
Zero 零  

When I told you that my mouth agape  
could hold all rivers of sorrow––tinted yellow,  
 
I wasn’t bluffing. How could I be bluffing 
when my eyes were bleeding corals, red shoals  
 
and dead tomorrows? I began as pictograms.  
I was soaked in radicals of decapitated heads.  
 
I was subtracted from zero. My marrows  
ache in zero plus zero––rift in bones inscribed  
 

what equals zero––the remnants of rain ⾬  

ringing in the echoes of blind orders 令  

 
––I heard them scream smash the sparrows!  
Count!––how many rodents, how many flies,  
 
how many mosquitoes, how many lives  
and how many more things in this world  
 
can ever be cleared to zero? When I told you  
that I was born out of extermination, I too  
 
wondered, how could I not be joking––cracking  
the funniest jokes in front of pointing gun barrels?  
 
Bursts––of red, red, red––on basins of yellow,  
in the rivers of souls, waves of whips are cracked  
 
––it is where I begin again––flowing again.  
And last night I dreamed, I was crushed again  
 
by tanks: one after one after one, lining  
up in Tiananmen Square, they came cracking  
 
on, and on corpses, into Harcourt Road  
veiled in smoke. Parts of me lay prostrate,  
 
still whispering be grateful, be grateful  
that you are not shredded into scraps  
 

of zero.  
 



The First of Forty-Nine Days 
 

 


