
Three Days after Chen Li Departs back to Hong Kong, a Venerable North American Poet 

Arrives to Meet Me at the Sky View Bar, High above the City, at Top of the CCTV Tower. After 

Many Years of Email, We Are Delighted to Make This Acquaintance. He Is in His Early 70s, but 

Looks No More than 60. He Tells Me a Story about His Poetic Youth, and I Write Him the 

Following Verse on My iPhone 8:  天堂是一个万年前流浪的鬼魂 

 

There was a time when I almost moved to Bolinas, he  
said. Jack had introduced me, and Joanne was encouraging 
me. I was out of grad school, jobless, footloose, ablaze.  
When I went to visit for the first time, this is true, I was greeted  
at the edge of town by a young, naked woman on a horse. She  
invited me to ride, but I was in my car, a ’79 Mustang, in fact. 

So, I kept going down the sandy road, like a kind of centaur, 
with a bunch of books and manuscripts jammed in my trunk. 
What could I do? I bumped along the road towards the sea.  
Creeley was adamant that I should not go. Joanne told me a  
story of Creeley on his hands and knees in the Bolinas marsh,  
puking his guts out. Soon, he would split for Buffalo and  
turn on Olson. I don’t quite remember what happened after  
that. Everything changed at great velocity. But here I am,  
in China, with everything paid for, if I wanted, and sometimes  
it feels, now, like my whole poetic life has been a dream, one  
of those that feel like hours, even years, though when you look  

at the clock, you see only a few minutes have gone by, like in  
Blade Runner, or something. But if I know one thing in the end,  
after all this time, it’s this, and go ahead and laugh, if you want,  
I know who I am and who I don’t want to be: I’m not letting  
anyone buy my goddamn way. 
 
Thus, the Sky View bar turned slowly in the sky, on its Alibaba 
wheel. A robot trolley, made by Baidu, arrived with our bluish-green  
gins. We slid cards into a plasma slit and were thanked, in 3D, by  
a sexy courtesan of the Ming. I typed a stanza on my iPhone 8, from  
a poem by dead Liu Xiaobo, set the Voice-Trans app to high, and 
pressed it to the white ear of my American friend:  

 
My dear poets, here and there, 
today and long ago, 
Paradise is a wandering ghost,  
for ten thousand years,  
before it will be born. 

 


