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Poem of Youth

—Growing in the fin-de-siécle

Translated by Michael Gray
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HAEHESS o [Life is groovy; life is cool,
I make myself a swimming pool ]
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A AR At Haight-Ashbury watching a movie of hippieness

R FLE B D comes with a public service announcement of Reagan plus wife selling drugs. They say two
SCF - A L bucks is all that’s left for America’s future. May I pause

A RATE - FAVE A LA buying a possibly detrimental Espresso as

SR A Milosz’s Visions from San Francisco Bay goes “I am here.”

RNEHIE I am here, and know so little,

as much as matter knows before I too become matter.

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

HJEE Between people and matter lies the distance between the unknowable and the unknown. That is infinity.
I want to say, I

9.1988 don’t know.

Maybe.

Do you know. Is hippieness a variation of

pleasure-complacent American middle-classism.

6 ARG AR AR POEM OF YOUTH—GROWING IN THE FIN-DE-SIECLE 7




Cowardly. Blind. Insatiable conscience.

Injecting shots of morphine into

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

I make myself a swimming pool.”

A ritual pure as color. May I 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.

8 A i —— LA R

Seabirds stare and fight for scraps. I cannot see Alcatraz, prison island of the
past, today’s tourist spot. You ask: What will happen to Hong Kong in
19982

(Bush also forgot all the dates of invading colors:

I repeat, this matter is unrelated to my presidency.)

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

Captivated, you immediately

understand. ’'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

POEM OF YOUTH—GROWING IN THE FIN-DE-SIECLE



matter. We continue growing.
And everything it brings.

Why fear pain. Sooner or later we
will have a chance to not have pain.
Sooner or later, when colors

and words, bushes and oozes

all pass. T hope, we can still turn
around, say we truly

don’t know

as if we could

anything
9.1988
10 AR IR AR iR B
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Shove Off
—To Youth

Translated by Charlie Lam and Sonia Wong Yuk Ying

POEM OF YOUTH—GROWING IN THE FIN-DE-SIECLE / SHOVE OFF—TO YOUTH
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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

aleaf of grass

SHOVE OFF—TO YOUTH
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only a goose egg  will roll harder and harder

againsta 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

16 ki B

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

2010
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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
Constitutional 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.

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”.

SHOVE OFF—TO YOUTH 17
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Work and Home/Country

Translated by Mary King Bradley
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Highlight
這一行是否應退下一個行位，已顯示上面是分段？


Turning off internal organs' tenderness I heard

Turning off eyes filled with longing the same dude who

Turning off sensitive nose hair invented going to work

Little finger that taps out a beat invented country

Emotions that don't want to leave his many

Feet that won't exit the train alter egos  named Mr. Modern
I heard

Vibes from middle-aged janes beyond hormones' call if you want democracy you need

even took one for a waxwork next to me in the MTR to imagine country isn't

Black head-to-toe lips pinched all day face gone dead home country is not your

Central managerial sandwich generation mother or your

Retirement an endless tunnel with ever-rising tolls boss but I really hope it

My deep dive into this body is so one might imagine... hm

goes way beyond her eat mommy's wok-fried electoral reform and it turns to diar-
rhea even my cat Dottie won't

22 B THREKM WORK AND HOME/COUNTRY




eat  not coming home to eat what can you do

not coming back forever until you give up

Better than ending up an imitation
waxwork who won't go into any
depth  a self-inflicted super quick kill of

me and all my longing

10.2014
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Aria, or Air
—After Yam Gong

Translated by Mary King Bradley

WORK AND HOME/COUNTRY / ARIA, OR AIR—AFTER YAM GONG
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yauching
Sticky Note
這兩行隔太多？應跟其他一樣


This time, each year, dear Lord
this, place, so small so small
good, or not, merely small
Good. Me? Well, you know,
one of seven million
that’s all. Really. Small. Just
like that comma wup there
my smallness extends. May
you all come to me
That extra comma should
scrape itself down to here

, okay?

30 PR - B2 kL

Lord. How's criticizing

society going to make
you well, seems the more
you  criticize, the sicker
you get... and, the world

now, is a plot. You say
the salt fish is tainted
too, its pain thirty vyears'
sickness ~a  pattern  eat-
en into bone. I'm not
a doctor but cut, burn,
poison, strife. The effect
is instant. Too many decades
you've known about scheming
and treachery, salty
and bitter, all of it
instantly! All that, where 1
am I now know. You think,
..what Lu Xun, Sun Wen don’t
...know, were I an ellipsis, I'd
know better...don't they become
..afterall

ARIA, OR AIR—AFTER YAM GONG
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Oh Lord can I please not! Not write
poem sending with a sigh. Ahs~
can be used ah~ ah~ ah— Lord ah
is it true, only poetry reveals
the incurability of sickness, the smallness
of worms...between and before two sides
the impossible...home and the pain of air
and rain and ~ the bitterness
of their ongoing

? Ah~

5.2019
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Memories of Rain

Translated by Mary King Bradley
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Before I left New York, all my umbrellas disappeared. Violent downpours
often occur at dusk in New Mexico. Within fifteen minutes of walking alone, I
suddenly saw in the far distance the neon sign of a Chinese restaurant amid the
enveloping darkness, thought it was a mirage. Talking about poetry inside the big
plastic tent in Colorado, a sudden rainstorm turned the tent into a lonely island on
the vast grasslands. A poet with a moptop cut propped up the tent top’s uneven
corners with the endlessly falling rain piling up, creating a giant waterfall behind the
poets’ last-supper-style table. While the poets were busy partying and whooping it
up, grumbling about how the party was freaking them out, you kept thinking about
where to find an umbrella to make your escape.

At the silent breakfast table in Chicago, I say to the pah pah pah exhalation of
a pipe that the world has in it people called Hongkongers, with the right to consider
themselves different from Mainlanders. English can’t take in Hongkonger, a noun that
waits for Anglophone culture to revise boundaries. We talk until I think the heavens
opening up outside would be good, but it doesn’t rain. In front of the Art Institute fountain,
sunlight is likewise everywhere. An old man walks over, points to an orderly list of trees,
says to me, did you know these trees come from China? I shake my head, look at the trees.
Is that a pine? I don’t know. The white-haired old man walks away let down, probably feels
he talked to the wrong person; his leftover time pushed by a grocery store cart.

38 [LEERES

The advantage of Greyhound bus is the gray

rain or no rain just slid past ~ Baudrillard’s non-stick pan

water boils, water’s gone

but I feel the mist like rain ~ dampening everything outside me
dim yellow light overhead  shades a world that’s paperback-sized
English words and weariness

flow over the printed page and plains  at last

we reach McDonald’s  seems to have shifted since the time before
or our Greyhound is coursing a hare

outside that infinity ~ yousay isitall just circles

the person inside the headphones “goes crazy”  a sudden desire to leave this circle
—oh, sorry, “breakdown” —the “post” breakdown “recovery”

voice says she can’t go back again  not sure if

the didn’t-have-a-breakdown crowd can, either =~ Look! Look!

European students pull outa USmap  spread it over six-seats and a corridor

MEMORIES OF RAIN
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Ohio Illinois Kansas Iowa Colorado New Mexico  Flying Hound

justanant  snuffling over every inch of ground from one point to another

heading toward

McDonald’s

said you won’t go back  but memory accumulates (weariness)
behind us is likewise nothing  Is a normal past

that one spot we

draw on paper

and squint to recognize?

Vast like the cloudy colored rain outside

clouding you and me

9.1991
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transforms

goes to waste

MEMORIES OF RAIN
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SPICY FISH

Established in 2006 by publishing Fleurs des lettres (5°48) , a literary bimonthly in
Chinese, Spicy Fish is a 13 year-old literary arts non-profit organization and
publisher based in Hong Kong. Fleurs des lettres has been the most energetic and
lively literary bimonthly. Its contributors include scholar Leo Lee Ou Fan, social
critics Leung Man Tao, important Hong Kong authors, Xi Xi, Leung Ping Kwan,
Wong Bik Wan, and Taiwan authors such as Zhang Dachun, Luo Yijun, etc. It has
builta sharp literary brand that influences writers and readers in Hong Kong, Taiwan
and the Mainland. In recent years, it has collaborated with online international
literary magazine, Asymptote, in exchanging literary works for translation, so as to
promote Hong Kong Literature to international readership. It strives to promote
excellent Hong Kong authors to oversea readers.
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