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Between Wor(l)ds: Hong Kong Poetry
of Exile and Hope bridges cultures
through the powertul verses of
refugees and asylum seekers who have
made Hong Kong their temporary
home. This groundbreaking bilingual
anthology, born from a collaboration
between Hong Kong Baptist University

translation students and refugee

poets, transforms personal narratives
of displacement, loss, and resilience
into poetry that transcends linguistic
and cultural boundaries. As these
intimate stories flow from English

into Chinese, they weave new threads
into Hong Kong's multicultural fabric,
creating pathways for voices that might
otherwise remain unheard. More than a
collection of poems, this volume stands
as a testament to human resilience and

the transformative power of words to
build understanding across invisible
divides.
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Between Wor(l)ds:
Hong Kong Poetry of Exile and Hope

In your hands lies more than a collection of poems - it is
a bridge between worlds, a testament to human resilience,
and a powerful reminder of the transformative power of
words. These pages contain the voices of those who have
traversed continents, and endured unimaginable hardships
to seek sanctuary in Hong Kong. Each poem is both a
window and a mirror: a window into the lives of refugees
and asylum seekers who traverse this city, and a mirror
reflecting our shared humanity.

For too long, refugees and asylum seekers have been
spoken about rather than spoken with, their stories filtered
through the lens of statistics, policies, and headlines. This
anthology breaks that silence, offering an unmediated
glimpse into their hopes, fears, memories, and dreams.
Through poetry, these writers reclaim their narratives,
transforming their experiences of displacement, loss, and
resilience into verses that resonate beyond cultural and
linguistic boundaries.

The journey of this book is itself a story of bridges being
built. It is the culmination of a Service-Learning project
supported by a mini grant by the Centre for Innovative
Service Learning. Translation students from Hong
Kong Baptist University have worked on this book from
conception to publication, including translation, editing,
designing and promoting. They worked alongside editors
and publishers, but most importantly with the poets,
carefully shepherding these deeply personal expressions
across the linguistic divide from English into Chinese.
This collaboration has created something remarkable: not
just a bilingual collection of poems, but a meeting point
between communities that rarely interact. Each translation
represents hours of careful consideration, cultural
navigation, and emotional engagement. The students have



grappled with not just words and meanings, but with the
weight of responsibility that comes with carrying someone
else's truth into another language. Through this process,
they have become more than translators - they have become
witnesses, allies, and advocates. This project has become a
testament to the power of youth, compassion, and the arts
in building more inclusive communities.

For the student translators, the project has been an
invaluable opportunity to apply their skills to real-world
publishing while developing a profound understanding
of the refugee experience. For the asylum seekers, the
translated verses become seeds of empathy planted in Hong
Kong's cultural soil, blooming into flowers of understanding
that bring possibilities of connection, recognition, and
belonging.

When the verses penned by asylum seekers journey from
English into Chinese characters, they transform into bridges
spanning invisible divides. Each translated poem becomes
a whispered conversation between hearts, allowing Hong
Kong's Chinese-speaking readers to glimpse the depths
of exile, courage, and resilience through metaphors that
resonate with their own cultural understanding. These
translated works paint portraits of lives interrupted, dreams
deferred, and hopes renewed. They speak in the familiar
cadences of Chinese poetry while carrying the distinct
rhythms of distant lands, creating a symphony of shared
human experience. Through this poetic alchemy, asylum
seekers' voices rise above the barriers of language and
prejudice, their stories settling in the consciousness of their
adopted city.

Walking alongside my students on this transformative
journey has been one of my most profound privileges.
Watching them wrestle with metaphors, and ultimately
craft translations that honour both the original texts and
their cultural resonance in Chinese has filled me with



immeasurable pride. Together, we've done more than
translate words; we've helped weave new threads into Hong
Kong's multicultural fabric, creating pathways for voices
that might otherwise remain unheard.

As you read these poems in either or both languages,
remember that each verse carries within it a life lived, a
journey undertaken, a dream deferred or realized. These
are not just poems about refuge - they are testimonies to the
enduring human spirit, the power of creativity to transcend
circumstance, and the ability of art to create understanding
where there was once ignorance or indifference.

We invite you to read these pages not just with your
eyes, but with your heart. Let these voices - too often
silenced, ignored, or forgotten - speak to you of worlds left
behind and worlds yet to be built. In doing so, perhaps we
can all take a small step toward a more empathetic and
understanding society, one poem, one translation, one
reader at a time.

Dr Marija Todorova

Department of Translation,
Interpreting and Intercultural Studies
Academy of Language and Culture
Hong Kong Baptist University
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ONE REFUGEE'S GIFT

One refugee’s gift is pleading,

“Don't bury me yet

I'm still alive

I'm still breathing

I may be a bit paralyzed

For I got stuck inside for quite a while.

When my brilliance starts to dim

Or when my sharpness dulls in time

It may seem and feel like I am gone
Like life has lost all its fun.

But, please don't lose hope in me

Don't bewail nor lament over me at all
For I'm still here, hanging on

Quietly lying in a corner of your world.

I am sick right now

I know it's too much to bear for you
When you have so much of me

But, your life’s circumstances

Shut you from shining through.

When you sailed the sea at night

And tomorrow didn't promise light

When you walked the arid path

And there’s no going back no matter what

When you shivered in the cold

Or, when you're lost from the fold
When your purse runs empty and old
And, you have no ring of gold



When you used to be bold

But, now you feel owned and sold

When you used to track low and high

And, now you're just drifting by.

When you fight against thieves of sanity

As you struggle to hold your true identity

As a part of a family, of a royal humanity
Above beasts and pets, never a commodity
Yet you feel shame as you stride with dignity.

I exhort you,

You may lose all other things
But, never let go of me
Please don't let me fall

To the land of nothingness
It's not over yet, hold on tight

Cling to life, never lose sight.

I came with you at birth

I was with you through mourn and mirth
Don't let your love wane

Even if sometimes I can cause you pain.

Others have given up in despair
Chosen to let go of theirs,
Completely dismissed, abandoned,
Discarded, forgotten, unreckoned.

15
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It's not the case for you,
Please tell me it isn't
When I plead with you
I hope you will listen.

Get me pumped a little

And, a little more each time
Brush me a little

And, a little more each time
Feed me a little

Just, a little more of your time.

I don't promise much

Because I depend on you

But who can tell if I can

Make a better room in this world for you?”



B IR K IR

BRI R K -

[ 13RI
ANA L -
BAIFE
HEARR L -
G U

Jer e

o i s i -
T
AR LE AL -
NERKE -

U1 52 25 el -
AL - BRSF
o g A R -

SRINE >
BRME - RA-----
HELURE -
R

B TREIET -

EB FALAT

B H A REEIEH
TR TER »

o o o] 5 O S [0 B

IV P
A R
PP

S EMBE -

A [



18

HHREHAH
St Nz
HHERER
4 BB MZ L -

BEL S PP 9 A
HEAERRK -
fERxEE—H - AESEAN
= I ER Y ~ i R A
M R E RS -

Fe A -

B KA

Fil g e 3k -

Pl G A B R
2
MR - BE
BREAM - KARK -

BRI A
HPEAER

8 A A

Pl A -

A EE
AR
RUEHE % - PR3 -
W3- EE - wBE -



TR AR

IR
(536 2t '
IR D
BRE—E
mrHRER
R — BRIk

AHLEFA -

R o5 -
{ELRE R TR RE 47

FEBCAH 23 IR B SE A 2 ) 2

19



20

THE JOKE'S ON ME

I sometimes think fate made fun of me

I was born stricken with hardness and poverty
With rejection, demeaning comparisons,

isolation, and insecurity

Abuse, shame,

and fear of the tactless words from the community.

Early on,

my guts told me this is not the place I'm meant to be
How could abuse and tyranny live together in the family?
For many long years, I lived with this reality.

I worked my head out to be scholarly

Squeezed out books’ juices for a mind that’s hungry

For a pocket that's empty there’s more time for the library
Though at home,

the body and soul were robbed of her sanctity

A dream was conceived and nurtured daily

With the hope that it will fly me to my destiny.

I took up Science in Accountancy

To be equipped to account for value, time, and money
Surely it landed me in a great place in the city!

While my purse was healthy, my soul was in misery

A young girl caged in a dungeon of melancholy
Searing pains and sorrows,

unquenchable by drinks or party.

Hollow core, void of meaning, all vanity!

I looked for a soul that could understand me fully
Eyes or presence that could balm this malady
One who is sensitive to drop some honey

One who will stick no matter how the agony

One who will defend or die for me if need be



He came with words enticing like a honeybee

We walked unto the house of God together, in company
Love for God, love for souls, love for ministry

Yet, many times he morphed into a menace for me

Behind closed doors, my life was in jeopardy

I recall, he's a bean more bitter than the most bitter coffee!

An accountant to a refugee, are you kidding me?
Broke and broken, bankrupt in identity

I could almost hear the words of mockery
Demeaning words, raised eyebrows, at my life’s irony
Where's the scholar? Hiding like a flea!

Sarcasm, mockery, stop barking at me!

All T needed was peace and serenity.

I want a self that wasn't me before

A life fathered by the Maker of it all

A life partnered by the One who could a hundred-fold
restore

In whose presence, evil and darkness is abhorred
Whose face I seek, whose love I long for

Who gives living water, so I thirst no more

One who values me like a priceless ore

Mending my spirit, my heart, my corrupted core.

Evening, morning and at noon,

I wait for Him in my visions of shore

Where my life is not a joke or a game of fate anymore
But, an inspired walk, a book, a story not of old
Where in my end, I look and it’s a pleasure to behold!
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HOW ARE YOU?

“How are you?” is a question so simple yet sometimes
difficult to reply, When there’s a prick, a hole in your heart,
or a heaviness over your sky Your grin-and-dart glances pull
back tears held up in your eyes Your “I'm okay” or “I'm fine,”
may truly mean, “I'm walking but bleeding inside.” Careful

that you do not spread gloom, you set yourself aside.

You cannot lament before them

As you do not want to be seen broken again
Why can't you go past pain and grieving?

Your brethren cannot understand

You shut yourself off from old friends,

You want to go as far away as you can

To find your safe place, your solace, your haven

Not a box nor a cold room, but your open portal to heaven.

You seek that place or presence where,

You can freely release that sadness,

Let go of madness, darkness, sickness, and weakness
Be bound in the embrace, in the loving-kindness
Of His Highness, make your requests,

Seek redress for your grievances

Where you see only eyes of empathy

Gentle and tender, no hint of hostility

Ears listening attentively, sincerely,

Tamed tongue speaking carefully

No lashing, bashing or aggression

Only a heart burning with compassion



Where even before you speak, you are heard

And, you don't need to worry when you sound absurd
But, know in your soul that you are well understood
And be assured that He will make it good

In that inner court, in His safe space

Where you see and feel it taking place

The hole in your heart filled, sealed

Wholly healed by His love, light, and grace.
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A WILDFLOWER’S STORY

Once upon a time, there was a wildflower
Which sprung upon the rocks, thorns,

and razor-sharp grass clusters

Flinched at their touches, their harsh nature
Yet, she persisted to get past their stature,

She was at least feeling tall and blossoming when came
the farmer

“You are beautiful, you are mine,” he said, like a charmer
Before his dirty hands could touch her,

she squirmed and pleaded

“Please don't do this, you are my father!”

Yet, he’s deaf and demeaning, saying,

“What are you so proud of?

You will just bear seed one day and wither!”

She was still standing, but her bloom faded away
Her head was bowed down,

as the mud-stained her day by day

When she looked at the neighbors’ flowers,

She couldn't help but get jealous

At how they lived without a care, as

They were well taken care of.

Her dream of someday being adored by a noble
Came crashing, crumbling like old rubble

She thought, and felt the sorrow of her reality
“I'm just a wildflower, a dirty wildflower anyway.”

A beast passed by and noticed her mumbling,

Came close, listened, and feigned understanding

“I used to be a wild beast, while you say you're a dirty
wildflower,

To me, that doesn't really matter,

we can live a happy life together,



We'll leave our pasts for better; we'll live by the Holy Word
until we get purer,

And yes! It has always been my desire, like you, to become a
minister.”

Swept up by his cunning talk, she thought it all made sense
When he got her “yes”, he rushed his plan, and the grand
day came

It took only more than an hour, and she got a changed name
Marking his authority over her, like he’s the master of the
game.

There’s no telling how the wildflower’s life became
There’s nothing that could wholly encapsulate her pain
Worst is not a word, broken cannot contain

Because she has no one, but herself to blame.

The merciful wind carried her to a foreign place

Where she feels visited by the breeze of His grace

Where a touch of balm comforts her while seeking her
Savior’s face

Where one day she hopes that she’ll bloom again in

No longer as a wildflower, but one who is tamed

By the Prince of Peace, not by a beast

Who can cause her fears, miseries, and longings to cease
In whose eyes, she is distinguished, not the least

Shared humble beginnings in the villages of the east
With her looking up to Him on that star-filled sky of dawn
Betore she even knew that He was the bright star of the
morn

He saw and knew her, in her innocent, spotless stand
With warmth and love,

like no other eyes and love of man can

Where her crushed spirit and broken heart will once again
Radiate with light emanating from the holes in His hands.
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THE GIRL THAT YOU LOVED

My Lord, I long to see that look in Your eyes
Perhaps, something I imagined seeing one night
With a depth, that truly knew the soul inside
Beneath the furrowed brows, the bland sight
And, see me, Your daughter, Your beloved child.

The one whom You carefully knit

The one whom You formed, not missing a bit
Of detail, not even a strand of hair

Even when as a baby, my head was almost bare
You numbered them, saw them long, already there
My Lord, I long to see that look in Your eyes
That brightens my thousand gloomy miles
That thaws the rocks, that quenches fires

That gives rest to my weary soul

That absolves me to be whole

When dragged by the worldly guiles

When drained by crafty wiles

When muddled in life’'s muddy piles

When mocked by shame and contempt

When morale’s back is badly bent.

Pull me up, carry me, wash me
With Your Living Water

Bring me to Your high tower
Dry me with Your white robe

Anoint me with Your Spirit as I sing Your ode.

I want to feel that I'm still

Someone who brings You joy and thrill



I want to feel that I'm still

Someone You eyed over the plains and hills
I want to feel that I'm still

Someone wielded in Your will

I want to feel that I'm still

Someone You are gifted and skilled

I want to feel that I'm still

Someone You treasured, not wanted to kill
I want to feel that I'm still

Someone You destined beyond bills

I want to feel that I'm still

The girl that You love

To whom Your good

Words are fulfilled.

33



34

PR 5 Y 2 %

FoEANRBBZR
HFEF > REHBTLRZF -
FEZE - WELE :
EREZT > FRZHE
BRI WNEL -

WG AN

M E M -
BB > BT
WHEH - RERZ -
FoERRBAPZER -
BRTHAY
s o BEEVE

(i Fe 15 LL5E
HREMAZ B

HRWERRZ e -
R NG A S
WK Z AT R
R LR -

RARAYTE K

PR - W - B -
GEIETNiEEe
FAFREY B 38 25 KA -
PARREY BB T > BEIRIS G -



HRE -
SR T
B
¥RTEREZ T
Bk
HERAZA
BRE -
WS Z A
BRE -

MR Z A > FRRZ
WA E Z A > s

M EZ L

itz £F » BEHEB -

BB
BRMS

35



36

LIKE A TOOTHACHE

Sometimes life is like having a pining toothache

In a special hall, a wide grand buffet
Exquisite dishes masterfully arrayed
Sorts of salads, pastries, and cakes
Fountain of drinks and liquid chocolates
Best things are on your plate

But nothing’s appealing to your taste
Your tongue may still salivate

But your mouth is like a rusty gate
Barely willing to open to accommodate

Visitors that only wish to satiate.

It's supposed to be delicious

But, it's such a flip!

How luscious dishes and sweets

You used to savor parties and treats
Now strum painful, sorrowful chords

Stinging deep into your nerves.

Upper and lower teeth used to be mates
But are now like lovers that separate
As touching each other compounds pain

The other is too broken to remain.

And, so to the dentist you came in
Surrendered, yielded for pulling
Paid a cost to lose something

To gain the joy of life’s buffet again.
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DREAMY EYES

The first time our eyes met, I truly cherish
We were weak, yet we bonded strong in spirit
The pain and bleeding could not extinguish
The joy on this special moment I relish
When I held you in my bosom

A new life started to blossom.

I was scared to bathe you, you were so fragile

What if you slipped through my hands, a thought I couldn't
handle

I felt awkward, unequipped, so I watched your grandmother

But you had my softest touch, my most tender cuddle.

You are my greatest treasure, no matter how the pressure
I give you pleasure like life is an adventure
I find hope when it seems like there’s no future

I hold on to faith, hope and love - our lives’ core culture.

How I love to see and feel how you do it in your world

You sang “row your boat” when we were afraid of drowning
You gave a sweet smile when everyone seemed frowning
You told me your dreams when mine were fading

You created wonder arts for things that need a-fixing.



I thought to teach you all I know

To turn your life into a better one

But, it's me you're teaching how to become
A better and more authentic human

A pure loving soul living under the sun.

Dreamy eyes, I pen this poem for you
Inspiration flows, I'll make another one or two
I will not stop; I'll just pause I guess

With a note that says,

“You're a face that gives beauty to a mess.”
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MY DEAR MEN AND WOMEN

You have outgrown your pain
You have silenced your fears
Your quiet years are not in vain

They have upgraded your gears.

When you thought that your life was over
Like an herb dried by the heat of summer
When you felt like you are dying,
Suffocated, restricted, in hiding,

Living unnoticed in the womb of the earth

You went through a renewal, a rebirth.

You have enriched your soul
While decomposing pain
Healing with eternal Words

Your losses turn into gain.

Your dreams are budding again
Like mushrooms after a heavy rain
Your dreams are beaming again
Like they are in their youth

Your dreams are flowing again

Like freshwater that springs.

Hold on, hang on!
Your season is coming!
Hold on, hang on!

Your best years are smiling!
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WOMAN, ARISE

They may have stripped you off your jewels and dimes
Broken you or broken into you a thousand times
They may have been happy to see your demise

Who you are, they may not anymore recognize.

You may have lain among the pots
Your blacks and bruises like dirty dots
Been with you like birthmarks or Dalmatian spots

But are cleansed and washed by the Lord Jesus’ touch.

For in you is a piece of the Divine
A blueprint in your being, intertwined
Destined to rise, rise again after a fall

Persist to your call though for a moment you crawled.

Crawled to the branches of your trees
Fed on the greens as you felt the breeze
And hung on there for it wasn't long

Your wings are growing, youre being transformed.

You are no longer the lesser version of you
“Old things are passed away, all things are become new”
You have power over the demons that tried to shatter you

For greater is He who is for you than he who is against you.

So break forth, come forth, Arise!
From your cocoon, from your cave or your grave
Like a silver-winged dove or a lovely butterfly

Woman, you are His element of surprise.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Kong with her daughter for around 7 years. She writes
poetry for self-expression, comfort, encouragement,
and inspiration to keep hanging on and rising from
life's setbacks including current challenges. She feels
encouraged when the words in her poems can resonate
with the reader or can simply gently touch their hearts.
She wishes to produce more literary works that can
soothe, comfort, and encourage girls, teens, young
women, and women's broken hearts and spirits due to

sexual abuse and domestic violence.

B A&

J.C. Koum*R HIEHE - MR —AeEREER 7L
G o R WA REAR - KETHEAEC - #E
i 0 F 3T P SRR A - B AT A DR o KRR
R LK > SLEILIGEE - dh DR Z S SE o A LR
REBIME S SO ah R SRR L SR IE
fF ~ FKEER IS AEERS - SUE 8 45 7 Al -







48

ABOUT THE TRANSLATORS
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NADIA MURAD

1

From Sinjar to Mosul

From Mosul to Baghdad

It was she who's got the guts
To expose the ugly nuts
Twenty-first century's shame
The IS thugs

That's why, with her

Glory's got another name:
NADIA MURAD

2

From Sinjar to Mosul
From Mosul to Baghdad

It was she who freed us all
When began to tell

When round the beast's neck
She hung a bell

And sent the stains

Who kill, rape and maim
Into deserved hell

That's why, with her
Honor as well

Has got a new name:
NADIA MURAD



3k

When she pointed out
Her finger at

The awful outlaws
Raising up the call
She dug a hole

In the silence wall
"She cut the sword
With a rose"
Long-living women's cause
Making all the raped

Victorious of all

4.

She put the victim's shoes
On the rapists’ heads
It was they who won
In the very end

The ones to send
Their and our foes
Into deserved hell
The one's to dwell

In a heaven of

Peace of soul

That's why, no one
To let down

Or to sell

NADIA MURAD

a1



5

How many Nadia Murads

As victims

Do we have around the world?
How many Nadia-Murads

As fighters

Do we have around the world?

If all of us

Looked into our eyes

In the mirror

Took action

And gave the answers

Then we all would be the victors
Then we, the world, would be the victor
That's why, for her,

Glory and honour aligned
Flown like birds

for one aim

to have a joint name:

NADIA MURAD
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A SINGLE MOMENT OF SADNESS

Afraid in the global village
go higher the walls

that still between us

and each finds oneself alone
in a jail

a dark jail his own

afraid.

What use if we for the sake
of 'security’

sacrificed our freedoms
our human values

and lost all.

What use?

What use, if we slammed the gates
in the Face of tortured humanity
and stayed indoor

thinking nothing to lose

What use?

What use, if (we thought) we won..
the entire world

but lost ourselves

and lost our souls



what use?

Afraid.. in the modern times

the precious in us might die.. inside:

TENDERNESS

The INNER CHILD

The FRIEND'S SMILE

And CONSCIENCE...afraid
afraid that {Jekyll}'d

give way to {Hyde}
afraid...Afraid.
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FREEDOM

We speak of you
freedom.

We walk and run
for you.

We dream of you
freedom.

We live to sing

for you.

In you

our souls are high
our bodies pure

the heads...a sky.
For you

We live, live and live
or we die

our closest friend, FREEDOM!
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ABOUT THE TRANSLATORS
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HOME

A pillow

a washed carpet.

So many times,

every year

with wrinkled hands of my mother -
sweat dripping from her attempts

to clean the stain.

Home

sweet home?

ATV

a chair

a slim glass of tea

and my father

seated with the news on.
He is watching

not the TV

but me

worried about my homework
worried if I'm falling

worried if I'm failing.

Home.

Brother and sisters
fighting over food
competing for attention
mocking me

belittling me

all the time.



And yet they stand

like a wall between me

and enemies, or

anyone who wished to hurt me.
They stand even if

it hurts them.

Home -
a place
a time

a family

a dream.

Home, where no one asked you where
you're from -

a place where no one checked my ID.

A time I didn't know would quickly pass.
Home

where I didn't need subtitles,

I didn't need to be translated.

Home -

somewhere when the cold began at a
tamiliar time

so too did the heat.

Fruits tasted like fruit,

and food was filling.

Jokes made me laugh

and tragedies made me cry.
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And now

I laugh at tragedies

and cry at the taste of my takeaway meal.
[ am not home,

and I will never be.

No one will take me home
because home was sold

for the profit of some

who wanted a bigger house.
They destroyed my home

to add rooms to

their own empty houses.

Home is
a dream in the past,

a wish for you.



"In a world where hope often feels elusive, John Outsider reminds
us that love 15 a radiant light in the darkness of despair.”
- The Translators
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HOMESICK

It doesn't matter how sick I am.

It doesn't matter how far you are.

I feel lonely, and I miss you.

I miss the food, the weather

I miss things I never thought I would.

I miss you so much that I give up
hoping to see you again.

I miss you so badly that I pray

to see you in my nightmares

I miss the time you were you

and I was me,

and nothing was wrong with us
everything was wrong with the world
outside of your borders.

And inside my head

all about desires.

I missed you not because you were good to
me

but because I knew you and you me
you were the sense in my emotions and
reason.

I was a lost seed and you the farm and
seasomns.

I missed your soils and sun to let me grow
as I'm dying far from you, leaves are

turning vellow.
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A THING

They say you can be anything if you want
if you focus

if you work

if you try

if you listen.

They say and I don't listen
I don't try

I don't learn

I don't teach

I don't want to be anything.
I want to be nothing.

What I know is

that nothing will last here
I am a visitor

I am here to see,

I am not here to be, to last,
To be remembered.

For being anything

but an eye.
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WHEN I TALK TO YOU

I feel as if music is missing
to tell you how I feel

to reveal the vibration
crossing all my soul.

When I say I love you

I feel music is missing.

To tell you how my heart beats faster
my skin crawls out of excitement

to have you in my arms

my chest tingles

and I can't wait to smell under your ear.
While I have goosebumps

and I can't feel my legs

when I am with you

I feel music is missing.

To show you how the silence is my ship
in a journey to the future

with you in my imagination

passing stars and galaxies

in peace with smiles on our faces.

I always feel music is missing

even if I have the headset on

because everyone thinks we are walking
and I know we are dancing

on a stage which was made

for you and me.



So we dance and be watched

by you and me, in our reflection
in the eyes of others

when I am not with you

I feel music is missing.

To show you how I am missing
you and your words

you and everything you are

all feelings of bitterness and dark
excitement and light

right before you come back.
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SOMETIMES

Sometimes I search a lot
for a phone in my pocket.
Sometimes I look for time,

spending more of it.

Sometimes I work harder for a goal
sometimes it's gained in not moving
sometimes I search for a medicine
to thin my thick blood

I could donate, or bleed

if another would profit.

Sometimes I think of death
when I'm still living

I know I will think of living
on my dying bed.

Sometimes I go out

in search of myself

in a crowd, which should reflect

the image I present.

I hear sometimes from visitors to the island
about

the best chips, best beer, best food to
consumnie.

And T know for a fact

the best they have

is their company.



I sit alone, eavesdropping
wondering if they have found themselves

or they have given up.

I go back home
sit alone
being sure

nothing is out there to be found.

They have found the best of everything
they claim they lie.

If they have found the best

they would stop the search or give up like

me.

As I believe the best 1s within
where it can't be searched
where it should be felt.
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THE PAINTING

I saw it years ago.

It was a girl worried about a boy who would
come to propose.

I see the painting today.

I am married, my wife is with me, she is

in a bad shape after our son.

She is suspicious about visiting my female
friends.

Today the painting was a girl, on the farm,
worried about her cheating husband in the hut.
My father had seen the painting.

Heis old

he is sick.

He said, “What beautiful art.”

I reply before we grow apart:

“This is the story of a girl, worried about what will
happen to her after her father dies,”

and that was where his story lies.

The painting was there for years

I grew a longer tongue and lesser ears.

I visited the painting for the last time

right before the death of my dear mother.
“It doesn't matter if one travels back in
time,”

I sighed.

“They will look at it, and they will be
blind.”
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END OF TIME

When the sun explodes

I will be here

watching you run away.
Watching you surfing.

It will take millions of years
but I'm sure we will meet again
in another dream.

A dream of mine, yours, or someone else’s

it doesn’t matter who dreams it-

it would be a good dream

because you are in it.

I accept the end of the world
the end of time

the end of me

for only that reason.
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QUESTIONS TO A SOUL

Who are you?
I don't know because I've never thought of it.
I don't know because I've thought about it.

Half my life I tried to be who they wanted

me to be-

another half trying to prove I am not who

they say.

What do you want?

I thought I knew.

I searched for things that everyone was
after.

I found myself running from everything
while chasing nothing.

I looked for life and meaning.

I locked in the books and the words of the
wise.

Exhausted, I sat and looked at the burning

wood.

The burning wood was me.
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OUTRUNNING MYSELF

I ran away from a country.
I felt suffocated in it.

I ran from a religion

that didn't free me

and tied my hands and my tongue.

I ran away from a family

who supported me

even when I was wrong.

And I knew I needed correction

so, I sought a new place

a place I could breathe -

could talk freely.

A place I believed was mine

and I wasn't wrong.

The place loved ones would correct me
a soul I could grow

not only to survive.

It took me a decade to realise

I couldn't run away

from myself.

I carried it with me everywhere I went
and I listened to myself

with closed eyes.

I wish I could know earlier.

I would break fewer hearts.

I would hurt others less.

I would lie less to myself.

And would not say a word to others.

I wish I knew



that escape doesn't matter
place is an illusion

if it can be grabbed

if it can be owned.

I wish I wouldn't push so much
to earn what is never mine

to access what is forbidden

to change into something that I'm not.

And I wish I wouldn't wish

to go back so much.

Because if I'm honest enough
I would know now

that I don't know enough.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

As a perpetual outsider, John Outsider channels his
struggles into powerful narratives, revealing harsh
realities of asylum seekers and asserting that resistance is

the true affirmation of life.

When he fled Iran for Hong Kong, John Outsider
experienced numerous hardships. He endeavored to learn
English primarily for his writing and longing for a new
home.

These nine poems are part of his independently published
collection of poems "Misplaced Words of A Displaced Man"
(2024). They are a collection of his inner voice, allowing us

to comprehend his emotions and reflections on life.
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ABOUT THE TRANSLATORS

"In the silence of wandering, we find the echoes of our

true selves.

Translating the poems is a mysterious journey, allowing

us to explore the poets’ inner thoughts.

Through John Outsider's poems, we explore his mind and
step into the enigmatic spaces he inhabits. We encounter
the situations he lived through and the deeper emotions
and meanings that words alone cannot fully express. The
process becomes more than just translation—it explores
feelings, what lies beneath each verse's surface, and the

silent stories they tell.

We are a collective of budding student translators from
Hong Kong Baptist University, weaving meaning between

languages and cultures with a passion for words.

Cheung Ka Wai, Vicky
Wu Chun Lan, Nicole

Lum Yiu Hin, Issac
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NO FLAWS IN LOVE

Whether you are considered the ugliest

I would keep loving you for your infinity

Whether you are considered as the ancient one

I would keep hanging on you for your wisdom
Whether you are neglected at all costs

I would keep wishing for your presence,

for you are everywhere,

Whether you are reprimanded in society

I would keep laughing with joy,

for they would need you back,

Whether you are ignored or misinterpreted

I would not shake around, for you are on the right path,
Whether you are accused of blemished reputation,

I would keep smiling, for you are irreversible

Love is unlimited,

Love is the eldest,

Love is unforsaken,

Love is omnipresent,

Love is a permanent feeling,

Love is incorruptible.
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THE RAIN VITALITY

I like the rain, in the rain I gather news ideas
and restore my broken emotions.

I like the rain, in the rain I hide my lamentations
and wipe off my tears.

I like the rain, in the rain I refresh myself

and cool my personality off,

I like the rain, in the rain, the rain itself acts as
the environment cleaner.

I like the rain, in the rain, vegetation, soil, and the
firmament as well as rivers and oceans are fed,

I like the rain, in the rain, flowers blossom

and are revitalised.
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IT LIVES UP TO 400 YEARS

It flies with vicious and precise intentions,

It adjusts its wings with extravagant might,

It wrings preciously its necks in any direction,

It banks at any and multiple degrees and angles without
hesitation,

A legendary bird devoted to dominion,

A legendary bird with its powerful beak in constant shouts,
A legendary bird piercing the firmament unstoppably,

A legendary bird tightens its posterior parts ready to hunt,
The fearless phoenix sets itself on fire after more than

four hundred years in order to rejuvenate itself,

The challenging phoenix burns itself to ashes after more
than four hundred years in order to get younger,

The hellacious phoenix rises from the ashes in order to live
another period of time,

The rigorous phoenix sticks to its natural principles

in order to remain unique.
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IN MY KITCHEN GARDEN
I would like to plant some, as if you knew!!!

Some

Arugula toward the North of my garden
Amaranth toward the South of my garden
Arrowroot toward the East of my garden
Asparagus toward the West of my garden
Aubergine in the middle of my garden

But also, some
Cucumbers directing pole North,
Chickpeas directing pole South
Cauliflower directing pole East
Cabbage directing pole West
Carrots and capers in the center,
But also, certain
Bell peppers facing the upper side of the garden,
Betel leaves facing the lower side of the garden
Black Turtle beans facing the left side of the garden
Beetroot facing the right side of the garden
Black-eyed peas in between the garden
But also, she
Her love
Her touch
Her smile
Her kindness
Her patience in the garden.
Of course not! Come on! Let us reason!

As she does not germinate!!
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INEEDIT

I need your attention! I need it indeed
in which form?

In a form of hug, cuddle

of caresses wide-winked,

In the form of a close embrace

for wiping my grief out,

In the form of sincere eye contact,
for smiling constantly at me,

I am thirsty for you! I am in it indeed.
In which way, which manner?

In a way of hanging around with you,

In a way of pleasing you ceaselessly around.

In a manner of dethroning sadness out of you

In a manner of uncovering isolation out of you

I am waiting for you! I am rooted in it indeed.

Where should I meet you?

Where we first met under a lovely season of weather,
where we first took some sips of hot chocolate quenching
our thirst,

Where we first parted ways by emotionally saying a
staggering bye-bye,

where we first protected one another with a unique

umbrella under an invidious rain
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THE CRY IN THE CITY

If I were adopted by goodwill

today, I would not be feeling cold,

if I were nurtured by good mind

today, I would not be in fear

if I were taught positivity by good youth
today, I would not lack confidence

if I were considered by good intentions
today, I would not be left in solo

if I were trained to fish by good masters
today, I would not fail to fish

if I were convinced by good precepts

today, I would not be uncertain to make the right choices

to my last hopes

I keep striving,

I keep searching,
I keep believing,

I keep learning.
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THE STEPS TO BE TAKEN

If with your splendid beauty, you are prepared to be loved
If with your thoughts you gather, you are aimed to unite
If with your multiraces in display, you are expected to
attract.

But- the city we live in?

With which laws in practice, the city ought to be loved?
With which thoughts in application, the city ought to
unite?

With which consideration in action, the city ought to
devote?

Hong Kong do not miss these tender acts

Hong Kong do not forget these steps accordingly

Hong Kong do not fail to unite

For I have lived and am waiting for you.
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CONFUSION OVER CONFUSION

The rain falls down to water the earth.

The sun shines to sanitize the nature.

The moon lights up to orbit the planet.

The oceans are to tide the aquatic residues out.

The trees release leaves for future manure

I communicate to feed with knowledge

I trek to discover our environment

I meet to facilitate unification with people

What does the city do for the asylum seekers who are in
pain?

What does the city consider for its refugees who are in
agony?

Why does Hong Kong see asylum seekers as a plague?
Why does Hong Kong worsen vulnerable people’s lives?
Why does the city reprimand asylum seekers without a

new life start?
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LOVE UNDER CONSTRUCTION

Love under construction, I know you might wonder how
could that be? How could love be under construction?
Let me answer you, maybe because I am still looking for
it maybe I could not find it, maybe I found it but it is not
grown enough to be able to be satisfied and live with it
so this is my answer to you which is I do not know. In the
meantime, I have to give my face to the people whenever
I have a conversation not give them my back otherwise
they will despise me at the same time I feel that there is
something missing and I am not able to talk , I have to
say Hi but without feelings and emotions without passion
sometimes I say oh I need some noise but without contact
maybe I need more people to stay around me because I
do not know what I will do if I stay alone with myself, or
I need love , I need to have a relationship but this I am
looking for a different type of relationship which does not
belong to this world, relationship without restrictions,
without nothing, relationship for just being with you, I
want to stay with you and do nothing, I do not know what
this means but I feel like you are enough for me, and I
want to make you happy and pleased. I have so many
things inside me, very deep things but I do not know how
to express them maybe I do not know this stuff or [ am
still just working on it this is why I told you is still under
construction. In spite of the fact that I could not meet
you I wanted to say sorry to you for just leaving without
saying even goodbye, without explaining why I had to
leave because I really love you and I do not want to hurt
you or I was embarrassed to say the truth to not to be so

little in your eyes, I wanted to live with you my whole life



but I did not have the bravery to expose everything to you.
What I have now is my memories of you and your picture.
I always wanted to run far away with you and establish a
new world just for us and always imagine that we have just
met each other for the first time. Love under construction
might have crazy stuff, recklessness and stupidity but in
the meantime I do not want to leave you and I do not want
the time to pass because I am really delighted to be with
you and I have the intention to delay everything because
of you. I hope you can feel the same thing I have maybe I
am saying this because I am afraid of something I do not
know what is it or because of the loneliness but the most
important thing is that we have something between us and
I am not ready to leave either this thing or you, love under

construction.
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and his parents. He is an asylum seeker in Hong Kong
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ABOUT THE TRANSLATORS
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REFUGEE & COVID-19

When the world locked down,

They left us behind.

The policymakers know no refugees in the city
To them, we are not humans

We are invisible; we are nobody

No masks for the invisible,

No food for the forgotten.

They say the virus doesn't discriminate,

But the world does.

They are the world; they isolate us

They care but only about the holders of their IDs
To them, I am just a refugee,

Too poor to stay safe,

Too foreign to matter.

Too strange to receive COVID relief

But still, we managed to survive.
From the leftovers, from the meager of collections,
The resilience in us stood tall,

We overcame, we embrace, we accept

When the world locked down,
They left us behind

They left us behind,

But we are not gone.

Despite the odds

We carry our stories in our hearts,

Waiting for the day the world sees us.
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THE HANDS THAT LIFT

When the world turned its back,

And the gates of hope closed,

A few hands remained, hands not made of stone.
Aunty Charity stood like a lighthouse in the storm,
Guiding us through the dark,

While the winds howled and the seas roared.

They called us nameless, faceless,

But those hands reached out,

With food, with shelter, with a promise of tomorrow.
NGOs brought warmth in the coldest hours,

Lifting hearts heavy with doubt,

Saying, "We see you, we stand with you."

In a city that forgot our names,

They remembered us,

They gave us the hope to believe,

That one day, a home might open its doors.
Thank you, Aunty Charity,

Thank you, NGOS,

Be the light, Be the hope,

Continue to be the hands that lift us.
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THE CAGE THEY CALL CARE

They call it care, but it feels like a cage.
Charity, with her well-meaning hands,
Feeds me, clothes me, shelters me-

But never frees me.

I used to know hunger, but this hunger is different-

It's the hunger for more than bread,

The hunger for my voice, for my right to live as I choose.

They have to speak for me and spoon-feed me

They call it care, but it feels like a cage.

"Don't worry," they say, "We'll fight for you."

But what they don't see

Is that I've been fighting all my life.

They keep me safe in their system,

Another wall painted with kindness,

But safety without identity, safety without the right to
belong is not living.

I want to break free from their care,

To find my own way,

But every time I try to stand tall and voice my mind
They pull me back down with kindness in their voice.
They call this care, but it feels like a cage.

The Cage They Call Care.
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INVISIBLE IN THE CROWD

In a city so bright, I remain unseen,
A refugee, an irrelevant being, caught in between.
I walked through fire, escaped Barrels of AK47s,

Yet here I am, bound by invisible chains.

They smile, laugh, enjoy, but a shadow amidst them,
In the crowd, I'm lost, not meant to be free.
I knock on doors that never open,

Life in limbo, bound by invisible chains.

But still, I rise with hope in my chest,
Knowing one day, I'll find my rest.
For I'm not just a number, not just a case,

I'm a human being worthy of grace.

Discrimination cuts deep, but it won't break me,
I've learned to survive what others can't see.
Many years in limbo, yet I still stand,

A refugee in a foreign land.

They judge me by skin, by the place I'm from,
But they don't know the battles I've won.
I've been locked out, left out in the cold,

But hope is my armor, stronger than gold.

One day the light will shine on me too,
And the world will see all that I can do.
For now, I wait, with resilience and grace,

Knowing one day, I'll take my rightful place.
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AGAINST ALL ODDS

Despite my bewildered past and narrow escapes from death
I never knew I would have the chance to live

Never knew I would be here, but here I am,

Destiny and the universe saw it fit to safeguard a soul like
mine

Destiny carried me through the rivers of borders

And brought me this far.

Against all odds

Here I am, still alive,

I don't know how

But still standing, still hoping

though the ground beneath me shifts like sand.
Several years of waiting—

for a postponed tomorrow

my patience has become steel,

my spirit, a river carving through hot rocks.
Rolling, meandering, draining and dwindling

Longing to find a place to settle.

Against all odds,

Despite the untold torture and detentions

They thought I'd give up hope, give up life

Despite their intentionally inhumane treatments,

They paused time and thought I would wear down.

But little did they know that I've made peace with despair
Waiting in vain shaped my resilience,

Hoping for no tomorrow is my share since birth

Unfair circumstances have been my inner brand

They harden my soul like stones,



Ready to experience the ordeals,

Let come what may come

The odds have olden my soul; I am drunk with experience
Grown In places of odds, in the cracks of my struggle,

I've learned to plant hope, to grow strength from struggles,
humility from hunger,

and courage from fear.

Your walls of exclusion can hold me back,
but it will never hold me down.

I've lived through storms,

thorns and thistles have stitched my life
Against all odds

and I'll live to see the sun again.
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WHEN YOU LOOK AT ME

When you look at me, What do you see?
Do you see a human being like you,
Or do you see my blackness?

When you look at me, What do you see?

Do you see the sun that lives in my skin
The golden Melanin of life?

The iron of my people’s strength?
When you lock at me, What do you see?

Because I am black, do you think I am lesser,

Because I am black, do you think my skin is a mark of
burden,

Let me whisper to your ears, oh ignorant

In this blackness lives history,

My blackness, carry the weight of greatness,

A legacy that the world cannot erase.

Let me whisper to you, oh ignorant

I am the child of lions,

The heir of kingdoms that stood tall long before your
towers.,

The flora and fauna of my homeland is unmatched—
Elephants, proud and free,

Giraffes that stretch toward the skies,

Falcons that soar with the wind of my ancestors.

I am the echo of pyramids,

The roar of rivers and lakes that refuse to dry.

In me lives the strength of warriors,

The resilience of ancestors who built kingdoms



From sands, stones and the stars.

So stare hard oh ignorant.

Reduce me to the color of my skin.
Because you do not know

You know not that in my blackness,
I am more—

I am Melanin,

I am gold.

I am history.

I am the legacy of kings.

Though the world may push me down,

I rise again and again,

Because the glory of my ancestors lives in me,
And no gaze, no hates, no judgment,

No injustice whatsoever,

Can take away —

The glory of my blackness.

The future of tomorrow
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TIME NEVER HEALS

Have you taken care of your wounds?

I am not wounded, you say,

But what about the wounds inside you that we cannot see,
the emotional wound, the unseen needs, the trauma, the
abuse,

the neglect, the perilous beliefs that you've held over time.

Have you learned proper care of those unseen wounds?
Or did you surrender that to time?

To allow our past, and hurt and hate, and fate

to continue without intervention,

Is to allow them to become our present,

is to surrender healing to time.

Awake, oh self!

Time does not take care of healing, action does
feel your pain, wallow, let it all out,

be still, feel your heartbeats,

you are alive, you can heal, wake up!

Make peace with your past, reconcile, move on.
It's time for growth; let the wounds become scars

let the scars begin to heal until they're visible no more.

Wait no more for healing is not a passive process,

do not self-sabotage, do run, do not hide from it,

Speak to your trauma, make peace with your perplexed
pasts.

Intervene, find your inner self,

align your beliefs, start from within

clean the clutter,



claim the clarity,

keep on the lookout for help,

It could be therapy.

It could be counseling.

It could be a form of spirituality,

It could be a care group or meditation,

wait no more, for your healing is your obligation

For time does not heal us,

It's what we do with the time that does.
Assemble the courage, start the trek today
and never stop

because healing never stops, until life stops.
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THE SKY WE SHARE

Oh Hong Kong, look!

We share the same sky,

Feel the same humidity, live in the same tiny rooms.

But while you move forward in pursuing your dreams,

I stand still, locked in this city like a pyramid.

The city hustle and bustle, journeying and returning

But I am left emotionless, immovable like dead stones
Stuck in a space where progress is a dream too distant to

touch.

I am more than that just a label, oh Hong Kong.

I am a father, a mother, a child, a youth with dreams to
chase,

A worker with hands to build, skills to create and
innovate.

But in your city, I am none of these—

Only a shadow that has no life to contribute,

Kept in limbo for years, forced to become a parasite,

By a system that fears to open its doors of opportunity.

You worry that I will take too much,

But how can I take too much when I am just a minority?
You gave me nothing but waiting time that never ends

I am not asking for charity.

Enough of spoon-feeding

All T ask for is a chance—

A chance to work, to create, to innovate, to live,

A chance to proper identity, A chance to belong

To be free from the chains of waiting.



The world outside watches,

And Hong Kong,

Your heart is tested.

Remember, I'm not just a number, not just a case,
I'm a human being worthy of grace.

Will you show compassion that rises above fear,

Will you enact a policy that embraces humanity?

Oh Hong Kong!

I am not here to take your place.

I am here to build my own alongside you

To blend, to enrich the beauty of your diversity.
Give me a chance—

A chance to become more than just a refugee,
A chance to be a part of this Harbor City

That gives you hope and vibrance.

For when I rise,

So will you.
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MY SKIN, MY IDENTITY

A Skin that doesn't belong here.
Dark, foreign, unfamiliar
A Skin that doesn't belong here.

But do you care

do you care to know

The richness I carry in my veins—

A legacy older than your tallest towers,

A history of untold strength and might

I am from the land where the Nile bends,

Where Kushite kings wore crowns of gold,

Where pyramids rose from the desert sands

Where the Nile sings the songs of my people’s glory.
And the earth bloomed with wealth untold.

In my blood runs the strength of Taharqga,

The might of King Piye, the defiance of Amanirenas,
Whose power rippled across the Nile,

Whose spirit still whispers in the wind.

I carry the heart of my ancestors,

The Black Pharaohs, who ruled with might,

The queens who defied invaders with pride

My skin is the color of ancient kingdoms,
Of lands rich with minerals,

I am the echo of pyramids,

The roar of a river that refuses to dry.

In me lives the strength of warriors,

The resilience of those who built their kingdoms



From the sand and the stars.

So when they turn their backs,

When their silence becomes another wall,
I remember the greatness within me,

The empire that lives beneath this skin.

I am Kush,

I am Sudan (North or south is political)

I am Black, I am Africa,

I am the child of kings and queens,

Of deserts and rivers,

Of warriors and dreamers.

And though you may never know my name,
I will stand tall.

For my past is my strength,

And my future—

Is still written in gold.
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LETTER TO MY SISTER
My dear Sister,
Do you remember in the long days of our childhood?

You and I once slept on a worn, broken-down bed, not
once did we notice the breaking of it at night - we slept on

peacefully.

We woke in the morning to the voice of Abujaan calling for

morning prayer.

The barking of our dogs so loud and you throwing shoes
at the window to keep them quiet feeling the rush as we

raced to get to the bathroom first.

The days started with cutting the grass of the garden
where each of us was given a portion to cut; the green
grass was soft to the touch. I remember complaining
to Abujaan that our hands had become tough like a

mahogany tree. I told him we were girls not boys.

We existed on our own planet, revolving around each

other, strengthening our bond.

I remember nights we spent on the roof of our home, us
carrying our mattresses up there, falling asleep looking at

the stars- as we lay dreaming of building our own house.

We had beautiful memories of that time going on long

trips in our red car, Dad showing us different places to



explore, the lonely silent roads that never ended.

The beautiful views and images are still in my mind’s eye-
all the things we saw: beautiful long trees and the noises

of the birds I can still hear them in my ears

I wish we hadn't grown, then we wouldn't have become

busy in our married lives now.
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LETTER TO NIGERIA

Africa,
So far, I can remember you through the smell, taste sights

and sounds.

Taste:

My mom’s cooking.

We couldn't get Pakistani food in Nigeria, so my mum used
the local food and cooked it to our taste. It was always so

yummy my mouth waters just thinking about it.

Smell:

Vaseline.

My African friends always smelled of this. They used to
apply it often after their showers. The smell so distinct,
used to be all over my childhood classroom, even when I

used to visit their homes, I could only smell the Vaseline.

Sights:
I have a lot of images scrolling behind my eyes, beautiful

sights shared with my Family.

Since we travelled a lot, I had the privilege of experiencing

many new things, meeting new people.

On our long drives that lasted for as long as two days we
sat at the back of the seat making noises and playing,
stopping only for lunch and rest. In one of the games we
played, we each had a favorite color, mine was white, so
we kept our minds active - never bored counting the cars

that passed us.



Sound:

We always lived in cities so I had gotten used to a lot of
noise all around; whether it be the traffic, or screaming
children playing, in the darkness you could hear every bit
of it.

I learned to drown them out. We used to listen to songs a
lot me and my sister, we had cassettes that we put inside

the player, we'd turn the volume way up.

Touch:

Warmth and closeness of your loved ones.

I wish we could still come together and stay close to each

other; we shouldn't have grown up.

My sister could have protected me from all the bad

experiences I had.

I wish we could all sit together, tell stories, and play freely
not worrying about the

world. Carefree, with no worries and no burdens as we
used to be.

I wish we could get that love, that connection once more.

I wish we could have all stayed in one place.
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LETTER TO MOM

Mom is the most beautiful beauty of life.

My mom is strong and the kindest person I have ever known

in my entire life.

She is warmhearted and friendly, in one moment a total
stranger becomes instant family - soon they chat and laugh
like old friends, she embraces all making

them feel loved, seen and welcome.

I have learned a lot from her and I still am learning. She has

always stood by me when I needed her most.

May Allah bless her with health and happiness and a long
life.

I admire her tenacity and her ability to smile, for she was
always smiling and happy even after facing a lot of pain in
her life,

I wish to see her soon to give her all my love and care.

I still talk to my mom daily without fail since I've gotten

married.

I love my mom a lot, no matter what, I'm still your little girl.
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LEAVING

It was a day of emptiness the day I left home - my home in

a country that I thought was mine

As the wheels of the plane lifted me off the ground,
I thought

“I am leaving and I don't know if I will return.”
My heart ached and my eyes filled with tears of grief,

heavy with the knowledge that I was leaving my loved

ones and a part of myself behind.
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PEACE IN A REFUGEE LIFE

What do you call peace

To a person who has lost everything

And everyone

living in a nightmare

With no future

Where is peace?

etk

Peace is found where your loved ones once were
Sitting together, chatting and eating
Staying close together when falling apart
Holding hands

Laying in her lap

Hugs with affection and prayers

It's nowhere to be found

Fdkdokdokdok



Peace is NOT where
Your kids grow fast with no future ahead
No space to run around

Sitting together eating a meal you have been eating for

seven years with no change

No vacations

No adventures

Waiting to be a recognized Refugee

Otherwise just an asylum seeker who has applied for

safety
Battling with time and energy

Growing old with no memories

Fodrkdokdokiokok

Step into our shoes and feel the pain
Bearing blisters, the waiting, the pacing rubbing feet raw

Losing the ability to move forward

77



The stress and pressure dripping on faces

How will we find peace!!
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LETTER TO MY CASEWORKER

We came to an unknown land

An unknown language

Carrying luggage behind

Looking desperate and weak

Striving to find a place

Seven years ago

We entered room on the 17th floor

You stood there very eager to help us
We told you our story and circumstances
The love and sympathy you showed
Was the first ever calmness we felt

In this unknown place

We have seen you strong and confident
Loving and cheering

Not knowing what you have been through



You are a brother to our sisters

You are a father to our kids

Your words of encouragement are sparks of joy

May Allah bless you abundantly

May you keep staying strong and healthy

Helping all those families who are weak and in pain

How blessed we are to have you in our lives.

Thank you for always listening to us

Always being there for us

God Bless you @9
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LETTER FROM MY SON
We came to a place I never heard about
It was hard to find out what was going on

Because I was only a five-year-old kid who only knew basic

math
We arrive at this place I used to call the “Unknown Place”

We first went to a fast-food shop called McDonald’s and we

ordered a very delicious burger and fries

So, then we were trying to find a good place to live in

because we only had a hotel room

After a few weeks in the hotel room, we found a place to

settle in
It was not big or wide but long, “the house”

We are living in it for a long time now and we still have no

worry about living here
But I really need my own room

So, this is my life coming to Unknown Place oops I mean

Hong Kong

And yes, don't leave just yet I need to talk about school ok
here I go



School is very boring and easy like all the English tests

Wwere s0 easy

My friends theyre all kind and stuff but they can be

annoying

And also, my brother is very cute if you meet him you will
see for yourself but what can he possibly do well he can
do literally anything to annoy me but I can't talk about
that cos that will take away all the space

And also, my mom is kind and she is the best but when it
comes to exams or interviews, she is in her serious mode.
My dad is a very kind dad he gets me presents but when I
try to annoy my little brother, he gets mad but when my
little brother annoys me, he just says let him play with

you.
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HEALING
You are a human being
Striving and juggling

Working hard to stable, not noticing when day and night

pass

You are capable of a strong mind

And working hard to gain this life

But wait! Are you tired? Are you at peace?

Your heart and mind are speaking, with pain pulsating

through your body

You need to take a break and heal

It's been years since it happened, he just left

I talked to him that same day

He was radiant and full of life with a smile on his face
Light illuminating through the window on his face

Never thought it would be the last picture captured my

mind's eye

It was sudden, the shock is frozen in my soul



Like a wound that does not heal
Life goes on...

He is no more but still I can feel his presence, his presence

in my newborn son
Another life emerges
I feel the pain dissipate, the scare fade.

The healing is happening!
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The glory of my blackness. The future of tomorrow.
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“Through the creative efforts of dedicated translators, these original poems,
born from the depths of frustration and aspiration, are imaginatively
rendered to foster solidarity and understanding. Each translated poem

offers a glimpse into the lives of individuals seeking sanctuary in Hong

Kong, and speaks of the power of trans n to connect communities and

nurture empathy.” - Dr Yau Wai Ping, Hong Kong Baptist University
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“Between Wor(l)d: Hong Kong Poetry of Exile and Hope is a poignant
exploration of what it means to create “Hong Kong poetry” in the context

of displacement and resilience. This compelling collection redefines our

inderstanding of Hong Kong's poetic identity, weaving together voices of
refugees and exiles to offer a global perspective on belonging, loss, and

hope.” - Prof. Chris Song, University of Toronto
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