
Cannon Fodder 
Jiang Xue, Frank Stewart, Ming Di

Manoa, Volume 32, Number 1, 2020, p. 182 (Article)

Published by University of Hawai'i Press
DOI:

For additional information about this article

https://doi.org/10.1353/man.2020.0067

https://muse.jhu.edu/article/761422

[18.117.186.92]   Project MUSE (2024-04-25 12:54 GMT)



182 Mānoa  Q  Tyranny Lessons

J I A N G  X U E

Cannon Fodder

We try to hold the ashes  
in the remaining, deformed palm. 
When mixed with tears  
the ashes solidify into cement. 
Do we feel grief? We are too numb  
even to sort out the fragments in the ashes. 

They fall from the sky like snow 
smudging our faces with their blackness, 
as if a punishing spirit wanted us to see 
our streaked faces when we gaze in a mirror.

So we must bathe, 
try to cleanse ourselves, 
though it’s not possible to wash away the memory, 
or scrub away the stains. 

Splintered like painful nerve endings  
they are everywhere in our bodies, 
crying out to us like rivers.

Cannon fodder. Cannon ashes.

We roll the cannon ashes through the snow  
as if creating a giant snowball  
that could gather up the fears 
that overpower the remnants 
of our dreams, and roll away our silence. 
The snowball of ashes is enormous, like a monument  
that could collapse at any moment:

dark ashes, heavy and brittle.

Hubei 
2017

Translation by Frank Stewart and Ming Di

Q


