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All people are pregnant, said Diotima,
their bodies are pregnant, their souls are pregnant,
oh how they want to give birth with all their might.
Beauty is childbirth. Birth is beautiful.

So Diotima said to Socrates. Socrates said
the same thing at Agathon’s party, and it was heard
by young Aristodemus, and he passed it on

to Apollodorus, who told his own friends.



Little Plato was playing with beetles in the garden.
Where did all these beetles come from, he wondered,
did they emerge suddenly from an immense, flawless beetle

in the sky? That we are unable to see?

At night, his mommy carried him inside and put him to sleep.
At Agathon’s place a party of pederasts began,
and because no one could stand to drink any more they began to argue:

let us talk of love. Let us talk of beauty.
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There are holes in the road. There are holes in the earth.
Stepping forward | notice: there are holes in my boots.
Where there are holes, my socks show through,

| can see them, | know this because there are holes in my skull.

When rain falls into water, there are holes in the water.
As the droplets fall, | hear them because there are holes in my ears:
| stand and breathe because there are holes in my nose,

I move forward and think. Yes, there are holes in my thoughts.

There are holes in my words. Lao-zi thought
everything necessary came from emptiness—but tell me, friend,
what use would emptiness be if it wasn’t made of

holes beside holes? Large holes. Small holes.



Holes exist. Birth and death are holes.
There are black holes in the universe—maybe there are exits

to another place made of holes.
Exits are holes. The mouth, the heart, the intestines are holes.
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Zhuangzi invites butterflies into his deathbed.
And they come. Though it is broad daylight,
moths and loopers come too,

swarms of them buzz gloomily,

whirl around the teacher. He speaks:
“Today | dreamed
| was the master of butterflies. | taught them all,

large and small, light and dark,

furry and spotted. My lessons

had influence. They all awakened. The butterflies
woke and saw that they were butterflies . . .”

But night has already fallen.



Oh this beating around the lamp.
Light wings in milk. The shining powder of wings
on the worn table, people’s voices, eyes,

the crackling of ancestors’ bonfires.
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The night is full of holes. They flicker,
stiffen, reverberate, windows in the night,
windows in the sky, windows of existence

and windows with no need to exist.

We stand on the steps and smoke.
The cigarette tips are windows in motion,
holes in motion, fire without flame,

and we need to be here on the steps.

These lanterns on the steps, windowpanes in the night.
The pictures where you lie naked on the shore
like a lizard lit up in the sand of light:

every grain of sand a sparkling window.



Every window a hole. Every hole a window.
Those who want to be born should slide
from a human window, from the window of existence

beneath the windows of the sun and moon.
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Father, can’t you see that I’'m burning?
That’s what the little boy said to Freud.
But Freud had already dozed off. A candle

in his hand, his head sunken to his chest, he

staggered and had a dream: he was
a small boy again, he ran along the edge of the sidewalk,
the hot sun shining and, from above, an eagle

came and pecked his eyes out of his head.

How is it that | see this dream now,



thought Freud, if I no longer have eyes; how
can | avoid falling off the edge of the sidewalk?

This idea causes Freud to wake up.

The little boy is bending over him,
a deathwatch candle in his hand, and he says:
Once upon a time there lived a man

who had never had a single dream.
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Dawn has already broken.
Branches appear on the trees.
Color appears on the leaves.

Depth appears in the tone.

A rug appears on the floor.
A glass appears on the table.
A tapestry appears on the wall.

Books appear on the shelves.

Hair appears on the pillow. A face appears in the hair.
Eyes appear on the face.
Lashes appear on the lids.

A screen appears in the shiver.

Lids appear on the eyes.

Already, dawn has broken.

Leaves appear on the branches.
Tone appears in the color.
Softening into the depth.

Slippers appear on the rug.
Water appears in the glass.
A pattern appears in the tapestry.

Letters appear in the books.

A shiver appears on the lashes.

Dreams appear on the screen.



Dreams move on the screen of the retina.

You move your elbow. | touch you.

You turn over. Warmth appears under the blanket.

A dream appears in the warmth. The sun appears in the dream.

From the book Neli korda neli (2009)
Translated into English by Brandon Lussier

Translated into Chinese by Hung Hung



