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I.
Through and invisible door
This voyage
Imaginary (imagined?)

Mikili:
So powerful a pull
Demanding sacrifice. And a death.

For paradise here we will risk a life there.

Because we believed in them. Believed when
they said the sky was Technicolour blue, here,
and the houses too.

In Belleville.

Belle ville.

Pretty city.

An answer, or half a reality: part for the whole
of dreams we have always already shared.
Since childhood.

And so now, life’s latest phase.

Behind me: conflicts/ wars/ envies/ all of those
whom I left there, tethered to a single grid of pain.

Life lived in hope and fear that someone,
just one man, will gather wings enough to go.

To Belleville.

Belle ville.

Pretty city.

No false moves are allowed.

None, if I am to make real a dream I have
always already lost.

Here, I have become a bridge back there.
Forbidden to break. For a family left behind.

The earth has taken a tentative step.

And has found she’s home to beings
who don’t give a crap.

Who crap on her.
And step on others, building staircases of flesh.

One man does what another man did to him;
it’s the order of things. The world changes
and changes, too fast.
Evil lives everywhere, and everywhere everyone
wants to be quoted: call my name/my name first.

Because we do not know yet who we are.

Everybody’s looking everywhere.
Some make history, make it up as they go.

To feel up, and high. Higher, highest.

To live in France.

Metropolis.

Metro police.

In Belleville.

The voyager – I– is a stranger in the pretty city,
but that’s not all.

This is not his first voyage.

It is his second: a voyage of the mind – 
imaginary travel begun even as a first trip is underway.

In quest, always, of the real reason for our attachment.

Our attachment to a fake.
To pretty pretty stories, fake through and through.
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II.
The butterfly and I.

We belong to different species.

It’s difference in a good way.

Still, we are both voyaging spirits: sight of us prophecies a visit.

We fly low, past seas of beetles beating the earth’s crust

And consider coming to a rest.

Landing.

Falling.

And proceeding.

Breathing, because somehow we must cease feeling
the strangeness of who we are.

I doubt those who live in Belleville know their luck;
they (too) could have landed elsewhere.

The butterfly.

And I.

Fallen.

The departure is imaginary, the arrival not. These kinds of
realities you hold onto hard. Belleville/ Belle Ville/ pretty city;
it’s everybody’s talking about.

Itinerary:

- Home town: Bonkena, today Mbandaka, Equator province
  (centre of the world)
- Congo River: on the water, grandly, all the way.
- Capital city: Kinshasa/ Kin la Belle/ belle belle ville.

So many days, so many documents, so many hours and days
and months waiting to be chosen, elected to move, shuffled,
like so many papers

- Kinshasa to paris: Kin la Belle to belle Ville.

8000km, but in transit  no one gives it a thought:
the only thing you want to know is is if the sky there really is
Technicolour Blue.

So much time spent dressing up the dream:
most who make it are disappointed.

But the real problem, the nut of it, is this. To fit in. To find a fit.
Any fit.

How to (take 1): in Belleville, shall I copy everything?

- Mbandaka to Belleville. This is how it is for me:
a pipe, a tube, a piece of pipeline just wide enough for one
man’s body; you crawl in one side and come out on the other.
What memories you have, you store. A memory card will do.
Or a flash drive.

Crawl out and, this side, never once stop thinking.

You may be the last man on earth.

How will you know where and when and how to jump?

One friend bridges the here and the there, the four corners of
my earth, and my right, my one right, to the city: www.

I dream in Internet.

Everybody here is passing through.

Belleville.

Belle Ville.

Pretty pretty city.

She gives us one century. 100 years exactly. to know her.

And the hour is late.

I am:
BOKETSHU BOKUNGU ISATULI BAKALANGANYA
Born to BOKETSHU ISATULI nad BOKUNGU BALAMBA

Butterfly man.

I sit still, still in a pool whose mirror surface hides
the counter-shadow of another I, trapped in an empty screen.
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