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Publisher’s Note

Rendering poetry in a digital format presents several challenges, just as its many forms continue to challenge the conventions of print. In print, however, a poem takes place within the static confines of a page, hewing as close as possible to the poet’s intent, whether it’s Walt Whitman’s lines stretching to the margin like Route 66, or Robert Creeley’s lines descending the page like a string tie. The printed poem has a physical shape, one defined by the negative space that surrounds it—a space that is crafted by the broken lines of the poem. The line, as vital a formal and critical component of the form of a poem as metaphor, creates rhythm, timing, proportion, drama, meaning, tension, and so on.

Reading poetry on a small device will not always deliver line breaks as the poet intended—with the pressure the horizontal line brings to a poem, rather than the completion of the grammatical unit. The line, intended as a formal and critical component of the form of the poem, has been corrupted by breaking it where it was not meant to break, interrupting a number of important elements of the poetic structure—rhythm, timing, proportion, drama, meaning, and so on. It’s a little like a tightrope walker running out of rope before reaching the other side.

There are limits to what can be done with long lines on digital screens. At some point, a line must break. If it has to break more than once or twice, it is no longer a poetic line, with the integrity that lineation demands. On smaller devices with enlarged type, a line break may not appear where its author intended, interrupting the unit of the line and its importance in the poem’s structure.

We attempt to accommodate long lines with a hanging indent—similar in fashion to the way Whitman’s lines were treated in books whose margins could not honor his discursive length. On your screen, a long line will break according to the space available, with the remainder of the line wrapping at an indent. This allows readers to retain control over the appearance of text on any device, while also indicating where the author intended the line to break.

This may not be a perfect solution, as some readers initially may be confused. We have to accept, however, that we are creating poetry e-books in a world that is imperfect for them—and we understand that to some degree the line may be compromised. Despite this, we’ve attempted to protect the integrity of the line, thus allowing readers of poetry to travel fully stocked with the poetry that needs to be with them.

—Ecco






Note to Readers

This ebook contains the following accessibility features which, if supported by your device, can be accessed via your ereader/accessibility settings:


	Change of font size and line height

	Change of background and font colours
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Translator’s Introduction

Under a regime whose violent whims could ruin lives in a matter of hours—where secret-police-in-all-but-name arrested anyone deemed ideologically threatening—Kim Hyesoon began her literary career in the late 1970s, as an editor at a South Korean publishing house. This was a period of South Korea’s history ruled by military dictatorships, propped up by Cold War alignments and fervent anticommunism, with escalating tensions over free speech and the suppression of dissent by those in power. And to live and write under that regime was to hear again and again the word “No.” As in: “No, you cannot write this. No, you cannot discuss this. No, you cannot even think this.”

Day after day, Kim painstakingly polished manuscripts, only to have entire passages vanish under the government censors’ thick markers, reduced to ominous blocks of black ink. At one point, after helping to edit and publish the Korean translation of a biography of American labor organizer Mary G. Harris Jones—better known as Mother Jones—Kim was summoned to a police station. There, the interrogators demanded the home address and phone number of the book’s translator; when Kim refused to cooperate, they slapped her across the face repeatedly, a total of seven times. Unwilling to be silenced by the brutality, Kim herself began writing at the close of the 1970s. And indeed she would go on to write seven poems about the incident, one for each blow.*

Early on as a poet, Kim honed a haunting, elliptical style charged with rhythmic, tightly woven lines. One might imagine her work as a kind of witch’s brew, infused with dark spells, grotesque tenderness, and occluded truths. Kim once called herself a “witch,” for the way her poetry’s eerie aura straddles the boundary between everyday reality and an occult disturbance, asserting a defiantly feminist stance. In those first works, she wrote of death not as a moment of final closure but as a continuous dissolution of life—an edge where bodies collapse, energies scatter, and the line between life and afterlife recedes. In this poet’s liminality of being and nothingness, we find mother and daughter, father and state, living and dead, normalcy and nightmare, each pair reflected again and again. Literary critic Hwang Hyeon-san* described Kim’s poetry as a series of mirrors facing each other, creating abyssal holes on each other’s surfaces through infinite reflections of “twoness” that reveal both the poet and the world.

When the mid-1980s arrived, South Koreans rose against unjust power and secured democracy through protests and sacrifices that transformed the political landscape. An economic “miracle” followed—then collapse, then recovery, and so on. Along the way, a new kind of “No” took hold across the land: there was no time to slow down in a nation driven by breakneck market expansion. Everyone had to hustle. Everyone had to conform. Kim Hyesoon, nevertheless, kept writing. She turned her gaze outward to the city of Seoul and its expanding labyrinth, a half-manmade, half-natural desert, every bit as brutal as the old regime but far more relentless in its demands for endless productivity.

The death Kim wrote about in her earliest works is still the same death that saturates this new cityscape: an ongoing performance of unraveling, a continuum where life’s boundaries are unstable. It is a dance that no longer needs to tiptoe around censors but must now dodge the crushing weight of a globalized market and its demands for speed and productivity. Her lines, filled with chanting cadences, sometimes evoke gruesome images, yet they just as often suggest a fierce resilience, pointing to a future form of life that remains nameless but undeniably present beneath the surface.* In so doing, her poems partake of a shamanic resonance: the voice of a mudang, a Korean shaman, calling up ancestors, gods, and the lost in a rite that merges private trauma with larger societal cataclysms.

Kim’s poetry remains a testament to what language can do in a world designed to say “No” at every turn. Starting from the dictatorship of the 1970s, she conjured elliptical movements in her verses that outmaneuvered censors. Today, in the restrictive grind of modern society, she writes and rewrites the boundaries of poetry, creating an emotional vocabulary for seeing and naming the precariousness beneath the gleaming surfaces. Readers join her in that corridor of infinite mirrors, where censored lines might find a second life in translation and no amount of capitalist frenzy can finally white out the shadows that Kim’s poetry uncovers.

INTRODUCING LADY NO

Out of this decades-long engagement with censorship, transformation, and creative resistance comes Lady No, a volume that stands apart as perhaps Kim Hyesoon’s most openly hybrid work and a documentation of her first and only work of digital performance art. In 2014, after Kim’s stature as a major force in contemporary Korean poetry was well established, she posted anonymously for eight months on the blog of Munhakdongne, a major South Korean publisher, using the persona 않아 (pronounced ahn-ah). This pseudonym, itself a form of negation in Korean, already signals Kim’s playful yet defiant stance toward conventions—linguistic, literary, and social. Alongside Kim’s texts, her daughter, the award-winning artist Fi Jae Lee, featured a selection of her extant drawings, visually mirroring the eerie power of Kim’s words.

During this eight-month period, the Sewol ferry disaster struck, claiming the lives of 304 souls—the majority of them high school students. The country reeled in grief, and Kim’s postings halted for forty-nine days as mourning laid bare systemic failures in South Korean society. Eventually, the posts resumed and in 2016 these 179 writings—poems, prose poems, opinion columns, travelogues, and more—were gathered into a single volume under the original Korean title 않아는 이렇 게 말했다 (ahn-ahneun yirutke malhatda), or “Thus Spoke Ahn-ah.” It alludes parodically to Nietzsche’s Thus Spoke Zarathustra, suggesting that like Zarathustra, Kim’s speaker—or “Lady No,” as she is now known in English—has come to proclaim a truthsaying that both defies and reinvents the world.

As in much of Kim’s oeuvre, the speaker here straddles a space between body and spirit, calling into question “normal” definitions of poetry and prose. Indeed, Kim labels the text shisanmun—poetry-prose, or po-prose, “minus poetry, minus prose.” She insists that it cannot be neatly filed under any one genre. In Lady No, the oracular, bodily, and political all intertwine with the mundane details of life in Seoul and the fictional land of “Aerok,” a mirror-version of Korea where the country’s anxieties, gender politics, and media obsessions are magnified.

Initially considered for English publication as Thus Spoke n’t, then Thus Spoke No, and at one point known as Thus Spoke Lady No, the book now simply appears as Lady No. This shifting title, much like the pseudonym ahn-ah, evokes the idea of negation—of refusing established categories, refusing compliance, and, in the final iteration, personifying resistance as a figure of feminist critique. The choice of Lady No also pays homage to Don Mee Choi’s translation of Kim Hyesoon’s Autobiography of Death (New Directions 2018), in which a poem titled “Lord No” (translating 아님) portrays a patriarchal, almost god-like persona in a shamanic incantatory chant that could either be for or against this figure. By inverting “Lord No” into “Lady No,” this English title claims its own radical feminine power, foregrounding a direct challenge to the very structures of authority embedded in the original poem.

Far more colloquial, even slangy, than much of her previous writing, Lady No thus exposes a directness in Kim’s voice that Anglophone readers may not have seen before. She writes about popular television, the aspirations and disappointments of a creative writing professor, glimpses of ongoing social injustices—and she does so with the same vital sense of imagination that characterizes her more iconically surreal poems. Yet in these pages, the poet also hints at the “source code” behind her worldview, showing how everyday experience and sociopolitical trauma fuel her explorations of the body, desire, violence, art, and the strange boundaries between them.

One key editorial choice in this English translation has been to restore the sequence of the original blog posts, rather than follow the rearranged sequence as appears in the original Korean edition. This decision allows readers to experience in “real time” how the Sewol ferry disaster tragically interrupted the serialization; in the days after the accident, the blog featured a message from Lady No that expressed the unutterable shock of the national tragedy.

Kim Hyesoon’s work began to be introduced in English around 2012. Since then, her works have been honored with multiple awards in North America, including the Griffin Poetry Prize and National Book Critics Circle Award. Kim Hyesoon’s broader global recognition is intertwined with the work of Don Mee Choi, her longtime translator into English. In her translations, Don Mee Choi refuses to “smooth out” Kim’s dissonances, favoring instead a translation mode that peels away colonial overtones and refuses to domesticate the poems. In this sense, translation itself becomes political. By bringing Kim’s language into English on Korean terms—retaining its uncanny leaps, refusing to flatten its strangeness—Don Mee Choi shows that translation can be an anti-colonial practice.*

Through this synergy, Kim Hyesoon’s longtime refusal of censorship and Don Mee Choi’s refusal of imperial linguistic frames form a deeper reflection of twoness, an endless corridor of mirrors in which the poet and translator, Korean and English, body and ruin, mother and father appear. Honoring the fruitful collaboration between Kim Hyesoon and Don Mee Choi that has so deeply shaped Anglophone perceptions of Kim’s poetry, my own approach to translating Lady No is similar, but diverges at certain stylistic junctures. Where Don Mee Choi emphasizes a radical, idiosyncratic syntax that foregrounds rupture, I sometimes focus on a direct, immediate resonance in English—leaning into colloquial or comedic textures that match the text’s diary-like flow. If Don Mee’s approach was pure poetry, in mine I’ve let trappings of English prose creep its way into that poetry. I believe that both methods share the same ultimate goal of preserving Kim’s fierce strangeness, yet each indicates a distinct interpretive path, revealing just how multifaceted Kim Hyesoon’s writing truly is.

American readers immersed in ongoing debates about what constitutes poetry, or how the lyric essay intersects with fiction, will find Lady No a fascinating case. Many pieces here might be called lyric essays in an American context, or perhaps creative nonfiction, yet Kim Hyesoon doesn’t regard them as poems either. Instead, as mentioned before, she conceives a fresh category—a “not-poetry and not-prose” that reassembles both forms into something new. By calling it poetry-prose (shisanmun), she acknowledges an impulse to break with old structures while still paying homage to the elasticity of Korean literary tradition.

Lady No is, ultimately, Kim Hyesoon’s clarion call on the page: an insistence on negation as creative method, a declaration of resistance to the illusions of progress and prosperity that overshadow real lives, and a deeply personal mourning for those who suffer in such illusions’ wake. Its final English title conveys an unmistakable refusal—an unwavering, embodied “No” that resonates with Kim’s longstanding critique of patriarchal and political oppression, the same refusal she maintained under dictatorship, the same she carried into the global hypercapitalism of the present. Just as “Aerok” functions as a twisted palindrome of Korea—a land at once different and strangely the same—so too might we conceive of Aerok as a mirror for American life, reflecting back our own intensifying injustices and psychic fissures. In a world increasingly riddled with obstacles to free thought and genuine empathy, Lady No stands as a testament that no single state, no single genre, and no single vantage can contain Kim Hyesoon’s visionary reach. Indeed, she summons us into that corridor of mirrors facing mirrors, where each reflection discloses another uncharted dimension of ourselves and our societies.

APRIL 2026

Jack Saebyok Jung






March






From Aerok

From Aerok, I write.

Barely, here I write.

Here I will live, and here I will die.

Barely, I will stay until the time comes to move on.

Along streets lined with beauty parlors, boarding houses, hospitals, banks, restaurants, cell phone shops, and fruit stalls, I stay awhile and return to write once more.

How many number of bus rides, and how many number of books, and how many number of films, and how many number of drinks, and how many number of visits to my mother, and how many number of tears . . . await.

Here, in Aerok. Beyond ‘Nothing more to desire.’ Beyond ‘Can no longer live.’

In this makeshift stage of a city, a razzle-dazzle of hollow shells.

In this makeshift stage of a country.

Straightening the hair of my sweater where pink fuzz rises.

The loneliness of a star called Earth floating in the cosmos.

Clinging to a corner of this lonely star, the country of Aerok cradles her tiny skeletal mountains. They are like so many insects banished from outer space.

Like the intoxication with echoes from a well with no water, this writing, is it to be drunk with loneliness?

Here

to live.

To love.






The Body of a Woman

While flipping through the Bible, fooling around, I found a verse: “. . . is there any taste in the white of an egg?” (Job 6:6).

Reminiscent of the white of an egg.

Finely minced seaweed.

Minced famine crop, like chamma.

Minced onion, garlic, and cabbage.

Like the cartilage in a knee joint.

Like my cerebellum and cerebrum.

Sticky and fishy.

A substance that women frequently secrete.

Pink.

“Can that which is unsavory be eaten?”

Inside a brain that is like whipped egg white, I am piling up memories that no one craves.

What can Lady No do to turn herself into a delicacy anyone would want to eat? Will meditation work? She thinks about it.






Life Experts
	
Memorized every subway station in order.

Knows the names of every Aerok mountain peak.

Swiftly organizes a box of toothpicks

(can even pick up a thousand acupuncture needles all at once).

Efficiently buses numerous trays.

Carries countless steins.

Excels at peeling chestnuts quickly.

Arranges lunchboxes with speed.

Transplants hair follicles.

Crafts pretty dumplings.

Knits fast.

Presenting the number one experts of their respective fields, this television program seems to be persuading us that these life experts are truly fulfilled, that they are exemplary models for our lives, that they know happiness, that they have grasped eternal unchanging values, that they are untouched by melancholy, that their souls have become one with their labor work. When she watches this show, Lady No also yearns to quickly become an expert in something. Even something like spitting farther than anyone else or being the best organizer of desks. Beside each expert sits a radio, chattering incessantly, silent only in sleep. This radio bends time into a loop, making it impossible to get outside of time. So Lady No ponders this. She delves into her thoughts, even though thinking is the gateway to her anxiety. These experts, who became what they are after exhausting their bodies every day. Who must grab one hundred toothpicks with one hand just to continue existing in this world. Their souls have become one with their radios. They heed the radio’s voice, the DJ who incessantly preaches hope, and they nod at his words. Does harboring hope propel us to grasp a hundred chopsticks over a hundred toothpicks? First, let’s listen to the radio. And endure the DJ’s awkward prattle, the radio host’s jokes. For now.
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Proverb Teachers

Proverb teacher 1 stepped forward, and everyone went wild.

Proverb teacher 2 stepped forward, and everyone went wild.

Proverb teacher 3 stepped forward, and everyone went wild.

The proverb teachers ascended the podium and proverbed proverbs.

They proverbed these proverbs, campaigning for election or not.

Busy as they are crafting these proverbs, when do the proverb teachers work?

Comedians, too, proverbed proverbs in their proverbial jokes.

Singers proverbed their proverbial songs with proverbs.

This is how you eat

This is how you sleep

This is how you love

This is how you think

This is what to do when you’re jobless

This is what to do when you’re penniless

Lady No finds the endless proverbs from these teachers intolerable.

She is fed up with their cold illuminations, like neon lights that can’t burn.

Consider one proverb teacher who addressed a person in deep agony:

“You grow as much as you are in pain,” (you die if you are in pain).

“Pain defines you,” (you die if you endure pain).

“Embrace all pain,” (you die eventually).

Those who don’t recite proverbs have become rarities.

Many have set aside work to devote themselves to proverbs.

Dressed for their jobs, they set out to proverb.

Terrifying people like proverbs.

In a neighboring country, there lived a man.

He spread so much laughter on a comedy show.

He was full of passion on TV, as if he were willing to die for triviality.

He became an actor-director and sprayed bullets in his films.

Sparing neither the innocent nor the righteous.

His room flickered brightly with the sounds and flames of killing.

Perhaps he couldn’t bear proverbs any longer.

See how, standing around a deathbed,

They proverb their proverbs in proverbs

To the one who is dying.

“Journey to the light! Stay the course! Don’t return!”






Ear Patients

Ear patients lie on canopy beds veiled with drapes.

It is just after lunchtime.

(During brief breaks from work, they come here to be ear patients for a few dozen minutes.)

A doctor of traditional medicine moves around behind the drapes,

placing acupuncture needles into the patients’ ears while engaging in small talk.

“I hear crickets.”

“I hear the scratch of a chair on the floor.”

“I hear the pressing of keypads.”

“A bug is crying out.”

“I want to identify that bird, I really want to.”

“I hear the croaking of toads.”

“A train is passing by.”

Lady No answers that she hears a passcode being pressed somewhere as a door is unlocked, and that she writes out its melody in her head.

(How many levels am I hearing the elevator ascend in an hour? My count goes: 1st floor, 2nd floor, 3rd floor . . . 595th floor, 9,592nd floor . . . charging beyond the galaxy.)

From an adjacent bed, a voice remarks that the music they hear during the day lingers until sleep takes them.

At Bright Sounds Traditional Medicine Center, people are resting behind their drapes, acupuncture needles protruding from their ears, each hearing different sounds.

“In a few days, I’ll present a draft proposal.”

“I’ve been under review for several days now.”

“I have no idea why this is happening,” Lady No lies.

Behind drapes are people with tasks due in a few days.

Lying there, they resemble pink fetuses, brimming with sounds.

They are attuned to what their ears are saying.
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Companion Trunk

Among the poets invited to a poetry festival, there was a woman poet from Eritrea. Eritrea became an independent country in 1993.

The Eritrean flag bears the colors green, red, and blue.

Green for agriculture and forests,

Red for the blood shed for independence,

Blue for the Red Sea,

And the emblem of the olive branch for hope—

This is what I was told each color represents.

This poet had endured torture and abuse in Eritrean prisons. Subsequently, she lived as an undocumented immigrant in various European nations until Italy recently granted her asylum. Everywhere she went, this woman poet took her trunk with her. Even when she was told to leave it in her room, she clung to it. She even carried it onstage as she recited her poems, like a child contestant in a singing competition. She refused to be separated from her trunk. The trunk was tethered to her as though it were a beloved, obese pup. She lugged it and dragged it to tea shops and evening dance excursions with fellow poets. On one occasion, she retrieved five small stones from her trunk. She showed us a game of jackstones and invited anyone familiar with it to join her. Surprisingly, everyone there was acquainted with the game. The only difference between us was a unique flourish, a respective twist of the wrist marking each of our final moves. Poets from Afghanistan, India, and South Aerok emerged as the highest scorers in this tournament of jackstones.

When the woman poet from Eritrea ascended the stage with her trunk and began her recital, she read her poetry. No, she howled:

rororororororororororo rorororororororo

The sound resembled a bird trilling in Eritrea’s forests vibrating from a tongue like a pink petal. No translation was necessary, no English subtitles required. It was the lament of a bird crying from beyond the system we call literature.






Chili Con Carne

I will tell you how to make chili con carne.

First, you add garlic and Worcestershire sauce to finely minced beef, then you stir-fry it in butter.

Then, add diced jalapenos, diced bell peppers, and diced onions, and keep stir-frying.

Next, add diced tomatoes and continue stir-frying.

Then, incorporate boiled kidney beans and keep stir-frying.

Stir-fry.

Stir-fry.

Stir-fry.

Finally, add chili powder (with cumin) and boil it.

Boil.

Boil.

Boil.

Cook until the dish resembles someone’s insides. A pink broth will emerge.

Beans will morph into beef, and beef into beans. Onions will release their juices until they vanish. Continue stir-frying until all this occurs.

This is the dish that Zorg prepares with a nickel-silver pot in the opening scene of Djian’s film, 37°2 le matin.

Chili con carne is now ready to be served with nachos, tortillas, lettuce, and/or rice.

It tastes like a boiled mix of blood and flesh. It does not taste like it was made by someone with gravitas and determination but rather like someone enduring a persistent mental illness that clings tightly. It is akin to the taste of Jodorowsky’s Santa Sangre. It resembles the taste of feijoada, which slaves in Brazil created by boiling red beans and discarded pig ears from butchers. It tastes like the novel Zorg will finish writing after dressing as a woman and suffocating Betty with a pillow. This taste seems to affirm that blood is an ingredient of the sun.






The Past Not Yet Here

Tomorrow is gone.

Yesterday will arrive.

Death was born.

Birth is far.






Life of a Stage Director

This is a profile of a stage director I meet sometimes:

He drew the attention of theater critics.

He was surrounded by friends of the opposite sex.

He drew the attention of theater critics.

He got married.

He drew the attention of theater critics.

He sold his house to produce a play.

He took out the mortgage to produce a play.

He got divorced.

He drew the attention of theater critics.

He became unemployed.

He grew a beard.

He was a raggedy man.

He became a mean drunk.

He couldn’t control his temper.

The theater critics were silent.






Escaping

Because they still think of themselves as the standard by which all creation is measured, some people grow angry when confronted with the unfamiliar.

They use the power of the self to condemn the other. Such people are especially quick to anger when confronted with poetry, created from that all-too-common tool known as language.

There may be an escape that ruins both body and mind, driven by an extraordinary way of thinking about poetry.

For instance, writing difficult poetry.

An escape in which one who despises being fully understood ends up losing oneself within the text.

An escape toward death, toward avoiding understanding, rather than the time spent getting torn apart so as to be fully understood.

The sacrifice of becoming a profound monster, subject to random stop-and-frisk by Aerok readers,

Or enduring the monster’s ennui for a lifetime.

For months, I’ve had a poem taped to the bathroom door and have been reading it.

Every time I read it, the poem points toward another direction, toward another world.






René Magritte and the Charles Bonnet Syndrome

At the Beyer Art Museum in Basel, I attended the René Magritte exhibition.

After viewing his works, I felt that René Magritte, who only used his house and childhood memories as the subjects of his paintings, must have been experiencing Charles Bonnet syndrome. This condition causes individuals to see everyday objects, like a pebble on a table,

grow larger like a planet veering off its orbit, advancing relentlessly toward their eyes. A patient paralyzed from that fear. An artist, documenting it with chilling precision.

His paintings lay on the boundary between patient and artist.

His mother, a hat seller, ended her life by jumping from a roof, and for the rest of his life, Magritte never let go of the skirt of his wife, Josette. (He did not, however, continually depict his wife’s back, as we know Hammershøi did.)

A wife’s lace, a mackerel for supper, a personal smoking pipe,

A remaining bottle of wine, an unripe apple or one with a leaf, a dining chair, a pocket key,

A doorknob, a table bell, the sky through a window,

Clouds engulfing each dish,

And clouds squeezing through every crevice, these trivial items,

He rendered them unfamiliar. The grand became minute, and the minute expanded, as in Gulliver’s Travels,

Placing objects in the sky, embedding them in spaces of illusion, metaphorizing, automatic drawing, metonymy, association, altering the positions of shadow and its source, interchanging being and non-being, projecting rhetoric onto objects.

Lady No returns to her riverside lodging, and

My two eyes,

My two ears,

My two hands,

My two feet,

My two nipples,

My ears long to gaze upon each other, thus they depart from my body and take flight tonight.

A comb, larger than a bed, rests upon it.

A soap brush, surpassing a cupboard in size, sits atop one.

A wine glass, dwarfing the room, stands on a carpet.

A white moon, perfectly fitting within the glass.

Charles Bonnet visited Lady No.






To Not Rot After Death

To be mummified alive, to be a floating corpse, this is what you must do. First, boil grain. Next, climb mountains. The mountains should be clean and fresh, covered in snow. Then, walk. Walk again. Walk all day. Only eat nuts. After a while, stop eating them, too. Subsist only on resin and the barks of pine trees. They will be your preservatives. Your fingernails will grow thin. The muscles inside your eardrums will soften and you will hear as clearly as is imaginable. You will hear a mosquito from leagues away. Your organs will shrink. Your stomach will shrink so much that a single walnut will be difficult to digest. Without this hard labor, the fat of your body will absorb the water of your body as you starve to death. Too much water will rot your body. The dead body rots when it absorbs water. You must also reduce how much you drink. Endure only with the strength of your muscles and organs. Your body will be so light that when you try to take a bath it will float on water. Someone will have to press you down so that your body will sink into the tub. There won’t be pain. It will be tiring, and your stomach will prickle now and then. You will meditate. Meditation will serve to stop your metabolism. You will drink tea made from the red sap of poison ivy. Because you won’t have the flesh of your skin for the ivy’s poison to swell in, the color of the ivy will seep into your stomach and intestines. Enjoy bathing in hot springs until breath leaves your body. Hot springs filled with arsenic are preferred. That will kill the germs, bacteria, and potential maggots. All the pink inside your body will be killed. After many years of this process, taken step by step, you will become a completely dried-out mummy, and the breath of your life will slip out of your body. You will be sitting upright when you die. No one will know. You will be so light that you won’t return to earth.

Your body will be preserved for centuries and millennia. You will be a tourist attraction. You will even be worshipped.






Aerok Fiction Factory

There once was a country where beatings produced works of fiction.

The tools needed for producing such fictions were clubs, screams, and bathtubs.

There were various methods of completing a work of fiction, such as beating, hanging, and pushing a writer’s face into water.

When a writer’s progress on their fiction slowed down, the screaming of friends, relatives, parents, and spouses were brought into the adjoining room, and this pushed the peak of the fiction’s climax higher.

The employees of the Fiction Factory only needed to repeat this one order: Confess! Confess! Confess!

These encouragements to create fiction did not stop until it was possible for the writers to say “I didn’t do it,” or “I did it.”

Aerok Fiction Factory was a booming business.

After the fiction writing was over, fiction writers were cast out

To some seashore or to some mountain valley in such secret

That not even the sewer rats knew what had happened.

Or they were thrown into solitary cells for decades

And the only way to reduce their sentence was by raising the shock value of their fiction.

Fiction Writer H came home from the Fiction Factory and their body was the color of ink

And they suffered aphasia for months.

After ages passed, such fictions were completed, fictions no one would ever want to read again.

However, we come from those fiction factories.

We were born there.

Some time ago, right before one of those fiction factories could be renovated
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