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Video Essay & \_&o@" L 1y
Consisted of two creative processes (writing & video making), Video o | 0’5" % - H‘ Q
Essay takes the dialogue and re-interpretation between the two creative &é.@ ¥ = o
media as a basis for the transformation of experiences and observations @\ \Q‘l
of the city into art works. Each video artist is paired with a writer and a %‘.‘\@ D) 5
total of 10 groups are formed. Either the video artist or the writer y ‘ﬁ" .\d’»‘% = P
finishes his/her work first which becomes the subject of the partner's .’;‘,\ P}.'” - N
re-writing /re-interpretation. Video Essay, with its theme about O @,&* l\ =]
"transformation / re-interpretation”, explores the images and culture(s) & \ i
. of Hong Kong and exhibits the many different characteristics and faces & N g
Video & text of the local culture and a wide variety of city lives. ¢
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outside the window was within a hand's reach. There
was a building under construction. Further away there
was the metro. It was very humid and the furniture
was always covered with mist. I looked at the clock in
the room and it was late, T told him quickly about my
story. After staying in with him for some while, he
suggested me to stay there forever and the idea
became firmer and stronger. 1 didn't know how to
make him understand that this kind of stability would
gnaw at the nature of living and drifted us apart. T
could only tell him that his building would be
demolished very soon and another building would be
constructed......this kind of talks. I looked at the clock
again; his family members would be home soon. When
they were all here, I would have no place, not even a
corner, to hide myself in such a crowded space. I
dragged the suitcase out again, he helped me to carry
it for a while and T took it and left.

Up till midnight, I made more than ten phone calls
but could not find my next live-in stop. Before dawn, I
went back to Ngau Tau Kok. I opened the door and

put the suitcase in the living room. Stuffs were
everywhere and there left only a small crevice for
walking. Mum sat in the wheelchair and moved my
suitcase. To my surprise, she did not say a word. I
climbed up to the upper deck, pushing away the hairy
toys, overdue magazines and VCD and lay down with
eyes closed. I then put off the idea of finding the next
live-in stop, peacefully waiting for the advent of heavy

sleep within a moment. [l
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1. It was arranged for me to pair up with Yau
Ching for this project. T write and she makes video.
Yau made a documentary short film about her late
father and entitled it: Tn My Father's House There are
Many Mansions. Mansions, in her sense, are the paper-
made houses to be cremated in funeral.

One day she called and asked about my progress in
writing. I told her I recalled many memories about my
father. She queried about the Chinese title we should
based
on the fact that our subject matters are about our own

have and I suggested "Everyone has a Father',

fathers. She thought I was not serious enough. I asked
whether another serious one would sound too heavy.
She wanted fo listen to my suggestion, then I said
"Next Station, Father".

She latghed to near suffocation, but T really meant it
when 1 said it, even with a bit of sadness and
coldness. I was thinking: perhaps the distance
between my father and me was only a station. So, the

next one should be it.

(T went to the elderly home to visit my old man one year,
He was really skinny and in slight delirium, and I almost
could not recognize him. He was sitting in a cane chair, and
a large patch of the floor underneath was wet. Responding
to my greetings, he uttered: Who are you? He uttered: Have
you brought the bone? He uttered: A heap of things in blood
red colour are producing disturbing noise by hitting...

I brought the old man to the park on o wheelchair for it
was rare to have such bright sunshine in winter. We sat
under an ever-green tree and enjoyed the warm sun. My

old man asked: Did it rain today? When do you come back
Sfrom the home town?)

2. In Yau's video, her mother says a few phrases.
When we think of either one of our parents, we would
think of the other as well. For this delayed essay, I was
thinking about my father a bit everyday but lack of
concentration, T got only a few fragmented episodes.
However when I started thinking more about my
mother, he seemed to be next to me. Even for the

farthest, it would only be the next station.

Perhaps what Yau and I were discussing was how to
name our fathers. For instance, my friends who tried
to send condolence to me would talk about their late
fathers or mothers also. We find ourselves all of a
sudden in a situation like a memorial event. Let's put
down for a while our usual fragility and cowardice,
and give a name to the absent fathers/mothers,

consciously or unconsciously.

Kurosawa's "lkiru" came to my mind with the scene
where people who used to mockery were weeping
sentimentally in a memorial gathering. Perhaps they
were not crying for the departed Mr Ikiru but for
themselves who would also depart in the next station.

Yau's video is short, only 5 minutes. After watching
it for several times, I recalled another film called "14
February" co-produced by Singapore and Taiwan: At
last, the death of our parents made us re-recognize the
world around us. Our parents named us. Then for a
certain period of ime we turned into rebels. Then we
became old enough and would name our parents in

return.

Kwan called one day and said he just read my poem
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"Thoughts of a Son" in a local literature journal
Literature Century. That piece was about my father.
Since 1 was a small boy, my mother kept reminding
me, "Don't follow your dad's frivolity!" Then she
would repeat the same old story: the evening I was
born was the eve of Chinese New Year. She nearly got
killed by my birth, but my father was "enjoying his
happy life" and went dancing with her close friend.
My father was 31 years old that year. He kept silent
about this remark until I was almost 40 years old
when he revealed to me, "T did go out with her close
friend, but with a big crowd, not just the two of
us.....and I did not dance at all the whole evening". |
asked why. He said, "Tust tried not to let her talk too

much about it."

(It is already the "After-thought in the Grave” many
years later. The Chinese white poplar was more than a foot
taller, but the host of yellow butterflies (like how wmy old
man remembered that raining, an experience of refurning to
home town) just settled in memories.

Did my old man not have anxieties anymore? It was
alveady winter, but it was rare to have such bright and
warm sunshine. We were sitting under the ever-green tree

in the park, looking for some memories which kept
deviating. The old man asked: Where have the white bones

beent put?)

About eleven or twelve years ago, my mother was
still in good physique. I used to come back to Hong
Kong alone. Sometimes I was hardly awake when I
heard her saying: "So drunk! And no soup....." She
always brought me a bottle of soup from faraway,
twice a week. And finally there came an accident: she
was knocked down by a minibus going backward.
Her rib-bone got broken and stuck straight into her
lung. A hole had to be opened at her throat to help her =
breathing and the hole accompanied her to finish
those remaining difficult and laconic days of hers.

Mother did not talk any more about the stories of
my father in her laconic days. But then my father was
transferred from the elderly home to the hospital,
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again from the hospital to the rehabilitation centre, at
last from the rehabilitation centre to the hospital of

final care, he never returned home once. He probably
did not know that mother had actually forgiven
him. [
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