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Autumn So1g
- PETER (HO CHEUNG) LEE

"Some tea for you, John2"
Uncle smiles, and watches the movement.

Aunt Sau-ling giggles throughout with
wives of others in the fleeting evening.
Her laughter a namrative between time zones.

Banquets are still
my current childhood.

Poh-Poh.
She lives to see much of the future.
Noise and nuisance and all.

It comes like rain,

when the fire-cracker blasting from the
green files gets trapped in my skull.
Wrinkled hands in overlapping circles.

Three guests away,

| would not recall Aunt Choi-har if not for her
nailpainting with henna petals.

Her mother had asked this school girl to wait
for the red to blossom.

And there is the old crystal tune after the
viscous shark’s fin soup.

The elder in ecstasy, and hopes this never ends.
Our sheer presence is easily her best gift

and triumph.

Down the lane somewhere,

a young fellow at the round table tickles
himself with an arbitrary imagination

g5

over a weathered man in black suit,

for his misty past that shaped him into

the being appears in another long-waited
Jamboree for the next elder.

Is he, then, an overseas uncle,

a fragment of a child’s recollection, or simply
a ghostly gaunt guest?

And | leave with the girl before closure.
Another October.



