Wind Flower Snow

Falling snow, quiet night thoughts.! Slow winds blow white flecks across the sky.

Sometimes snow can look like a flower. Sometimes a flower can resemble snow.

In Chinese, snowflake / syut3faal / Z54£ means snow and flower.
Sakura-fubuki / ##XZ5 borrows from the Chinese characters cherry, blow, and snow.

Sakura-fubuki, when wind blows cherry blossom petals loose from the branches. The
petals appear like falling snow, or even a snowstorm.
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You need courage to live without roots

White, the colour of Chinese funeral flowers, and the mothballs % used to keep her
winter clothes in Canada.

White, the colour of wild cockatoos resting, and then flying, on the hillside trees outside
my Hong Kong view.

I used to wonder why my parents always ate Chinese food despite leaving Hong Kong
and living in Canada for decades.

The Canadian winters are so dry that my soles score and crack in ways I’ve never seen.
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I am far from the subtropical climate of where my grandparents were born in Southern
China.

I was in Hong Kong when i died in Canada. Worse than that, I missed seeing her on
my visits back to Toronto.

In Chinese culture, a funeral for someone 80 years or older is considered a celebration of
life, a testament of a long life. Guests can wear pink or red to express their happiness
instead of black or white.

It is unlikely that my father will reach the age of 80.

White, the colour of regret.

Sometimes when it snows, I remember a song by Kelly Chan. I listened to it as a teenager
growing up in Toronto. JE{£ZE means wind flower snow.

My Hong Kong-born daughter asks me why there’s so much winter in Canada, but none
in Hong Kong.

It never snows in Hong Kong.
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Take a single flower

Place it in my hand

I’1l send it with the breeze again
Find a single snowflake

For you to hang in the starry sky

Sometimes an asterisk looks like a snowflake suspended on the page, or a flower with six
petals in full bloom.

An empty white line imposes a pause, or a break.

Falling snow, quiet night. Slow winds blow white flecks across the sky. Sometimes snow
can look like a flower. Sometimes a flower can resemble snow.

There is so much I will never know. Like how it ends, how it began, and where do |
belong? The ones before me, and all the ones who come after. Drifting, floating in the
sky.

! English title of Li Bai’s poem, Quiet Night Thought
ii Marvels of a Floating City, Xi Xi, translated by Eva Hung
i Lyrics: “E {25, Kelly Chan



