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This Tempts Eden

We are orphans

unbelonging to the Asias

no brothers neighbors or friends
live to be pursued by monsters
blessed with chronic anoxia

one louder breath would undo us
When past is present

loss is found

angels fill up hollows

dump us in waste-city locked in
Let us rip apart

despise then hug each other
instantaneous magnetic levitation
launch ourselves into a void
across the thousand rivers and mountains, awaiting
to be taken over

by the neighboring regions, again

This, is Eden
2009

Translated by Charlie Lam, Sonia Wong Yuk Ying and Noelle
Kwong
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Poem of Youth
— Growing in the fin-de-siécle

At Haight-Ashbury watching a movie of hippieness

comes with a public service announcement of Reagan plus wife selling drugs. They say
two bucks is all that’s left for America’s future. May | pause

buying a possibly detrimental Espresso as

Milosz’s Visions from San Francisco Bay goes “l am here.”

| am here, and know so little,

as much as matter knows before | too become matter.

At once you retort, “Art continually challenges our limits of knowing.”

Between people and matter lies the distance between the unknowable and the unknown.
That is infinity.

| want to say, |

don’t know.

Maybe.

Do you know. Is hippieness a variation of
pleasure-complacent American middle-classism.

Cowardly. Blind. Insatiable conscience.

Injecting shots of morphine into

a century’s angst. “Life is groovy; life is cool,

| make myself a swimming pool.”

A ritual pure as color. May | pause, you

don’t know your

accomplishments. This plot of land, always a swimming pool
cool

and some people

walk along the poolside, pause, think

“Today, has indeed become difficult.” More difficult than

morphine? Yet you know life after the end of the world will continue
growing. Do you know.

Seabirds stare and fight for scraps. | cannot see Alcatraz, prison island of the
past, today’s tourist spot. You ask: “What will happen to Hong Kong in
19987”

(Bush also forgot all the dates of invading colors:

“| repeat, this matter is unrelated to my presidency.”)

“We’'re fighting for a relatively... independent system.”

Captivated, you immediately

understand. I’'m not without

regrets. Independence is easy

to be heard, not the

relatively, let alone

an ellipsis



San Francisco’s fog forgets time. And everything it brings.
(Is this way a little better?) Before we too become fog, or
matter. We continue growing.

And everything it brings.

Why fear pain. Sooner or later we all

have a chance to not have pain.

Sooner or later, when colors

and words, bushes and oozes

all pass. | hope, we can still turn

around, say we truly

don’t know

as if we could
anything

9. 1988

Translated by Michael Gray
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The Practice of Walking

So | go outside

from indoor’s stubbornness to the sun

hastily yet not forgetting the letter | wrote you last night
letters not received for a long while

Mexican boy'’s tricycle crisscrosses my footsteps
Turning around and around in order to travel afar

| pick up a maple leaf along the sidewalk

Is summer still not in full bloom? Its red mutes

as my palm fumbles with the smoothness of its heart
five corners fall off at my touch

The station, when | first got here this section of road seems forever
Hmm, should | cross to take that one I've yet to know
bus schedule 4:39 instead of waiting in the scorching sun rather walk more
Watch that
small bit

of white
clouds one

bit

We've gotten used to the idea white clouds fit in
only that
better not look at them when we walk
otherwise
CRUNCH!
stamped out a whole field of dried leaves
Finally found what you told me about
the park and field where people jog
not exactly found but just glimpsed
let me cross to look at the arch reading Kinjo Gardens
you said crossing here one needs to move fast
fast/fast/very fast///
reduce the time one stays in the road
while | like to stroll slowly and turn
around constantly to watch out for cars creeping out  or squirrels
small fonts on the arch
reading “Japanese-style private residence”
lifting my head, catching sight of bonsai on the patio
trimmed just right
Is that little bluish sign a bus station
Every station has a worn-out wooden chair awaiting
the worn-outness; | hope not from waiting
my watch says 4:25 walking onto the next station
the leaf in my hand floats off
was | holding it all this time
wanting to turn around to pick it up  yet the ground is all red leaves

Look when leaves on the trees redden, does that mean fall?
Let’s walk more only been here for ten days, how many roads lie between us
I'm tired the third station, | wait here

still scooting around in search of a mailbox
1988

Translated by Michael Gray
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Shove Off
—— To Youth

Turn of thought begins under your steps'
Barren land is not hard to make

To grow eggs in a desert is the challenge
And that egg has to be from a good ass

Perversity is natural; morality a con?

only a good ass’s eggs make slippery dreams?®

rendering the yes-sirs who cannot look straight at the Queen'’s
iron rice-bowls and their human walk-man“ orders

erecting barricades numbed out

under the firmaments and pier® plucking

with all might

a leaf of grass

only a goose egg will roll harder and harder

against a hard wall  refusing to flee

even though reality is a hell-shell a purgatory

yet heaven springs from a turn of thought

from under one’s feet

from Lee Tung Street

from Choi Yuen Village and its New Life an oasis in the sand
Songs exploding in the love hotel room by CityU®

under a storm-eye slicing

Stephen properly into pieces’

and lay them along the high-speed rail full of love and harmony

Inconsequential therefore fearless
Defying real estates ‘til glory or death
Mirage shining off eggshell

dissolving slavery with leisure

Let action grow out of the imagined infinite
realms of hills and greens

rolling up an endless path

birthing a slick slothful load

of beauty queen strippers

ever not-not queer nor straight

for generations to come

2011

Translated by Charlie Lam and Sonia Wong Yuk Ying

With reference to Hinyang Wong'’s song “Turn of Thought Begins in the Earth Beneath Your Steps”.
A slogan in a pro-Tongzhi demonstration initiated by Autonomous 8A in May 2008.

With reference to My Little Airport’s song “A Slippery Dream”.

Stephen Lam, Chief Secretary for Administration of Hong Kong (2011-2012) and Secretary for Con-
stitutional and Mainland Affairs (2002-2011), was widely dubbed as “human sound recorder” for his
practice of just-say-yes to authorities and having no opinions of his own.

5  Students and activists launched a hunger strike to protest the demolishment of the Queen’s Pier in
2007. The pier had witnessed the arrival of all of Hong Kong’s British governors since 1925. To end the
occupation, 300 policemen evicted 30 protesters. The last activist evicted was nicknamed “Grass”.
With reference to My Little Airport’s song “Kowloon Tong Romance”.

With reference to My Little Airport’s song “Slicing Stephen Lam’s $300K Salaries”.
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| do not know what is right
— Dedicated to students in Macau Teenage Reform School

| am leaving here soon

| have a lot of freedom

but always choose to stay within four walls
While this is my choice

law determines you choiceless

| believe in creativity

to be responsible for one’s choices

To respect and say yes to

differences even when it seems wrong
| do not know what'’s right

Would locking you away let you learn what'’s
right? Would you learn about choosing
in choicelessness

In reality

no one cares how long

you brush your teeth how much
detergent you use every day you
can only use one piece of paper

You are the last to read

your own letters

In reality, there are no 24-hour

iron gates and surveillance

Every minute one makes one’s own
choice to become /

Bad choices too often

| don’t know what'’s right

| hope when you learn to compromise

it won’t mean losing other choices

or courage to be different by having to know
too much about what is

right

2003

Translated by Siu Fung
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Shadow Beings

| return to the old place

Chairs are getting more comfy

The freezing air dims in an instant

with sound waves hugging you from all sides
Eyes staring at you turn you

into wallpaper together

Only the shadows that linger are real

This is called safety

Realities no longer matter

Audiences do not go through cycles of life, aging and death
Are films no longer needed where you are
How does one go on living, let alone being
when there’s no more cinema?

How does one grow up into

beings with shadows

not kneading with strangers in the dark

But shadows are no longer needed

Why do borrowed consolations remain
when you and | redeemed our shadows in a
flickering chiaroscuro we saw each other once

2013

Translated by Siu Fung
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Do you believe in souls?

One inside me recognizes a
you in the future

This isn’t a religious matter

In a world of mortals we’ll meet

Thank you for taking me halfway

in the lukewarm of your palm

Toughness makes creativity

Writing pain offers solace

Have the s/he half horse half human body

act out all milk-drawing strength

to say no to majestically designed cells because
when you let go

you say “Fear not!”

Since then | learn to love
2013

Translated by Noelle Kwong and Gregg Bordowitz
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During 2002-2005, | taught media production workshops at detention
centers for “juvenile delinquents” in Macau, Japan and Hong Kong. These
images, and lines | wrote on youth and its impossibility in the past twenty-
five years, saw each other and got close.

BB LIERS2NEERER.

All translations are edited by Gregg Bordowitz and Amie Parry. Special
thanks to the workshop participants, Esther Cheung and all the volunteer
translators, including Charlie Lam, Sonia Wong Yuk Ying, Noelle Kwong,
Michael Gray and Siu Fung. The workshops were held with the support

of S-AIR (Sapporo Artist-in-residence) and the assistance of Verdy Leung,
Marsha Lui, Lam Chi Hang and Yin John. Without Ho Tam’s generosity and
hard work, this project would not have been possible.

iz
Yau Ching
2014
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