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About the Author/ fEE® A

Anna Yin, born in China, Immigrated to Canada in 1999
and has three chapbooks and one trade book “Wings
Toward Sunlight” published by Mosaic Press in 2011.

In 2005, Anna received the Ted Plantos Memorial
Award and in 2010, she won MATRY Award. She was
interviewed by CBC Radio twice. Anna holds a Bachelor
of Science degree from Nanjing University and a Creative
Writing Certificate from the University of Toronto. Anna
is a member of the League of Canadian Poets and is a
Director of the Chinese Cultural federation of North
America. Her website: http://annapoetry.com
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Farewell to Sunflowers

A million arrows are aimed at the sky,
yet the sun hasn’t been shot down.
Glancing back,

their golden faces are full of tears.
Mourning grasses

grow high in my eyes,

burn flames in the wind.

Those duckweeds and swimming fish,
those floating clouds and breezes,
are all behind me

in warm waves and lonely songs.

In turning, | lose my way

and feel the lotus core in pieces.
With arrows sifting through my hand,
| see sunset in crimson.

(Both Chinese and English version published in IVY
Poetry )
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Beyond My Knowing

You ask if I know you--
by now, I still remember
the old river, stones:
flapped like birds,

reeds covered whispers.

Your hands cupped mine
as a sprouting lily

among the white reed bed.
Curtain-like drizzle dangled

and stars bloomed till dawn.

Now and later,

| stand by my shadow;
listen to their falling--
in quiescence.

As time takes me,
an echo repeats--
reminiscence is fruitless.

(Published in Poetry Canada Magazine in 2005)
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Toronto, No More Weeping
(in memory of Cecilia Zhang)

| dream of you in crimson,
morning sun blazing in its glory,
maple leaves flaming on the skyline;

Through silvery threads you are sailing,
sheer wings gliding upon the crescent,
with drizzle drifting in its glowing.

The city below railed off by yellow ribbons,
streets inside muted in cold reminiscence.
The slim buildings huddle in silence,

as crowds hunt for evidence.

They spin their wheels to chase you,
plough shadows of each angle.

Your smiling posters traverse the entire city
carried by the heartbroken.

The coming spring is very cold,

even as chilly as the breaking news.
Candles and cards confide our yearning
wish for you to reside in peace in heaven.

You ride on a rainbow to my dream;
pour soft light upon my poem.
Starlets gleaming in your eyes,

rise up in primal unison.

Whirlwinds brush away my tear,
streams moisten my tone.

The angel, a presence very near,
walks you into the eternal heaven.

Breezes wave their rustle.
Beaches cradle their ocean.
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Where you lay shall burst into rich blossoms.
Whom you suffered by, shall pay for the crime.

May winds bring in your fragrance.
May birds sing in your tune.

May loved ones weave your dreams.
May the homeless find your lantern.

| paint my dream with each line,

and hone the blues off my mind.

My voices echo with tsunami howling,
"Toronto, no more weeping!"

(Winning poems for 2005 Ted Plantos Award,
aired on CBC Radio in 2005. To hear it, please visit
http://anna.88just.com/cbc.htm )

Note: Cecilia Zhang was a 9 years old Chinese girl kidnapped
from her Toronto home in 2003 and murdered soon after.
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Mourning for a Chinese Writer: Iris Chang

How long will | hold up?

| feel your ashes around me.

Your song of life can't be accomplished;
| hear the wind blow it away.

Time is an empty piano,
losing its tune.

What slips through our fingers
dreams or eternity?

My heatrt falls
with your fleeting existence.

(Published in Poetrysky in 2005)
Note: Iris Chang, Author of “The Rape of Nanking”.
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There Must Be Something

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,

| watch you from a distance.

(Selected poems for 2005 Ted Plantos Award)
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The Great Wall

In my dream, the Great Wall

is a flying dragon,

floating over lush mountains.

My ancestors fight their long journey
towards a peaceful and harmonious land.

From the moon, the Great Wall

is a marvelous totem,

shining with durative sheen.

My contemporaries carry it with esteem,
enhance its solid foundation.

Upon my heart, the Great Wall

is an eternal home,

crossing over the Pacific Ocean.

My offspring will follow its beckoning
towards a root-searching return.

(selected in an anthology “Bright Future” in 2005)
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March's Rainy Curtain

Come with me

to the South of China,

in rainy March.

Down a long lane,

under an oil-paper umbrella,
our strolling steps
interwoven with raindrops.

Roam with me

towards the West Lake.

Upon the warm breeze

within a night, the banks turn green.

Through slanted eaves,

crisp birdcalls and golden sunrays
beam my river-flowing home.
Boats line along narrow canals.

Yet, the north wind flutters
our correspondence.
Upon my desk, daffodils
outline their yellow hem—
my nostalgia lost in

a far drifting curtain.
Drizzle in lilac scent

fails to curl up.
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The Trip to Lan Hill

After twenty years,

today, | receive your letter
asking if | still remember
the trip to Lan Hill.

You mention the lush forest
where aromas of peaches dense.
You recall the sparse campsite,

a serene and cool night.

From the distant dim cave,
the flow of time
surges.

Shadows of an empty forest
tremble in candle light,
echoes fade.

Night is dark,

| hear your words—
memory

the first sunray of dawn.

Published in Poetrysky 3rd issue 2005
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Desert Rose

It is cheap,

50 cents in an African Market,

sand and tiny stones congregate,

with a romantic name dried in the desert
where flowers are rare

life there

has no trace of spring;

| bring it back

and water it with my heart,
pray and hope.

only to find--

sand is sand,

it hones streams of tears.
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Root Carving

This tree falls

in echoes of the saw,

roots pulled up roughly.
Dedicated hands

chisel them until

their dragon facade appears.

Dying, once resilient limbs
surviving many flashes of lightning,
now recline under our sympathetic eyes.

Turning around,

we hold ourselves

in layers of cold sail,

transplant our roots—

the hardship beyond anyone's touch.

(Honorable Mentions in 8th international PoetryContest by
Mattia Family)
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The Farewell Symphony
listening to Haydn

Another autumn sky , blue and clear,
out in wild fields reeds stretch.
Birdcalls fade in thin branches,
rivers silently gather fallen leaves.

Shadows grow dark and tall;
hills mute in shattered hues.
Winds spiral in deep valleys,
whose home, candles still beckon?

Soon snow will blanket everything below;
wild geese glance back and take off.
Their raucous echoes fall,

then drown and drown

pale in ebbs.

(both English and Chinese Versions published in
chinadaily.com in 2007)
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Because of the Wind

The poplars in my hometown
as slim as shadows,

bold branches

sneak into my dream.

Yet | have full hands of maple leaves
just fallen
with my body warmth.

They rustle quietly,
reminiscing of summer shade.

| carry each into my room,

sew them one after another.
Dressing them on my naked skin
| imagine they desire warmness.

Yet the fall cannot stop its footsteps,

and descends into the cold night.

| stand like a beacon.

Light travels to shine on the faraway road.
| repeat:

Spring cannot be far behind.
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When | Die

On my gravestone,

there is no word,

but a heart with a pair of wings.
When all other parts fade,
those shall remain.

The wind will flap those wings
and streams bubble underground,;
The sunset will cast its song

and lakes unfold their poems.

My grave will open its sliding tunnel,

for a butterfly to flutter to the moon,

when lavenders swing in evening primroses,
a wish star shall land in your dream.

I will sit demure

upon a blooming bay tree,
scattering fragrant petals
as the spring rain.

Selected in Poetrysky 4th issue 2005
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Moon Night

The moon hung up high,
like a silvery knife,
glaring and cold;

The trees with bare branches
dangled in ghostly gleam.

Walking through the shadows beneath,

| felt the moonlight pouring its numbness.
| took a deep breath,

inhaled the woe of your parting.
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Sunflowers

The seeds you sowed in spring,
now grow a field of golden suns.
Their flaming faces

look towards your dreamland,
up high, timeless.

| worry how their heads bow at night.
| wish | had a magic wand
to keep the sun from setting.
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Late Night

The cat huddles in a corner.
Tonight he won’t go anywhere.
His half-open eyes make me nervous.

My pink dress is half off,

skin shining like snow.

Mona Lisa in the mirror smiles.
| suddenly hesitate.

A spider on the wall
enjoys a trapped moth.

(published in poetrysky in 2006)
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The girl in a mirror

watching me,
smart in suits,

ten years long

or longer...

no remarks,

the wind passes by.

Another autumn,
shadows turn long,

my bones grow lichens
to cover naked skin.
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Valentine’s day

You are supposed to buy a rose
in such a pink atmosphere;

| wonder if roses bloom

only for us.

The store owner winks,
afterwards, you can return them.

With a little money,

| hold the rose' destination;

when the day passes,

who else will care her petals paled
somewhere else?
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The Woman within Her House

Around the doorway, you wander,
breathe in two languages.

Remembrance is a house
with two back yards.

You want to add windows.
Not for increasing its value,
nor to make it pretty.

Just because you live there.

The wind swings the door open—
shadows float in moonlight.
Someday you’ll get tired

and list the house for sale.

But somewhere else, behind a door,
whispers imitate languages.

Nobody knows where you have been—
the rain is like a curtain,
your face veiled.
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