THE POET’S PROFILE

Sheung Wai (Sherry) CHAN is a linguist in English and Chinese. Besides working as a translator and language teacher, she is a prolific bilingual writer. Her poems have been widely published in Australia and overseas and she won a silver cup and a bronze medallion in America by end of 2004 for her English poems ‘Drive on the Roads of Life’ and ‘The Morning Outside the Window’. Her personal anthologies include The Moonlight of Romance and Sunlight of Friendship.
Immensely impacted by her late grandfather’s poems, Sherry started to write since young. After committing four years’ tertiary study in English and Literature in China, she moved to Hong Kong, then California, then back to Hong Kong. She travelled to several Asian countries as well as Europe and the Southern Sphere and settled down in Sydney. With her life full of ups and downs, her creativity was highly triggered into poetry writing. Although she has achieved an MA and an MBA Degrees in Sydney, she finds poetry writing her main source and destination of life.

Sherry began to go public in Australia two years after her mentor, an active Performing Poet, Madam Penelope Grace found her in her residence where she displayed her poems on the windows in 1999. Ms Grace invited her to join the Sydney Poet’s Union and encouraged her to go public. Under Ms Grace and her fellow poets’ influence, sherry made fast progress and became popular in the English and Chinese literary world. She attended World-class linguistic and poetry conferences home and abroad and her poems, proses and essays on translation of poetry were published in Australia, America, China and Malaysia. She joined the Poetry Square-Circle in 2005 and the Live Poet’s Society in 2006 to explore further into the Australian poetry culture. 

She was invited to master a bilingual poetry meeting in 2005 and in September 2006, Sherry was active in the Australian Poetry Festival and the NSW New Writers’ Home Word Festival. Major show events included “Poetry Slam” at the Riverside Theatre, Parramatta; “Women of the World” at he NSW Writer’s Centre, Balmain; “Dead Poets’ Day” at Woollahra Council; “Freedom, Peace and Knowledge” at Marrickville Library and “Poems to the Public” at Mars Hills Café, Parramatta. Sherry was one of the selected writers interviewed by Madam Andrea Stretton, famous MC who used to master all the Sunday afternoon arts show programs for ABC television channel. The interview took place on 11 November 2006 as part of the “Local Writer’s Day” program organized by the Woollahra Council and was taped and videoed by the Woollahra Library.

Besides poetry slam, exhibitions and on-stage performances, Sherry’s work in English and/or Chinese has been appearing locally and in overseas in The South Sydney Herald, The Surry, the Reunion anthology, the A Square-Circle anthology, The International Who’s Who In Poetry (USA), The Colors of Life (USA), The Songs of Honour (UK), The Opening of Borders, The Barwell Garden Poetry, the Australian Chinese Daily, The New York Community Times: The Rootless Grass Monthly Poetry (USA), the Sing Tao Daily, the Australian New Express Daily, the 2ac Chinese Daily, the GEMA Selected papers 2001-2003 (Malaysia), the Hong Kong Features magazine, the Health Post (Beijing), the Family Doctor magazine (Guangzhou) and the Guangdong Youth Daily (China). The 2CR Chinese Radio Network broadcast some of her poems in October 2004. 

This year, she is nominated again for the 2007 NSW Premier’s Translation Prize, which is to be conferred to a translator with outstanding literary achievements in Australia.
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A MEDITATING CAT
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By Sheung Wai Chan(Sherry)

Today I feel old

I lean against the window

And I walk out the door

The yellow roses are holding dewdrops

So we welcome this autumn morning side by side

Letting overnight tears dry up in the sun

As time flows like water

I let the music bring back youth

So a faded rose can survive winter

And an autumn heart regain spring

Today I shouldn’t be feeling old

For my solitude has attracted a roaming cat

She gazes and searches the expression in my eyes

She seems to have detected a tender heart

Now her radiating eyes close with compassion

And she sits straight and still on the grass

As I start to feel the fun and smile

My mind is led to the position 

Of her meditation

…

THIS AUTUMN NIGHT      

Author: Sheung Wai Chan (Sherry)
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Incomplete dream

Hanging on a branch 

Pewter sickle-shaped moon

On dark night curtain

Lonesome cold beauty

Glittering eyebrow

Smile of delightfulness

Reveals 

Quiet autumn night

Not even a breeze 

Crowded maple leaves

On the wall their neat paper-cuts

Motionless lace curtains

In silvery grey silence

Much snowier

Round moon in night sky

In absolute solitude

Incomplete moon however

Cheered by scarce stars

* The translated version in English was published in the South Sydney Herald in September 2004. The original Chinese version was broadcast on the 2CR China Radio Network on the 13th October 2004. DJ: Mr. REN, Chuangong
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Oh, Beach, Bitch, Beauty

Sherry Chan

Copyright©2006 by Sheung W Chan
How many times I walked by your side

How many times I talked to surf and sky

You shunned me with soaring noise

You pushed me down with freezing gale
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Hey, today I rise

The sun shines with gleaming light

Today I rise

The ocean caresses me with beaming smile

Australia, my land of dream

Australia, my land of frustration

Australia, you give me hope again

Oh, Beach, Bitch and Beauty


                    You are tears and cheers 

SONG TO MY LITTLE TREE

Author: Sheung Wai Chan (Sherry)
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when soft breezes soothe

my face with mild kisses

when warblers sing,

swallows dart, and

cats jump amidst green

oh

Surry Hills’ gardens have put on

her gracious spring dress

all branches have extended

their arms with youthful delight

all flowers have opened up

their hearts with charming smiles.

sky blue and quiet

great sun shining

gentle and bright

oh

how can I not appreciate

the quietly blooming violets

how can I not admire

the flourishing bottlebrushes

how can I not be intoxicated

with the fragrance of

the enthralling orchids

...

amazing nature

amazing life

oh, how can I not stretch

my arms to embrace

your gloriousness

how can I not chant out

my poems and play a song

how can I not dance with

the wind and revel

in the dazzling beauty you grant

...

when the world rocks

when the world rolls

when fantasies rejoice

in countless daisies

oh

my little tree

how can you feel lonely

how can you feel sad

how can you not be happy

how can you not grow

oh

my little tree of friendship

my poor tree of love

how can you not free yourself

from last winter's heavy

anguished soil
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A FACE OF FIVE

Author: Sheung Wai Chan (Sherry)
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Look into the mirror

Eyes, nose, ears and my mouth

There are five people in one face

Dad, mum, sisters and myself

Oh, I miss that familiarity

And the grin we shared at weekends

Have you ever loved someone

And been loved as if by the five

And been bored with daily chores

And been happy with simple words

Oh, hold the mirror with a face of five

Cherish love that is always on my mind

Send out greetings from the bottom of my heart

To my dearest ones home and afar

 Copyright © 2007 by S. W. Chan, all rights reserved.
HUG ME, SUN

Author: Sheung Wai Chan (Sherry)
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This winter night

Long and chilly

Amidst the cold bedclothes

I struggle

Sleeplessly

When the eastern window turns white

I happily see you rising

From the red edge of the sky

Then your generous heat

Spreads glory

Onto the cover of my bed

Under the gold-coated quilt

The warm touches 

Are keen kisses

From you, Sun

Your brilliant smile

Drives away long night’s worry

Hug me, Sun

For in your cozy cradle

The golden colored me

Want to become again

A sleeping baby 

With golden dreams

RED LEAVES KNOW ME

Author: Sheung Wai (Sherry) Chan
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Cloud on my dress

Dust under my feet

Falling leaves

Know my heart

Light a light

Nowhere to brighten

Grow my wings

Nowhere to fly

The world drops 

Into constant darkness

In autumn breezes

Surviving red leaves

Cheering along

Body-to-body warmth

Heart-to-heart concern

Evening curtain

With leafy praise

And chase of autumn foliage

I surrender 

As if a butterfly

Not fly

CRYING FOR MY GUITAR

Author: Sheung Wai Chan (Sherry)

My emotion on six strings

fun or distress

love or hatred

joy or anger

My favorite friends are you

who play my music

convey my feelings

deserve the passion

from my heart

Worldly affairs

bustling, hustling

in and out

Oh, I've left my beloved

all alone

who sits in silence

sobs in quietness

breaks its center string

in her broken heart

Sad, am I

A lonely heart

with a lonely song

unable to reconnect

the broken string

Just as difficult as

going on with

a foregone love

Summer rain cries

Streaming on sullen guitar

Countless songs on my mind

find nowhere to play on

and I

Cry…
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MISSING MUM

(WRITTEN AFTER MUM’S FIRST VISIT TO SYDNEY)

Author: Sheung Wai Chan (Sherry)

Copyright © 2006 by Sheung Wai Chan

Rushing hours rushed by

I saw you off at the airport

Tears had flowed 

in the flowing florid time

Their stains had covered 

footprints on my path

Yet days with Mum 

went easily well

Days with Mum 

saw no tears

In the days with Mum

I was a chattering box

In the days with Mum 

I laughed a lot

Oh, in those days with Mum 

I became a little girl

There lie your towel 

and some clothes

Here are apples and pears

we bought, but you didn’t eat

The sesame rice balls 

and lotus seed buns packs stay

completely intact in the fridge

Oh, Mummy, you treasure 

overwhelmingly 

your daughter’s love

Every stitch you made 

on my quilt

Has knitted tightly 

a great mum’s love

Though you are not sitting 

in the chair next to the bed

Oh, Mummy, I see you 

in my brain 

still sewing hard

Oh, Mum

you have flown for eight hours

But I have faced the walls 

foolishly for ten hours

A queen-sized bed is 

definitely too large

When a big girl has cried

into a little child

The lonely feeling 

walks me into dark night here

The flight carrying worries 

have landed on Lantou Island there

Daddy accompanying Mummy 

goes back home now

Then Mummy in the telephone 

is next to my ears

Oh, Mummy in my ears 

resides permanently 

on my mind
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