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to my tireless mother,
the strongest woman i know





Part I: 女也 ta








Tang Chu Ching 鄧珠清 
(por-por 婆婆)



Tang was born in 1936, in a small farming


village of Doumen District, Zhuhai in


Guangdong Province, China. Born to a family of


farmers, Tang was the third child and only girl


in a family of four children. Tang had a relatively


happy childhood, though poor, with a father


who doted on her and was ahead of his time in


recognizing daughters as equals to sons. They were


largely unaffected by the Cultural Revolution as


they were of the working class, but there were


certain unfortunate events such as the accidental


death of her sister at a very young age. At around


20, Tang left the village. She first faked illness and


cited the pursuit of a cure in heading southwards,


then, under the guise of marriage to a Stateside


relative known only by a smart passport photo,


made her way to Hong Kong, where she courted


many suitors but settled on a sailor. Why she did,


I cannot guess. From her I inherited mischief and


vanity.


These are some of her stories.








my lover was a sailor boy



absence is the thing


that catches in the netting,


(when he would come back to me


smelling of brine and sea legs)


the thing


slippery and breathing,


(learning the sprawling vastness of the


heart, the one that is)


alive


undressed waiting


punctuating our


children


(clings to pining skeletons,


bathes the high days between rain)


blooming giddy every


season and again


yes


bold for love’s


shivering,


(tossing


dry of the ocean’s light,)


i resolve to the daily


wake, to high tide in empty


(bed, knowing my lover leans


in for a bent kiss on the cusp of)


land and


fluttering sea.





wee darling



wee darling,
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