


A postscript to what was almost missed



After The Soft Hurricane on My Hand

‘Meene An

There was a storm—a storm with a hurricane in its wake.

It was a very soft storm, but still, it was a storm.

And, as you know, storms pass—and they return again.

The next one may not be as gentle; it may be harsh, even merciless.

In the aftermath, as we put things back in order, we try to remember where everything once
belonged.

We ask ourselves what has changed, and how we might prepare for the next storm.

Perhaps most of us began making art simply because we loved it—because we loved drawing, loved
creating something with our hands. It was the thing we loved most, the thing that made us lose
track of time.

But the space of an “exhibition” brings mixed emotions.

There is the joy of sharing the time we have spent with others, but also the fear that those hours
now demand recognition from someone—that such recognition, or its absence, could make our
future either more barren or more abundant.

Of course, a single exhibition rarely transforms one’s life so dramatically. What I speak of is the
ambivalence that exhibitions carry within them.

For this reason, at times an exhibition can amplify the joy of making, while at other times it can turn
that joy into fear, anxiety, or even a devouring desire. Yet those of us who have chosen to make
“artist” our profession cannot run from this. We must decide how to live, how to find our balance in
that in-between space.

The exhibition After the Hurricane on My Hand was not conceived to simply “show” something.
Rather, it is a space for bringing those thoughts and struggles to the surface, to share and discuss
them together.

Perhaps this exhibition is not really for the “audience.”

Perhaps it is for ourselves—those of us who, with less than a month left before leaving this school,
must face the next storm alone.

Each poem the artists submitted reveals something of who they truly are—both as artists and as
human beings. Alongside these poems are objects I asked them to provide—objects symbolizing
their relationship with their own work. Together, these objects and poems resonate, exposing the
depths of their artistic convictions.

There may be little here to simply delight the eye, but there are people—seventeen people, each as
singular as their own story. If you wish to hear them, come to the exhibition and speak to them.
Look at their faces, learn their names, read their poems quietly and deeply. Remember them.

And perhaps, because of your quiet gaze, we too will be able to face the next storm.



Poems
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A Vending Machine for Nostalgic Nihilists
by Chen Li

Please select a button:

Mother’s milk @Cold @Hot

Floating clouds @Large pack @Medium pack @Small pack

Cotton candy @Instant-melt @Long-lasting @Lingering

Daydreams @Canned @Bottled @Foil-packed

Charcoal-roasted coffee ~@With nostalgia @With passion @With death
Star-brand floral water @With insect chirps @With bird calls @Original flavor
Sleeping pills @Vegetarian @Non-vegetarian

Vine-woven poetry @Two-piece pack @Three-piece pack @Spray type
Cannabis @Freedom brand @Peace brand @Opium-war brand
Condoms @Commercial use @Non-commercial use

Shadow tissues @Ultra-thin @Transparent @Waterproof

Moonlight atomic pen @Gray @Black @White



Cassiafy Cole

The Swan
by Mary Oliver

Did you too see it, drifting, all night, on the black river?

Did you see it in the morning, rising into the silvery air —

An armful of white blossoms,

A perfect commotion of silk and linen as it leaned

into the bondage of its wings; a snowbank, a bank of lilies,

Biting the air with its black beak?

Did you hear it, fluting and whistling

A shrill dark music - like the rain pelting the trees — like a waterfall
Knifing down the black ledges?

And did you see it, finally, just under the clouds -

A white cross Streaming across the sky, its feet

Like black leaves, its wings Like the stretching light of the river?
And did you feel it, in your heart, how it pertained to everything?
And have you too finally figured out what beauty is for?

And have you changed your life?



Daniel %rtmga

La Fuente Romana

Alzase el chorro y al caer rebosa

La redondez de la marmorea concha,
cuyo velo de humedad desborda

en la cuenca de la segunda concha;
La segunda, a su vez demasiado rica,
desparrama su flujo en la tercera,

y cada una da y a un tiempo quita

y fluye y reposa.

The Roman Fountain

The jet rises, and as it falls, it overflows
the rounded marble shell,

whose veil of moisture spills

into the basin of the second shell;

the second, in turn, too abundant,

pours its flow into the third,

and each one gives and at the same time
takes,

and flows and rests.



Daudi ﬂ(aggwa

Essuula 23

1 Mukama ye musumba wange; seetaagenga:

2 Angalamiza mu ddundiro ery'omuddo omuto: Antwala ku
mabbali ag’amazzi amateefu.

3 Akomyawo emmeeme yange: Annungpamya mu makubo
ag'obutuukirivu ku lw'erinnya lye.

4 Era newakubadde nga ntambulira mu kiwonvu eky'ekisiikirize
eky'olumbe, Siritya kabi konna; kubanga ggwe oli nange: Oluga lwo
n'omuggo gwo bye binsanyusa.

5 Onteekerateekera emmeeza mu maaso g'abalabe bange: Onsiize
amafuta kumutwe; ekikompe kyange kiyiwa.

6 Obulungi n'ekisa tebiiremenga kugenda nange ennaku zonna
ez'obulamu bwange: Nange naatuulanga mu nnyumba ya Mukama
okutuusa ku nnaku nnyingi.

Psalm 23

1 The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.

2 He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters.

3 He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake.

4 Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou
art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.

5 Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou anointest my
head with oil; my cup runneth over.

6 Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell in the
house of the Lord for ever.
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Sketch of an Evening

by Han Kang
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B by Kim Soo-Youn
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it does not fall,
it soars.
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Jinhak Lee

The Tyger
by William Blake

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,

In the forests of the night;

What immortal hand or eye,

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,

Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

The Lamb
by William Blake

Little Lamb who made thee
Dost thou know who made thee
Gave thee life & bid thee feed
By the stream & o’er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing woolly bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice!
Little Lamb who made thee
Dost thou know who made thee



Kenneth Greiner

Stonebearer
by Kenneth Greiner

mountains
basins
un-affirming

warmth

of

bodies
turning

veins

that cross
appendaged
canyons

who’s
to blame
for yearning?



Matthew Kellison

the harder you try
by Charles Bukowski

the waste of words

continues with a stunning

persistence

as the waiter runs by carrying the loaded
tray

for all the wise white boys who laugh at
us.

no matter. no matter,

as long as your shoes are tied and
nobody is walking too close

behind.

just being able to scratch yourself and
be nonchalant is victory

enough.

those constipated minds that seek
larger meaning

will be dispatched with the other
garbage.

back off.

if there is light

it will find

you.
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Far and Near
by Gu Cheng

You—
at times you look at me,
at times you look at the clouds.

I feel
when you look at me, you are far away,
when you look at the clouds, you are near.



‘Mia Baraka

To be in a time of war (excerpt)

To wake up, to stretch, to get out of bed, to dress, to stagger towards the window, to be
ecstatic about the garden’s beauty, to observe the quality of the light, to distinguish the
roses from the hyacinths, to wonder if it rained in the night, to establish contact with the
mountain, to notice its color, to see if the clouds are moving, to stop, to go to the kitchen, to
grind some coffee, to lit the gas, to heat water, hear it boiling, to make the coffee, to put off
the gas, to pour the coffee, to decide to have some milk with it, to bring out the bottle, to
pour the milk in the aluminum pan, to heat it, to be careful, to pour, to mix the coffee with
the milk, to feel the heat, to bring the cup to one’s mouth, to drink, to drink again, to face
the day’s chores, to stand and go to the kitchen, to come back and put the radio on, to bring
the volume up, to hear that the war against Iraq has started.

by Etel Adnan, In the Heart of the Heart of Another Country, 2005.
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Embrace me...
Beautiful night...

Embrace me, for this beautiful night may never
come again

Perhaps in this lifetime we may never meet
again

Embrace me, for this beautiful night may never
come again

Perhaps in this lifetime we may never meet
again

Embrace me

We have been given this time today by fortune
We have been given this time today by fortune
Look at me closely to your heart’s content

This moment may not be in your destiny again
Perhaps in this lifetime we may never meet
again

Embrace me

Come close, for I may not come again and
again

Come close, for I may not come again and
again

Put your arms around me and let us cry to our
heart’s content

As the downpour of love from these eyes may
not happen again

Perhaps in this lifetime we may never meet
again

Embrace me, for this beautiful night may never
come again

Perhaps in this lifetime we may never meet
again

Embrace me



Parker Greenwood

FOG

The fog comes
On little cat feet.

It sits looking

Over harbor and city
On silent haunches
And then moves on.
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When the cart reaches the mountain, do
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In Peace, A Poem, Peacefully
by Kim Jong-sam

Even if I live only one day,

let the whole world be at peace.
Even if I live two days,

even if I live three days,

let there be peace.

Those days,
that day—
may they be peaceful forever.
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The Answer
by Bei Dao

Despicableness is the passport of the despicable,
Nobility is the epitaph of the noble.
Look—there, in the gilded sky,

float the twisted reflections of the dead.

The Ice Age has passed,

why do icicles still hang everywhere?

The Cape of Good Hope has been discovered,
why do a thousand sails still race upon the Dead
Sea?

I came into this world

carrying only paper, rope, and my own shadow,
to proclaim, before the final judgment,

the voices of those already condemned.

Let me tell you, world:
I—do—not—believe!

Even if at your feet there are a thousand
challengers,

count me as the thousand and first.

I do not believe the sky is blue,

I do not believe in the echo of thunder,

I do not believe that dreams are false,

I do not believe that death brings no reckoning.

If the sea is destined to burst its banks,

let all its bitter waters pour into my heart.

If the land is destined to rise,

let humanity once again choose the heights on
which to live.

New opportunities and glittering stars

are now filling the unbarred sky.

They are the hieroglyphs of five thousand years,
they are the eyes of those yet to come.
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Waiting for the next storm
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