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N O T I O N S 
is a casual compilation 

of creative ideas 
for interesting people
by interesting people

Please consider it and 
pass it on to other interesting people.

Contributors responded to an open call 
and a themed “moodboard” that included 

Ng Eng Teng’s Freedom Child (1978), 
Caspar David Friedrich’s Wanderer 

above a Sea of Fog (1818), and songs.

This issue features works submitted by: 
Kim Hyesu (Singapore/Korea), ArtyFaz 

(Singapore), Dominique Dève (Los 
Angeles, USA), TiLa Lara – Flâneur 

(Italy), Dafina Shekutkovska, Lise 
Chaduc (France), Vitali (France), Jan 
Schekauski (Berlin, Germany), Merel 

Ellen (Amsterdam, Netherlands), Jack 
Hughes (UK), Lidia Zajdzińska (Poland), 

Jessie Lim (Singapore), Lynx Ng 
(Singapore), almost asthma (Singapore),  

Kozue Yamamoto (Singapore/Japan), 
Agnese Čemme (Riga, Latvia, EU), 

Louise Allain (France/Barcelona, Spain), 
Ng Ann Nah (Singapore/UAE), 

Lee Ju-Lyn (Singapore/Nowhere), 
and those who prefer being unnamed.  

Thank you all for sharing your ideas. 
Intellectual and all other rights of the 

works remain with originators.
Sincere thank you also to contributors 

not included this time. This issue 
owes its fruition to the patience and 

encouragement of its contributors and 
all other supporters. This zine is for 

free distribution and reproduction in its 
entirety. Thank you for supporting this 

humble zine.

meekfreak.com/notions #notionszine
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This issue was delayed because it got 
lost, which on hindsight, is kinda given, 
considering its theme:

A recommended “soundtrack”:
No Queen Blues by Sonic Youth
Runaway Train by Soul Asylum
Beyond the Sea by Bobby Darin
Somewhere only we know by Lily Allen

Where are you going? Where have you been?
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我 从何 来
我 是 ？ 

                     我 向何

“Where do we come from / W
何何 来来

is one of  the greate
as well as the title of

？ver tell you ？？Th ld iThe world is

On the planet named the e
if you hold your precious
as trying to touch such a s

to be called love, the fa
and your tears of  sorrow 

It's about love only w
to ascent the

Our world is determin
that is estab

Poems co
Therefore, the wo

Even if  the sun is not rise in the
planets, poets would writ

until the day when they go
i it' th



？ 

何 去？

Kozue Yamamoto    
 http://kozuecocoyamamoto.wixsite.com/poesie 

What are we / Where are we going" 
est proposition of  the life 
f  the painting by Gauguin.
the secret of  this world? 

d fs made of  poems. 

earth in the only universe we live, 
s one in your arms passionately  
strong but intangible sentiment  
ailed attempt makes you cry  
go back to the ocean someday.  

when the act of  love means  
e ladder to beauty. 

ned by our own recognition  
blished by words. 
onsist of  words. 
orld is made of  poems. 

e East as human beings move tto otherr 
te poems by divine inspiration  

o back to where they come from  
heir raison d’etre. 



10.04.18

What do I know
this movement
of the stream
transparent
the grass is green
sun in the triangle shape
nothing is still
only change is certain
nature of an animal
knowledge of a path
and curiosity



14.03.17

Who are you,
butterfly for the first time,
this slow movement
in no time, yet all the sky
changes constantly and never,
you can draw a fine line
like a plane, crossing -
 this evening sky
to vanish in the sea,
where rows of distance
separates this locomotion
of passing clouds
 locomotion
of reflections
 from now.




























