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23.
Today is the last day of winter;

Tomorrow morning is the vernal equinox.
One year’s prospects have changed to another.

Sadness kills the person in the wooden building.

24.
Random Thoughts Deep at Night

In the quiet of night, I heard, faintly, the whistling of wind.

The forms and shadows saddened me; upon seeing the landscape,
I composed a poem.

The floating clouds, the fog, darken the sky.

The moon shines faintly as the insects chirp.

Grief and bitterness entwined are heaven sent.

The sad person sits alone, leaning by a window.

Written by Yee of Toishan*s

15 The largest percentage of Chinese in the continental United
States and Canada came from Toishan District, located
southwest of the Pearl River Delta (see map on p. 3).
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25,
Random Thoughts at Mid-autumn Festival'®

The night is cool as I lie stiff on the steel bunk.

Before the window, the moon lady shines on me.

Bored, I get up and stand beneath the cold window.

Sadly, I count the time that’s elapsed; it is already mid-autumn.
We should all honor and enjoy her.

But I have not prepared even the most trifling gift,

and I feel embarrassed.

26.

The insects chirp outside the four walls.*”
The inmates often sigh.

Thinking of affairs back home,

Unconscious tears wet my lapel.

o
Depressed from living on Island, I sought the Sleeping Village.
The uncertain future altogether wounds my spirit.

When I see my old country fraught with chaos,

I, a drifting leaf, become doubly saddened.

16 The Mid-autumn Festival is celebrated on the fifteenth day
of the eighth lunar month, when Chinese families observe
the end of the harvest by sending wishes to the Moon
Goddess, sharing moon cakes with family and friends, and
worshipping the year’s brightest moon.

17 This poem imitates the “Mulan Ci” (Poem of Mulan), which
some judge to be a work dating back to the sixth century.
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31.

Imprisonment at Youli," when will it end?

Fur and linen garments have been exchanged; it is already another autumn.
My belly brims with discontents, too numerous to inscribe on bamboo slips.*

Snow falls, flowers wilt, expressing sorrow through the ages.

32.

The west wind ruffles my thin gauze clothing.

On the hill sits a tall building with a room of wooden planks.

I wish I could travel on a cloud far away, reunite with my wife and son.
When the moonlight shines on me alone, the night seems even longer.
At the head of the bed there is wine, and my heart is constantly drunk.
There is no flower beneath my pillow, and my dreams are not sweet.
To whom can I confide my innermost feelings?

I rely solely on close friends to relieve my loneliness.

33-

America has power, but not justice.
In prison, we were victimized as if we were guilty.
Given no opportunity to explain, it was really brutal.

I bow my head in reflection, but there is nothing I can do.

By Chan

19 King Wen (ca. 12th century BCE), founder of the Zhou
state, was held captive at Youli because the last Shang king
regarded him as a potential threat to Shang rule. His son,
King Wu (1134-1115 BCE), later defeated the Shang and
established the Zhou dynasty (1122-249 BCE).

20 This idea is taken from a proverb, which alludes to crimes so
numerous they will not fit on slips made from all the bamboo
in the Zhongnan Mountains. The ancient Chinese often
wrote on bamboo slips.
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34.

This place is called an island of immortals,

When, in fact, this mountain wilderness is a prison.
Once you see the open net, why throw yourself in?

It is only because of empty pockets I can do nothing else.

35.

I, a seven-foot man, am ashamed I cannot stand tall.

Curled up in an enclosure,* my movements are dictated by others.
Enduring a hundred humiliations, I can only cry in vain.

This person’s tears fall, but what can the blue heavens do?

36.

I have infinite feelings that the ocean has changed into a mulberry grove.>
My body is detained in this building.

I cannot fly from this grassy hill,

And green waters block the hero.

Impetuously, I threw away my writing brush.

My efforts have all been in vain.

It is up to me to answer carefully.

I have no words to murmur against the east wind.

By Yuen

21 Like a worm.
22 Great changes.
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