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Guoleng arrived in Xiamen after his mother had told
him to go and save the honour of the family by finding
ajobinthe big cities or even overseas, and that unless
he made it he didn't need to write. She would pray for
him at the temple every week. When he arrived in the
big city, he found that, once he became part of urban
life, there was no more need to work for his cosmic
credit and by extension also not for his family’s, since
nearly nobody here did. Being there seemed enough.
And he spent his time doing nothing. Sometimes he
tried finding out about the trading routes of products
somebody would pay him to tap. He hardly made a
living. He talked to all kinds of people. Meanwhile, he
sentloving letters to his mother and repeated in them
the stories of success he heard in the street.
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When | came, | encountered problems which | had
to improvise on for lack of knowing the convention-
al solutions. He laughed at me as if these behavioral
adjustments were something | had brought here with
me from Germany. To me they were inherently local
the moment | was faced with needing them.

First of all, the kitchen was populated by immense
cockroaches. To look behind kitchen equipment, into
cupboards and around corners, seeing if there was an
insect from a distance, | used a long stick with a mirror
attached to it. Selfie-sticks appeared handy in rela-
tion to my problem, because they were omnipresent
outside. Once | had gotten the mirror and the stick, |
realized that it was the same tool | had seen border
patrols use for security checks under cars. When peo-
ple used the sticks with their phones, they looked like
a tool for self-observation, more than that they were
used for pictures of the visited scenery from another
perspective. The stick signified leasure. Photograph-
ing for one’s own memories was the way the tourist
photograph had always been used. But even more
now, people were creating heaps of the same picture
in order to make undirected signals out of them when
sent off into digital space. What | found online asso-
ciated to Xiamen was the information they created -
signals of desire, not of exchange.

The way the stick got carried around while a body
was moving, and steadily looked into, as if there was
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a window into another dimension, created a shift in
gravity - the separately moving surroundings played
atrick on the eyes, as if physical forces were suddenly
swapping places, a vertigo. Ambiguous patterns told
the earsthatthe body mustbe in a state of unbalance.
It created a perceptual multistability the users had to
deal with. We could see them stumbling around the
beach. Only the trained ones had the discipline to
not spontaneously misunderstand their own senses.
When | looked for my roaches, | had to stand firmly
with both feet on the ground.

Yet, everything related to earth’s gravity, which
was a vertical force from points on the surface of the
globe meeting in the core for the external dwellers.
Waves pulling them down to the safety of the ground.
In the end, the tool | had was perhaps most useful to
show myself the relation between every thing and this
force, to the moving, resisting, limb-lifting-prolong-
ing and perceptive body which captured itself over
and over again inthe same pose to observe its record-
ed self. This formula of visual rhetorics got practiced
on a multidimensional, pseudo-reflective surface, the
touchscreen, leading to a delayed dance. The mirror
reversed these screens. The mirror-stick proved to
be more play than use - the cockroach populations
moved elsewhere. Perhaps the street vendors would
soon be selling phone-sized mirrors along with the
sticks.
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One day, | was introduced to an erhu-teacher. She
played a song over and over on different erhus, to
try them all out, because she needed a new one. Her
fingers were moving over the instrument and the
strings without pressing them, seemingly without a
touch; a knowing hand not letting the object go to
rest. Her other hand was scratching the instrument in
the bottom with the bow so that white powder col-
lected around the instrument’s neck, and the corpus
emitted sound like a lamenting voice. Music from no-
where, strange beauty. The bow caught up between
the two strings. Such a sparse and distant relative of
the violins | had seen. Two strings exactly for this rea-
son, because one could be locked up between two,
and the interlocked parts of the instrument formed
two linked circles. This body made a lot of sounds, it
ached, it sang, it whispered, cracked, and it recited.
She was playing Two Fountains Reflecting the Moon.
Was it only Abing, who wrote this song, who saw the
potential of playing the erhu in this way, the sound
of the outside? | hadn't heard any other song on the
erhu which was like his music.

It was in the house of an old, music-loving Chinese
where the teacher tried out the instruments, as if try-
ing on different voices. We did not speak with each
other directly for the most part, but when she played
the instrument she would pick in the end, | thought,
ah, there you are, now | can hear you. It was a magical
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activity. We were on the 30th floor of a house in the in-
ner city, and only dim light fell into the room. Around
the walls were pictures of the man with famous musi-
cians; with the current president of Taiwan, and many
more people. There was one photograph of Abing
by himself, the only existing picture of him which had
been copied from his Japanese ID-card.

When you were inside a house here, very often the
outside looked terribly cold. As if one was watching a
film; grey and rainy weather. Unless you pushed the
tinted windows aside: layered, the window glass re-
vealed how very blue it was itself. | found out that this
tinted glass was supposed to reflect the heat of the
sun, and to mirror away the stranger’s gaze, to be pri-
vate even among tightly set houses. Nowadays, light-
green tinted Low-E glass was used, so much more ef-
fectively blocking light rays than the blue glass. In the
speed at which infrastructural demolition and build-
ing were progressing here, it might not have been so
long ago that the blue glass had still been used. But
already the stores didn’t have it anymore. | had read
somewhere before: Knowing the difference between
the color of the wine and the color of the glass.

Inthe beginning, I had to dissolve active coal into my
drinking water against the stomach pains. My body
didn't know the local bacteria yet. This substance was
good for your health, because it went through the
body without affecting it, carrying along all the heavy



metals and other substances you needed to get rid
of on its way out like a magnet. It filtered the outside
from the inside. But it looked the opposite of healthy.
When | diluted the coal for the first time, it was much
too thick; drinking ink. You drank black water. The ac-
tive coal absorbed most visible light waves, so, to the
eye, the substance threw back an opaque look, and
only its surface reflected and responded, while the
whole was almost objectified into one lump, a solid
portion. When | didn't need it anymore, | continued
using it as ink, washing it off the dry tablets like a cal-
ligrapher using an inkstone, perhaps to result in an
ink as active as the medicine.

From the outside, the houses looked as if they were
carrying windows full of water. As if a superblue sky
was reflected in them. This glass revealed that it was
a supercooled liquid in an unchemical analogy. The
outdated beauty was reminiscent of Chinese porce-
lain glazings, for which they had once used the Han
blue pigment as the tinting metal oxide, a wild blue
yonder of a colour, like this.

Just as active coal could be used as a pigment, the
molecules of the Han blue were used chemically. In
quantum physics laboratories it seemed to be the first
substance discovered to enter a state of low dimen-
sionality, the state of a Bose-Einstein condensate.
Scientists had hoped, this condensate could exist for
a long time in order to explain several poorly under-
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stood phenomena. | imagined that the pigment the
Taoists had synthesized in China 2800 years ago while
manufacturing glass in the attempt to make artificial
jade, and which was used for nearly a millenium, had
already once been known to hold special forces, per-
haps just under different names and concepts. Then
the knowledge of how to synthesize it was lost due
to a change in culture, abandoning Taoist concepts
and their scientific developments in favor of Confu-
cianism, a different group of people ruling, different
tastes and habits. What the quantum physicists found
out about the only just rediscovered pigment, was,
that it emitted powerful near-infrared rays under LED
light, and under conditions of extreme cold and high
magnetization entered the quantum critical state. In
this state the bulk of three-dimensional material lost
one dimension in its energetic, collective behavior. |
read that it was only possible to lose a dimension like
this, because the layers of the molecules were not lay-
ered orderly. To conflate its magnetism then, the bar-
ium copper silicate needed these temperatures and
stimulation beyond life and movement. One couln't
survive being present during an experiment like this.
They were neatly witnessed by machines only. The re-
sult was a fable. But what did we know of all the ways
in which matter's forces were sensed.

As the first stable and durable substitute for the
lost blue pigments of China and Egypt, Prussian blue



occurred very much later, in the early 18th century.
It immediately became exported to the whole world
for all kinds of purposes, and | liked thinking, most of
all to paint the seas of Hokusai. A pigment so closely
related to the poisonous cyanide, which was bound
by iron in its molecular composition. Just like active
coal, orally ingested, it went harmlessly through the
body and, in this case, bound radioactive substances.
The composition of the molecule was so variable and
complex that it had been difficult to find out its chem-
ical composition for a long time. It was so colorful that
it couldn’t be depicted on digital screens. And what
this pigment had revealed to physicists about photo-
magnetism had not been anticipated, either.

Light was an electromagnetic wave, but usually its
magnetic was far weaker than its electric field. When
light traveled through a material, theoretical phys-
icists had been judging from their calculations, the
magnetic field would only impact the dynamics of
the electrons if they approached the speed of light,
relativistic speed. This was why they had thought it
couldn’t have played a role. But experimenting with
unconductive materials like the Prussian blue, or
glass for that matter, it was found that the magnet-
ic field generated a much stronger energetic effect
than anticipated. “Energy is stored in the magnetic
moment. Intense magnetization can be induced by
intense light.”



My friend Guoleng pointed out to me that my in-
terest in these three pigments must have to do with
my pleasure in taking in the sea. He said this while we
were sitting on one of the benches from which one
could overlook the water. Almost the whole island
city was conducted by an orchestra of waters, the
sea, but also lakes, many more lakes than fountains.
Yes, on the surface of the sea here, there were usual-
ly few colours, only shades of blue, black and white.
Converging colours which hardly ever met. And the
white was pure light to my eyes, just like the black was
the shadow of those shapes which the moving water
formed. The blue reflections had to come from some-
where else, like a fata morgana was a heat reflection
of a place further away, because the sky here was
hazy and seldomly blue. Guoleng had been staring
out over the water his whole life himself. He couldn’t
swim, he said. His hair was bleached, but his skin was
tanned by all the light. | thought Guoleng was a great
swimmer; he had left quite a few islands in his life.
Also, | wondered, if not any piece of land on a planet
with so much water was an island.

There was an ancient Chinese saying. It came from
a legend in which the goddess Magu reported to the
god Wang. “In the time that we haven't met, the East-
ern Sea has turned into mulberry fields three times.”
Over the course of millenia, this place had turned
into seas and back into land. In the ground below
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the smelly, blooming mulberry fields, people found
shells and fossils from the ocean. It was mixed up.
Here, where the silkworm’s food grew, if one wanted
to know, one was pointed toward one of the slowest
movements in the world. Now, the plastic and fruit
washed up on the shore were the artifacts pointing at
a different constitution of the sea, an urbanization. In
another sense, the sea itself also became approach-
able, first for fables and the imagination, then for fish-
ing, for crossing it, travelling and trading. When the
sea became approachable, did it become a place, |
wondered. What about Guoleng who could not swim;
could he never enter the sea in its voluminosity. That
drowning sphere into which we had been dreaming
to build houses, far away from the surface, lit by fields
of glass fibers.

Blue reflections; perhaps the window color had to
do with the fauna as well. My grandfather and me had
put up blue reflectors in his garden just before | had
left, against deer who claimed the same territory as
him and therefore saw his salads and gooseberries as
available food. Once, he had found a deer in the early
morning sleeping under the silent pear tree, he told
me, explaining that around the roots of a tree it was
always a bit warmer than in the surrounding soil. He
didn't really mind that they raided his garden. It was
curious that the game was scared off by those reflec-
tors. Of what kind of blue eyes did they remind them?
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We were walking around. Guoleng wanted to show
me something, but we had been going around the
same block for hours and it had not turned up. The
day was bright grey and hot. While we were passing
abundant lotus flowers in the temple pond, my mind
wandered off. There were phenomena which com-
mon physics couldn’t explain. Advanced fields could
get further on some of them. What they often showed
was just how little of our explanations covered the
knowledge one might have if one could see further.
Indeed, Gouleng knew what | meant, but he also
pointed out where an association like this seemed
to lead people most of the time. We hardly moved
now, immersed in our conversation. | was inspired by
the thought, but those in the need for greater mean-
ing understood that part of a thought only which
spoke to a transcendental explanation, expecting it
to come in one package with the stepwise scientific
discoveries. That we can experience those phenome-
na which haven't been grasped through empirical or
theoretical sciences, Guoleng said, and on the oth-
er hand cannot experience what most experiments
are empirically based on, can lead to more than just
a feeling of insecurity, to wild conspiracy theories,
pseudo sciences, uninformed rhetorics enacted to fit
the limited patterns of particular societies. - Or it can
be simply strengthening. - An opposing answer to
the mystifying version might be an appeal to the ‘in-

tegrity of science’ and a claim to strict differentiation
i



between real and false. It is a battle of standpoints all
equally limited, interchangeable and meaningless. At
least to those who shake the fear of not finding some-
thing to hold onto. For example, someone like Fang
Zhouzi is more a public figure in the Chinese media
than a scientist and actively uses the same channels
and rhetorics as those who try to unravel a sublime
lie behind the academic tidiness, or politicians for
that matter, and states his opinions on everything as
if he had a golden ticket for truth speak, because he
is considered a scientist. He was fed up, so | let it go,
but | thought more. It felt useless thinking about it, as
if | had not yet grasped the full extent of what | was
interested in. | couldn't really see it. Guoleng's opin-
ion was apparently fixed. | thought we were missing
something. Who took responsibility for their actions
when they believed in something, or, rather, for once,
ignored everything else? There was no objective
judge to stand before, outside of different beliefs.
Making mistakes couldn’t be sanctified as a learning
strategy on principle either. | grew hesitant.

We arrived in front of the traffic island between Sim-
ing South Road, the university, and the temple. Four
big roads met here. The traffic island had a little for-
eston it with high trees and bushes, overwhelming its
size, even though it was well kept. | let go of my previ-
ous thoughts. Across this piece of inaccessible land,
there was a pavement made from marble tiles, with
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benches on each side. It spanned across the whole
length and laid there like the milk layer of a custard
pie. It looked like a space for the public, another small
park, just as any free surface in this city was. But it had
been closed off from use. The pavement was blocked
on each side from the road by huge flower pots.
Against the backdrop of it all, behind trees, bushes
and several house-sized electricity cabinets, there
was a fountain. It was a stack of giant books lying on
their sides. In fact, they looked like a super-enlarge-
ment of the Han blue molecule, where the layers were
also not very tidy, which was why it was so special.
Water was flowing down from inbetween the pages.
Which substance from the books was this fountain
washing out into the city? We looked at the sculpture.
It was a platform in the garden; a secret invitation.

There, Guoleng began to tell from his observations.
| knew, at one point he had been studying a lot by
himself. The relativity theory had been completely
accepted atits introduction to China in the 1920s and
studied intensively. Nowhere else was it accepted
without controversy. At the time, China did not have a
history of science to build up criticism from, was not
captured by the Newtonian concept of absolute time,
and the theory of relativity constituted a revolution
in science. Then the theory got censored. He Zuoxiu
wrote the Chinese equivalent of the Soviet ideologi-
cal critique of quantum mechanics in 1952, 30 years
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after its introduction to the country, and later claimed
to having partaken in the development of the Chi-
nese H-bomb. Then, it was in the mid-60s, there was
a different kind of scientific revolution. Founding on
Mao's rather poetic wish for a model of infinitely divis-
ible elements, a wave of reform aligned all sciences
in China to this concept - the straton model, which
preceded the cultural revolution. The organized at-
tacks on Einstein himself as a political figure intensi-
fied in the 1970s and prohibited further research in
the field. After taking part in the propaganda project
of the remodelling of physics illuminated by Maoist
thought, He Zuoxiu worked on getting rid of other
pseudo sciences. For instance Fang and him revealed
the briefly popular Hongcheng Magic Liquid to be a
scam. It was a liquid supposed to be added to plain
water, transforming it into fuel. Real alchemy. This was
in the 90s. The man who invented it sold it of course
mostly to those who were in the greatest need for
this kind of magic. At the same time, some politicians
stated that democracy and human rights were both
relative concepts. There was a history, not only in Chi-
na, of using the term relativity metaphorically, with
reference to the physical theory, a synthesis depend-
ing on the current politics. Here my friend stopped.
It had gotten dark. | was the one who had asked him
about He Zuoxiu in the beginning. Fang came up by
himself, topic of the day. Theirs was a winding history
of contradiction and boredom, as big as their rhetor-
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ical claims. | was surprised to encounter them again
and again. Surely it was interesting that they were
from such distant generations, 40 years apart in age.
| would ask Guoleng about this some other time. We
were probably as far apart as them. Yet, they were
public, treated like squares and parks by their audi-
ences; who they were, | didn't know.

The arrival of Guoleng in my life brought something
new, he had a way about him, and it seemed so fa-
miliar to me. What he had been wanting to show me
that day were two dogs who lived on the corner of the
university where all the busses stopped. Apparently
they had understood that people would feed them
and give them attention if they did something enter-
taining, and so these two dogs had taken to their own
afternoon performance. They would stand across
from each other on the turtle pond of the temple and
bark and yelp. According to my friend, the turtles,
usually lazily sitting around in piles, would get up and
swim in formations to the emissions of the dogs. It
sounded like the singing of sirens if one stood on the
terrace above. | never saw this happen, and thought,
Guoleng had actually just wanted to take a long walk,
to rotate around this area and observe what changed
within an afternoon.

How hard it was to understand the phenomena
quantum physics described. Not only because this
science was complex, but also because the tem-
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perature and energetic conditions of its experiments
would be deadly to experience. | thought often about
this uncanny example for the circumstances of scien-
tific research. And then, as strenuous as they might be
to understand, painting a cognitive image of the de-
scriptions we got from the research opened the prag-
matic, imaginative mind to an unending variety of
hardly believable dynamics. To those who could read
the results within a context, the research entailed the
suggestion of all that which had not yet been discov-
ered, and its limitations were the steppingstones for
minds to wander into elsewhere. | was returning to the
point of capture; compared to this experience of vast-
ness which should not have to be sublime - in order
to subjugate itimmediately again under a fearful hold
- the rhetorics a Fang used in public, to me sounded
uninformed and put a mirror to the pseudo-scientist
himself. What was the integrity of science supposed
to mean? It was as open to interpretation as anything
else, He Zuoxiu had made a career exemplifying it.

It was not a sphere | wanted to take partin. My friend
and | gotalong because of this, an affinity for the man-
ifold, a basic parameter of no certainty we shared op-
timistically. But at the core of my being stuck on this
sentiment was also a problem of negation. | was lack-
ing knowledge of religion. | knew, and Guoleng had
told me, that my attempts at talking about it mostly
ended in empty phrases about language.

16



In Sweden, the class | was in had a teacher, Mats. He
taught by giving lateral riddles and showing films. Af-
ter a while, | began seeing what wasn’t random about
random things. Because these riddles combined dis-
parate information of all orders which would eventu-
ally lead to one certain solution; to a solution of no di-
rect question, and one not necessarily making logical
sense. We would always have to guess what the riddle
was to be able to start solving it. His way could not
lead to transcendence. He might pose cosmic ques-
tions to acknowledge them. He used to say this one
thing to refer to his overall motivation, without ever
explaining it - “reality as a part of fiction”. | owed Mats
the confidence | had today. It was thinkable that he
only mentioned this specific sentence to refer to the
Story of the Stone which | would start looking at three
years later. Reaching at me from the past now. Or was
the delayed emphasis too coincidental. It was some-
thing that | wanted, maybe. | didn’t think there was a
reason for his enjoyment with us. It was always: let's
anyway. How then later Guoleng and | met, | could not
tell.

Guoleng could tell the story, though. It was at his
friend Shun’'s dumpling restaurant...

We had both been sitting there at different tables
sipping at our dumplings, and since Shun was a quiet
person, | was mostly talking nonsense to fill the time
between each slurp. While the soup water went up-
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ward into my mouth, Shun contemplated what | had
said and nodded at me. That day | had actually read
an interview with He in my landlord’s newspaper, so |
recounted to him the content. He Zuoxiu had claimed
that Traditional Chinese Medicine was responsible
for the death of a well known woman, and she had
died because of breast cancer. This interview went
viral, as we said here, very quickly. He's opinions be-
came prime opinions of everybody you would talk
to. When He spoke about Chen Xiaoxu and why he
thought she had died, he said You can’t cure with
culture alone. At this point in the story, the other cus-
tomer, that was you, got up and gave her bowl back
to my friend. Shun said: | think you upset her. Now
she doesn’t want to eat my soup anymore, Guoleng.
If Shun had observed this, it had to be correct. And
that was when she lamented over the cause of this in-
terview in our unlikely meeting place. Shun and me
understood her quite well. While she looked at Shun
intently and addressed him as if they had been having
a conversation, not me talking by myself, Shun was at
ease. | think he agreed and didn't find it strange that
she interrupted our tranquil moment. She said, this
man’s world view entails a thousand limitations. Yet
another extension of censorship. Self-censorship for
fear, and censorship according to conventions for
power. The things common science can explain and
the ones it cannot have as little to do with this as other
types of knowledge neglected by science. Surely He



has never bothered to find out why Chen retreated to
the seclusion of a buddhist temple at the end of her
life and did not take medical steps. | could imagine a
variety of reasons which do not have to do with a firm
beliefin TCM. And then the buddy, Fang Zhouzi, even
chips in, and everybody believes they had authority.
The instrumentalization of this person’s life to make
an argument is violent and nothing more. It is a social
remark and not a scientific one. Chen Xiaoxu reminds
us of the relativity herself. She played one of the pro-
tagonists in the TV adaption of the Dream of the Red
Chamber, a cultural reference. And then, there was
nothing else to say after her passionate defense of
the woman. Shun right away coined our dictum: In-
stead of swimming, Fang Zhouzi takes two boats at
the same time. But he didn‘t bring his friend He Zuox-
iu along, just screamt at him to learn swimming from
the distance in the ambiguous language of the one
who has never experienced it himself. This is how we
became friends.

It seemed, if | took the example of the knowledge
of use and exploration of the Han blue pigment, of
which we knew so very little nowadays, that this value
of definite knowledge referenced had mostly to do
with cultivation. Cultural value which had been called
upon when in need of security kept on changing its
reference. The indexicality failed, depending on who
was reading, as well, on what they saw in a reflection.
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There was a sea of imaginable things though. And a
sea was a river, was a cloud, was the atmosphere, an
iceberg, a body, a leaf, an echo, an endlessly new it-
eration of itself. A source was not the beginning of a
substance but a concentration, an overspill.

The way | had walked since | was a small child, from
the main road of the village and then up the hill into
our street until | was home, that was all | really knew.
Better than anything else. | had never had as much
time to think and move simultaneously as on this walk,
until | knew every bump in the streets, knew them
so well | could recall the details of this unchanging
scenery even on the other side of the earth years later
without any doubts. On this walk was where my idea
of what thinking meant gained substance. On this
walk, all my potential was allowed. Somehow, it was
from where my desire for being alone stemmed, to be
silent even among friends, until something emerged
for which there was a need to be said. How could |
ever pass on what | knew. It was only relevant for me.
And others might have something else they knew like
this, | hoped, a piece of experience. If, on my mind, |
could make a memory traverse time and space, it was
this one. As odd as all the houses on these streets
were, the chicken and dandelions, the tiled house,
the two steps made out of crumbling concrete down
to the other house, the crossroads where a steep hill
arrived down on our road. To look at the street on the
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hill, you had to raise your head and see far and close
at the same time. Then beyond there, the part of the
pavement along a house that had a far too long wall,
where | always started a new thought to accompany
me down all the way to the house where the two men
and their dogs lived, resembling a neglected fairy-
park with their plastic and ceramic garden gnomes
and animals and the dark old German house from
after the war, and | always thought that one of them
had died; this stretch of the road where | imagined my
special gift for seeing things the others’ eyes were not
sharp enough for, and having a blue bubble around
me just by willing it which made it impossible for rain
to fall onto me. It was such a long walk if you had all
the time of the present, infinity, to get to school and
home again. You became so slow that you actually
start seeing every groove of surroundings your eyes
were passing over. | knew this place. And yet, this
knowledge did not belong to the kind | had much to
say about, it was more effective than that. At a cer-
tain time, | had inhabited this space and it became
part of my life. Inscription. | could comprehend the
urge of the tourist to visit a place where some figure
or group they were interested in had once lived. The
place played a role in all that happened. Geography
and even topography were tools to handle the dimen-
sions of place. | realized, | could only find out more
about what other people knew if | asked them, can |
come with you.
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One day, | was walking back up from the beach with
my friend Antoinette’s container of salt in my hand.
| passed a big tree which was always full of cicadas.
Sometimes you could also hear them drop dead.
Somebody said they only lived for five days after com-
ing out of the earth. A family with two young kids in
bathing suits passed me. One was pink with a tutu,
the other was covered in green and blue bulldogs.
The sun was blasting down on us and apart from the
sawing of the cicadas, it was the silence of noon. |
stopped walking and stood there. On the stones of
the pavement, salt and glass were shattered. | waited.
Then | walked the rest of the way to my apartment and
took a nap. The next day, the spot where the salt had
crashed was cleaned up again, but the stones had
bleached. There was nothing left of the sandy color,
but they had become cold, dry, and grey.

Guoleng, can | declare to make sonar glass panels
out of solar ones? | thought my neighbors wanted to
be whales.

Outside, | was staring at a fence. It showed a pat-
tern of egrets. There were a lot of these white white
birds here. If, just for a second, we could relay these
signs | could see everywhere to shift into real signals,
signals to start an activity, conductors. | told Guoleng
that | wanted the erhu musician | had met to become
three erhu players and each of them to go to three
different fountains and play Two Fountains Reflecting
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the Moon simultaneously, and that | wanted to syn-
chronize them into a canon with the city's signals. He
thought I was mad with grandeur. | imagined, that was
what it would be like to be caught up between three
seas, relaying messages to each other, softly having a
conversation over the course of centuries. Of course
it was impossible. But wasn't it the ancient Chinese
character yang for extensive space that developed to
mean ocean as well. Ideal synchronization suffered
from the problem of simultaneity, or, delay. All was
echo; real time and simultaneity were relative, even
the speed of sound. The erhu musicians would just
immerse in the surroundings. We were at all times
only converging... the metal outlines of the birds also
met in a way which would never make a whole bird
appear as a single object, because they all shared
lines. The back of one was the wing of the other. So
when did you ever see how many birds there were.
You just saw them with certainty. | got up and we went
to watch the evening dances.

Can we connect the two lakes on the opposite sides
of the university’s west gate with sonar transmis-
sions? Like whales whose songs traveled the world
several times before fading out, because water car-
ried sound so persistently on its inside. This old and
crowded campus was certainly one of the city’s cen-
ters of gravitation. And outside of the university cam-
pus meant inside another area. There people lived,
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children played and learned in the school adjacent
to their lake. The small lake on campus accompanied
aspiring chemists instead, Guoleng, you have been
there, haven't you. To look at the water tower which
pumped and pumped until the sound of water falls
permeated the surroundings, slid across the lake and
trickled away in the chemistry classes. We pondered
the question of this building’s purpose, if it could be
for gravity tests, making different kinds of water fall.
It was not really a water tower, though. It was built to
resemble all the houses in its vicinity. It was two floors
of double storey rooms high and covered the surface
the size of a badminton court. It lay just across the
street from the lake. Guoleng suggested building our
own sonar devices and see if we could pick up the sig-
nal in one lake when it was emitted in the other. From
somewhere he organized a massive old fish finder
which looked like it had been dragged across the Xia-
men harbor since the Jesuits had arrived in China. It
was built like a gas bottle, but it had a little propeller
in the back where normally the gas came out. A weld-
er cut it open for us to reach the electronics. It was
a mess. When | left, Guoleng had started making a
drawing of the machine, to take it apart. Then | didn't
hear from him for a few days and almost forgot about
the endeavor. For me, it was enough to imagine the
possibility of a connection between the two waters
beneath the summer heat and the sweaty urban life.
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On the beach, | found a piece of Jade. On two par-
allel sides it had been polished, the others showed
that it had broken off of something bigger. Certainly
not a bracelet. Down by the water, there were a few
children playing in the grooves the low tide left in the
sand. Little streams were running down the beach.
They watched me as | watched the lump of drift-stone.
Their mother watched them. The tourists on the
boardwalk up by the adjacent houses watched all of
us. This light green object, it was heavy. | held out my
hand. It wasn’t glistening in this relentless daylight. It
ate the light, to start an osmosis against all the salt it
had collected in the sea. While the children came to
look at it, and touched it, careful to also brush over
my skin while reaching for the object, everybody else
seemed to draw slightly closer. Under our legs, the
sand was hot, it gave in to our weight, it was moist.
Our encounter was unresolved when the high scream
of the mother cut in. A relay of anger. It hadn't to do
with me. Under my palm, | carried the jade away from
the shore. | would show it to my grandfather to find
out what it really was.

When | went to apply for my Chinese visa, the whole
entire floor of the skyrise the office occupied had
been laid in with a sand-brown carpet. The space
was open and dry. Only a few benches stood in the
middle of the room surrounded by service counters.
In the neon light the carpet looked tarnished. It had
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a repetitive pattern printed on it rolling through the
room like waves: Quotes about friendship in Ger-
man and Chinese from Schiller and Confucius. | ad-
mired the unknown artist. | envied the visa center
for this carpet. | was ready to go. The woman behind
my service counter gave me a generous visa allow-
ance, and | thought, how subjective it is, her eyes had
been scanning me without a sentiment. | didn't offer
her any desirable information to pledge for my stay.
Probably she wasn't the only one involved in deciding
what kind of visa was permitted. What went on be-
hind the crisp and thin walls of this place, in the offices
of the inventors of the carpet, say. In China, | didn't
see a single carpet, only friendship. Upon my anec-
dote Guoleng's wife said sternly: Perhaps that woman
observed you so closely to see how much you resem-
bled Schiller. Poker face here, too.

After dinner we satin front of their house. For a while,
we enjoyed being still together. Guoleng was playing
with a dog that came by. | felt focussed. You know,
now that | am writing, | am beginning to understand
how big the force is which synchronizes the stories
with the life of the author. Someone says in a novel
about another character’s book, that, when they read
it, they knew that this character had actually written
about them. Different realities jump sometimes with-
out assistance, as if in a shared dream. Or one jumps
from scenarios happening to the ones made up in
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one's head as well as the scenarios projected into the
running events from literature and film. They all have
liquid borders. They touch by conversion of signifi-
cance, relay intuitively. In this novel | mentioned, in
the very end after her breakdown and their reconcili-
ation, Catherine said to her mother that she knew how
Vladimir felt about her after she had finished his book,
because she then knew that the love scene some-
where in the middle didn't make any sense to the rest
of the story, and he had written it only, because he
couldn’tcontain itin his head any longer. Signal of de-
sire. Jim and Brooke had been orbiting each other in
turns for years and at every new attempt, they failed
to fall in love due to bad timing of one or the other
or the circumstances, and thought again and again
that the time for their true encounter had passed, or
that this ongoing desire was only a placeholder for
something else which hadn’t occurred yet or was only
an imago. And so, when they finally had a chance to
meet on a tropical island, they had only congregat-
ed out of habit of rotating to each other’s gravitation.
They didn't think of it as an activity any longer, and
they faced each other in glaring sunlight without any
more intention of giving in to love. Hopeless. After a
long time of walking on the beach and sitting, look-
ing into the depth of the sky, lying down on the white
sand, doing all the things one was supposed to do on
a vacation, Brooke realized how they had changed;

that the level of their energy had been depressed.
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The critical mass of events which they had needed
to potentiate their forces at this moment had long
passed, they thought. She asked Jim, why don't we
enjoy how much time we have together? Our friend-
ship hasn't passed us yet, why do we perceive it like
that, Jim? He looked up as if he had heard something
from far away. He had actually heard her, hadn't he.
We are both romantics, Brooke, but we don’t believe
in something so unspoiled. We are protected against
it now. A pause. Did we forget something? And so
Catherine’s mother encouraged her child to go seek
the author of this hopeful scene and repeat to him
his lines. If Catherine could read between them so
much of her own wishes, then she still believed in her
love. Mother was weeping, happy that their own story
had taken such a wonderful turn. When her daughter
had left, she called her two friends to visit her for a
round of Mahjong and the news. In this moment, Guo-
leng looked like Charlie Brown. Intricately confused.
Would you really write these kinds of stories? His love
had already fallen asleep on his shoulder, but she had
a funny grin on her face.

Now, it had been raining for a few days in a row,
heavily, echoing the sound of the water tower all
over the island, and it had been good, because | was
working for money for the time being. Earlier in the
kitchen, Marcie, Guoleng’s wife, had asked what | did.
It was online work, making the concept for an adver-
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tisement campaign. | showed her the final theme... Let
me travel your body... She laughed at me. They didn't
seem to use body lotion here, either. | was glad it was
finished. All my hours, keystrokes and screenshots
were logged through an app. Most of the time, | had
to hold back to not just quit, because the set up was
so self-exploitative, schizophrenic. How many peo-
ple here were working on their phones, | wondered,
in the street, on busses. Getting anywhere took so
much time that | figured it made sense if at least some
of the people | saw moving about while watching a
screen were working and checking off their time, not
just dawdling away in their regular social network or
applying for an appointment at the hospital or some
government office. Sometimes, | saw somebody
standing in the street or walking very slowly in front of
me with their head hanging awfully low, as if they were
carrying the heaviest weight on their shoulders - what
body language - and when | passed them they were
of course only looking at their phones. Everybody
for themselves now. After all this rain, the air was so
humid that my phone had given up, the touchscreen
had become untouchable, or rather, it touched itself
on points across the whole surface simultaneously. |
dreamt at night that | was swimming through the air
and my computer had died as well. When | woke up
| was sweating even more than usual. We were all in
this boat. There wasn't a day when the sound of the

television didn't sound from my neighbors’ apart-
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ment. People seemed to choose their lunch and din-
ner places by if there was a TV inside, unless they were
having a banquet. Marcie asked me, if she should take
my TV addiction seriously. They were the only ones
among their neighbors who didn't have one, and
she obviously already did take my problem seriously
when | told her how a feeling of satisfaction poured
over me when the title sequence of a movie began
and the logo of the production company appeared.
Like a warm bath. | was certainly connected with the
TV machine. Relaying it through myself. | said, yes,
you know, | think it is one of the things that isn't differ-
ent anywhere in the world. She frowned. | guessed, if
you asked children what a phone was, they would first
of all think of a smartphone and nothing less compli-
cated. That the Greek root of the word, phone, meant
voice as well as sound, and this was where it started,
was striking to me. | thought of the erhu again. Then
Marcie's fried peanuts were ready and she told me
that having an experience made a real difference to
what you knew, and you never knew that before it
happened to you.

Guoleng, what's inhabitable?

Floating on top of a water, something seemed to
me to be unified and holding itself together by its
own gravitation. A white box, empty, so it could float
around the sea with ease. Drawing closer. A boat. A
stick. Any thing. In contrast, houses seemed much
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more integrated in place. Even if they were skyrises as
big as the huge container ships. Those floating units
facing people who thought of Caspar David Friedrich,
and therefore mostly of themselves in the face of the
relative excessive. Compared to those ships, houses
didn't visibly move, the space inbetween them was
equally built and cultivated, not just dirt. A house
could hardly be seen to float on top of a sea of dirt.
Was sea another one of those measure words in Man-
darin to specify what one was counting? In that case,
the new cities were seas of glass. And the people hid
under its surface, didn't they. | read somewhere: the
city surfacing like a submarine. Within landscape, the
city was a unit of density, but it bled out, because it
didn't have borders yet. The legal borders were only
nearly absolute enough to be real.

The surface of water was denser than its bulk. It
made visible the borders of all it touched, objects be-
came ontological by floating on it, in another mode of
visibility. And the sonar sounding out of the borders
of water was always delayed, based on delay. The lig-
uid’'s borders were simultaneously the edges of the
landmass. Just as air and ground touched in a park.
Where a street was built, this connection was lost.
Hands touching a body to remind it of its own limits.
Sensitivity, anthropomorphized into things and sub-
stances. Windows were there to bridge the feeling
of delimitation between bodies of element. Glowing
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in the friction of heat and air-conditioned coolness.
Border patrols hitting the tight space between the
ground and a car; instead of stopping the vehicle on a
liquid which would make space for them to stick their
heads underneath, to see its bottom and look possi-
ble findings in the eye.

Some nights, a pulse frequency was sounded by
the broken security system of our house, on and on
to the beat of my heart and my neighbor’s heart and
all the others’ organs sleeping above and below, and
the pulse signal affirmed to us, still there, still there,
still there, and just like early techno music, it ate it-
self at one point and let me believe | wasn't there. It
started soothing a fear | hadn't been aware of before
the beep had started measuring my pulse that first
night. In a womb of the city, we fell asleep at night and
wondered where the signal had gone in the morning.
Birds made their territorial claim among the noise,
and probably integrated some of those sounds our
stuff emitted into their own songs, to occupy as many
frequencies as possible. The big song. Folder of mo-
tives. We didn’t hear the noise under our own noise,
the waves had melted into it, the rumble of the earth
stayed unnoticed.

| saw more stories around me than there probably

were. In the street, in strangers. But then, those who

were in need of having someone who would see their

story clearly, were seldomly lucky with those around
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them who thought they were looking. Tension came
from this way of misunderstanding. Thinking it, | was
checking myself. There was no sentiment coloring.
Visiting a place, what stayed with me were the instant
stories of strangers.

When | visited Marcie and Guoleng in their house, |
was always relieved to enter a small living area where
the old things hadn’t yet been swept away complete-
ly by the haze of the new. In other areas of the city,
the only old things left were old people and recycled
wood and antiques in fancy restaurants. By discarding
generations of objects from the past, whole signifi-
cant segments of language surrounding these things,
their production, use and place, were lost as well. |
still wasn't used to the abundance sealing this hole.
The couple had built their house themselves, in the
mid 80s, after the city had been opened to foreign
trade as a special economic zone, and they, too, had
started gaining a little profit, to be able to afford a
home, stillincluding a lot of saving. Just like my grand-
parents had spent their time, again and again calling
friends in the 50s to help them, bringing wood in,
digging ditches and raising walls, spending evening
after evening roofing, eating soup and drinking hot
coffee from a thermos on the construction site, Guo-
leng and Marcie had planned and built their house in-
formally and over the course of months. Much slower
than nowadays, but built after their needs and wish-
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es. | liked coming here. Even though the new modern
buildings were encroaching, their house didn’t seem
intimidated. And it was not that old after all. Also in
this area, people knew the expression designating an
attitude to the busy building: Chai na.

| was often called an expat. Please not you too, Guo-
leng. I think of patriotic every time people call me an
expatriate, and that's a difficult word for me, all that
assumed authority, you know. Guoleng nodded his
head, but didn’t say anything. Thoughts passed his
face. Over lunch, they came out in a small portion.
You're looking at national belonging too simply, |
think. And your problem with the word expat would
be acceptable for me if it was, because it only denot-
ed caucasians, for all others are called immigrants.
Now | nodded my head, too. Yes. With immigrant | am
fine. Call me that if you have to. He laughed briefly,
a dry bell, but | could see in his eyes that he thought
| was naive, avoiding the inconvenience of thinking
through the positions | occupied in relation to pow-
ers and responsibilities. Now | was curious, and | ig-
nored his dissatisfaction with me. Did you ever want
to go live somewhere else? - My friend. Marcie and
me would have long left, if it had been possible for
people like us without that kind of lethal gambling
involved. Some friends and relatives took to cross-
ing borders on hidden ways, and we have only heard
back from very few of them that they arrived else-
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where safely. They all had to save up enormous sums
of money to pay the smugglers. They took credits
with their relatives and acquaintances, left their fami-
lies to deal with the debts in the sadness of absence.
These people are called overseas Chinese, too, if they
make it. But without the privilege of acquiring legal
mobility, how desirable are you as a representative
of the new Chinese global business elite. And they
cannot return if they applied for asylum. Many do that
not to be sent back. Reasons there are enough. There
are also people here who have tried several times to
make it across the Pacific, and always had to return.
They leave behind paper trails. You remember that |
told you how my mother wanted me to either make it
in the big coastal cities or go overseas. Across the wa-
ter. In the eyes of our village, used to many overseas
relatives, | was nothing as a grown man if | stayed. |
couldn’t take any of the local jobs for which you didn’t
need an education, because by then they were occu-
pied by domestic migrants, and | would have been
spited if | had taken one of those. Perhaps | would
have tried stepping into the shipping container, if |
hadn't met Marcie. | am glad | didnt do it, though.
And yet, staying here, even though | was longing to
go somewhere else as well, made me observe all my
fellow people like an occasional outsider, also those
who tried as hard as they could to find a way. We never
wanted to gain all the knowledge some people have
here on the many ways of going abroad. To use their
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energy like this seems to make them feel more mo-
bile, already. Restaurant English, how to behave in the
visa office in Guangzhou, how to behave at the cus-
toms in the destination airport, and so on. We never
dreamt that we had mobility. And then, later, we also
received our household registration here. It would be
too much talking to recount all the dreams we have
had and the small things we tried out. You should ask
Marcie aboutit. She likes telling tales more than | do.
| was indeed longing to learn more about their past.
Butwe letit be for the rest of the day. When | was back
home, the dust on the ceiling above the bed guided
my thoughts to the dark and useless place that was
the guilt | felt for my privileges.

Have you never imagined being a stranger in the
street? Another afternoon. Guoleng asked me in-
stead, what do you mean when you say culture? | had
no answer for him, but | promised to think about it.
Indeed, | used the word a lot. Can't you write about
the role of moods in life?, he also asked. But | wasn’t
yet able to write about the inner tint, the feeling of my
body. All | had learned about moods was that | had
been underestimating their force over what | consid-
ered me, and that | should be living with enormous
care when my mood dropped. | felt more relentless
in certain phases of mood swings, but, at other mo-
ments, | judged those periods as disguised. The phe-
nomenon was not acknowledged much outside of
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psychology, | thought. Even though probably much
theory stemmed from only very distinct moods of
its authors? In literature, | often found the awareness
for them much more inherent. Guoleng was reading
some cheap thrillers at the time while continuously
browsing the Zhuangzi. He pointed the mirror stick at
me.

Some time later, | returned to the book fountain on
the trafficisland and looked at it from across the street
for a while. This might be from where the lakes got
their water. It was just up the hill from both of them.
Next to me was a man who sat here every day against
a wall making straw flowers. Love, | would bring you
one of his flowers and it would not wilt. Next to him
was the woman selling explosives. Prussian blue in
the book fountain...

Every time | walked by the student dorms up from
the university beach, | heard someone practicing the
piano. It was always the same. A guy who studied at
the music school had told me at a party that the as-
piring pianist causing the sound was a legend. They
said he had become so paralyzed since coming to
the prestigious music school, because he thought he
found so many shortcomings in his play, that he went
back to the first pieces he had ever had to learn as a
child. The same songs were emitted from the build-
ing all day long, each iteration so perfectly played
that they became true repetitions. What a condition.
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The first year of his studies was nearly finished. Peo-
ple moved in and out of the dorm constantly, because
they couldn’t stand it for a long time. If only he would
play less perfectly, if only something would change.
Almost as if he was filtering his audience, only those
completely ignorant to their surroundings would stay.
| stopped there for a while every time. Still, his music
was touching me, it was full of forces. | wished | hadn't
heard his story. | imagined encountering him again in
thirty years, when he would be playing his concert for
piano in some famous symphony hall, and wished us
well.

| was having lunch at Shun’s restaurant. | was the
only customer at this time of the day. Mostly, people’s
days began very early. Just when | had arrived for my
bowl of soup, the last builders from the construction
site next door had left with their take away bags. Be-
fitting the occasion, Shun told me about what he had
been doing before coming here. For many years af-
ter middle school in a magnet factory, he had been
pushing metal pieces into a furnace where they were
magnetized. Mostly for use inside machines. In the
furnace, the atoms of the metal realigned so they
were all pointing in the same direction. This was how
the magnets could function permanently. He said,
you could essentially make any shape you wanted.
Small ones and big ones. So after his first few weeks,
he had wanted to make a present, and in a long pro-



cess shaped a piece of metal after a small horse fig-
urine. When the horse came out of the oven, cooled
down, and he handed it to the lovely young woman
it was meant for, all the legs and the head broke off,
and they stuck to the body in a different way. Shun
had been terrified, but she had laughed to tears, and
a tentative romance was initiated. He wouldn't tell
me about that. It was only there at this job, he said,
that | learned how to tell the distance of a storm by
counting up from the lightning to its thunder echo.
We could have blown up in this factory so easily, you
know. Would you like more to eat? | had this colleague
there, and for lunch, he would always climb on one
of the ready packed transport pallets full of magnets
and meditate. He completely forgot himself, his still
body which was stacked up with the radiating goods,
as he called them. So for those few minutes every day,
for years, | watched him lose body language com-
pletely. After a while, the sight almost hypnotized me
to feel as empty as him. Would it have been fake if he
had started levitating up there one day?

How our sonar experiment ended. Guoleng re-
turned with two plastic wrapped electronic devices
to function as sender and receiver. They worked in a
dry test. We tried them in the lakes. Guoleng looked
so excited. He had built the sender so that it would
use the limited frequency it had at its disposal rhyth-
mically. | guessed, it was some kind of ambient drum
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beat he had programmed, so that we could leave itin-
side the lake for a while. He was sending it from inside
the university, and | was standing by the residential
area lake, dipping the receiver in over a fishing rod,
so it was swimming close to the middle of the lake.
If the sonar signal was transmitted all the way across
here, we thought thatits echoes would probably swell
toward the middle of the resonance body. Guoleng
joined me after installing the sender, and then we
waited. The police came, because they thought we
were fishing. Breaking the surface, they couldn't see
what was at the end of the line. It was ok. They stayed.
They were pedestrian police. Otherwise they would
have probably looked atthe people on the beach who
were all sitting in the shadow under the ring roads at
this time of the day. One of them was chatting on a
walkie-talkie. Some time later, there were many peo-
ple who wanted to see what was happening. They ex-
plained to each other our theory. Now they expected
us to prove something, which was also clearly seen as
wasting our time. Some faced me with amused, com-
plicit smiles. The water was in balance, horizontal and
still. | was somehow expecting to see movement if
there was a sound transmission, ripples. Nothing hap-
pened. Not even a fish surfaced. We went to fetch the
rest of the fish finder. It wasn't there anymore. Perhaps
that was why it hadn’t worked. My friend kept his pos-
ture effortlessly, it seemed. We were both sunburned.
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One day, out of the blue, a Taobao package arrived
at my place. Inside, a hundred gram of barium cop-
per silicate pigment. The next day, a new package
with Prussian blue for medical research arrived. On
the day after that, for the first time, Guoleng came
to my apartment. He brought a mortar. He asked for
the remaining active coal pills and ground them into
fine powder. There. My friend, what are you going to
do with them then? - G, | haven't thought about it. He
looked at me in his way. We mixed each pigment with
oil. Guoleng smeared the compounds onto the living
room wall. It was dark in here, but these colors - | had
never seen before, it struck me, what | was seeing; was
unknown. Paper was pressed onto the stains and | ran
outside with the two blues, where the neighbors were
just surrounding a fire barrel with gold money, and |
stared at the prints in bright daylight. How can you
not be prepared for this, | wondered. Why were you
so interested in pigments? Guoleng is right, didn't |
have an intention? How did you not know the differ-
ence between purely pigmented and mixed color?
You were this ignorant toward painting then? And the
gold on the paper money burning away, did it classify
as a pigment - did | see a color in it? A T-shirt next
to it was light pink, where did the pink come from? |
became ridicuolous, shaken with basic lack of under-
standing. In front of me, | was still holding the blue pa-
pers, different colors, the black one Guoleng brought
down becoming wet on the ground. Streaks of oil on
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top of water, rainbows, no black. | couldn't see any-
more. My eyes full of smoke, sitting down. Guoleng
brought me back upstairs.

When | got up the next morning, | saw that he had
hung a golden note above my desk, and the light was
still on. An ocean; the wall painting was still wet. The
lamp was turned onto the gold leaf. He had written on
it: Happy Birthday. What a black humor the man had.
When | washed my face, did the dishes, blue stains
appeared out of nowhere; the powders had been
blown all across the apartment. Water solved the in-
visibly scattered color, didn't dissolve. | couldn’t clean
it away, it just multiplied in every attempt. | left the
house to go look at things again.

At night, | didn‘t feel like talking to anybody, and just
passed through street after street. Across the old har-
bor, | watched Marcie hold the pocket lamp for Guo-
leng. They were fishing in the dark among a few other
older couples. They were on the pier, the road on wa-
ter. Next to it, the other road, the road to the moon. Its
reflection lay on the still sea. | thought | heard a faint
melody, and said to myself disapprovingly, what's that
soft spot. But why not. My friends would be sitting
there for a long time. Further on, on the beach, there
stood plastic tables with violet chairs, for the barbe-
cues, shining in the moonlight. They were surround-
ed by glowing plastic animals from vendors, which
in turn were fenced by sand circles. It was very quiet
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here. Only the humble came out to have a midnight
meal together on the beach. Chairs tipping over in
the sand sometimes. A haze, timeless night. On my
way around the cliffs, on the elevated boardwalks, a
group of inline skaters passed me in a ghostly wind,
with flashing wheels and music which announced
them and lingered as an echo after they were gone.
Measuring the city with their amicable agency.
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Charlie Brown is the protagonist of an US-american comic
strip called the Peanuts which has been distributed across
newspapers since the 50s. & - R EEEHBE 4B
> FHEAR, B LHE A+ FRFRESKIRIER.
Caspar David Friedrich, 1774 - 1840, German Romantic
landscape painter, discussed in relation to the sublime.

Martin Chaplin on phenomena and recent studies of water,
http://www1.Isbu.ac.uk/water/water_sitemap.html

7% Chai na: to demolish and to take.

Julie Y. Chu, Cosmologies of Credit, Transnational Mobility
and the Politics of Destination in China, Duke Press, 2010

Jean-Francois Billeter, Das Wirken in den Dingen,
Vier Vorlesungen Uber den Zhuangzi, Matthes & Seitz, 2015

EEH: AP AKIT, Cao Xueqin, The Story of the Stone
or Dream of the Red Chamber, China, 18th Century,
original lines: "B AREAIME / BABEREEE.”

Christa Wolf, Leibhaftig, p.67, Luchterhand, 2002; German
original: “[Die Wirklichkeit] ist dann am dichtesten,
wenn wir sie ganz und gar nicht glauben kénnen.”

EFERFEEN, HAFENH RSB R SRR, fFE T — Bt

AR

The Chinese translation printed here is based on a shortened version of

the original text. The author is sorry for the inconsistency. Reasons for it

were purely economical.
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‘FAMHELEBRE, EXHMAMERT.”
STEHTE RRRK

Truth becomes fiction when the fiction’s true;
Real becomes not-real where the unreal’s real.”

Cao Xuexin

.Reality is densest when we cannot believe initatall.”

Christa Wolf






Botanical Garden, Xiamen University
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On the Beach, Xiamen
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Pearl-making bowl, Xiamen
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Pavilion inbetween roads, Xiamen

B EMNEF







Botanical Garden, Xiamen University
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Storm, view onto the mainland, Xiamen
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Seafarer Training Center, Daxue Lu, Xiamen
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At Nanputuo Temple, Xiamen
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At Nanputuo Temple, Xiamen
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Roads of the sea, Xiamen
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Old harbor at low tide, Xiamen
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Boy building a dam at low tide, Xiamen
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Sunset, Xiamen University
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Housing on campus by Baicheng beach, Xiamen University
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Sports, Xiamen University
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Sports, Xiamen University
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Archaeology, Xiamen University
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Sports, Xiamen University
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Communcal kitchen of the Third Oceanographic Institute of
the State Oceanic Administration, Xiamen
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Shuiku water reservoir, Xiamen University
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Baicheng Beach, Xiamen
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