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About the International Writers’ Workshop 

The International Writers’ Workshop (IWW) at Hong Kong Baptist University is a self-funded, non-profit 
programme. Founded in 2004, IWW is a signature programme of the Faculty of Arts in support of excellence 
in literary arts. Its goal is to invite writers from around the world to visit the Universty and engage in creativity-
inspiring activities with local students, writers, and the general Hong Kong community. Since its establishment, 
IWW has invited over one hundred and thirty writers from fifty-five countries to Hong Kong. They stay on 
campus and interact with university students and staff, as well as with Hong Kong writers and the public, in 
order to cultivate creativity, enhance popular interest in literature and the humanities, and provide opportunities 
for cultural exchange within and outside the university campus. The establishment of the International Writers’ 
Workshop may be regarded as an important and historically significant initiative to promote cultural and 
educational activities in Hong Kong.

IWW is delighted to host five Writers-in-Residence as our key speakers at our second annual IWW Literary Festival 
on 17 to 20 March 2021. This year’s residency programme features writers from Bulgaria (Vladimir Poleganov),  
Israel (Gili Haimovich), Russia (Anna Tolkacheva), Spain (Cristina Sánchez-Andrade), and Venezuela (Gabriel 
Payares), all of whom were selected from a very competitive pool of more than one hundred applicants. 
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Gili Haimovich (Israel)
Poet and translator

Gili Haimovich is a bilingual Israeli poet and translator with a Canadian background. She is the author of ten 
poetry books, four in English and six in Hebrew. Her most recent books are Promised Lands (2020) and the 
collection Lullaby (2021). She won two international Italian poetry competitions  - “I colori dell'anima” for best 
foreign poet (2020), and the “Ossi di Seppia” (2019), as well as a grant for excellency by the Ministry of Culture 
of Israel (2015) among other prizes, and she was nominated for the 2021 American Pushcart Prize for a poem 
translation from Hebrew. Both of her last books in Hebrew, Landing Lights (2017) and Baby Girl (2014), won 
grants from The Acum Association of Authors and her second book, Reflected Like Joy (2002), won The Pais 
Grant for Culture. Her poems are translated into 30 languages including book length translations in Serbian 
and French as well as a multilingual book of her poem “Note”. Her work is featured in anthologies, festivals and 
journals worldwide such as: World Literature Today, Poetry International, International Poetry Review, The Literary 
Review of Canada, 101 Jewish Poems for the Third Millennium, Tok – Writing the New Toronto and New Voices - 
Contemporary Writers Confronting the Holocaust as well as major publications in Israel such as The Most Beautiful 
Poems in Hebrew – A Hundred Years of Israeli Poetry, A Naked Queen – An Anthology of Israeli Social Protest Poetry. 
Haimovich also practices visual art, teaches creative writing in Israel and abroad and has a background as a writing 
focused intermodal arts therapist. 
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Poems 
Gili Haimovich

We Were a World 

We were a world within a flat
With its demons and its fairies too,
Like in those bubble glasses with snowflakes of polystyrene, 
Shaken by a hidden arm,
Like confetti, a virus dropped upon us. 
Passing lights, faces, flickered on our glass panel, 
Screens become windows,
Not mirrors, 
Opening on our desktops, 
Together with the opening of spring flowers and Easter. 
And our girls danced and laughed and cried, 
But never did they find 
The words to say what’s broken. 
Though at night we all had the same nightmare 
That from this world we’ll never be awakened.  

From Lullaby, Editions Midi, 2021

Birdwatching 

Our world begged for existence.
We carried our valor secretly
No witnesses for our triumphs
For overcoming another day.
Not being able to save even ourselves,
We dropped on the bed
As if we’d lost a battle.

In the mornings we melted back
From sleeping like rocks
Into floating bodies in a void.
We watched the birds
From our square-foot lawn and cherished
Not just their movement –
Their gift of coming from different worlds –
But our own growing ability,
While standing up, standing still
To notice them.

From Lullaby, Editions Midi, 2021
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Wrinkled Page

Your body can’t conceal its biography.
Tenderness flies back and forth.
You wished to be a blank page,
a fertile land for trees, passages, a laptop or wife.
Wishing to be loved is shameful.
So instead you prefect your handwriting
and manners.
How blank can a wrinkled page be?
Your body can’t conceal its biography.
Nor contain it.

From Promised Lands, Finishing Line Press, 2020

Though She’s Titled Hong Kong 

Awareness changes at once,
like clouds.
Soon it may rain.
The butterfly wings, hands, point
to the passing moment of the clock,
marking which moment belongs
to which of her shades, 
from greens to skyscrapers. 
The swiping of leaf brooms
won’t hush its flutter away. 

Hong Kong loosens the attempt to be herself,
following glimmers of what seems like the future
instead of the ones from the sea.
She won’t fulfill her potential, 
or her promise.

Would rain wash away her shadows?  

From Lullaby, Editions Midi, 2021
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Go Thee 
Translated from the Hebrew by Dara Barnat and the author

And the way you gathered up your excess soul 
before it spilled to the floor.
At the end of the Hebrew-Yiddish-English poetry reading
and you went to eat shwarma.

The way you gathered up your soul,
but didn’t hold it too tight,
because too much of something isn’t a treasure,
because your fatigue is also extra.
And the music drilled too much into both of them,
and your eyes became stars in the night of the assorted audience.

Too many have left you,
cities.
You have no intention of loving this one too.
You’re not enhancing the green twists and turns of her heart
in your walk.
Stomping on them.

Go, go, after the words,
the body too will become aerodynamic,
a weightless airplane following
after the weighty words.
Go, move, fly or breathe,
from your country, from your people, your fatherland, your mother’s language,
so you become a great nation, a small blessing.
Go, move, fly, roll away or breathe,
from moving matter to thinning air.

From Landing Lights (Orot Nechita), Iton 77, 2017
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Cristina Sánchez-Andrade (Spain) 
Fiction writer

Cristina Sánchez-Andrade is a powerful voice in contemporary Spanish literature, author of nine novels. She 
made a splash in English and round the world with her novel The Winterlings, praised as radically new, original 
and unusual, gaining outstanding critical acclaim and winning several prizes, including an English PEN Award 
in 2016. Sánchez-Andrade writes gripping, sensual and elegant prose, described as between the magic realism of 
Gabriel García Márquez and the southern gothic of Flannery O’Connor. She studied law and media and writes 
and reviews for various Spanish newspapers and literary magazines.



Excerpt from The Winterlings
Cristina Sánchez-Andrade
Translated from the Spanish by Samuel Rutter

They came past one morning like the thrumming of a hornet, swifter than an instant. 
 The women. 
 The Winterlings. 
The men bent over the earth straightened up to watch. The women stilled their brooms. The children stopped 
playing; two women with big, tired bones, as though worn down by life, were crossing the town square. 
 Two women followed by four sheep and a cow with a swinging gait, pulling a covered wagon filled with 
provisions and utensils. 
 Still standing at the end of a path that zigzagged between clumps of turnip-greens was the grandfather’s 
old house — their house, too — covered now by the branches of a fig tree. 
 Bats and owls crashed into each other, flying in loops. Ivy had invaded the house, and the chimney, 
bursting with foliage, had acquired the dimensions and appearance of a crumbling tower. The house had an 
orchard with a lemon tree, and bushes that sheltered butterflies and rustling noises; at the bottom, a river coursed 
with slender and succulent trout. 
 Beyond the river, the forest sprang up in thick trees.The greenery, taut and dense, wove itself together 
from the ground to the crowns of the trees, surrounded by vegetable gardens and tiny tilled plots. 
 It was raining, and they went inside. 
 The women and the animals. 
 They swept the floor. They pulled down the cobwebs. They put away the provisions they had brought. 
They made soup. The light dwindled, and the cold sharpened. 
 A domestic, familiar smell enveloped them; it reminded them of the sweetness of certain summer days, 
lunches in the orchard, and their lost childhood. But the smell also spoke to them of the war, of dampness, and 
of laughter. Of mice. Of anger. 
 One of the women sat down next to the other. “We’ll be fine,” she said. 
 “Yes,”came the reply. 
 They whiled away the time sipping at the soup, immersed in their conversation. 
 “We’ll be fine.” 
 It wasn’t fear. Perhaps it was suspicion, a strange intuition. “We will.”
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Anna Tolkacheva (Russia) 
Media-artist, researcher and poet 

Anna Tolkacheva was born in 1985 in Gorky, USSR. She obtained a master’s degree in Applied Informatics 
and has worked as a senior programmer and researcher in the computational linguistic field in Russia and the 
Netherlands. In 2017, Tolkacheva obtained a diploma in New Media Art in Rodchenko Art School, Moscow. She 
is a co-organizer of the publishing house “Red Swallow”.

Tolkacheva makes multimedia installations and projects which involve a variety of techniques such as video, 
interactive objects, code-art, and text. She explores new ways of creating text and accessing it through the new 
media, non-standard interfaces and controllers. All her works she films, codes and solders by herself. Most of her 
art-works can be attributed to the emerging field of the media-poetry. Tolkacheva’s works are featured in a big 
number of exhibitions, screenings, and festivals inside and outside of Russia. Her work The Freedom won in the 
International Extra Short Film Festival 2014. She received the Gran Prix in Video Poetry Film Festival The Fifth 
Leg (2012, 2016). She was a visiting artist in a number of art residences such as PolArt in Arctic circle, Norilsk; 
Cité Internationale Des Arts, Paris; PROGR cultural center, Bern; etc. Tolkacheva lives in Nizhny Novgorod 
now, but being a nomadic artist, she spends most of the time outside of her home city.
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Nomadic Poetry
Anna Tolkacheva

Interactive video: 
http://www.nomadicpoetry.ru/NomadicPoetry.html
(2015-...)

Note from the author:

An art project Nomadic Poetry consists of the serial of interactive textual-visual panoramic pictures, which have 
been made in several locations in Russia. Besides, nature spectators can see people in the pictures. They are poets 
belonging to the ethnic groups, who dwell in these areas. Spectators can hear the poetry of the peoples altogether 
with their language landscape of ambient nature.

More than 40 indigenous small-numbered peoples dwell at the territory of Russia. They speak on the different 
languages which all together form 7 groups. Those language groups are totally dissimilar. Many of the languages 
have no writing. They are disappearing because of the small number of their native speakers. There is no easy 
solution to the problem of vanishing languages. The project also doesn't offer a good way to change the existing 
situation. But there is an art process here, which creates an additional zone of visibility among other things. Each 
people have their folklore, their poetry, and songwriters. It is possible to capture language cuts in their current 
states with the hope of additional attention that allows reactivating the possibility to continue. 

At the moment works with Saami, Evenki, Nganasany and Ingrian peoples have been made. I am going to 
continue working with the indigenous small-numbered peoples of the Circumpolar area, Siberia and the Far East.
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Vladimir Poleganov (Bulgaria) 
Fiction writer, screenwriter and translator

Vladimir Poleganov is a Bulgarian writer, translator, and screenwriter. He is the author of one collection of short 
stories, The Deconstruction of Thomas S (St. Kliment Ohridski University Press, 2013) and one novel, The Other 
Dream (Colibri, 2016) for which he won the Helikon Prize for Best Fiction Book of the Year in 2017. His short 
stories have appeared in various literary magazines in Bulgaria and abroad. “The Birds”, a short story, was featured 
in Dalkey Archive Press’ anthology Best European Fiction 2016. In 2016, he participated in the University of 
Iowa’s International Writing Program. He has translated novels by writers such as Thomas Pynchon, Octavia E. 
Butler, and George Saunders into Bulgarian. He is currently working on a PhD in Bulgarian literature at Sofia 
University where he also teaches a course on fantastic literature. 
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Excerpt from “The Feather”
Vladimir Poleganov
Translated from the Bulgarian by Peter Bachev

X,
I am positive I heard two old ladies talking about you today. I know it sounds improbable, but I swear it is 
true! I was having a stroll through the Park (the full name of which is as long as it is banal – the Garden of the 
Feathers That Fell From the Sedge of Cranes And Foretold Sarama Ecka’s Future – but the story behind it is really 
interesting and has little to do with either cranes or Sarama Ecka herself. I’ll tell you some other time, for now 
I will refer to it simply as the Park, the beautiful Park with alleyways powdered with fine grey sand and emerald 
– green pines) when the sharpness of their conversation pierced through the stillness around me. I say pierce 
because if their words were tangible, they would have darted through the air, clawing and biting and tearing to 
pieces, the way swallows and bullets and screams do with the low – hanging summer clouds. Be it because of the 
animation in their voices, or one’s peculiar laughter, however, what I heard when I started paying attention was 
more of a crackle than a whistle: in fact, they sounded like a pair of magpies, excited by a glimmer in the grass. 

One of them was saying: “X has such a beautiful face, I can’t help but wonder why it’s fading.”
“It’s not fading, it’s just drifting further away,” answered the second one “You know how it is in other cities around 
the world, don’t you?”
“I know, I know, faces there ... they don’t endure, do they?”

And then I stepped out of range and could no longer hear them. I know it is impossible that they were talking 
about you, but it felt so logical. They were right too: I don’t think your face will endure for much longer where you 
are. I’m not trying to scare or threaten you, I’m just warning you. Your face will fade, will become transparent, like 
a veil to a void. I’m not sure even your eyes would be able to withstand – they may remain as black and strong 
as I remember them, able to keep burning the gentle flame that contours your features for a little while, but this 
world you are stubbornly clinging to, this world will always try to efface you, to make you so weak and thin that 
it could disassemble you, scatter you like ash or a lingering scent, with a stroke of its hand. Believe me, I know 
what this world is capable of, it almost happened to me. 

X, 
This letter will be very short. It should hopefully reach you quickly and not take too much of your time: I have 
read Leena Krohn, heard of Jan Morris, and am very much aware that there are dozens, maybe hundreds of 
authors who have written letters from imaginary lands. I understand what you’re hinting at, but you’re wrong. I 
also don’t think we can communicate in any other way, I am sorry. You’re wrong about that too. 

X,
I know that the Feather belongs to none of the many different species of owl that call Avinia their home, but for 
some strange reason I can’t stop thinking about them. Do you remember what you wrote that night we stayed 
up, sleepless, with nothing but the old farmhouse’s collapsed roof between us and the dark sky? Here, I know it 
almost by heart: 

“The owl is the most silent of birds. In flight, even the air that parts to let her pass doesn’t quite realize she is there. The 
owl can fly through dreams and memories, her shadow does not cloud the eye or weigh on the heart. That’s because the 
owl herself is so light - lighter than the gentlest part of the night and the sweetest hour of the day: a recollection of a 
dream. 
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The owl’s golden gaze is the longest thing on Earth. They claim it stretches from ancient times to the end of days, even 
beyond. The owl’s feathers are the slowest to fall - neither night nor day want to surrender them to gravity, so they rarely 
ever reach the ground. They say the earth is most thirsty not for water, but for owl feathers. The owl’s beak can tear 
anything apart, especially that which does not belong - flesh or stone - so that order can be restored. They say that if the 
owl didn’t hunt or feed, the world would be thrown off balance - one side will descend into chaos like quicksand, the 
other - float away untethered into nothingness. In the darkest midwinter, when snow has covered flesh and stone alike, 
the owl feeds on synchronicities. In the height of summer, when even the Earth is clawing its own face off, looking for 
another pair of lips to taste the sky with, the owl feasts on wishes.

Both wishes and synchronicities abound but are usually hidden for anyone but the owl. The owl sees everything: flying 
over, tugging their corners closer together, sewing up the world where it threatens to come undone. It is a difficult, time - 
consuming task, they say, hence why the largest part of the owl is her tomorrow - a limitless tomorrow, of the kind rarely 
seen in nature. With a tomorrow that size, one would think the owl’s number is eight - infinity upright, a vertical gaze, 
Siamese suns - but it is not. The number of the owl is five. Because 5% of her weight is concentrated in her eyes (and 
that’s mostly her soul); because five are the eggs she lays in those years when the most wishes come true and synchronicities 
are the strongest; because five are the colours of her feathers; because five are the directions the owl can fly in - East, West, 
North, South and towards you.”
  
It was then, I think, and for a little while after, that you and I were on the brink of discovering this new world we 
had spent so much time dreaming about, this world we had populated with stories about ordinary animals with 
extraordinary habits and abilities. But then something pulled us back, just as we were learning to read the map of 
these new places we suddenly had access to, something yanked the invisible chain around our necks and made us 
lose the thread. What was it, X? What held us back? These days I can’t help but think it was the shadow of that 
bird, the one my Feather belongs to. I don’t believe we actually found the Feather that last summer day, I think ... 
careless in our ignorance, I think we tore it out ... What did you have to notice it for? Had we just walked on, like 
so many other passersby that day, we would now be in this other world, where owls hunt not mice but wishes and 
where birds of paradise can no longer fly from all the wonder that sticks to their feathers. 
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Gabriel Payares (Venezuela)
Fiction writer 

Born in England of Venezuelan parents, raised in Venezuela and currently living in Argentina, Payares is one 
of the most talented young writers from his country. Author of three short story collections: Cuando bajaron 
las aguas [When the Waters Receded] (2008), Hotel (2012), and Lo irreparable [The Irreparable] (2016, 2017), 
which have been awarded several national prizes in Venezuela, he has a Bachelor’s degree in Literature, and a 
Master’s degree both in Latin American Literature and in Creative Writing. His works appear in local anthologies 
and different Latin American literary magazines, and are currently being translated to English. He has lived in 
Buenos Aires since 2014.

© Beto Gutiérrez
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Excerpt from “A Place by the River”
Gabriel Payares
Translated from the Spanish by the author, revised by Ariel Urquiza

 Mother, you had me
 but I never had you
  — John Lennon, “Mother”

“You’re skinny,” she said, like she had done before, three or four times already. It may have been true, although I 
didn’t feel any different. I even slept better since I was finally taken on to the permanent payroll at work. As for 
her, she was only skin and bones. She seemed withered, with far more gray hair than before. Not that she was 
actually feeble, though. And since we had always been a bit scrawny, her case wasn’t as dramatic as others I had 
seen recently on Facebook.

“Maybe,” I replied. My hands were shut tight inside my jacket’s pockets. Fall was ending already, and a constant 
breeze blew from the river, making yellow leaves quiver on the floor, as if suddenly struck by electricity. With 
each few steps, we discovered a fishing rod leaning against the promenade, and a fat man guarding it, sitting on 
a small beach chair. Nothing seemed to bite. Everything around them were jaded women, and children playing 
with toys from McDonald’s.

“Check out the river,” I said, gesturing towards it. “Quite something, huh?”

“Oh. It’s brown,” she replied.

And it was brown, indeed. But the dim light of that cloudy day made it look more intense, almost poetic. “Ochre”
would have been a more proper term to describe it.

“You know, it’s the widest river in the whole world,” I insisted.

“Well, It’s brown, like the beaches in Boca de Uchire. And do these men actually catch anything here?”

“I don’t know,” I replied. It made me uneasy that someone might overhear her. “Perhaps they do it purely for fun.”

“Hmmm… You’re starting to speak with an accent,” she said.

“No, I’m not, mum.”

“Well, that sounded pretty Argentinean to me.”

I stepped down hard on the autumn leaves, purely to hear them rustle. I could see the fences of the park we were 
headed to, just a few meters away, so I sped up the pace, trying to keep my eyes on the river. It seemed to have 
gotten browner all of a sudden. The brownest river in the world.

“Are you listening to me?” she insisted.

“Yes, mum.”

To make matters worse, I really wanted to talk. That was the whole idea behind the stroll: to let everything come 
out between us, and see what were we left with in the end. To gather those remnants of love, and try to make 
amends for the past. Love is something our mothers teach us to take for granted, as early as possible during our 
childhood years. But they never tell us what does it actually mean, how to deal with reproaches, or with the fear 
of death, or with her own plastic shoe soles, squeaking endlessly as she strode over the polished tiles of the walking 
trail. Loose, gray tiles, almost entirely cracked, filled with dirty rainwater underneath. There is something odd 
with the streets of this city, perpetually damaged, like ill-welded bones that need to be broken, over and over 
again.
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IWW 
Literary Festival

“Humanity and the Planet”
17 March – 20 March, 2021



Opening Conversation

Date:   17 March (Wed)
Time:   19:30 – 21:00
Moderator:  Mr. James Shea
Panelists:
Anna Tolkacheva    

X
 Jason Polley

Russian Poet    Poet, Department of English Language and Literature   

Cristina Sánchez-Andrade  X Dorothy Tse
Spanish Fiction Writer   Fiction Writer, Department of Humanities and Creative Writing

Gabriel Payares              X James Shea
Venezuelan Fiction Writer  Poet, Department of Humanities and Creative Writing

Gili Haimovich  X Tammy Ho
Israeli Poet    Poet, Department of English Language and Literature
 
Vladimir Poleganov  X Patrick Holland
Bulgarian Fiction Writer  Fiction Writer, Department of Humanities and Creative Writing

To kick off the 2021 IWW Literary Festival, IWW presented a dynamic conversation among the five 2021 
Writers-in-Residence and five HKBU writers. After enjoying a reading that offered a few glimpses of each IWW 
writer’s works, the audience had a better understanding about the writers from a dialogue between the IWW 
writers and the HKBU writers.  

18

IWW writers shared an excerpt of their works 
with audience.
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(From left to right, top to bottom)

Dean Mette Hjort, James Shea (moderator), Cristina Sánchez-Andrade, and Anna Tolkacheva
Gili Haimovich, Gabriel Payares, Jason Polley and Vladimir Poleganov
Patrick Holland, Tammy Ho and Dorothy Tse

HKBU writers engaged the IWW writers in a dynamic and thoughtful conversation.
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Literary Reading

Date:   18 March (Thurs)
Time:   17:00 – 18:30
Moderator:  Mr. David McKirdy, Poetry OutLoud
Panelists:  Anna Tolkacheva
  Cristina Sánchez-Andrade 
  Gili Haimovich
  Vladimir Poleganov

Four international writers from Bulgaria, Israel, Russia and Spain shared longer works at the afternoon reading.

(From left to right, top to bottom) 
Local poet David McKirdy, Cristina Sánchez-Andrade, Vladimir Poleganov, Gili Haimovich and Anna 
Tolkacheva shared a joyful afternoon that was filled with wonderful literary works and delightful conversation.



Panel Discussion: “What Literature Can Do in Surviving the Anthropocene”

Date:   18 March (Thurs)
Time:   20:00 – 21:30
Moderator:  Dr. Catherine Hardie, Department of Translation, Interpreting and Intercultural Studies
Panelists:  Ernest Ip, Chief Editor of Sample, a Hong Kong Journal
  Gabriel Payares
  Gili Haimovich

In this discussion, the speakers explored the role of literature in understanding and living through the 
Anthropocene, and how writers can help us to endure what we are doing to ourselves and the planet.

21

As an answer to the invitation from the moderator Dr. Catherine Hardie, each panelist chose an image to share 
with the audience that embodies a salient dimension of Anthropocene.

(From left to right, top to bottom) 
Dr. Catherine Hardie, Ernest Ip, Gabriel Payares and Gili Haimovich delightfully engaged in a rich, stimulating 
and heart-affirming conversation. 



Writing Workshop: “Journey Back to the Seed”

Date:   19 March (Fri)
Time:   15:30 – 17:00
Instructor:  Cristina Sánchez-Andrade 

“How can a writer find the interesting themes or characters for his/her work?” Renowned Spanish fiction writer 
Cristina Sánchez-Andrade gave her answer at the workshop on how to turn personal experience into literary 
text.

22

Workshop students enjoyed the sharing from Cristina Sánchez-Andrade about adapting personal experience 
into a work.



Panel Discussion: “A Brief Time on Earth: Writing Short Stories & Making 
Short Films"

Date:   19 March (Fri)
Time:   20:00 – 21:30
Moderator:  Dr. Tammy Ho
Panelists:  Anna Tolkacheva
  Gabriel Payares

Venezuelan fiction writer Gabriel Payares and Russian new media poet Anna Tolkacheva had a dialogue with 
local poet Tammy Ho on their creations of shorter art forms, and explored further if such forms offer any 
insights into humanity’s relatively brief existence on earth.

23

(From left to right, top to bottom) 
Gabriel Payares, Anna Tolkacheva, and Dr. Tammy Ho shared their views on the advantages and restrictions 
with creating with short art forms. 



Writing Workshop: “The Languages of the Non-Human”

Date:   20 March (Sat)
Time:   17:00 – 18:30  
Instructor:  Vladimir Poleganov

Language is a significant component in fiction writing, and there are always different voices in a fiction. In the 
workshop, the Bulgarian fiction writer Vladimir Poleganov focused on giving voices to non-human characters 
in a fiction.

24

Workshop students learnt the tips from Vladimir Poleganov about giving voices to non-human characters.
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IWW Organization 
& Acknowledgements
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STEERING COMMITTEE

Prof. Mette HJORT
Dean of Arts and Director of International Writers’ Workshop
Chair Professor in Humanities

Mr. James SHEA
Associate Director of International Writers’ Workshop
Department of Humanities and Creative Writing

Dr. Tammy HO
Department of English Language and Literature

Dr. Patrick HOLLAND
Department of Humanities and Creative Writing 

Prof. LO Kwai Cheung
Department of Humanities and Creative Writing 

Dr. Janice PAN
Department of Translation, Interpreting and Intercultural Studies 

Dr. Jason POLLEY
Department of English Language and Literature

Dr. Dorothy TSE
Department of Humanities and Creative Writing 

Mr. Terry CHUNG
Secretary of the Committee 

Miss Denise TAM
Secretary of the Committee 

BOARD OF ADVISORS

Mr. David McKIRDY
Poetry OutLoud

Mr. Jason Y. NG
PEN Hong Kong

Dr. Chris SONG
Voice & Verse Poetry Magazine

Ms.Elizabeth TURAI-KISS
Renaissance College Hong Kong



BOARD OF HONORARY ADVISORS 

Prof. Kamau BRATHWAITE (Barbados, Caribbean Sea) (Deceased)
Poet; Playwright; Winner of the Commonwealth Writers’ Prize for Poetry and 
the Neustadt International Prize for Literature

Prof. CHUNG Ling (Hong Kong / Taiwan)
Poet; Short story writer; Founder and former Director of the International Writers’ Workshop, 
Hong Kong Baptist University

Prof. Howard GOLDBLATT (USA) 
Translator; Sinologist

Mr. HWANG Chun-ming (Taiwan)
Fiction writer

Prof Göran MALMQVIST (Sweden) (Deceased)
Translator; Writer; Sinologist; Member of the Nobel Committee, The Royal Swedish Academy 

Prof. Christopher MERRILL (USA)
Poet; Director of the International Writing Program, The University of Iowa 

Prof. NIEH Hua-ling (USA) 
Fiction writer; Founder and former Director of the International Writing Program, 
The University of Iowa

Mr. PAI Hsien-yung (USA / Taiwan) 
Fiction writer

Prof. Gary SNYDER (USA) 
Poet; Winner of Pulitzer Prize and Lannan Award

Prof. William TAY (Taiwan / Hong Kong) 
Translator; President of INK: A Literary Monthly (Taipei) 

Ms. ZHENG Min (China) 
Poet
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SPECIAL THANKS TO OUR PARTNERS

Faculty of Arts, Hong Kong Baptist University

      Department of Chinese Language and Literature

      Department of English Language and Literature

      Department of Humanities and Creative Writing

      Department of Translation, Interpreting and Intercultural Studies 
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International Writers’ Workshop of Hong Kong Baptist University

Address:
International Writers’ Workshop 
OEW 1105, 11/F Oen Hall
Hong Kong Baptist University 
Kowloon Tong
Hong Kong

Website:  http://iww.hkbu.edu.hk
Email:   iww@hkbu.edu.hk
  iwwevent@hkbu.edu.hk
Facebook:  www.facebook.com/hkbuiww/
Tel:  34112510

Special thanks to Mr. Albert Hung, Mrs. Jessica Hung, and The Mr. & Mrs. Yeh Mou Chong Charitable 
Trust for their generous sponsorship.
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