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Meat Joy, 2014 

 
 
To put it blandly, it is  
just lunch.  
 
But armed with a pinch  
of salt, I can certainly try  
to unlock all the flavours  
and serve a fresh perspective. 
 
Take for example, a wedge  
of New York City, stuck  
in a mall in Hillview where a few  
HDB blocks used to stand, 
before the entire estate  
was roundly erased. After dust 
settles, the new sign proclaims:  
Dean & DeLuca. A chain of  
upscale grocery stores, first  
started in SoHo in 1977. 
 
This is 2014, 11.30am. 
 
I’m having my $18 burger.  
The beef is so thick that  
well-doneness doesn’t seep into  
the patty’s core. I survey 
the large plate, and consider how 
best to devour the grub. 
 
My mouth isn’t wide enough. 
 
So I pick up the knife  
to draw blood by carving  
through the meat, reflecting:  
 
How well this red sap  
must look, when splattered   
across the floor space  
of gleaming white marble! 
 
I feel like having a brawl 
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With the taste of violence 
upon the wingtip of my tongue. 
But there’s no worthy opponent  
here – only nerdy schoolgirls 
fretting over homework, and  
straight-laced office workers  
celebrating Happy Birthday  
with a silly cupcake bearing  
a desolate candle.   
 
I want to get up  
and blow out that flame  
wavering for way too long 
under someone else’s nose.  
But I’m too filled to move. 
 
I do not dare to request  
for more hot water to douse  
my half-spent teabag. 
 
Lunchtime is officially over  
 
If not for the haze, lapping  
menacingly against full-length window. 
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The Complaints Choir 
 
 
Can you hear  

the swelling of chorus, this ominous 
drone intensifying wave after wave? I’m guessing  
 
You’d be alarmed  

if it’s the first time you’re hearing it: 
sci-fi sound effects – part syntactic noise, part 
  
Deafening silence –  

like the constant ringing in your 
head. I’m sure the perpetrators are the cicadas  
 
(Not the more musical  

crickets, purer in tone), although  
they much prefer to remain anonymous. 
 
So you could imagine  

the entire rainforest grumbling,  
how even the trees could speak  
 
Of the criminalities  

of strangler figs, or plead  
for more moisture, more of the heat that is  
 
Never sufficient  

under the layers. But in reality, the silent  
majority persist in holding their tongues 
 
While a bashful  

monitor lizard slinks away.  
As if in competition, birdsongs could get 
  
Out of hand. And in the distance,  

monkeys start their chattering too –  
loud poets of contamination. Yet 
 
Nothing beats the calls  

of the cicadas (which could cause  
permanent hearing loss, when one  
 
Sings just outside the listener’s  

ear). Listen – the avant-garde symphony  
is not yet over; it never seems to end… 
 
This compendium of gripes. 

The entitlement mentality of  
foragers and mating creatures alike. 
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All-in-one 

 
 
Father said that if you drive a car long enough,  
you’d develop feelings for it. I, on the other hand,  
don’t seem to care, while retiring and chucking out  
my old inkjet. Instead, there is unaccountable joy  
when the wireless printing goes without a hitch  
on my new plastic gadget (even though I’ve paid  
my dues for it to do what it’s supposed to exactly do).  
But it feels like there’s something more to all of this –  
as if my poetry will now be 10 times better, somehow, 
due to the now-invisible connection. Or that the addition  
of a scanner would lead to a more prolific yield. And  
did I tell you about how I now enjoy a better clarity of  
thought, after the cartridges have been suitably aligned?  
The coherence of this poem is the indisputable proof. 
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The Eleventh State  
 
“To me, a picture has always been a sum total of destructions.” – Pablo Picasso  
 
 
To start with this bull  
in its most organic form, 
wash drawing on stone,  
is only natural. Then 
the reworking, redrawing,  
scrapping with the flat 
of the blade, followed by  
what’s described as “very  
elaborate” pen work –  
scrape! – scraping, each time  
returning to the stone,  
simplifying, making flesh dis- 
appear, reducing everything 
to its simplest state,  
where only a few traces  
of wash drawing and crayon  
remain, on the stone,  
and the bull, a whole lot  
of bull emerges, and more. 

 


