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THREE EXCERPTS FROM The Mental Life of Cities
i

No one sees the mental life of cities.

No one denies it is there.

It is darkness on the streets.
It is impulsive as pigeons.

I am a camera
hunting for metaphors.

REHF
1% 4 3) 5 o

There are eyes from opposite buildings
peering at other windows.

There are eyes flickering with uniformity,
looking at different TV screens.

This poem must be logical like numbers above lift
doors.

It must be urgent like rush-hour morning trains.

My pen traces impulses of buildings.
I am darkness on the streets.

iii.
Evenings flicker, a million times

on a million television screens
with Jackie Chan.
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I am learning to walk
through unwashed streets
with memories of flu in the neighbourhood.

EFE > ARG s -

Our lives are different under a strange democracy
of rats, for street protests are possible
when politicians cough over the latest crisis.

Is this my city?
EARG > RAGHEMN -

Is an economy of rats possible
or do we need casinos?

Those metal domes

phallic in the skyline, those shiny aspiring
skyscrapers

in Hong Kong, Singapore, Macau.

These are cities I cherish:

the new blueprints with old drafts of buildings,
that spurt of concrete of twelve storeys, a spit of
land

for trees, shrubs and barbecue pits.

EFE > ARG s -

We have imagined ourselves:
we live like rats, our appetites bite and bite.

Vil.
This island of a city is pure invention,

with official languages like flowers
fraying at the edges:
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there are no words
for disobedience, decay, disenchantment.

RS R AR REE
FAERTE o

This island of a city is pure invention;
we live in flats, neat and compliant

like tombstones:

a book-length study of poetry

is titled Responsibility and Commitment.

They don’t teach Leaves of Grass, ¥, Howl:
R FEIRARAE R IR >

RAEREE ©

Where are the books that read our nights and days?

HBTE > ARRFEWRRARELREE -
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WAWA
two poems

MOTHER AND STONE
L.

The stone boy whispers
Along the river

Life follows

(So they say)

Mother is hungry
Crossing the river
Stones roll to her feet
(So they say)

She swallows the stones
Lilacs bloom

From her mouth
Lilacs bloom

From her mouth

(So they say)

The cure has come
Stone Boy stands
Covered in birds

(So they say)

Heaven and earth
Get his tongue

Get his tongue

(So they say)

iL.

The water comes to her
From the end of water
As she crows

As she crows

The dead

Won’t give in
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The dead

Won’t give in

The stone boy kneels
Under the sun

Stones fall as rain
Lick her into fire

(So they speak)

Lick her into fire

(So they speak)

When the stones burn
Mother will gently
Swallow all as one
Look up, Stone Boy
Ten moons have risen
So she crows

So she crows

iil.

When she changes
A mountain changes
A stone descends
She takes over a leaf
She takes over a leaf
All bark is hers
Never will she shed
Her face

Pierced in leaves
Her face

Pierced in leaves
Water ripples

A flower opens
Mother will fall

At the extremest
She roars

She roars

Her mouth opens
Stems creep forward
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To eat herself
To eat herself

Vi.

The good one
Germinates

The good one
Germinates

She swallows

Her own sand

A crow takes off
From her face
Mother then sprouts
Mother then sprouts
Every grain of soil
Can feel the pain
Four of her bloomed
Over the world
Entangled in daylight
Save all of her (So they say)
Save all of her (So they say)
The world doubled
Chokeberries voided
Stone Boy

Perches on every tree
Staring at her

Staring at her

V.

He comes

Crossing the spring
Stones follow
Trickle from the sky
Trickle from the sky
The grass

Owes him a look
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(So they say)

The grass

Owes him a look
(So they say)

If his eyes can see
Fruits won’t ripen
April won’t come
The felled stones
Won’t remember
How to fly

The stone boy
Bent on one knee
By a raven

The sky yellows
Let him go

Let him go
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drawing #102

obsessed overcast

cocooning mold

inked cocoons layered cocoons
gray 38

falling falling
leaking
gray 20 sky’s falling
gray 26 48
gray 45 black
gray 33 to 59 #545454 to #96969%6

black mounts to invisibility
one black tree
excessively

one road to no place

severed
way for ceasing

for discontinuing

I wake up on the road
under thick moldy fog
staring patil a thing might fall

I'm almost dead when it
finally comes through the fog

How delighted I am
when stones fall on my face
T am yours now

From Anna and Anna (Finishing line Press, 2018)
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