


The Emperor's New 
Clothes 





Are you really a Chinese Immigrant? 

A poem…  
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Why Do I Write? 





Wings Toward Sunlight 
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The Ontario Poetry Society 

 
 

 

 

Chinese media and 
Chinese communities 
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The soul should always stand ajar, 

Ready to welcome the ecstatic experience.  

 

                                    Emily Dickinson    



There must be something 

upon the hill. 

When new moon whispers to shadows, 

trees stretch each limb, 

and owls halt. 

 

There must be something 

in the breeze. 

When misty May breathes fragrance, 

windows half-open, 

sunrays shed gold. 

 

There must be something 

on the beach. 

When sunset dips down the skyline, 

tide spreads white skirts, 

sand embraces our footprints. 

 

There must be something  

beneath the snow. 

When quiet dominates mountains,  

squirrels clutch pinecones,  

I watch you from a distance. 







30 minutes break  

Unwrapping a dream 
Beauty inside reveals truth 
Change never ceases 

Music by Mark Harry  



ur Eyes  

?? 





Visiting the Emily Dickinson Museum 
 
I came across the ocean 
to seek you at the old Amherst garden 
where you drew night woods, 
birds perched mute in their deference. 
 
I wandered in your walled world, 
far away from fame. 
Where you mused on pallid sheets, 
a lamp stood tall in your dim room. 
 
Death drove in and out. 
On your gravestone he carved, 
You outlive. 
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