THE MANY SOUNDS OF YASI—
A MULTI-LINGUAL READING OF LEUNG PING KWAN’S POETRY

gooo

it
i

JAN 11(sa1), 2014—— 8PM
0000000 FriNnge Dairy, HonGg KonGg FrINGE CLUB




B PR IR 45 45 iy th ) 40— B I

& 7% B
alfl e B AR -

BRARIIR » WERT °
WESE T AR > AR —EE SR
REIRE > BT B ERER
[ F A b SRR B B
AT H R\ o B R
RO R - RN E R IR | — 11
PRARE [R5 2 T WA BE Y 15 4

HIE A K Z W ] —— AR LA [ PR | 2B
it — MG IRTT

WA - IR [ AR AREEAES |

PRt an > AR ARG
R T S22 75 7 B A 1 AR B 1) 25 oA
0 R O I B > S R A LA Y BE

AR [ BRI TE AT I DL IOERE | —— 0
IR TR MR AL
ABLAREE 9 8 5 8 AT 35
WREH R - WA TS
W e L O RS | —— S0 R

HEAH VRARRGE > RAMAE R
PR [ A NEFEERAFRTE > —REIR A B
WRAWSE - A RARERAERDEE | —— MO IURAT

KL R
[ —AVTE T2
KAARFRBENEER |

BT A B AEA R T
BBk EH AR
BRI RRFE A | —— iR

PREGSCT > JEFAM A 25 Ak

HAIRH R > ARASNE 1B BRI R

IR - -

TUET -

el

B0 > B BRI I R E A i i
AR EEAR T BRI A ME Y
ST o BGRARSCTF B S R AR
AT s — [ HE A 2012 4F 7 ik R AE A 4R
FEHESEAE R R AR5 2 58 5 i ik B o
) R o DU AR A0 0 AR R 11 5 A e L
RS o My AL % T HE R R M 0 S o BRO
10T I R > I AR S (R M3 AN TR I
Ak Z > PRI RIE B R 7 2
J5 o A e B BB R A
Ak > XE A A L B A RO
M SCE o

AR B WEMERIIR - B2
B wR R > T AE ] o BRI
T o FFEr BRI AL > [ 3
o [ FRRIE |7 R B o T
NH R R B PR & > AR AT BLAE 5 > T DA%
32 5L > (B MG AT > R B ST R AR -
PR A8 4 238 AN D S B B AT A
B RBP4 > RSB RY
HE o RAENEHE RAER LR
BRI~ 32 [ B8 AR ORI S [ b T e W
RAERRT > R [ 4 B A SO SRR Y 2
TR - 8 R B AR AR B Y LA
ERER TR ] o B i W B L K R
19 5 35 AR R B T 5 AR A B AR A
14 €0 58 LA B PR Y B 22 R AR T A o

RER R WE R - 551K
A FAK R 3 - 525 A i ATBLER AR
AR A LK T PO R 5 B

RE G > A O R SR AL o ) JE R €
Ao AU R B RO B o i —
FMEEIREI RS - BT HCHE
By RS - A CE S GE S B e
A — AR R SCR AR R AR R R
A B R o B — IR R
B b0 R AR i B~ PR R R — A T
8 AL B R > AT B IR O 5 AR 4 i i
A IR R AN TEER AR AR U EE I
JE AR 00 B TR > A AR A
ot I A ) B R 22 Bl o AR R B R A
R > AR R R A5 M A I A
Yoo ARG R > TE TR AR AE 25 B 52
ik B9 A AC o AT E — B0 > B R T AR
HH RS 4 4 SRR o R TR B
BTREAF AR - ARG SR S E ~ Wnig A RR A
R HITL Rl o Y B U

ia M DL R OE SR B R B e e 0
VRS A R I B AT 7 2R
YRR IR T TR o M AR 5
HOALIE > 3R AR o 5 08 > BRAR
9 3 A0 B B o [ R AR B R Y
AIVERLET > ARG Um0 B
MER)ERIRERE -




WANDERING INTO THESE MEANDERING LINES OF YOURS —
DEDICATED TO PK

Sonia Au

Event coordinator, moderator

We chat, without an end
We finish a cup of coffee, order a pot of tea

Your words mix with the scent of tea-coffee
‘streetwise and worldly from its daily stoves
mixed with a dash of daily gossips and good sense,
hard-working, a little sloppy... an indescribable taste.’
— Tea-coffee, 1997

You have ‘An accumulation of unresolved emotions
gnawing between teeth’
— Mao Salad at the Paris China Club, 2000

We talk on and on, your words further off the mark, trying harder to be inclusive’
— Traveling with a Bitter Melon, 1998

When you speak, you don’t want to overlook the intricacies of things
You ‘don’t make an imperial scene, or shout
anthems to the down-pours; don’t pretend, with the breezes,
to grant us our ditties.” Yet you appreciate, ‘Have you ever noted a marginal leaf,”
— Leaf on the Edge, 1986

It seems that your language
‘mixes with the new world’s sounds to make yet another language.
In a blue, clearing sky the torn clouds
scatter around the skyscrapers of this foreign land.’
— Morning in a Foreign Land, 1991

Listening to your words, we find you
‘have an endearing character, a kind of soft gentle white
not dazzling, but glowing as if from within’
— Traveling with a Bitter Melon, 1998

Last winter, frigid, you brought light, traveled to the clouds, as if to
‘present the baggage of your life
carried from country to country.’
— Cloud Travel, 1981

Tonight, ‘we’ll be in different places together,
brewing tea and T ang poems, spend
our nights in foreign lands the closer together,’
— The Moon in La Jolla, 1978

Your writing is deep friendship
We re-read your poems, your words that go off the mark

Still subtle, they are...

Tonight, translators who ever wandered with
you to travel these meandering lines, poets
who exchanged ideas or collaborated with
you, scholars and friends who know your
writing well — we have all come. Tonight, we
extend the poetry recital of many languages
held in the summer of 2012 when you were
awarded Writer of the Year at the Hong
Kong Book Fair. Together, we recite the fine
poetry of your narratives and descriptions,
tear off the flamboyant packaging of rhetoric,
conceal hyper-emotion and -spirit, travel to
other places, shift between different urban
cultures, and savour your written words that
originated in the East yet were learned from
the West, that ranged from classical, modern,
to post-modern, that visited foreign lands
and returned to the local, ever attentive to
what lives in the heart of a people.

Writer, scholar, translator, you saw translation
of poetry as a kind of cooperation, where
one can discover perspectives, then ‘develop’
and ‘re-create’ certain parts anew. You could
be playful with translation, accept variation,
but would never give up quality. Inspired by
many artists and poets overseas, you would
translate their work to pay tribute. Back in
the Sixties and Seventies, you were nurtured
by rendering folk songs, modern French
poetry, and American underground poetry.
You ‘developed from lyric that focuses on
imagery and atmosphere, to later a cooler
style of urban poetry with a focus on the
portrayal of city’, or you would write about
our city with the knowledge of how Chinese
classical poetry wrote of landscape. Later,
you adopted a warmer tone, a more relaxed
pace, to write of city and our kindness.

You love writing and reciting, you enjoy
freedom and observation, and at every
single poetry performance, you smile and
say, “Choose a poem you would like to
recite, and tell me why you selected it.” In
this cold winter, winds from the North are
learning how you smile. Tonight, we repeat
your game. We choose a poem we love, and
a language to read your lines: we recite in
Cantonese or Putonghua an original poem
of yours, and pair it with a poem in which
you and your translator have negotiated,
rendered, and compared cultures. The poems
are created in European languages such as
Swedish, French, and German, in Asian
languages such as Japanese and Korean, and
most often in English. How you loved to
wander the world, to engage with and write
the thing, person, place, and your translators
are often friends you made abroad. It is
unfortunate that we are unable to include
readers of your published poems in Arabic,
Dutch, Portuguese, Romanian, Slovakian
and Yugoslavian.

Tonight, lit by faint egg-yellow lamp-
pendants, we speak poems in parallel.

We wander into the meandering lines of
yours, drink the wine you love, and with
the many sounds of our languages, we enter
into a tangible dialogue with your poetry.
Together, we taste the delicious things again
— your wide vision and kind mind, yet your
complex approach to words...
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This small poem was written to reminisce Yasi’s memorable

laughing face and his dying wish that “Hong Kong literature is to

receive the respect it deserves.”

Pi&EF Original poem by Esther Cheung



Blad Pa Ytterkanten

Du ir ledsen att bladen vid kanten inte far niring
Visst fingar kronblad beundrarblickar

Du cirkelns mitt. Kronblad strélar ut sin makt
Historien med tusen revisioner

Sjélv i periferin

En suddig prick, en rokslinga

I legendens gransland, skingrad i sandstorm

En knappt skonjbar blinkning i folkhistorien

Snilla, se inte ned pa oss fran kejsartron
Sjung inte hogmodigt om regn i takt med forforelsevindar
Blommor och blad p4 yttersta kanten har ocksd sin framtoning, inte markt det?

Varje blomma, varje blad har nerver likt stigar och vigar

Som utmanar inpriglad bild. Har du inte sett?
Bortom blickarnas mote med kronbladens virdighet
Trasslande rotter under vatten, outslagna blads
Lyriska kor i vinden fornyar lyssnarens sinnen

1986

Translated into Swedish from the Chinese
by Shiu-pang & Tomas Almberg 2012
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Guaan Guaan Ropar Turturduvan

”Guaan guaan”, ropar turturduvan
pd andra sida floden
Du flicka sota

min morgontanke

Sjogrds, langa och korta
boljar fram och ater, svira att finga
Hennes klan ar inte var

Hennes gud ar inte var

Vaknar titt som tatt genom ldnga nitter
fram till gryningen
Hennes bildsprék ar inte mitt

Hennes bildsmak ir inte min

Sjogras, langa och korta
boljar fram och ater, svira att finga
Hon har andra virden

Hon soker andra vigar

En flicka s3 fin
Jag spelar cittra for att vinna henne
Hon lyssnar till annan musik

Hon alskar andra rytmer

Turturduvan ropar

pa andra sida floden

P4 denna sida sjunker solen

Du flicka sota tanker pa den stigande solen
2010

Translated into Swedish from the Chinese
by Shiu-pang & Tomas Almberg 2012
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Fragen und Antworten auf dem Bebelplatz

,» Verhilft eine globalisierte Wirtschaft zur Demokratie oder stirkt sie die Diktatur?
,Was hat in Zeiten wie diesen Mut zu bedeuten?

., Welchen Einfluf$ hat die Macht der Medien?“

Menschen aus aller Welt umringen einen groflen runden Tisch,

versuchen viele nicht leicht zu beantwortende Fragen zu beantworten.

Einmal an diesem Platz,

da haben Parteileute in gelbem Gewand mehr als 20.000 Biicher verbrannt.

All die Bucher, keiner Lektiire fiir wert befunden

und dem Menschen genommen,

spuken weiter in den Liiften.

Wir kehren heute hierher zuriick, von unterschiedlichem Ort.

Der eine trigt ein afrikanisches Gewand,

der andere kommt aus Kalifornien, er hat ein detailliertes Diagramm gemalt,

um vor der Kamera zu zeigen, wie die Sache mit den Ressourcen der Welt zu 16sen sei.

Der da ist ein Regisseur, der iiber andere Landstraflen kam.
Und die da, sie spricht sich mit aller Macht gegen Kinderhandel aus.

Dieser liebt es, Witze zu machen, er vertritt die Sicht von Hinz und Kunz.

Sie betrachtet den Sternenhimmel.

So viele sitzen um einen runden Tisch herum.

Da, wo man einst Biicher verbrannte, erprobt man nun dropping knowledge.
Konnen wir sie beantworten, die Fragen, welche die Geschichte uns stellt?

Was ins Tonband gesprochen ist, wird es wirklich aufmerksame Zuhorer haben?
Keine Sonne mehr, drauffen beginnen die Liifte zu erkiihlen.

Kann mir jemand eine Wolldecke geben?

Sechs Stunden spater in Anbetracht der Miudigkeit,

kann mir jemand einen heiffen Kaffee geben?

Aus unterschiedlichen Stiadten, mit unterschiedlichen Denkweisen,
fragen und antworten, ja vielleicht gar wiederholt

bedenken:

Soll man mit gleichem Maf§ Pampelmusen und Weintrauben messen?

Eine Honiglese ginge noch schneller, doch liefSe sich stifferer Honig liefern?

Nihme man einen Wechsel vor, ergriffe dank Bliiten die Macht, wire die Welt

dann schoner?
Mal Sonne, mal Dunst,

es lauscht die Erde stumm.

09.09.2006
Translated into German from the Chinese by Wolfgang Kubin

Der Bebelplatz ist ein Platz im ehemaligen Ost-Berlin. Hier an der
Humboldt-Universitit haben am 10.05.1993 die Nazis mehr als 20.000
unliebsame Biicher verbrannt, darunter Werke von Brecht, Heinrich Mann,
Doblin. Am 09.09.2006 war ich Gast des Berliner Literaturfestivals.
Insgesamt hundert Menschen nahmen zum Thema dropping knowledge
an einem runden Tisch Platz. Redner aus aller Herren Linder und von
unterschiedlichen Sparten standen einen ganzen Tag lang Rede und
Antwort.
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L’embarcadére du car-ferry de North Point

un frisson pénétre au plus profond de nos os

pendant toute une journée dans les rues poussiéreuses
en poussant les fenétres qui foncent

on ne voit de la ville que la forét muette des poteaux
en une aprés-midi combien de courses futiles

a la recherche de la boue parmi les rues goudronnées

ses yeux noirs comme des débris de charbon

le silence exhale de calmes bouffées de fumée
Pincendie de I'usine a pneus sur I’autre rive
crache de lentes volutes qui envahissent ’horizon

I’impatience des gens se transforme en nuages noirs

les sentiments économisent I’électricité

les soleils que nous chantons s’éteindront un a un
au contact intime de la mer

des arcs en ciel sur les nappes de pétrole

les gratte-ciel projettent sur elle des ombres

imposantes qui tanguent sans repos

suivant les traces de verre brisé

le long d’une route baignée de soleil froid jusqu’ici

les panneaux de rue pointent vers des barils d’huile vides rouillés
on ne sent que la fumée et ’odeur de caoutchouc briilé

les flammes ardentes sont invisibles

sous ’ombre protectrice d’une passerelle étroite

les voitures venues de partout attendent ici le moment de traverser

1974
Translated into French from the Chinese by Sebastian Veg and Li Jinjia
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Eloge d’une citrouille amére

Attendons que tu reprennes vie apres cette suite de mauvais temps
le reste importe peu

les gens n’aiment pas ton air renfrogné

mais je le préfére a un visage sans expression

les années passées forment des plis

rien ne disparait jamais

vieille citrouille

je sais que dans ton cceur

il y a encore de la tendresse et une grande jeunesse

tu pends tristement, a bout de force

peut-étre n’est-ce qu’un repos momentané

il ne suffit pas de chanter & tue-téte pour étre en bonne santé
tu caches ton amertume dans ton ceeur

car tu as vu trop de faux soleils

trop d’orages blessants

trop de jours sombres sans fin

C’est cela, n’est-ce pas?

j’admire ton silence

ta capacité a garder ta souffrance pour toi

dans le cheeur des terres grasses et sucrées du potager

tu t’obstines avec ton parfum a toi

tu voudrais débarrasser I’humanité de sa mauvaise fievre, de sa fatigue
ton langage apre purifie notre vision des choses

nous donne a remacher ce monde de nouveau, inlassablement

en ces jours instables, qui d’autre, a part toi

résiste au vent, silencieuse citrouille

face au monde ou volent en tout sens abeilles et papillons
ol poussent en désordre fleurs et herbes sauvages

1988
Translated into French from the Chinese by Camille Loivier
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gotter une salade Mao au China Club de Paris

— pour Sonia et Gérard

on descend Iescalier

comme si ’on revenait a un Shanghai imaginaire
les lumiéres ne cessent de scintiller

la fin d’un siécle vient flotter a notre esprit
parmi les silhouettes obscures des gens

un passé auquel nous n’avons pas participé

pourquoi cette salade porte-t-elle le nom de Mao ?

les gotits du céleri et de ’ananas sont savoureux

mais mariés a la carotte ils se trompent carrément de lignée
évoquant plutot la révolution d’Ho Chi Ming

que l’ordinaire de la Longue Marche

ou la viande séchée du Hunan

pourrais-tu affirmer que les autres ingrédients

ne sont pas aussi des dissidents n’ayant emporté

dans leur fuite que leur seule téte ?

par cette aprés-midi en terre étrangere ils sont sortis

boire un thé au Jardin du Luxembourg

le temps glacial leur a causé un refroidissement

et personne pour leur mitonner une marmite de soupe chaude
un verre d’eau bouillie pour accompagner une pilule
espérons que le thé chaud leur adoucira la gorge

légumes errants arrachés de leur terre ancestrale

ils peinent a planter leurs racines

dans la langue d’une terre étrangere

24

pourquoi le riz est-il si difficile & macher ?

tu dis qu’ils ’ont peut-étre mélé a du riz gluant

pour en déguiser I’identité ?

ou est-ce pour se souvenir de "amertume des jours
difficiles en regard du bonheur d’aujourd’hui ?

le riz s’est gorgé de sentiments inextricables

nous restant entre les dents nous rongeant les gencives
peut-étre s’est-il endurci le cceur

rebelle a cette trahison de la tradition paysanne

la Chine n’est qu’une gipao chinoise sur un almanach

toi moi transformés naturellement en ornements de bicyclettes

en prunelles amoureuses sur des boites d’allumettes

un club fait de vaniteux habits luxueux et de mégots de cigarettes

le sang versé les larmes versées ou la sauce de soja renversée

la passion et I’ardeur ne convainquent plus personne

l’oignon et Iail passés I’exil retrouvent la sauce de haricots fermentés

les oreilles résonnent d’un flot de paroles inépuisables

sous la nuit lunaire s’entrecroise un lacis de ruelles

nous marchons quand méme un bout de chemin

ignorant I’aboiement des chiens

la vie en pays étranger t-a-t-elle affaiblie ?

nous sommes des enfants non encore rentrés a la maison
par un soir sans guide

des chuchotements étranges nous poussent

a abandonner nos jouets les plus chers

errant dans une petite ruelle prés du nouvel opéra
pouvons-nous espérer trouver une nouvelle terre ancestrale ?

2000, Paris
Translated into French from the Chinese by Sonia Au and Gérard Henry 2001
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For PK

Agnes Lam

The first time we met in Toronto,
I heard them calling you Ye Si.
I asked, ‘Is that your nickname?’

You smiled and said, ‘Sort of.”

Only when we read our poetry together
the next evening in the museum downtown
where no other sound could be heard

except your voice and mine did T know

that was your pen name. Time after time,
year after year, you always invited me,
visited me, with other poets, artists —

the Arts Centre, noodles in Yaumatei...

Once you sent a student in a car
to take me across our harbour
to your Lingnan campus to hear

my ‘Silk Underwear’ in translation.

I read your ‘Images of Hong Kong’,
explained it to students, analyzed it
in World Literature Today but did not

understand what it cost you until

tonight as I walk alone after your funeral
with the echo of your daughter’s words,
‘My father shared so much with everyone.

I wish to keep a bit of his memory to myself.’

On this dim stretch of road you once walked,

I finally feel how you perhaps might have felt —
a writer torn between a family you so loved

and ‘also this place’ that took almost all...

14.01.2013, King’s Road
for Leung Ping Kwan who passed away on 05.01.2013

Pi&FF Original poem by Agnes Lam



Dwelling on Earth

finding a place to live on earth

could be a home for living and working
people come to the walls

stop, gazing out

could be the protecting shades of trees

or it could be the stretching sky

tired eyes blinking

look to the sea far off

one dream is broken but there might be a new dream
oftentimes there are crumbs of history on the flood of forgetting
people gather up in the theatre, mentioning

the new script: change the old plot

no eavesdropping ears on the walls

no one needs to lower his voice, to twist

the naturally growing body

look at the horizon

sad tears converging in the deeper sea
waves broken billowing up afar

will the wounded ones be cured?

will the wronged be given justice?

the heart will find its way

the eyes in the basement —

will they see the sky again?

in silence the sound of water flowing

a silted channel runs again

one wronged here — will he be elsewhere vindicated?

what kind of a festival makes people want to learn from history?
not just one dwelling but many

take the chairs out, tear down the fences

1990
Translated by Association of Stories in Macao
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An Old Colonial Building

Through sunlight and shadow dust swirls,

through the scaffolding raised-up around

the colonial edifice, over the wooden planks

men live on to tear it brick by brick, the imperial

image of it persisting right down, sometimes,

to the bitter soil in the foundation, sometimes finding, too,
the noble height of a rotunda, the wide, hollow corridors
leading sometimes to blocked places, which, sometimes,

knocked open, are stairs down to ordinary streets.

Down familiar alcoves sometimes brimming

with blooms sometimes barren I go to Xerox

glancing at the images caught in the circular pond,

now showing the round window in the cupola as duckweed drifting,
day and night caught in the surface, no longer textbook

clean, but murky, the naive goldfish searching

mindlessly around in it, shaking the pliant lotus stems

and the roots feeling for earth, swirling orange and white,

gills opening and leeching, in and out of the high window bars.

Might all the pieces of ruins put together present

yet another architecture? Ridiculous the great heads on money,
laughable the straight faces running things. We pass in this corridor
in the changing surface of the pond by chance

our reflections rippling a little. We’d rather not bend;

neither of us is in love with flags or fireworks.

So what’s left are these fragmentary, unrepresentative words,

not uttered amidst the buildings of chrome and glass, but beside

a circular pond riddled with patterns of moving signs.

1986
Translated by Leung Ping Kwan and Gordon T. Osing

40

5 R

(= EAID]
(E5: vl
AR B HE

it 2t —

B BHAC L
R
Hi SR 8]
HAEE
QU

FeE i g 78
A R I
5 B 3C
ORERZEN

z«< $ Hﬁ-_ﬂ

HHEATRED

Jogt il 2
ARG AL
Tt fr)

EBEHE )
B BGHT HY
HE ) 50
BIRE—
75 AN
FFRA
FAG IR

T M E R D R ik

AR KR

1986

K BER EAE 5 AN
P A A 2L |
R R 5
AR PR L ALF
AR REATI SR TR B
U - R R
TEAI S 9 5E R AT

F s B A1 5755 B B B

) 2 S R T

A 5 B AT
AR M HACE T %
B IRATfE L E
114 1B 77 5
VLA A

PREICMRBAI R
SN0} e s
BETE 7 R AR 5 i

BREHAGTER
jae i Sayi Jil
JBE ] SRA B AE A R
HR iy et A 28 4L
BB A a3
{5 TEEG B3 KR AE
FHREA AR E

A HICE T B 9 4 5%

AR T R Y 8

41



White on White

what colors hide in white?
would you pursue

the white within white,

its purest, unknowable
secret? in the clearest water,
what fish? in the iciest air,
what passions might entwine?
white drawn from white

will not whiten

does one more white
efface another? or do they breed

new swans, new jasmines?

sleepless night finds its end

in the white scales of dawn, dust the old walk through
silvers their hair, white clouds softly sprawling

night’s dews stiffen into frost

boiled white beans, crushed, yield life’s new milk
dappled on white stones

spring’s lights and shadows

2011
Translated by Diana Shi and George O’Connell
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Gleaming Lights Far off

the small sweet tangerine

you plucked casually near a hot spring
I taste with care

as light glitters from the far shore

the vast black sheet between

so like the days a patient bears

sweet potato leaves and lilies

a brief nod to neighbors

near the vegetarian restaurant at 12
the Noonday Gun will fire

crowd or not

cashews and tofu skin in the dish

tastier with a dash of that vermilion sauce?

no wine for the passerby

may the vegetables unfold a hundred flavors

guest from faraway

we've met in SO many cities

now you're bound for Beijing, Cairo, then back to Seoul
I ask you to sit with me and see the lights

diners come and go

beyond the glass, glint and shadow

shift through a gutted building

at this moment

on the table

the peels of the tangerine
open into bloom

2011
Translated by Diana Shi and George O’Connell
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Lucky Draw

He gets a Scandinavian living room set.
He gets an earplug.

He gets a wig.

He gets a floating watermelon.

He gets a nightgown,

and a Chinese chiropractor.

He gets two rich aunts,

and a parrot.

He gets a computer screen,

and a world of red, orange, yellow, blue and green.

He gets a pension,

commissions, wedding and funeral booties.
He gets complimentary tickets to the movies,
invitations to cocktail parties,

second-hand toothbrushes at special discount.
He gets a self-cleaning file-cabinet,

and alarm clock that never stops ringing.

He gets his own investigation committee
formed by two dozen Englishmen.

He gets the chair of the chairman of the Philosophical Society.

He gets the exclusive right of indigenous arts.
He gets a stock that keeps rising
and a building that keeps on sinking.

I am left empty-handed.

Every time I look up,

I seem to hear

people laughing in the distance.
I wander through

dark clouds and intermittent rain.
The dice I throw

score the lowest total.

I buy a newspaper

and miss my ferry.

I sit at the pier

and fish with cigarette tins.

I wait for the next train

at the wrong station.

I am a horse

on a highway.

She gets a canned husband,

and a bunch of motorize relatives.
She gets a new set of fingernails,
eyebrows and nose.

She gets the title of vice-chairman
of all associations

She gets four crocodiles that can sing,

a hippopotamus that sends flowers regularly,

a rhinoceros that waits at the corner of the street,
a big hairy tortoise that requires talk.

She gets a hair net.

She gets two bloody hearts.

She gets the kind of vacuum cleaner

her neighbor Asou bought just last week.

She gets identical dust to go with it.

She gets twelve certified university entrance examination approvals.

She gets as bonus
small dishes offered by all the different brand of soy sauces

I am empty handed

sitting by the clogged up river
singing a song off-key.

It is cold

and I forget an overcoat.

In the empty wicker chair
now sits someone

wearing a scarf,

and a flower.

We are tossing coins.

Luck is head

and I get the tail.

I am always in the wrong queue,

getting the worst kind of bread.

Our neighbor trendy and smart

has borrowed our flowers for the occasion
and left us the tedious jobs.

People carry off their winnings
and hurry to hide them.

I am still here, walking slowly.
Goodbye, sir.

Goodbye,

madam.

I shout from behind,

goodbye,

pumpkin and corn,

take care not to trip

carrying so many things walking.
But they think T am trying to catch up
and walk all the faster.

Translated by Gordon T. Osing
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Crossing the border, we have to adjust our way of thinking.
Among sentiments of surprise, absurdity, fantasy and rejection,
perhaps some form of communication will still be possible.

Perhaps we will finally discover there are people on the other side

with life experiences similar to ours.

Leung Ping Kwan
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Alliance Francaise de Hong Kong and

Chief Editor of Paroles cultural magazine.
Author of Chroniques hongkongaises. Also
practises drawing and sketching, and held

a solo drawing exhibition entitled ‘Interior
Landscapes’ (2011).

W, (B4 4L ) Natalia Chan

mf N~ S RERR A > F A R CRRAE
B~ s CORBERIIR ) ~ HIOUEE (5
W) 3 ) - wham A AR B0k - o B 2
MM R ) %+ B8R o

Poet, cultural critic. Recent publications
include Flying Coffin, which received the

9" Biennial Awards for Chinese Literature
(Poetry) in 2007, and Butterfly of Forbidden
Colors: The Artistic Image of Leslie Cheung,

which received the Hong Kong Book Prize as
well as The Best Book of the Year in 2008.

%5 H. George O'Connell

BTN > CREIR > &R
oo M 2014 528 [ 5 ZEAT 5 G SCE R
AL o 4R #EREFET] ( Pangolin House) o
Poet and Fellow of National Endowment for
the Arts Fellowship (Literary Translation).

Co-director of Pangolin House, international
journal of Chinese / English-language poetry.




Wrfh#E Glen Steinman

H 1982 4E FAE AL T IRF > — H Rl s A0 BIAE
FCEAREE o = T2 AE > fth L AE A [
TEF B FHEERS o

Has translated and written contemporary
Chinese poetry since 1982 when he lived in
Beijing. Has been extensively involved in
China business for over thirty years.

B % Liu Wai Tong

wE AN AR~ RS o B T s SRR A
AR A T I SCERAE S i 0B
BELE o T BN R SR A% 2012 4F I f (2K
iz (SCEE) o HAREFE — - ERfE o
Poet, writer, and photographer. Won the
Hong Kong Biennial Awards for Chinese
Literature, the Taiwan Times Literary Prize,
the United Daily News Literary Prize, etc.
Received Award for Best Artist (Literary Arts)
in the Hong Kong Arts Development Awards

2012. Has published more than twenty
books.

[k 3= BE Sonia Au

LB [ RS2 7 76 5 UL & B |
BURSCRZ W L [ B BAC b B A 7T
ol | BB B o e ik SO el
BFo - BE RRTE - BRAKBUE - R R
Y55 R > FEAR S - USRI (B
M) o

Literary scholar, writer and translator. Ph.D.
in Modern Chinese Literature from INALCO
(Paris), Associate Researcher of the French
Centre for Research on Contemporary China.
She has translated the poems of Lin Huiyin
and Leung Ping Kwan, and the French play
Le Dieu du carnage by Yasmina Reza.

R BE Matthew Cheng

Fils T O B I SRR
MR NSRRI b FHA GUE
BIE ) > 2013 4FJE 45 77 s 2R Al 3% i 48 47
JE R BN X % ( 2540 #F A ) o
Vice-president of the Hong Kong Film
Critics Society, works at the Centre for
Humanities Research of Lingnan University.
Author of The First Book of Recollection
(poetry). Received the Hong Kong Arts
Development Award for Best Artist (Arts
Criticism) in 2013.

#1378 Chung Kwok Keung

AR ELSCEL B S R M JE 7 4R 3
ELHE G SCEL AR AR AR A (PR
CWmie ) ~CERMET) ~(HE
=)~ (ReEA ) 5 o

Weriter, translator, and author. Graduated
from the Faculty of Arts in the University of
Hong Kong. He has received several awards,
including Youth Literary Awards and the
Hong Kong Biennial Awards for Chinese
Literature.

PLTE Sebastian Veg

B B i S A BB B Ba > BUL A BB
A B B 5E L AT > BT SR A
RS - R T -
Research professor at the EHESS Paris and
Director of the French Centre for Research
on Contemporary China. His interests are

in 20™ century Chinese literature, political
debates and intellectual history.

Kate Rogers

A~ R o B Viki Holmes £ % 7 A
fE M 4545 (Not A Muse) ° RifEELR Z B
SCEMEE o RIS B W Outloud B H
FEETE o Bl th MR 4R ( City of Stairs)
(2012) o

Co-editor of the international anthology of
successful women’s poetry, Not A Muse, with
Viki Holmes. Her poetry has appeared in
literary journals in five countries. A long time
member of Hong Kong’s Outloud poetry
collective. Her latest poetry collection is City
of Stairs (2012).

Kathleen Waller

A 5 R i > B BORT e AR O
B R e R B HU BB R A i T B
LR o BAEOR[AE A B SCIL 32 -
Hailing from Boston. Literature teacher at
Renaissance College and a PhD student in
the Department of Comparative Literature,
the University of Hong Kong. Loves cross-
cultural exchanges in many forms.

HEN - BBAMEE

MusiciANS AND VIDEO ARTISTS

25422 Ann Mak
BRAR KA B BM A « L JAF U o MEM B
GiiGE S

Video and installation artist. Born in Hong Kong.
All her works related to poetry.
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A% Yank Wong

TN EHR - B EMIBE o B R
WO R ) (1998) ©

Musician, painter, and film art director.

)%k Lau Chi Bun

W RAR R ALK [ Rkl | FRUEE
W T
Accordion, piano, keyboard player of

“Mininoise” (A grass-roots folk band in
Hong Kong).
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Leung Ping Kwan (1949-2013), known by his
pen name Yasi, was a prominent poet, novelist,
essayist, translator, scholar, photographer

and cultural figure of Hong Kong. He had

a child-like curiosity about the world, and
equal respect for all things around him. He
accepted all divergent voices in art. He began
his writing career in the early 1960s. His first
book of prose, Grey Pigeon Mornings (1972),

a collection of essays he wrote between the ages
of 16 and 21, displayed a wit and vision rare in
a young person. His writing career spanned five
decades and multiple genres, including poetry,
prose, fiction, and critical essays; and his work
was translated into English, French, German,
Swedish, Portuguese, Japanese, and Korean,
among others. He also tried his hand in other art
forms, including photography and film. In 1973,
he married Betty Ng (pen name Ng Hui Ben),
and they had a son Yeeman and a daughter
Anwen. In 1978, he began his studies at the
University of California, San Diego, specialising
in modern Chinese poetry and western
modernism, and earned his doctorate degree in
comparative literature in 1984. Upon return to
Hong Kong, Yasi first taught in the Department
of English and Comparative Literature at the
University of Hong Kong (1985-1997) and then
joined the Department of Chinese at Lingnan
University as Chair Professor in Comparative
Literature, and as Director of the Centre for
Humanities Research under the Institute of
Humanities and Social Sciences (1997-2013).
Devoted to writing, research, and teaching,

he guided many students to become published
authors and scholars of Hong Kong Literature
and culture. Yasi passed away peacefully in the
morning of 5 January 2013 at Union Hospital
in Hong Kong. His last wish was for Hong
Kong Literature to receive the attention it
deserves, and Hong Kong good writers to be
acknowledged, both locally and globally.
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Notes on Translation

We have discussed time and again if there's a sentence

that can convey the feeling of things slowly turning sparse, scattered

We seek peace of heart in serene environs

exploring the limits of life in difficult times

Finding realistic details in abstract lines?

seeing empty spaces in concrete descriptions?

Your thorough questions make me reflect on myself

Can my words withstand such scrutiny, like fingers on the pulse?

In silence I send you my regards from afar

hoping you're slowly recuperating from the series of operations

We both have gone through extensive adversities, refusing

to relate our physical and emotional changes in superficial language

trying to feel, in places that skip explanation

the unspoken words of the other person

giving up the accumulated parts, changing

oneself, starting again from ground zero

A new life, with thoughts conceived in silence

from another, started in solitude and takes new form

the unfinished words retained, leading to that which follows

Not only the finished line, but the process of thinking as well

Thank you for walking with me through these meandering paths

wandering out together of these meandering lines in silent negotiation

2000, for Martha with best wishes for her recovery
Translated by Leung Ping Kwan

Professor Martha Cheung, Head of the Translation Centre at Hong Kong Baptist University, started collaborating with

Leung Ping Kwan in the 90s. She passed away in October 2013.
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S Honorary Advisor S M Betty Ng

T H R
Retrospective Programme
Honorary Curatorial Team

a5 Oscar Ho

i@t Bl Benny Chia
HIHUM Mary Wong
BRAEH Mary Chan
PRESE Anne Leung

&t E X Design Team CoDesign Ltd.
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Project Management & Audience Development Team

W2 E Hong Kong Fringe Club

ATH#S I Administrator P15 %% Catherine Lau

#iH %% Programme Organiser #%# Connie Yeung

MCCM Creations

HESE # {3 Mandy Wong
Project Coordinators B Wendy Wu
iSRG UES 2 [k 3% BB Sonia Au

Poetry Reading Event Coordinator

5] Publicity Planner B % Wendy Wo

IEHE 455 Press Coordinator JLHLZ Jessica Kong

15 ®AE Video Producer SRR I

Sleepless Productions Ltd.

#ESZHG Photographer 5%+ John Fung

43k w1 Web Designer TiH
Mok Wan Yee Esther

JE ¥ MIBX Exhibition Team

0 #if — B #7T A ik#2 O Journeys of Leung Ping Kwan

% JEN Chief Curator faf 5L Oscar Ho

JEGEZSI Exhibition Manager — BBUF Irene Ngan

RS B Yentl Tong

Exhibition Coordinator

Hlf 4 Technical Supervisor ~ Sawbing Cheung

JEBEBN I Exhibition Assistants %I Kit Poon
202 Kwok Siu Ying
B5% Kaitlyn Liu
A Tracy Lam
ﬁ‘iﬁu‘f@ Yung Ho Kwan
4 DL# Elaine Ng
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FJ7 Sophie Wong
VLA Shine Kong
AILI River Yu

Z= %% Michael Li
iE#E Yuki Shum
BE3CHE Jacky Yuen
Al& 14 Candace Siu
5 # K Galadriel Ma
PEEP Matthew Leung
BEIT Sheng Hung
IR Kit Poon
4512 Simpson Choi
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Yasi * We Friend——A Cross-Media Response

Exhibition to Leung Ping Kwan

#JEN  Co-curators

2 Bl Benny Chia
P82 Anne Leung

Al S 9%
Technical Support

fiRE kS
Hong Kong Fringe Club

4P Editorial Support Team

XFHMEED O Chinese Editor

R Euginie Kwok

SCF4RTHD %5 O English Editor

)8 i3
Madeleine Slavick

FORHU AR T R
Researcher & Copywriter

Pl #E#HE Wing Chan

TR0 s 0 Translator

I} Doris Parry Lau

HEMK  Education Team

B Advisors

B Mary Wong
s il (HEAFAURL)
Yuen Che Hung

HHEME

Education Coordinators

IR Kit Poon
#{# ¢ Mandy Wong

HEWM  Education Assistants

W& Simpson Choi
BEMT Sheng Hungu
B ib Teresa Li
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‘The Many Sounds of Yasi’ is part of the ‘Leung Ping Kwan (1949-2013), a Retrospective’
programme. Different languages couple with musical instruments and video art to voice the
complex characteristics of poetry and Yasi’s interest in crossing cultures and boundaries. The
evening demonstrates how our city can be more vibrant through exchange and dialogue.
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‘LEuNG PING KwAN, A RETROSPECTIVE’

JE ¥ EXHIBITION

el o—ooooo
B k- pE—H+HAE -+ A\H
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Hu Bl 2 i T R B
RO B L B S TN R

JoUurNEYS OF LEUNG PING KwaAN

Exhibition Period——Mon to Sun, 10-28 January 2014
1lam-8pm

Venue Exhibition Gallery, Hong Kong Central Library,

66 Causeway Road, Causeway Bay, Hong Kong

15 B EVENTS
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Yast * WE FrRiEND —— A CROSS-MEDIA
RESPONSE EXHIBITION TO LEUNG PING KwAN

Exhibition Period ——Mon to Sat, 10-28 January 2014
noon-10pm
Venue——Hong Kong Fringe Club, 2 Lower Albert Road,
Central, Hong Kong
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LiTERARY TALK: THE LITERARY JOURNEYS OF
LeunG PiNnG KwaN: POETRY, FicTION, PROSE,
FiLm AnD FooD

Date & Time Fri, 24 January 2014, 7pm

Venue—— Lecture Theatre, Hong Kong Central Library

In Cantonese. Co-organised with the Centre for Humanities
Research, Lingnan University

Bl oo
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28172 /MCCM Bookshop * LI #F + Odd One Out
Kubrick ~ 75 #5254 s
IR A - A

WANDERING POETRY

Chinese calligraphy magazine Moxiang editors and calligraphers
used different styles and compositions to create calligraphic
works with Yasi's poems in seven locations around town.

Participating venues—— MCCM Bookshop, Heritage Tea House,
Odd One Out, Kubrick,Hong Kong Visual Arts Centre, HKICC
Lee Shau Kee School of Creativity, Hong Kong Fringe Club
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Translation of poems is the translation of cultures.

— t1# Leung Ping Kwan

. «po )
Lk Presenter — ﬂ.*m%ﬁ %1 Organiser — ' 3% In Association with — BRSENEE 82 EEE FER8) Sole Sponsor — FHETE
- i i Ms Tsui Li

ART Hong Kong Public Libraries
PROMOTION
OFFICE

4% Contact — www.yasi.hk O info@yasi.hk O +852 9184 6984 {2 Media Enquiries — media@yasi.hk 0 +852 9184 6984




