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Venue: National Dong Hwa University, No. 1, Sec. 2, Da Hsueh Rd.,
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Details

12:50-13:00 Reception

13:00-13:15  Welcoming Address-- Ms. Rung-Mu Lin

Sessionl: Writing Experience and Poetic Theory /

13:15-13:45 . . )

Philosophy Sharing—Ms. Bernice Chauly

Session 2: Poetry reading & Discussion-- Ms. Bernice
13:45-14:20  Chauly, Prof. Bao-Yun Zhang and Ms.

Rung-Mu Lin

Session 3: Experiences as a Festival Director and an
14:20-14:40

Artist-in-Residence-- Ms. Bernice Chauly

14:40-14:55  Open Discussion

14;55-15:00  Closing Remarks-- Ms. Rung-Mu Lin
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Bernice Chauly is a Malaysian novelist, poet, educator
and festival director. Born in George Town to Chinese and
Punjabi teachers, she read Education and English
Literature in Canada as a government scholar. She is the
author of six books of poetry and prose; going there and
coming back (1997), The Book of Sins (2008), Lost in

KL (2008), Growing Up With Ghosts (2011) which won in
the Reader’s Choice Awards 2012 in the Non-Fiction
Category, and her third collection of

poems, Onkalo (2013, “Direct, honest and powerful - JM
Coetzee). For 20 years she worked as a multi-disciplinary
artist and is recognised as one of the most significant
voices of her generation. Since 2011, she has served as
Director for the George Town Literary Festival, shortlisted
at the International Excellence Awards at the London
Book Fair 2017, and is an Honorary Fellow In Writing from
the University of lowa’s International Writing Program (IWP
2014). She currently teaches creative writing at the
University of Nottingham Malaysia Campus and runs the
KL Writers Workshop. Her debut novel Once We Were
There (2017), set against the Malaysian Reformasi of 1998
has been hailed as a “groundbreaking page-turner on
the taboos of race, religion, sex, drugs, and Malaysian
politics” — South China Morning Post, and “a stirring,
necessary read.” -The Star, Malaysia.



But we would have to write letters / Bernice Chauly

You interest me, you said -
like the pained pink neck of a minion’s brace
pinned to the noon like minnows

You pervade me

like a deep, marrow grass
purple with longing
gratuitious

red, succulent

gentle

with hard hand

boot and pen

Your seed did not ferment
in my mouth

that sticky marrow of youth
so ripe, purulent

You strode me

you stuck it into me
and made me taste
that new decay



Bug-eyed and cold

the spring air creptin

hard rivulets framing your face
without grace, without anything
resembling warmth

| lay still -

the bed, still warm

that spent morning

a reminder of all

that was unholy and ugly -
of you.
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GMINOR / Bernice Chauly

If we do not love each other

how come the thought of you dissolves me, like sorrow?
like the world being poured back into a dead lake
bereft yet congenial

Perhaps love is a burden, devoid of simplicity
perhaps you would have been bored by happiness
you would have found it dull

In your home in St Gilles

I imagine an etymologist’s study

the stag beetle | gave you, placed on a promontory
facing a wall of books, other framed dead beetles

| need to write you out of me
like a diminishing carapace of dots and lines

And after a few sips of whiskey
I no longer think of you.
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SOMETIMES / Bernice Chauly

Vindula dejone erotella
Delias oraia

Urania leilus

Grapium sarpedon
Appias nero figulina

Papa

| repeat the names of common Malayan butterflies
from the book that used to be on the long white shelf
in our house in Taiping, where my memories begin

Papa

| fear | will never recover

| know this kind of love begins and ends with flowers
not words, not alcohol, not tears

not even sadness

Papa

| am tired of the earth

| remember catching butterflies — they lived

for a while in tall glass bottles and once, a green Milo tin
slowly their wings faded and turned

into mellow dust, collecting mites

like unwelcome strangers
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into a dark world

Papa

| remember the orange and brown bedcover

prickly to the touch, my green pinafore and sunflower
curtains

Ah Kong standing in his white shorts

wondering where you are —

it has been forty years, since you left me

a child crying by the shattering sea —

| fear | have never recovered

| think | have outstayed my time

unlike you, there is no more mourning

there is no more darkening of the sky, of the

liver, throat and spleen, of in-between coloured boats
that ferry nightly metaphors to sweet darling madness

Papa

the birds and cicadas are asleep
the floods are gone

but the butterflies —

they still lie

awake, in

the garden.
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1973 / Bernice Chauly

And at the end, | will say

| chose my suffering

| walked with it

| ate it with deliberation

| breathed it, | drank it all
in its brief longevity

| do not know how to tire of grief
I have walked with it for too long

| know it will leave when | wake up

in the morning when | see the

sun through the white lace, the dog
softly padding through the door

the heliconia in my living room

the cacophony of rugs, bits woven

into heels, my steps in and out of history
of how my children have

walked with me

| chose my suffering
but | did not choose to see you die
| have paid grief its price
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from the realm of the living
to the dead who still haunt me.
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River of Memory

On the beach, | left my footprints

And my solitude;

With tears, overflowed my eyes,
Washing away my dusty youth.

Tracing up the river of tears,

A gondola painted black

To the past | rowed.

Lifting the misty curtain far away,
The threshold into the house

Of the olden days | trespassed.

There, sat my mother and the moody child.

Here, one is dead; the other gets lost

In the ocean of time and space,
Up and down, back and forth, floating From
night to night.

Feb. 4 2015
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Bao-Yun Zhang

Associate Professor, Department of Sinophone Literature,
National Dong-Hwa University
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AirRaid / CHANG Mei-fang (Bao-Yun Zhang)

The pointer, started without any instruction
Is seeking blindly the halted plot

But needs to first cut across

The empty grass lot

Where obscure beast crawl

To pick up any scent

Walfted up fresh and strong in the air
Scents of flower seeds and flesh

At lukewarm temperature

The rising sunray

Knows not if it will rain

Burns dry and hot, decomposing

To become the next season’s manure

Beaten grass stems lie aslant

Offering clues and traces

A hoof print or perchance

A forgotten shoe

Who carries whom, running

Between the cracks of day and night
Squinting to look at the future?

Nothing much going on
Except for laying eggs
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Nothing much going on
Except for mating

Translated by Yanwing LEUNG £ frg&
*From A Liu 37, Shenti zhuangtai ( S E&1A5 ) [ Body

fitness ] .Taipei : Jiao Li Co. Ltd.,
December 2010, 165.
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