I say Solea

a ring of moons above a tripled field of doves
a black tableau

a streak of magenta

a prefigurement in wheat

as if a cold terrain existed on Venus

or a gulf of neon descending on lo

then various assortments of night sand on Pluto

being the various torments across the chain of non-existence

we both partake of turbulence
psychic ambits from the sun

such is our simoom canton
like a fissioning weight at undetermined scale

alive

in half light & carbon

we exchange with each other as electric proto-creation
our penultimate forge being a galaxy or a universe

depths are transcended
eddies magnetically erupt
as action remains rooted in the causeless

Solea as mercurial Hurqualya
an algae of limits thrust before oblivion

our aureate double bodies

suspended

like translucent equators

like powdered carnelian

being 4 suns linked

inside the core of a blackened clairvoyance

THE TEMPLE OF THE GOLDEN PAVILION (1956)
by Yukio Mishima
trans. Ivan Morris

I remember an episode that took place in Kyoto towards the end of the
war. It was something quite unbelievable, but I was not the only witness.
Tsurukawa was next to me.

One day when the power supply was cut off, Tsurukawa and I
went to visit the Nanzen Temple together. This was our first visit to the
Nanzen Temple. We crossed the wide drive and went over the wooden
bridge that spanned the incline where boats used to be launched.

It was a clear May day. The incline was no longer in use and the
rails that ran down the slope were rusty and almost entirely overgrown
with weeds. Amid the weeds, delicate little cross-shaped flowers trem-
bled in the wind. Up to the point where the incline started, the water was
dirty and stagnant, and the shadows of the rows of cherry trees on our
side of the water were thoroughly immersed in it.

Standing on the small bridge, we gazed absently at the water.
Amid all one’s wartime memories, such short absent moments leave
the most vivid impression. These brief moments of inactive abstraction
lurked everywhere, like patches of blue sky that peep through the clouds.
It is strange that a moment like this should have remained clearly in my
mind, just as though it had been an occasion of poignant pleasure.

“It’s pleasant, isn’t it?” I said and smiled inconsequentially.

“Uh,” replied Tsurukawa, and he too smiled. The two of us felt
keenly that these few hours belonged to us.

Beside the wide gravelled path ran a ditch full of clear water,
in which beautiful water plants were swaying with the flow. Soon the
famous Sammon Gate reared itself before us. There was not a soul to be
seen in the temple precincts. Among the fresh verdure, the tiles of the
temple roof shone luxuriantly, as though some great smoked-silver book
had been laid down there. What meaning could war have at this moment?
At a certain place, at a certain time, it seemed to me that war had become
a weird spiritual incident having no existence outside human conscious-
ness.
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Perhaps it was on top of this Sammon Gate that the famous robber
of old, Ishikawa Goémon, had placed his feet on the railing and enjoyed
the sight of flowers below in their full blossom. We were both in a child-
ish mood and, although it was already the season in which the cherry
trees have lost their blossoms and are covered in foliage, we thought that
we should enjoy seeing the view from the same position as Goémon.
We paid our small entrance fee and climbed the steep steps whose wood
had now turned completely black. In the hall at the top, where religious
dances used to be performed, Tsurukawa hit his head on the low ceiling.
I laughed and immediately afterwards bumped my own head. We both
made another turn climbed to the head of the stairs and emerged on top
of the tower.

It was a pleasant tension, after climbing the stairs, which were
as cramped as a cellar, to feel our bodies suddenly exposed to the wide
outside scene. We stood there for a time gazing at the cherry trees and the
pines, at the forest of the Heian Shrine that stretched tortuously in the dis-
tance beyond the rows of buildings, at the form of the mountain ranges—
Arashiyama, Kitanokata, Kifune, Minoura, Kompira—all of them rising
up hazily at the extremities of the streets of Kyoto. When we had satisfied
ourselves with this, we removed our shoes and respectfully entered the
hall like a couple of typical acolytes. In the dark hall twenty-four straw
mats were spread out on the floor. In the centre was a statue of Sdkamuni,
and the golden eyes of sixteen Arhants gleamed in the darkness. This was
known as the Gohoro or the Tower of the Five Phoenixes.

kokosk

The Nanzen Temple belonged to the same Rinzai sect as the
Golden Temple, but whereas the latter adhered to the Sokokuji school,
this was the headquarters of the Nanzenji school. In other words, we were
now in a temple of the same sect as our own but of a different school.
We stood there like two ordinary middle-school students, with a guide
book in our hands, looking round at the vividly coloured paintings on the
ceiling, which are attributed to Tanya Morinobu of the Kano school and
to Hogan Tokuetso of the Tosa school. On one side of the ceiling were
paintings of angels flying through the sky and playing the flute and the
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ancient Biwa. Elsewhere, a Kalavinka was fluttering about with a white
peony in its beak. This was the melodious bird that is described in the
sutras as living on Mount Session: the upper part of its body is that of the
plump girl and its lower part has a bird’s form. In the centre was the bird
on the summit of the Golden Temple; but this one was like a gorgeous
rainbow, utterly different from that solemn golden bird with which I was
so familiar.

Before the statue of Sikamuni we knelt down and folded our
hands in prayer. Then we left the hall. But it was hard to drag ourselves
down from the top of the tower. We leaned against the railing facing
south by the top of the steps that we had climbed. I felt as though some-
where I could see a small, beautiful, coloured spiral before my eyes. It
must have been an after-image of the magnificent colours that I had just
seen on the ceiling paintings. This feeling that [ had of a condensation of
rich colours was as though that Kalavinka bird were hiding somewhere
amid those young leaves or on some branches of those green pines that
spread out everywhere below, and as though it were letting me glimpse a
corner of its splendid wings.

But it was not so. Across the road below us was the Tenju Hermit-
age. A path, paved with square stones, of which only the corners touched
each other, bent its way across a garden, where low, peaceful trees had
been planted in a simple style, and led to a large room with wide-open
sliding-doors. One could see every detail of the alcove and of the stag-
gered shelves in the room. A bright-scarlet carpet was spread out on the
floor: evidently the room was frequently used for tea dedications and
rented for tea ceremonies. A young woman was sitting there. It was she
that had been reflected in my eyes. During the war one never saw a wom-
an dressed in such a brilliant, long-sleeved kimono as she was wearing,
Anyone who went out dressed as she was would almost certainly be re-
buked for lack of patriotic sobriety and would have to return home and
change. So gorgeous was her form of dress, I could not see the details of
the pattern, but I noticed that flowers were painted and embroidered on a
pale blue background, almost as though the surrounding air were illumi-
nated by the brilliance of her costume. The beautiful young woman was
sitting on the floor in a position of perfect elegance; her pale profile stood
out in relief as if it were carved, and at first | could not help wondering
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whether she was really a living person.

% koK

“Good heavens!” I said, stuttering badly. “Can she really be
alive?”

“That’s just what I was thinking. She’s exactly like a doll, isn’t
she?” replied Tsurukawa, who stood leaning heavily against the railing
without taking his eyes off the woman.

Just then a young army officer appeared in uniform from the back
of the room. He sat down with stiff formality a few feet away from the
woman and faced her. For a while the two of them sat facing each other
quietly.

The woman stood up and disappeared silently into the darkness
of the corridor. After a time, she returned holding a teacup in her hands;
her long sleeves swayed to and fro in the breeze. She knelt directly in
front of the man and offered him the tea. Having presented him with the
teacup according to etiquette, she returned to her original place. The man
said something. He still did not drink the tea. The moment that followed
seemed strangely long and tense. The woman’s head was deeply bowed.

It was then that the unbelievable thing happened. Still sitting ab-
solutely straight, the woman suddenly loosened the collar of her kimono.
I could almost hear the rustling of silk as she pulled the material of her
dress from under the stiff sash. Then I saw her white breasts. I held my
breath. The woman took one of her full white breasts in her own hands.
The officer held out the dark, deep coloured teacup, and knelt before her.
The woman rubbed her breast with both hands.

[ cannot say that I saw it all, but I felt distinctly, as though it had
all happened directly before my eyes, how the white warm milk gushed
forth from her breast into the deep-green tea which foamed inside that
cup, how it settled into the liquid, leaving white drops on the top, how the
quiet surface of the tea was made turbid and foamy by that white breast.

The man held the cup to his mouth and drank every drop of that
mysterious tea. The woman hid her full breast in the kimono.

Tsurukawa and I gazed tensely at the scene. Later when we ex-
amined the matter systematically, we decided that this must have been a

farewell ceremony between an officer who was leaving for the front and
the woman who had conceived his child. But our emotions at that mo-
ment made any logical explanation impossible. Because we were staring
so hard, we did not have time to notice that the man and woman had gone
out of the room, leaving nothing but the great red carpet.

[ had seen that white profile of hers in relief and I had seen her
magnificent white breast. After the woman left, I thought persistently of
one thing during the remaining hours of that day and also during the next
day and the day after. I thought that this woman was none other than
Uiko, who had been brought back to life.
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