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en! was achild 1 Yived amid the mulberry groves.
Tn summer the mulberry trees would stain the green grass
with crimson pulp.
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Birds of a thiousand colors danced in the sky when ! was a boy.
They brightened the day with their intricate songs.

"We are who we choose fo be." sang the goldfinch, when the sun
A i was high.
\ ") dream about dreams about dreams,” sang the nightingale,
— under the pale moon.

The girls in my viVlage hiad Yips Yike plums,
were Jovelier by far
Than othier gir)s in ottier villages,
in the days of my youtt.
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Now! am older, ! respect

the wil) of the gods.

Long ago! passed the
examinafions, and | was
appointed prefect ofa
who)e province.

have commanded armies,
=~ have advised two emperors,
A) the wisdom ) had was at

their disposa), and a)) that!
knew theirs to command.

fiave seen many
#-strange things
upon my journey.

assing through the
¢ 7 NanShan mountains,
we were beset by wolves,
urged on by a stunted
creature they caled
their king.

/

&)

hen we kiNed
hiave hiad tens of thousands it the rest
#of cash, and a wife, a son, Yost heart.
and many concubines. 1 hiave had dreams
Only the phoenix arises about the responsi-

and does not descend: bilities of emperors;

thus it comes about that H has been many
now, in the grey of my Jeagues since! fiave
years, hieard the

1am sent far from the
court, and family, and
an ! know, into exile.

nightingale,

ut'! have had dreams about dreams
about dreams.



©1d friend, in my mind only do

) write youthis Jetter,

But it is a splendid Yetter, with
perfect brushwork,

014 hiands do not shake or cramp

when the Jetter is written on

the air.

w fien my son was born the
emperor commanded

S e fireworks,
e 4 v They burst on the night sky
4 y Yike sunflowers of Yight.
2 Now my son is dead and ! am
in exile.

The desert is grey: Grey sand beneath grey skies,

and | say to my guide,"This desert is grey." and hie agrees.
He is a man from a)oca) village.

1 ask the name of the desert, but my guide says nothing.

H kias a name of i) omen, and i) omens have become my Vife.

m y son allied himsef with the people of the White Lotus.
"You are Jucky that | ave left you your hiead,"
the Emperortold me.

'nd now | am hiere, sand in my beard and

eyes and ears, thoughts washing into grey and sand,
* H Oreams, Vike sea-foam, washing over everything.




In the viNage where ! found my guide, ! 4
encountered a sma)) cat, white as blossom. L fwe find kittens bere we ki) them,”
Stie )ed me into the rocks outside said the innkeeper.

the village, and showed me hier -

kittens.

a g-; > "Fhereis l.r'a"ﬂe enougfi food in the village
: . for men.

Thaf night 1 crept out tothe rocks
once more, atthough it was cold,
And ) placed the smallest of the
kittens in my sleeve.

we fiave barely enough water
for this desert-crossing for
ourselves,

© nYy afoo) would bring
a kitten here.

firee times today he
scratched me with
his claws.
His tiny eyes are
sti) a muddy
blue.

hien we stop to relieve ourselves
the kitten does a)so.
! hope kie wi Vive to reach the town of
Wei, beyond the desert.

It is in Wei that 1 wil) live my remaining
years.

Soft, soft hisses the desert, Vike the
Yapping of the ocean against the pebbles
of the beach.
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You sAY
QOMETHIN26,
MASTER? I sAP
NOTHING.

V)

L T PRAY, mn%TgETR, THAT :
THE ALL-HIGHEST, AND AL,
T AM COMPOSING THE LESSER GODS, WILL

I BEG
YOUR PARDON,

MASTER, T LETTERS THAT I SHALL, PERHAPS,
Lvsofis i WRITE, WHEN THIS JOURNEYING i |
HEARP You 16 PONE, ANP WE ARE SAFE. IT 1S T HOPE L
SPEAK. HOW I OCCUPY MY MIND AS WE '
TRAVEL. |6 THERE SOMETHING
You po TOM%%C;HPY YOUR

AT LEAST ONE
MORE DAY, MASTER.

/'\,/

ANP

UNTIL WE
UNTIL
CROSS THE
NIGHTFALL? PESERT?




y guide fius silver heNs sewn to his s)eeve.

He tias silver beNs on the bridte of kis korse.
The winds can come up suddenly in the e
desert, :

- .
“.rsﬂ“

fie emperor did not order me killed,
Sti)), fie would not grieve unduly

” i '-"-_ ',1 N ‘-4 .l Ireamed .
1 have been trave)ling for many
months:

y kieart is ieavy within me: Yus: we fiave no wine, und the wine
1T dream of d cup of wine. of memory 1s thim.

Heat and ¢oYd, dusks and dawns,

this is my or.

! Iagine ¢ porcelain cup.
/ 1 pour out the hof wine,
and sip, exquisitely. omefimes
I donot
% helieve my
P Journey wih
ever end.




and from the desert
whips across my face.

. R wife once tortured
Ir fee)s as if they are whipping m% servant gir) with
my face with wire whips. wire whips:

90V ring was missing, and the gir) the only suspect.
Wiy wife kived rhe qu‘\ hefore she couwd confess.

any years Yater we found the ring,
falen between two floorboards...

fie reins grow s)ack in my fiands,

and 1 fee) my age tonighit.
1te)) the groom | sha)) dismount,
and hie holds the horse stil.

wind sends the sand to
bYind me...

..and ! am blinded.

fie sages te) us, what
is buried wi)) one day

be uncovered:
S 1f 1 waited Yong enough nd we would resume
;U"’ when my vision 1 woud hiear the silver our journey toward

Lol s




I fiave seen othier Nusions before today,
- in ofther deserts,

once, in the far south, 1 saw the

Imperia) Palace.

achitile and

carving
distinct,
atthough it -
faded as we %)
approached. \

Now crimson banners proudly wave,
alttiough the wind is sti)),

- in places where there was And the scent of amber pine resin

no water. fiNs the air.

hiave seen the swe)) of the sea

Ihearfhe song of the ':gou are dead,” ! te)) him.
“- nightingales, and!

sme)) crushied mulberries.
And walking toward me
1see my son.

/
o

nd ke bows his head. fiey cut off my fread
and my fiands,

My body was thrown info
a pit. and a) my White
Lotus magic could not
saveme.”

am dead, my father,”
fie tehs me.
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~J stable footing.

" hat is this
place?”

| ask my son,

whois dead.

e2and shifts under my feet. ! can find no

a-\- ——

"}D‘y fattier is st7)) among
the living,” repies
my son.

—

nger comes over
me then, and!
reproach kim.

terrified, and f1ees.

ad you been content
with life’s surfaces.
we would all have
been happier.

terraces?

" Jgave/ come to join
you in the black

IS that tent the
= apode of the

Prefect of thie Pead?”

'Woﬂn’ng good came of
your

studjes

intothe

magica)

arts.”

my son bows his hiead. The kitten hisses,

J’ fiurry after.

o




FATHERZ I AM
YOUR SON. 7HAT IS
ONLY A KITTEN. WHY

Po You ABANPON

ME TO CHASE

AFTER IT?

" WHEN YOU WERE ALIVE, YOU WERE

" ALL MY JOY. NOW YOU ARE DEAD, T SEE
You ONLY IN MY PREAMS.

2T

auff
#F

=

AND WHEN I AWAKE,
MY PILLOW 1S WET WITH
TEARS. THE KITTEN 15
LIVING, AND IT NEEDS
MY HELP.

po
NOT GO
THERE!

WHILE YOU WERE
ALIVE YOU PID NOT
HEED MY WARNINGS.
I AM ALIVE, ANDP YOU
ARE PEAP, I SHALL
TAKE MY OWN
COUNSEL.

t.. /..

¢ N




WHY ARE
YOU HERE, IN
THIS HOME OF
PEMONS2 ARE
YOU LOSTZ OR
AREYOUALSO

A DEMON?Z

FORGIVE MY BLUNTNESS,
BUT I AM AN OLD MAN, AND
MY FLESH |5 SURE TOBE :
STRINGY AND LACKING IN - S, 2 =

TASTE: I DOUBT EVEN A = RO L PR, N

PEMON WOULD RELISH SRS R Iam no:&-_;h

IT. o 1% . Y Demon,
f ; honorable
I

'r

|
L
b

YOU KNOW MY NAME 2 I know many names, THE EMPEROR
NOW T AM Assustsmou Master Li. ; HAS sENEms INTO
ARE A DEMON. _ . EXILE.
Why did

ou come ‘DR ) AND T
ere, fomv Wy N\ CAME TOYouR
té Y TENT, LORD,

| seekING my

d COMPANION
ON THE JOURNEY,

A SMALL

KITTEN.




Ah: you are with
Wa[kfyThe Night Alone.
He is here. Mrrwrr2

You are many thousands
of leagues, and many
. hundreds of years, from
yourownh place.

HUNP
OF YE

\ b

In a mannep of king.You
%ee?n m&%?e?g?t lPiacesq"m,a’r

ming.This
is aﬁ%e:to wmcf 1 "c%mel
on occasion, 1o think, and
1o pemember.

N

O\-‘\\

&
ALREADY THIS DAY I HAVE SEEN
MY SON, WHO WASKILLED BY
THE EMPEROR , AND I TAKE THAT

' A5 AN EXCEEDING ILL OMEN. 1

f KNOW NOT WHAT YOU ARE, BUT

| T BELIEVE YOU MEAN ME NO

HARM .

THUS I HAVE A REQUIEST
OF YOU: A PRAYER, IF Yol WILL,
FROM ONE WHO KNOWS THAT,
WHILE THE GODS LISTEN TO AND
ANSWER ALL PRAYERS, IT |15 NOT
UNHEARD-OF FOR THE ANSWER
T0 BE "NO.”
.
\ on. ~—

MY LORP, NO
ONE KNOWS WHAT |
TOMORROW SHALL
BRING. AND IT 15 PROBABLE
THAT TOMORROW I SHALL
HAVE GONE TO mY
ANCESTORS.

FOR MANY LEAGUES
NOW, I HAVE BEEN
} DREAMING OF A
/) SMALL CUP OF WINE.
NOT A 5KIN OF
WINE, FOR A SKIN
OF WINE WOUILD MAKE
I/ ME MERRY, AND
£  FOOLISH, MERELY
A CUP OF WINE,
TO WARM ME.

13




THAT
WAS GOOPD.
GOOP AS

MY DREAMS.

HERE.
PLEASE.You
MUST BE PAID.

Keep your coin,
Mastep Li. Give it o
one who needs it.

I SHALL
GIVEIT TO
THE NEXT
BEGGAR
I MEET,
MY LORP.




There was Oneda When th
) T onceasa ;J ed, .

! who lov hls and ef‘l’he Eﬁ‘hem,

| 7
, FOOLISHNESS.

{

why; he

only sonas —fathér shed —"drd of moyrn
bemgh\ Muchasyou  notegrsand  him before he

. ) lovedyours. made ho was born, and
iy mourning. will hof mourn
ham how he (s
gone.

1 THINK THAT WAS -/ U

\ /

hat
ggju fhiﬂl?of"
that2

iy
. : o

Mr'r'r'? Verg well.

YFEIEY S The

LORPZ
|16 THERE A
WAYOUT
OF THIS
DESERT 2

re you
Igh




I fohow the kitten through
“~ the shifting sands,
Stumb)e on 0)d Yegs:

1 fee) o)der than Peng.

And then ! hearthe

murmur of voices.

ﬂnd from across the plain ! kear
the sounds of madness.







I cross the bridge, teling myseﬁ o
that! am dreammg A




I's the yelow dusk thickens,
my thoughts are stirred : @
and ftroub)ed.

nce across the bridge!
find myseX confused:

ave ! ¢crossed the bridge at aN?
Am T agam experiencimg what
! tiave alveady experienced?

— —
o

s i e cannot say, and truly 4o not know. fiear Jow voices,
g T “~ Forthe second time my feet take - distant riders,
S me toward a tent. far-off thunder.
-
~ | Greetings,, > We have meft,
Master "z = MWaster Li.
THERE WAS A \
MAN ACROSS THE
CHASM WHO COULP :
HAVE BEEN YOUR
BROTHER.
e/
You metme,
Master Li.Along
time ago.,
7O YOU,— PARPON THEN S ick
MASTER. CONFUSION OF ANOLD ‘
You foo
MAN, BUT HAVE WE NOT ;
MET BEFOREZ brave one.
Will you
walk with me, Q
MasterLiz :

I WiLL
PO AS MY LORD
REQUIRES,

19




1"'.-1*—_.-{ ¥
b hiey rode toward us in a cloud of dust.
' L 7 Thejang)e of harness and bit,

“a“' ! the clash of spear against shield,
e, ry) Silver whips glinted at the horses”

1 flanks,
The pounding of hiooves echioed like

A i', thunder across the sands.

/_fj_
ARE YOU /
THE LORDOF THIS Iam.
REALM2

OMNIA ’

MY LORD, WE
MY LORD,,, WHAT
Eféﬁg E;.%’E -. WILL HAPPEN TO U5 MUTANTUR,
SO LONG | NOWZ2 WiLL You . Mfg’f} .~
A TIME ~N RETURN US TO THE INTERIT,, 2
: A TIMES AND THE
T PLACES FROM
WHICH WE

That is wh § fp________
I_amIIer'e T#e o= e ¥
time has come ‘
for you to leave

this place. OR WILL WE CRUMBLE /
TO DUST, AND, FORGOTTEN,

BECOME ONE WITH THE

DESERT2

Yames flicker in the whiteness of his robe.
He shakes his kead slowly. ! cannot tel)
ifeis smiling.
Ferhiaps hie smiles. And then ke furns away.
There is the sound of summer thunder,
distant and gentle.

We are aone, in the silence, only the hiss
of the wind on the sand.

-



I have no liking
for prisons, N
Master Li.

That this is
the way of |ife,
from the All-
Highest down
To he meanest

; creature in
N\ creation...

4

<

whether this
ls caseo nc;, it

l? hing
0 open cages

Someti
atwebu gaur
;?ht_l:orselves, th We | ﬁk
arr'rlaumenfp ﬁne wh:leg

© Itis still 2

virtuous act
1o free the
imprisoned.

S0 THE
SAGES TELL
us.

.f {Q

+» Tools, of
> course, can be
e S
e
know, I musf

emera d

“

INTO EXILE, LORD.
THE EMPEROR NO

1
LONGER HAS NEED \ \
OF MY COUNSEL . \




Would the venerable MasterLi
do honor fome and my modest

reaim by consent-
ingfoactas a__
couns;;lor'?

To come
1’om humble
c cf eand

for‘ as
Iong as he
wishes2

you
HONOR ME
WITH YOUR
OFFER,
LORD.

1 AM GOING INTO EXILE: SENTENCED TO BE PREFECT
IN THE FARTHEST OUTPOST OF THE EMPIRE. I AM QUITE AN
OLD MAN, ANP THE EMPEROR I5 STILL A YOUNG MAN, THERE-
FORE 1 DO NOT EXPECT EVER TO RECEIVE A MESSAGE
TELLING ME I CAN RETNRN HOME.

I SHALL NOT
LIVE TO SEE MY WIFE
AGAN, OR THE VILLAGE

OF MY BIRTH.
BUT 1 HAVE SPENT
4 MY LIFE INOBEPIENCE
70 THE WILL OF THE
EMPEROR, AND THE
EMPEROR HAS SENT METo
THE VILLAGE OF WEI. T
WILL PO As MY
EMPEROR HAS

§ S

Omnia mutantur,
nihil interit.

LORD --
WHAT WAS IT
THE BARBARIAN “Everythi
SAID, ASTHE | changes, bu
RIDERS hothi ?fls truly
VANISHED?

If you cha
yo céir;i{ﬁnnﬁffre
Fare Zou well,

22




St

y guide had thought

me faken by the desert,

Stolen by ogres and fox-
spirits, stolen by demons
or ghiosts.

The kitten saved my Vife,
making me cry out.

ut truth or no, stiN ! be-

think of
“# thecry
a newborn
babe gives,
arriving in §
the world.

Clothes
are crusted
with sand,
my body is
sore and
aching.
Was it a dream? q
Or just a dream?

Or madness?

-

fiaved in the correct
manner,

And correctness in behavior
is one of the
carding)
virtues.

I place the
kitten in
my sleeve
once

more.

liave saved hisVife, as ke
saved mine, and am
responsible for kim.

We cannof evade our
responsibilities.

That which is dreamed

Can never be Yost,
can never he
un-dreamed.



R ST i ™ e o A
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B TRl . — i
I ska)) truly set brush to paper when ! reack the viNage of Wei, oVd friend.
My thoughts go to you; and to my wife, dlone and disgraced in the Capita);

And o my son.

am banishied to the grey waste at the end of the world,

hut ! mourn myselt nolonger; ! cherisk the pain in my kand.
imagine the taste of the mulberries in the violet dusk.

And tomorrow ! ska)) arrive in the town of Wei,

Tt .

(me the phoenix arises
and does not descend.
And everything changes. ———""N

nd nothing is
truly Yost.




