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PROLOGUE

Central Plaza

(Radio static crackles.)

[Man] 
Hello...? 

(Radio static continues crackling.)

(Man’s voice is slightly distorted) 

He-hello? Can you hear me?

(Man’s voice is now clearer, though still a little fuzzy through the radio)

If you hear me, then this thing works!  

(Radio static noises can be heard as the man speaks.)

Usually I press this button and... nothing happens. 
But I feel like– like today, it’s different. Today, you are listening.

After all these years… Has this place changed at all?

(Man chuckles) Silly me. Of course it has. Everything changes.

0.1
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(There’s a cry of a bird, and then the fluttering of wings.)

This is Serangoon North. 

When we were growing up, my brothers and I were obsessed 

with finding this bird – (Ringing sound) the Ranggong. 

(The bird’s cry continues to cut through as the man speaks.)

We were told it was a black and white stork that used to be 

found at the Rangoon River. (Ringing sound) 

(The bird cries and wing flutters intensify.)

Now you call it Sungei Serangoon. (Ringing sound, with an ominous-sounding 
hum as the man continues.) They say that’s what it got its name from. 

Sa-Ranggong - One Ranggong. 

(The bird cries become louder, with quieter but constant 
cymbal sounds in the background.)

Everyone knows it by different names. 
Sa Ranggong. Hwi Yoh. Chia Keng. Ang Sar Li.

(Ringing sound, with the same ominous-sounding hum, interlaced with the quiet 
ring of the cymbals.)

Any of these ring a bell? Maybe there are more in other languages, 
(Ringing sound) other dialects. Names that have been lost through time.

0.2
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(Ringing sound)

(Man’s voice is now loud and clear, and no longer coming through a radio.
The music that starts playing cuts through the man’s words, 

crescendoing as he speaks.)

“Lost bird. Goes by the name of Sayang”. My beloved.

(A louder, more dramatic piano melody, accompanied 
with a viola, plays in the background.)

Since you are here, maybe you can help me?

(Piano melody comes to a slow end with high notes.)

I’ll show you some interesting spots in this area – (piano melody 
starts again, slow and in the lower range) from 100 years ago, to today. 

(Piano melody is somewhat melancholic as the man speaks.)

Can you help me find her?

(Piano melody stops as it changes into higher-pitched music 
that pierces through the words.)

She was last seen nearby...
Ah… I remember a “crack” (Viola comes in) and... I hear music… (hums)

(As the man hums, the melancholic piano melody starts again 
and is interlaced with the humming before coming to a more solemn end.)

(The higher-pitched music is briefly heard again until the man speaks.)

Ah... I think you’re close. 

There is a famous prata shop nearby. See if you can hear the music. 

0.3
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CHAPTER01
Chindamani 

Indian Restaurant

1.1

Yes, this is it! 

(Cheery Indian music starts playing in the background.)

Do you see a man making prata? That means you’re at the 
right place, at the right time. 

(Music gets louder.)

(vibing to the music) Eh ah eh ah… (laughing)

(Music quietens and fades back into the background as the man speaks.)

That’s Ramesh from Chindamani. Sometimes you can see him dancing. 
He loves the sound of Tamil songs, and songs of devotion. If you’re lucky, 

you might hear the “crack” of someone tucking into the crispy prata. 
Or get to eat one! 

This place, it’s always alive. 

(Music gets louder again, crescendoing before it eventually fades out.)
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This used to be where everyone would bring their pet birds. 

(A bird cry.)

Can you see it, 

(Fluttering of wings.)

to your left? 

(Sounds fade into a quiet constant in the background.)

Ah now, look up. 

No, not at the sky, Just above you. 

(Quiet bird coos and cries again.)

When was the last time you noticed the patterns? 

(Loud fluttering of wings again, followed by the quiet ring of 

cymbals mixed with bird cries and wing flutters again.)

1.2
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What about the birds? Do you see them? Or hear them?

I wonder what the call of the Ranggong sounds like.

Actually the Burung Ranggong was not native to Singapore. 
Maybe that’s why I couldn’t find it, no matter how long I waited by the sungei.

(Ringing sounds, with bird cries, slowly intensifying with cymbals in the 
background as the man speaks.)

Some say the name Serangoon comes from “diserang dengan gong”. 

(Deep vibrating/humming sound mixed with bird cries and cymbals.) 

(Ringing sounds)

This place used to be jungle, swamp and farmland. 

(Sound vibrations and effects become more intense.) 

Can you believe it? 

(Cawing and chirping join the mix.)

There were a lot of wild animals, and of course, 
we didn’t want them to enter our homes. Our fathers had to use 

gongs to scare them all away. If not susah nak tidur tau, you know? 
Imagine you wake up and see a snake in your bed! (laughs) 

(Low, rhythmic beats of a tongue drum.)

But today the animals here are a bit different. 

(The occasional higher note cuts through the low, rhythmic beats.)
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(Nature sounds of water flowing and birds chirping join the rhythmic beats.)

Sayang? They said they last saw you here. 

(Rhythmic beats only.)

But you’re not here, I know.

(Nature sounds join the beats again.)

Where do we go to find the things we’ve lost?

(Bird chirps become louder.)

(Thinks for a moment) Ah… My friend, I think we should follow 
the sound of the birds.

(Sounds fade out.) 

1.3
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CHAPTER02
Pet Walk

2.1

(Rhythmic beats.)

I once met a man (bird chirps) with a thousand bird cages. 

(Wing flutters.)

Stacked up (rhythmic beats resume) all the way up to the ceiling.
(bird chirps interlaced with the man’s words) He lived alone. 

Just him and his birds. 

(Rhythmic beats resume.)

“Eh lu ada berapa ah, ni burung?”. How many do you have?, (Louder wing 
flutters) I would ask. 

(Rhythmic beats resume.)

He would never give me a straight answer. He would just smile, (bird coos) 
shake his head. (wing flutters) His hands in his lap. (high-pitched sounds)

(Rhythmic beats resume.)

One day, he told me, “one thousand”. (laughs) One thousand! (laughs)

(Quiet bird cries in the background)

Merbak Jambul, African parrot, (rhythmic beats resume) lovebirds. Macaws.
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(Ethereal-sounding hum in the background as the man speaks, 
mixed with quiet bird chirps and wing flutters.)

I don’t know how he kept track of all of them. 

I only ever had one. A Mata Puteh – the beautiful songbird with white eyes.

(Cello music plays, interlaced with bird chirps and wing flutters. 
Eventually, there is only music, and it gets louder, 

ending with sounds of cello strings being plucked.)

Sayang, is that you? 

(Plucking of strings, with low, quiet humming music underlaying it.)

Did you get lost, trying to find me? To find home? 

(Fluttering of wings.)

2.2

(Low, quiet humming music plays as the man speaks.)

Names, faces, places.

(Slightly melancholic cello music starts again, mixed with bird sounds. 
It continues as the man speaks.)

They are like thousands of scraps of paper in my brain. 

Once in a while, like now, I manage to catch hold of one – and the letters 
appear as clear as day. 

2.3
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(Faint fluttering of wings. Legato music gets louder, interlaced with the occa-
sional staccato plucking of strings.)

(Music fades as the man speaks. Bird sounds are more apparent.)

She was once here, this very space.  

(Bird sounds fade. Only the quiet plucking of strings is left.)

Mourning for all the things that don’t exist anymore. 

(Melancholic cello music starts again. There are the occasional high violin 
notes, string-plucking and bird sounds mixed with it. As the fluttering of wings 
grows louder, the different sounds fade in and out. Eventually, only bird cries 

and wing flutters are left.)

My friend, let’s take a walk. There is a story I need to tell. 
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CHAPTER03
Hwi Yoh Green

3.1

(Clinking fades in and gets louder, moving from left to right and back. A high 
wind-howling sound joins the clinking sound.)

What do you hear?

(Only the clinking sound is left, but there are also the occasional quiet taps.)

This might be the sounds of yesterday. 

(Quiet clattering joins the mix.)

You see, some call this place “Hwi Yoh”. Hwi - in Teochew, meaning pottery;

(Scraping sound)

Yoh - meaning kiln.

(Scraping sound becomes louder.)

And not just any kiln. 

(The sounds fade, but the clinking and clattering is still present.
The scraping sound becomes louder again after a while. 

Rhythmic drum-like beats join the mix.)

There was once a magnificent dragon kiln made of brick. 

(The different sounds are interlaced with the man’s words.)
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It was 50 metres long – the longest one in Southeast Asia 
– and it even survived World War II.  

The belly of the dragon was where the pots would be fired. 
Each time, between 2 to 3 thousand pots. They would go to buyers 

all around the world, that’s how good they were.  

And you know what happens to the ones that were broken? 
The ones that couldn’t be sold?

For some of the kampong people, they would become a prized possession. 

(The sounds get louder.)

That’s how this area came to be known as Hwi Yoh. 

(The sounds fade.)

(Wind-howling sounds join the clinking and clattering once again.)

These names are important. 

(Together with the different sounds, a quiet, ominous-sounding melody plays in 
the background.)

They help us remember the stories of this area, stories we have lost over the 
years.

Ask any resident above the age of 60 – oh no, not me, I’m much older than 
that – they would know someone who used to work at the rope-making com-

pany in this area. 

(The music gets louder and wilder, seemingly a mix of accordion and strings.)

3.2
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Over the years I saw generations of boys who used to turn
the rope making machines by hand, (strumming of strings) turning

individual threads into thick rope. 

(The plucking and strumming of strings become louder. The accordion sound 
picks up again.)

I bet you didn’t know, right? That’s why I am sharing all this with you. 

(Strumming is heard as the man speaks.) 

To help us remember. 

(Suspenseful music plays.)

So, what happened to the dragon?

(There are rhythmic plucking sounds interlaced with the man’s words.) 

I wish I could say that it just flew away. 

(As the plucking sounds fade, the melody of a higher-sounding string 
instrument plays.)

I’ll tell you more later. 

(The melody fades as the clinking sounds start again.)

For now, there is something I want to show you. 
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CHAPTER04
Old Jalan Hwi Yoh

4.1

(Calming music plays as the man speaks.)

Look at this road in front of you, and try to take it in. 

Look to your left. Look to your right. 

It is a long road. 

This used to be Jalan Hwi Yoh, a main road in the middle of the kampong 
here. Yes, it took its name from the dragon kiln.  

 

The residents would walk down Jalan Hwi Yoh to go to school, to take a bus 
to town, or see their relatives. 

In the distance is Serangoon Gardens. It used to be called Ang Sar Li – named 
after the red roofs found on the buildings near the area. 

Walk down this road. If you see an Indian temple up ahead, then you’re on the 
right path. 

Your maps say this road is called Serangoon North Avenue 1. 

The land around us has been redeveloped for homes. Some of the schools 
are now condos. 

But not everything has changed.

(The music crescendoes.)
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(As the music gets louder, it changes into a rather upbeat Indian song.)

(The song continues to play as the man speaks. The calming hum
returns to underlay it.)

The Bodhi tree is still standing strong. Have you spotted it yet? 

During my time, it was only a small tree. There were a few Indian families 
here, so they built a shrine under the tree dedicated to Lord Muneeswaran.

To protect the village. 

(The Indian song fades out.)

I’ve seen him before, you know. Lord Muneeswaran. (happy) Yah, every few 
years I see him. He’s like an old friend.

(Only the calming hum remains.)

Actually many people say they have seen visions of Lord Muneeswaran. They 
believe it is a blessing to see him.

Over the years the shrine was made bigger and bigger, until it became the 
impressive temple you see today.  

(Indian instrumentals with strings play again, on top of the calming hum.)

You know, it is considered sacred. The temple is actually built around it.

If you look closely, you should be able to spot 
Muneeswaran’s trident at its foot.

This mighty tree is more than a hundred years old. 

4.2
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Friend, what do you think that is like? To continue existing long after 
others have gone? 

They say its roots spread out to the four corners of the temple. Maybe that’s 
why this place has a certain aura about it. A vibration from the ground. 

(The music slows and fades, with scale descending and a strum.)

(The calming hum continues. There are quiet chirps in the background.)

Sayang, did you ever find yourself in the Bodhi tree? 

Did you meet the mighty Muneeswaran

Did he answer your prayers?

(The calming hum continues.)

Continue walking down old Jalan Hwi Yoh, like we used to do way back when. 

Actually, more than 100 years ago, this was a dirt road. 
The land around here was mainly used for farms - rubber, coconut, 

pineapple. That was before it was called Jalan Hwi Yoh. 

You know, this road was so long, they say it went all the way up north
to Seletar Hill?

(Soft ambient sounds.)

The kampong kids used to cheer whenever there was a Chinese funeral 
procession passing by. 

4.3

4.4
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(Chinese music with suona plays quietly in the background.)

There would be loud music and people wearing masks.

The children would all follow them! (laughs) Maybe death was not as scary 
back then. Or maybe the kids were more fearless. 

(The calming hum continues.)

There is an old well from the kampong that still exists, within one of the 
condominium grounds. And one of the schools, I think the building is still 

around. (pause) So maybe all is not lost. 

(Slightly upbeat string music plays. The notes are constant at first, 
but the scale later ascends.)

As you continue walking, you might notice the name “Hwi Yoh” around you. 
I see it as a way of paying homage to a historic place – long after road names 

have been changed and new buildings built. 

(The string music gets louder.)

Walk down this road even more, to its extreme end. 
Meet me at the foot of the bridge. 

(With a strum, the music fades out.)
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CHAPTER05
Overhead Bridge

5.1

You are at the northernmost end of what survives of the old Jalan Hwi Yoh. 

(There’s a quiet buzz of vehicles in the background.)

In front of you is Ang Mo Kio Avenue 3. 

By 1984, this new road had severed the original Jalan Hwi Yoh permanently. 

For those who lived in the northern part of the road, it was like they were 
permanently cut off from Hwi Yoh. Displaced from history. 

(Quiet chirps in the background.)

It feels like we are standing on the same road, just many years apart. 

(A quiet hum leads up to a louder, somewhat solemn melody.)

5.2
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Do you ever wonder what lies beyond? 
I’ve always been curious about it.

Somehow I feel the pull of a song I can’t quite remember... 
Macam ingat-ingat lupa.

(Cello accompaniment joins the music.)

My friend, will you whisper your name into the wind? 

Let the wind carry it off to faraway places. 

(The music is louder than before.)

Remember us. No matter what we find on the other side,
let us remember our names. 

(The music slows to an end.)
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CHAPTER06
Zhong Yi Tian Ming Miao

6.1

1994. The dragon flew away. 

(Quiet owl hoots and wind howl in the background.)

Today, the site is used as a factory.

You probably know a story like this, right? 

This temple used to be near the site of our dragon kiln. 

If you look up, you’ll see some other fantastical creatures – do you spot the 
dragons, the phoenix, the birds?

Every place has a memory. This is why I think I am still here, after all these 
years. 

But a loss is a loss, yes? There are no dragons here anymore. 

(Quiet ambient sounds continue to play.)
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Sayang? (Music plays.) Are you… 
(A woodwind instrument joins the mix.) are you finally free? 

(The music becomes a little more ominous-sounding).

What does it.. taste like? Can you come back and tell me? 

(The man sighs. The woodwind instrument becomes louder.)

Sometimes I think I see you in the trees. 

In the eyes of a bird... In a vision… 

That was you, I know.

(Slow and staccato laughs) I cannot be so foolish as to think your soul
would be bound by just one body. 

(The woodwind instrument, along with the music, begins to 
sound even more intense.)

No… You were always larger than life itself. 

We were happy, right Sayang? In our time together...?

(The accordion sound in the melody also becomes more intense.)

While I roam this place alone… all these years...  
I... I imagine you are always close by. 

(A toll.)

6.2
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Yes, of course, after all these years, 
(another toll) you must exist somewhere…. merrily... 

(The different sounds, including the man’s voice, start to sound even more 
intense. There is also a growing crackling noise.)

Somewhere in the lands beyond, is a promise we once made each other. 
Do you remember?  

(The crackling noise intensifies. The toll sounds more frequently.)

You have outlived all the others, I know! You must have! 

(The man also speaks with an even more gritted tone.)

You deserve to enjoy the sweetness of freedom! 

(The clang of a gong.)

After all you lived through…!

(The sounds fade to silence.)

Did you rise from the ash even more beautiful than before?

Sometimes, when everything around me is quiet, 
(quiet ambient sounds) I think I can still hear you sing. 

It sounds like… 

(The man sighs and then speaks with pain and sadness in his tone.)

it sounds like regret, with our names on it. 
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CHAPTER07
RAF Chia Keng

7.1
(High clicking tones with quiet static buzzing.)

Ah, finally. Do you spot Jalan Hwi Yoh? 

On your right, that very short road on the other side. (pause) Yes, that one. The 
one with the private homes. That’s what is left of Jalan Hwi Yoh. A leftover 

from the past. 

My friend, thank you for staying with me.

7.2
(High clicking tones with quiet static buzzing continues, but a little louder.)

I think it’s no accident that you can hear me. You see, this area used to be the 
site of the radio receiving station, the RAF – the Royal Air Force – Chia Keng. 

Yes, this was where the British used to listen. Send and intercept codes. 
Decipher, decode.

Did you ever wonder: What exactly did they hear? A language foreign to the 
ear? A language of war? 

Or did it all sound the same – two fighters fighting, only on different sides? 

I imagine: the civilian, the villager, (music starts playing) going about their day, 
as signals scattered above their heads. To be put together by listening ears.

So many years later, these wires carry my voice like on feathered wings.
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7.3

(The music becomes louder, almost grander.) 

I wonder: how far can this voice travel? What earthly laws can we defy?

(The music then distorts into something more eerie before becoming more 
rhythmic. The clicking tones continue. It then changes into grand brass band 

music, albeit slightly distorted.

The music becomes increasingly distorted and indiscernible, with different news 
reports and songs playing through the left and right channels at different times.

Suddenly, rock music plays.

And, almost as soon as it started, the rock music changes back to a 
doom-sounding music and a mix of different wartime news reports. The clicking 

tones are back.

There is singing, followed by somewhat eerie high-pitched tones. It quietens 
down as brass band music starts again with a news report about Japan’s 

surrender.

Cheering is heard as a speaker energetically addresses a crowd.)

(Soulful, soothing music plays.)

Sayang, I feel you close. 

Remember when we met on Malay Street? You called it “Suteretsu”.

Malay people, we like to say: “kalau jodoh tak ke mana”.

You cannot fight fate. Chey… (laughs)

(gentle laughing) You always liked it when I spoke Malay.

(The music continues playing but eventually comes to an end.)
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CHAPTER08
Japanese Cemetery Park

8.1
(Quiet rings of bells as the man speaks.)

This is the Japanese Cemetery Park. Peaceful, isn’t it? 

Here lies: 

910 souls. 

Japanese civilians, professionals, tradesmen.

Surrendered Japanese soldiers, the war dead.

The very first Japanese resident in Singapore: Yamamoto Otokichi, an 
adventurous fellow who eventually settled and later died here. 

A secret agent for the Japanese army: Tani Yutaka, the Muslim convert also 
known as Harimao or “tiger”. 

A historic lychee tree that cannot bear fruit. 

(A woodwind instrument starts, playing a rather sad melody.)

Here also lies: 

My heart. 
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(The sad melody continues as the man speaks.)

My beloved lies in eternal rest in this quiet spot in Serangoon. 

She was one of the Karayuki-san: the thousands of young Japanese women 
forced into prostitution outside of Japan during the Meiji Era. 

The Karayuki-san hold a special place here. Walk through the arch of 
bougainvillea to find them on the other side. 

She was the daughter of a Nagasaki farmer.  I was the eldest
son of a Malay barber. 

We fell in love, despite it all. 

8.2

(The melody continues playing and grows increasingly melancholic.)

Sayang. I hope you are at peace, finally.  

When I hear a bird sing, I imagine it is you, calling out to me. 

Basking in your newfound freedom.

(The original woodwind melody ends as a new piano-cello melody picks up.
It sounds sad, almost mournful. 

The woodwind instrument joins again soon after, interlacing with the ascend-
ing-descending scales of the piano and the drawn-out notes of the cello.

The music slows as a woman starts to sing in Japanese. The melody is still as 
melancholic. Her voice, which has a richer, deeper and rounder sound, 

is more in the mezzo range.

8.3
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Asakazega

朝風が
朝風が

歌う、孤独さを

切なくて
切なくて

ただ、愛焦がれる

途切れた赤い糸
再び結ばれと祈る

もどれ
もどれ
私のもとへ

Asakaze ga x3 (The morning wind x3)

Utau, kodokusawo (Sings of my loneliness)

Setsunakute x3 (My faraway heart x3)

Tada, ai-kogareru (Yearning endlessly)

Togireta akai ito ((The red string which has been cut)

Futatabi musubare to inoru (I pray we will be tied together again)

Modore, modore (Come, come)

Watashi no motoe (Return to me)



The woman stops singing, and the focus of the music is on the instruments 
again. The piano, cello and woodwind instrument come through at different 

points while complementing each other. Afterwards, the woman 
starts singing again.

The music accompaniment continues to complement her singing. As the song 
reaches its climax, the music crescendoes, and her notes get higher. 
And as it comes to an end, the melody slows down with the singing.

The woman’s singing fades out, and the instruments take the spotlight in the 
melody again before slowing down, with only piano notes ending the song.)
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CHAPTER09
Tee Seng Store

9.1
(Bird chirps and sweeping noises.)

My dear friend, (slightly melancholic music plays) here we are. 

At the end of a journey.

Of loss and discovery, of Serangoon. Of its residents, of me. 

May you remember these stories of Serangoon North. 

Of Sa Ranggong. Hwi Yoh. Chia Keng. Ang Sar Li.

I hope it has been a journey worth taking. 

(The music crescendoes slightly.)

It certainly was for me. 

Remember your own name, your story. And the stories in your history. 

(A bird coo.)

This is where we must part. 

(The music crescendoes.)

(The man’s voice is distorted.) Goodbye, my friend.

(The music gets louder with the bird chirps, and it ends with 
a distorted crackle.)
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