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  Established in 2008, Book Merah exists to introduce and promote literary and visual works. Titles include Fires, by award-winning poet Cyril Wong, Obama Search Words and Contact With Shadow, both by Stephen Black; as well as a variety of distinctive literary and visual projects.




  Book Merah is always open to publishing partnerships and distribution enquiries. We would be honored to speak with professional literary agents, movie talent agencies and art dealers.




  Book Merah is small and our resources are limited. Our priorities always begin with our writers and artists. As a result, the internet side of Book Merah is not yet where it should be. If you have a question, kindly contact bookmerah@gmail.com




  The following will also provide information




  

    	
On Facebook:


    


    BOOK MERAH


    TIONG BAHRU BOOK


    STEPHEN BLACK


    3how


    






    	
On Amazon:


    


    http://www.amazon.com/Obama-Search-Words-ebook/dp/B001U8981


    






    	
Stephen Black:


    


    Press Materials, Art Projects and Food Photography:


    http://www.obamajalanjalan.com/stephen-black/press-publicity-announcements


    


    On Seng Poh Road is a booklet about the main street of Tiong Bahru. It is available on Kindle as well as http://books.shoreless.org/book/seng-poh-road


    


    http://www.blacksteps.tv



  




  The Turquoise of the Nostalgia Hotel




  Here is the sound of a single swimmer, one fish in a small aquarium.




  Across the street men once listened to birds in cages.




  





  The Blue of an Edible Flower




  " Lemper udang! Beautiful!".




  When Mr. Soon says"beautiful," he does so very slowly. If the food he describes is remarkable, he'll close his eyes and carefully move his lips and teeth to produce a 'beautiful' that is at least 3 seconds long. He told me about the shop that used to be on the corner of Tiong Poh and Eng Watt Street, an Indian place that sold prata in the morning and, after 11 AM, made briyani. Mr. Soon and his friends would come before the briyani was ready and would wait. He described the spices, the chicken, the smell and the taste: Beeeeeauuuuuuutifuullll.




  I bite into my lemper udang. Inside the roll of glutinous rice is a mildly hot shrimp paste. I enjoy this, but I wonder what Mr. Soon will think. Mr. Soon's wife is also at the table. She is from Hong Kong, where people don't eat pig's organs. Before they were married, he took her to the Tiong Bahru Market, to Koh Brothers for pigs' organs soup: "Wow, she loved it!"




  Now, Mr. Soon and his wife smile at each other as they describe the quarrelling couples that ran the two stalls in the coffee shop that was on the corner of Tiong Bahru Road and Eng Hoon Street. "It was funny because both couples would argue amongst themselves. " One couple sold carrot cake, the other sold prawn mee




  For thirty years Mr. Soon has seen and tasted the changes in the food of Tiong Bahru. Sugarcane juice for example."The stalks would be as tall as you are and they'd chop it in the morning and then grind it on the spot, skin and all... beautiful. Now the sugarcane is cut and cleaned in Malaysia. Nice neat bundles. Easier, but the taste isn't the same."




  "Before, they'd make and cook everything right in front of you. Cook the meat and then add it to the soup. Now they just precook everything and drop it into the soup for a while."




  He tells me that foods that were once beautiful to him no longer have any appeal. "Now no one wants to do the hard work and it’s just about turnover.




  Prawn fritters, sausages, fishballs, wantan mee and tandooru chicken. They were all so...beautiful. The herbs, the spices... the care..."




  A young couple knocks on the grating of the door and let themselves in. They are neighbors; maybe civil servants or bankers. Cheerfully, they set upon the table a yellow waxed paper box of French fries and a small plastic container of a sauce that is yellow and brown. The french fries are all the same size and color. "Help yourself, " the woman says with a smile. I thank her and offer her a lemper udang.




  "Oh no thank you," she says, again with a smile.




  Mr. Soon grabs his lemper udang and bites it in half. He chews thoughtfully and moves his head as though listening to something very faint. The lemper udang is the color of grey marble, blotched with mists of blue dye made from sweet pea flowers. The filling is mustard yellow. The roll starts to crumble and he pops what's left of it into his mouth. He chews some more, then raises his thumb. "Beautiful," he says, very slowly.




  





  Blue Background Noise




  I




  There are two very large mirrors on the opposite sides of this room. The reflections of the red plastic chairs, white formica tables and flourescent lights are repeated and reduced as they recede towards something like infinity. In the back, two women from mainland China are busy behind the yong tau foo counter. Outside, the hard rain covers the street with grey sparks and bubbles. It may flood again. A Chinese woman in a tight pink dress watches for a taxi; she is both angry and worried. On the overhead TV




  a Chinese couple promise each other eternal love before the scene cuts to a hand moving a match closer to a pool of liquid as a bound and gagged woman tries to scream.
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