Is that Samisen, the swish of geisha?
those strings, that aroma...

A tattoo in silk’s fluidity,

the clear mystery of sheer notes strummed
from tightly bound feet?

Lacking, did they lack-----

Madame M.’s circumstance,

kindness, the strangeness of-----

Hands, juniper lush, green beyond the wintry,
the stark rickshaws rolling &

rocking junks of Hong Kong?

Turbulence, poverty-----

Warrior women, dragon lads...

The wells for disgrace

Should pregnancy not be sanctioned,
the posts, the ropes for legs

in order to bend, elevate, be street
spawn through the master’s whacks
of obedience, superstition,

the disciplining veils-----

Orphans for the concubine & perhaps
stars, castrati, latter day, for the opera,
the circus...

Tea now.

Read these leaves,

this Ching of the I,

the patterns, prophetic:

Tiles & gardens, palm fronds & jazz,

the immaculate smoke, the opiate arrangements,

the uniform & bicycle marches-----
Did you predict-----
From the Good Earth to Tiananmen?
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