Kuei-Hais Tseng (Taiwan)

bio (from TU M Y FB Feb 1, 2023 post)

(1946-)

Taiwanese poet and doctor. Started his career as a lung specialist in 1973, Seng Qui-Hai
had a stethoscope in one hand and pen in the other: stethoscopes for patients and pen
for the world. Through poems he expressed his desire for the motherland. He proposed
and participated in mass affairs, Taiwanese politics and social reform. In 1982, he
founded Literature Taiwan magazine in collaboration with other literary writers; in 1988
he participated in social movement including Taiwanese literature subjects to Weiwing
Metropolitan Park, Co-pin River Protection, Anti-Dam Movement, Kaoshiung Central
Park Reconstruction, Kaoshyung Central Park Protection, Kaosheung Central Park
protection, Yun family hall. None of these movements yielded immediate results, as each
lasted for almost twenty to thirty years.

For thirty years he devoted his life to the social movement. At the same time, he retained
his literary practice and published 23 books so far, including a collection of 19 poems.
With his pen he spoke about the Sun land and the people and the intentions of
Taiwanese writers through the history of the colonies in Taiwan. He believes that "the
true voice of literature should express the world's sadness, compassion, destiny and
human feelings and hope. "

He is the President of Takaw Green Association for Ecology and Humanistic Studies,
President of Taiwan Literature Magazine, Founder President of Weiwing Park Association,
Director of Chunglihar Cultural and Educational Foundation, President of South Taiwan
Society, President of Tiwan PEN, President of Leh Sea Society, Director of the Luke-Toi
Cultural and Artistic Foundation. Currently he is National Policy Advisor to the President.
He won several major Taiwanese Awards: Wu Chuo-Liu Literary Prize Free Verse Category
(1985), Laiho Medical Services Prize (1998), Kaoshiung Literary & Art Prize (2004), Oxford
Award for Taiwanese Literary (2016), Hakka Contribution for Life Award (2018), Taiwan
Medical Treatment Paradigm Award (2019).

Poems 1-10 Tseng

Translated by Sji{# Dr Shuhwa Shirley WU
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“A Patient”

The patient came to see me for his appointment

He has just been diagnosed with lung cancer

A teacher born in born in the Province of Shandong
Tall and slim with blank expression on his face
Looking tired with illness

Over thirty years, he has written numerous words on the blackboard with chalk.
I inquired carefully:

Where do you live?

Your wife? Friends?

He just shook his head without a word

Slowly, he lowered his had

A tear dropped suddenly

Expanding

On the map of Taiwan.

From The Whales’ Festival, May 1983




Translator’s Note: Suntong Province is in the northeastern part of China. This patient could be a
descendant of veterans who retreated to Taiwan with the KMT army by 1949.
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“Let’s go fly a kite”

My children! Let’s go to the Memorial Plaza and fly a kite!
Fly up

Higher and higher

Like this soaring heart of mine

Leave this city behind

Soar higher with vigor

Higher for the clear view from afar
The homeland

Of my childhood in sight



From The Whales‘ Festival, May 1983.
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“Glasses”

As usual, I took off my glasses

Before Bed

The scenes in my dream rolled out vividly

I woke up, troubled, regretful

Often because some dreams were too beautiful

Others too frightening!

| have worn glasses since | was twenty, a short-sighted man
| always believed the world existed

In the way my glasses showed me.

Day after day, | wipe clean those glass orbs with care
Looking forward to seeing new bright hope

However, every few years, age changes the refraction of the eye

It takes a new pair of glasses to give me a clear vision of my reality
So much efforts and troubles taken
Yet, | am not able to attain

The standard vision defined by the world.

From Poems of Kaoshiung, Feb, 1986
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“A Writer’s ID Card”

Outside the window

Flowers embrace and breed in agony
Those withered leaves--

Once were their nurturing mothers

Inside the room

Flow desires, love and secrets
The flesh is conquered
[Then] no trace of war

Only silent stillness

How to prove you are alive
While holding on to your writer’s identity?

Making statements to cover up



The ambiguous self

And to pay bills for tomorrow’s folly.

Hold on to a writer’s identity
Posting various naked expressions of the soul
Records of love and sins

All go to the forms to apply once again-the writer’s identity.

First written on March 15, 1992.

From Thoughts of a Taiwanese Man, May 1999.
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“The Prophet and the Truth”
You stand over your own people,

But over you stand Law, even. — from “Freedom” by Aleksandr Pushkin.

The prophet speaks to those of hindsight
Don't let ignorance corrupt your hearts

Nor let it fill you with narrow love for Taiwan
In this island country

From the Anti-Japanese War in 1895



To the 228 Incident of blood
There was never a real revolution

Nor prophets.

Freedom, democracy and independence

Already were the intellectual property of mankind
We are simply imitators of conscience

Building an ideal independent home

According to the old blueprint

Our home not yet named

The seeds are budding.

There are fake prophets of the revolution

Wearing color-changing bows day and night

Reigning over this island nation

Self-confessed spokesmen in history

Claiming to have discovered the real way of loving Taiwan
They believe

These truths transcend time

Yet, who could believe

Those frivolous lies?

Whose feet

Still bear the pungent scents and smell of earth?
And who still knows

Pure love, unconditional love?

From Thoughts of a Taiwanese Man, May 1999.

Translator’s note:

In Taiwan, colors such as green, blue, and white represent DPP, KMT, and Chingming Party
respectively. In this poem “wearing color-changing bows” on one’s shirt indicates that some



politicians change their political stance, from pro-independence of Taiwan to the opposite, for the
sake of gaining political resources.
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“Executive Ground”

Order of Extinction as Listed on Execution Ground

Wilderness, Sparse Forests, Swamps, Wetlands

Plain Aboriginal grandmas, parents and daughters

Rivers, streams, perches, eels, carassius, crabs, shrimps

Sora Rails, frogs, fireflies, earthworms

Hares, voles, snakes, herons

(These are the order of extinction as listed on execution ground)
Soils made of pesticides and fertilizers

Form sprouting cement trees, asphalt roads, and factories



Soon after the farmers are gone

The land will lose its (nurturing) kindness too

From Thoughts of a Taiwanese Man, May 1999.
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“Blossoms at Night - for my wife and every Hakka woman”
Your flower buds are covered during the day

No need to reveal to strangers

At dusk, the sun sets behind the mountain
With night comes the mountain wind
Quietly the night lilies

Start to open fragrant blossoms

In their own Hakka backyards

The Hoklo people do not like night lilies

They think of them as haunting flowers spirits

On a dimly lighted farm lane

A face-covered woman picks few nigh lilies



And secretly takes them home

The Hakka woman toils all day

The Hakka woman was born to work hard like an old maid
Only till midnight

Can her husband discover the fragrance

In the middle of the night

He pinches the petals

And spreads over his wife’s body

The scent of her body and of the lily blossoms fuses

Inside the room, around the house

Night lilies

In full blossom

From Homeland, Night Lilies, 2000
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“A Pinpu, Holo and Hakka Taiwanese”
Whenever people asked me: What is your ancestral heritage?

I always answered immediately: I am a Hakka.

In a Hakka village I grew up



My mother was born in Zutian Gobei, a Hakka village,
Then lived in Jiadong after marrying my father.

When I was thirty, Uncle told me my grandfather was adopted into our family Grandfather was born a
Holo.

At the time, I felt dreadfully embarrassed.

In my early fifties
I have discovered that Grandmother is from a Pingpu tribe

Thus, my bloodline shattered like a bomb blast.

When people asked me who I am,
I still said I was a Hakka

Nonetheless, still with some embarrassment.

One day I had a dream

There were these three ancestors

Each holding a different part of my body.
Holding hands, singing, dancing and drinking
They called me ‘little monkey’:

You are a Pinpu, Holo and Hakka Taiwanese.

Four hundred years of history
Wrap around me, like a rope

Pinpu, Holo and Hakka all tie together.

From Homeland, Night Lilies, 2000

Translator’s note:

“Pinpu” is a general term for assimilated Taiwanese Aboriginal Peoples. They have been lived in
Taiwan more than 5000 years. 70% Taiwanese are Pinpu’s descendants, including Holo and Hakka.



