
​Ritual Object in the Form of an Annular Disk​

​Chinese, 2500-2000 BC, jade (nephrite)​

​A seam divides it, makes it​
​look soft. River water, leaf skin. A shape​
​here like an animal curled​
​around its own heart.​
​On the back: what could be a word​
​shaped for singing. The middle character of my name​
​I share with ancestors​
​six generations back, not even close​
​to when this jade was ground​
​and polished. It’s the year​
​of the dragon, and I don’t know how​
​not to waste another. What makes these cracks​
​look strong, like roots, like lightning? I don’t know​
​how the curve of this scar down the center​
​of me could be worth keeping​
​under gallery light. I want to believe​
​back then there was a dwelling:​
​three generations sharing food, DNA​
​reaching forward into me, veins​
​like telephone wire, the thousand miles of it​
​I called across in Nainai’s last hours,​
​when she could no longer​
​speak but knew my voice, knew the breaking​
​of my song.​


