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A Petal of Spring

Drift onto your palm,

most beautiful petal of spring
Time plays a riddle with roses.
Language of both speaks to God

The storm rests itself, murmurs from nowhere:
rest my body on the land of dying roses

Drift into your eyes,

most beautiful petal of spring

Without understand of the storm
petals desire a casket of crystal
And to give the Spring

a funeral.

2010.7.19.

HEMERBEROFR (RENTBET ) RAEMEETANMN K - 2 HERHAZ Honor » §
HREHAHDHE  AUHF > BREEEMHT  HFH—EEEAERNBAERE 3 - &
RAAEZZW—HY KA HEME  REBFWERNE - BAKEEEE > HleE
I - R —EEEY  EERERGBR LBERAERNEELF -

10| & # | Voice & Verse



Winter Sleep
by mE

—in memory of Liang Xiaoman

For three days straight, through tunnels through dreams,
waking up to bare trees under my balcony, barely anything to eat,
I had glimpses of my past life, that I was a carpenter,

a recluse living in a mountain cabin, in which all furniture
was made of black walnut, and cloud skeletons

lay mostly quiet, except for when the air was damp

and smelled of sour milk, and my sense of reality tenuous:
though lights poured in, it felt like working through a long night
to the sound of drizzle on tin. All my life I never felt

at ease, not even in the Oxford winters, when dusk proceeded
right after noon, bike racing through Queen’s Lane,
browsing on Broad Street, fake snow in shop windows,
something personal about the cold, the whisky burning

in my stomach. I went to get wine from the Waitrose

at Paddington Station once. I booked my flight a day late
and went to see my girlfriend off at Heathrow

and took the train back. The woman at the counter checked
my identification and said, “Youre just my son’s age.

He’s in Spain. He goes out too much.” She flicked her hair
over her shoulder and looked at the platforms, where each train
departs from someone’s need to be alone. It was the most
intoxicating wine I ever had, and I felt it afterward

on my intercontinental flight, the humming, the delirium,
the childhood fantasy of running away, and an idea

kept cropping up in my mind, that a spaceship represents

two things: the feeling of being protected, and the possibility
of escape. I read my friend’s obit yesterday, and I knew

in a few hours people would begin to say all the words

people say in these moments, but everything we do now

we do for the living. The darting river seemed calmer

from the distance, and the bare trees swung gently

despite strong winds, and between branches, I could see

cars rushing through a white bridge.
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A New Line of Poetry: The Liang Xiaoman Special Feature

I Was Born into Cantonese

Liang Xiaoman Translated by Tammy Lai-Ming Ho

A the turn of the Renyin year,’ my mother caught
t a chill, and her old stomach ailment returned,
more severe than ever. Two months of conservative treat-
ment brought no relief; at last, surgery was decided upon,
and she entered the Municipal People’s Hospital—what
in childhood we called simply the Inpatient Department.
(Her recovery after the operation was excellent.) During
that time, I went often in and out of the hospital’s surgi-
cal wing, and when my errands were done, I would linger
before the eighth-floor window, to take in the view that
stretched around me.

In the direction of Muk Tau Lung, towers rise, their
glass facades reflecting the sunset glow. The retreating
light is spellbinding; even the sky takes on a subtle, shift-
ing expression. A thought keeps circling back, insistent
as a refrain: this is the place of my birth. Forty-nine years
ago, in the maternity ward of the same hospital, my moth-
er bestowed life upon me and carried me into the world.

Outside the hospital stands the city I have never left
since the day of my birth. Half a century I have lived
with it, half a century watching it shift with bewildering
speed, which still startles me. Human will, tireless, com-
pels time forward. According to Calvino’s perception of
time, I was born in the city’s “negative time.” Back then it
was called Bao'an County, my mother says. Pregnant with
me, she followed my father, reassigned here for work. “It
was no bigger than a palm,” she remembers. The county’s
offices were gathered close around what is now Nanhu
Street. East of Dongmen Road was desolation, west of
Caiwuwei? the same. That is how it imprinted itself on
my childhood. Not long after I began primary school, one
afternoon I waited to be collected, but no one from my
family came. One by one my classmates drifted away until
the yard was empty. Fear rose in me, and I set out alone.

1 Translator’s note: This is the year 2022 in Chinese cyclical calendar.

But I took the wrong gate. At once I was on Dongmen
Middle Road. To my young eyes, nothing looked familiar.
The roadway was bare, the surroundings vacant. Terrified,
I walked on weeping.

My father was posted by the provincial personnel office
to Bao’an County. At first, with no dwelling yet assigned,
we lived in the county guesthouse. He reported first to
the county government (its old seat stood roughly behind
the Diwang Tower,® where the city’s Public Security Bu-
reau now rises), and only afterward to his own unit. My
mother was very young then, coming from an island—her
birthplace—into another stretch of coast. “In those days,
Shenzhen was only a fishing village” (as the saying goes).
Small as it was, it held the whole of my life, save for one
breaking out that cast light across my childhood—*“this
dark house” (from my poem “Childhood”).

The sea—so dazzling. I may have been three or four,
one summer afternoon, when I woke from sleep and my
mother hurried me onto the bus. The journey was very
long; we rode for what seemed forever before arriving. As
soon as we stepped down, we were in a place wholly un-
known: the pier, the fishermen, the sunlight so fierece it
left me dazed, unable to keep my eyes open, the market
in a clutter of din and disorder... And then—the sea: a
memory awashed in light. All else has seeped and faded,
but the scent endures, sharp and unforgotten—the briny,
swelling sea, her dense breath enfolding me, never to de-
part.

My mother, young then, sincere and ardent with peo-
ple, was well liked by all. If someone from her unit drove
to Nantou to buy sea fish, they would call to her, and she
would not forget to bring her daughter along. So it was
that I came to my first impression of the sea. Yet I am
troubled by doubt: where was my younger brother, two

2 Translator’s note: Caiwuwei % 2 [ was the largest village in the area of Bao'an County. It has become the centre of Shenzhen city since the 1980s.

3 Translator’s note: Another name for this building is Dynasty Building. It was the tallest building in Asia when it was completed in March 1996.
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History does not repeat by itself
by Willow Sommer

My grandfather naps each afternoon
he’s holding the news reviewing the world
from safe in his sunroom

You might call his statements elderly, confused,;
today all he could articulate
when mentioning the news:

Have you seen the photos?
of Gaza, he said,
it looks just like Ulm.

encased in glass

where light bursts shimmering through
but doesn’t break;

he’s defied his own fate

In Ulm 1945, I was six years of age,
he tells me again, as his eyes turn away:

sifting through rubble as children we played
hunting cigarette butts to trade

with Ami soldiers whod come to save

our city; their ruins—

and only the church tower remained

like an offering to the sky

don'’t flatten me with your planes.

sk

Sparse tourists and their selfies
roaming on crushed snow
fallen over nameless soldiers
and their frozen bones below.

We were so sure we'd learned,
we'd even carved it into stone.

Deep under the ground,
at least they certainly know
the ones whose bones aren’t buried alone.

Voice & Verse Special Feature: “Reparation”

Unnamed soldier,
up on your throne
accompanied only
by a forgotten red rose,

And somewhere as blood spreads
blooming, that rose stains the snow,

red rage for the first time
pricks under my skin,

like a thorn, raw and bold:
I will learn from my kin.

sekesk

Open their veins shout from our throats
Invisible; screaming
We're all just ghosts.

The pain comes through the letters curve
Calligraphic around their words

The beat, the drum;

The spoons and sticks

The power comes from the Arabic
Vibrating warm, lips pull filter smoke
Green eyes sharp and damp fluffy coats

Rolling r and rasping g
Gaza, gaza will be free

They chant, we repeat
The relentless refrain:

Just another wall, bombs yet again—

If we listen, we'd learn,
That curse of history:

As blood still flows from river to sea,

No one, no one
will be free.
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Voice & Verse Special Feature: “Reparation”

Trans formational

by JM Zorrilla

After the Conclave, After the Autopsy, After the Revision

From Joseph Ratzinger to Pope Benedict XVI
From Jorge Mario Bergoglio to Pope Francis
From Robert Francis Prevost to Pope Leo XIV

From [IEGNGNINININNE to Ms. Angie Mead King
From I to Mr. Jake Zyrus
From IIEGININININNNE to Ms. Geraldine Roman

It is normal to transform a name. To transform a name is to affirm the new life. A transfiguration.

From NG to Ms. Mary Jo Afonuevo to “Deceased 55-year-old male”
From EGNNNNEE to Mr. Ebeng Mayor to “Deceased 21-year-old female”
From | GG to Ms. Jessa Remiendo to “Deceased 29-year-old male”

It is normal to transform a name. To transform a name is to affirm the new life. A transfiguration. But it is abnormal to
transform their new life into a dead name.

From God to Jesus to Jesus Christ
to Savior of the World (oo)

From Saul the Killer to Paul the Apostle to “Deceased 65-year-old male”
to Saint Paul — The Pauline Epistles (AD 48-AD 67)

From [N o Ms. Jennifer Laude to  “Deceased 26-year-old male”
to #JunkVFA — Call Her Ganda (2018)

From | o Ms. Heart Chavez to  “Deceased 26-year-old male”
to #StopTheKillings — Some People Need Killing (2023)

From |G © V5. Dee Supelanas to  “Deceased 26-year-old male”
to #LongLiveKabankalan7 — [ J( )

It is normal to transform a name. To transform a name is to affirm the new life. A transfiguration. But it is abnormal to
transform their new life into a dead name. So, the only way forward is for us to trans. From birth, names, bodies, laws,
religions, existence, up until death, we must trans. Transgress. Transfigure. Transcend. We trans mourning into memory,
memory into media, media into moments, and moments into a movement. A movement of breaths that breathe
resurrection and fights that fight for living, which ultimately trans forms lives

From trans to trans to trans
to you.
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