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Introduction to the New Edition

New Ends in a City of Transition

Esther M. K. Cheung

Calendar time advances in a linear, progressive manner, whereas poetic
time moves in somewhat circular patterns. An ending spawns another
beginning. An old epoch comes to an end but that old epoch has not
ceased to exist. A new era has begun but the new is still struggling to
forget the old.!

Old Ends, New Ends

In naming his volume of poetry City at the End of Time when it was
first published in 1992, Leung Ping-kwan, more often known as Ye Si
in Chinese literary circles, was subtly suggesting that his own poetic
contemplations had emerged from a perpetual state of transition, one
in which it was impossible to clearly demarcate temporality. In the
1990s, readers, who were by then anticipating the approach of the 1997
handover, greeted this timely book with great interest. It raised a series
of questions about history, language, identity, and cultural translation,
questions which were pertinent to Hong Kong at that critical moment of
political transition. 1997 became, in fact, the prism through which these
poems were read. Somehow that moment had itself become “the End
of Time”* This volume was in that sense a “document” of a momentous
passage through time. In fact, some poems in this collection were written
before the 1980s, before the handover discussions had even started.

This new introduction looks back at that “End” At the poet’s invi-
tation, I will consider the meaning of the collection in the new cir-
cumstances of our contemporary world, both within and beyond the
local context. This volume originally came out of the Department of
Comparative Literature at the University of Hong Kong at a time when
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the idea of Hong Kong Cultural Studies was still embryonic.’ Almost two
decades later, the poetry in this collection takes on a new significance. It
sheds light on how poetry about common culture has contributed to a
“felt change of consciousness.™

A Poetics of the Everyday

Leung’s poems, with their casual and often humorous tone, capture the
space of everyday life in Hong Kong. Their very ordinariness and lack
of grandiloquence unveil the city’s hidden contradictions. From local
mundane streets to ordinary objects and everyday life in China, Europe,
and the Unites States, the poet reflects upon problems of cultural identity
and postcoloniality, musing on the passing of time and addressing broad
political and cultural issues. He crosses geographical borders just as he
traverses spaces between literary and cultural genres. His poetic imagi-
nation, which is meditative and inconclusive, explores the relationship
between poetry and other genres and media: prose, film, and painting.

This ensemble of forty poems demonstrates a unique “poetics of
quotidianism,” of the everyday. It raises questions as to how we should
consider the uniqueness of singular objects, situations, and people. It
achieves this through the exploration of an ordinary world, using an
uncontrived and unsensational language. Owen Barfield in his discussion
of the “felt change of consciousness” emphasizes the strangeness in poetry.
Leung, however, depends less on surprising shocks and techniques of
defamiliarization and more on his own intimate interaction with ordinary
objects, people, and places.” His poetics constitutes itself through the
social, cultural, economic, and political aspects of the city, engaging in
a process of self-invention through an ongoing interaction with them.
He grapples with threat and disintegration in the here and now, thereby
confirming the power and synthesizing capacity of poetry in a society that
constantly diminishes poetry’s significance. In so doing, Leung has gained
for poetry an indispensable role in Hong Kong’s public culture.®

What should one write about? What are the emergent problems of
his time? Can someone trained to read both classical Chinese poetry
and Western modernist literature succeed in inventing a poetic language
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with which to renew, if not critique, tradition? These questions, and
others, were the great challenge for Leung when he was a young poet in
the 1970s, as he searched for a language to depict the here and now in
Hong Kong. Which would be more effective—metaphor or synecdoche?
Modernist symbolism or realist revolutionary poetics? Did this kind of
self-invention enable one to have a dialogue with other cultures? How
should one write about one’s locality in the midst of momentous changes
caused by events such as the Tiananmen Incident of 1989 and the 1997
handover? How should one respond to cultural representations, for
example those imposed from the outside? How best to challenge stock
images and stereotypes? How best to reflect upon one’s own culture when
away from home? These were the questions that confronted the poet as
he explored issues of cultural identity in the 1980s and 90s, as he was
weaving his way between Hong Kong, other cities in Greater China, and
cities across the world, developing his poetic visions.

To deal with these challenges, Leung has developed a unique mode
of writing about everyday objects and ordinary spaces. On the one hand,
he demonstrates a remarkable ability to articulate what is most local,
mundane, and familiar, in the knowledge that the very same thing may
become different and unrecognizable when seen in the light of colonial-
ism and capitalism. To this postcolonial sensibility, enhanced by a keen
eye for the observation of the ordinary, must be added a cosmopolitan
outlook, a constant willingness to interact and communicate with other
people and other cultures.

It is interesting to note that in earlier times critics described this
mode of writing very differently. In his idiosyncratic way, Ackbar Abbas
saw “non-objective indices of disappearance” in Leung’s poetry because
the poet was dealing with the violence of coloniality and capitalist
modernity in a non-aggressive, quiet but postmodern, deconstructive
style” Rey Chow emphasized the quotidian aspects of Leung’s poetry,
and sought out within his work an alternative way of turning coloniality
into a “condition of possibility”®* Common to both these scholars is their
affirmation of the historical and evaluative quality of Leung’s poetics of
the everyday.
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An Historical Optic

The everyday space in Leung’s poetry, filled as it is with ordinary objects,
familiar images and mundane urban sites, functions like an “historical
optic,” as Harry Harootunian puts it Throughout the forty poems in
the four sections of the collection, there are many examples illustrating
this historical optic. Taking a walk through the streets of Hong Kong, for
example, the poet allows us to grapple with and reflect upon larger social
and political changes. In “At the North Point Car Ferry” and “In Ap-liu
Street,” he leads his readers to explore common urban problems such as
congestion and consumption. “Lucky Draw” is a humorous depiction of
a city’s materialistic and hedonistic lifestyle. “In Fabric Alley” articulates
in a provocative manner allegorical and historical meditations on Hong
Kong’s political identity in the wake of 1997. But these serious reflections
arise out of an ordinary street, Fabric Alley. In a similar way, “Images of
Hong Kong” and the Lotus Leaves Poem series inspire us to consider
seriously the violence of cultural representations, the problem of
center-periphery opposition, and the possibility of dialogue. The subtle
references to the Tiananmen Incident of 1989 in “In the Great Square,”
“Broken Home,” and “Refurnishing” deepen the poet’s critique of this
epochal event.

“Postcards from Prague,” a travel poem in the collection’s last section,
“Journeys,” is particularly interesting. The poem begins with an ordinary
moment in everyday life, when the poet receives a postcard from a friend
in Prague. The tone of the poetic persona is casual and friendly as if he is
replying to his friend’s postcard, evoking a sense of everyday familiarity.
It is a banal moment, a repeatable event, like all trivial happenings in
everyday life:

Your cards began arriving once again,

so I see you're training around, rambling.
Are you finding humor in bitterness?

Upon receiving the postcard, the poet visualizes his distant friend visiting
familiar, known sites in Prague. He may be “in Chopin Park, / listening
to a viola,” crossing the Charles Bridge, or spending time in the famous
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Wenceslaus Square. He may be “wearing surely a checkered, flannel cap
made in Prague,” or “silver bracelets from Warsaw.” While this ordinary
moment of the present repeats an earlier similar time, it is more like a
“durational present” which can be freshened with new insights." It opens
up our visions to a wider political world, as in a kind of historical optic.

Your cards greeted my return; what a coincidence;

I'd been there at almost the same time. That old world

was shifting, to a market economy, to multi-party politics.
People’s lives were riddled with uncertainties and changes.
Who knows? . . .

In this undramatic moment, the banal is repeated. And yet from 1989
onwards we witness world-wide and unprecedented changes, as com-
munism gives way to capitalism. While the poet is focusing on the revo-
lutionary changes in Europe after the fall of the Berlin Wall in 1990, he
sees how destinies are joined when he subtly refers to what happened in
China the year before. The coincidental encounter in Wenceslaus Square
or the Charles Bridge might not have been recognized, but the sense of
uncertainty experienced through these tumultuous changes is deeply
shared. This does not always give rise to a harmonious consensus:

... One evening a few years ago
we argued into the night about poetry and politics,
about dignity and freedom, with similar beliefs but opposing conclusions.

This acknowledgment of differences reminds us that there is no simple
solution for emergent problems. It also warns us to guard against the
danger of romanticizing the sense of sharedness.

As Space of Transvaluation: Dialogism and Poetic Personae

Without adhering to the expressive and mimetic functions of poetry,
Leung adopts a dialogic mode to make the process of transvaluation
possible. In “Postcards from Prague,” the poet often speaks in a con-
versational tone and unrhetorical style. This is true both of his odes to
objects and things, his “thing-poems,” known in Chinese as yongwu shi,
and of his travel poems, you shi. In poems such as “The Flame Tree”
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and “Bittermelon,” ordinary objects have been given life to engage in a
dialogue with the poet. And yet his things remain quiet and unexagger-
ated. They gently invite the reader to meditate on them. Unlike certain
animate objects that shock their perceivers, the bittermelon and the
flame tree patiently await the reader’s reading. In an object as unattractive
as a bittermelon, one discovers the fundamental difference between the
superficial, flamboyant heroics practiced by some writers, and Leung’s
low-key sustained individualism which affects the world slowly. As the
poet remarks,

The loudest song’s not necessarily passionate;
the bitterest pain stays in the heart.

In the rows of flowery, tiresome singing
you persist in your own key.
Youd like to heal this bad fever of a world.

Similarly, the flame tre€’s commonplace quality acquires a special power,
one that enchants and inspires the poet. Symbols, he remarks, have their
limitations. Their meanings are predetermined by politics and culture.

Eventually I will learn your secret name,
that is born every year out of the common ground.

How does something simply change colors?
Must green always mean tolerance? Red
revolution? No. Symbols

are mostly limitations. I must avoid categorizing.

What is central to Leung’s poetics is the construction of a persona willing
to engage in dialogue. This persona (in both the thing-poems and the
travel-poems) belongs more to the world of classical Chinese poetry.
Leung himself admits that he likes the “non-aggressive” attitude of the
classical Chinese poet, an attitude which “opens up space for others to
come into” He urges us to look at the landscape, to go into it and enjoy
being with it. He once described this as a kind of “discovery poetics”
Similarly we can have a lot to do with “things” as long as we are willing
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to discover their ordinary quality."" He once painted the following self-
portrait in conversation with his translator Gordon T. Osing:

A poet in Hong Kong is by the very nature of things distanced from
all that grandiose and heroic voice. He is writing like a clown speaking
on television, like a cab driver speaking in the front seat, or someone
speaking directly to the inner life, or intimately to his friends.'

This secularized persona can be likened to the poetic persona in Charles
Baudelaire’s prose poem “Loss of a Halo” (« Perte d’auréole », 1869). The
comic Baudelairian poet accidentally drops his halo while crossing the
busy Parisian traffic. But in the end, Leung’s easygoing attitude is more
analogous to the lifestyle of a classical Chinese poet such as Su Dongpo.

In this regard, it is perhaps more pertinent to situate Leung within
the postcolonial landscape of Hong Kong.” He shares a common
impulse with other Hong Kong writers such as Xi Xi, Dung Kai-cheung,
Lok Fung, Yip Fai—this is by no means an exhaustive list. All these
writers are exploring a common culture for Hong Kong. Leung was a
pioneer in the poetics of the ordinary, and his work has inspired many
younger Hong Kong writers. More recently they have found this whole
approach relevant to the way they relate to their city. In the new millen-
nium, in the wake of the Hong Kong government’s 2006-07 decisions
to demolish the old Star Ferry Pier and the Queen’s Pier, the younger
generation, commonly known as the “post-80s,” have begun asking ques-
tions. How can they hope to construct their collective memories through
the preservation of such long-standing local icons and landmarks? These
so-called “nativist” struggles are part of a broader movement of protest
at Hong Kong’s real-estate-led urban planning policy; they are part of a
tidal wave of cultural criticism, of a publicly expressed discontent with
the constant demolition and destruction that have degraded the city’s
community spirit and erased people’s memories. The call for improved
historical preservation has gained greater momentum. It is interesting
to note the convergence of interest in Hong Kong’s urban topography
between creative writers on the one hand, and advocates of the new
social movement on the other. New publications also include re-readings
of Leung’s old poems such as “At the North Point Car Ferry” and the
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Tiananmen poem series, in the changing context of the city in the new
millennium.**

The Singular in the Ephemeral

The “discovery poetics” found in the “thing-poems” is as prominent
in the poems of travel and urban topography. In “Cloud Travel,” “The
Moon in La Jolla,” and “Morning in a Foreign Land,” there is no attempt
to exoticize local or foreign places. These have instead become spaces
of meditation, of conversation and discovery. In “Morning in a Foreign
Land,” the traveler meditates on the meaning of transition when he is
on the road. The violent change in weather becomes a departure point.
When away from home, he sets out to explore the challenge of encoun-
tering different cultures.

Changeable weather has cancelled

the new age we all created only yesterday.

How shall we proceed with today’s stories?

Nothing’s the same; the center people brought from mainland
has joined everything else in the periphery, some heavy luggage
having become inexplicably light, that old life

fragmented, mingling now with accents and dialects

circling some Babel suddenly there in the mist.

This is a succinct evocation of the poet’s transitional time and space.
When one is away from one’s own comfort zone, what was once taken
for granted is challenged and transformed by the new environment. In
this travel poem, the traditional symbolist poetics of classical Chinese
journey poetry are absent. In place of the overwhelming sentiment of
exilic melancholia is an urgency to reflect on one’s relationship with
others, to rethink the meaning of center and periphery.”®

In “Images of Hong Kong,” one of Leung’s most-quoted poems, the
expansive scope of this transitional time and space is ruminated upon, as
the city is seen to be approaching the end of time:

I need a new angle
for strictly visual matters.
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History, too, is a montage of images,

of paper, collectibles, plastic, fibres,

laser discs, buttons. We find ourselves looking up
at the distant moon; tonight's moon —

does it come at the beginning or the end of time?

This transitional moment is also a movement between sites:

We need a fresh angle,
nothing added, nothing taken away,
always at the edge of things and between places.

In many poems in this collection, time lengthens as the old meets the
new. Each situation is apprehended as a singularity. In the poem “At
the North Point Car Ferry;” the ferry as a means of physical transporta-
tion has vanished, but the images preserve a bygone urban landscape,
as it existed before the construction of the Mass Transit Railway. They
also fashion an urban topography with a unique Hong Kong collective
memory associated with the harbor. The famous junk, which decora-
tively illuminates the tale of Hong Kong as an economic miracle, is not
to be found in this harbor. What has taken center stage is the mundane
challenge of living in a city of pollution and disintegration.

We came through cold daylight to get here,
following a trail of broken glass.

The last roadsigns pointed to rusty drums,
everything smelling of smoke and burned rubber,
though we couldn't see fire anywhere.

In the narrow shelter of the flyover,

cars and their people waited a turn to go over.

The final moment in the poem, noted by many readers, far from closing
off time and space, gives rise to a “new end,” one in which cars and people
are in perpetual transition. Each new end is a singularity, a unique case to
explore and ruminate upon. The materialistic abundance in an ordinary
Hong Kong street—Fabric Alley, for example—is another singular case
to reflect upon. History is presented as a profound set of palimpsests,
composed of objects as mundane as fabrics:
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All these stock images, the layers

of colors superimposed to make old patterns,

their many lyrics gone sour, also their erotic suggestions:
can we really see ourselves remade in any of these?

On one level, fabrics inspire us to explore how personal identity is defined
by materials, through self denial and obsession. On another level, the
poem points to a singular case in history, that of Hong Kong searching
(again) for its identity in the wake of 1997. It is now more than a decade
since the handover. Does the poem’s last question—“Can we really see
ourselves remade in any of these?”—still pose a challenge to the people
of Hong Kong?

The Challenge of the Everyday: Translation as Creative
Interaction

If this collection has presented readers now and then with different chal-
lenges, different notions of reception aesthetics and poetics, what kinds
of challenge has it posed to its translator? As a bilingual volume, it sheds
interesting light on the intimate relationship between translation and
cross-cultural communication in the global and postcolonial context. It
first appeared in the early 1990s when critical reflections on postcolo-
niality were only just gaining momentum. If the fundamental aims of
postcolonialism are to combat the residual effects of colonialism as well
as to inspire us to learn to respect each other, then what role does the
English language play? Outside and beyond the critique of English as a
colonial and neo-colonial instrument, what other possibilities can be dis-
covered in a project of co-translation? If postcolonialism does not merely
announce “the End of Time,” does the afterlife of colonialism produce
new ends, in such phenomena as the practice of translation? After all,
translation “issues from the original—not so much from its life as from
its afterlife,” as Walter Benjamin reflected more than a century ago.'
Leung’s effort to translate his own poems in collaboration with Osing,
an American poet visiting the University of Hong Kong as a Fulbright
Scholar, was a landmark event in the development of Comparative
Literature as well as Postcolonial and Cross-cultural Studies in Hong

10
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Kong. Leung puts things succinctly in his conversation with Osing. “It
is when one reflects upon one’s own culture by means of another that
one eventually develops ‘bicultural’ awareness.””” Osing was an American
poet interested in classical Chinese poetry, but he was unable to read
Chinese and had to rely entirely on Leung to explain the meaning of the
poems to him. Nonetheless, in the ensuing creative process the intensity
of cross-cultural communication became more important than any strict
issues of fidelity. The process of co-translation was a dynamic process of
exchange, as Leung told me in an email:

And yes, the translation process was full of give and take, usually with
me preparing an oral or written line-for-line translation that we went
over with a glass of wine to get an initial version by our collaboration,
then I'd challenge, or Osing would have second thought, and then we
went on and on, to and fro, like ping-pong, all the way.'®

This “give-and-take” process also posed challenges to the poet whenever
he found himself sticking to “a certain base line,” to what he wanted
to insist on as the author."” Some bilingual readers have found Osing’s
translations very different in tone and style from Leung’s original, and
they are concerned about what is being lost. Others say that the English
translation augments the Chinese original, aiding their understanding of
Leung’s poems.?

Let us turn to an example in the collection to illustrate this creative
interaction. In “The Clogs,” the poet depicts an enchanting moment on a
Hong Kong street where the persistence of memory is fascinating but pre-
carious. The poem was originally written for a performance by the dancer
Mui Cheuk-yin. This later became an episode in a television program
made by Radio Television Hong Kong, in which the dancer performed
on Ladder Street with a pair of wooden clogs. This is one example of how
Leung has often explored a dynamic relationship between poetry, place,
and other genres and media such as dance, painting, and film. Ladder
Street consists completely of stone steps, and is situated in the Sheung
Wan district where some of the oldest Hong Kong buildings are to be
found. Close to it are an old Chinese temple on Hollywood Road and the
Tung Wah Hospital, one of the oldest in Hong Kong. On this street, the

11
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poetic persona and his shadow are wearing clogs and walking through
Ladder Street, time-traveling into the past. The sense of pastness of the
clogs resonates with other ordinary objects (bamboo sticks for clothing),
with everyday experiences (traditional children’s games), and with classi-
cal Chinese poems (which are invoked in the poem). With great subtlety,
it suggests that the preservation of memory is fundamental to identity in
the changing space of Hong Kong. But to achieve this sense of identity
is as precarious a business as walking with clogs up and down the stone
steps of Ladder Street.

Doubtless much is lost in the translation.?' The local flavor and the
casual everyday ambience are not easy to capture, especially when the
concise poetic diction is mediated by English. It is, for example, difficult
(in fact impossible) for English readers to recognize the two direct cita-
tions from Chinese classical poetry, both of which (from the Tang poet
Li Bai) are included in parentheses in the original. As translated, they
become simply “birds disappearing in thin air” and “storm clouds rolled,’
merging seamlessly with the descriptions of the present situation at
Ladder Street. While the English translation depicts past and present as a
continuum, in the Chinese the idea of embedded history is retained with
the preservation of the two classical lines in parentheses. Both English
and Chinese versions portray the catastrophic effect caused by the loss of
memory, and in both versions this effect is heightened and concretized.
It gains a sense of immediacy, from the images of the flight of birds and
the rolling clouds. But by virtue of the allusion the impact on Chinese
readers is quite different.

Expressions such as “Get your clothes poles here!” and “Knives to
sharpen?” embody elements in the ordinary lifestyle of the past, which
are no longer to be found in Hong Kong today. It was a time when life
was slower, and when people could make a living by selling bamboo poles
or sharpening kitchen knives. This kind of local historical knowledge is
not readily available to English readers, and is even unfamiliar to the
younger Chinese generation in Hong Kong. All of this resonance may be
lost, even though the Chinese expressions are faithfully translated.

12
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At the same time, in Osing’s fine English rendition something has
undoubtedly been gained. This is how the poem begins in its English
translation:

It got to be magic, old clogs in Ladder Street,
my shadow and I scraping along, down, clacking back into the years,

In the second stanza, the narrator laments:

Right here in Ladder Street I almost lost them;
I slipped out of my clogs and I slipped from the spell.

Words such as “magic” and “spell,” while absent in the Chinese, convey
rather effectively the translator’s interpretation of this precarious situa-
tion, the magical, almost miraculous preservation of memory. To him,
this unusual moment of clacking with one’s clogs along Ladder Street is
indeed magical. The clogs are animated, even enchanted, objects which
have taken on an even more central position in the poem than the people
wearing them. The sense of fascination in the Chinese original is over-
whelmed in the English by a mood of melancholy, a lamenting of the loss
of past experiences. The sentence translated by Osing as “I slipped out of
my clogs and I slipped from the spell” could be literally translated as “I
slipped out of my clogs, I lost everything” In fact, in the previous line,
the persona of the Chinese original experiences total loss (“I lost them”),
whereas the added English word “almost” in the translation retains the
possibility of maintaining a precarious balance. One may debate whether
what is added in the translation has spoiled the subtlety of the poem,
or enhanced it. What is more interesting in this case is that the trans-
lation can be read as an expression of the translator’s own fascination
with Leung’s way of enlivening memory, of recollecting bygones. There
is certainly a distance between the source text and the translation, and
it is a distance that stems from Osing’s own creativity, quietly inserting
an additional layer of meaning. As a reader of the bilingual edition, my
mind’s eye sees the translator conjuring up an image of himself as an
enchanted reader, fascinated by an alien situation in a foreign culture. It
is an intense moment of cross-cultural communication. Osing has given
the poem an afterlife through his own subjective rendering, expressing

13
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his admiration for Hong Kong local history and for everyday experiences
which were once not known to him. In another instance, he remarked
rather explicitly his appreciation of this volume of poetry:

[It is about] the wisdom literature of a former age, for all its power/elite
centrism, [how it] gives way one more time to the evidences of life lived
by actual persons out there in the body politic.?

Although his fascination is accompanied by an inevitable cultural gap,
this bilingual volume testifies nonetheless to the rich gain achieved when
one cultural horizon interacts with another. Like Leung’s readers, the
translator has experienced the “felt change in consciousness” mediated
by this ensemble of forty poems.

Epilogue: A Passing Moment in an Old Colonial Building

With the new edition of this anthology, Leungs “An Old Colonial
Building” will have entered into a new passing moment. Despite its ano-
nymity in the poem, readers in Hong Kong will easily identify it as the
Main Building of the University of Hong Kong—the oldest structure of
the oldest university in Hong Kong. Built in 1912, the building was (to
quote the university website) “conceived in the Edwardian Baroque style
which employed giant (2-storeyed) Ionic orders and Serliana windows
in the then prevalent red brick and granite construction”” Originally
used as classrooms for Medicine and Engineering, it currently houses
most of the departments in the Faculty of Arts. Ever since 1984, the old
building has been a declared monument in Hong Kong because of its
imposing architecture and historical value. The arts departments are now
scheduled for relocation to the newly constructed Western Campus of
the university in 2012.

Because of its photogenic fagade, well-known film-makers such
as Ang Lee, Ann Hui, and Mabel Cheung have used the building as a
backdrop for their films.** For those studying and working in this
building, it has become almost a routine experience to see newly-weds or
curious tourists taking pictures in the corridors. Instead of dealing with
the building as an exotic, iconic site, Leung’s poem captures a passing
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moment in this anonymous building. The poet’s persona is in the midst
of mundane tasks such as photocopying (“I go to xerox”). What insight
can one derive from this ordinary moment, now that this declared
monument is being refurbished?

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.

The poet does not climb the structure to possess a panoramic view.
Instead he turns the building into a lived reality. The post-Renaissance
iconic features of the building are easily noticed, the bricks, the noble
rotunda, the wide corridors. The round windows are not necessarily
fixated on their origins in colonial history, be those origins victorious or
treacherous. The poet does not condemn, but nor does he glorify. He is
curious about the open, outside everyday spaces that this old academic
building may lead to. This may also be the reason why he has sought his
inspirations from the “moving signs” reflected upon the circular ponds
in the courtyards.

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.

The drifting duckweed, the blooms, the “naive” goldfish, and rippling
reflections are as attractive as the imposing colonial structure. In our
present, singular, ephemeral moment of refurbishment, Leung’s rumi-
nations on the meaning of history have become provocative. Previously
critics have asked about the meaning of coloniality.® Now, after two
decades, in the midst of a newly emergent cultural discourse relating
to historical preservation, should we not be considering new questions:
What does cultural heritage preserve? When the “old” is refurbished
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and refurnished to look “old,” what is in truth beneath its nostalgic
fagcade? How can one establish a sense of place through the ornamen-
tal, the material, and the stylized? Between money and power, to what
other pathways does this old building lead? The poet does not give us
definite answers to these questions. But in his inimitable style, he ends
the poem with a fortuitous encounter with a friend, with a moment in
which mutual illumination and shared conviction may still be possible.
Contingency, in his view, can be a gift:

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. Wed rather not bend;

neither of us is in love with flags or fireworks.

Can this old anonymous building once again ignite new inspira-
tion? Can it allow us “to participate in a dream” where a nostalgic and
euphoric quest is transmuted into an adventure in search of “site and
intelligence?”? Can we derive a rationale for this quest from these
“fragmentary, unrepresentative words,” reading Leung’s “circular pond
riddled with patterns of moving signs”? Can this contingent moment be
anew “end,” one upon which we can all meditate, in our own ephemeral

present, in this city of transition that is ours?
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“a heightening of the naturally creative interaction between reader and text”
(292). See David Damrosch, What is World Literature? (Princeton, N.J.:
Princeton University Press, 2003).

See “An Interview with Leung Ping-kwan,” 205.

See http://daaosys.hku.hk/hkutour/MainBuilding.action.

The building has been chosen as the setting in Ann Hui’s Starry is the Night
(1988), Mabel Cheung’s City of Glass (1998), and Ang Lee’s Lust, Caution
(2007), among others.

See Ackbar Abbas and Rey Chow’s discussions.

Roland Barthes, “The Eiffel Tower,” A Barthes Reader, ed. and introduced by
Susan Sontag (New York: Hill and Wang, 1982), 240.

19



BT E

4518 EIm T A 3!

HEE
CEEEY F N £1 S

fRpfi] > T DU 2R > Bl LI HJE - HAR—H > ARIEHEIAR
PEAEHITE » AT DURIEYER ~ GRAR » — IR - BReAUE
B FEFIVACIC 5 B ACHIMERE DGR - (F2 B AN
TR AL - 2

HEABENERAYIRES
RFS FHWE > AR T EEER > 19924 H i h e
PHEGHE JESR /) > %3CES City at the End of Time » H NI

S o BB WS NI AQ IR S M R o 5 {18 R U AR R B AT
B o SR A HEE S T 19974E FHERS AT » AR I M1 b BT
MR RE Y o EAREIL SR « FHERSEL 5ES - S0
JeSCAGSETE) L > LA1997 2 RS (R oty » B4R AT B TR )
gy | o2 (BEZAUE) nIA A LB AR B K SOk - i b 3
O A RSO AR AR - IR 7 M L MR AC R R LK T -
FHEAER OEREFWE) B ETFT - BREB1997 [ R [H
g |~ B TR Wl B R IIRE R > 6 DUBBRAS 1 (45 B
LG o OEZFUE) FEO0FARM] B b S L SO 2R R Hh e - ¢
WG SCAL RIS PR - AE /W] 2E B > 24 1%
FEER N N A TR o AREA AN R SO TS SR el — 2ok il
Bl BT ~ WU - AHTLVEIE - REFACT RS [ A B RN

(“felt change of consciousness”) © °



FWRAFE

H&EE BRI

PRSIV REELAERY > e H AT iy - il e
B o B ANLDCPHEGES o Wosilrin WA i > (8 A M ) s L
o~ RS o B RE M RO B SE IR R AR B o 5N EIR
B SCAE By R A BRAR A PR - BB TEME AR~ BUE R BUA B
PRI o 5 L B S b S 1) 358 B o [R] PR R RN (] 1 S Ak B AR A
VERIAY o flr)af AR R > BE S R BRAR > IR )& 5 B - fE s B
B ~ B B A AN B BEIEBRIR I -

COEZAEU) MRS T5 5 BRI H A IR =
FB o G NI AT~ EEMAY RO > DLar ARy
HAfE o REAR IR G IR () R K ARIE E > SRR P NE 5 1s
o DLASRANR AR MR R  B2 BUE A b 54k > B K
e AEH (Owen Barfield) ikamiy [ & sk mesd | SpE LT > todn
e TSRS EI RS ] o A MAER R R A RH
FAHATE A ST > RGeS 40 - A Ltk -
Ak~ &R~ BUA I NS > BB A TR AL AR JE 1 A AL
Al o o R NPIUER I IR bk P Al R M > A A MBS A A M S AN A

[ SOV ] kb y o RIREHRBIENEZ > H R =
B nr G s A » fEARRL A SO LR - 7
DAL BB R NS 0 Bt () 5 15 2 o SO L 2 TR Bk B S (g
S — o7 e B By SRR A O B CSCERE R IRE N o T B A
—REEFEEE T BB 21970404 > RGBS » O fEA ML
(o fdi i > TEA R FEGE T B s ¢ e e > BAR
BRMET T Ara S o BIIRPE NS o N BRI A3 > 3
B SOV ) B AR 2R NE SR [ UJLR 2] & [t
[l i | 3 SO AT > AT 5 AR R TR A i R R R 2 AR b SOk b
il N ERAR L 2 HH ARG > o] SR 055 AT AR S ) H > Wi )
B BSOS S R - BRI I ST S IRy > R
BRI 1980 ~ 90FEAY o FE AT A EHE ~ N LU K
P > S B A R AR IR o

22



XA

[ g S e - R DUBRS (0 TA S 5 H AR - S s
] o At 2 B A U RUR ~ B PIR AN BAR ) > R BT R
# o AALERMAE - s ARNRBREROBE » St
A e IR B BUANIRIOT AN L) ~ B S8
LRI IR AR -

FAER RN o BRI A A A A AR LR - Bl .
B EL4T (Ackbar Abbas) i (%75 INMIAHEY) » FaF A IAE KT
BMAR TR [ MR ERE A7 EM R
IERT ~ ARRBNER ~ TOR)RBL) MFaEE - |0 R RIVER R
I R T > 5H5 5L S PR AR R A R 11 P A A PO > B2 BB
W MAT R <0 SRETIAAAE - B AN o
o7 B I R B LR A S R Z (M R AR S -

FESEERER

PRI S~ REIWOTIE S~ WA > R ERE G
H) « 05475 %% (Harry Harootunian) &8 4% 7% 43 JFF 5B f (historical
optic) M H W[ « © (JERFU) ST 407 B L ARl
B ABACR - FEAFEMEBF N IS o AHAEEE
A~ BUA AL - Bl AbAVEIERSEE) F (R
) PRET T ) A A~ 2 5E R T B s (Al DAra R
753 LT 2 B ARSE o (fRAndl) DU RRE L
MALEVIN > B [Jit] R THEBASOGEE . (BZ2HE
W) A [ ] R PREEREEE S ELA A I R )~ i A B b
FIHPT o Wl LIRSS 5 () - (K K& (KD
RIS &R 19894 [ R MM o 1a) AN IR B R L PRI -

ndrkg B9E B B Tiess] - SEBTE > Sukies)—ok
AR B AR I AAE IS 5t REIERE R > B AN AR R
FWy > AR aBK > HAE—H PR -

i T — B KR AR 69 BA4E R
Fri8 RUE MR A K 23] R AR

23



FWRAFE

B BEWMAGME - BH LN EED?

FHEWGE R s NG KNAEAT AR 1956 S iaE > nffg [ 1E
RN PR EEEZR | ATRESE [ AP RS ARE |
W [IEVPRSR T4 ] - B EMENH S WiAEEEALAR
rf N B AR B h S Bl e B M BLRG » 1TF i35 E = el e RmE
7| (durational present) » "' Al EARFESLFT B — B P o R T DLME
N E R FBGA T T - 5 2 SRR S B -

B B IRIZ R AE S - AES

RN T > FEHHR

B R T EEE . % A BUS

EEE LGS EEKRN I ZEN

RO

TSP 85T MBI - A AR H B T 19894 38 A T 3
T IR SRR o sk AT AUATIPA L 451 428 SRR 5 I3 Fr) B 8 > g Y
A IR B 5 B e BN B [ A B 0 i R I R ke > A
Ji 35 A B R T AR5 1 IR R AN AZ S - 3

P N Bl 2 BN E L) > ARV Hh il B R - A P
PERJEE S it > IS > AR > I RISGHAE R A
------ #3F i — AR

EI G BF R MAFRBGE
BREAdH > AEROEHEXES 5H
A NTRBEEE > BSSER MOEMRRN ) T > AR IZAL
NS [ 1) M6 FA L S IR RS o

EEE - HaRE AL

RIFHEAR [F3E] L TBHE) WRAIETE > b EHO T3
Al | B AEDFIE MR IOR o RIS WIS ) a0 REA
LABR I AC PR MR SR BOR 2 MRG0 o A IRk Bl v
RUETE - G RReERE) & (RURAR) > BUdH DB R

24



XA

N s BUBA > BAE TOR] > i Ae B — (3% 2B A2 i NS
k) BT AT BRAERE > S A R A A I o (AR I A
RO RN o AR AR S RE I T REA
s R AR AR R P > DUBR T2 B 5

F—E &KL AR

e E BB T

Ao m wE 3 69 68 K
BHA—RE Tk

AR A8 2 AT U AT

fRIE S 2 0 AR 09 F 3B RIGI Y

JRVEA IR FURF B - AERE IR 78k ) » A fl s sy e (RUEL
Ao RENELL TR M iR - el T3 AR
BRI R IR Rz > AR RUEA Bt -2 1A

BARATRB I & F
FHEEFFOFHLEEL

BR &R o ST IR 5 497
BERERZHBIE

FH R AT o Sy
RAEA] - RARBIEH IS I

RIGH H GRS S MOmglid » WELY BJ{5F5 - h7eik
PSSR S A3 1 AR € > I b B R ROR A o R IR TR IR
PR T ] A, WA K T B AR o bR EE
ANEE B > RSP > AR A &y [
R R IR B2 IS Ny SR 7 LR N S
AR 2 BB F AR o 12 BRI ) AR 1) R O - PR
(Gordon T. Osing) 7K :
FHAIHA - Rk MR LR KB - 0TS K

COEN L SN TECES SX S CET T T SV E
ARSI AN T B R

25



FWRAFE

RICHIFEAME > IERAF SR (Charles Baudelaire) (Z:2K[1)0%
B&) («Perte dauréole », 1869) AAr K T BEIFF A - AEHKIGHER)
CLARBT R T O ER o W ALEF ANAHER F1TEREE - [RIERDTIE IR 1
TR H AR > SR - BRICADGER I R TA e b > wTRAER > Al
AIPER > 3P AR N8R AR BEAN ~ WREIE

35 % SR AT ) G A TUAE AR T DG Iy 390 P SC B B 5 A i > & S
IR > 1 A BLSORCARVE VY ~ BERCR  IHR - BEESESE 5 A
BAAEIRR B NICTE ST L - RO H O AT a2 1 o
¥ EADER PR > EEM TR SRR AR o S ) B
VeI R AR ~ RIRE[RIG o T-RE4F LUZ - BUR 22006 %2 200741
Prrh B R AL M SR RS ERIA > ik [\ ] ROAEEE N B 4G i
W R A AR AR > DU R DR A7 B3 S A AP R SRR RC N - dg Lt
A RT3 DU A o e 2% S8 T AR Ak > AN O 1 A
ACHEGREN > 8 {18 AR B AL I % o A T R ST A B R 4
(RIS 2R o AdAM UL OR B AL 8 2 32 - S5 SCHHERT RS AUAE > [
Ry 22 BLOR B 11T 1 ) A drli DR A AR B R T H 2t K o kST
AR BUAL S I B A A R o S0 2 3R B A
R o RRPIADEE - W AEAVCRIEREED) ARZM AR
A o AETRFARTREE P & > WEBT AR T -

BRI ERE

PR o R A R W [ EBIEE] R
MR il (ZRUE) (BRI HST) o BMLAERF N A
SR A IR > A AEEE PR > B[R] SCA S EE o 98 B8 1 JEL
oo (HMMER) —5F o W@ B EPENER 0 KRR
IS LI SR A At CagfE B > 300 [ AN R SCAR IR BB

G KA TRRT

WE K R AR 69 AR B 4K

EHERASRGHFR?

F—HT > RGO AkET

26



XA

MG REOTE
LABAT R - R
SORAS S RMT RF %
B4 A 43 o B 49 5 25

aE B R > S R N IRy [] B ] (1) K58 1R A 8 - 3l 1 i B 22
BRI K > AT S FHEEE o s D b B S A )
SHETFE > WA REARERN > & EMEABRM ARG > [H
RE AR MR O ~ fTRE IS & - 16

ERTTHE) RRFFIEZ RN —H 5 FEATH A
A NAR G T e 3 v 388 v PR ] (1) 45 468

BAEHE—BTF A B

FHAKEGMA -

Bh R kB R
WM T AR LTS ~ B -S4
ST RE e da - KA IL A

WL A % AR A %

FE B 69 F 3AGE R B SR?

I ] B 23 o] o 7 e 5
KAV FH— 8RR A
R H A )
K i 38 AR A T

CBEZAUE) WS EHE - A /D il S8 BURT R AHE > SR BFE 1
5o B M o L AR MVR IR EE) A o FEHL T B
% 30 DA o YR v G B G A T ) s o BRAE 22 ) e L R A
JAS T ARSI o SEEFIRBERASIUN E S o DL S A A R ARG I AT
BRI > S NZEERIR I > P S An AT 7E — 8 v e MR F BR 5
H ALY o

75 B I3 0 SR

A — BTGB R

S i ds 1 85 & 89 2 HE
P K& A B0 Aok

27



FWRAFE

AR RE ARG K
& F 0 RAG R E T
A B BT R AEE EAR

[ A H A&7 ARG A | —5 NPT IR s 22 BB > Al
FRSEEE N o AEE R R TR ] AFHELERE KN
RO - JRAAT % IR R4 > RRIRIR « SFNETI (FEAT
) 5RO R H 3 NIRTERRAL I AEAT - 5T
NITE > e EHR R 5 - IR FHE IR S i TR A

%o ERRENTF

J& R B Ap T R AR A LA
AR % B B9 AT R 8
R RBREWAS L2

s AeAitl) o RIAT PR R T > I PR KA > A
Gl U E & BRI E A E - - RAFHENEL > b
THERAL B > AR TIES A S B INAE - + D15
LT QeAufln) BIORM MREAZRAES £2) > B MG
W SOOI

EEHEZEH  28E  LEAUE

ak GEZAE) 7 BATHREEE > ARTNRE MM W
SRR S SR b AT BTSRRI G 2 76 4 BRAL AN
BB > IS A 5 S SR B e s SO B A8 T i - JE I
EFRIR o WIRRAE 19904FARHITHITH: » J7ie 5 NSRRI SUE.
S W 2F G A o I L3 AR - Br T IKPURE AR I
REE > BEORAFBE - TAFEER > B OBZRAE#E) 1
[Oeif | BRE AT [958R ] — g 2 R OB R %
ISR ET N B AT U PN X (B e E Y 311
BOR BRI IS R B AMER S AT (RG] (& T3
RERG ORIl 4 > HA T8R4 — a4

28



XA

FUHELRF « PEHER]  (Walter Benjamin) MR HY - BHEERE 5 SUB 5%
JiR Sl AR o 17

5 [ i N BRI Ay ) A O DK T ) > o SR B Bt & A D R
o RS, ~ RIS H AR ~ 5 SO AR SR ) IR AR LA
i o RIAER BRI ERT ES © (3K~ RS UM ST B Ay
B NEACHI > RIBEWE A S A EE S . ]
BRI R P B R o AEARANEE PO BORIREA B TR R
B ARG FRIE - Wit AR TR [ Sofesad | > i
—IRAS R R S FE o GERE n) 2 T A AT B AU

o BB PARSWMA - BFAMEBE > KTHEBEA

e oiR » HE FoM  HIEBEkK > —fT—i70088

ARB B o BEGERN > BRI GHAHFRE e

H o ARATE R HRRAE o

i

VE#F B F AR > N TERARERTE ] > (B B2 Ry > Ji
VB WA BRI ) TRAR ] - 2 FHEE I SOA RG] JR S0 )
O ~ A~ DL AR 2 IR SERE > MBI AR o ) o SCERAE N
KIFRE T8 ]  EE B &y TRRRBRETD ] o K - a4
f}+ (David Damrosch) ZE41E CEEKFREIL S SCE) (What is World
Literature?, 2003) i > iEE AL > f8 B RIETHRE BLCA
Z TR AE BE) - AT SCER R A E SO A - 2 A (BER
Truk) R A Rk 1 o SO AR - A 0 A Il AR AR - KR
JEAEBIWRTE 5 R AR AT R AR A - DR B A SR N T R R G
JRC - 22

FHUIGHER ORI o 50 AL e AAE 0 e A e Ak 2l
AT~ HIBAM - ORJE) SoERAME - S L Al i i R AR
o AR Sy > ARl S AT IE o SR IR A SRR KM LA )
— L REN R > BRI AR S W E AR o PR T —
SRR AR B o BRI B IRA SR B ] DA RS - 48
B T RSN A B AR A I ke > ORI & E 47 5
1o RERMIRR o DUORRE K o B AR B IR DU R S )

29



FWRAFE

R AAT IR N SCEURT ~ HOE R B AR AR o RICHIMERTE >
o N BAL 052 1 o WD A T 3 A AR R B 25 K o AR M
MIZH ¥ BUE LA (REENT) ~ Bl (Bmes) ~ DL
PR GENGIH) R SRS o« FHESE RS » A
BLIER 25 i RER B RO ISR 5 0y > A7 W B A )R ROR g E 1
HERRAE > Bt -

TS AR > AR OR B DA A A Rl N AR s A > AR A
BT > SRR R - flan SR AR e > AL ESA
EmP RS > —2 Hesme) mes [RSmsRE o —k’

(IR REE) WRA) [EMEE | o 5 —f) K 2y like
birds disappearing in thin air” (" 300 FE [BRS AR TH K] )
B—H) 9% “storm clouds rolled” (T X H# [ HARER | ) o JEEH
TR ARG oI X B AR T A& > SRR AR S A W ) 2
Fb s o W AR SR T RERE s > BUAE B L PG i o (HIE R
I3 WY o J AT B S AE [RD Bk DA s B S I R A [ R A i 5 - ¥
A R A IR AN IR R RO AB AR I o i T A e IR A Mt ) SR
H o R LRRA -

(KJg) BEAFBEHRATE - BEHRAER > [RK—3%
v ] TEEERETEET | > AR R IR o TR AR AR T R AR
AR o 7 RO R T BB A AT ~ B N SBT A /L > G2 A LR
1 AEERIGEEE > R BRI AR o B9
af AR AR > IBL B DA, > AR MG A AL -

BRI PEEE » IIAZ I NERIER] o Wb B WAT R

It got to be magic, old clogs in Ladder Street, (¥ & A& F 8 A H 47)

my shadow and I scraping along, down, clacking back into the years,

(BFHTFAHRABRTBRA)

B ETE AT A ATY A

Right here in Ladder Street I almost lost them; (& AT K, F 19
ARBEAET)

I slipped out of my clogs and I slipped from the spell. (%k* 7 —# K
B—wfR#kkT)

30



XA

BRI TR magic (VL) ~ spell (JURE) » s B AR » ZEA N 5
43 MIEE st 5 AR 23 0 BEATT IR AX > W DA [ BEVE | DR BRI 26 i g

R R JRAE DT M o ARJEAEMBR A > RIS > — ) & )
AFAJSEET > KRB AR S AL W A5 2 1% © “T slipped out of
my clogs and I slipped from the spell” &) 1] #fi# 8 45 “I slipped out
of my clogs, I lost everything” » S8 I » {EJAEIATRE) FE—5) > &L
FERKREIA ([ UMEERR 2T 1) A RIBHAR R > (H5E
0 almost (38F) —F (“I almost lost them”) > [ 1 2)F
IR H WU o DR D S A 1Y A R A R o Al
B [ PR L SR I ~ AR 2R A PR BR o Ath PR A5 SRR AT T i
JRAE > AR R AR B R LA - Dt AT 2 R o
AP EEE S o AT QIR CEE o IR AR B A AR B SG BMEEE - W
R[5 RR 7S A R 1 S B ) R R SCAL 38 R I SO T I A AR T S A
ME o DRI SEAR N AR - BRSSO JRE 50 B I AR R AT
JEU I TR o 3 R AR O BB N

EHREARERR IS ARARNE S FREEAF - AR
TALS PRI IIE  BA DA AT FR— R o

B BRI (R AEVE AN I BN 2 B - R B SRS > BB R T I ST R
WE o R EAR - B OB AHE) i b BRs4Eais
IS —FRFERREEN - ER > R (R B E

MESE] -

BE | EREEMMENE T

Wil b2 i) miltz B RRY CERRBELE) Ak
BEEUE S (S C  35 AT 3 M SR G 2 T+ (1
AR AR B R IR A MR © A R4 1912
o RSB R R S - S B ST U o
Fo 20005 R Rk A R IS T DAL 3 e -

31



FWRAFE

KHEERAT A RS TR R RRE > B SCER B Bk % S A
KA o LR 19844F » KM Uk BURF 71 4 A Wk 10 a8 W 1B - 20124F >
SCER BRI B AT A TR 3O -

W RACHR M - B > R A~ PR R
HORG AT o 25 B S R A0 R A A0 R~ 3 U IR ) [P
My o GEFEEY T AT R > NG AE— BRSSO A ) A R AR > B
NAEFFHEE T REATE IR > AR TARSRE > G F IS
WL ENRR S > BURE P WNTE R % L - DA KARTE 15 45 5
B EERBIELGE NE T HE > g3 ENoR?

FENSTEAN 2 e et A 2R ) AR > T I R A ] o iR
B AR SR BV R R SRR > F ORI AR (R A~ A A1)
BITH ~ SR E R » S ETEE 5 > B & WA — & e AR5
POl R 58 > 2GR BRI SR AR > At v A ol A Bl T G -
T AT AR IR BB ] > IR E A AE /K AE L)

BRI FRAROBET

FARAGHEB LG TRk

A8 IR BRE R B84 5E

S TEE ~ SEUMRTAE ~ [T RE] B BIKKERE  —W
ZHH R SE IR N o B N AHCMIE R AT R B TR
N LU B S & ROR « T > SRR
Feom il R R > 2 A HAMIA L fimE R 2 E SRR E - &
MR FT IR © SO EEOR B H IR AT 28 SO > 4%
BT8R o k] A AR IR0 I 2 B A TR Bt A
i B R I SR SRR RS ~ AR~ AMBTOTE R SRAE AR 2R
WEEEARET 2 b BRIECAAL » BB A Sy 25 NIRRT
SEME S > wrfE DL EIE I A AERS o NBRT ) BAEGE > TR
R4

BENERENALTE

B AT 0 7 S FBIR A

AR Ty WA B T A8 1A AR

18 R A — IR AT L R fE B AL

32



XA

2 TR 8 B AL R i RIS
B IR AT 20k o KB A

18 B 1) 2 2R /\Eﬁﬁ'éﬂ%a{j&ﬂaﬁﬁﬂ/]mﬂ)ﬁk‘?%i %Tﬁﬂ%ﬁ
B« V4 (Roland Barthes) 2F | [f) L 2ZEEES » Ty Bl A 4k
E NS ERTNE ¥ 8 ARV EIE %?%/agﬁgﬁi%”%Zﬁﬁ?” e
[t HB AR ECE B fF 98 ] > FRAMBEAE [ RREAS AR
TE ] SO B R R AR IE R I IR T > AR E
THNREZ] > A FF— L TR R R [ 4% ]

IS5t

RSB F T B R B (JEH w58 : HKU 743110H) > ##
BEIGHE

iRz

L ARSCRHGE FORFH AR OBZ A PR IN9ES0 3 » 2830
H 7%y “New Ends in a City of Transition” °

2. K Paul de Man, “Literary History and Literary Modernity;,” Blindness and
Insight: Essays in the Rhetoric of Contemporary Criticism (Minneapolis,
Minn.: University of Minnesota Press, 1983), 157; Friedrich Nietzsche,
Untimely Meditations, trans. R. ]. Hollingdale (Cambridge: Cambridge
University Press, 1983) ©

3. 5L Rey Chow, “Things, Common/Places, Passages of the Port City: On
Hong Kong and Hong Kong Author Leung Ping-kwan,” Ethics after Idealism:
Theory-Culture-Ethnicity-Reading (Bloomington and Indianapolis: Indiana
University Press, 1998), 168-88 ©

4. A HESCS R BB A R AR B[SO iR A
—AF - [AIRYIEH Anthony Tatlow [1] Repression and Figuration from
Totem to Utopia (1990) » J Ackbar Abbas #wiH[¥] The Provocation of
Jean Baudrillard (1990) °

5. K Owen Barfields Poetic Diction: A Study in Meaning (Middletown:
Wesleyan University Press, 1973) ©

6. DAFRIREA TEEB IS & (DR 23R Er S - 18
W T S 2 SR 5 A AN v TR 1 5 1JCJ ’ ﬁ Poetic Diction, 178 ©

33



10.

11.

12.
13.
14.

15.

16.

17.

18.
19.
20.

FWRAFE

TS SCEATEOA RIS [ 2B ST | AR A
TR R > AR R T RERAT AR > —
i » 25 W (William Wordsworth)  FIERYZ > 5L “Preface to Lyrical
Ballads,” Poetry and Cultural Studies, ed. Maria Damon and Ira Livingston
(Urbana and Chicago: University of Illinois Press, 2009), 22 °

FLBT e L BT T o BURSRRE > (BRIEH) [R5 BB ——g B
W) o OBESREME) Fi > A& H61-76 -

= Rey Chow, “Things, Common/Places, Passages of the Port City,” 185-86 ©

£:2% Harry Harootunian, Historys Disquiet: Modernity, Cultural Practice,
and the Question of Everyday Life (New York: Columbia University Press,
2000) © WA [ S8 o)A HAS RS2 > a8 Ay [ HH RS U2l AR B
T Rl PR E R R - R R R AR RS
F54 o

5l Harootunian, History’s Disquiet, 55 » Harootunian f Peter Osborne
fEHT THF4E T ) (durational present) [ » FeIEHAE —HMW
HuEg > $REVHBIEY - 1627  Peter Osborne, The Politics of Time:
Modernity and Avant-garde (London: Verso, 1995) ©
SRR SRR VAT > A H197-226 -
SHRR RS FRIL B - AT H225 -

FEFR BSOSO > ReRE RS o I RO A« RSB A
19304 FACZE AR ~ B R R I S dr ik o A RSSO I ) 59
B ANGIARET > LRI M A A E > ANl > SIS AR
ZIETRI B R AT BB G A I SO KA 1 -

2% (HREBOCCRHCEE) (FBHEE AR ACRRBITTH O - &
WIS > B ECE [ A R AR > 20084F) ~ (FHEHS
M SCAG BT SO ) GRS ~ WriEs ~ Rl an - Bl i er i
fiC > 20095F) Jo (R BRAC—RRERW] © il N DURFIR) (B8R - B
AW - KA BAFAT IR A 7] A > 20114F) -
UEERAEALOR AR « AT 2 (Paul Willemen) SR ABLAb AR © 22
ERAIEEE - BAOZLRNT A SCIGR o A RBLAL SO T3
and o JRETRER] > DM BRSO T > BSOS A SIS
o 1 5. Looks and Frictions: Essays in Cultural Studies and Film Theory
(Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1994), 214 ©

i, Walter Benjamin, “The Task of the Translator,” Illuminations: Essays and
Reflections (New York: Schocken Books, 1968), 71 ©

SRR B R AT > AT H200 -
51 H20114:7 H8 H RSV MR A I FEES ik S af SRRIE B AL -
SHE AR A QBRI —— RS A - R H

34



21.
22.
23.
24.
25.

26.
27.

XA

W) AEH227-36 < FZICIRVIFERTY CUfatiR) (1993521 5%)
F50-61

I, David Damrosch, What is World Literature?, 295 ©

SRR R ) 1 RAR > AR 231-32 -
SRR SRR VAT > A5 H205 -

5449 E1 http://daaosys.hku.hk/hkutour/MainBuilding.action °

WA (A BURIEHINDY (1988) ~ RIS (BEFSZ ) (1998) ~ 4%
(> ) (2007) B JAASHERALE S -

S22 o] L2y B S P -

I, Roland Barthes, “The Eiffel Tower” A Barthes Reader, ed. and intro-

duced by Susan Sontag (New York: Hill and Wang, 1982), 240 -

35



R

FRET > RPRFCIE T A FHY
EhE BKARF > RAGENTH
BEGET—HAREET » ZHRK
o — 18 4 T 145 69 3% 5 > RIRIRE T4
Fol & o WA G SPIREE T LA AR

BAFERRL—IRAGKT > ARETF
Fhk o BREBRAER  WERSL
L BHALEEE . FHhE

PR CEGECR ORI A
TE AL BB AL s BFHA

FEECRBARKLE  £HTHERRY
KRB RBRRANGFT » AT
F—RKLE S &% TR LB E ARk
R RS AR A AR Rk
RS F B IBIL > T Fmho FTHR 4%

REARA G > R fp AL & T38
X sA R > IFR E B AIFE R B
TFAR TR BR 4k S MR AR AT 09
FHABBA L RAE S A
it % RS H > IR B Mk

100

1986



Images of Hong Kong

Stainings

The tea is bitter; I remove the bag casually

to the napkin by my cup, and soon enough find its white field, too,
staining steadily as a browning edge of leaf, spreading

like the inevitable twilight, like an awareness of music,

like the lamp light that is drowning in the known winter outside.

A blank page gets ruined like this, soon as words are put down
and sealed, pressed into layers, or torn carefully

into shapes fragmentary and suggestive. Or say a letter does
pass through winding alleys to a secret address, where the words
are reversed in a painter’s mirror, in the shadow of a dance

that is the silhouette of flowers on a peeling wall.

Delivered so, they are no longer the same words; they drift

on an expanse of water, held in the surges and ripples of waves.
Like a note in a bottle, my words are found and unraveled
right in front of my eyes and I'm all but undone.

You stare out, then down, recalling—what?

When you look up at me, your eyes both laugh and cry.

You haven't seen between my lines but read easily the bitterness in the tea.
Hands on the wheel and looking straight ahead in the mirror,

you take the past born between us and in silence drive off.

1986
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Both Sides of the Wall

The Wind’s Story

— in memory of Joris Ivens

This boy who grew up around windmills
vowed someday hed see China; once again
at ninety, white-haired, in the Gobi,

in “the roof of the world,” he waited.

The winds of his youth carried his camera here

to get this nation’s stormy beginnings;

a mere lifetime later storms filled his face again,

filled an old man’s asthmatic breathing in an asthmatic land.

How freshened were his camera and the ancient hills.

How renewed the rivers of rice waving over the flow of the land!
Now the functionaries in the provinces raise roadblocks,

and the camera is forbidden to capture the people’s arts.

Shaken, prevented, manhandled is the camera’s field
where a child grabs on a pulsing old man’s wrists.

The camera catches the hectic market scene,

and the breathing that takes their centipede kite sky-high.

You're gone but your breath is with us still,

a gi that joins us one river of living.

I see your silver head arm in arm with our mountains,
waiting for earth’s breathing to harvest the rotting leaves.
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Things

Pomegranate

Glistening reds —
one, two—countless,
perfectly round,

breaking open to the air.
How lovely

spilling

one’s Sorrow.

Pomegranate’s pretty, reddened face
a mouthful —

the flesh shows the wound.
Behind the delicate skin?
See the rich red inside,
the glistening red.

What? Sorrow’s seeds?

Pomegranate’s soft face
seeps casual blood.

Out in the river a fish swirls;
smoke curls in the March morning branches;
the leaves steadily alter in color.

In twilight a whole sky-full of rosy clouds
descends softly and embraces you.

Pomegranate,
with the sweetest of faces
and the tenderest of hearts,

how to unclose you and not hurt you?

One, two—countless.

Where all you've been

broken open to the air.
Time eats you either way.
Every time you are revealed
you are split open the same way,

to be got at

your hidden core.
One, two—countless.

Where all you've been,
all the pain of the human world
glistening like jewels
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Things

shining in lamplight,
broken open yet again,
spilling beyond the edge of moonlight.

Passing from season to season without a sound,
storing up sweetness in fact
inside skins grown tight
to keep out the dust and thistles and thorns,
you demur,
avoid,
hide

your circular needs, my pomegranate.
Our human world is not always friendly.
Let me wipe away the dust
and release your

deep, hidden grief.
I understand your glistening;

where you hide in bitterness
I look for the incredibly sweet.

What in the world have you been through
that makes your heart hide such red tears?

The world goes on turning.
That fish swims through trash;
most flowers end up tossed in the dust.
Does all this make one bitter?
A lot of this world’s fruit
ends up in cans in back alleys
utterly wasted.

Among the shadows and the trash
stray cats thieve and wail all night,

all of it rotting.
Is it for this you close yourself off
in a world that is crooked at the core,
sensing too much, everything
gradually giving up the soft contour,
distrusting even the touch of birds and butterflies,
regarding even the gentle rains
as acid?

Please don't be afraid also of these hands;

don’t hate the knife, the fruit tray, the random arrangement.
One can't live shaded in oneself forever either,

all tangled-up in knots of melancholy.
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Things

My shadow is not the terrible giant of my lamp.
My hands are not shaking with malice
to terrorize you.

Pomegranate, dear pretty, pink face,
smile,

open your heart;
everything that comes and goes
under the sun
has its own fresh smell.

A fish swims in the mists;
the willow, bowed to the earth, scrapes the dock.

People wash their clothes in the river
and smoke rises as usual from kitchen chimneys.

Again, a young girl steps into the Spring god’s footprint
and gives birth to all the urges of Spring.

Crimson shadow,
come out into the sun.
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Journeys

Morning in a Foreign Land

Clouds rolling like waves toward me, summoning

at every moment whole changes in the depth of the sky,
erase the reds and pinks and mauves of dawn —

clouds flailing dark arms, too,

laboring to change heaven and earth,

as if to call out into the open fears secure in gloom,
revealed as merely a silent debate of languages.

This scene blurs into gray, things lose their shapes

as the front moves in to cancel what’s out there on the edges.
Is this, too, violence? Mercy? Fear or consolation?

In a heart made desolate white snakes of lightening

jump from some on-high into the abyss of earth.

The same colorless color is everywhere,

all a bruise, one doesn’t know a native from a foreign land.
In my room we Chinese all gather from all over

but our former life’s language, spoken, has altered meanings.

Changeable weather has cancelled

the new age we all created only yesterday.

How shall we proceed with today’s stories?

Nothing’s the same; the center people brought from mainland
has joined everything else in the periphery, some heavy luggage
having become inexplicably light, that old life

fragmented, mingling now with accents and dialects

circling some Babel suddenly there in the mist.

I wake to find heaven and earth indeed changed.

In my half-living in the mists the gone ones speak

and return to mist. I think of the ones we know

scattered about in the world, enduring storms.

A broken-off aftermath of words lingers at the edge of the mouth,
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.

July 1991, Chicago
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