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Dear Mr. Moon

By Siyan Chan, Developing Virtue Gitls School
Chinese Translation by Janet Lee

This poem was chosen as a finalist in Crown Education
Challenge, an international contest, in the writing category.

Silvery light shone through the ashy wisps;
hung on the midnight sky, cool and crisp,
a pearl in the deep, dark ocean:

a treasure amidst the lost motion.

The little girl stood still,
as the evening breeze caressed the rolling hills.
She stared at the midnight pearl

and wondered,

at this time of the night, do secrets unfurl? SIE ya
Tell me, she begged. :t& H ]

HfE A FRAE B X

EEEREGENEER TR (BB RE) §EERE

PR EER B GBI
RN TR B
REULHF—FHBAER
TS = RV E

6 VRSS2SR S L
{FILA BN N
BECUFIRAYIHER BN
BRI REG A (PR ERE
I HERORE

=TI

OcToser 2020 VAIRA BobHi Sea | 43



B8 it Ok ‘ Bobri FiELD

Please.

In the midst of pandemonium,
of chaos,

where do we find the inner peace?
where all things in harmony, co-exist.
Do we just wish,

with all our might that it will get better?
where one day we will learn,

and

we will change.

But thoughts mean nothing,
without actions.

Empty words roll off

like smoke from the censer
vanishing into thin air...
Nothingness.

But,

the pearl shone brighter than ever
in the ocean of grayish-amber.
the wisps of clouds parted,

giving way to her majesty

giving light to her world

to us.

Hope,

It is just.

It is fair.

The light at the end of the tunnel, forever there.

Dear Mr. Moon,
thank you for your tireless light,
giving life even on the darkest nights. #&

44| &MIERE —0_O0&FE+H

TEEGET

JeEL

fr i o] =5 YRS
YNGR F
P A BETHH

FATHE  — VIR 4
BE-REMEHE WH
WMEgosE HE
REisEii |
RETTEIZE S
BB Y ES

H A R 22

[ SEE T D

el
BBk BRAT TR 5
IR AT e
EERE
ER RS P
AR A A
PTG

= ﬁt‘:&

ENTR

peyiins
PFErFETE St aEEALR

HERH AL
S FEHY'E
RIEAE B AR Y AR
tmEMEC®




