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Scene, make up, and a round of cards:
the thing about Ye Funa and our village

He Wenchao Translator: Daniel HO

Ye Funa doesn’ t actually know how to play “Feint of the
Golden Flower” [a card game similar to “Three Card
Brag'; the “golden flower” is a middling hand, hence the
“feint” ]. She doesn’ t even know how many people are
needed for this game. So this is the first thing to make clear
to the ladies and gentlemen reading this (or the audience).
The second thing you must know, ladies and gentlemen, is
that folks in my village, Ciman Village, don’ t even play
this. The game that rules the roost back in Ciman is actually
“Farmers and Landlord” [ “Dou Dizhu”, literally “Fight
the Landlord” ].
And so as a result, when Ye Funa announced the title of the
exhibition, as a witness, a hanger on, a go-between, and a
character in the drama, I can’ t say I haven’ t thought about
advising her to change the name—but in the end I decided
otherwise'--. In all honest truth, “Fight the Landlord”
sounds too intense and realistic—not merely for the folks in
the village with that tiny “one and three-tenths of a mu”
plot of land on their hands [roughly 1/6 of an acre; 0.0667
hectares, or 667 sqm]—but the entire peasant class in all
of China had been “struggled” against, in full frenzy, as
vestiges of “landlords” by the machinery of the state and

the demons of capital. And then came news of the victory,

in hoodwinking sweet talk with both carrot and stick on
hand, undertaking a highly effectively extermination of this
class—beyond physically, but sometimes physically, too.
To this end, a dazzling or appetizing round of “Feint of the
Golden Flower” is much less forthright or tragic, even a bit
jolly and enjoyable. It could very well serve as a sacrificial
offering for the spirit of this age of progress, or as a radiant
“banner to summon souls” [zhaohunfan] for the “Chinese
Dream” of our various dear gods and spirits—saving us the
trouble of finding our ways when we awake from the dream.
The above, and below, opinions about this exhibition
“News from Nowhere” 1 hope I can express as a self-
appointed “village representative” , rather than merely
as a professional art critic once again piling on needless
explanations about the work. When the latter part of me
comes out bobbing my head all satisfied, I would ask my
dear readers to forgive and forget, without exception.
A little more literarily, in this, I ought to be a “man with
a blue scarf” . If Mr. Martin Gayford can write a book
because he “modeled for Lucien Freud”, then my brothers
from Ciman Village and 1, as the “fish on the chopping
block” for the artist Ye Funa (as the expression goes), we

should at least have a go at coming out with some testimony.
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“Transit” Project and our village.

There was a reason Ye Funa appeared in our village. Let s
first talk about that.
In the summer of 2012, in order to finish a “village
autobiography”, a book that had already been going on
for two years and which to this day I am still ruminating
over, I returned to Ciman Village, on the one hand sorting
through all kinds of material collected and transcribed from
the villagers, while on the other, undertaking Marathon-
style interviews with the villagers. Just this “sorting”
had rendered me supine, unable to attend to any other
cares; at any rate, there was no question of my having any
extra energy to court Ye Funa and a bunch of artists to the
village. Yet the Dali-Lijiang Expressway s Huangshan
Bridge, bisecting the village in half and stretching from
east to west over the Qinglong river, pricked me without
a moment’ s respite with its rolling rumble by day and by
night—excavators, pile drivers, concrete grouters, mixers,
giant trucks—an absent omnipresence taunting my nerves
at all times and places, until in the end I lost confidence and
courage in mounting a gentlemanly battle against it, in that
way of the traditional literati.
After some dawdling, I started—out of a highly anxious
mood—to invite artists-friends to come boost my morale,
which later led to the “Artists Transit Project” . In plain
language, my initial intent then had nothing to do with
any academic motivations whatsoever; I only wanted—
in this unequal struggle between the city and the village—
everyone to come help out and trip up the other side.
The first who accepted was the artist Chu Yun. Within a
month thereafter, nine artist-friends came to work in the
village one after the after. Ye Funa was the only female
“post-1980s” generation out of the nine on the list. I had

not realized this point very consciously at first, but when

Ye Funa started to develop her work over the coming year
or so and when she created the exhibition “News from
Nowhere” as one small summation, I clearly knew that
this “only” I mentioned was not simply an unexpressed
irrelevant stance—this point, I believe, will not have any
significance for anyone who will have the chance to see the
collective results of all the artists in the project. For me,
someone who started the project and finally fell into the
drama, Ye Funa has a singular perspective, a reactionary
machinery that sparks a battle of wonders in this village
on the rural-urban fringe. With an intense, variegated
worldview, she deeply upset my simple dream of protecting
and safeguarding village life. In the end, she got hold of that
wrinkly, rarefied literati sensibility of mine and tattered it,
powdered it, and rewarded and sold it out to its antithesis—
the visitors, audience, merchants, and poets pouring in from
Beijing, Shanghai, and Guangzhou and sweeping through
the village before leaving, in Ye Funa’ s works, took away
the village, the snowy peaks, the Qinglong river, leaving
these “brothers of Ciman” of mine throughout the world
behind, next to the excrements of this age of progress,
distracting the flower of their youth, whoever knows at
which remove.

In the end, the artist exists more heartlessly and cruelly than
this concrete beast which is the Huangshan Bridge. The
latter destroys and clears away all that obstructs it on the
surface, while the former tosses everything around itself,
front, behind, left and right into its respective endgames
and also grants it an eternal, circular replay---. For this
native soil which I started to plan to save but now am only
providing deathbed convalescence, this is the final thing Ye
Funa conveyed through the works with those lost youths of

Ciman Village.
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If you please, then, Your Highness, rubbish belongs to the Queen.

If I were to respectfully address Ye Funa as Her Royal
Highness the Queen of Rubbish, a certain boss of a Beijing
print and dye workshop will certainly second that and nod
in agreement. When Ye Funa sent to this boss the carpet
design that is now installed on the second-floor staircase in
the exhibition “News from Nowhere” , after he reluctantly
printed two small pieces, he angrily terminated the contract
with the artist. He sent the finished product back and left a
note saying that he would not thereafter accept or reply to
any phone calls or messages from Ye Funa. The gist of the
message was this: don’ t you think just because you' re
spending money I' 11 print any garbage for you—remember,
I have red lines in my aesthetics. This is really too ugly, I
can’ taccept it!

When I first heard of this, truth be told, I was stunned. First,
I marveled how there is actually someone with minimum
standards in this sea of humanity—and minimum aesthetic
standards, who resolved to forego financial benefits. Someone
you practically had to write about. Second, I was relieved
to find that that crown for the Queen of Rubbish I had long
prepared could now be firmly planted on Ye Funa' s head*
Back when Ye Funa first came to Ciman Village, wandering
at a loss in her D5, I was stunned by her hardcore search
for the rotten and the ugly. This is to say that this post-80s
young artist seems to have caught some kind of ~“aesthetics-
resistance syndrome” at my village on the rural-urban
fringe. In the total of eight days’ of wandering—over two
visits one year—she always swept past the pretty rustic
views found everywhere in Ciman Village, making a beeline
for the odd sights hidden within, like the absolutely tattered
advertising in the village, or the crude, slipshod ceramic
paintings in gaudy colors, or even those substandard prints

villagers hang at home or toss on the ground, which she had a

hard time tearing herself away from:--Right when I followed
her steps and her gaze, the tiny village of Ciman, which had
always drawn me for its beauty, gradually unfolded another
side, never before completely disclosed to me. What had
always been hidden in plain sight, carefully glossed over
by my nostalgia for my village, wholly rushed forth in front
of my eyes and produced a din never before heard—in Ye
Funa’ s journey of rubbish, I dejectedly realized the beautiful
native soil, ever so green in my memory, had long ago, even
before its carcass was ripped apart by the concrete scalpel that
is the Huangshan Bridge, been infected and corroded from
within. The ubiquitous everyday items of the common folk—
the “Old Hundred Names™ —in walking, living, sitting, and
sleeping, and that so-called beauty of the native soil I sought
to protect with action or with words, had in fact been riddled
with holes and about to teeter down in front of our eyes into
a mound of aesthetic ordure the origins of which we will
never tell apart---. All this, just like that carpet Ye Funa set
on the second-floor stairway at Shanghai’ s V-Art Center,
the carpet on which, under scrutiny, one could barely place
oneself: the pile of rubbish she saw in Ciman Village, with its
offensive polychromes, originating from fallen petals, multi-
colored plastic bags, wrapping paper, cigarette boxes, toys,
and indescribable objects in variegated colors—and when
the artist returned these trinkets, which originated in urban
factories and in their circulation constitute and represent
a particular aesthetic spirit, back to the city in the form of
garbage, this actually incurred an intense resistance on the
standpoint of aesthetic baselines, and that face flushed red in
anger, terribly offended: -

Oh, Ye Funa. She certainly, she has to, without any reserve,

accept the coronation of this crown for the Queen of Rubbish!

-032-

-033 -

4+3#% % ShiMan




A F, 24 %, BJE T

Yang Xiaoping, 24, works

at a hotel

T F DA ke bk . AT

HREFXEZLARENAS, WA "R T,
MEATEET TR ERIFEEMELER S £ LM
ZANA S RFE A, TR R A AR IR 0 0 4 F
HET 1440 et TR ( (CHHEAEE) , 40 240
fos %R (QER) ) —HERAREISYE
3 W HELR (AHFRAT) , —URBETLES
S5ERABAZE, —ARFLENELEE, RHERY
HEMATEEE, BHTHA-REEA, 2%, &
KRB, BEREALTRELENTHL UANEAZNE
BTHE k.

H CHHE) F, o A xR LA B,
AR AR REH AT "Bis 5IR" . K
FEAT . MEFARKAT . RET. “RAT 5 X
ERE" WHEANAFRREZT, A9 &), HUEE
R 1870 B B A1 B HFESCREH W E FATk,
BA, BZU— RPN FFWE Lo s 4
WER, RERAE, AREEEHEGLRLLEIL
MEHMEARRX N B HEE LR WUBM. RK, &
e HANERMUR T ZEMLE R —MRD
FE AR B R A

“HETOME, PR A LR R, K
FRALRETHEN, i, RAHLESE, RD
AARES, RERHOFL - HEMXELEHR, 2

4£3#% % ShiMan

TR R, BT AEUN, REALRAINEE
WMxEHAALpEL LWERL, AT, BEEH. R
B, OB BRURBRE, EWTHEHNEEZ-HENF
BT ES MR E N R DL O—ER W5
FHEAHE, “RER IANMFRLEEATH A, &
T A AN AR, R AT AR F B B A
WTFREHASREFHERFT ), BAEME N KB
AHAREH R A ERERS, —HH—IK L6
BRFAAE, AR K& AR RERBRT,
A, WERRFGHAT 852 5% £ RN
NEE, BENEHEE, EAFERFRORE, HE
HEERWREZHREAT - HEERFHRE: THRT
ERAZIIE NG RA X+ HFEZ AWK,
—ANEAHLSENHFRAERFRAGRL; B, WE
EARERZ AR WA BOERRREHIAZE, 5
FONE TP B T LA R A B AR, R B
MEFRKGERELT A, wilgd, EEZA
ANFEE B R RABRE AT HR — R
HEx—RRE, ZEDHRAX, (HFZHE)
RAHANE TN —ANER. X, ZEHREEN
WL, EHHATTREFEE: MEHEE, WKE,
B4 &2, UEHARA, e, R3HILEK
WHELRRXGE A, A5k,

-035 -



A William Morris, shamate-style

It was with this “regal” air that the two times she “transited”
[into the village on that “Artist Transit Project” ], Ye Funa
did not only set twenty village youths in the rural-urban
fringe under the aforementioned logic of garbage, but also
employed a style of editing which could be termed rubbish
in producing a 40-minute video ( “News from Shiman
Village” , 40 mins) and five video installations ( “News” )—
forcing all of these young beings, ranging from 15 to 36 years
of age (including myself), on the one hand to waver between
being ordered about and shaking off these dictates, while on
the other hand posing and stuttering, speaking that stomp-
on-the-ground funny Naxi Putonghua—evincing that orderly
defeat, desolation, that bid to gain freedom, yet in the end still
commanded by the tongue of that inexplicable huge thing.
In New News, Ye Funa interviewed our brothers in Ciman,
each taking a name from several speeches by William Morris
about “politics and the current condition” , “environment
and ideals” , “the city invading the village” , “love” ,
“violence” , and “cultural plurality” . Each of these
opened with a portrait of Mr. Morris in 1870 and a selection
of recordings from his audio-books (i.e. audio-books based
on his texts), followed by a series of faces of the youths of
Ciman and their halting narratives about themselves. The
most bizarre was that both Morris’ s portrait and these faces
were partially or fully embellished or altered on purpose
by the artist, ultimately touched up and transformed by Ye
Funa' s “garbage make-up” into a gaudy existence in that
shamate style [NB: “shamate” is literally derived from
“smart” but refers to a Chinese fusion of Western and
Japanese goth and glam rock styles].
During this “transit” period, Ye Funa had on more than
one occasion complained to me that the youths in Ciman
weren’ t quite cool enough: no one rode shanzhai Harleys,

say, and very few wore sunglasses or dyed their hair---until

this work of hers came out, faced with such loud muttering,
you couldn’ t really say I grasped the main point, other than
observing in amazement. All these masks, beards, shades, eye
patches, nose rings, makeup and wigs added on here proved
how Ye Funa had always concealed a shamate heart pulsating
at 90 beats per minute—even though during this “transit”
period in Ciman Village, this neologism “shamate” was
basically still unknown, while the people the term referred
to had yet to be carved up from their own free existence into
sociological specimens, nor were they rapidly reshared on
WeChat Moments and just as rapidly forgotten—observing,
experiencing, sounding out, laying out, posing questions, and
beating into this world of the rural-urban fringe.

Here, with Mr. Morris and our village youths made up
into shamate-style by the artist, though their visages were
transformed, a certain grave innocence within ended up
being thrown into unusual contrastive relief: the former,
from that age before the idea was torn asunder and discarded
from a utopian vista by the vagaries of practical politics, a
chaste socialist with an almost-supernal foresight; the latter,
meanwhile, in that rotten reality piled up with piecemeal
insights and crumbs of defeat, striving and earnestly relating
what they have seen and heard, what they think and feel, as
though simply by responding to the interviewer in a candor
verging on the alien, they themselves—or even the future
of this little village—could in turn usher in a slim chance of
survival---

Revolving around this innocence—or at least related to this—
News from Shiman Village is another direction in Ye Funa’ s
observations. Here, Morris and the youths still remain, but
with the shamate makeup stripped off: a redoubled frankness
and honesty, but sometimes a redoubled naughtiness—from
absolute compliance and cooperation to vigorously wrecking

the artist’ s every question and every shot.
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The rural-urban fringe? Let us part ways after all!

The second time “transiting” in April 2013, Ye Funa
noticed two kinds of objects on the dinner table in our house:
one is that pink, checkered tablecloth in plastic, printed full
of Western fast food items like hamburgers, donuts, ice-
cream, egg tarts, and chicken rolls on top; the other is News
from Nowhere printed on the table cloth. For Ye Funa, who
had once studied in Britain and had always been enamored of
William Morris, this was a surreal wonder of a sight— “as
beautiful as the chance encounter of a sewing machine and
an umbrella on an operating table”  —almost immediately
seizing hold of her imagination.

On the one hand, such plastic printed tablecloths, ubiquitous
in rural Chinese families, and the underlying set of aesthetic
logic—if you look far and wide—are in themselves
profoundly connected with Morris’ s Arts and Crafts
movement and its innovative spirit. In an inverse sense, had
there not been these crude products infiltrating human living
right from the fledgling stages of the Industrial Revolution,
Morris™ s arts and crafts ideals could never have come along.
On the other hand, the book News from Nowhere appearing
on the plastic tablecloth by happenstance possibly allowed
Morris’ s role as a socialist and a utopian writer to reappear
unexpectedly in this almost inverted location amid the rural-
urban fringe.

Precisely because of her sensitivity and awareness of the

connections here, Ye Funa was able to ascertain a large part
of the themes in the exhibition News from Nowhere: it was
so by directly utilizing Morris’ s portrait and speeches in
New News; this was the intimate connection to the fast food
stickers pasted pell-mell on the walls and floors, the cloth
prints placed on the stairs, along with a variety of details in
the other works; and it was even more so with her intention
to create a certain pairing or at least an homage to News fiom
Nowhere with her 30-minute video News from Shiman.

News from Shiman started off with a camera angle trailing
a fly on the aforementioned plastic tablecloth, followed by
my somewhat rebellious niece’ s string of complaints and
criticisms of Lijiang culture, the travel industry, village life,
among other issues. After this rapid, hasty, and nearly out-of-
control voice emanating from outside the frame, then there
was the intermittent garbage rolling, followed by young and
perplexed shadowy figures gradually appearing and then
fading away: some uttered nothing while others indulged in
slow narratives about themselves, some were reticent while
others were as irascible as crows, some were cornered by
the camera while others pressed against the camera, some
ridiculed this city girl intent on manipulating them, while
others suppressed their nervousness with crude jokes which
even I honestly could not translate---. Roses, mahjong tables,

snow-capped mountains, garbage, the bridge construction
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site, peach blossoms, orchards, fields, tourists, fast food
designs which were a feast for the eyes, dry riverbeds, empty
ball parks—all these things visible or not visible in Ciman
Village were cut up in an out-of-sorts way into every bit of a
second in those thirty minutes, weaving a truly anti-Morris,
purely digital tapestry.

At the end of this tapestry, three youths—Chunping,
Chunhui, Manfu—who were speaking in turn in front of the
interviewer’ s camera again sat on a hand tractor playing
all kinds of fake musical instruments. Their arms pointed at
the sky, the line of sight and their bodies changing along the
way, the faces permeated with a kind of joy forced on by Ye
Funa' s repeatedly shooting, one which gradually hardened:
oh, look there, a plane is passing by in the sky, bit by bit
opening up (or closing up) Ciman’ s curtain in the skies?

In the pitter-patter of the world of the camera, Ye Funa,
with the utmost ignorance and emotionlessness which I
can imagine to be most detestable, nakedly placed all the
embarrassments of youth, ideals, stories, and confidential
secrets of this rural-urban fringe together, turning them inside
out and stuffing them back in again.

So can my brothers in Ciman Village, like me, gladly accept
such amputation and inversion? Or else will they flush red
with embarrassment, anger, and hurt, and finally reject this

strange film starring them as the main characters? Ultimately,
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News from Shiman contrasted and magnified reality and
its absurdities, that which those placed within were too
accustomed to call into question; in its visible effect, it has
already punctured the site-specific particularity and purity
which I have again and again emphasized from artists in the
“Transit” project—demonstrating why I am merely in
one of those imaginary resistance which frequently happen
in the retreat towards the native soil amid the confusion of
widespread development.
What I can console myself with is that what was deeply
roused by this disorderly reality and symbol that is the rural-
urban fringe is no longer merely Little Lijiang or the even
littler Ciman. Under the twin pressures of a globalized
imaginary and the mirage of a great nation, how can an even
greater China not be a vast and incomparable rural-urban
fringe?
All those ghouls and goblins in films, the destruction of the
environment, unethical capital, and the hollowing out of the
individual and the group by politics in actuality have a reality
far vaster than Ciman Village. What is shown here is but the
wounds produced by the tiniest contact within this reality.
And I hazard, on this vista of the rural-urban fringe
constructed and spread on this surface of a wound, which of
the city or of the village will in the end have to cry out first?

Oh, the rural-urban fringe? Let us part ways after all!
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The knotty problem of vista

Just like most places along the banks of the Lijiang river,
from Ciman Village one can see the Jade Dragon Snow
Mountain (Yulong Xueshan). The difference is that since
2010, with the construction of the Huangshan Mega-Bridge,
whereas in the past one could take in the mountain at one
glance from anywhere in the village, now one also sees a vast
concrete bridge which spans right in the middle. In this way,
the snowy mountain, which one saw whenever one raised
one head, now looked like it had an extra concrete pedestal or
belt:-.

One of the results of this change is that the Jade Dragon Snow
Mountain, this real and genuine landscape, has in the distant
gaze of the villagers gradually become a fake mountain, a
bonsai, a famous actor who now and again forcibly ape a
look of the divine. Of course, speaking of the Jade Dragon
Snow Mountain’ s acting career, it had started long ago
with the boom in tourism—only that, before being coupled
with the Huangshan Mega-Bridge, it more or less preserved
some of its original spirit and bearing as a holy mountain, at
least from the angle in Ciman Village. It had also preserved a
quasi-mystical function in the villagers’ ancient way of life,
heading out with sunrise and returning to rest at sunset**-.The
extraordinary span of this bridge not only cleft the reality of
the village wide open, but through a tight embrace verging on
the violent and the lewd cancelled out the wonderful existence
of the mountain, once situated safely in the distance and yet
in front of one’ s eyes—thereby utterly transforming the
spirit and horizons of this village from the smallest details.
Contra the transformation of the vista in the village and of
the form of its relational aesthetics, Ye Funa’ s installation
work, Jade Dragon Snow Mountain, which resembles a huge
cake, turned out to be all the more ironic. With this model,
she extremely evilly pointed out the food value of the Jade
Dragon Snow Mountain or similar landscapes, and rather
generously invited everyone to take part in this dessert party

in progress. In front of this snow-white “Jade Dragon

Mountain” with its milky sheen and scent, everyone had
forks and knives in hand, dividing and devouring it. In a
travel destination like Lijiang, existing for the sake of urban
viewing and leisure, the landscape naturally had to be plucked
out of its natural existence—with all kinds of seasoning
added, then heartily gorged upon, swallowed and chewed. In
the end, spitting out one Ciman Village after the other, one
mega-bridge after the other, one expressway after the other:-.
The artist presented Jade Dragon Snow Mountain thus,
along with a painting in ceramic tiles, landscape light boxes
with sensors, a tree with LED lights, which are regularly
seen in Ciman or other villages on the rural-urban fringe,
used as ornaments in ordinary families or for festivals
and regularly employed as elements in “fake scenes” .
In this appropriation, stacking, and substitution, Ye Funa
has in reality activated a motive far move complex and
contemporary than ordinary critiques of reality: landscape—
not only in that second-hand aesthetics of the rural-urban
fringe, or in the tourist industry and consumption of sights,
but also within art itself—is more and more expressed as
knotty problems that are harder and harder to diagnose.
Under different premises and motivations, it has fractured,
reconstituted, and even inverted into what had originally been
dissimilar structures of psychology, economics, and politics,
solidifying as objects for different classes, under the ideals,
backgrounds, and reality of different groups of people, each
halting the exchange and circulation with reality and nature.
All kinds of fabricated emotions which we call second or
third nature were not and are no longer that refracted light or
the dying gasps of nature, nor are they any kind of imitation
or reflection. It has its own logic and vital systems, moreover
maintaining a hostile seclusion away from a real but destitute
nature.

In Ciman, we see with our eyes a real mountain becoming
a fake mountain. This is no peculiar experience; this is not

fantastic concoction. It really was so.
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In the exhibition “News from Nowhere” , there is an
automatic (mechanical) mahjong table. Ye Funa also printed
1000 playing cards.

The mahjong table was placed in the exhibition; from time
to time, viewers willing to form a table sat down to play
a round with the artist. As for the playing cards, some of
the chips were set aside in one corner of the exhibition for
those interested to take them away-:-.These two things are
Ye Funa’ s most direct representations of the youths in
Ciman Village and their lives. Aside from working in a job
or on the farm, during the rest of their waking hours, they
mostly revolve around these two activities. They sometimes
bet alcohol and sometimes bet money---the popularity and
importance of these games and leisure make Ciman Village—
flitting between the two possibilities of waiting for the house
to be demolished and them to be relocated, or else returning
to the farm—a space akin to Godot s theater. The absurdity
and tension within are reasons enough to make Ye Funa, this
young woman from the city, both astonished and frightened,
both curious and ultimately stunned.

For Ye Funa, the idea of printing 1000 playing cards with
the portraits of the youths interviewed in the “Transit”
project was both relief and release from the shock caused
by this experience while at the same time being to a certain
degree an intervention and a meddlesome act. The suites are

printed with the youths of Ciman—aside from a few which

will end up in the audience’ s hands and possibly become a
rotten or excellent card in their card games, the vast majority
will return to Ciman Village. In the villagers’ hands, these
will be recombined in all sorts of possibilities in games like
“Farmers and Landlords” , “Three-Card Brag” , “Three
On One” , becoming straight flushes, three of a kind, the
“bomb” .
Those cards that circulate in the hands of the villagers, those
brothers and sisters of mine in Ciman Village—how will they
continue to reconcile or change their fates during this round?
Who will be the card shark? Who will be the cheat? And who
in the end will decide to gather these 54 cards, frame them,
hang them up, making them the first and the last records of
youths in this rural-urban fringe?
Ye Funa has her doubts, curiosity, determination vis-a-vis
the age and the people of this age. In this little Naxi village
called Ciman Village, or Shiman Village, but really neither—
“ciman” . This, perhaps, for these future inhabitants of “ci
man” , could elicit gratefulness or abuse.
Who can be sure what this means? As someone inside the
drama, I know the least.

Thank you for reading.

End

April 7, 2014
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