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Article written by Ms. Jing Wang in memory of her talented daughter Candy
whom commit suicide. It contains introduction, Candy's poems and Jing
Wang's tribute to Candy Wei.
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Candy Rong-Rong Wei was my
suicide at the University of
2001. She was only twenty
beautiful and strong
compassionate. She
and a poet/writer.
behind a Tlarge
art work (made

daughter. She committed
Michigan on January 16,
years old. A
person, wise and
was an artist
She left
corpus of
in a

variety of mediums) ,
poetry, and other
creative writing
s. For me t h e
most eye- catchi
ng work 1is t h e
eggs and sperm
series she h a d
worked onconsi
stently during
the last year of her
1ife. Whether they were
done 1in wood block, 1in
0il, or 1in crayons,

those prints and
portrayed the same
existence - the [bardo]
cosmology - or the Timbo,
the Jjourney taken between death and rebirth by
thespirit of the deceased before reincarnation. She wanted to
capture the moment of (re)birth when the dancing sperm swarms towards and into the hole-1ike
eggs.Such Jjoy of the dead, as she finally traveled through the tunnel-1ike bardo
andreemerged from darkness.

paintings all
state o f
state in Buddhist
or 1in mundane terms,

For a bereaved mother, those paintings provided an ultimate answer to the riddle of a
daughter's suicide. They were concrete images imbued withthe symbolism of a religious
philosophy, gushing forth from theunconscious; they were also the expression of a
schizophrenic's passion for and commitment to 1ife. In endless long nights, they pained and
liberated mme at the same time. I had spoken of the Buddhist epiphanies unconsciously
embedded in her egg/sperm thematic series. Please see below the memorial speech I gave for
Rong-Rong at Duke University where I taught.>>Inexorably, all those images and her favorite
metaphor of the tunnelbade me over and over again: death is a journey and a process, not the
end.

Rong Rong Wei's web site: www.humancomp.org/candy_wei

AAMBRMEMIE © www.humancomp.org/candy_wei
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Music from the Womb
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Locked in the room of confinement

This white has been bleached

Flakes of dandruff peal off their walls

Asmall hand chipping away at the ceiling
Narrow holes where the snakes used to live
Whose tiny shell hearts are left exposed to me
The windows are not there

Outside red maples bathe in the sun of blue
No windows, not here

butall lhavetodois

look at my bed

The blanket, designed with the sun, moons and stars,
is my window

into space

it might be the sea

that my blanket stole

or was it the last shooting star

that fell into ice land for the first time

Atnight. my head rests upon a mossy stone

purple pansies grow around my face
Surrounding me like petals of a daisy

Each flower is that petal

ready to blow away and wilt on the cold ground
When someday it will be labeled as an ancient fossil
No, thatis not the way

Flowers die because | sleep in their flowerbed
Crushed they bloom, crushed they will go

| awake from the dream

and shake my head my dream catcher

All of the petals of flowers fall

each one with the same message: Forget me not

(11/29/95, at Duke's Mental Ward)
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She walks in from the hole

We soared around the hole, watching her balance at the edge
we were the sights that she saw, the breath that she breathed

only the smells were not ours, as we flew straight up
into the blackened cloud banks

like shrikes screeching The collective Truth in the echoing empty sky.

that dark void echoing rhetoric language,
spells of smoked gouda and orange spice
nourishing the seed of her womb

seeing what they see

breathing what they breathe

she has that human quality

Naked she came, naked she walks; not a feather to shield her from the sun,
not a hide to shelter her, not a wing she could put her long neck in.
Whois this other woman? And why are there so many of her?

These are questions Raven never asks, but simply accepts:
we are all multiplicity, alive, alive, alive.

throughout the dawn
shadows clothe her nakedness

and the aroma from the cedar grove

We smell nothing.
We hear the laughter of two (or three or multiplicity).
This reminds us she is many and will always be.

Like us, shrikes and ravens flat against the luminescent sky.

mingles in with her laughter

and for a moment

you are reminded of yourself

that daisy pattern infinitely repeated

you are a viewer watching in from the outside,

We are a band of watchers, aloft as always
infinitely repeating our chattering reminder

welcoming her and her and her back from that cold, cold hole.

Dapnun,

SUBARY pue mojieg Iuel Yy

We find her tears of mourning at the burial site and cherish them

and wait till we can send them back to the rainforest where they were born.

atearlostin the rain
something always withers
and you are weeping,
holding yourself at her burial
those words of endearment

hes...dust to dust...

that unmistakable sound of her coffin closing
your grief comes out in half sobs

you retch

and the tears that you once shed for yourself were now for her

We were there when the oceans were steam.

We were there when the cypress was grass.

Our claws were the feet of cyclops, our wings the limbs of pterodactyl.
All the tears she sheds are our amoebic confreres,

and her journey home is our joyous occasion

for unrestrained flight.

there is a path

on the dark journey back home
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Jing Wang's tribute to Candy Wei January 28, 2001

Dear Friends:

I want to pay my tribute to Candy by starting with a recollection | had of what she said
during our last trip in Japan this past Christmas. The episode | want to recall took place
on December 28, exactly a month ago. We were riding on a tour bus through Kobe, a
city a few hours from Kyoto. That afternoon, we saw a bridge by the sea, a park, a tower,
and we rode through man»4 Is. At the end of the day, | turned to Candy and asked
her which scenic spot she most. She said,"the tunnel." It was a very long and
dark tunnel that she liked \ shback didn't come back to me until three days ago
when | was looking for the physical image of a tunnel. As some of you may know, the
tunnel - an image for the Bardo of becoming - is the most important part of the phowa -
the Tibetan Buddhist ritual for the dead - | have been performing for Candy every day
since her death on January 16. | visualize in this ritual a tunnel radiating with pure bright
light. I visualize that Candy is walking into this tunnel of light, walking through it feeling
loved, safe, and warm. | visualize: as she is walking down this long, radiating tunnel, the
light is getting brighter and brighter, stronger and stronger, and warmer and warmer until
she plunges into the light, merges into it, becomes one with it, and is reborn. It brought
me comfort fo remember the feelings that Candy and | shared as we were riding
through the Kobe tunnel that afternoon - we felt a sense of wonder and tranquility.
Candy is traveling again. This time, alone, but not through a dark tunnel. She is walking
through a tunnel radiating with bright light. She is walking toward another cycle of rebirth
and reincarnation.

I flew to Ann Arbor feeling devastated and hurt, hurt not as much by her decision as by
my memories of her. She was so talented, so determiined, so independent, so beautiful,
and fragile. While | was there, a news reporter at the Michigan Daily interviewed me. But
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in the published article, she censored the most important part of our conversation - my understanding of the
choice Candy made. Suicide isa taboo in all societies. We are so afraid of talking about it that we would
rather pity than try to understand the mind of those who chose this path. Candy went in pain, but notin panic.
she had struggled with psychosis and understood that it was a chronic condition that could only be
controlled by medication. She made a decision about what she wanted as an artist. Her decision was to
have all or nothing. She accepted no constraints on her ability to create art and other beautiful things. She
decided not to live a life dependent on medication because she felt that the drugs had dulled her senses
and subdued her creative urge. She had also decided not to accept the other option - that is, to live the rest
of her life in fear, not knowing when the next relapse would occur, if she chose to quit medicine.

| went to Ann Arbor, grief-ridden. But | came back with a full understanding of the importance of agency and
autonomy for Candy. She could not bear to be controlled by medicine and by a disease that cannot be
cured. She wanted to live a full life free of all constraints. And if that was impossible, she chose to end this life,
while unconsciously knowing that she is beginning another.

| can dwell on this abstract notfion of rebirth & reincarnation to no end. But | am not lecturing today. | just want
to say that Tibetan Buddhism meant a lot to Candy, especially in the last few months of her life when she was
searching for her spiritual roofts. Buddhism was not just a religion to her, oran idea. She turned it intfo images
without knowing consciously what she was trying to say. | came back to our house last Sunday. | walked into
her room carrying her belongings | took back from Ann Arbor, missing her very much and hurting. But almost
instantly, | stumbled into more than three dozens of her art work that celebrated the joy of sperm dancing on
the eggs and dancing with the eggs. | was in joy and in disbelief when | found those precious
drawings/paintings because they showed me a Candy celebrating the joy of birth and rebirth. She had been
painting those images consistently and with increasing intensity throughout last year before the relapse hit
her in the fall. And even after the relapse, she continued to scribble those images in her notebooks. The later
images were sloppier, but the motif of birth continued to dominate. Those drawings make up a large part of
her exhibition today. Throughout last year, she had attained a heightened unconsciousness of the state of
being and becoming that she is in right now - her long passage toward light and rebirth.

Candy lives on in the images she created and in our memories of her. To commemorate her, we setupa
scholarship endowment fund in her name in the School of Art and Design at the University of Michigan. It is an
international travel fellowship for art students, something that Candy had always dreamed of doing. | am

also planning to edita memorial volume of Candy's wo, includes all aspects of her visual art and
digital art, and her poetry and short stories. My friends py‘s friends: | would like to ask all of you to
commemorate Candy by doing one kind, good deed emory, thinking of her when you are doing the

deed. Candy will blossom each time when we open our hearts to generous thoughts and deeds.

| want to end my tribute with an excerpt from Candy's email to her cousin early last fall. | want you to hear her
voice and get a glimpse of her mind:"What do | think about? Brand new things. | want to gather experiences...
| want to do as much as possible. Passivity is a quality in people that | despise the most. Last year, |

developed a tuff girl complex. A tuff grrl is a girl that destroys all female stereotypes... A tuff grrlis strong,
active, independent, and most of all, she isn't afraid of change. Without change, there will be no

progression just stagnation.”

There is nothing more horrible for Candy than stagnation. And so limagine - her spirit is marveling at the
change and experience she is going through right now.She didn# leave me any notes. She knew that |
would figure out, through those joyful images of sperm and eggs that her journey has just begun.




