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the street lights go on after the rain, and you

wake too, nodding to the lights

put your sternum back under your skin

a yawn will stop the bleeding, a sneeze blow away all scars

the trees have not yet fallen, walking by after work

you stop: you wish to see the leaves of another year fall

but they fly back to their branches, you sticking to your post

on behalf of an injured colleague: the tree that fell down yesterday

workers put away their saws, let felled trees re-affix themselves

and rain water the sky, sunlight become their harvest

you sit in management’s office, face noise complaints head on

sometimes by mediation, sometimes complaining as well

the way that before you became a guard, looking for a steady job

you’d lay awake at dawn, listening to the neighbors drill and chisel

through the wall

Translated from the Chinese by Chris Song
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Visiting Flying Horse Restaurant in Kowloon City
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Walking down the tunnel, pile-drivers

drill through the city above my head. Our footsteps
slacken and resound along the walls like a holiday
put off day after day until I find myself again in the crack.
The tunnel rolls forward. More than one stairway
reaches down. Kids in school uniform rush in
merrily. You meet me in the crowd and we
clumsily smile, as if we too are

young again just like the kids—Time slips away.
Now we stare at each other. We each try to catch up
with the other. We blindly run around. Life

is still in its strange original place. Ask

an old couple for direction. Climb up the stairs,
not forgetting to glance back at the emptiness.
Surrounded by cars big and small, a street corner
becomes a traffic island. Past a church

and its shackled gate. Many flowerbeds

cramped at the tip of the island. Thick leaves
breathe in car exhaust, like outside the restaurant
the table’s grey glass tabletop. Pressed beneath are
yesterday’s papers. Ants crawl between

the lines, from Politics to Entertainment

waiting for our crumbs to fall—

Peanut butter toast tastes burnt and bitter.

You fetch my condensed milk tea which is
improbably sweet and thick. The grey-haired
owner sneaks back from the storeroom

and makes food sizzle. The scent of oil

wafts across a pendulum, bird cages,

arcade games. We look at each other. You ask
whether we have come to the wrong place—

The owner smiles as he finishes his sandwich and
comes out to give people more change than I

can remember. He ignores me, and the cups

and plates left on the table next to ours.

Back to his seat. Makes himself a coffee

when the pile drivers from across the island take a break.

Translated from the Chinese by Chris Song
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A Curious Encounter

—— In Tin Shui Wai North
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Two footbridges across intersections are locked in
a tug-of-war. Think of an old friend. Climb up there.
Forget him. Pause. Pray for a string of hints.

The last car streams past beneath. The air up here

chokes and rings in the ears—A football cuts through the air and drops
on the empty road. Several kids are chasing it. The one in the front
stumbles. You help him up and ask him the way. Mind drifts.

Still can’t hear. He waves hands and you follow him

down the bridge. One or two cargo trucks. Soles tremble and itch.
Hearing’s back. And his first words—
Your Cantonese sucks. Where the hell are you from?

Cycle tracks carry footsteps and the white shines past the afternoon’s

floral patterns, cartoon characters, solid colours, cotton quilts
that have bathed in sunlight, paralysed like one national flag ironed
upon the other. Walk past these countries. Take a turn. Go inside

a housing estate, into the cool shelter forked out by Link REIT.

People mass on the benches. You fear losing yourself among them.
He’s back licking an ice-cream and can’t recognise you for a
moment—

Who’s just old enough to be you?—One cabbage after another,

one oyster after another, are drying in the sun at a nearby estate.

He devours stirred MSG noodles and knocks back a Coke. You pay the
bill
just like his parents take him on a crowded bus to Lok Ma Chau

across the border to Shenzhen, and eat and drink through the weekend.



BOHEMIA_Chow_sample

IWP 2018

AR - EERFIRERIREMth - BB A
WAFE - tHIRERE - RENRESR
TFEO - EUIETREk+FXE

R A EEREE

REEZEE L RERFAAEAME

——BRR - RBEAT - RSEM
fthRBRE - EHARPIRIMRIE—IE(R
fERCiEEMAI R+ 22258 - AR PR

BRNEZRD - BIREIERI1E
EEE - —ERE  RAERZEEI
AT N R - B 7B - EHERE
HER DRK—EEIK - fth - BEFEE

B8 HMRE SR

He wishes for a longer holiday when the whole family can move north

and never come back, just like you asked him the way to a place

that did not exist. Now stuffed full he leads you past a crossroad
where you could turn back to look at the footbridges at the
intersections.

You ask him if we’re lost. You idiot. I live in the neighbourhood.

Then on a traffic island, you see all directions turn
their backs on you. You can’t go any further. You forget him.
He doesn’t know how to retrace your path here—only you

remember to make a sign of the cross and say ‘Amen’.

Trousers wet, just like among buildings of ten thousand homes
a gap of the only sky that leads down to earth.
He loses you in a hurry and crosses the road. Trams come and go.

On the way of escape rolls over a football. On that he treads.

Translated from the Chinese by Chris Song
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Up and Down the Slope
For Tuen Mun Tsing Yeung Circuit Cooked Food Market
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Up and down Tsing Yeung Circuit,
a little truck picks you up
before and after school.

Back to the workshop is more like a homecoming.

Out of our separate homes, we come
together for work
and meet again outside of work.

You hold my hand in the rain. We climb

a low hill. The workshop
takes up only one corner of the food market.
You stare at the fishballs bobbing—

every sunrise squeezed out of Dad’s purlicue.

An umbrella like an upturned-boat
carries us upstream—dodging industrial buildings
losing workers on a daily basis. No other weight

but the lone island with stove-fire left on the stream.

Wind sounds like fire. Forks and spoons clatter all day
like growing up. What waiters and diners chat about is like
Dad holding your hand, showing you the purlicue of your hand,

which is also the purlicue of your sons’ and grandsons’ hands.

Our hands pull apart. Sheltering from rain
we realise how deep silence can be. You lower your head
towards what used to be the workshop, then to cold lemon Cokes

fizzing, recalling the hubbub of the place’s past.

Naturally I wasn’t here. The same stall at
this food market. People came back on time
for afternoon snacks. You and Dad’s daily

coffee-tea mix and toast, both with condensed milk.
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Slacking off is more like working. When I was there
the stall was closed and customers were turned away. Puddles all
along the street reflect the changing clouds and the family affairs

that you told me about. Up and down Tsing Yeung Circuit.

Translated from the Chinese by Chris Song
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Flow of People
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Blackbirds flying beneath dawn’s light, you hold up your head

to look, and clouds wipe clear the sky. The ditch water

carrying graveyard shadows; are they arcing towards you

like the line of ants up the edge of this ditch?

You step in a puddle, blue sky spills out and

ants detour, blue rolling up the blackbirds

stranded in another slab of sky—on the hill path ahead

you see figures of people, faces drooping when you pass,

hear the far-off river washing down the hill,

the afternoon buildings and the streets: make way! make way!

like you never put on a police uniform, yet still wade into the river

as if you still had long hair, still raised a fist

inheriting the wave, crashing, onto you—to hold on

or to let go of your best friend’s arm, guarding the intersection

make way! make way! the building wall moves

is it not a tree? yielding the path under your careless watch,
gravestones on the slope, each posthumous portrait

looking into the distance, like a thousand windows living in the past—
after lunch the family takes a walk in the park, cooling in the shade.
you like to walk at the edge of the shadow, between darkness and light,
circumventing childhood, realising you’re mature

only when you’re passed the metal jug. Descending you realise there’s
no return

and push your family into a circle, but the branch

is always time’s axis, revolving night and day.

the flow of people under streetlights streams further towards the
shadows,

cast into the city’s depths—everyone faces away from the light,
sinking and floating, holding back tears, backs turned to you facing
the fireworks that consume all the lights of the city

and fall to the ground, where bone ash had been glimmering.

noon’s light still piercing through the leaves, the elderly look back
and call you out of the shade, up the lift

to search among the numbers along a wall of ancestral tablets,

past so many dead and their worldly positions
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like walking in a leaf, up through its veins towards the tip—

on the stelae no one looks sick, just bemused

that day you smiled and pressed the shutter. Click!

a cross on a small vase, accompanying the stele.

you say we should have picked a flower

when you notice an ant climbing out of the vase

towards another stele, the subject shifted to

what’s outside the window, and looking down the hill,

a row of trees more or less separates the graveyard and the public
housing block,

its residents so tiny, marching with the ants.

the tablets are brand new, with only names

and dates of birth and death, and you find someone

born the same day as you, and can only stare into the blankness
traversed by that lone ant, how at the end of a flow of people
there is no one, as you change into civilian clothes and head back
to the square. Your family reminds you that

you’re on duty later, and you turn away from the stelae

to see it’s dark outside, then look down at the square

where there’s one ant, holding up his head and gazing at you.

Translated from the Chinese by Chris Song and Lucas Klein
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