You Cannot Divide By Zero

There are things that vanish before you even touch them.
A number pressed too hard against the fault lines,
a thought unraveled before it takes shape.

Some things are erased the moment they are spoken,
like footprints swallowed by the tide,

like candle smoke thinning into the dark.

They existed,

for a moment,

for as long as the mind could hold them,

but now they are gone.

Nothing can be halved into something.

Nothing can be split, shared, given away in pieces.
Nothing, divided, remains nothing.

This is the law. The rule. The unchangeable silence.

But my hands do not understand silence.

They reach, they write, they calculate, they press,

as if some answer might emerge in the smudges of graphite,
as if the void might give itself up to reason.

I do not know why,

only that when I press pencil to paper,

the page does not move.

It is a wall, a refusal, a breath that does not exhale.
And yet, [ try.

I stack equations like towers,

each one reaching for something it will never grasp.
I build bridges with fractions,

believing that if I step lightly enough,

if I carry only the weight of wanting,

I might make it across.

But the moment I reach zero,
the road collapses.



There is no other side.

No answer.

Only the gaping absence of what should be.

Only the quiet weight of everything that could have been,
but never was.

And yet, [ try.

I try, because no one told me why I shouldn’t.

No one tells a child that infinity is a lie,

that some doors open only to empty air.

That sometimes, no matter how many times you knock,
there will be no hand to turn the handle.

I try, because I am stubborn.
Because I have been told that if I want something enough,
I should be able to make it real.

I was raised to believe in equations,

that every problem must have a solution,
that if a variable is missing,

I must be the one to find it.

But here is a lesson I was never taught:
zero does not bargain.
Zero does not break.

I fold it, stretch it, scatter it across the margins,
but it does not move.

It does not give, does not yield,

does not flinch beneath my hands.

Like the moment before a word is spoken.
Like a name that almost comes to mind.
Like the quiet before an answer that never arrives.

Zero is the empty chair at the table,
the shadow of a voice I cannot recall,
the echo of a question no one wants to answer.

I cannot divide what does not exist,
but I have never stopped trying.



Some infinities unravel.
A thread pulled loose from the edge of the universe,
a spiral widening forever, reaching nowhere at all.

But zero is different.

It is the gravity that does not let go.
It is the thing that holds space still,
unmoving, untouched, undeniable.

I ask the question again,
but the answer does not change.

There is no division of nothing.
There is no fraction of absence.

If you take the air from the wind,
the silence from an echo,

the weight from the world,

what remains?

Not less, not a piece, not a fraction,
just the hollow, undivided shape of loss.

Zero does not ask to be understood.
It is not waiting for an apology,
not waiting to be found.

It simply is.
And that is enough.

I have seen people disappear like this.
A number subtracted too many times.
A presence erased,

not in pieces,

but all at once.

Some vanish from photographs first.
You see them in the background, blurred,
half-turned, the edge of a sleeve,

but the next time you look,

they are gone.



Some vanish in conversations,

the mention of their name fading out,

like ink thinning in water,

until no one remembers to ask where they went.

Some vanish in the way silence lingers.
In the way a chair is left empty,
in the way a room holds its breath.

I have tried to split my grief
into manageable parts,

to break it down,

to share it,

to give it away in increments.

But it does not bend.
It does not shatter into something easier to hold.

Some things, when divided, do not get smaller.
They simply cease to be.

And still, the hand moves to solve.
Still, the mind refuses to accept
the truth of the blank space.

Still, I ask the question.
Still, I press the numbers into the page.
Still, I try to divide by zero.

And yet, [ try.

Because hope is a stubborn thing.
Because even when I know the answer,
I still want to check the work.

Because even when I know the road does not exist,
I still find myself stepping forward,
waiting for the bridge to build itself beneath my feet.

There is something in me that refuses to stop searching,
that refuses to accept that some things cannot be reached.



There is something in me that still believes
that if I press hard enough,

if I try just one more time,

the numbers will give.

There is something in me that wants to prove
that the rule is wrong.

But zero does not bend.
It does not soften.

Zero does not break.
Zero does not change.

And neither do L.
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