
 

 
 



 

 



 

 



 

 

Preface 
 
This year marks my eighth year of writing poetry, 
from fourteen to twenty-two. 
 
Since starting college, time has just flown by, and I 
haven't written nearly enough. But after letting so 
many moments slip away, I finally realized how 
important it is to just record them and share them. 
So, this is a look back at my work from the last 
three years. 
 
Publishing a poetry book has been my dream since I 
wrote my very first line. I’ve done poetry 
exhibitions, photo shows, and even printed 
postcards, but a full book always felt like such a 
massive undertaking. That’s why I chose a 
chapbook, this little booklet makes everything feel 
light and easy. 
 
To commemorate this chapter of my life. 
 

Jan 24, 2026  
Written in Seattle 

 



 

 

How it wears out my heart  
 
How it wears out my heart 
Day and night 
 
I stared at trees 
at sky 
at seagulls holding scraps 
 
There are red pines in my eyes 
children in my eyes 
the endless path leading to 
a vast universe 
 
The change of seasons 
more intuitive than the 
temperature 
Is 
flaming Maple 
golden Poplar



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

Lines for Winter 
 

Is that shadows of mountains 
or cloud? 
 

Grains of 
headlights 
Flashing before my eyes 
The long line of snakes 
 

Branches take off their disguise 
—Another layer beyond the reality 
Don’t tell me 
 

Snow in everywhere 
Two hundred kilometers away 
Or a hundred and twenty miles 
In American way 
 

Still not charged 
In the time of several chars 
 

Someone standing at the beach head 
Or what? 
 

The wind blew up the coat 
and hair 
Panicked and dodged 
From the wind 
 

In the dream 
Only a white crane 
 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

The Poetry Night 
 
The aroma of coffee 
Beer, Wine 
An electric lever harp 
Accompanied by beating rhyme 
 
The fragrance of poetry 
From the alley to the street 
Getting up and applauding 
The table is used for standing 
 
Duet poetry 
Whispering behind one's 
Or speaking tacitly 
Serious nonsense 
 
A poetry 
Is elocution 
Is performance 
Is stand-up comedy 
Is a talking between  
   me and myself on the screen 
Is a scolding between  
   you and yourself on the stage 
Is a dreamy mutter 
Is a ghostly whisper 
 
Poetry night 
I hold a hot cocoa 



 

 

Roam in alcohol 
A pupil 
Again, I began as a poetry pupil 



 

 



 

 

  



 

 

Frozen Fountain 
 
Inscribed in ice, the fountain’s rest, 
Scattered chunks of frost suggest 
Whence they came, none could attest. 
 
Each passerby, to ice they’re drawn, 
Lingers more than just upon 
A mere path trodden once at dawn. 
 
Paths crossed just once, now sought again, 
Downhill paths, in memory’s ken, 
It’s the past self’s gift, from when. 
 
Branches thrown into the watery part, 
—Thump— 
No resonance in heart, 
A weight light, not enough to chart. 
 
Does this road lead to journey’s end? 
Yet upon it, I’ve already wend. 
 
‘Tis but ice, so thin, so slight, 
Where life 
hangs but by a thread, mid-flight. 
 

2024.1.16 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

  



 

 

A sharp pumpkin carving knife 
 
Pulling out the flesh 
Pulling out the heart 
 
A hollow 
Hollow eye 
 
Illumine 
The candle 
 
Illumine 
The heart 

 

2022.10.29

 



 

 



 

 

Phone 

Slip 

Seat 

Seam 

Life  

Still 

Fun & 

Dream 
 

Written on 20th birthday 





 

 
 



 

 


