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ellipsis

no new text in the group chat
but someone’s status: “typing...”
thoughts slide between the lines
and moss your face with evening.
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kira-kira filter

vintage is out, cute stickers in.

—have you seen the filter with the little birds?
i tried the rippling water one, it blows,
there’s an effect for anyone who needs one.

sometimes a story, sometimes a wall.

i swipe outside of them, she laughs within.
the story ends, her laughter soon expires,
the follower vexed by the followed one.
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a bandwidth song

"when will you open the zoom room?"
glass in hand, i ask the internets.

and in that palatial server farm

who knows what year it is today?

perhaps i'd ride the fibers to their source,
but I fear those whirring racks and routers
high-end and water-cooled

with their dancing mirages of data—

how far from irl?

swiping through,
scrolling past,
screen-lit, sleepless.

for all of net-neutrality's promises,

why does my connection only clear when i close the window?
men will mourn and revel, part and meet

avideo blurs and clears and flows and blips

and always falters when we need it most.

yet i wish we could stay like this—

a thousand miles apart, staring at the same screen.
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redhead

a flaming, frizzy perm flaring my crown,

i grip the counter. hairdryers ahem to a halt.

i raise my head, make eye contact, let rip
heaven-ward howl, for hours, my heaving bosoms!

thirty months growing it out, all dust and dirt!
eighty inches! this lunatic thunderhead?

and should i hang around till hangry, anguish
for what, until everything goes white?

we haven’t even settled what happened last time,
and you want me to snow-out, extinguish,
subordinate my hate? i’ll grab your clippers

and run them through a hor-lan valley in my do!

i sup on horsetail extract and collagen,

i laugh while knocking back keratin and biotin,
i’ll grow it back, reforest these balding
provinces, and fluff a coif fit for an emperor!

S RARARY Y RLiboA 61 RE T |

R, AL SRR TR, AMORACHN, PR
A = +ohat5t, NTHEIMA. Z%NH. 3708
%k, D)

GEREHE, SRORE, FIR, I K. BRKAE, BRI L L.
HEVEHER, ZRERABUNL. Mk, W1 WL,
EEPNN


https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E6%BB%A1%E6%B1%9F%E7%BA%A2%C2%B7%E6%80%92%E5%8F%91%E5%86%B2%E5%86%A0/8852069

one more round

Tiger Beer comes from the sky, chug it down until you high!
Mirror mirror on the wall, Jesus make it white as snow!

Party rock in house tonight, wave my gold card at the sky!

I so smart I GEP, money will come back to me!

Wagyu beef and truffle fry! Champagne must be magnum size!
Lao Fu Zi and Tan Ah Seng, one more round ah mai cao geng!
Come I jio you KTV, better listen properly!

Bee bor bee bor useless here, pls don wake up my idea!

All the guai kias masturbate, only drunkards can get laid!

Jackie Chan and Wong Fei Hong, drink until they siao ding dong!
Why you say me no money, you want cash can take from me!
Moto bike, LV purse, ask the waiter change for beers, drown
your fewlings with a cheers!
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neither civil nor servant

the servant, hair high-sloped,

silver screen lit with his cursor
dropping a stat every ten words
fairs the paper once he’s cleared
wanders through meeting rooms

treats a fellow staff to lunch

three beers in, he gives his word
his ears turn red, his vision blurs
confounding budget pinchers

his exploits at that meeting
even if he retires early
no lah, who is this fiction?
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cleaves a clear arc with his pen

falling meteor-like to land

and no orphaned lines in a thousand
buries his name at paper’s end

fingers dance, laptop aligned

toasts to a newfound friend

like a mountain, heavy-laden

yet his spirit’s rainbow-spun

wielding points to save the programme
still gossiped of in canteen

he leaves an unbowed, living legend...
my hair whitens over my masterplan



susurrus

searching, seeking; surging, shivering; seizing, sundering, ceasing.
warmth warps to winter—when to catch a breath?
sipping weak wine won’t ward the hurrying winds.
wild geese traverse my grief. we were close, once.

chrysanthemum cumulates. consumptive. who'll call, collect?

sole-shift window sentry, will I weather till twilight?

the parasol tree permits—it’s pissing till the evening; drizzling, dripping.
this fucking day—how will I ever make it to rhyme with “sorrow”?
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