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Platinum City

Hongri Yuan
Translated by

Manu Mangattu

Ah! Of iridescent gems of time

The heavenlyoad you paved light.

In the kingdom of stars,

| found my home.

In that city of gold,

| opened the gate to the Sun,

To behold the godly giants.

At the Royal Palace of the Jewel

Of the prehistoric wonders | read

In an enormous, gorgeous ancient book.
By myeyes | saw

The golden words that Juan carved

A wondrous strange mystery tale;

Into a full new world | went,

To witness the seat of the holy Kingdom:
Even before the Earth was born;

The erstwhile home of human history.

Across Time and Space in crystalligidter
Stands this moment a platinum city

A ship drifting leisurely,

Like a bird, resplendent in variegated hue:

In the crystal garden | saw

A crowd of youthful giants,

Their eyes were bright and glittering

I n the aura of the

They sang happy songs

They danced a wonderful dance

Lanky boys and girls in pairs

As if to celebrate the splendid carnival.

| saw a circlar edifice

High above the city.

Giving out a white light.

Raised ground to fly into the quiet space.

A frame of platinum edifice
Creating a beautiful pattern.
The whole city is a circle
Arranged into a fine structure.




Into a bright hall | went.

A strange instrument there | saw.

A huge screen hanging on the wall,
Displaying a goldespace.

Like bits of colourful crystal gemstones!
Resplendent with variegated colours of thi
city!

Those beautiful highise buildings

A sight better than the myth of thneorld.

A line | saw of strange letters.

On one side of the screen flashed swiftly
Numerous young and strong giants

An effort to concentrate on the changing
images.

Their look is quiet and peaceful.

The learned flame flashes in their eyes.
In a flash of tothes

The next is a whole.

Their stature, unusually tall.

Each one is welhigh seven meters high.
Men and women look dignified

No age difference apparent either.

Their skin is white as snow

With a faint flashy shine

Bright eyes as napyv
Kindled with a strange flame.

They manipulate the magic of the
instrument.

A picture of the changing space.
Their language is artless and plane.
As the bell is generally pleasant.

As | survey the length and breadth of the
bright hall

A powerful energy feel

Body and mind, suffused with bliss and
delight.

And it seems to be a giant.

| seem to understand their language.
They are exploring the mysteries of the
universe.

That in the city there is a planet
Peopled with their various partners.

—
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Their mind trey use to manipulate the
instrument

Also can to transfer data be used
Even thousands of miles apart

Also to talk free to the heart.

A line of text on the screen

Is but a message from afar.

The whole universe is their home.
They build cities in space.

Thespace shuttle they use

To take you to the other space.
Into a lightning, a moment, and you
Vanish into thin air, without a trace.

| feel a new civilization.

—
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from The Book Of Gatherings

Mark Russell

Take your friends to the source
its distant bark
where the farm dogs sleep
disclose their learning

There is a herb made of words
it smells of sage
slips its season
removes our virtue

Where we stand our ground
make mistakes
fear no consequence
follow our literal hearts




You lower yourself into my shaking hands
completely unmistaken upright

in strict sunlight

| am versed in the smallest acquaintances
attentive governed true to my need

the harvesting

We are agreed in the comforts of our business
its baffling instructions its economies

the deathroll of kudos

terminations we demand but donét fully grasp
knowing suspecting unmooring

the doubts we harbour




A dekk
a

Take your failures to the edge of town
where the reservoir rises away in the north
where oak and ash sweep themselves south

Walkers on the heath pay you less heed here
if you spread this vinegduck thick

on the ground in the | eads
Leave it to bleach in the days to come
you wonodot have to check it

Tomorrow it will begin to cure itself
with the wilt and wasting of life well lived

Like a fur of poison on a raspberry
we can eat itve choose the right moment

fadi

ng

i ght
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Killing Stingers
Stephen Regan

Rob stomps out of his workplace and over to the crap hotel at the end of the lane. Janet behind
the bar pours him red wine, she flashes her sad smile. He likes Janet. Her face is so dolorous.
She reminds him of Our Lady in that picture which hung inlssgd ma 6 s par |l our i
back in the 0660s. Exc@Opt Ladytthedhndghhabéood

Rob heads out to the gardehi tb Bmowkatnhe
to call his drinkingHa! Nice and ironic. Everything isice and fucking ironic these days

thinks. A man is sat on his customary bench so Rob settles on the one opposite.

The man, a stranger, is intrigued by Robb6
by him. The two men start talkifgabout arthrits, high blood pressure, failed love, property
worries, how Lancashired6s changed, and what

Rob6s new friend is Phil, and heds about

in Canada with his firstlove. ButPH 6 s heard that Canada can be
60h, yeah, 6 says Rob, O0even the word ACan

Rob tells Phil all about Juney; how they plan to live together in Corralejo one day. Rob
explains how heds deter mi ned otnmgtdattendaepar® 50 mi

for his for mer wor kmat e, Paul , who®svhilel ose t
heds stildl alive.
Al | t his i s said as Cilla Blackodés funer a

dondt t al k a bavantildlytsddfates. WellhRolywa$ alwayis a Dusty Springfield
man and Phil preferred Kathy Kirby.

The time comes for Rob to walk back to his desk in his boring office n@atésigned
by Canadiansh e 6 sd bstunstead he drinks more wine and buys Phiarge whiskey.

Rob looks at Phil. Phil looks at Rob. They kill two wasps. They swap mobile numbers,

each knowing that a friendship has begun.

Soon enough, dhewydodlpuwmeeltumg@ai nTheyol I ki l
what it means, what really meansto be human.




TRUMP AS A FIRE WITHOUT LIGHT #105

Darren Demaree

Now, we vanish those that are not moving into the street. The public displays make sure that your
name will be read once they have to deal with the weight of your whole body.wsoxanish those

that are not moving into the street. We can halve our families, and still have enough family to identify
us. It only takes one voice quietly saying your name over and over again to be remembered. Now,
we vanish those that are not movintgp the street. | can be the one to say your name forever. | can
read many names aloud in the morning of every day. | can do that. | will do that. Now, we vanish

those that are not moving into the ®néteesee Hexte
to me on this street. I can promise that it do
place.




Call Me Carcass
Edward Little

Cutting into a pork loin | wipe the chunk over some mash, then over the mint sauce.
60So f eldloa,yowhato then?d Barry asks as he
| 6d been by the Tate on Liverpool docks, <chi

me.

6l &m an artist,®6 | say, poking my own roa

Looking at his son, Barryhce ws wi t h a smirk on his fac:¢
swall ows. O6What do you think of that?6

6Cool !d he shouts, mushing his plate f

pockets of peas to the side.

Their kitchen reminds me of being a student ieds Checkered floors, fake, granite
countertops and random stickers covering the fridge and microwave.

6What kind of art you into?d Barry says.
last puddle of gravy with a slice of Hovis.

6l make mauhpyuoeses of women | aying into

Callum giggles into his fingers, bits of sauce dribbling out the corners of his mouth.

0Enough of that, kidda.® Barry |l eans over

people having a tussle, abitaf scr ap. 0

0ltdés more than that, o | i nterrupt, mo V i
throws, strikes and tackl es. Mi xed marti al 3
and Callum does the same.habklst.®s unpredictabl

Barry stares blankly at me, then at his

a chuckle coming out like hiccups.




6l nto ya sculpting then? Very decent, | a,
now and then, using thisbagwebbug f r om Joeds gym. Think you
of clay beasts?90

Call umdés mouth hangs wider.

6Sorry, 6 | say, |l eaning back and taking o

Winter morning rolls over my back as the door of my studio is opened.

The cold helps me sculpt, keeps my hands nimble on the polymer clay as | mould it
around the skeleton.

6How do you get it on your back?6 Maggi e
to smudge near my shoulder.

I freeze becaubassbedsaungher mbemaki ng wh

Training keeps her away from home, sheds b
Critics |l ove what | make. They hated my
l acking. 0 | keep beoleghanmetdegnee rise of pdles surrocridedyy o f

bent coathangers, the torso above only half coated. | have plenty to play with as the museum
commissions my work.
0AXx e ki ck. o Maggi e says, Flimisived &ibueen di ng
| once sawmy wife, or should | saiMaggie the Mashemlxe kick consciousness out of

Roundhouse Ronda, her leg swinging down like a public execution.

Mumbl ing a reply, I grab a cloth and crunm
fantastic. 6 rédg. whi sper into the
She turns to me, her small nose per manent

crushed. Her hair is choppier than usual, the blonde edges barely touching her ears.

A

ONi ce hair. 6

10
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6l cut it myself, 6 Maggi eherdnatgtisn, cr ossi ng

My wi feds voice Iis sweet, but she isnb6t p
Next month sheds fighting in Manchester
wants you to take pictures, 0 she says | ookin

Carl is her trainer, and my repesdative. Most of the time | speak to Maggie | do it

through Carl.

6l can make it.6 | say staring back at he
The Tate want the sculpture done for fhib v e mber bu't I 61 | be fi
Maggie has moved away from me, stariigawh er e her head will be.

weeks alone, sculpting: defining with tinfoil balls, necklace chains and toothbrushes.

Dabs of crunched up tinfoil are the best way to achieve pubic hair.

6You dondét have toad wsmee Hdpscomari hhasti
smooth edges of her arms then back up. 6You
conferences, interviews.O o

Soon the polymer on the legs will harden. There will be less resistance to build as it
sets,and he cl ay wonoét coll apse.

61 611 be there. |l 6Ove never seen you win a
a little. Maggie runs her hand through her hair, then scratches the crooked tip of her nose.
Circling back to me she kisses my cheek anddsa

| need more clay to finish her.

Barry collects the plates and brings dessert. Callum gets vanilla ice cream, we all get hot

chocolate.

Barry splashes bourbon in ours, Woodford. Cheap and strong.

11
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OWe have a saying i nGdti veameoodf. thlmatr dddwn

feel fresh as nothing. o
OHair of dogs?0 Callum says, already p
60Our fella here is feeling yucky, 6 Barry

about dogs ankde dyooeus nfoete It hbaett tnear ? 6
Callum giggles and nods, blowing the steam of his cup.
6l once painted dogs.®6 | say then bl ow on

second year. Bloody load of bulldogs, mostly sagging into the floor because | drew them wit

too much skin. Messes they were. o

6Me and my Cal would be sold if you paint
Chip, a little scruff, now with Mum. o

6l walked him.d6 Callum says.

o1 used to have a f at Bas s et wada puddie, Coul
couldnot tell i f you were walking on a rug o

They | augh and itdéds nice how the cup warn

6You have any animals now? Barry says.
O0No. O
|l once had a rabbit in my studio,wthfter N

brown by its tail and Carl thought it would help. After an hour, | left it in Sefton Park and

cycled home.

0Just as well , 06 Barry says then finishes
pet s. | 6d show the dod gemej eavVeusndTenlyl iwmnd e
canott amud:t iwe get boll ocked for it. o

He sl aps the table as he says it, Cal |l um
knuckles. Youdd need tinfoil bal | e clayfist. t oot h

12
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o1 havenot had much | uck with women. o6 I say

with the bourbon. 6They tend not to |ike me.
| fill my flask.
6You fucking dog, get over here.d Carl appro

He wears a threpiece suit, burgundy, with oatoloured, leather shoes. His hair is
short and bl ack, heds clean shaven menthl hi s h
and describes situations tasty.

6l canét beliefveckiond rmamstsal shhe was

Maggie walks in surrounded by flashes, reporters bludgeoning her with questions.

OWhatés it | ike being through to the fina

6This is your first axe kick knockout. Sh

6Do you have ®&oywthi ng hersayaioer ?6

Maggie strides without pause into her dressing room behind us. Me and Carl follow,

closing the door as soon as we get through, almost crushing a camera lens.

6Brut al bull dog choke i n t he cfoiurl sdtn érto uknid,I
and your husband wasnodét in the room, [16d fuc
O0Enough, Car | Cranston, 6 Maggie says, tr

started to turn purple.
He chuckles, brandishing two, thin cigars, lights one and pladestvitten my lips

without asking.

0Chong on that. 6 Carl l'ights up and inhal
got a proposition for you both. Weodl | soon
need to organise a few appearancesandprem and you, my beauti ful

to do. 0

13
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Placing both hands on my shoulders, Carl kisses me on the forehead.

OWe need a scul pture of the knockout, son
opponent. Feel free to play with all thatrsueal i st shi t, but donot g
This is history. o

Carl goes on to talk about popular exhibitions accepting my work as Maggie unstraps
her fingerless gloves, the faint hint of vinegar coming from her piilkedands.

6Let ds ojudustt h®gomatch first,d Maggie says
her right eye. 6The sooner the better, becau

60 Mags, |l m going to pretend | didno6t heat
ear, winusabeltandr ove to the fuckers that this tit
shoulder now, blood sliding off her eyebrow as she dabs it with a cotton bud.

6l gotta run, 6 Carl says, almost jogging
hisshoulder 6 Get to grips with the game plan, and
he could use a piekeu p . 0

Carl opens the door, walks into the hall of flashing lights and kicks it shut behind him.

6Si mon, do you have asays,ttakingroff hetrashgtiaedlahd me ? ¢
bra.

Her neck is bruised and her chest is red, the nipples roughened from side punches. The
welts will be difficult to duplicate, especially her squinted eye.

By the time she | eaves | still havenodot sp

Callumwas sent to bed after | started telling stories about Carl. Reluctantly he dragged his
feet towards his room, but not before looking me in the eye as he shook my hand.
0Tasty?5o

oDondét ask, 06 | say, now drinking black co

14

—
| —



|l t 6s dar k oiust sliodwe ,i nt hteh e ikgihttc hen. Cal |l umo :
a narrow bean of orange nightlight ont o the
flowers on his Guns N Roses patch invitingly maroon.

60You sure do have sloamed ime es@aps, Ngpaoodmir m¢

his drink. 6You need something to replace t
coffee and sweet stuff. Donot go <cold turk

O60Drinking is neiwng omymec Wp .l O&sRaeyc,e nhtollyd been
and the burn isndét the same.

Barry leans his arms over his coffee, his fingers pushed together by his eyes, running
them down and over the edges of his nose. o]
know, few beers after work and we wused to ha
from his cup brushing his chin. 60She was a
tunes and thrash this cloud of ginger hair she battled to get thaczgghb. Aw mate, she used
to do this twirl when she wore dresses, beautiful it was. Actually tried to curtsey once, fucked
it up and fell over. o

| grin, unsure if | should be laughing.

6l knew about you, 6 Barry saygousdoffhay
a cleaner at the Tate. 0

Gul ping my drink I sit still, waiting for

state weakly.

0That was your work, on | evel three? | gc
Greatbiglegswigi ng i n the air, that mound of dots
the i magination, did ya?o

15
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6lt shouldndét be in there,d6 | mutter to t
they woul dnot | et me. 0 | f e b thurmmyg, the caffesne g oi n g
making my shins shake.

| really hate coffee.

6l f you dondét mind me asking, pal, 6 Barr)
you want out ?0

Removing the flask from my leather jacket, | take a swig without any protest from

Barry. The room stays quiet for a while, the
calledThe Axe Kick 6 | bring the flask closer to my n
week. O

*

The rabbit came without a cage, half a bag of feed and no name.

OMy son didnot name it, couldndot be fuck
passes me the ani mal. 6ltés a bit ment al af
escape. Give the bastard some telephone wires, | can tell you fromeexpeiti will spend
hours chewing through them. o

He wears an Oxford blue suit and black 1| e
that matches his hair.

6l 6ve sorted the funeral for next week, O
andma ke it. Maggie would want you there. o

He means the media want to see me there.

Webére in front of my studio, in the woode
take down your sculpture. o

oWai t , what 206 | say, c | eimms mimy lgands, Almest r ab b

jumpi ng but I pull It back, stroking unt i |

16
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60 You s i gmenth cantracthUntié January the fifteenth, they can do what they

l'i ke. 0

A

The winter morning hursqustan®arl, lisgpofde alkeady | 6 m

turned away from me. 6We need to do somet hin
6Therebs fuck all we can do, and once she
that includes you,® he says, st apraiunsge sme Gijnu st

there next week. 0

He | eaves, probably to wherever he I eft h
| spoke to Maggie through Carl, | never said much.

| take my new pet into the studinorma,nd pl 8
but not by much and the place is empty of sculptures. Bricks of clay, still wrapped, sit by the
podium and easels stand to the side. Forgotten cans of paint have started to rust and portraits
are turned away towards the walls. The rabbit hops astyleknocking a painting to the floor,
cautiously stepping on top of it. | walk forward, grab the painting by the edges and lift.
Frantically it leaps into the pile of canvases and sits between a gap.

To Maggie

The writing lies at the bottom,thesecd name obscured by a pav
shaded outline of a shadow man in the middle. He has no face and his body is empty, except
for a belly button. The shading has smudged through the months but it seems to work, the
carcass wideningontheframett i | t he shadow now touches the
finger to widen the charcoal outline of the man, to get him how you pictured without using tin
foil balls and coahangers.

| stare at my work then place it to the side. Kicking my canvasgesfdbe way |
finally catch the rabbit. l1tés too scared to

the steering on my bike.

17
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Piss covers the side of my jacket by the time | get to Sefton Park.

l'tos pretty | at e, ivepuepon alcondldm cofedet and wedve g
OWell , 6 Barry says, 061 6dm stuck on what to

6You dondt have to say anything. 6

6Seemed | i ke a cracker, your wife, and if
seem my kind of bloke, really. Bitkf t wat , actwuall y. o

6Yeah, 6 | mutter, O6not that it mattered.

O0Ri ght character you are. Comes with bein

OHmM, 6 | smile, O6not really. |l put my pers

to sculpting. It just took so much, you know? When painting, | still had bits left of me to play
with afterwards, I had something to talk ab
would forget how to talk to people, how to be around my wife. Noavelmothing and my
main focus is you, this random stranger sitt
The sound of a reversing lorry echoes, the beeping just audible. Trash probably fills the
back of it, and | could just as easily climb in with it all.
OWhy di d iymtui g2 pa
6l él ost inspiration, 6 | say, surprising n
The beeping stops and the sound of the lorry fades as it drives away.

OMy art didnodot s e-indulgentgubluisp.ITieen idaggieccameandiva s s
started sculpting her, soon findingath | f ocussed on the imitatio
The only sounds our breathing, the slight rustle of our cuffs on the table and the rising

wind outside.

ol donodt know i f [ | oved her, not in the

18
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OWel |l , &6 Barsr ya ssaayds ,t héitnhgattbo r eal i se. Di d

ONot really. 6

O0Why?6

6ltdéds tomorrow, 6 | say, rubbing my hands

Barry |l ooks at me, l i ps tight, | ooks at F
starts, then falter& | dondét know what it is you think vy
your wife existed isnd6t going to solve anyth

6What if | didnét? | say, almost choking

6Then | guess Yo urygands upanccwalksynexuto reeg Ibokingd B a |
down with his hands on his waist. OPersonall
go tomorrow because you didndot | ove her, 110
isonmyshoulder@, squeezing to tell me thatods the ¢

6l may need to borrow your couch for the
say standing up. O0And Barry? No more coffee.

He grins |ike heds a friend,. head downcas

Barry walks to his bedroom to grab a bl a

borrow by ten in the morning.
*
| met Maggie at my first art sale.

There was a room in a warehouse on Fleet Street. It was a charity event, a variety of
arts, which mant a band calleBlmo and the Stywere playing an hour into my exhibition.
Canvasses stood to the left of the room, everyone drank rum, fosters, and | kept questioning if
| was punk enough.

OWhat 6s this supposed to0 xet@me mideatlseai d,

sides.

19
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6ltéds a surrealist portrait,d | said, hov

Back then her hair was longer, a small ponytail tightly fastened, revealing her
cauliflower ears.

6Does it have a name?0

Call Me Carcass 0

6l nteresting,® she said, | ooking at the f
change from side glances from art buyers &

6lt was a nickname in school . ldss rhoatd a bi
gawping as if | was dead.

| 6d already decided to give her the piec
hopeful sharpie | kept with my canvasses, in exchange for coffee the next day.

6Just t o waushbandywidl be droppinmee xof f , 6 she said, n
6Dondt worry, he6s only my manager now. 0

That night | gave away painting and made no money. Maggie left with my gift and a
month later | found myself watching her fight in Liverpool, mashing her opponent with a flurry
of punches.

It wasnot [ ong until | found myself in a

by snapshots and looking up at Carl.

20
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