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I enjoy seeing something 
in a particular moment. 
Nowadays there are so 
many videos and moving 
images everywhere, but 
when I look at a photo and 
I feel that it’s capturing a 
moment or someone’s 
soul, I really enjoy that. I 
enjoy that more than 
something that’s a 
straightforward portrait. It’s 
capturing a moment that 
you can never see when 
people are moving in real 
life as it passes so quickly. 
But when you can see it, 
when you can capture it, it 
means a lot. 

~ Wing Shya
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Still Life with Onions & Bottle

The bottle wormed open dark and furry
glass greens and purple dried oils
cork on the table crumbling aside
five onions not moving or meowing
and a peach plastered wall blistering
in light from a dirty cracked window
and the room smells of fresh onions
pungent and biting squeezing eyes
onion dry skin flaking in whispers
soft petal whites like dark moonshine
spill over the table onto the floor.
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I am a photograph. 
I’m better than the 
real thing. 

~ Amanda Lear
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Selfiecide
Michael Kearney

Johnny awoke with a sense of anticipation
flowing through his being that it

(“it” here being Johnny’s being,
which he never contemplated or
questioned, so while we can
assume that he knew that he
existed, no existential reflection,
as of that moment on that
morning, had ever occurred
across the synapses of his brain:
while not a stone, Johnny was
more a cow, chewing his cud
{here not the metaphorical
meaning of contemplation, but
the literal one of doing the things
one needed to do to sustain
themself}, than a philosopher)

had not experienced since he arose from sleep
on the morning of the day of his second date
with Jennifer;



(Johnny was aware that his soma
was pulsing, he felt the
excitement in him, and he knew
why {something cool was going
to happen that day}, but his
conscious mind was completely
incognizant of having the same
anticipatory flow slowly throbbing
through him on that pre-date-
Jennifer-morning six months
preceding, for deep down, where
his thinking-mind could not dive,
he had not enough breadth, his
psyche had put-up a protective
wall: the date had gone
disastrously, all due to the type of
person Johnny was, so the only
option of escaping self-loathing,
besides total self-destruction, was
the eradication of the memory
from the fore of his conscious
mind)

it was an anticipation that produced an
enthusiasm within Johnny that was evident, if
anyone were watching, in every action
undertaken by our oblivious hero.



Johnny proceeded through his normal morning
routine, but with a jauntiness that resembled a
quick little dance, a joyous, yet subtle, jig.
Coffee filter, coffee (four tablespoons), and
water (four cups) were all placed in the
coffeemaker to the hum of an unwritten,
unrecorded bouncy little melody; toilet visited
and smartphone social media app scanned
with a slight bobbing of the head; plain bagel
buttered, coffee, with a fair dose of milk,
poured and both consumed at the small
kitchen table, which was the site of most of the
activity that occurred in this one bedroom
apartment, while Johnny’s eyes scanned, and
brain processed, the headlines of the news app
on his smartphone. Another visit to the toilet,
and another perusal of the social media app,
was followed by a splashy wash of the face and
a rigorous brushing of the teeth.

Johnny was now ready to venture out into the
world to undertake a task, which would
eventually have him go down in the annals of
history, or at least in the Annals of the Society
of American Trainspotters. Johnny had always
been taken with trains, all kinds of trains. Steam
locomotives, diesel engine freight trains,
electric passenger subways; if it moved on rails,
it could induce a state of solitary revelry within
Johnny. Rail riding machines also brought a



warm sense of safety and comfort to Johnny.
The cause of this fascination, this attraction,
this security, could easily be deduced, even the
most obtuse of psychologists would be able to
unravel the origins of Johnny’s trainophilia:
Johnny’s father had scampered to parts
unknown, never to be heard from nor sighted
again, a mere three weeks after the act of
conception. His mother was a kind woman,
who, with meager means, provided for little
Johnny as best as she could. For the first four
years of his life, things were not really all that
bad: his grandmother, doting, but no longer
agile, would watch him while his mother
worked. The late mornings, after breakfast and
washing and mommy’s departure for work, and
the early afternoons would be spent with
grandma reading Thomas the Tank Engine
books to her little Johnny. Then, later, when
she got drowsy, around three every afternoon,
grandma would put on a Thomas video and
Johnny would watch and listen, enthralled by
the trains and soothed by Ringo Starr’s or
George Carlin’s comforting voices. When the
video ended, if grandma were still dozing,
which was often the case, for she was rather
old, little Johnny, instead of disturbing the old
woman, tried to reenact the stories he had
seen on the small screen with his little Thomas
toys: he had Thomas, and James, and Percy,
and Gordon, and Toby …



… quite a collection considering the limited
financial resources of his mother and
grandmother. However, this secure little setting
would only last a few years as the dear old lady
passed away just three days before Johnny’s
fourth birthday. From then on, Johnny’s mother
often, at least five days a week, had to leave
the little man alone in their tiny home on the
sixth floor of an apartment building that sat at
the intersection of Woodside and Roosevelt
Avenues in Queens that overlooked the
elevated tracks of the Number 7, the IRT
Flushing Line, while she worked the day shift in
a pub that occupied part of the first floor of the
building. Now, let us not judge her a bad
mother: she did not drink much, actually only
very little, and only on occasion, she smoked,
but tried to blow the smoke away from Johnny,
although he did love when she would blow
smoke rings for him and go “woo, woo,” in an
attempt to imitate a train whistle, and she
never touched drugs at all. She was a good
mother, loving, and she gave Johnny all the
time she could, and while she was uneasy
about it, she felt secure enough leaving Johnny
alone in the apartment since she could run up
and check on him every hour or so, depending
on how busy the pub was, which was usually
not too busy, except, sometimes, on certain
days, around lunchtime.



She also gained some solace in the knowledge
that Johnny was neither inquisitive nor
adventurous, that he was more than content
playing with his trains, watching his videos (she
had taught him how to operate the VCR and
TV after the death of her mother), and sitting at
the window and watching the Number 7 chug
along the rails.

So, this is the relevant back story, the things we
need to know about our Johnny as he headed
off into the world, a world in which he was very
much alone,

(his darling mother had passed
four years previously, and while
he was friendly enough to his
colleagues at the local grocery
store, and they to him {actually,
the only awkward relationship
that Johnny had ever had at the
store was that with Jennifer, post-
second-date; however, that
uncomfortable situation had
resolved itself when Jennifer quit
the store to attend college out of
state}, Johnny’s relationships with
his colleagues could not be
termed friendships)



for his adventure.

Now, if you are still reading, you are probably 
thinking, “What is Johnny’s adventure going to 
be?” And since you have probably read the 
title of this little vignette, you have surmised 
that it involves some sort of camera and a 
death. Well, the Metropolitan Transit Authority 
had finally achieved a level of profitability 
where they were able to begin replacing some 
of the rolling stock of the Long Island Rail 
Road, much of which they had purchased from 
a Japanese company in the late 1990s, with 
new trains. These new trains, from the very 
same Japanese company, were able to achieve 
much higher speeds, nothing close to a 
Shinkansen, but they were almost as sleek as a 
bullet train and were deemed as being very 
“cool” looking by Railfans, some even referred 
to them as being “sexy.” Well, the 
aforementioned anticipation of this day of 
focus in the life of Johnny was generated by 
the first running of the first of the new trains. 
This train would be passing through, without 
stopping, the Woodside Station of the Long 
Island Rail Road, 



just down the street from Johnny’s apartment,
on the, luckily sunny, morning of the day in
question, at precisely 9:33am. This meant that
if one were positioned just right, at the very
southeast end of the platform, where one
would be facing into the still rising morning
sun, where one would be standing just a few
meters beyond the point at which the train
would initiate its acceleration as it left the
station area, that one could capture a well-
lighted image of themself and the new beauty
of the MTA rails rushing behind them.

Well, adventure often turns into misadventure.
In Johnny’s case, it was not through lack of
planning that things went awry. No, he was at
the best spot at the southeast end of the
platform, and he was there early; his
smartphone was attached to his selfie stick,
and the stick was extended and angled
perfectly. Johnny had taken every detail into
account as he framed the shot that would
become one of his treasures. No, what did
Johnny in was exuberance – he leaned a little
too much.



Note: Nothing in this piece is
true, but all of it is real … wait, is
that right? Or is it nothing in this
piece is real, but all of it is true?
Anyway, there never was a
Johnny, or Jennifer, or mom, or
grandma, or scampering father,
and Number 7 IRTs, and New
York MTAs, and LIRRs, and
Woodsides, and American
Trainspotters, and Japanese
companies, and smartphones,
and selfie sticks are figments of
my delusions, and yours.
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You do 
not take a 

photograph. 
You make it. 

~ Alfredo Jaar
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not a poem

poetry, ah that 
is a luxury we can-
not afford, once said

Lee Kuan Yew the night
wind to the little lamb, do 
you hear what I hear 

a child a sweet child 
in time, you'll see the line, the 
line that's drawn between 

good and bad sang Deep
Purple rain I only want 
to see you under-

neath the purple rain
cried Prince but the conceited 
man did not hear him 

conceited people 
never hear anything but 
praise, exclaims the ‘wee

wondering princeling
resist with ideas and most 
of all poetry

notes Alfredo Jaar 
resistance is possible 
breathe, above all else

Arthur Yap teaches
us, don’t make a religion 
out of your own view

Jeremy Fernando
April 2022
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Speakeasy and “the meaning of BLIND PIG 
is blind tiger”

Setsuko Adachi

SPEAKEASY

The Pigs and the Tigers had the entire bar, Nonquis, to 
themselves that March evening. For this speakeasy, seven 
was a lot. The place was operated by two staff that day. 
One was in charge of the kitchen, and the other, a son of 
the Tigers, was bartending. The two families came to show 
their support for him. They consumed alcohol and food 
like starving pigs and paid like noble tigers. 

It was a luxurious evening. The two families had a fun time 
socializing—eating, drinking, and conversing—speaking 
softly to avoid being heard from outside. They felt safe 
and sane. They took off their masks. It was spacey, where 
physical distance was guaranteed—much less crowded 
than in their respective houses, where all of them worked 
online. Multiple people working from home is not family-
friendly when they have small homes. The occasion 
alleviated much of the stress that accumulated with social 
distancing.

The coronavirus pandemic has made it clear that the 
physical survival of the species is the priority. The virus 
infection spreads because one breathes the virus in and 
out. The prevention measure was simple. Keep social 
distance. Stay home, wear masks, and avoid having direct 
human interaction as much as possible. The city requested 
bars to refrain from conducting their businesses and 
ordered alcohol not to be served.



Nonquis chose to be a speakeasy. Each table had a small 
note that said: No SNS photo uploading, please. Take as 
many photos as you would like, but we would be grateful 
if you could keep them private. Our bar operation cannot 
be known to the City Authorities.

Nonquis made it clear to the families that social distance is 
the safe distance to socialize. The two families, since that 
day, became speakeasy regulars. They would make a 
phone call and wait for the staff to come down to pull up 
the shutter to let them in. The Tigers lived five minutes to 
the east of the bar. The Pigs lived five minutes to the north 
of it. 

“THE MEANING OF BLIND PIG IS BLIND TIGER”

It was in May or June. At dawn, I, Mrs. Pig, lay on my bed 
with my eyes closed. I worried, and I was scared. I kept 
having an endless conversation in my head that wound 
around like this:

“Oh, come on, just do it. Think about me without 
closing your eyes!

“I am working on it, but I can't make you out even 
when I close my eyes and focus. …You know, you 
suddenly rumbled in me when I was nine. That is like 
half a century ago. And I have come to be aware of 
your existence only recently for a few months, like 
March? April? May? I seem to recall the thunderous 
deep sound waves within me, though it is such an 
uncertain memory.



“Well, look, I am back to your awareness after all these 
years of not being noticed. And apparently, you find 
my existence important. You are struggling daily, 
morning and night, to see me. And every time you try, 
you lay back and close your eyes.

“Why do you do that? You got to keep your eyes 
open. You need to do something about the 
incompatibilities between your open-eyes and closed-
eyes world. 

“It's urgent. Life has its time limit, you know.

“I can’t. If I open my eyes, you are gone. How do I 
keep my eyes open and see you?

“Oh, come on, just …,” and the conversation goes 
back to the beginning. This was happening more and 
more to me.

***

I felt the urgency and the inescapable limit of life. I found 
time to myself between work, family, and sleep. Early 
morning was one of them, and the other time was in the 
evening spent at Nonquis, alone.

When I went there on a rainy day in early July, the shutter 
was up, and the door hung an “OPEN” sign. The 
restriction had lifted a while ago. For Nonquis, 
unfortunately, their neighbors adhered to the newly 
learned isolationist social distance. Thus, Nonquis made 
pretty much the same amount as in the speakeasy days 
from the same people.



Mr. Tiger, the bartender's father, was the only customer 
when I went in. He looked up at me from a book he was 
reading, and I smiled. “Hi, Mr. Tiger, reading as always!” I 
said as I took a seat at the counter and ordered a drink. 
“Yes, it is a book with lots of women’s photos,” he replied 
humorously. I cast my eyes at it; it was a thick, heavy-
looking book. “Ah-huh! I got you curious!” He sounded 
happy. “Ta-da,” he said and held it out for me. The title 
read Invention of Hysteria: Charcot and the Photographic 
Iconography of the Salpêtrière. “It was originally written in 
French by Georges Didi-Huberman in 1982. The one I am 
reading is in English, translated by Alisa Hartz. The MIT 
Press published it in 2003.” He told me. “Photos and 
photos of mad women. Doctors-researchers back in the 
19th century said they were taking photographic evidence 
of the disease. The author notices that doctors and 
patients were inventing the disease together.” “There 
was,” he was saying, turning the pages, “between the 
doctors and patients,” still turning the pages, and then 
stopped at page ix and read, “an extraordinary complicity 
between the two parties.” “These poor mad women in the 
photos, in their insanity, had adapted, interpreted, 
responded to the doctor’s fantasies, and actively 
participated, increasingly theatricalized their bodies to be 
captured to be photographed as images, you know.”

“Interesting,” I said and changed the topic to weather, 
which was everybody's favorite greeting at this time of the 
year because the National Meteorological Agency officially 
claimed the rainy season was over a couple of days ago, 
and the day after the Agency made the announcement, it 
started raining. Thus, instead of the “Hi, how are you?” 
greeting pattern, it went more like the following. “Hi, 
what’s wrong with the weather?” Then, the other party was



to show their frustration that the summer—a bright, clear, 
deep blue sky with white clouds floating high above—did 
not happen despite the fact that the rainy season was 
over. For the city folks raised in this culture, the rainy 
season over meant the next day was the first day of 
summer. Instead, it rained. In this manner, both parties 
bonded as they shared their exasperation at the crazy 
weather. I was secretly annoyed with this “What's wrong 
with the weather” question greeting because I felt 
people’s reactions were unreasonable. They were angry at 
the weather. They were so hung up on the culturally 
determined season cycle that they wanted the weather to 
be disciplined as if the weather were a juvenile delinquent.

But I used the question anyway to Mr. Tiger. I was curious 
as to what this sophisticated and well-educated man had 
to say.

Oh, I knew it! Mr. Tiger did not let me down. When I said 
the question, Mr. Tiger came back with, “Nothing.”  He 
knew how to make such a lame topic as this into an 
interesting one. It was easy to gauge from his response 
that he, too, had the same sensibility on this as me. I got 
so excited. Quickly, I agreed with him it rained only a little 
during what the Agency identified as the rainy season. It 
was misleading. And I happily went on and on about how 
people’s perception was tricked because a rainy season 
was culturally predetermined to happen from May/June to 
July.

“It is the power of superstition,” Mr. Tiger said, “These 
people must think the rainy season was always set like 
that, but the region shifted from the lunar to the standard 
Gregorian calendar only in the mid-19th century!”



“If I hear one more time, ‘What is wrong with the 
weather?’ I might flip out,” I said, getting a bit emotional, 
alcohol might have been taking advantage of me, 
speaking my thoughts out loud. “I need to get out of this 
environment before it drives me into insanity.” I thought, 
for a flashing moment, I heard the voice of the early 
morning conversationalist. “I want to move into a world 
where I can see what I should see when my eyes are 
closed while my eyes are open.”

“Oh, I am not making sense, am I?” I laughed.

“Hmm, are you saying you want to relocate? It might be 
difficult to find an ideal place for you to relocate, you 
might be better off if you create one.”

I laughed again, saying, “True, true.”

“Well, good luck with that.” And he went back to his 
reading. I was trying and failing to keep my eyes open as I 
thought about the nine-year-old-thunderous-rumbling in 
me.

***

A few days later, the rain stopped, and the low sky 
covered the city with heavy greyish clouds. It was hot and 
humid. It stayed like that. Mosquitoes did not bother 
people at all in the city. The news reported that they could 
not adapt to the heated environment to prosper.



The city people adapted to the hot and humid by losing 
their ability to think. If it were without an appropriately 
airconditioned environment, the brain melted, some say, 
and it was too strenuous to utter “humid,” or people no 
longer saw the distinctions between humid and hot. “Hot” 
meant sweat, unhealthy, unexpected, something is wrong, 
global warming, saving energy, bearing the unbearable, 
and many other things. When the two brain-melted 
people encounter each other, they exchange pantings and 
the word “hot.” This, by the way, was a great ice 
breaker—something people connected to and shared.

***

It was a Tuesday around 7:30, one of these brain-meltingly 
hot days. I was on my way back from the gym on foot. A 
health-dedicated jogger went by. I thought the jogger was 
insane. To jog in this heat to maintain their health was self-
defeating. Well, then, I laughed at myself because me 
going to an airconditioned gym to sweat out in this 
weather is also somewhat insane. Then I noticed a little 
ahead of me, Mr. Tiger was walking, carrying a small white 
dog in his arms. Another sign of insanity, I thought. I was 
later corrected on this. It was a sign that small dog owners 
were thoughtful. They were careful not to let them walk on 
the heat-absorbed asphalt, which would burn the tiny 
soles of their beloved pet.

Anyhow, Mr. Tiger and I were going in the same direction. 
He got off the busy road at the spot where I always go off 
and turn, which brings one into the narrow back alley. 



This small alley ran parallel to the main shopping street, 
and if one did not need to shop, this was a pleasant one 
to walk on. It was vehicle-free and had a cozy spot with 
vending machines. The area was a bit wider than the rest, 
and to keep this tiny oasis vehicle free numerous poles 
and bars were planted. They were ugly, but they offered 
pedestrians like me a good place to sit.

Mr. Tiger stopped before the vending machine, bought a 
drink, and leaned against a pole nearby. When I got closer, 
he spotted me and broke into a big smile. I was not close 
enough to say “Hi,” so I smiled back and cast my eyes on 
the dog he was holding like a baby. He got the message. 
He responded with a happy nod. He looked straight into 
my eyes. “Ta-da,” he said, grabbed the dog at the head, 
and threw his right arm wide open. It was violent. 

I stood speechless. I swallowed my “Hi,” which hung at 
the edge of my half-opened mouth. I walked by Mr. Tiger 
without saying anything, bought a bottle of water from a 
vending machine out of habit, and sat at the bar on the 
other side of the alley.

I snuck a look at him. He was looking down and feeding it 
with water. It was as if he had forgotten about me. He was 
caressing it, wiping it, fanning it, talking to it, looking at it. 
Then, he closed his eyes and sat there quietly, holding it.

But I was pretty sure what he showed to me was a pillow, a 
white rectangular pillow. I got my smartphone camera 
ready.



But before I had the time to take a picture, he looked up. 
Our eyes met. I said, “Hi,” and he said,

“Hello, Mrs. Pig. No photos, please. How is your 
relocation effort coming along?”

Mr. Tiger was lucid. I had no doubt about that.

***

It was the next Tuesday around 7:30. I was again walking 
back from a workout at the gym. I had the premonition Mr. 
Tiger would be there again. He was. I felt very 
uncomfortable finding him. I could not bring myself to say 
“Hi.” He smiled at me and did not say anything. We took 
the same route. I bought a 500 ml bottle of water from 
one of the vending machines and perched myself on one 
of the poles.

I took a sip out of the pet bottle, and the sweat broke out.

I watched him feed the pillow with water. He was caressing 
it, wiping it, fanning it, talking to it, looking at it. Then, he 
closed his eyes and sat there quietly, holding it. Nobody 
took notice of this act of insanity. He was a loving father of 
a pet or a baby for a passerby. I would have thought so, 
too, if he had not done that “ta-da” when I took an 
interest in his dog. …Something clicked in me. I gulped 
more water from the bottle. Under the mask, sweat rolled 
down my nose and dripped from its tip. Some was quickly 
absorbed, creating an ominous and embarrassing stain in 
the middle of the mask, but most dripped from the chin. 
Drip, drip, drip, the drops fell onto the black asphalt.



***

I became very self-conscious about this uncontrollable 
sweat situation. I could not have been more intimidated 
when I realized Mr. Tiger was staring at me in an 
understanding way. I closed my eyes to avert my attention, 
to avoid this discomfort, and to float away into thinking 
without thinking. It was easy once I closed my eyes. I 
strained to capture the nine-year-old-thunderous-
rumbling. Inside my closed eyes beyond my eyelids, I 
could feel it lurking, and then I got this idea that if I turned 
myself inside out, it would become visible. My mind was 
making all sorts of efforts. I started having trouble 
breathing. I was sweating even more.

***

“Wow, wow, wow!” It was Mr. Tiger. “Stop crying.” “Can 
you open your eyes?” “No, I didn't think so,” “It's okay,” 
“You will be fine.” He patted my forehead. “It is hot, isn't 
it? Too hot.” “You need to cool down. Your tears are 
melting you.” He started wiping me. “See how cool and 
refreshing it is?” “Baby wipes are the best. They are easy 
on any skin. Don't you worry, I carry plenty of them.” He 
wiped and unstripped my mask. He poured water into my 
mouth slowly and carefully, then wiped me and said, “Let 
me rinse you.”

I felt the water run over my eyes, and I knew my eyes were 
gone, the water ran over my nose and chin, and they were 
gone. I was completely washed away from the surface.



Mr. Tiger went to Nonquis almost every day, hoping to 
bring Mrs. Pig back. He made his effort but it proved 
much more difficult than washing her away from the 
surface: 

“Oh, come on, Mr. Tiger, just do it. Bring me out. 
Don’t close your eyes. You know what I looked like. 
Bring me out.

“Mrs. Pig, I am working on it, but it is a task, actually, 
quite difficult for me to do. Even when I close my eyes 
and focus, I can't make out your figure. …

“That's because you wiped, washed me away, and 
dried your pillow under the burning sun. 

“Bring me out. This looks bad. It will become a police 
matter if you don’t bring me back out quickly. You 
know what? If you bring me out, I will draw you what 
my nine-year-old-thunderous-rumbling looks like!

“Come on, Mr. Tiger, I have a limited life. You better 
do a good job. My life is in your hands. Bring me out. 

“Mr. Tiger, stop closing your eyes! Look at me.

“I can’t. If I open my eyes, you will be gone. How do I 
keep my eyes open and see you, Mrs. Pig? 

“Oh, come on, …,” the conversation goes back to the 
beginning.
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