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Like any Chinese kid forced to become a doctor, | know
the body flushes out salt for over 24 hours, preserving the other
39% like frozen red bean buns in Ziploc bags. And after? Even now, in

a dingy 2-star restaurant in Massachusetts, | trace outlines of a pig
on blood-red parchment. In Chinese zodiacs, the pig must beware
the monkey. In another life, | quote this to Mom but she pretends

not to hear. We aren’t good at listening but know how to get our
way. This is what my teacher says when | come back with puffy cheeks
and swollen eyes, playground wood-chucks baring my blood.

When | ask for forgiveness, she tells me I'm a pretty crier. Not that |
cry prettily, but | have a pretty cry—listen, my intonation as | restart
speech practice. What phrase would you like me to repeat?

What fricative have | pronounced wrong? Is there a difference in
reproachful with one | versus two I's? At home, Mom cries to
Grandma over the phone that I've renounced the body

that birthed me. How I've forgotten a language that was never mine
to begin with. In a bathroom in Massachusetts, | coax open a fortune
cookie, turn it inside out. | excavate past flesh, tongue curling

around the words, these cerulean syllables. I’'m a greedy girl but only
because | can call this yearning mine. Lucky numbers: 13, 66, 17.
When | leave | swipe another fortune and a peppermint off the

counter, roll the latter over my teeth. Remember the taste: that this
fresh is fresh, not fresh off the boat, not fresh out of poverty, not
fresh bullet wounds or monsoons. That the first time | visited, | left

juicing an orange slice in my jean pocket— nutrient cascading down
wrist bone and rebirthing in my mouth like rust. Next to the
restaurant: A supermarket on the verge of surrender. Mom and |, we



were raised in supermarkets: | spent my afternoons wishing a boy
would kiss me, and she spent hers searching for identity within
aisle markers. Found it? America asks. It won’t stop calling her phone.

She says it never does. And yet. | admit,
it was her who taught me this supermarket is a refuge, its bone-white
rays of light, fish odor staining our clothes, bloodlines upon bloodlines

of products. She teaches me AJ%—spoons, for defending eyebags.
Wooden for love, metal for retribution. Sheet masks for fine lines.
Mung beans for sickness. Already, standing here, | see everything the

way salt inhabits shore: apologies tucked into fruit bodies, starvation
cratering plastic bags, apertures in cashiers’ eyes during night shifts.
Vowels dying on their lips. | forgot to tell you I lie about these kinds of

things too often, but a lie isn’t a lie until it’s false to others. And yet.
Each day | run through the aisles with all truth | can give, stock-
piling portraits of chips, grieving amongst expiration dates. Too soon

we exit this technicolor hospital. This vessel for reprieved souls and
even deadlier elegies. The bok choy | bought: already spoiling. |
stomach the rot as a secret for later. Tonight,

we will eat what has been given: bodies, lives, futures / pasts.
Memories. We'll spit them back out as fuel for the Toyota. Driving
away from the luminescence, lucky numbers—



