Perhaps the so-called spring                               Mok Kwok Yum

Perhaps the so-called spring

Is on the other side of the mountain

By the other side of the sea

Where a nineteen-year-old memory releases

Among old books full of creases
In dreams, perhaps

A bear doesn’t necessarily know that he is a bear when he is a cub

A little ignorance is bearable at the beginning

When once upon a time a little story rose
A story of a little yellow aloes

Wild a bit, perhaps

Prickly at times, no doubt

Growth needs time

A little patience, please

Perhaps, perhaps that’s where the peach be

But who knows, yes, who knows

Waves riding seaward

Who are counting the castles on the beach

But then things do go on all right

After all, tomorrow is tomorrow

Might as well add them up, I mean—
After today, and today, and today

A dreamer might add up to be a bear

A bear to be an old bear, an old old bear

By then, a pipe in hand

Seagulls over the glittering waves

And spring on the other side of the mountain

By the other side of the sea

Girls picking shells

In light breeze their skirts flirt…
