
ChAngmIng yuAn

rEading BEtwEEn thE linEs

Between the lines is there no meaning squatting

except a bold row of cheerful cherry trees 

Standing tall in front of my half-fenced house

that bloom for two weeks in a year only

Between spring and summer

Between the lines is there no emotion hidden

But a pair of little unsung yellow birds 

Popping up from nowhere

One has flown far away from home

The other still learning to fly close to the nest

Between the lines the words is there no metaphor explored

But a black and white photo of my parents

Who are hospitalized alternately in China

for the imbalance between yin and yang

a disease both blood-related   


