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Flying into Hong Kong

The interminable western Pacific night 

finally punctured by a yellow spec

then more 

by Macao, 

Hong Kong 

and the coastal island lights

The yellow glow 

of low voltage and low wattage lights

differs from the stark white 

or the peach colored halogen lights

of the Western world.

More lights appear as we begin

the approach to Kai Tak airport

diving into a mass of fireflies.

Diving. 

Diving.

Then ships' masts begin zipping past.

 just before we gently touch contested earth

I look into a living room flying past

with the TV on 

two old people sitting on a sofa.

Should I say hello or excuse me?

*****

Full Moon

A full moon and setting sun

The red and orange of sunset

contrast the pastel gold of moonrise

like chrome and pewter.

I have watched five hundred risings of the moon


-floating over sparse spruce and aspen forests


and cranberry bogs of the arctic;


-surfacing from long tranquil fetches of ocean  


or leaping over waves crashing on coral reefs;


-swinging out of steamy jungle green 


in the sudden tropical night;


-eerily lighting the ruins of a hundred 




dead or dying civilizations;


-moon washing maize and squash patches, 


 Montane valleys and desert vistas;


-from aircraft where rising and setting of the sun
 
or the moon can be played like a yo-yo; 


-peeking through breaks in storm clouds.

The best and most exciting full moons 

have been and will be

in your company.

*****

AUTUMN MOONLIGHT

Hills


 and valleys

 
    in     the      ivory 

a   u   t   u   m   n


          moonlight

                     An 

                        owl call

               Beckons wandering souls

                                                     Hills

                                                  to ponder

                                            in a cool breeze 

A valley      of ethereal shade

invites      exploration

Inviting          scents 

        abide        in  the 

         autumn       air

Cast caution to the wind 
and claim the wonders of the night

*****

Autumn Renku

Unfortunate man.

In such a hurry that he

will drink first steeped tea.

While the kettle boils and steams

time to rest, relax, reflect.

Kung fu cha is strong.

Made outside on open fire,

heady odor wafts.

Tea jar, teapot, all I need-

art, utility, and friends.

Sun sinking, sky orange.

Martins sing chee cha chee chee

Water boils for us

Teahouse on a pond, frogs sing,

poems, warm fire, sounds of night.

Thunder in the night.

Mist swirls as morning birds wake

Hot tea and yogurt

Tai chi in the still wet grass

Sun and hours of toil until dusk.  

*****                                                                        
Demise of the Monkey, 

Night of no Moon

One One day 4649

The golden sun-orb

descends deliberately

towards a lucky red horizon

on a clear, cool evening.

No moon precedes of follows the sun

pursued by the Eastern dragon of night.

So dies the Year of the Monkey

and begins a night of no moon.

The dawn breaks red, 

then orange.

the mother hen sun

with the noon under its wing

cracks the vault of heaven.

With a faint "ert, ert" of a young cock

the Year of the Rooster begins.

Auspicious signs for the new year.

*****

DIM SUM

Dim Sum means "light snack" usually 

accompanied by Yum Cha or tea and talk.

At the Sam Pan Garden Dim Sum

begin with shrimp dumpling (Har Gau)

and spareribs (Pai Kwat)

and black dragon tea

steamed dumpling 


with a thousand year egg (Cha Siu Bau)

chrysanthemum buns 


with many fillings

adventurous dishes 


like steamed duck feet

steamer baskets with wondrous smells

Jasmine tea.

Glutinous congees with raw fish or taro

salted Ba-Jen congee with sea cucumbers

Indian tea

Deserts like La Ba, congee of fruit

Mi Kao, the sweet rice cakes

Ba Bao rice

fried bananas with honey or dragon eyes

Rare white tea

Dim Sum

Dim Sum

Dim Sum

*****

First Hours of Fall

Sitting beside you

on an afternoon in early fall

evoked memories

of sitting beside you

on pleasant afternoons in spring

and of missing you all summer

when you sat beside another.

What a long miserable summer it was.

Fall afternoons

brought you back.

Where will we be 

when winter winds 

begin to sigh?

Where will we spend our winter? 

*****

Polluted night Renku 

The moon on high is

a white silver disc in jet

the moon is red brass

when air pollution sting my

eyes and irritates my lungs

*****

The White Bat

Plums had set on the old gnarled tree

when a hoary white bat 

found us, circled us

and gave us a thousand years.

Many plums have ripened.

Our time is held in 

a polished ironwood box

carved with a peach

and bats on the four corners.

The box rests on a table 

between our chairs.

Take my hand.

I will keep you as warm

as our old kung

until the owl cries in the night. 

*****

Hong Kong Chestnuts, 1979

A walk down Nathan Street at dawn 

with my wife and son 

past Kowloon Park.

No one is in sight 

except a chestnut vendor a block away

warming his hands as chestnuts begin to roast.

No one else is out in the cool white dawn.

The chestnut man eyes us warily

and greets us in English 

with a Shanghai accent.

I show off, reply in Mandarin 

and warm my hands.

Then I purchase a bag of hot chestnuts

and put one hot nut 

in each of my son's jacket pockets. 

The old man grins and wishes us well.

*****

Nathan Street II, Hong Kong, 1979

A walk down Nathan Street at dawn is a private walk

I cross Nathan Street and look in the windows at solid gold statues 

Buddha, Kwan Lin, Li Po the drunken poet.

A binjo man comes out of a side street

with two large plastic jugs of urine

collected from other white plastic jugs

sitting on the sidewalk

hugging the wall connected by tubing 

to second-floor living quarters.

He scurries along Nathan Street

not taking time to look at the gold.

A small jewelry store opens for the day.

The proprietor invites me in for tea.

We share his tea and my chestnuts.

I buy a cheap pair of Taiwan jade earrings for half price 

Because, as first customer of the day,

I must buy something 

to bring him good luck for the day.

I wish him luck and head for the Star ferry landing.

*****

THE WALK

Mid afternoon on a fine fall day

Overcast and humid after a quick shower

Footfalls muffled by damp leaves

A jay screams in the distance 

An acorn falls shattering the heavy stillness

We walk not speaking

Holding hands where the path is wide enough

To a log on the edge of a clearing

Sitting and watching small birds flit

Through the changing and thinning leaves

Holding hands

Memorizing worn knuckles

And scarred fingers

Warts and bluish veins

Until we agree its time to return

Up the silent path through the half light

*****

Going to Hong Kong Central

South on Nathan Road

passing Kowloon Park

with old folks doing Tai Chi

and trimming the flowerbeds

Right on Salisbury Rd

towards the old Clock Tower,

the last reminder of 

the old Kowloon-Canton Railway Station

to the Star Ferry terminal.

A green and white ferry, Twinkling Star,

has just arrived.

HK60c to join the lower deck

second class crowd 

for an eight minute ride 

from Tsimshatsui to 

Hong Kong Island Central District. 

***

Lascar Row or Cat Street, 

Hong Kong

Just off Hollywood Road 

is Cat Street where, 

shoulder to shoulder with the crowd,

we wandered the flea market fair.

My son spotted a bright red jacket

which he wanted to try on real bad.

The old woman handed him a blue one

but my son insisted on the red.

In broken English she explained 

Red was the color for a girl.

She would not sell a red jacket to a boy 

and allow him to be subject to ridicule.

In a world of the poor, 

a principled merchant.

*****

Charles at Tiger Balm Garden


On the tour of Hong Kong Island one of our stops was Tiger Balm Garden.  My wife and 8-year-old son, Charles, and I had fifteen minutes to look around this unique garden of painted concrete and plaster castles, pagodas, mythological figures, monsters  and dragons and the Hew Par mansion.  The three hectare garden was built by Aw Boon Haw famous for Tiger Balm salve.  It is formally known as the Aw Boon Haw Garden at a cost of HK$16 million in 1935.  Some call it the Chinese Disneyland.

 
While the tour guide was giving his talk Charles took off looking on his own.  At the end of the scheduled time we looked for Charles and called his name with no answer.  The tour guide was upset and wanted to leave so we stayed to find our wandering son.
I went through the whole park calling.  
Some other tourist said they would help but when the heard Charles was 8, blond and blue–eyed they told my wife that they had heard of little boys being kidnapped.  This upset my wife.


My wife was ready to call the police when Charles  came out of hiding and hollered “Boo”.   He had not been ready to go in fifteen minutes so he hid and watched the panic.


We stayed in the park another half hour because he wanted to show us some real neat things he had found.   A taxi  took us to Food Street for lunch.  We spent the afternoon looking around Causeway Bay and Wanchai.  


Night way falling when we took the Star Ferry from Wanchai to Kowloon.  Charles was tired and missed the city lights and harbor traffic.

*****

Walk Through a Street Market

Along a sidewalk and alley stalls

Baskets with crabs tied with grass

fresh clams, snails, prawns

Beche-de-Mer, octopus, squid.

Cages of ducks and pigeons

live dogs, civitcats, and 

snakes of a dozen kinds. 

Like a specialized zoo.

Containers or aquariums and bags with fish

I had never seen outside of a textbook.

In windows hang smoked ducks and 

pieces of fresh and smoked meat, 

congee and medicinal soups.

Food is cheap but not living space

*****

Victoria Peak

We found the Victoria Peak tram station 

on Garden Road .

The three-hour coolie-operated sedan chairs

were replaced in 1888 

with a tram that took 8 minutes

to Peak Tower with its 


souvenir shops, 


restaurant, 


post office and 


viewing deck.

The ride was from a James Bond movie

past prestigious homes and tropical vegetation.

From the top we could see 


islands of the South China Sea,


and the New  Territories.

Time rules and we took the tram back down.  

If time could be slowed there was:


the walk up Mount Austin Road;


Victoria Peak Gardens; 


Pok Fu Lam Country Park.  

So much to see and so few lifetimes. 

*****

Long March Tea House

This was years back

when the Kuo Ming Tang

chased Mao on his Long March

Early morning in a small village in Schezuan

several KMT soldiers 

came into a mountain tea house

on a cold, cold morning.

They warily eyed the other customers 

in the small dark building in the mountains

and drank from house supplied cups.

Some other customers had their own cups 

and looked like woodcutters and farmers.

They spoke different dialects in their groups.

finishing tea and hands warm they all 

bowed to each other and exited the tea house

each group in a different direction. 

Each group quickly disappeared into the woods.

An hour later the shooting began again.

*****

