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Images of Hong Kong

Images of Hong Kong

I need a new angle

for strictly visual matters.

Here’s an old portrait shot originally

in Guangguang Studio in Nathan Road;

They don't paint on them like this any more.

For no reason of mine, Midlevels scenes are on the television.

Shed come from unforgettable Shanghai, from glamorous

Jaffe Road, with its White Russian coffee shops, violins

playing into the night. How does it add up?

A bottle of lotion, Two Sisters, smashed forever on the floor.

Imagine the old venders throwing olives up into a postmodern tower.

Even the lady who knows only we're all different has a point.

Here’s a man who studied anarchism in France afid came home

to work for “Playboy,” then “Capital”

The tiniest angles divide our views of the moon

when we look up. The Star Ferry clock-tower,

sunsets in Aberdeen: too familiar. Only now somebody plans to redo
everything. Queen’s Cafe. China Club.

One has only to push buttons to change pictures

to get in on so many trends one can’t even think,

too much trivia and so many places and stories

one can't switch identities fast enough. When can we—?

And here’s the Beijing journalist who became

an expert on pets and pornography under capitalism.

When can we just sit down and talk?

Our attentions get lost in factories of images and songs;

appetites are whetted in the hungers of the tiny screen.

Reach out and touch—what?

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?

Here’s another from Taiwan, who thinks

she’s Eileen Chang writing Hong Kong romances, with neon

dancing in the back-churning waters of the Star Ferry, on the old depot,

with Repulse Bay Hotel rendezvous produced on cue.

All this exotic stuff, of course, is for export.

We need a fresh angle,

nothing added, nothing taken away,

always at the edge of things and between places.

Write with a different color for each voice;

OK, but how trivial can you get?

Could a whole history have been concocted like this?
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