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The Game of Absolute

A thesis submitted in partial fulfillment of the requirements for the
degree of Master of Fine Arts at Virginia Commonwealth University.
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Rupeng Zhao
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Sculpture + Extended Media
Virginia Commonwealth University,
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Virginia Commonwealth University
Richmond, Virginia

ABSTRACT

My thesis paper writing is a collection of short stories. Or it could be
thought of as a small magazine or even an instruction manual for my work.
There is a loose correspondence between its content and the symbols used
in my installations. It is also realistically and physically presented in my
exhibition as part of a "game box". The chaotic and contradictory narrative
of this collection of short stories stems from my exhaustive pursuit of the
elements that I try to approach in each story. This insatiable pattern of
compulsive organization is also evident in the content of my work.



In mythology, religion, and metaphysics, there is always existing a
“universal quest” for concrete symbols in the texts. They seem strange
and unanswerable. Such as why there is only one sun in the world; what
posture people should take to face the gods; what kind of justice is perfect;
what kind of sacrifice will receive its due response and etc. In each of these
mythological and philosophical stories that have come passing down to us,
I feel a sense of closeness to the truth and a joy and caution in reading the
spiritual history of humanity. This makes me feel that although overarching
and grand narrative works are impossible in the present, in those specifically
orchestrated stories from the ancient myths and scriptures, the images
and symbols can still provide an “absolute” interpretation oriented to the
universal status quo. Such absolutity can evoke a certain poetic and solemn
feeling. In my work, I try to describe this concise absolutity in my own
language, and to composing my own cosmology.

In this process, I develop my project through both visual symbol and writing
together. In the visual part, [ see the question of how to express this abstract
absolutity in visual symbols as a part to answer the “universal quest”, for
example, by making a sculpture of the sun, I have to pick up an image to
reveal an answer that echoes the question of one-many relationships of the
sun. That image should able to embody the answer I given: the sun, or the
meta actually arise from its suppression of its own implied diversity in order
to achieve its uniqueness. On the other hand, inspired by the conceptual
hierarchy in shrines and religious architecture in Medieval, I felt that the
space that carries the works should be a simulation of the large space that
carries reality, then the work arranged in the exhibition will have some kind
of representation and explanatory power. I tried to organize my works in the
simplest classical sense of space, confining my works to a box-like space.
Like a careful consideration of the situation on a chessboard, I shaped the
visual form of the individual elements while also working to give them a
closer and intrinsic connection in the space.

The visual part answers the question of how the elements in my cosmology
relate and interact conceptually, while the writing part answers the question

of how these elements are produced in my cosmology, or how they become
themselves. In the work “The Game Of Absolute”, I describe the subversive
creation myth of 10 elements that often appear in usual myths. For example,
the origin of the sun from the elimination of its own internal differences
and history; each lightning bolt obliterates the possibility of the existence
of other worlds and thus allows the only world to be renewed; The hand
originally existing in the throat of an ancient creature, which fell in love
with the feeling of being wrapped in fate by performing gambling in order
to experience again the security of being wrapped in flesh and blood, and so
on. This kind of writing is an interpretation of the work that comes from the
artist's official, it added another dimension to the work which is relatively
inaccessible. In the exhibition, such texts are presented in artist books and
visual essays. The two parts, visual and writing, can be correspond to the
connection between iconography and the Bible coincidentally. However, 1
am not interested in creating gods, What I want more is to restore the state
of everything before the appearance of the gods or civilization. At that time,
everything is what it is but is always changing to the state of what it was
not.



Thanks for Kendall, my thesis reader, you help me a lot to express my
thoughts in the most appropriate way. Thanks for my professor Corin Hewitt
and Michael Jones McKean for the valueable thoughts which help me to
build my work.

Previous education: China Art Academy

Thesis reader: Professor Kendall Buster
Thersis committee:

Professor Kendall Buster

Professor Corin Hewitt

Associate Professor Michael Jones McKean
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Gambling and Work
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[ bet that people won't die without retribution.




It's not hard to understand. It's your questions that make it all
obscure. You ask me why [ care where the first bead falls, why it must be
green, and why my eyes fall here. It's all thanks to your vague mumblings,
forcing my eyes and hands to move away from anything. Now you have
served your purpose. The painting has become paper, the bronze scepter
has become plastic, the treasure map has become human skin, and the
sun has become a frightened face appearing on all of us. The bead was not
in the place where it should have been. It fell to the ground, and the crisp
sound interrupted your confused thoughts, which made you very angry.
All of vou start to shout loudly: What a chaos! What a depravity! Your
shouting awakens the static electricity in the air, a vital sign deciding your

life and death!

Now, please let me explain my work. First allow me prepare chairs
for you, pour cups of hot tea for you, and allow me to rest for a while,
so that [ have the strength to state again, state again the brand-new,
clich é d, repeatedly mentioned and forgotten explanation. And now let me
light a cigarette to calm my anger. Should I be angry? Tell you, people,
I was gambling just now, vyes, again! Yes, I'm telling the truth. Gambling
with myself? No. Did I win? Hard to say. If you weren't here and no one
had messed with it, the result would be much better! Don't interrupt and
don't turn around. Since you have invited me off the stage, it's important
to listen to me carefully. Firstly, to be clear, I'm not a gambler. This is
my work. I can't say how much I love it or how much I hate it. If you hate
gambling by nature, there's nothing I can do about it. After all, someone

has to do the work, right?

As for what I'm betting for, I bet that the sky can be either a
blue abyss or a whirlpool of gold, I bet that the last burning tree in the

wilderness is as dark as night. [ bet that the scarlet scythe will descend

every one thousand years to reap all the brightly—decorated but empty
heads. I bet that even just once, the lightning that only the blind can see
will tear the night in half. I bet that the world is built on a bloody fountain
and is about to become a part of it. I bet that the existence of matter comes
from an accident caused by a drunken God. I bet that [ won't die in the next

Planck time. I bet that people won't die without retribution.

Now, please empty the tea in your cups, and leave my room. |
need no more extra bets. If you keep your mouths shut and divert your

attention, [ may get a result next time [ throw the dice.
Who says there's always a next time? Only [ can say that!

Get out!
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Bad Accident and Infinite Evil

Our land is an embarrassing flaw left by God when he ¢ i(i&ﬂ(/

the world. Our histor) a topsy—turvy farce. Our civilizat®n I1s a

terrible accident lasting a thousand years
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What I'm wondering is do you really know me? Or is it your self—
righteous knowledge about me that stops you from being curious about me?
Are you really curious about my life experience or where I come from? Can
you really put aside your prejudices, break taboos, and listen carefully to

all the incredible crazy stories about my hometown?

Having said that, [ won't let my pretentious curiosity interrupt my
splendid narration, so let's start! My hometown is not marked on your
map. It is in the hypha on the back of the map, between the minimum
tolerances of the measuring instrument, in the stains on the drunk
surveyor’ s coat and the bruises in his eyes. No ships sail to it, but every
news of a wreck is carried to the land by the wretched sea breeze, and
become a heartbreaking joke we all share; No seabirds fly to it, but every
newborn albatross knows that's the worst place they can go if they lose
their fight route. The sun, through its slumber after sunset, forgets that
it ever shone on this disappointed land, and the stars stare in fear at our
villages and settlements without a blink. Our land is an embarrassing flaw
left by God when he created the world. Our history is a topsy—turvy farce.
Our civilization is a terrible accident lasting a thousand years. As for us,

especially me, we are that infinity of evil that you always mention.

Let's discuss our virtues, shall we say, your taboos. We shall never
miss an opportunity to delve into the wrongness of any part of the world,
and those embarrassing discordant notes are as palatable to us as those of
a mother tongue. We investigate your laws, morality, and even laws of
physics with a keen eye at the incongruity between being and being itself,
like scrubbing corroded blades in a pool of acid. We're delighted to see the
whole thing falling apart, people muttering and unclenching their hands.
While inciting division we also love to see the incongruous connection. The

bizarre installations we make are, like our language, intolerably repetitive

and topsy—turvy for you. Towards the dispirited teachers, exhausted
detectives, and furious judges, we almost sing out this sentence: "What's

the difference!"

Don't blame us for being so unkind. We are the outcome of a bad
accident. We can only show our heads occasionally in the cracks of the
world and breathe the cold, unrecognized haze. But this time, I want to
bring you some really useful information: the crack is going to expand.
Someone will appear who just can't accept the black stains on the white
cloth, and decides to dye it totally into a black cloth. Though you have
always been despising, fearing, and hunting for us, I still want to say that
when that day comes, you will be still be welcomed by us. We will be as
patient and kind to you as a thrush nurtures the cuckoo, and we will use

all our good will to teach you how to survive in this crazy accident.

16
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The Sun

The sun is a blood—red fountain, a backtiow watertall.
[t thrives on the back of the world, higher and stronger.
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Can I say something? Please forgive my offense. I heard you talking
about the sun. There is no doubt that the sun is the source of everything
we have, and it deserves to be praised and mentioned again and again in
our talks. But which of you can stare at the sun and have a good look at its
face? Who can meet its eyes and follow its pulse into its heart? From my
point of view, your understanding of the sun comes only from imagination,
from the unauthorized random depiction of it by those cold machines,
from the greed of the sun's touch and the wild guesses of the weather. But
how lucky you are today. I will share with you a little bit of a first—hand
introduction to the real sun. Since the only thing I take seriously in my life
is observing the sun, without relying on any instruments, only with my
naked eyes. Put aside your preconceptions. Don't pretend to be surprised.
The eye burns you're afraid of is just the most basic experience you can

get from observing the sun.

Firstly, you need to know, the sun can't be compared to a king. It
is not a creature possessing gentleness and majesty at the same time. It
is much more cunning and cruel than you think. Let's start with its birth.
Do you know how the sun was born? Take the eggs as an example. You all
know about double—yolk eggs. Now please imagine a multi—yolk egg. Its
interior is filled with countless yolks and the egg white is squeezed against
the edges, which is about to burst the fragile eggshell. Each yolk struggles
to break out, tries to suffocate the other, replace and become the only one
to grow Into the form like their mother. Ultimately, the most cunning and
ruthless cub succeeds. It tears open its mother's belly and struggles out
of the darkness through its brothers' lava serous fluid. We are all familiar
with politics. It's easy to understand that the first thing for those in power
is to ensure the stability of their position. Our sun, in order to stay aloft

forever, has stuck itself behind the world! Its light, like slime mycelium,

is firmly embedded in the world's fabric as the myxomycetes, filling every
gully, sucking in every speck of dust, and even now it gleams in the

crevices of your thoughts!

Even so, its position is not stable yet. Like its mother, the power
of differentiation and transformation is also accumulating in its own body.
Suppression, devouring, expulsion, exclusion, conspiracy, disregard,
tolerance. Do you know which one it adopts? All of them! Then it becomes
itself. It is neither transformation nor integration. The sun, by its supreme
power, has eliminated the distinction between itself and its breeds. Now
it is both itself and its incarnation, both law and entity, both a newborn
candle and a dying star. Everything collapses back to its heart, and
everything struggles to emerge from the light. The sun is a blood—red
fountain, a backflow waterfall. It thrives on the back of the world, higher

and stronger. On our side, everything is bathed in light, yet looks so pale.

Awfully sorry! Please forgive my speech!
I've said too much!

Just remember, be careful with the lightening.

24
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Floating Earth

its soul is still staring at the deep sky despite of time f Just as the people on
earth are staring at the netherworld.
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In all the myths and stories, the ground, the earth is not the
lowermost level. The earth, the most solid and heavy component of the
world in experience, is in the mid—air of language. The giant turtles and
serpents of the first people's ravings cannot hold it, nor can the solid
and burning mantle carry it, nor can the mysterious towers and cloisters
embrace it. After lifting the curtain of imagination, what we can clearly

see Is that the earth is floating.

To clarify this matter, we need to know the desires of the earth. As
an infinite whole, full of elements, pathways and events, the earth is too
vast to be settled down in the space. Beyond the earth, in the void which
is even more profound than the infinite, which part does the earth want to

exist, and which part does it want to occupy?

The earth wants to rise. It doesn’ t recognize the integrity of the

infinite whole, it cannot bear the void outside of its plain. In order to let its
spirit fall into the netherworld, its material, its contradictions and all the
possessions that its taxonomy can include, fearfully rising in the ladder laid
by the void with silent rage. The stratum that carries the whole history
does not thicken, but rises like the bed of an Earth Suspended River. The
concepts and entities perched on the riverbed are then forced to suit it.
The world above the earth is higher but smaller every day. Towering cities
look dark and rushed under the approaching clouds. Trees seem to be able

to pierce the sky with a little more effort to grow.

However, all of this has stopped. Although the pale scorching sun,
the vague lingering wind could not slow down this movement, but the earth
Is too heavy. High hanged continents could not bear their own weight,
they disintegrated into rocks, sea bed, civilization and dust. The cracks
between these entities turned into eternal scars. They penetrated the
earth from the surface to the star core, finally stopped at generating warp
and weft, carved inevitable boundaries on the earth from the inside out.
Later, scrolls and radios trimmed them more and more accuracy. After
the rise stopped, the earth is no longer what it was; it is a chessboard, a
pallet, a battlefield, even a sphere. It fell into a trap, and now floating on a
promised bottom given by the void. However, its soul is still staring at the
deep sky despite of time flies, just as the people on earth are staring at the

netherworld.
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Night and Fire

If you see yourself in the reflection of the initial fire, the wall of death
will be built high behind you.
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What makes the first sigh of those who are exuberant? What makes
the silence run rampant? Just then the sun is blazing, yet why are we

shivering in the cold night?

When the sun was just becoming itself, it sat directly on the earth.
In its perpetual love, it looked down on the earth and everything rose up
in its eternal light and heat. Until one day, thinking that it had gazed at
everything in the world but itself, the sun turned its head to look at the
sky, which had never been scorched by its fiery flames since the beginning
of time. The sky, as hard and deep as obsidian. With just one look, the sun

saw its own reflection and that of the earth in the sky.

What kind of scene is that! In the mirror of the dark sky, the sun
saw its light and heat like insatiable tentacles wrapped around the whole
earth. Twisted and swollen tongues of fire sluggishly pulsed and spasmed
in the cracked rocks. Strong whirlwinds made the air dim, and through
such air, the sun's orb became as scarlet as flesh and blood. The obsidian
sky reflected this fact with unmistakable clarity: The sun is an overflowing

wound on the earth.

The sun was startled by this mirror image. It wanted to stop
watching, but the swift light was its eyes. It wanted to forget this image,
but the eternal fire was its mind. When its spirit flowed back from that
miserable scene back into its body and time flowed again, the sun howled
furiously and fled out of the earth. It rushed directly to the sky, made
clouds burn and scream with its blinding light. The sun wanted to illuminate
the sky infinitely deep and infinitely far, so that the abominable mirror
image could not be revealed. The sun rose indefinitely high—until its light
reached neither earth nor sky; until it felt its light stumbling in the clear,

dark infinity; until finally, the sun felt the cold.

After that, the sun shuttled through the permeable boundlessness
that it had broken out from, anxiously patrolling back and forth between
the prostrate earth and the high zenith. And the darkness that chilled the
sun, though it was no longer as hard and deep as obsidian, was always
close behind. So, the sky was high and wide when the sun is moving
toward the earth, and the night was dark and deep when the sun was
moving toward the deep sky. Yet wherever the sun was gone, it could not
find a trace of that ghastly picture. The festering wound did not exist in
the concrete earth, nor was it hidden in the high and distant emptiness.
It was only sticking on the heart of the blazing sun woven by the eternal
flame, and burning out a bloodless and tearless black hole in the core of

that searing heat.

This little dark monster now gnaws at the luster of the sun day and
night, not fatally, but painfully when thought touches it. That nibbling,
and the darkness behind the sun is a constant reminder that even for the
sun, life and destiny has their limits. Many days and nights later, among
the people born from the earth, a rumor began to go around: If you see
yourself in the reflection of the initial fire, the wall of death will be built

high behind you.
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Night and Lighting

difficult to describe, but here is one version of it.
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The edge of the sun begins to become unstable.

Ripples appear on the boundary between the sky and the light orb.

The boundary brakes off in a gap shorter than an instant.

Along the gap at both ends, the border glows straight up to the sky
and earth.
It forms a lightning which is still taking shape.

The bright fades like a tidal wave.

The hastily approached night strains to knot up frosty dew of
stars.

In spite of the short time scale, which makes it almost
impossible to hold any event and experience, people still
incredibly feel this:

The tentacles of lightning leap and spread through space,
sweeping across all the paths they may pass through, this
eager light even surpasses the speed of the electric pulse.
Tremendous energy bursts rapidly at the end of the complex
interwoven electric grid, contouring out a bunch of perfect

spheres of shining voids.

As light stop in these voids, completely random substances,
events, information and stories emerged.

These entities, born of light, begin to expand rapidly in this
instant, spreading out their laughing flesh with reckless
exposure, proudly displaying the forms they have just

randomly acquired, and then at the end of the same instant,

they fade away, only leaving laments and curses about the

hellish inevitability of these forms behind.

With the flicker of electric and light, the indefinite birth and
death of these entities drive the stars and the whole nightshade
shining, surging and annihilating together on the scale of

Planck time.

Like a flock of crows on the wing, the starlight flies into the

broken eyes of people.
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The infinite bifurcation of lightning branches made this bunch
of astronomical scales bubble that bloom in an instant a full set
of possibilities.

Then with unparalleled clarity, people on the earth see all the
unrealized destiny of everything and anything.

Another sunset, another lover, another era.

A white rainbow, a snowfall in summer, a thousand sails, a

river of blood.

All great or vile thoughts become inevitable, hanging high on
the zenith.

One by one, people prostrate under this starry sea of
impossible freedom and omnipotence.

All of them closed their eyes willingly.

So the clock hand jumps to the next frame.

The lightning finally touches the curved surface of the sky
and the earth, lighting is formed. The air is filled with the

scorching smell of the break temporal curvature.

After that, no one knows what happened.

And after that after, no one knows what had happened before.
Daylight dazzles the world and the crowds bustle. All people
know is that the thunderbolt makes their eyes closed.

After opening the eyes again, the world seems slightly
different, but as every moment passe, the world is indeed
different.

So the crowd gradually disperse. Everyone walks back to their
paths, staring as far as their eyes could see, keep on looking for

the traces of lightning.

Life is a monster that must be watched every second, and only

when the lightning comes can you close your eyes.
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All the Trees

The warm body, the silent growth, the inescapable pain and the visible
death, all these nightmares that it experiences over and over again are
like steel commandments, engraved on its twisted annual cycle. These

are, its inevitable obligations.
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After the beginning of everything, when the sun, moon and stars
determined their own position with a long sighing, the remaining handful of
indefinite things finally gathered up. Among them were stars stuck in their
nut—sized bodies, unable to bloom or collapse, flames that had strayed
too far and forgotten how to extinguish, and stones that had accidentally
opened their eyes because of the cracking of the earth. Their destinies
suddenly went off when they were almost about to realize themselves.
Thus, they made a pile of debris that can never be cleaned up. They were

the bewildered dream of all the defined others, and then they began to grow.

This step of forming was easily accomplished. Although space was
already filled with light and darkness, the wind of the wilderness could
not bear the drift and so converged into its thick trunk. Next step was
bifurcation. The clouds, fed up with their boundlessness, flocked mooring
on its branches. Thus, an original tree, growing at the beginning of the
world became itself. It pierced through the deep blue night and crushed
the smooth wilderness, searched in its own indefinite Illusionary dream,
imitating the rise of the earth and the fall of the zenith. Yet these efforts
were all in vain. Numerous mad thoughts argued within its heart, and
behind this cacophony, despairing silence condensed from the restless
feat became rooted in its mind. The ghosts of its past life crawled along
its tendons to the top of branches, bearing fruits with the scent of dust
and extinction. Riding on the wind within its body and the clouds on its
shoulders, it stretched from one sky to another sky. Yet it could not get
rid of the pain caused by an unawakenable consciousness running around

inside its head.

How much it does want to wake up! But heavy bark is its eyelids,
preventing it from any subtle moving. Slender branches are its hand. On

a windless day, not a single leaf will tremble. Tiny worm holes are its

throat. Nothing is ever uttered from it but a hollow reverberation when it
is struck. It can’ t wake up, because it is supposed to be a dream about
the entity, which belongs to this formed but empty world. The warm
body, the silent growth, the inescapable pain and the visible death, all
these nightmares that it experiences over and over again are like steel
commandments, engraved on its twisted annual cycle. These are, its

inevitable obligations.

It is untraceable and unknown where and when this all happened,
but it must have been in another beginning. After having accepted and
rejected its destiny absolutely, the tree chose to sleep. The roaring dream
of the Other diffused out from what were once its branches, transitioned
into a tranquil nature. After the winds and clouds finally dissipated from
its transparent body, The Original Tree finally became All the Trees in
one go. They rooted in the burnt farmland like a curse, and never give out
a word within a thousand generations. They surviving dully on the side of
broken road, watered by garbage, cigarette butts and vomit of drunks
but never die. In the spring, they grow burnt yellow shoots right on time,
which looks like aged from their beginning. Sometimes laborers dig up
thick roots obstructing city construction, and after chopping them off,
a milky white emulsion flows out, accumulating a small blindingly white
puddle in the pit of the work. If anyone stares at these emulsions for too

long, they will get double vision.

56



il

e

AP C P TE A ER - FHH T LS AP 2,
1], TRAAZEREHN G E IR Fo

EHEAREH

58



RAGEA? FAEA—NE, HSE Mgt TR . 1 g N 4]
WA BRSNS TSR . AETERZC A, A AEZhHiEd G e N E A Y
B B RO RIS, TEZRRIHE T, — BB 2 MR T
HAZR @AM, X E— e R, WA RE R T3
MKF. XIERINFESR, ), FOINFHLRAMMEA, PR
KEHIBRAEE B Z IR, IR — TSR AL, e eEsrRit
2?7 VER—IN, BRI EETHEER T FONERARRE,
PRI A E R R - BB RN e, RINESCESRA
MR e, SbIATIMENEE G, TEE N ARREI 2 25 ]
0, FOIFA ML AT U B 2R Too5 RIS . At i s
220 A RETC SR AL AR IR A2 45 TR 8, INFEANSMERI G R SE ] T
RALEUTHRANEM, BR—T, HEEHFEAECRYIARTT LUEE ) L2

WA — 1R

TRIXEET, B A EE—VIREfr . X SHUOREE, Al

59

T E O AE AR RAH R aE, SORHIRE R ERL 3
MHFEZHHTIE, FEMARSR LR, IUEUEr e g .
ERE T LR, —EERES TS, MMM T R
Hl, (HXEEERE G AN, EEA AR ENER AR e A
&, BARSEZ R EMER ARSI EA ARG, AEAEMRZS, €
—EEFRNER T EMES . 4T, EALEATET -1/ HHHFZ
J&, FE—AA7 B RORRARR TS v, MRS B T TR ek, BTV TR
A7, BB TR T Lo W, A rESE TR, EWIAIT
HORFE I, BN Z—HRo

AL R AT S GRS, BRI
=411, TR EOREEH 520 AR DR o AE— IR — IR AnyE T,
B e BRI GE T — U g R thel S dmiz 2 . e8], W
FREHUAN R AR R LAY B I R AR . TREE TR
A G CER R ZE, BV IR0 AR ) ds R, T B

60



The Hand

The gesture that Hand search for across the entire history of human
civilization is the gesture of rolling dice. Hand no longer requires control of
everything, but rather hold the dice in its palm.
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Can you imagine? Our hands, as a part of our body, actually are
evolved from a fish's fins, while fins are evolved from the external gills
of the first vertebrate. In the early Cambrian period, aquatic animals
absorbed oxygen from the water through accessory organs growing from
the throat. Later, some animals evolved their extra external gills into
versatile appendages. These tentacle—like, amorphous organs with obscure
meanings eventually evolved into our hands. It makes me often imagine
that our hands grew in our throats in the beginning, with ten fingers
tightly squeezed between the windpipe and spine. Where will the hands
point to? What will the hands strangle or pray for? As a human living in the
present, such questions are unimaginable. In terms of the specific forms,
the hands in the old days and the hands nowadays are totally different.
The former, as full of potential, and an organ with vague meaning, lay
deeply in the flesh and nerves, while the latter, as the organ of the human
body contacting most of the space and filled with flesh and nerves, can
touch the infinity of vanity. In the process of biological evolution, empty
vanity and dense flesh and blood secretly exchanged positions, so that the
internal and external relations were completely reversed, this is somewhat
similar to topological reconstruction. Imagine that a circular object such as

a doughnut could be transformed into a ball through geometric calculation.

Such a Hand was born with the destiny of mastering everything,
but also with a desire to return to the original state of being wrapped
up. What a paradoxical fate! What a heavy burden! Hands seek in labor,
grope on other people's bodies, and stick in the mud, grasping with bare
hands. Hand gets red palm prints, delivers secretly written letters and
presses buttons, but all of these actions are far from its real destiny. Hand
despises the spectacle of the powerful waving it wildly in speech, Hand

has little sympathy for the dying man who stretches it out to the sun. No

compromise can be made. Hand is determined to find the gesture equating
perfection. Finally, after 1.8 million years of human beings walking
upright, in a dilapidated shack in the sunset, Hand stretches out from its
trouser pockets and grabs two stones, casually throwing them on a table.
A miracle happens! The two stones overlap together. Onlookers shout with

excitement, awakening Hand from darkness.

The gesture that Hand search for across the entire history of
human civilization is the gesture of rolling dice. Hand no longer requires
control of everything, but rather hold the dice in its palm. In tossing and
falling again and again, the image formed by the dice on the table is more
important than the sum of all under or outside of its control. It occurs to
Hand that even unrepentant Ediacaran organisms would have regarded
that image of dice as taboo. Hand can finally find the serenity, like the time
is flowing back, returning it to quiet ancient times and make it surrounded

by fate as thick as flesh and blood.
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Golden Scythe

i The harvest of the golden scythe will never stop, because the world is
pe always so plump and fruity.
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Even the sunset, the absolutely fair and generous scenery to
everything, has varying degrees of beauty while viewed from different
places. There is a field, where the wheat growing on its soft brownish
soil 1s golden and full at all times. It is so neat and tidy, under the humble
breeze, none of the wheatgrass dares to grow higher than any of the
others. Neither ugly rock piles nor gloomy trees even ever existed here.
This field spreads out so evenly on the earth that it makes visitors often
forget its boundaries. In the dusk, the sun becoming a huge golden
semicircle, like a dome, shrouds over the equally golden field. When
everything gets sunken in the glory of gold and red, the most perfect

sunset in the world is born.

But at the inconspicuous edge of this landscape, in the corner of
this stunning scenery, there is always some hidden smoke and dust, which
makes visitors' memory seem like a leaky film. Sometimes wanderers'
tinnitus synchronizes with the airwaves. They hear the villain on the radio
asking in a determined tone: "Why not the blade, but just the mediocre
breeze?" Near the fluffy wheatgrass tip, faint cyclones yell out tiny curses,
desperately trying to evade premeditated statics. Something is happening
in a place so distant that it is twice as far as the distance between truth
and fallacy. Which is forcing all the wheatgrass and weeds in the field

straighten up their stems without any moment of lax.

That is the most striking sunset in the world: the golden scythe
harvesting the earth and the handle of the scythe plunging deep into
the center in between the sun and the earth, turning the meridian and
latitude into two worms devouring each other. At the edge of the world,
the tip of the blade rolls up the waters, vaporizing them along with all the
untouched dreams. The scalding orange sunset overflows on the soon—to—

be—annihilated earth, melting national boundaries and ever—{rightened

surveyors. The scythe sweeps over the avenger, peeling his flesh into
the shape of his enemies' names, making these fragments crying out and
falling in the wind. The scythe glances over the graves of the ancestors,
making the ghosts that seeped shallowly into the soil shuddering out
square laugh. Helicopters fall to the ground like stones, and plastic bags
fly on the sky like jellyfish. Fields, hills, rivers and lives, everything is
instantly turned into rising ashes under the raid of the scythe, merging

with the golden—red light of the setting sun.

However, in that place where the sunset is still perfect, no one
can detect anything from the subtle signs. After the sunset, the visitors
return to their homes, where they watch TV, watch the small floating
object inside of their eyes, and praise or scold their children. The next day
they may go out, some to work, others on a walk, laughing at two dogs
that are copulating. They keep squeezing out these densely—packed life
chunks, making them as crowded as the red worms socking in a stagnant
puddle under the blazing sun. The never—ending harvest has already been
forgotten since its lengthy cycle. But sooner or later, here it will also
return to annihilation. The harvest of the golden scythe will never stop,

because the world is always so plump and fruity.
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The Horn

years ago people shouted in panic at things they didn't know, then the so
became those things' name. Yet this time, in a world which has more names than
entity, we have the help of such a remarkable machine.
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It has a mouth that is always wide open,

no lips on it, and no teeth or tongue inside.

Its throat is sealed by a dark secret, open but not lead to anywhere.
The back of the mouth connects to a thin, long, glistening esophagus.
After that, Space is huddled and cramped,

tubes and chambers are all over its guts.

The hole used for blowing is hidden at the end, it's often outside the talk.

Its sound comes from the misplaced topology of the body during
vomiting and sodomy.

Within the spasms and cheers of the intestines, syllables are squeezed
out like unstoppable belches.

Denied flesh flowing upstream in the tube that connects life and death.

And the condensation shining brightly at the exit.

The new horn player on the ship had just put his mouth to the hornpipe

and he felt a lick.

The frightening make he never dared to look straight at the captain's pipe.

Many years ago people shouted in panic at things they didn't know.
Then the sound became those things' name.

Yet this time, in a world which has more names than entity,

we have the help of such a remarkable machine.

This empty mouth, like the object it is forced to imitate,

it announces anomalies and calamities, but they do not originate from it.

There are delicate agonies embraced by the silent world.
On days when there is no tide, they are precisely and distortedly,

viciously reflecting on its thicknessless brass skin.

Later, thin flocks of birds are welded into its tubes
Wind moves in and out of its void.

The deluge has not yet arrived.

But how much time is left to imagine

That the name of the next world it is about to play out?
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The Bird

This is the end of this collection of stories. The Bird doesn't exist, I didn't
pick it as one of the "Absolutes". This chapter exists because in this
suffocating universe of tangled entities and concepts, there must be some
light and shiny name that brings these hard stories together. The bird

existed, but it flew away.
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