


























































































































She makes complete her duration. As others have
made complete theirs: rendered incessant, obsessive
myth, rendered immortal their acts without the
leisure to examine whether the parts false the parts
real according to History’s revision.

Truth embraces with it all other abstentions
: other than itself. Outside Time. Qutside Space.
£ Parallels other durations, oblivious to the delib-
& erate brilliance of its own time, mortal, deliberate
marking. Oblivious to itself. But to sing. To sing
to. Very softly.

i She calls the name Jeanne d’Arc three times.
7 She calls the name Ahn Joong Kun five times.

There is no people without a nation, no people
without ancestry. There are other nations no matter
how small their land, who have their independence.
But our country, even with 5,000 years of history,
has lost it to the Japanese.

“Japan at once created an assembly, in the
.name of the King, for the ‘discussion of every-
_ thing, great and small, that happened within the
i realm.” This assembly at first met daily, and af-

' terwards at longer intervals. There were soon no

less than fifty Japanese advisers at work in Seoul.

: They were men of little experience and less re-

¥ sponsibility, and they apparently thought that
' they were going to transform the land between
the rising and setting of the sun. They produced
endless ordinances, and scarce a day went by
save that a number of new regulations were




issued, some trivial, some striking at the oldest
and most cherished institutions in the country.
The Government was changed from an absolute
monarchy to one where the king governed only
by the advice of the Ministers. The power of di-
rect address to the throne was denied to anyone
under the rank of Governor. One ordinance
created a constitution, and the next dealt with
the status of the ladies of the royal seraglio. At
one hour a proclamation went forth that all men
were to cut their hair, and the wearied runners
on their return were again dispatched in hot haste
with an edict altering the official language. Noth-
ing was too small, nothing too great, and noth-
ing too contradictory for these constitution-
mongers. Their doings were the laugh and the
amazement of every foreigner in the place.
“Acting on the Japanese [ove of order and of de-
fined rank, exact titles of honour were provided
for the wives of officials. These were divided into
nine grades: ‘Pure and Reverent Lady,” ‘Pure
Lady,” ‘Chaste Lady,” ‘Chaste Dame,” 'Worthy
Dame,” ‘Courteous Dame,” Just Dame,” ‘Peaceful
Dame,” and Upright Dame.’ At the same time the
King's concubines were equally divided, but here
eight divisions were sufficient: ‘Mistress,” Noble
Lady,” ‘Resplendent Exemplar,” ‘Chaste Exem-
plar,” ‘Resplendent Demeanor,” ‘Chaste Demean-
or," ‘Resplendent Beauty,” and ‘Chaste Beauty.’
The Japanese advisers instituted a number of
sumptuary laws that stirred the country to its
depths, relating to the length of pipes, style of
dress, and the attiring of the hair of the people.
Pipes were to be short, in place of the long bam-
boo churchwarden beloved by the Koreans.
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Sleeves were to be clipped. The top-knot, worn
by all Korean men, was at once to be cut off.
Soldiers at the city gates proceeded to enforce
this last regulation rigorously.”

Guan Soon is the only daughter born of four chil-
dren to her patriot father and mother. From an early
age her actions are marked exceptional. History re-
cords the biography of her short and intensely-lived
existence. Actions prescribed separate her path from
the others. The identity of such a path is exchange-
able with any other heroine in history, their names,
dates, actions which require not definition in their
devotion to generosity and self-sacrifice.

In Guan Soon's 16th year, 1919, the conspiracy by
the Japanese to overthrow the Korean Government is
achieved with the assassination of the ruling Queen
Min and her royal family. In the aftermath of this
incident, Guan Soon forms a resistant group with
fellow students and actively begins her revolutionary
work. There is already a nationally organized move-
ment, who do not accept her seriousness, her place as
a young woman, and they attempt to dissuade her.
She is not discouraged and demonstrates to them her
conviction and dedication in the cause. She is ap-
pointed messenger and she travels on foot to 40
towns, organizing the nation’s mass demonstration to
be held on March 1, 1919. This date marks the turn-
ing point, it is the largest collective outcry against the
Japanese occupation of the Korean people who will-
ingly gave their lives for independence.
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The only daughter of four children she makes
complete her life as others have made complete. Her
mother her father her brothers.

“ ‘1 saw four places where engagements had
been fought. At one place it had been a drawn
battle, the Japanese retiring with five killed. The
other three were Japanese victories, owing to the
long range of their rifles and their superior am-
munition: and only one of their victories was
obtained without casualties to themselves. | saw
enough to realise that it was no picnic for the
Japanese.

“‘One is forced to ask who is in charge of these
men who are nothing more than brigands. Their
mode of warfare seems to be purposely designed
to stir every honest- man into a frenzy. Is. this
their object? If not, why do they practice so
wicked, so mad a policy? Let the authorities
either police the whole disaffected districts effec-
tually and properly, or else confess their incapa-
city for controlling Korea.” ”

SUPPRESSION OF FOREIGN CRITICISM
September 26, 1907

“We are informed that a bad fight took place
about eight miles from Su-won on Sunday, Sep-
tember 12th. Thirty volunteers were surrounded
by Japanese troops, and although no resistance
was offered, they were shot down in the most
cold-blooded fashion. This not being quite
enough to satisfy the conquerors, two other vol-
unteers who had been captured were brought out
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and were decapitated by one of the officers. We

may mention that this news does not come from

native sources; it comes from European.”

The “enemy.” One’s enemy. Enemy nation. Entire
nation against the other entire nation. One people
exulting the suffering institutionalized on another.
The enemy becomes abstract. The relationship be-
comes abstract. The nation the enemy the name
becomes larger than its own identity. Larger than its
own measure. Larger than its own properties. Larger
than its own signification. For this people. For the
people who is their enemy. For the people who is
their ruler's subject and their ruler’s victory.

Japan has become the sign. The alphabet. The vo-
cabulary. To this enemy people. The meaning is the
instrument, memory that pricks the skin, stabs the
flesh, the volume of blood, the physical substance
blood as measure, that rests as record, as document.
Of this enemy people.

To the other nations who are not witnesses, who
are not subject to the same oppressions, they cannot
know. Unfathomable the words, the terminology:
enemy, atrocities, conquest, betrayal, invasion, des-
struction. They exist only in the larger perception of
History's recording, that affirmed, admittedly and
unmistakably, one enemy nation has disregarded the
humanity of another. Not physical enough. Not to
the very flesh and bone, to the core, to the mark, to
the point where it is necessary to intervene, even if to
invent anew, expressions, for this experience, for this
outcome, that does not cease to continue.
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To the others, these accounts are about (one more)
distant land, like (any other) distant land, without
any discernable features in the narrative, (all the
same) distant like any other.

This document is transmitted through, by the same
means, the same channel without distinction the con-
tent is delivered in the same style: the word. The
image. To appeal to the masses to congeal the infor-
mation to make bland, mundane, no longer able to
transcend their own conspirator method, no matter
how alluring their presentation. The response is pre-
coded to perform predictably however passively
possible. Neutralized to achieve the no-response, to
make absorb, to submit to the uni-directional corres-
pondance. _

Why resurrect it all now. From the Past. History,
the old wound. The past emotions all over again. To
confess to relive the same folly. To name it now so as
not to repeat history in oblivion. To extract each
fragment by each fragment from the word from the
image another word another image the reply that will
not repeat history in oblivion.
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fidence in her, and we are now afraid that she
will not keep her promise of preserving our inde-
pendence as a nation, nor assisting us in reform-
ing internal administration. In other words, her
policy in Korea seems to be exactly the same as
that of Russia prior to the war.

The United States has many interests in our
country. The industrial, commercial, and reli-
gious enterprises under American management,
have attained such proportions that we believe
the Government ancf people of the Unites States
ought to know the true conditions of Korea and
the result of the Japanese becoming paramount in
our country. We know that the people of Ameri-
ca love fair play and advocate justice towards all
men. We also know that your Excellency is the
ardent exponent of a square deal between indi-
viduals as well as nations, therefore we come to
you with this memorial with the hope that Your
Excellency may help our country at this critical
period of our national life.

We fully appreciate the fact that during the
conference between the Russian and Japanese
peace envoys, Your Excellency may not care to
make any suggestion to either party as to the
conditions of their settlement, but we earnestly
hope that Your Excellency will see to it that
Korea may preserve her autonomous Govern-
ment and that other Powers shall not oppress or
maltreat our people. The clause in the treaty be-
tween the United States and Korea gives us a
claim upon the United States for assistance, and
this is the time when we need it most.

Very respectfully, Your obedient servants,

(5¢d.) P.K. Yoon

Syngman Rhee
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March 1, 1919. Everyone knows to carry inside
themselves, the national flag. Everyone knows equal-
ly the punishment that follows this gesture. The
march begins, the flags are taken out, made visible,
waved, every individual crying out the independence
the freedom to the people of this nation. Knowing
equally the punishment. Her parents leading the pro-
cession fell. Her brothers. Countless others were fired
at and stabbed indiscriminately by the enemy sol-
diers. Guan Soon is arrested as a leader of the revolu-
tion, with punishment deserving of such a rank. She
is stabbed in the chest, and subjected to questioning
to which she reveals no names. She is given seven
years prison sentence to which her reply is that the
nation itself is imprisoned. Child revolutionary child
patriot woman soldier deliverer of nation. The
eternity of one act. Is the completion of one existence.
One martyrdom. For the history of one nation. Of
one people.

Some will not know age. Some not age. Time stops.
Time will stop for some. For them especially. Eternal
time. No age. Time fixes for some. Their image, the
memory of them is not given to deterioration, unlike
the captured image that extracts from the soul pre-
cisely by reproducing, multiplying itself. Their coun-
tenance evokes not the hallowed beauty, beauty from

seasonal decay, evokes not the inevitable, not death,
but the dy-ing.

Face to face with the memory, it misses. It's missing.
Still. What of time. Does not move. Remains there.
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Mother, you are eighteen years old. You were born
in Yong Jung, Manchuria and this is where you now
live. You are not Chinese. You are Korean. But your
family moved here to escape the Japanese occupation.
China is large. Larger than large. You tell me that the
hearts of the people are measured by the size of the
land. As large and as silent. You live in a village
where the other Koreans live. Same as you. Refugees.
Immigrants. Exiles. Farther away from the land that
is not your own. Not your own any longer.

You did not want to see. You cannot see anymore.
What they do. To the land and to the people. As long
as the land is not your own. Until it will be again.
Your father left and your mother left as the others.
You suffer the knowledge of having to leave. Of
having left. But your MAH-UHM, spirit has not left.
Never shall have and never shall will. Not now. Not
even now. It is burned into your ever-present
memory. Memory less. Because it is not in the past. It
cannot be. Not in the least of all pasts. It burns. Fire
alight enflame.

Mother, you are a child still. At eighteen. More of
a child since you are always ill. They have sheltered
you from life. Still, you speak the tongue the manda-
tory language like the others. It is not your own.
Even if it is not you know you must. You are Bi-
lingual. You are Tri-lingual. The tongue that is for-
bidden is your own mother tongue. You speak in the
dark. In the secret. The one that is yours. Your own.
You speak very softly, you speak in a whisper. In the
dark, in secret. Mother tongue is your refuge. It is
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sleep. Mother, my first sound. The first utter. The
first concept.

It is Sunday afternoon. You must return to the
school. Your students are at the station waiting for
you. They see you home and bring you food. It is
May, it is still cold in Manchuria. You work
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday
passes. On Friday morning you do not feel well.
Fever and chill possess the body at the same time.
You are standing in the sunlight against the tepid wall
to warm yourself. You are giving in. To the fall to the
lure behind you before you all around you beneath
your skin the sharp air begins to blow the winds of
the body, dark fires rising to battle for victory, the
summoning the coaxing the irresistable draw replac-
ing sleep dense with images condensing them without
space in between. No drought to the extentions of
spells, words, noise. Music equally out of propor-
tion. You are yielding to them. They are too quick to
arrive. You do not know them, never have seen them
but they seek you, inhabit you whole, suspend you
airless, spaceless. They force their speech upon you
and direct your speech only to them.

You are going somewhere. You are somewhere,
This stillness. You cannot imagine how. Still. So still
all around. Such stillness. It is endless. Spacious
without the need for verification of space. Nothing
moves. So still. There is no struggle. Its own all its
own. No where other. No time other conceivable,
Total duration without need for verification of time.
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You are moving inside. Inside the stillness. Its
slowness makes almost imperceptible the movement.
Pauses. Pauses hardly rest. New movement, ending
only to extend into the next movement. Stops as
elongation into the new movement. You say this is
how Heaven should be. You say this is how it must
be death. (Memoryless. Dreamless.) Afterwards. The
thick the weight of stillness. You are moving accord-
ingly never ahead of the movement never behind the
movement you are carrying the weight from outside
being the weight inside. You move. You are being
moved. You are movement. Inseparably. Indefin-
ably. Not isolatable terms. None. Nothing.

You come to a house. Enormous in size. There are
women standing before the house dressed in cos-
tumes made of a strange and beautiful cloth. They
are carried in a light breeze faintly lifting above
ground as if their bodies wore wings. From the dis-
tance their movements are reduced to make almost
clearer the movement.

To one side of the house you see a very wide flower
bed. There is no end in sight. You pass along it when
you come upon a very large hall where an orchestra
is playing music. On the other side, some women
draped in long silk cloths are dancing. They entrance
you. Numb you. You watch in awe for what seems to
be a very long time. Such calm, you cannot imagine
an expression that would describe it. Curiosity pulls
you further and you move towards what looks like a
restaurant. There are people very well dressed in not
our native costumes and not foreign costumes. You
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pass them and walk for a long time. From the oppo-
site direction, three women are approaching you.
Their strange beauty increases with their slow pro-
gression towards you. You notice that they each
carry a large dish of food. You cannot identify its
origin, but it captivates you completely.

Their spirit takes your own. You are immobilized
they hold you to their sight and approach even
nearer. They smile to you they say to you they have
prepared this food especially for you. The first one
stands facing you and asks you to eat from it. You
shake your head in refusal inspite of its aroma and
the beautiful arrangement.

Then was Jesus led up of the Spirit into the wil-
derness to be tempteg of the devil.

2 And when he had fasted forty days and forty
nights, he was afterward ahungered.

3 And when the tempter came to him, he said, If
thou be the Son of God, command that these
stones be made bread.

4 But he answered and said, it is written, Man shall
not live by bread alone, but by every word that
proceedeth out of the mouth of God.

The second one offers you from her dish and you

refuse again. You cannot speak you only shake your
head in disagreement.

5 Then the devil taketh him up into the holy city,
and setteth him on a pinnacle of the temple,

6 And saith unto him, If thou be the Son of God,
cast thyself down: for it is written, He shall give
his angels charge concerning thee: and in their
hand they shall bear thee up, lest at any time
thou dash thy foot against a stone.
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7 Jesus said unto him It is written again, 1hou snaii
not tempt the Lord thy God.

The third one says to you, “then you must eat from
mine.”

8 Again, the devil taketh him up into an exceed-
ing high mountain, and showeth him all the
kingdoms of the world, and the glory of them;

9 And saith unto him, All these things will 1 give
thee, if thou wilt fall down and worship me..

10 Then saith Jesus unto him, Get thee hence,
Satan: for it is written, Thou shalt worship the
Lord thy God, and him only shalt thou serve.

11 Then the devil leaveth him, and behold, angels
came and ministered unto him.

You cannot accept and the third one pushes you
down and says, “If you do not eat, you must be-
come a cripple!” You fall. You fall deep.

Your mother holds your hand and your father
your right hand your fingers begin to curl you ask
them to unfold them. You feel on your hands the
warm tears from your mother and father. They say
when one is about to die the fingers curl to a close.
She has eaten nothing your father’s voice saying how
can she live. Upon hearing this you ask to eat. They
say that the dying ask for food as a last wish. They
give you to eat.

No more sentence to exile, Mother, no black crows
to mourn you. Neither takes you neither will take
you Heaven nor Hell they fall too near you let them
fall to each other you come back you come back to
your one mother to your one father.
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I write. I write you. Daily. From here. If I am not
writing, I am thinking about writing. I am compos-
ing. Recording movements. You are here I raise the
voice. Particles bits of sound and noise gathered pick
up lint, dust. They might scatter and become invis-
ible. Speech morsels. Broken chips of stones. Not
hollow not empty. They think that you are one and
the same direction addressed. The wvast ambiant
sound hiss between the invisible line distance that this
line connects the void and space surrounding enter-
ing and exiting.

They have not questioned. It is all the same to
them. It follows directions. Not yet. They have not
learned the route of instruction. To surpass overtake
the hidden even beyond destination. Destination.

I have the documents. Documents, proof, evidence,
photograph, signature. One day you raise the right
hand and you are American. They give you an
American Pass port. The United States of America.
Somewhere someone has taken my identity and re-
placed it with their photograph. The other one. Their
signature their seals. Their own image. And you
learn the executive branch the legislative branch and
the third. Justice. Judicial branch. It makes the differ-
ence. The rest is past.

You return and you are not one of them, they treat
you with indifference. All the time you understand
what they are saying. But the papers give you away.
Every ten feet. They ask you identity. They comment
upon your inability or ability to speak. Whether you
are telling the truth or not about your nationality.
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They say you look other than you say. As if you
didn't know who you were. You say who you are
but you begin to doubt. They search you. They, the
anonymous variety of uniforms, each division,
strata, classification, any set of miscellaneous proper-
ly uni formed. They have the right, no matter what
rank, however low their function they have the auth-
ority. Their authority sewn into the stitches of their
costume. Every ten feet they demand to know who
and what you are, who is represented. The eyes
gather towards the appropriate proof. Towards the
face then again to the papers, when did you leave the
country why did you leave this country why are you
returning to the country.

You see the color the hue the same you see the
shape the form the same you see the unchangeable
and the unchanged the same you smell filtered edited
through progress and westernization the same you
see the numerals and innumerables bonding overlaid
the same, speech, the same. You see the will, you see
the breath, you see the out of breath and out of will
but you still see the will. Will and will only espouse
this land this sky this time this people. You are one
same particle. You leave you come back to the shell
left empty all this time. To claim to reclaim, the
space. Into the mouth the wound the entry is reverse
and back each organ artery gland pace element, im-
planted, housed skin upon skin, membrane, vessel,
waters, dams, ducts, canals, bridges.
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Holyoke, Apr. 22, 19156.

Ers. Laura Claxton,

53 Ashland Place, Brooklyn, H.Y.
Dear Madam:--

Motieing & nostal card addressed to Mr. Reardon with your
name signed Lo same and having been living in the same apartment with M
I thought I would let you know that Mr. Reardon has not been living he
since last July.

The last time I heard from him he was in Chicago, doing
Cabaret Iurkl:: shortly after was taken sick.

Of late I have not heard anything from him and cannot advil
you of his present address. I might aleo state that Mr. Reardon's
mother removed to Hartford about three months ago.

I shall keep your address in cese I hear from him and rin:
pleased to advise you if you so desire.

Trusting this will be acceptable and hoping to hear from w

I recain,

Yery sincerely,

X g{??{{ <ﬁ£i;a=mflfg

S
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memory

The line could be longer. Enough to observe the
woman. One might say that she was crazy that in her
eyes, either once doomed or more. Her pupils
floating upward in the vast white. Her eyes fixed
without a single blink on the profile next to hers,
younger than a child more helpless than a child with-
out the pride of a child even, they speak the truth of
folly. Folly's truth. Her hand. Barely. Her forefinger.
Barely climbs down from her hair to her lips. Her lips
chafed by the cold. Parted slight. The forefinger
touches the lip skin, as her eyes now close she might
have sighed she might have moaned she takes the
forefinger on her hand and barely reaches over to the
shoulder the jacket where the pen is placed inside
the pocket. She rests her finger there, just barely her
mouth moves her eyes lift her smile her begging. If it
was begging she might not have known it. The folly
of innocence. The height turned away from her,
against her, pays her no mind, is distracted takes his
arm away. From her touch she must let go her hand
clings to her chest where it's bare, unprotected from
the layers of clothing, she moans inutterable lang-
guage she cries the folly her pleading shame less in

public take me open me take me now. The child. Less
than child.

. She is standing at the doorway. Now she is left to

wait at the gate entry outside, the man has disap-
peared, she caresses the door she leans against the

- door as she would, her back against the day, the
- folly.
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second memory

From under clothing. Cotton briefs stockings
brassiere slip over

progressively outward to external garments
adjoining days before appearances and finale

the bride of white three consecutive with each
appearance before the more white whiter marking
virginity in waiting to leap in a single day’s time to
bride hood to wife once woman in waiting bride to be |
at once

powder dusted skin scent upon scent the bathing the
dusting the layering of bottled perfumes gardenia
odorless gladiolas white chrysanthemums white
scents against white sheets to bleed upon

entwined cloth white heat white mist haze drizzle
own thickness white liquids to mingle foam retiring
against pulls prolonging the climax too long
prepared against the descent too soon to follow.
Virginity that misses

virginity consecrated. Already. Elsewhere.

It would not be unforgettable. It would be most
memorable. Of all. From any thing that is past to
any thing ever to follow. It would be reconciled

in this. Compensation for the absolute unattainable:
she memory of own birth and own death.

At the fulcrum. At which point in one’s own time
flashbacks are possible and

anticipation.

Of the event that occurs once and only once.
Imagination harbors the desire of the object to
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unlimited répétition at each point from the

beginning to the middle to the end.

Rehearses the desire repeatedly, In preparation.

Of the final performance.

Narrative shifts, discovers variation. Each obser-
vance prisoner of yet another observance, the illusion
of variation hidden in yet another odor yet another
shrouding, disguised, superimposed upon. Upon the
nakedness. Nakedness as ordinary as common with
all nakedness of all others before and all others to
come. Like birth like death. Unlike birth, unlike
death, this redeemed through a future and a past

through own memory and presumes a separate con-
clusion.
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Memory

It is an empty theatre. The immediate familiarity
upon entering the theatre, of that which has passed in
shadow and darkness. It is between seances. The light
from the street reflects on the screen briefly while the
door opens and closes at a deliberate speed. The steps
are carefully measured when darkness resumes,
moving closer to the screen to the width of the screen,
the depth.

She is the same. Sitting in the same seat four rows
from the front and second seat from the left. It can-
not be deciphered from her position and stillness
whether she is waiting through the intermission from
the previous seance or if she had just arrived. Her
body is still. Her mouth slightly parted as before. Her
eyes look ahead at no particular object or direction.
She does not notice the presence of another person in
the same row.

Second day in the theatre. Second time. She is sit-
ting in the same place as the day before. As the first
day. Turning left to see her, she is alone, immobile in
her body. Her hands are folded on her lap with her
. other belongings. She hovers in a silent suspension of
¢ the simulated night as a flame that gives itself stillness
i and equally to wind as it rises. Her eyes open to
. distance as if to linger inside that which has passed in
. shadow and darkness.

She follows no progression in particular of the nar-
. rative but submits only to the timelessness created in
¢ her body. (Ancient. Refusing banishment. Refusing
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to die, the already faded image. Its decay and dis-
memberment rendering more provocative the ab-
sence.) She remains for the effect induced in her, ful-
filled in the losing of herself repeatedly to memory
and simultaneously its opposition, the arrestation of
memory in oblivion. (regardless. Over and over.
Again. For the time. For the time being.)

Without a doubt she knows. She knows all along.
How it is not easily believed. By her. By her even.
Without a doubt she knows what she must say. All
along. Even though. Not easily believed. Without a
doubt the uncertainty of having said them bordering
on regret without a doubt the wish to retreive them if
she had regretted them afterwards all along. Now
they retain their obligation as their own mass identity
released to no individual being. Housed in their own.
Scratch. Marking. Uncontainable. She knows dur-
ing. While she says to herself she does not account for
the sake of history. Simulated pasts resurrected in
memoriam. She hears herself uttering again re-
uttering to re-vive. The forgotten. To survive the
forgotten supercede the forgotten. From stone.
Layers. Of stone upon stone her self stone between
the layers, dormant. No more. She says to herself she
would return time to itself. To time itself. To time
before time. To the very first death. From all deaths, :
To the one death. One and only remaining. From
which takes place annunciation. A second coming.

Before Heaven. Before birth and before that.
Heaven which i its ultimate unity includes earth
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within itself. Heaven in its ultimate generosity
includes within itself, Earth. Heaven which is
not Heaven without Earth (inside itself).

Both times hollowing. Cavity. And germination, A
Both times. From death from sleep the appel. Both iy
times appellant. Toward the movement. The move-
ment itself. She returns to word. She returns to word,
its silence. If only once. Once inside. Moving,
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You wait when you think it is conceiving you wait it
to seed you think you can see through the dark earth
the beginning of a root, the air entering with the
water being poured dark earth harbouring dark taken
for granted the silence and the dark the conception
seedling. Chaste the silence and the dark the concep-
tion seedling. Chaste you wait you are supposed to
you are to wait for the silence to break you wait for
the implanting of some dark silence same constant as
a tield distant and close at the same time all around
sound far and near at the same time you shiver some
place in between one of the dandelion seedling vague
air shivering just before the entire flower to burst and
scatter without designated time, even before its own
realization of the act, no premonition not prepara-
tion. All of a sudden. All of a sudden without
warning. No holding back, no retreat, no second
thought forward. Backward. There and not there.
Remass and disperse. Convene and scatter.

Does not move. Not a sound. None. No sound.
Do not move.

Inside the atmosphere. No access is given to sight. In-
visible and hueless. Even. Still. The thickness of the
air weighs. Weight upon weight. Still. Heavy, inert is
duration without the knowledge of its enduring.

Does not wait. No wait. It has not the knowl-
edge of wait. Knows not how. How to.

Atfords no penetration. Hence no depth, No disrup-
tion. Hence, no time. No wait. Hence, no distance.
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Full. Utter most full. Can contain no longer. Fore
shadows the fullness. Still. Silence. Within moments
of. The eclipse. Inside the eclipse. Both. Fulmination
and concealment of light. Imminent crossing, face to
face, moon before the sun pronounces. All. This.
Time. To pronounce without prescribing purpose. It
prescribes nothing. The time thought to have fixed,
dead, reveals the very rate of the very movement.
Velocity. Lentitude. Of its own larger time.

Withholds brilliance as the evanescent light of a dark
pearl. Shone internally. As the light of the eclipse,
both disparition. Both radiance. Mercurial light,
nacrous. No matter, not the cloister of the shell.

Luminous all the same. Waits the hour. To break.
Then break.

For now, nothing enters. Still. No addition to the
fullness. Grows, without accumulation. Augments,
without increase. Abundance, Plenitude, Without
gain.

Further, Further inside. Further than. To middle.
Deeper. Without measure. Deeper than. Without
means of measure. To core. In another tongue. Same
word. Slight mutation of the same. Undefinable.
Shift. Shift slightly. Into a different sound. The dif-
ference. How it discloses the air. Slight. Another
word. Same. Parts of the same atmosphere. Deeper.
Center. Without distance. No particular distance
from center to periphery. Points of measure effaced.

To begin there. There. In Media Res.
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N e Nt

Do not move.
Not a sound. None. No sound.

Carrier, you hold in the palm of your hand the silver
white spirit the lustre mass quiver and fall away from
the center

one by one.
Sound.

Give up the sound.
Replace the sound.
With voice.

At a time. Stops. Returns to rest, again, in the center
of your palm. You turn the seasons by the directions
South

North

West

East

Your palm a silver pool of liquid then as the seasons
choose affix as stone in blue metal ice.

At times, starts again. Noise. Semblance of
noise. Speech perhaps. Broken. One by one. At
a time. Broken tongue. Pidgeon tongue. Sem-
blance of speech.

You seek the night that you may render the air pure.
Distillation extending breath to its utmost pure. Its
first exhale at dawn to be collected. In the recesses of
the leaves is an inlet of dew, clearest tears. You stow
them before their fall by their own weight. You stand
a column of white lustre, atoned with tears, restored
in breath.
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Maimed. Accident. Stutters. Almost a name.
Half a name. Almost a place. Starts. About to.
Then stops. Exhale swallowed to a sudden
arrest. Pauses. How vast this page. Stillness, the
page. Without. Can do without rests. Pause.
Without them. All. Stop start.

Earth is dark. Darker. Earth is a blue-black stone
upon which moisture settles evenly, flawlessly. Dust
the stone with a fine powder. Earth is dark, a blue-
black substance, moisture and dust rise in a mist. Veil
of dust smoke between sky and earth’s boundaries. In
black darkness, pale, luminant band of haze. You in-
duce the stone by offering exchange of your own.
Own flesh. Cry supplication wail resound song to the
god to barter you, your sight. For the lenience. Make
lenient, the immobility of sediment. Entreat with
prayer to the god his eloquence. To conduct to stone.
Thawing of the knotted flesh. Your speech as
ransom. You crumple and sift by each handful the
last enduring particle. Hands buried to earth dis-
solved to same dust. And you wait. Still. Having
bartered away your form, now you are formless.
Blind. Mute. Given to stillness to whiteness only too
still. Waiting. Scribe. Diving. In whiteness beyond
matter. Sight. Speech.

Cling. Cling more. At the sight of.

At last in sight at last. Cleared for the sighting.
So clear cling so fast cling fast at the site.
Clear and clearer.
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She did not look up at the young girl standing still
before her. She saw her walking towards the well in
slow paces, holding in her left hand, a small white
bundle. Upon reaching the well she stopped still, no
longer forced to pursue her pace. She opened her
mouth as if to speak, then without a word, searched
for a shaded area and sat down.

The proximity of the well seemed to cool her. She
exhaled a long sigh. She closed her eyes briefly. The
dust and heat had swelled inside them and she could
not clearly focus her vision. When she opened her
eyes, she could see the tiny pools of spilled water on
the rocks surrounding the well and the light reflecting
in them.

The second jar was almost full. She heard faintly
the young girl uttering a sequence of words, and in-
terspersed between them, equal duration of pauses.
Her mouth is left open at the last word. She does not
seem to realize that she had spoken.

She looked at the stone well, as the woman drew in
the bucket. She followed each movement with her
eyes. The woman rested the bucket on the rim of the
well and reached inside her apron bringing out a
small porcelain bowl. The chipped marks on it were
stained with age, and there ran a vein towards the
foot of the bowl where it was beginning to crack. She
dipped the bowl into the bucket and filled it to the
brim. She handed it to the child to drink.

She drinks quickly the liquid. Earth is cooler as it
descends beneath. She looked up at the woman. Her
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eyes became clearer. She saw that the woman was
smiling. Her brow fell softly into an arc on each side 4
of her temples. Her eyes were dark and they seemed '
to glow from inside the darkness. _;

The child smiled back to her timidly from her seat. &
Her arms hugged her knees and her small palms
wrapped perfectly the roundness of the bowl. The '
young woman asked her what she was doing so far
away from home. The child answered simply that she 1§
was one her way home from the neighboring village
to take back remedies for her mother who was very
ill. She had been walking from daybreak and al-
though she did not want to stop, she was very tired i
and thirsty, so she had come to the well.

The woman listened and when the child finished
her story, she nodded and gently patted the child’s
head. She then brought over a basket and sat down \

|
|

beside her. The basket was filled with many pockets
and she began to bring out one by one each pocket
drawn with a black string. She said that these were
special remedies for her mother and that she was to
take them to her. She gave her instructions on how to
prepare them.

She took off the kerchief that she wore and placed
it on her lap. She took the bowl and said she must
serve the medicines inside the bowl. After she had
completed her instructions, she was to keep the tenth
pocket and the bowl for herself as a gift from her. She
placed the white bowl in the center of the white cloth. i
The light renders each,whiteness irridescent, encirc- b
ling the bowl a purple hue. She laid all the pockets
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inside the bowl, then, taking the two diagonal corners’
of the cloth, tied two knots at the center and made a
small bundle.

She gives the bundle to the child to hold in her
right hand and says for her to go home quickly, make
no stops and remember all she had told her. The child
thanks her and stands. She gives her a deep bow.

She began walking very rapidly. Her steps seemed
to move lighter than before. After a while she turned
around to wave to the young woman at the well. She
had already left the well. She turned and looked in all
directions but she was not anywhere to be seen. She
remembered her words about stopping on her way
and she started to run.

Already the sun was in the west and she saw her
village coming into view. As she came nearer to the
house she became aware of the weight of the bundles
and the warmth in her palms where she had held
them. Through the paper screen door, dusk had en-
tered and the shadow of a small candle was flickering.
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