The Finale

Sijia Huang

Shameful secrets have been stalked in the
corridor; desiccation

Is climbing upwards inside this piece. A
quiescent,

Gloomy dead bird, is cooling down on upstairs
in previous department.

The Forest——
Shelters the senile canals, roars like a lithe
single-eyed lioness.

A bouquet of miracle is stabbed into a pitcher.
An isolated sea
Extends into your solemn limbs.

Banyan trees’ gaze

Lines up into ancient groups,

Dyes the little berries red in a macaque’s
palms.

Blooming —



A young man desires the infant girl in
crabapple’s pistil.

One step from wind on the treadle of sewing-
machine. Creak. End.

Love in archaic literature.
Mazes in life. Drowsiness drifts by sex and then
be awaked.

A piece of pale cloud dissipates beside your
mouth, you hold your breath

Sitting near the choir at the end of October

Waiting for the last song before disbanding —
I’ve been gone for years.
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