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​A Word from the Poet
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It’s been over forty years since I immigrated to Sydney. I am a Korean Australian poet.
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In the poem You and I are, I reflect on the division between South and North Korea. It’s been more than seventy years since countless families were separated, and I wrote the poem to hold that long sorrow.
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Letting go of war and politics, I look into the world of a father, the head of a family.
I recall my own father, sitting in a small room surrounded by four walls,
staring at a hopeless Wall
while drawing up hopeful plans for his family’s future.
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One day, quite suddenly,
not even realizing spring had come,
I saw The Cornelian Cherry blossoms and thought,
“Ah... so it’s spring,”
and in that moment, the children moved forward with their lives,
tasting The Joy of Being One.
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Even though Life offers no clear answers,
I paddle my little boat in search of friendship.
That boat drifts beneath the rising sun at Nelson Bay Beach,
missing the mountains and streams of home,
until a wave becomes a brush
and paints a Hibiscus syriacus blossom on the rocks.
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Before I know it, it’s autumn.
When I long for the narrow paths of home lined with The Cosmos flowers,
I find myself lost in the thought:
perhaps those cosmos wear rainbow hanbok
and are counting stars on an autumn night.
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That longing becomes heartache,
and heartache becomes The Resurrection Lilies blooming on the hillside.
Leaning there, I gaze toward the sky over my homeland,
hoping to feel the wind blowing from that direction,
but who could truly know such a feeling?
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I stand in that wind and look toward mist-covered peaks.
On a day of summer rain, a woman’s nobility blossoms like the Blue Plum flowers.
Her life, like a bush warbler
perched on a thin branch,
never ceases its quiet lament.
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Then, in an instant, she scatters in the wind, becoming tears.

Meanwhile, her daughter enters college,
and sitting beside Camellias in the winter wind,
she begins to learn a love
as pure and deep as falling snow.
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And now, as I gaze at the red twilight,
I reflect on the sorrows and joys of life.
Recalling the people who shaped our world
and the histories they forged,
the evening sky quietly stains the life of a writer lost in thought,
and the clink of red wine glasses echoes with poetic resonance.
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I want to share my poetry with those who love poetry.
As you read this book, I hope you feel both joy and warmth.
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And finally, I offer my heartfelt thanks to Robert Perron and Euigoo Kang 
for their beautiful English translation of these poems.
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​Part 1  You and I are

[image: image]



​You and I are

1.
Whenever I see glue in a tube
I want to stick to you
Even if you are alone
Even if you are very far away
I yearn to run a thousand li* and become one.
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2.
Whenever I look upon Chimabawi**
I want to hang my skirt upon it
To let it flutter
Thereon
I want fluffy clouds to hang upon it
Floating as on feathers
I want to go to you.
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__________________________
* Li or ri is a traditional unit of distance. One Korean li is about 400 meters.
** Chimabawi (Skirt Rock) is the name of a cliff on Inwangsan in Seoul. The story of Chimabawi goes back to 1506 when Jungjong and his wife were installed as the 11th King and Queen of the Joseon Dynasty. Soon after, the Queen was forced out and moved to a village near Inwangsan. Heartbroken, everyday, the King would go to a vantage point in the palace and gaze toward his wife’s village. Upon learning this, the ex-Queen hung her red hanbok skirt on the cliff.

​The Cornelian Cherry

Unfurling its yellow wings
Soaring with ease
To catch a sip of sunlight
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The flower that becomes a butterfly
Takes pity on the sunlight
And caresses it with a yellow hue.

​The Wall

I sit and face the wall
That stands in silence 
That could not be broken down
It resembles the silence of my father 
With a heavy burden on his back
I close my eyes.

​The Cosmos

Between the lapels of a jeogori* tunic
Flutter her petals
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Tumbling through the sky above
Coming closer on the wind
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Sad hard times, she writes
The type rolls off her fingertips
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As a shooting star falls to its demise
Her eyes lighten.
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__________________________
*The jeogori is the upper part of the hanbok, a traditional Korean garment.

​The Joy of Being One

Pushing hard, a leaf emerges
And finally blossoms into a flower
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You always wanted
To open the closed keyhole
Between our two countries
I'm glad that we share the same abode
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I see the husband as the honest land
The wife as a flower
The angel of our home
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Breaking bread together
Becoming rich with faith, hope, and laughter
Watching the sun and moon
With the aroma of strong coffee
Wishing every morning
By a flowering window, always a pair
To live like singing birds

​Life 

You sail on a distant sea
You thirst under a burning sun
The storm
Shakes your boat
––––––––
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If you hold hands
Singing words of love
Deeply etched in your hearts
You will navigate the rough seas
Through blinding wind and rain
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Follow the path of the seagull
Do not fear the journey ahead
But reflect on its days
Let it be a guiding light for others
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On a voyage you dare not take on your own
If you travel together
Even in strong storms
You will reach the island of tranquility
Where green forests await you.

​Nelson Bay* Beach 

Looking out on Nelson Bay Beach at daybreak
For those who lost hope in life’s darkness
The sun, burning its flesh to illuminate the world
Dazzles the flesh of the beach
With glimmers of gold and silver hope.
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The morning clouds on the horizon
Unfurl a canvas of my hometown in Chungcheongbukdo
Telling me to send to the village people beyond the mountain
An armful of my warm love, floating on a tempest
Alive and dancing, the sea prancing to Arirang 
A nostalgic screen surrounds the white sand
To subtly reveal my homeland.
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The smell of salt and fish wafts through the crashing surf
A double long hanbok flutters to the lilt of a bamboo flute
Backlit in dark orange like a dancing clown.
Even if pain approaches like a flock of seagulls
I want to send my unspoken words
In a missive to the East.
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Longings that I could not let go of for a lifetime
The crashing sea brushes over a foaming rock
A Hibiscus syriacus** blooms in its place.
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__________________________
* Nelson Bay is a resort town 150 km north of Sydney, Australia.
** Hibiscus syriacus is a species of flowering plant in the mallow family. Common names include the Rose of Sharon, Rose Mallow, among others. It is the national flower of South Korea.

​The Resurrection Lily*

Longing for him dearly
Longing for an impossible relationship
Your blood red heart
A clump of resurrection lilies
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The unfulfilled love of a lifetime
Rises from the ashes
And shows him your burning red lips 
Your dear love
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Green pine twigs on the fence
Long for his coming today
Your doleful flower decorations
Long that his breath
Arrives on the wind
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Your deep yearning
Shakes the bare flower stalks
Wanting to be hugged by the wind.
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__________________________

* The Resurrection Lily is a herbaceous plant with basal, simple leaves. The leaves sprout and grow in the spring, then die during June; flowers appear in late July or early August. In Korea, it is known as Sangsawha (Lovesick Flower), as the flowers and leaves cannot see each other.


​The Sorrow of the Pearly Blue* Plum Blossoms

Crystal beads hang in white sorrow
On the buds of the blue plum blossoms
The plum lady stares at the clouds
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She hangs her endless suffering on the blue mountains
But drapes the bridal veil that hangs around the peak
About herself and lives her dream 
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Perched on a thin branch
The bush warbler coos sad songs in the morning
The plum lady sheds quiet tears
For the flowers that floated away in the monsoon rains.
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__________________________
* A blue plum blossom has white petals and greenish stamen that gives the impression of a green flower, despite its name in the Korean language.

​Camellia Girl

In frigid wind, the red bud bites the white snow
As years pass, watching the flowers in full bloom
The child’s face blushes
Like the morning sun that throbs her heart
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You are the lover holding flowers at the Dragon Gate
Concealed for a long time
You try to bring forth fresh feelings
The moment you missed him
You kept your dark red feelings to yourself
Now those camellias are in full bloom
Even after many years
Lips pressed for the first time still feel hot
And
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​The Wisdom of Spring
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​As Time Goes By
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​Beholding the Magnolia


​The Evening Primrose
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​The Black Locust
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​The Rose
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​An Apple
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​Inosculation


[image: image]



[image: image]



[image: image]



[image: image]




​A Sinking Day
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​The Sound of Crickets
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​Palm Beach*
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​Mardi Gras Festival
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​Jacarandas
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​A Possum’s* Love
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​On the Way to Wagga Wagga*
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​A Cocktail of Life
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​The Surf at Manly Beach*
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​The Strathfield Memorial*
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​The Black Locust and the Eucalyptus
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​A Wanderer’s Repose


[image: image]



[image: image]



[image: image]



[image: image]



[image: image]



​The Jervis Bay Beaches*
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​Samsara*
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​Poems Hidden in the Snowy Mountains
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​At a Hunter Valley Winery
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