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Cloud’s Table

Left side fourth shelf of the 25-Hour Supermarket,
a blue tin of sardines for 1400 won
Dust sits on it in a vortex
I pay 10,000 won and come back rattling two coins
Inside, seven deaths with bones in, or seven meals on the table

Sardines in front of the kitchen window, pointing sharp heads to the sky
Where have all the sardine heads gone?
Sudden rain and a cat sometimes prowl at the window
They leave their prints
But the rain is uninterested in the cat, the cat
in the rain, the rain in the sardines
I let their uninterested prints linger for days

A cloud sometimes gets invited
to my table, it quietly props its chin
and casts a shadow on me and my evening
Because it’s hard to roll away a cloud
I drape the shadow to one side like a curtain and open the tin
Always seven sardine tins in front of my kitchen window
Seven types of death, or seven types of luck

Past the three Tumbling games at New Generation Arcade
and the wide bench in front of Hyundai Real Estate,
the 25-Hour Supermarket,
I’ve never been there past midnight,
I’ve only imagined the bright sign forgotten by the owner until morning
and on the left side fourth shelf of the 25-Hour Supermarket
death pickled blue and an unmoving vortex,
heaped for 1400 won each


I Dream of School

The pigeon house where machines sing with their black mouths
open, next to the tenderly pealing school gates
is my deskmate’s head so we need to stick close to the walls

Walls where glass bottle shards glitter like press knives
A boy in work clothes shouts Hey,
Miss Pigeon, you dropped a feather

When space clouds come in screaming
it’s time to hide in the air-raid shelter
While the airplane was crashing behind me
I touched his ear underneath the desk

I run,
I’m running,
the bridge has no guardrails
a creek flows next to the guardrails
The calculation problems are eighth or sixteenth notes
And under the bridge the teachers catch dogs

When clouds come crowding in my head
that’s when his eyes turn white with chalk dusk
The school is open like a privy hole late at night
like it’s singing Ah ah oh oh


My Love Electrical Substation

At night it feels like the whole city is crying, today twelve loggers came to the mountain and left, there are so many chimneys here that clouds hang off them, up in the mountain abandoned trenches split into many branches

Do you like the park and the library there? Sometimes you sit on a bench eating lunch and watch the children on bikes, but the adults whistle, you’ve gone so far away and the only important thing here is the weather

The people here are sincerely scared of lightning, when you meet them on the street you can almost look right into their capillaries, we wear sweaters, do people still love there even when you can feel the atmosphere wandering about the city? When it rains I think about the things that can’t help being rained on

At the end of the city there’s an electrical substation and you used to walk all day to check, the electric lines escape the sky endlessly, at night I raise the switch and buzz a little, does it rain over there and do clouds pass by and do people cry, are people scared of the lightning?


Stella Beauty Parlor

I’m a heavy woman, when I can't tell what I want, I tidy my hangnails, I wanted to rise up, you come and go like a volatile afternoon washed away by golden dye, when number 1 you came out to meet me and waited I went into a motel room with number 2 you but while number 2 you slapped me because my knit undervest was embarrassing I shared mung bean pancakes with number 3 you and number 3 you vanished and number 4 you and I lived together a long long time but number 4 you grew taller and number 5 you left and I drank many cups of evaporating liquor and I telephone number 4 you, please draw the curtains, you say there are no more names like beauty parlor? Every time I saw a mirror I mimicked your smile, not because I wanted to be younger, not because I wanted to be prettier, because I couldn't stand it, this is tricky, I didn't mean to become mysterious, it's just that something floated up, as meaningless as an ad blimp over a rooftop attic, that hair is not mine, I was always prosaic, am I growing as light as a joke?


Chair

When you say Ah and open your mouth
the lights of an overpass shot in burst mode
the dimness of a sagging skyline
the ashen feathers of a pigeon going home
shine, seep, flutter
A city rises from your mouth

I can find all kinds of things in you
When you say Ah and open your mouth
I enter a garden with many paths
The dinosaur-shaped shrubs
the stoic broad leaves
the tender and prim thorns
They aren’t secrets
and I’m not an orphan there

I’m not an orphan there
We are facing each other on one chair
and another chair
You say Ah and open your mouth
and I can find all kinds of things in you
You are yesterday, today,
the curtain rises

