A Hong Kong Mood at 2022 from a Millennium Ago

My adolescent years

from the equator,

the lustre of the Pearl of the Orient
conjures the Zeitgeist of the Sung dynasty.

Then comes the ox near millennium’s turn.
It’s element: the water under the stream.' And thence,
“A Full River of Red”

Fury pushes hair against the coronet,

at the railings,

the gloomy rain peters off.

Raising the eyes, shouting toward the skies,
a vigorous wrat.

Thirty years accomplishing a mere speck
of the 8000 i distance of clond and mwoon.
Waste not one’s youth, for when

the hair turns white,

Empty grief!

The humiliation of Zinghong

unavenged.

When then a patriot’s hatred be quenched?
Intrepid chariot, trample Holaan,

and dent their mountain.

Eating forcefully the flesh of the enemies,
and cheerily drinking their blood,

That is when I retake all lands lost

To the heavenly palace of His Majesty!

There,

just outside the fortified walls

of the counterfeit democratic barons,

the alleged privileged youths of our city

—whose future has been stolen, robbed, and spent—
indicate that they know I had caught a whiff of
“Latent Scent”

The moonbeams of old,

often have you fallen on me,
Pplaying a flute by the plum tree.
The beanty is awarkened,

having endured solitude, cold,
and those who break her boughs.
Ho Seon has aged and
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'The dingcau year is of the water element, specifically, the water under a mountain stream.



his pen bas forgotten the words

of spring. Yet the blossoms

beyond the bamboo growth surprisingly send cool fragrances to the
celestial party.

The banks of Gongnaam are hushed with sighs.
Too distant to convey through the fresh night snow,
the jade bottle cries to a different person;

the rhodochiton silent;

deep reminiscences.

Often recalling where our hands once held,

the trees print themselyes

on the cold green of Lake Sai. Then each leaf
blows away.

When again?

That Metallic rot of cold prison bars.

or the disquieting shores of exile.

I wonder if they hear the same Aberdeen
“Waves Washing the Sand”

Beyond the blinds, the rain.

Spring remains indolent.

The quilt is no defense against the cold
of the wee hours.

In dreams,

the body does not know

1t is in estranged lands, and

indulges itself in pleasure.

When alone, do not

lean on the railings.

The boundless rivers and
mountains, easily forsaken,

are hard fo recover.

Flowing water and fallen petals
take spring with them.

Once in paradise, now

in the earth.
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*These ¢/ poetry were translated as parts of the programme notes for Musica in V'illam (for the
years 2021 and 2022). An uncanny echo from the void must have precipitated the selection of
these pieces for the two concerts, so that in a moment of poetic fatigue, the voices of antiquity
hinge complementarily into my broken stanzas—anachronistic or not.

**Chinese names transliterated here in Cantonese Jyutping.



