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RITE OF PASSAGE

ONE

for now, I can’t go back to last year

I can’t go back to that evening of drinks

with somebody and somebody else, I miss it, June’s
witching hour, youth wet with sweat

from Dongzhimen to Xidan, a few simple place-names
that won’t even amount to a symbol, anguish
yet to be broached, decadence there is no longer time for

suddenly I am soaked in rain
inkblots on the skin’s surface
dispersing, molten, an effusion of lyric

from the South to the North, I met more strangers than ever before
strange fingers ran over the strangest person

night lit by morning, the dark at last became

clear, at last, the closest I’ve been to the dark

TWO

some year, exactly which

I can’t say

those involved, the events and their protagonists
it is not for me, a now

ruthless woman, to describe

the ruthless seasons

have flooded my years in the world
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within the mud of a second
someone with only a second to spare
can only be a woman

he, or is it they,
cry, or is it only a garden in the middle of a roundabout

the woman telling stories in the lamppost light is
approximately, genuinely, not at all

me, using made-up words and phrases

to express, to toast, to say

let’s drink, and so she drinks

I pass her a cigarette

and so she smokes, when my merciless tears

slide down like a man’s
maybe he’ll tap me on the back
(sexy, subtle, smooth)

bitterly spitting out secrets

some simple

youthful sentiments

and those things inside ambiguity

that collide can

be named love
dramatized transformations that fall

17



R, PR KB
JEIF, JRIFer 5

— A AT, Bk
B TCR 2 AR 2 B
AEARHIE, AEAREZ
B, BAREMULT A
FHREETIEL, B0 AU XA
XHE, R, mEa4

o, —

18



all of a sudden, caught off guard
unfolding, unfolding... until

they open up, bit by bit, raining down
countless loves seen dancing in the sky
you can’t not sing, not go with it

and if there is nothing left to say

remain silent, maybe this is the way,

like this, dancing, as though commanded

or named
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THE SELF’S ART OF ILLUSION

ONE

The sun shines, gleaming on metal and rock.

Just waiting. Waiting is meaning. It passeth like this,

wise people are writing, leaving behind clues:

the world must have a way out, and you a good moment to leave.
You come from the coast bringing sea-smell and light.

You bring death, bring rebirth and despair.

I make a copy of you, turn you inside out,

find the password, await your return.

TWO

The mason wasp is busy in its nest,

needles sticking from its inky legs.

For each betrayal a dose of poison

slides down its stinger into the depths of rock.

I am hatching mutiny, a coup,

means by which to struggle for escape,

to make an enemy of you and then surrender,
your slave girl once again. The wasp is in its nest
and does not know that I conspire—just like you,
sleeping, know nothing of my plan:

precise, each step considered, an insurrection

in your camp, where everything is flowing with honey.
Who loves your blackened sweetness more than I.
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SUFFERING DOES NOT DESTROY
WHAT MAKES SUFFERING POSSIBLE

Suffering does not destroy what makes suffering possible; life
does not do away with the self’s art of illusion. In the space
of a life, the shellfish that pass through the cracks in the rock
are a hidden, infinitesimal music, which a huge band
is now playing, and the people march from the cracks
toward a magnificent future. Yes, it is true, light will scatter
from the lowliest of places, and all the ugliest of smells
are omens of war, but I sit on the rubbish pile singing,
singing a song about the marriage of plastic and fire, a song
that will sing the recluse underground up to the surface.
When he comes to the surface the flowerless fruit will bloom,
the shells will offer a path that loops back, and everything
once again will descend, repeating until infinity. Just like this,
he says, suffering does not destroy what makes suffering possible.
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