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to like a beast

in Alentejo

I saw this horse — elegant, strong
white of hair, pure by nature
grazing quietly on green grass
hooves up from time to time

or chasing off horseflies with its tail

simple, absolute, perfect creation
bright eyes show no sign of impurity
aside from grazing and galloping

it never concerns itself with a better life

tenderness grew in my heart
my loneliness touching this

in a world of changes

it is easier to like a beast
than it is to like a human

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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flower burial
to bury those needing to be buried
I dig a hole in the garden

then I realise the shape of the hole
is a flower in full bloom

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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history review

reading history at night,
concerning the Tang’s An Shi rebellion
and General Zhang Xun's defence of Suicheng

as there was no food in the city
he killed his beloved concubine
to ease his fellow soldiers’ stomachs

they couldn’t bear this idea

but Zhang Xun roared out

‘Gentlemen who have defended the city single-mindedly
Xun cannot feed you his own flesh

but how could I cherish this lady

if you were all to starve?’

after reading this

I close my book
tenderly meditating on
my girlfriend

who is dreaming
beside me

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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in remembrance
I put a bunch of flowers into a vase and said
‘you have to blossom’

the flowers lowered their heads, calmly replied
‘one withered bloom, you're gone’

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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Meridian Gate

I never liked Starbuck’s coffee
but in this era, the choice of the Palace Museum
is my choice

with a large mug of American coffee

sitting at XingBaku Kafei in front of the Meridian Gate
sitting at history’s door

sitting in the widening dusk

watching the sun’s enormous head

rolling down in slow motion

painting the paving blood red

at the Meridian Gate
where an infinite number of heads were lopped

I want to enjoy a cup of coffee in tranquility
when I take a sip, I notice I've forgotten the sugar

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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bad’ns

I have a feeling some people are naturally bad
but I treat them as if they were good
like law before the judgement’s given

all suspects were once deemed guilty
and the bad guys — they’re the ones with the caps
and the roll-ups held in their teeth

on the screen of childhood
they do all kinds of evil

my young tail’s been cut off
likewise my appendix

yes I've suffered
but I look around
and I still can’t see
anyone wearing
one of those caps

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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Jing Shan

sun sliding towards the west mountains
evening shadows fold palaces in
tourists leave the hill one by one

cloves alone blossom on the mountain slope
their fragrance everywhere

holds me by the fence to see

sunrise sunset, by the same pattern
dynasties alternate

revolution

corruption

revolution again

I lost interest

I wanted to know

the towering palaces, the three thousand beauties

these gorgeous citizens
how did they survive
the change of life?

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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lover

inside the urn

my ash still warm

bunches of flowers

reluctant to part

listening to serious

slow sad music

the family sobbing too loud
guests bowed

bones, clothes rustled

how selfless, open, above-board
the memorial speech low-pitched
all the flaws removed from my life
in a break I heard this woman weeping
third from the right, last row

then the urn burst into flame

that was my power

kindled from grief

that was my ash

burnt again

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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portrait

coming out of the Louvre

I love art more

on the Rhine I give a street artist
thirty francs to do my portrait
something exact

background blank — must be
the French sky

in the shop I wonder

is it worth forty five francs

for a rococo frame

the bald shopkeeper tells me
there isn’t any cheaper

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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time has already worn out

so many people worthy to be loved

but I am only one — with one life

only one body

and I am already a collection of old trains
moving towards piles of rusty iron

life is so short, swift, blind

always entangled in animal details

the detail of life

always using night to repeat day

even in the broken sunlight

I haven’t used my whole heart to love someone
time has already worn out

many lives have been left

lights from all those many families,

like age spots

on my forehead

twinkling

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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deceased estate

the sick bed worn out, on the table

dust covers plastic flowers, won't wither

a wall of the tearful protects the family

outside the window, cottontree flowers bloom —
a mouthful of blood on the glass

arranging so modest an estate: diary, mobile phone
mirror, comb, jacket, shoes, medicine
among all these things a Seiko watch goes tick tock

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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collector of dusk

I praise the first ray of day

I sweat under the sun

I have seen too many deaths
in the mourning music

I am used to ritual and restraining my grief
pouring out from my eyes
no longer sadness but something of stone

at this moment, rivers reflecting lights, mountains hidden
the collector of dusk is extracting the last gold

I have to go to heaven —

a place that cannot be seen

this night, at this corner of red lights and green wine
who is it wasting these last of my days?

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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mourning

done in silence
over and over

I lower the head
belonging to me

this is sorrow

not strength

but before the dead
this is all there’s to do

I see a pair of dusty shoes
tears the soil takes quickly
I see my shadow

which is like the dead

it’s lying before me
the sun stands behind

I see that my shadow

is firm

— translated by Amy Wong and Christopher Kelen
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white crow

look at those poems

they're like electric wires

with insulated crows standing on them
in order to rename them

I keep crows in a cage

I just feed them with white rice every day
I want to continue to feed them

my descendants will feed them too

one day

the black crows will be white

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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silence

we have finally put silence
between us

like a gigantic table

with nothing on it

the banquet has long ended

in the silence of night

there’s only the birds’ occasional cry
they too like to talk in their sleep
but we have a dreamless night
wind blows through your long hair
it’s like howling

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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conquerors

those who climbed the Himalayas —

a few died half way

the survivors reached the peak

they faced the camera, waved their flag
telling the world

they have conquered the world’s highest peak
only the Sherpas, not captured by the camera
stood silently in a corner

they are porters, not conquerors

with a mere two thousand dollars

they can help anyone to conquer

the Himalayas

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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the sixth finger

strictly speaking, Zhao is not handicapped
he just has an extra finger on his right hand
withered, deformed —

a superfluous part of his body

the most useless part

I have this feeling every time I shake his hand
but Zhao said, this sixth finger is also his flesh and blood
it too will bleed, it too will hurt

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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map of China

I have to thank the one who created the map
you used rosy colors

to sketch out our motherland’s broad frontiers
marked the mountains in green

and the waters in blue

you planted roses on the

nine million six hundred thousand
square kilometers of land

Huang He washed the sands clean
Chang Jiang flowed like jade

sky and sea one, unpolluted

all we see are green mountains

I wish the woodcutters away

colourful map, gracious as a rose garden
covers the yellowing wall

in it I seem to see, lovely people

by the waters, in the garden

working, resting, generation after generation
their perspiration waters the roses

each gives a lifetime to love one another

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen

43



=k
CRLH T
GO T A
Fh R ﬁf*"’ugﬂv <
,J/ [ Fl E' 1%11%
ST TRAE ]
ij Jz‘—\
e e o
FIZ5 [ A5E
@] [efio
P (=5 Pl J?EPLHFIJ %
P AR MRy 73

44



March

it's spring again

again I take off my winter coat

again unlock, push open the window
spring thunder rumbles in my body
flowers in the fields blossom

every spring time

the loss of beauty is repeated

I still don’t know the flowers” names
and the girls have drifted out of sight
they too lacking names

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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the train through the Central Plains

the train passing through the land
the sweet corn taking in the sunshine

years pass
the corn lays down many times
stands up to feed us

climbs many times

these kernels like me smiling
all yellow teeth

not a single one

is golden

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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caress

in order to caress you more tenderly
I removed all my fingernails

they were idle anyway

you said to take out the bones

my fingers would be maggots then

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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a shepherd

I was a bad shepherd

still couldn’t tell

sheep from clouds

until one day a wolf came

now [ know
clouds are clouds

and sheep
they are those bones

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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in the dream

I hold your hand

which is a handrail

time slowly passes

fingers rust without veins

only the nails grow up

they're cut again

all these hard but useless sorrows

I'm holding you tight
jerk up like a kite

swinging at the back of the string
only in this way we belong to the sky

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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dimness

when the fish close their eyes
streams of rivers
dyed, now black ribbons

the love in my heart
like a blind man
looking up in the dark
to see your face

time is invented
to torture good things

you close your eyes
using up all the salt
to wait for two lines of tears

on the piano
white keys
crash

like waves
on the rocks

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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under a tree, sitting with Father Mario

Father Mario walked me out of the St. Antonio Church
leaving Jesus suffering on the altar

we sat under a tree, wind was blowing

leaves gusted one way

Father spoke non-stop with his sacred expression
the acne of humans like blossoming buds

the finger a Gothic spire pointing at clouds

since the bell knocked at nothingness

I recited those words

learning against the body

on my way I bow and pray

look up and see

the dead have passed away

those not yet dead describe hell to me

heaven is an organ I've removed

gone, I can feel its existence

this is a pain not known

by Father Mario

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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same old place

a mist came floating in my heart

everything outside window rushed back

faroff pylon wires stretched and stretched more
peasants’ bent backs dark in gold fields of rice

I couldn’t see their faces till they raised

up their heads - the galloping train

had thrown them where

I couldn’t see

— translated by Amy Wong and Christopher Kelen
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debris

the tower clock
chimes again

what is it like debris
being crushed in my body?
dust, gravel, ruins

life’s busy
it's my body
I'm talking about

but my heart’s like the miner
many years lost

a long time since
last mention

— translated by Amy Wong and Christopher Kelen
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the sea doesn’t need these things

at the Derita beach
waves

roaring in the sea

say no

as if they wished

to give something back

we can see empties, syringes,
tissues and condoms
on this fine sand

we smile
happy and sad
by slow steps
in the body
we need to get
things out of
our system

on this beach of fine sand
there are

bottles, syringes,

tissues, condoms

but the sea doesn’t need these things
doesn’t even need
people looking

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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sunset

you said your life is perfect
except for the emptiness in your heart

finally, we enlarge this paradox

to spirit and flesh, even to all mankind -
whenever we borrow our body to solve
a problem of the heart

we're the big losers

the world gets dimmer as we talk
we still haven't found a substitute
for that colorful afterglow
fashion designed by sunset

to cover every body

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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autumn wind

how many heads will this rough wind of autumn
take off before it puts down the knife?

the land that squares accounts
desolate after the autumn harvest

how many beasts without shelter?
how many men still enduring?

how many witnesses of withering
are also withering? The loneliness in the heart
like stars, firm grasp on the night sky

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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forgotten or not

I am back

in Beijing again

in summer

in traffic

in the muddled air

the sunlight is still enchanting
more skyscrapers now
everyone looks shorter
more heads on the streets,
but less pretty girls

their custom’s to be

out beautifully

at night

feeling bored

I stroll to Tou Xian Ting

place of my first love

the lake is green as jade

lotus clean, clear

lovers busy with their business
I remember that day by the lake
I remember the breeze

the first time I held your hand
you blushed like a flower

I shook like mud

flowers and mud

go under the lake

today the shore is filled with people fishing
they steel themselves in silence
as if there were only
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water and fish in the world

heart as still as water
only a hooked fish flails

I rent some fishing gear
join the group

I too can be at peace

I too can forget

how easy it was

I caught a big fish trying to forget

but neither is forgetting free

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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Carlos

normally, they are suffocated

by the boredom of life

only at this moment

holding Anna’s head tenderly

will he whisper love and whisper death
as if death were love’s extremity

as if there were stairs to heaven

bed sheets moist and messy
like waves, like storms

Anna and Carlos continue to sail, to fly
even though their destination
is something belonging to earth

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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Lopez’ funeral

everybody dressed dark, voices lowered
dark glasses make the bright sky futile

the dead dressed in white —
rectification for a role in life
aged eighty-three — so not ‘before his time’
and this dilutes the sadness

the priest said what was required
that the body belonged to the mud
that the soul was winged for heaven

amen
flowers of metaphor
bloom round the grave

how quiet and beautiful
the scent of flowers
overwhelming rotten smells

I took off my dark glasses
the sun shone more
which made me believe
death had gone on

to heaven

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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sand grains

strolling by the shore

of an ocean so generous

it gives ten thousand years
to the project of turning
the reef into sand grains

you smile, pouring sands through my hands
saying there’s gold here

the sea is still beating on the reefs
the sand in my hands is golden light reflecting

how I wish this sparkling sand
would not slip away like this moment

would not lead my hands
lead my body away

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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reunion

I heard you were back

twenty years is too short a time to forget

and time has brought great changes to our country
the lamppost we’ve agreed to meet at is still standing
but now it’s covered with ads —

“pox doctor, only one shot’

am I still pure?
my old eyes don't allow me to read
the doctor’s hand written prescription

even canned foods with preservatives have expiry dates
flesh will rot in the end

I can only keep to my heartbeat

these fishes yet to dissolve

swim across the dying river

to be at your breast

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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glass

some stones
give everything
to become
transparent
calm bright
speechless

fabulous view
outside the windows
setting sun

touches the earth

sea curls up its waves
the heart of glass hiding
the sharpness, the screams

— translated by Amy Wong and Christopher Kelen
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running

who forces the seeds to grow?

sunlight and water, they are earth’s co-conspirators
the fruits hidden in the seeds

they’ve never climbed trees

never stood above

beating down branches

only the wind and horses
running among the leaves
and between leaves

only whining, only emptiness

the tree dies, standing

its roots still grip the land:
ashes

then, let the horses run on ashes

but never run away

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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bird cry

the anesthetist handed me
a book of blurry poems

in the ones I didn’t like
the nurse soon withered

when I opened my eyes
I didn’t know what I'd come through

Mr Wang was gone from the next bed
in his place a moaning teenager

sun still shone bright
like the happy ants playing on my bed

outside the window, a bird sings

”the organ in question is gone”

— translated by Amy Wong and Christopher Kelen
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god damned grain

a peasant labouring in the field
against the wind

spits on his palms with all his strength
as if hatred devoured him

then he rubs his hands together

and grips a hoe

once in an essay I praised

peasants for their diligence

yet I'd never known: for thousands of years
all they have held dear

is the god damned grain

that never loved them

— translated by Petra Seak and Christopher Kelen
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journey

the shadow behind me, I twined into a rein
holding the road, this old horse
went on in silence

everyday’s sunset is a miscarriage
the watch has saved enough time
in darkness there’s nothing ahead
only around

matches drawn out
strike each red head
on the dim wall

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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running in 1968

I ran

because I saw the crowd
running in the direction of
Tiananmen square

I didn’t know

why they were running
but I knew

I was running

because they were

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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thinking of father

I thought of my father

it was already raining

the mud dragging my shoes
I felt heavy

in front of dad

I had to bend down

to pick up a stone

I put the stone on the grave
on a sheet of paper

the paper is white

nothing written on it

I walked down the hill

the sky was already dark

— translated by Jenny Lao and Christopher Kelen
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procession

among the followers

I witnessed Jehovah'’s blood

it dripped from the cross onto humans
I'm a pagan from a foreign country

I also believe in original sin

the temptation of apples

fallen before my nakedness

devotees holding sacred statues
passed in slow procession
crowds dispersed in silence

then I came to the core of my sins

who killed all those soldiers
sent into battle?

I gave orders for my sins

to be only self-harming

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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cloak of snow

putting on a fur coat

not even crawling on the ground
makes me look like a wolf

I'look like a sheep when I'm sleeping

I came to you in my dream

and gobbled up the grass of your field, your body
the snow got heavier

but I couldn’t see

the snow coming down on me

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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the blood is mine

a lamp scatters
white hair
paper is paler
nothing to write

insects like
stealth bombers

male? female?
I can’t tell

but the itch means something
I have to concentrate

I hit my face

my legs, anywhere
I can reach

the blood’s mine

even if I can’t keep it in my veins
it’ll still be on my body

— translated by Amy Wong and Christopher Kelen
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the poet’s lunch

in Faro, poets from six countries

sat by the seaside

we used poetry to praise the sea

we used teeth

to turn a big fish into a brooch for the sea

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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lemon

I walked into the courtyard, in this season
I came to a lemon tree

fruit to sunshine holding tightly

like your small breasts

can't fly

yes, they’re small

after all they’re your breasts

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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long in the tooth

I came to the seaside

with my two-year-old daughter
this was her first time seeing the sea
it wasn'’t a sea to her

she didn’t even know the word
only a big big pot of water

she took her hand away

ran happily to the deep deep sea
hair waving, shiny like a crown
like a little fish running, shouting
not even a little afraid

yet to learn

me?

I've known fear half my life

back to the sun

feeling old

the sea a silent mirror

reflecting light — all silver hair

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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heart disease

my heart healthy and strong
when silent

I can hear it beating

there is some power

places a hand over my heart
it’s stuck there

like a dog skin plaster

grip deadly tight

until the strong heart

fails

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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offering incense

as I climbed

bit by bit

the mountain top temple grew
till I saw

the big, red door

dark, closed

not sure if the monks are still there
but it's August

the sweet osmanthus inside
should be in bloom by now

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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Nanjing

it's drizzling, here I am in Nanjing again

the French phoenix trees still chat in Chinese

rain flower pebbles look clean

sat in the pots on the street, opening their eyes wide

I like Nanjing

I enjoy meeting my friends in the pubs

we talk about the country, poetry and women
but neither the children of the victims

nor the survivors of the massacre

have ever spoken of history with me

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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vegetative man

humans are meant to stand on the ground
they use language to name the world

roses blossom and fall
they don’t know why they are called roses

nor does a gentleman orchid know how best
to deport himself among gentlemen

I keep as far as I can from linguistics and botany
I sit by old Zhang’s bed, speechless

Zhang’s sprouted tubes everywhere,
you could say he was flourishing

I look out the window - trees, leaves all over
cast happy shadows on glass

I see old Zhang open his eyes
there’s nothing he can see

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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the wolf’s coming
the wolf’s coming

the sheep didn’t run

they stopped eating the grass
formed up a queue

like cotton wool

the wolf howled at the flock
‘it’s hot as hell, this weather!”
all the sheep

took off their coats

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen

115



FE® R PR

fiﬂilét

Frp Lo T AE b

IFE 15 ré“‘rEl
1345 ,ﬂ%

Fawqﬂr

T PR Y B

Eﬁgﬂj =

P pJFIE Fl EIF’[?J#F'[;W

ray 1 l |
»%&zﬂ7mﬁu
i ’ﬁ%ﬁ&ﬁ“
ZHa fg’i%ﬁ I

116



the child in formalin

in the ward

sat in formalin

cold, swollen, pale

but freedom undeterred

your lips slightly opened

tears beginning

holding only your own fingerprints

not knowing freedom
you have none to lose
this shows me that

I must be satisfied
possessing only
freedom’s decay

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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at St Mary’s Hospital

under the white covers, you give me your hand
it’s slender, dry and those Cutex nails
are like plum blossoms, shining in winter branches

these fingernails, these flowers
you have pruned one by one
letting them blossom again and again

they are at the margin of body and of life
always clean, vivid, even in this state hospital
which is as messy as the country

holding your hand, I feel the blood rising
drained from the red nails

I remember in your book you wrote
how on a corpse the nails are last to rot

— translated by Agnes Vong and Christopher Kelen
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Books by ASM

Fiction Series:
story circle manual
Legend of the Chinese Zodiac - Jenny Oliveros Lao
Ah Xun’s 5 Destinies - Hilda Tam
man, god, ghost - Amy Wong
Cherry’s Diary - Cassenna Chan
The Ice-cream Formula - Elisa Lai
Hidden Treasure - Juliana Ho
Crayon Tales - Carol Tong
Lotus I Love You - Jodie Leung
Climbing a Tree for Fish - Lili Han
a map of the seasons - Kit Kelen
a wager with the gods - Kit Kelen

Classical and Contemporary Poetry Series:
Meng Jiao: bird in an empty city
NaLan Xingde: tryst
Li Yu: song of the water clock at night
Xing Qiji: clear echo in the valley’s depths
Kit Kelen’s Macao - Christopher Kelen
when the fish close their eyes - Yao Feng



