was showered with love, affection, 
and caring: everyone wanted to hold him, make faces 
and sounds at him, play, or rather interact with him, 
because well, he was too young to play, wasn’t he? 
Feeding was left to the mammy, along with most of 
the diaper chores, but here, sometimes, if Little 
Johnny’s mother needed a break, a grandmother or 
aunt, if one or two were around and not too busy with 
other things, would pitch in and change Little Johnny. 
This stage of initial adoration lasted about three 
weeks; then things normalized: everyone got used to 
Little Johnny being part of the family and got back to 
focusing on their daily routines. Do not take this 
statement the wrong way: yes, his “newness” wore 
off, but Little Johnny was still deeply loved and 
treated with great affection. 
 
Little Johnny was a normal infant. He was not colicky. 
He fed and defecated both regularly and robustly. He 



 
 

 

slept through the night, mostly, only whimpering 
slightly if he needed feeding or changing. In fact, one 
could say, if they so wanted, that Little Johnny was a 
very good baby, a very easy baby for which to care. 
His transition to toddlership was as one would usually 
expect: first he sat, then he crawled, then, somewhere 
around a year after he appeared, he started walking, 
well, stumbling at first, but that is normal. A few falls 
and cries, but no major mishaps, head trauma, or 
other injuries: textbook normal motor function 
development. After about a little over a year of 
gurgling and cooing, within the span of a week, Little 
Johnny pronounced his first two words: “Mama”, then 
a few days later, “Dada”; of course there was baby talk 
before this, and gesturing and pointing and fort da, 
but this was all rather inarticulate. When he said 
“Mama” the first time he did mean his mother, and 
when he said “Dada” the first time, he did mean his 
father. All this was quite normal development and 
Little Johnny looked well on his way to being a usual 
ordinary human being. There were no worries at all. 
 
Little Johnny’s sister, Mairéad, was born a few 
months before he turned two. Mairéad, while being 
the second grandchild of the clan, was doted upon as 
much as Johnny had been when he first arrived, for 
she was the first “darling little girl” of the family. 
Little Johnny, however, did not seem to mind the 



 
 

 

attention that Mairéad was getting at all: he had grown 
accustomed to the routines of life, playing with his toy 
tractor and trailer, which had accompanying bales of 
hay, cows, horses, pigs, sheep, and chickens, his toy 
cars, which sometimes ran over the toy chickens, 
kicking a ball around the yard, usually by himself 
because there was no one with much time to kick it 
back and forth with him, although sometimes one of 
his young uncles, when passing through the yard, 
would give it a mighty kick down the field and Little 
Johnny would gladly “race” off after it, playing with 
the dog, Shep, which mostly entailed Johnny petting 
him or Shep following Johnny around as he wandered 
about the yard caught up in his private, unknown 
imaginary world, stroking the cat, Lucky, as it lay in 
the sunshine, when the clouds would allow for 
sunbeams to break through, and “helping” his father 
and uncles with the milkings and his grandmother 
with digging in the garden. So, although his mother 
was focusing more on Mairéad than him, Johnny did 
not display any jealousy because he was kept quite 
busy living his own little life. If anything, Little 
Johnny appeared to be quite happy with Darling 
Mairéad’s presence in the home; perhaps, he was 
proud to be a big brother. Who knows? He did not 
verbally communicate any feelings about his little 
sister, but he was nice to her, chatting to Mairéad 
excitedly, yet sweetly, touching her little hands, and 



 
 

 

gently caressing her little head, much the same way as 
he interacted with Shep and Lucky. 
 
Little Johnny’s third birthday was a grand celebration. 
There was a pound cake that his granny, his mother’s 
mother baked, and that his Aunt Noreen, his mother’s 
sister, iced and decorated with little blue roses and 
“Happy Birthday Johnny”. The candles were lit, and 
everyone sang Happy Birthday to Little Johnny, even 
Darling Mairéad joined in as well as she could. Johnny 
was told to “make a wish”, but to “keep it secret”, I 
wonder what it was, and to “blow out the candles”. 
Little Johnny closed his eyes tight, tilted his head 
back, made his wish, then heartily blew at the candles; 
it took him two tries to get all three of them: two 
with the first blast, one with the second. There was 
red lemonade, bottles of Guinness, and a bottle of 
Jameson; there would be more singing later, after the 
whiskey started to flow. There were gifts too, so 
many of them; his grandfather, his mother’s father, 
thought it was all too opulent, that they were “spoiling 
the child”, but he lightened up soon after his third 
whiskey. Johnny excitedly ripped off the wrapping 
paper of the presents to expose the following haul: an 
Action Man, the soldier with realistic hair, brown, 
and beret and Sten gun, from his mammy and daddy; 
his father’s brothers, Jim and John, gave Little Johnny 
an Action Man snow mission accessory pack, complete 



 
 

 

with a snowsuit, skis, snowshoes, and even goggles, 
and an Action Man Footlocker in which to store all his 
Action Man gear. He also got some small, green army 
men, USA, circa WWII, and some small plastic WWI 
biplanes of varying colours, blue, red, yellow, and 
green, which were presents from some other uncles, 
his mother’s brothers, Tom and Pat. It was a 
wonderful day for everyone, and, perhaps, the best 
day of Little Johnny’s life ever, one could say now, so 
many years after, that it was the high point of Johnny’s 
existence. 
 
Little Johnny’s difficult times started when he began 
attending the local primary school. It was a small 
country school, located just down the road from the 
parish church, with about 30 students, ages 4 to 13. 
With such a small number of students and teaching 
staff, the classes were mixed as appropriately as could 
be possible. Little Johnny was not the youngest 
student in his class, that would be Mary, four years 
old, also starting her first year of school. Johnny 
started attending when he was five years of age, but 
not that far off from turning six; the oldest student in 
Johnny’s class of eight students was Kevin Reynolds, 
who was about to turn seven, and who was beginning 
his third year at the school. So, Little Johnny was, 
age-wise, right in the middle. 
 



 
 

 

Little Johnny was quite excited heading off to school 
that first day, his Aunt Bridget, his father’s sister, 
brought him in the Cortina, because he would finally 
get to play with other children. There were no 
children living close to Johnny’s house, so he never 
got to play with others his age. In the weeks before 
beginning school, his parents prepared Little Johnny 
for the big change from spending his days wandering 
about doing whatever came into his little head to 
sitting in a classroom by telling him how much fun he 
was going to have playing with the other children at 
the school. However, when his Uncle Eamon, the 
youngest of his father’s brothers, picked him up, he 
drove over on the tractor since Little Johnny was 
always delighted to be on the tractor, even if it wasn’t 
in motion, and Eamon thought it would be a good way 
to celebrate Little Johnny’s first day of school, Eamon 
found a sad Little Johnny. 
 
Little Johnny’s uncle asked him how school was, but 
Little Johnny did not reply. He simply sat between 
Eamon’s legs, head down, silent. When he got home, 
enquiries were made by his parents, and finally, after a 
little prodding and cajoling, his parents trying to 
introduce a playful, happy tone to the somber 
interaction, Little Johnny simply said, “the others 
aren’t nice”. Little Johnny’s parents were concerned 
but tried to alleviate his sadness by telling him, “The 



 
 

 

first day is always the hardest”. Being a trusting child, 
it did not take much to get Little Johnny back to his 
usual cheerful self, and he was soon outside playing 
with his army men on the pile of sand by the shed: the 
sand was being used to make cement for a new wall 
between the house and shed. The next day Johnny 
went off to school, again with his Aunt Bridget in the 
Cortina, as happily as he had the first day. 
 
Little Johnny’s father met him after school that second 
day with the Cortina, and with hope that Johnny 
would have had a good time, but Little Johnny was as 
the day before: head down and silent. Little Johnny’s 
response to his father’s query about school was the 
same as the previous afternoon: “the others aren’t 
nice”. At home, after the short drive from the school, 
Little Johnny’s parents tried to raise his spirits by 
telling him, “Ah, things will get better as they get ta 
know ya”, which also served as a buttress against their 
own worries about Little Johnny’s plight. Their 
attempts worked and soon Little Johnny was playing 
away with his Action Man and GI Joe figures: he had 
gotten another Action Man for his fourth birthday, the 
sailor, with red hair, and a GI Joe, a Land Adventurer 
in a camo uniform, brought over from the States the 
previous Christmas by his Uncle Dermot, another of 
his father’s brothers, who worked in construction in 
New York. 



 
 

 

 
Little Johnny’s third day of school went much the 
same as the first two: happy anticipation in the 
morning, solemn silence in the afternoon. As with the 
previous two days, Little Johnny’s parents made 
attempts at buttressing and cajoling and reassuring, 
and being an inherently happy being, Johnny 
overcame his sadness and went off to play. On the 
fourth day, Johnny was not necessarily reluctant to go 
to school, but he was not as enthusiastic as before and 
never would be so again until his third year of 
secondary school. After school, he was again sad 
looking, but not so despondent as before, perhaps 
Johnny was a resilient little fella and getting 
accustomed to “the others” not being so nice, and after 
a little while at home, he settled into playing with his 
toys. I am assuming that Little Johnny had a good 
imagination, since he was always inventing scenarios 
for his GI Joe and Action Men and battles for his 
soldiers, and this playing seemed to sooth him, to take 
his mind from the difficult times at school, but what 
do I know, I’m just a narrator. The final day of the 
school week went the same as the fourth. 
 
Little Johnny’s parents, being good caring parents, 
were sad and worried, so after Mass on Sunday, they 
made sure to catch Little Johnny’s teacher, Miss 
Doherty, before she could mount her bicycle. They 



 
 

 

expressed their concern and asked her how Little 
Johnny was doing. She told them that he was “a good 
boy, a kind boy, but a little chatty”. Little Johnny’s 
parents did not find this surprising. Ever since he had 
begun to speak, Little Johnny had been a chatty lad. 
He was always talking away to Shep and Lucky, they 
did not seem to mind at all, and his Action Man 
figures and GI Joe, they, of course, could not mind; 
hmm … he never talked to his soldiers: too small and 
all only green? When Mairéad was an infant, Johnny 
blathered away at her too, and she would always smile 
and coo at her funny older brother. As Mairéad 
developed the abilities to walk and talk, she would 
often follow Johnny around on his excursions in the 
yard listening to the meandering narrations of his 
world, sometimes asking him questions, which 
delighted Johnny, and he would launch off into a 
detailed, if confusing, at least to Mairéad, explanation. 
However, as Mairéad matured, between three and 
four years of age, she gravitated more, as many young 
girls do, toward the worlds of her aunts, 
grandmother, and mother. As for Little Johnny’s 
parents, grandparents, and aunts and uncles, they 
were never really bothered by Little Johnny’s 
incessant questions, although they usually only gave 
short cursory responses, or by his jabbering on and on 
at them, while they went about their daily routines, 
regarding some random subject that was occupying his 



 
 

 

little brain. They sometimes listened, but usually not 
very intently, not like Mairéad used to when she was 
smaller. Sometimes, but not too often, they had little 
conversations with him, sometimes they might even 
laugh at something that fell out of Little Johnny’s 
head; he was always delighted when they laughed, and 
he would join in with his high-pitched squeal, but they 
never really devoted their full attention to what Little 
Johnny was going on about. One could, if they so 
wanted, criticize Little Johnny’s family of indulging 
him too much, but the truth is that they were actually, 
and very often, quite busy doing other things like 
milking, digging, cooking, cutting and baling, fixing 
and maintaining machinery, doing all the things that 
needed to be done, and simply uttered “Ah”, “Is that 
right”, “Well now” and other such things. No one ever 
really engaged him too deeply, but neither did anyone 
ever tell him to “be quiet” or to “shut-up” or to “feck-
off Johnny”. 
 
Little Johnny’s teacher continued with, “the other 
children sometimes find this a little annoying and get 
cross with him; ah sure, you know yourselves how 
children can be”: Miss Doherty was trying to sound 
colloquial to show affinity; she was from Dublin, 
young, and slightly afraid of parents. “I’m sure he’ll be 
fine; he’s just a bit excited now to be with other 
children”. Johnny’s parents acknowledged Miss 



 
 

 

Doherty’s analysis of the situation, and not wanting to 
annoy her by keeping her from her dinner, they 
smiled and thanked her for her time, and while they 
felt some relief, they both, silently, independently, 
were still worried about Little Johnny. 
 
Little Johnny proved to be, as I suggested might be the 
case earlier, three paragraphs ago to be exact, a rather 
resilient little fella. He got used to the others 
sometimes getting annoyed at him, and while he 
would get a bit sad, and be quiet for a little while, he 
recovered quickly and would resume his robust 
attempts to communicate with the others. This was 
the pattern for most of the first year of Johnny’s 
journey through the school system. However, things 
turned a little bit darker toward the end of the spring 
term when Little Johnny annoyed a girl in the 6th class 
named Eilish during the morning break. Eilish was 
sitting by herself, immersed in a book. For Little 
Johnny, this was an enticing opportunity: she was 
alone, and since he had never interacted with her 
before, she had never been cross with him, so here 
was a chance to make a friend. Now I am not sure 
how Little Johnny’s brain actually processed the 
situation, but I am rather certain that his mind’s 
cognitive procedures recognized the potential of this 
occasion. 
 



 
 

 

Little Johnny Gowl received this unfortunate 
nickname from his very brief encounter with Eilish. 
She was lost in her reading when Johnny came up and 
started his incessant chatter: “Hello, my name’s 
Johnny, what’s yours?” Disturbed, but not yet 
perturbed, Eilish responded with her name and 
quickly followed with: “Now if you don’t mind, I’m 
reading.” However, Little Johnny did not pick up that 
Eilish wanted him to move along and leave her alone, 
and started his barrage: “Do ye have cows at your 
house? We have eight.” Eilish, “No.” Little Johnny, 
“No? What does your daddy do?” Eilish, beginning to 
lose patience, “He works at Finnigan’s.” Johnny, “My 
daddy gets his petrol there. Does yer daddy pump the 
petrol?” Eilish, “No. If you don’t mind, I’m trying to 
read.” Johnny, “My mammy and aunts read to me; 
what are you reading?” Eilish, now vexed, “Look you 
little gowl, would you never feck-off.” Now Eilish was 
not exactly sure what gowl meant, she was pretty sure 
feck-off was a not-very-nice way to say go away: she 
heard her father use the above phrase against her 
mother’s younger brother when he was being 
annoying, and it always worked at getting Eilish’s 
young uncle to shut up and move away from her 
father, so she employed it here with some hope and 
only a little malice. Unfortunately for Little Johnny, 
Matty Cummins, who was in the 3rd class, happened 
to be, along with his best friend Jimmy, in earshot of 



 
 

 

the exchange, and while he too did not know the 
meaning of gowl, he did like the sound of it, so he 
started chanting quite loudly “Little Johnny Gowl, 
Little Johnny Gowl, Little Johnny Gowl” while 
jumping up and down and pointing at poor Little 
Johnny. Jimmy aided in drawing attention to this 
horrible spectacle by howling with laughter and then 
repeating the chant. Kevin Reynolds and Stephen 
Riley, who were not far off from the scene, solidified 
the moniker by repeating the triplet in unison. There 
it was, three chants, and the lad was branded. 
 
Now, being a somewhat omniscient narrator, I am 
privy to what people say and do but not to what is in 
their hearts and minds, although with my limited 
omniscience, I do make pretty good guesses based on 
the totality of their words and actions. Eilish, Matty, 
Jimmy, Kevin, and Stephen knew they were not being 
nice, but they never did have any real malice in their 
hearts. We all know how children are, they can be 
mindlessly mean. And the fact was, that Johnny was 
annoying and the sound of Little Johnny Gowl being 
chanted was quite alluring and funny to the children. 
As for poor, hurt Little Johnny, his sadness lingered; 
it taught him to be reticent, to avoid contact with the 
others. He soldiered on through primary school, but 
things never got much better for him. I’m sure his 
parents would have hoped, if they had thought of it, 



 
 

 

and there is no sign that they ever did since they never 
trained him, that Johnny might be fast or good at 
football, for these abilities often endear a young man 
to his mates. Unfortunately for Little Johnny, he was 
rather slow, and whenever he kicked the ball, it never 
went too far, and it rarely went in the direction 
Johnny intended. Actually, more often than not, it 
went in the worst possible direction for Johnny’s 
team. Thus, Little Johnny Gowl became a phrase that 
was used rather frequently, which resulted in a 
tentativeness replacing Johnny’s former ebullient 
demeanor. 
 
Little Johnny was still, however, not overly damaged 
by all these difficulties at school. His life at home was 
still filled with caring and love; he was never beaten, 
severely scolded, nor molested, even if the adults and 
the developing Mairéad were a bit inattentive. He was 
delighted with wandering around with Shep and 
talking to Lucky, with playing with his toys, and with 
“helping” his parents, grandparents, and aunts and 
uncles, who sometimes even played games like Chutes 
and Ladders, Connect Four, and Mouse Trap and with 
him in the evenings, with milking, and digging, and 
fixing machinery: Johnny was actually quite good at 
handing his grandfather, father, and uncles tools. He 
was particularly happy when he was with Mairéad, 
although this grew less frequent as she aged. They 



 
 

 

would still go, sometimes, on little adventures in the 
fields around the house, play the aforementioned 
board games, and even created a world for his GI Joe 
and Action Man figures and her Barbies: sometimes 
the Barbies were nurses attending to the battle 
wounds of the male figures; sometimes the Barbies 
were damsels that needed rescuing, a few times, 
although Johnny was not overly fond of this scenario, 
there would be weddings and the figures would be the 
actors in a game of house, kissing included. But yes, 
even though they grew, and Mairéad matured a bit 
more quickly than Johnny and lost interest in 
adventures in the fields and playing with dolls, they 
still enjoyed chatting, playing games, and watching TV 
together. And while the family circle grew a little 
smaller, Noreen and John went off to work in 
England, and Eamon went to New York to work in 
construction with Dermot, it was still a very loving 
and happy home. 
 
Little Johnny’s first and second years at the tech in the 
town were not much different than primary school. 
He was still not fast, nor could he kick any better, and 
though he had learned to be less chatty and annoying, 
he was still Little Johnny Gowl. The others, having 
matured a bit, did not pick on Johnny so much, but 
neither did they approach him nor try to interact with 
him. Sometimes, in class, his response to a teacher’s 



 
 

 

question would be a little odd, and slight whispers of 
“gowl” could be discerned, but these were infrequent, 
for the others feared the wrath of the teachers. So, this 
was Little Johnny’s world up to the beginning of his 
third year of secondary school. 
 
Little Johnny’s father stopped the 1973 blue, four-
door Vauxhall Viva in front of Mooney’s 
Newsagent’s. Johnny and Mairéad were told to “be 
good”, among other things, and started walking up the 
town to their schools: Johnny to the tech and Mairéad 
to the convent. Mairéad was also starting her third 
year of secondary schooling: she began primary school 
the year after Johnny but was a bit better at school 
than her brother. This turned out well for Johnny’s 
father, and other members of the family who could 
drive, since the children could be shuttled to and from 
school together: saved on time and petrol. Johnny’s 
father went into the newsagent’s for cigarettes and the 
paper, and his mother dashed across the wide street to 
Slattery’s: a grocery through the door on the right, a 
pub through the door on the left, to get tins of beans, 
tea, a loaf, and some biscuits. 
 
Little Johnny and Darling Mairéad were unaware of 
being observed, as they walked up the town, by three 
of Johnny’s fellow students at the tech, who were 
somewhat secluded at the side of the still unopened 



 
 

 

Finnigan’s sneaking a smoke before school. However, 
Declan Slattery, beginning his third year, and the 
Reynolds brothers, Kevin, also third year and also not 
the best of students, and his younger brother Sean, 
second year, were not too interested in Johnny: 
Mairéad had changed quite a bit over the summer 
months. 
 
Little Johnny Gowl was a bit nervous when he saw 
Declan and the Reynolds brothers approaching him 
during the morning break: a dreadful sinking sensation 
began forming in his stomach. Declan’s “Howya 
Johnny, hows the summer holidays?” caught our little 
protagonist completely by surprise. Little Johnny 
managed to stammer, “Fine, fine … yours?” Declan, 
“Grand. Heard yees went down to Kerry and stayed in 
a caravan.” Johnny, “We did, we did.” Now, the 
particulars of the rest of the conversation are quite 
irrelevant. Enquiries were made about what he and 
Mairéad did while on holidays and other chit-chat 
ensued. During the afternoon break, more 
conversation, with Declan, the Reynoldses, and a few 
of the other lads at the school, occurred about things 
that were on the telly, the football, and music. 
Questions about what Johnny liked, and what Mairéad 
liked, were posited, and Johnny responded as best as 
he could, though, to be honest, a bit awkwardly: he 
did not follow the football, he still watched children’s 



 
 

 

shows when he could, this he kept secret from them, 
he liked the cop shows from America, but did not 
really pay much attention to the other dramas his 
family watched, nor to Top of the Pops, which Mairéad 
watched religiously, and he did not really listen to 
much music, only to whatever his mammy had on the 
radio in the kitchen. Because they asked specifically 
about what music Mairéad liked, Johnny told them 
that she was always listening to music in her room, 
stuff from England, but that he did not know anything 
about those songs or bands. 
 
Little Johnny headed home from school that first day 
of his third year in the tech feeling different than ever 
before. He felt popular, others had approached him 
and been nice. Little Johnny was delighted. The rest 
of the week proceeded much like the first day; by the 
third day, Declan and the Reynolds brothers were 
walking down the town with Johnny and Mairéad 
after school and waited with them by the newsagent’s 
for someone from the family to pick up the pair. Each 
day Johnny loosened up and became more vocal. 
Some of the things that fell out of his head made the 
other boys cough and laugh, but no one was mean and 
the word “gowl” was never uttered, so Little Johnny 
was ebullient and laughed along with them. At least 
this was how he understood things: that they were all 



 
 

 

laughing together, that the others had finally gotten to 
know him, and that they liked him. 
 
Little Johnny’s growing popularity peaked on the 
Thursday of the second week of classes. On their 
walks down the town, Declan had always managed to 
be next to Mairéad, and while Little Johnny babbled 
into the air to whoever might be listening, Declan and 
Mairéad talked and smiled between themselves. On 
this Thursday, Declan and the Reynolds brothers 
arranged with Mairéad, and I guess one could say, if 
they really wanted, with Johnny as well, to visit 
Johnny and Mairéad’s house around 4:00pm. When 
Aunt Bridget, driving, and Johnny and Mairéad’s 
mother pulled up in front of Mooney’s, Bridget was 
going in for cigarettes, Johnny enthusiastically asked 
his mother, in hot pursuit of her after she exited the 
Viva and was heading next door to Tiernan’s 
Butcher’s for sausages for the tea, if Declan and Kevin 
and Sean could come by around 4:00 “to play”, yes, he 
did say “play”, but no one took any bother of that, 
Johnny’s mother, always so kind and loving, yet too 
busy to really give the matter much consideration, 
acquiesced immediately and mindlessly. 
 
Little Johnny, the Reynolds brothers, Declan, and 
Mairéad went for a walk, around 4:15pm, across the 
field at the side of the house toward where Old Mrs. 



 
 

 

Dolan used to live; she was long departed by then. 
They went through a gap in the hedge into a little 
grove where Mrs. Dolan used to grow apples; here 
they were out of view of Johnny and Mairéad’s house 
and yard. The Reynoldses and Johnny sat on the 
remnants of the old stone wall that was at the west 
end of the grove, Declan and Mairéad leaned against 
it. Declan took out a pack of Silk Cut, took one for 
himself and offered the pack to the others. The 
Reynolds brothers eagerly took one each, as did 
Mairéad. Johnny felt reluctant, but said nothing, and 
took one. He had never smoked before. He watched 
as Declan struck a match, held it out to Mairéad, then 
lit his own. The Reynoldses had a lighter and after 
lighting their cigarettes offered it to Johnny. It took 
him two tries to get the flame up. He puffed and 
inhaled and immediately broke into a fit of coughing. 
They others laughed, including Mairéad, but no one 
said anything. Johnny laughed too and said, “I’ll have 
to practice”. They talked about music, Declan and 
Mairéad leading the way; the Reynoldses knew almost 
as little as Johnny, so were content to listen and 
smoke. Mairéad asked if they would stay to watch Top 
of the Pops. The Reynoldses couldn’t, they’d have to be 
home soon for the milking. Declan said, “Sure, if its 
alright with your mammy”. Mairéad, French inhaled, 
shot him an alluring sideways glance, exhaled, smiled 
and said, “Ah, she won’t mind at all”. 



 
 

 

 
Little Johnny was starting to feel uneasy. Was it the 
smoking? Or was it something else? Little Johnny did 
not possess the ability to really contemplate or fathom 
the origin of this sensation growing in him, he could 
merely feel it. The Reynoldses had headed off home. 
Declan phoned his mother and asked her if it would be 
okay to have his tea and watch Top of the Pops at 
Mairéad’s. She told him to make sure not to be a 
bother, to mind his manners at the table, and to be 
careful coming home on the bike as it would be 
getting dark. At the tea, Johnny’s parents, 
grandmother, and Aunt Bridget, in an effort to be 
hospitable, took arbitrary turns asking Declan 
questions: “How’s your granny doing? I haven’t seen 
her in ages”. His grandmother went to mass in the 
town; Johnny and Mairéad’s family went to the parish 
church by the primary school. “How’s the shop? I was 
in it this morning. Saw your father, but didn’t have 
time to chat.” Johnny’s father asked how the pub was; 
they all chuckled slightly at that, even little Johnny, 
although he wasn’t sure why that was funny. Declan’s 
responses indicated that all was fine with everyone and 
everything. After the tea, Mairéad, Declan, and 
Johnny went into the sitting room and put on the 
telly. Mairéad and Declan sat close together, arms 
folded across their torsos, shoulders touching; Johnny 
sat in the armchair that was reserved for his father 



 
 

 

when he was watching TV. Mairéad and Declan did 
not speak much during Top of the Pops, but when they 
did, they only addressed each other. Little Johnny felt 
as if he were being ignored: this was not the result of 
an overly cognitive process, but he could feel it, feel 
something that was saddening. Anytime he spoke or 
asked a question about a song or band, they would 
simply say things like, “Ah, yeah”, or “I don’t know”, 
or “Manchester”, if the band were indeed from that 
city. After the show, Declan said he’d better be off. 
Mairéad said she would walk him out to his bike. 
Declan said, “Bye Johnny” and Johnny returned a sad 
“Bye”. 
 
Little Johnny sat in the armchair wondering but not 
understanding. He could sense he was not part of the 
afternoon and evening that had just transpired, but he 
did not comprehend the situations he had 
experienced. All he felt was sad. After a while, he 
noticed Mairéad had not returned to watch the telly: 
she always watched telly after Top of the Pops. He went 
through the kitchen; his grandmother and mother 
were there talking. He went out into the yard but 
only saw Shep’s successor, Benji, lying by the door to 
the turf shed. The Viva was gone, so Johnny’s father, 
Aunt Bridget, and Uncle John, who lived in a cottage 
by the parish church, were probably in the pub, but 
not Slattery’s in the town, they were probably in the 



 
 

 

one in the village, O’Rourke’s, that’s the one where 
Johnny’s father’s family would almost always go: they 
didn’t like the town’s pubs because they were too 
crowded. Lucky’s replacement was probably off 
roaming. 
 
Little Johnny started walking down the laneway 
toward the boreen that led to the main road: the town 
was west, the village east. The laneway had recently 
been tarred by his father and Uncle John to his 
mother’s delight, “much cleaner”: before the tar, the 
lane had been gravel, before that merely dirt and 
grass; progress comes over time. Against one of the 
gate piers Johnny saw two shadowy figures in 
embrace. He stopped dead in his tracks and stood 
there, silent, eyes fixed on the pair. After a short 
period of time, but yet one that was far too long for 
the situation, the smaller of the two figures, the one 
whose back was to Johnny, the taller figure’s back was 
against the pier, perhaps sensing Johnny’s presence, 
Johnny’s gaze, turned toward Johnny, and snarled, 
“Look ya little gowl, would you never feck-off”; 
Johnny would never feel close to, comfortable with, 
Mairéad, or others, besides his mammy, again. 
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Your poetry’s bad  
and you blame the news1 
Jeremy Fernando 
 
 

You could be the subject of a poem.  
But I don’t write poetry. 

 
~ Ana Teresa Pereira2 

 

In the dark times 
Will there also be singing? 
Yes, there will also be singing. 
About the dark times3  
 
Sad songs, they say 
Sad songs, they say 
Sad songs, they say so much4 
 
We can never look away 
oh, we’ll never look away 
Under the shadow is where we’ll stay 
Under the shadow be where we play5 
 

 
1 Lana del Rey & Jack Antonoff, ‘Norman Fucking Rockwell’ in Lana del Rey, 
Norman Fucking Rockwell. Santa Monica: Interscope Records, 2019. 
2 Ana Teresa Pereira, Fugue States. London: Vanguard Editions, 2018. 
3 Bertolt Brecht, ‘Motto’, translated by John Willett. 
4 Elton John & Bernie Taupin, ‘Sad Songs (Say So Much)’ in Elton John, Breaking 
Hearts. London: Rocket Records, 1983. 
5 Jeremy Fernando, ‘Under Our Shadow’ in I’m not ghosting you. Singapore: Delere 
Press, 2025. 



 
 

 

And thanks, for the trouble you took from her eyes 
I thought it was there for good so I never tried6 
You can close your eyes but still can plainly see 
There's nowhere to run 
You're just comfortably numb7 
 
Sad songs, they say 
Sad songs, they say so much 
 
Yes there will also be singing 
 
 

& 
 
 
Chrysantemum 
Pour toi je suis une chrysanthème 
super nova une étoile pressée8 
 
 

& 
 
 
 
 

 
6 Leonard Cohen, ‘Famous Blue Raincoat’ in Songs of Love and Hate. New York: 
Columbia Records, 1971. 
7 Body Count & David Gilmour, ‘Comfortably Numb’, single. Dortmund: Century 
Media Records, 2024. 
8 Blixa Bargeld, ‘Blume (French version)’, translated by Diana Orlof, in 
Einstürzende Neubauten, Maladiction. London: Mute Records, 1993. 



 
 

 

Bury all your secrets in my skin 
Come away with innocence  
and leave me with my sins9  
 
Under the shadow is where we’ll stay 
Under the shadow be where we play 
 
Did they get you to trade 
Your heroes for ghosts? 
Hot ashes for trees? 
Hot air for a cool breeze? 
Cold comfort for change? 
And did you exchange 
A walk on part in the war 
For a lead role in a cage?10 
 
Under the shadow is where we’ll play 
Under the shadow be where we stay 
 
Bury all your secrets in my skin 
You can close your eyes  
Come away with innocence 
You're just comfortably numb 
 
Is it casual now?11 

 
9 Corey Taylor, ‘Snuff’ in Slipknot, All Hope Is Gone. New York: Roadrunner 
Records, 2008. 
10 David Gilmour & Roger Waters, ‘Wish You Were Here’ in Pink Floyd, Wish You 
Were Here. Los Angeles: Harvest Records, 1975. 
11 Chapelle Roan, Dan Nigro, & Morgan St Jean, ‘Casual’ in Chapelle Roan, The Rise 
and Fall of a Midwest Princess. Kingston: Amusement Records, 2022. 



 
 

 

 
 

& 
 
 
Connais-tu mon nom 
ne le prononce pas 
il cache un pouvoir — comme autrefois12 
 
 

& 
 
 
Our thoughts strayed constantly and without boundary 
The ringing of the division bell had begun13 
We can never look away 
oh, we’ll never look away 
 
Bury all your secrets in my skin 
 
You don't ever have to be stronger than you really are 
When you're lying in my arms, and, honey 
You don't ever have to act cooler than you think you 
should 
You're brighter than the brightest stars14 
 

 
12 Blixa Bargeld, ‘Blume (French version)’ 
13 David Gilmour & Polly Sampson, ‘High Hopes’ in Pink Floyd, The Division Bell. 
London: EMI Records, 1994. 
14 Lana del Rey & Zachary Dawes, ‘California’ in Norman Fucking Rockwell. 



 
 

 

And then you know that you can trust her 
For she's touched your perfect body with her mind15 
All your secrets … my skin … 
 
Under the shadow 
casual now? 
 
There is no pain, you are receding 
A distant ship, smoke on the horizon 
You are only coming through in waves 
Your lips move but I can't hear what you're saying 
When I was a child I had a fever 
My hands felt just like two balloons 
Now I've got that feeling once again 
I can't explain, you would not understand 
This is not how I am 
I have become comfortably numb16 
 
You're scared to win, scared to lose 
I've heard the war was over if you really choose 
The one in and around you17 
 
Skin 
 
Under the shadow 
comfortably numb 

 
15 Leonard Cohen, ‘Suzanne’ in Songs of Leonard Cohen. 
16 David Gilmour & Roger Waters, ‘Comfortably Numb’ in Pink Floyd, The Wall. 
Los Angeles: Harvest Records, 1980. 
17 del Rey & Dawes, ‘California’ 



 
 

 

 
 

& 
 
 
Tu connais mon nom, n'est-ce pas? 
et tu ne le prononces pas 
il est sacré — immobile, gelé18 
 
 

& 
 
 
The grass was greener 
The light was brighter 
With friends surrounded 
The nights of wonder19  
 
So so you think you can tell 
Heaven from Hell? Blue skies from pain?20 
You've got a TV, a computer, so you don't care 
A roof, some clothes, some food, that's right, it's all there 
Lock yourself in your house, try to forget about 
The millions dyin' from wars, starvation and drought 
You've got your own problems, yes, we all do 
Nobody's free from stress, not him, or me, or you 
But still we judge each other, we want to pick a fight 

 
18 Blixa Bargeld, ‘Blume (French version)’ 
19 Gilmour & Sampson, ‘High Hopes’ 
20 Gilmour & Waters, ‘Wish You Were Here’ 



 
 

 

In the streets we kill each other, each and every 
weeknight21 
We can never look away 
oh, we’ll never look away 
 
There is no pain, you are receding 
A distant ship, smoke on the horizon 
But still we judge each other, we want to pick a fight 
In the streets we kill each other, each and every weeknight 
Under the shadow is where we’ll stay 
Under the shadow be where we play 
 
So, save your breath, I will not hear 
I think I made it very clear 
You couldn't hate enough to love 
Is that supposed to be enough? 
I only wish you weren't my friend 
Then I could hurt you in the end 
I never claimed to be a saint 
Ooh, my own was banished long ago 
It took the death of hope to let you go22 
 
casual now?  
Is it 
 
 
 

 
21 Body Count & Gilmour, ‘Comfortably Numb’ 
22 Corey Taylor, ‘Snuff’ 



 
 

 

Sad songs they say 
Under the shadow  
Sad songs they say, we’ll stay 
 
We're just two lost souls swimming in a fishbowl, year 
after year 
Running over the same old ground, what have we found? 
This is not how I am 
I have become comfortably numb 
 
Sad songs they say 
Under the shadow be where we play 
Sad songs they say, 
 so much 
 
I never claimed to be a saint 
Is it casual now?  
I never claimed to be a saint 
 
Sad songs they say 
The same old fears, wish you were here 
 
Ooh, my own was banished long ago 
It took the death of hope to let you go 
The same old fears, wish you were here 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 

Hey that’s no way 
to say goodbye23 
 
We're just two lost souls swimming in a fishbowl, year 
after year 
Wish you were here 
 
 

& 
 
 
mais mon nom si tu le connais 
reste imprononçable 
il est prononcé — malédiction24 
 
 
 

I’m embarrassed to be part of it,  
to be living proof that the pop songs are true.  

 
~ Jackie Wang25 

 
  

 
23 Leonard Cohen, ‘Hey, That’s No Way to Say Goodbye’ in Songs of Leonard Cohen. 
New York: Columbia Records, 1967. 
24 Blixa Bargeld, ‘Blume (French version)’ 
25 Jackie Wang, Alien Daughters Walk Into The Sun: an almanac of extreme girlhood. Los 
Angeles: Semiotext(e): Native Agent Series, 2023. 
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to touch is to gift  
life like love's liminal light  
electrifying  
 
Janice Sim 
October 2024 
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The Scream Wished I Were Mr. Munch. 
Setsuko Adachi 
 
Sleeping is a widely practiced activity and a hobby for 
many. My grandchildren find my sleep amusing. I 
sleep immobile, arms crossed on my chest. My 
semblance of a corpse was eerie, scared my 
grandchildren when they were younger. That changed 
when I started snoring. Now they think it’s hilarious. 
They joke about a corpse being sound asleep. They say 
my rumbling, my sonorous roar, will scare death 
away.   
 
I like to start the clichéd conversation with my 
grandchildren. 
 
“Wake me up when my snoring is too annoying.”  
“Oh, no, granny, you know we are not going to wake 
the sleeping beauty. You should enjoy what you love 
to do.”  
 
Then comes my favorite line, which I never get tired 
of hearing. It makes me proud of them. 
 
“We take your late mother’s wisdom seriously: 
‘Listen to your body. If the body craves sleep so 
much, one better embrace it.’”  



 
 

 

 
The clichéd conversation ends with more clichéd 
bantering on how they prefer me sleeping loudly than 
silently.  
 
My grandchildren have been raised right. I appreciate 
the respect they show for their great grandmother, 
whom they never had the chance to meet. My 
excessive sleeping hobby is guilt-free thanks to my 
mother. Moreover, I have it well under control, just 
like I do with my sleeping posture. I never miss work; 
never even shown up late.  
 
I accept my loud rumbling as an aging reality. One 
cannot beat nature’s rhythm. It has had a positive 
impact, too. That is, my rumbling seems to have 
woken my sleep consciousness. I used to not 
remember anything from sleep when I awoke. But 
now, I do!  
 
So many physically nonsensical things occur in my 
sleep conscious world, all of them bring the 
excitement of being emancipated. I wake up, stay still, 
absorb the uplifting aftertaste, thinking I have never 
felt so alive! I had found a fulfilling emotional life in 
my sleep.  
 



 
 

 

Thus, when the much-anticipated, precious three-day 
weekend arrives, I happily oblige my drowsiness. 
Sleep comes quickly, I am standing in the woods by a 
bonfire. I know exactly which bonfire my mind has 
pulled out. I took a photo of it two years ago not 
wanting to let go of its beauty. It was at the end of a 
rainy summer.  
 
I have a nice, cozy, fire of various scraps of wood 
going in a tiny, dark, opening among tall, thick, trees 
protecting the flames from the rain. I place cedar 
branches over these scraps, add popping sounds. I 
spread bamboo leaves over these, enjoy the scent. It is 
beautiful. I immerse myself in the philharmonic 
sounds made by the cries of insects, leaves rustling in 
the breeze, the sound of water flowing through an 
irrigation canal into the rice paddies.   
 
Listening is a pleasure.  
 
I notice I am swaying my body to the beats of 
crackling branches, hissing flames, to the almost 
inaudible rustling of ashes. Every time I wake up, I 
cannot wait to go back, continue, and being an expert 
practitioner of hypersomnia, this is easy. I am 
enchanted by smoke. Smoke can bring out delicate, 
dynamic expressions from a bonfire. A strong, 
passionate, wish blooms in me to be able to do the 



 
 

 

same. I devote myself to it and am pleased with the 
rapid progress. Every short sway removes the 
restrictions I have with movement. It is rewarding.  
  
Then I reach the next phase.  
 
In self-deprecation, I giggle hard, find tears rolling 
down my cheeks when I wake up again. What a clown 
I am to think I am in perfect harmony! I am missing 
and messing all the empty spaces that exist physically 
between beats among the dark charcoal branches, 
shades of yellow, orange, pink, red, blue, flames; 
even between the white, fluffy, ashes.  
 
I discover rest after rest in various sizes and shapes. 
  
Yet, I am over the moon at my discovery of rest. I 
sleep and work with enthusiasm to fix myself. 
Respecting rest is not my forte. My brain has learned 
to treat rest as non-existent. Progress is not felt, but 
am driven by the prospect of gaining beat autonomy. 
  
My last day of the weekend is ending soon. Back in 
sleep, I take the chance of going into a swaying dance 
solo when the fire subsides. I dance to the dark 
charcoal, to the faint white ashes. For the fading 
hotspots to respond and for little flares to reappear, I 
have to have precise rhythmic autonomy to dance, my 



 
 

 

breezy swaying dance. I am elated when the little 
flares reappear and jump back to life. Mamma mia! I 
have achieved something I desperately wanted. My 
dream has come true! The flares are showing their 
appreciation and shift into an enticing tango. I laugh 
heartily, but cannot keep up. I lose my beat. I jump 
high, far, far above the moon, delighted with all the 
development.  
  
I am out of control. 
 
At the peak of the joyous celebratory ascension, I 
witness the flares portraying The Scream. I hear Mr. 
Munch’s scream visually, that is it. It is lost. 
Everything is dark. The gravity of my beat-deafness 
takes over.  
 
The fall begins.  
 
I panic. I scream.  
 
Wake up! I order. But I cannot get the body to move. I 
am held down. I am trapped.  
 
My grandchildren rush over. They are alarmed by the 
abrupt arrest of my rumbling.   
 
“Wake up, grandma, wake up!”   



 
 

 

My body tightens up, sends pain signals at every 
attempt I make to move. I cry. I scream. I want to 
dance! I was getting there! Let me work on my beat 
autonomy! I want to perform in the wake world! 
 
Hush, be a good girl. Stop throwing tantrums. Don’t be 
selfish. I hear my mother’s sweet soothing voice. 
 
My grandchildren start CPR.  
 
My mother puts me to sleep.  
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What Is Lost 
Maria Kranidis 
 
Dancing to the pull of the water underneath a boat 
Taking us places we know 
 the stubborn heartbeat of the flag against the wind 
Pulling the strangling vine off the trees 
The rose bushes stand still against bugs 
And predators passing through looking to eat 
This place 
Stubborn to the color of its being 
Church and steeple high above the eyes to see 
Chips of time 
Tunes itself in harmony of breeze 
Comes around the band 
All twisted roads lead to the sea 
This land 
Stubborn in its roots 
Reaffirming its bloom of weed and flower the same 
Bees take turns 
Drinking herbs in seasons 
Always the rosemary 
Spring for thyme 
Pine in its glory 
Honey jars fill breakfast tables 
With stubborn sweetness 
I am different here 
The water holds my thoughts floating in persistent blue 
Salt cures my soul 
Sun and the moon compromise places in the heart 
I taste the rock and the pebble and the stone 
When the fishing boat rattles me 



 
 

 

 
Then I walk through 
Pockets of history in 
Boarded up homes 
Or open to the world without windows or doors 
I know what people lived here  
like the ones of my childhood 
Women holding on to their 1800s long grey skirts  
Scooping down to wild sage 
Washing dishes with warm sun and fragrant leaves 
Stubborn to the times of cities embracing change  
 
My grandmother and her sisters 
 with heads still crowned in their braided hair  
covered under mantilla 
Busy starting weekend fires 
In outside ovens deep enough 
To hold bread for the week  
Their hands intimate with growing wheat- crushing it-shaping it 
Pushing it and turning it into bread feeding it to fire- 
 Smoke covering the neighborhood like a church prayer 
As I weep the loss of their fierce look- hands always full of 
work 
Beating eggs and sugar into froth- filling our souls with 
sweetness 
 
Raised by stubborn mothers 
 Resilient to the Earth 
 to work 
 to time 
 to men 
 Forgive me for wanting more  



 
 

 

for you  
with bellies full of tomorrow 
 full of tomorrow  
  
All the places you visited in your mind  
I have been to 
When I come back from there  
 when I come, I ask you to forgive me for this  
for wanting more for me, but especially for wanting more 
 of your own lives--now done  
 
Without time to tell stories of their own lives 
And their mothers’ lives 
And grandmothers’ 
Some kind of illicit love affair, I heard, 
Then he left 
Then the war 
It had to be the first one I think 
And then this  
Land full of hope to cultivate 
And work with the rules of the sun 
 where even the donkey knows the path 
 
And all I’ve lost  
Is here in these barren homes 
Where memories are thick as the stones 
And the wild flowers  
Bury their roots at the footstep of every empty stairs  
and will not let go 
 
 
August 2025 
  



 
 

 

 

 
 
Jeremy Fernando, feat. Clement Yang Xi 
Highway Lost — for David Lynch 
2025 
 
 
Lyrics & visuals: Jeremy Fernando 
Music & vocals: Clement Yang Xi 
 
Watch here: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6A7OsCfiJoY  
 
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6A7OsCfiJoY


 
 

 

None of this might have happened  
but it is true  
Jeremy Fernando 
 
Walking, one sunny morning, wandering Georgetown 
I stumble fumble into a kopitiam. “Do not spit on the 
floor” one sign screamed. Another, “Please pay when 
drinks are served,” the first sentence calm, practically 
murmured. Followed—no gap—by “Thank you”: ah, 
behind not prohibitions but courtesies be where 
Imperium sentencings lie. Beatings, canings, nooses, 
draped in politesse.  
 
Just a few steps down, a mural. I look; I think me he 
looks at. 
 
Portrait of an ironsmith, local legend. Mainstay of 
Lorong Toh Aka. Gangster Lane, a friend whispers to 
me: from times past heady with opium, largesse of 
The East India Company. His eyes, accusing, they 
seem unwilling to be locked into a painting, silenced, 
framed. 
 
Immured. 
 



 
 

 

Listen carefully; you might still hear hammerings on 
iron—shaping making reshaping creating making. 
Reminding us tools we be not.  
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