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Stranger 
 
I always, always found myself wander- 
ing in the Boston streets, staring at pedestrians whose faces 
differed from one another—what’s her name? 
Where is he from? Why are they here?—I asked myself, 
As I disembarked onto this foreign land 
Standing next to the convenience store inside this mysterious, unknown world. 
  
Vaguely I was reminded of my childhood, always asking “what is the other part of the world 
like?” Yet my parents, who were migrants to a Chinese metropolis, also wonder- 
ed. We’d heard much of America: McDonald’s, Disneyland, 
and the country that embraces all humans although their faces 
are not of the same color. There I found it, an American dream for myself 
Knowing nothing but its name 
  
that seemed enigmatic but charming, the name that sparkled in my mind, the name 
that over all these years, brought me away from home, to the other side of the world. 
Then I found myself in America. But no, I could not find myself 
where I blunder- 
ed my almost perfect but always imperfect language to the faces 
those are alien to me, that belong to this foreign land. 
  
Through the display window I saw passersby, one with a bland 
smile on his face, and a toddler thrice yelling his mother’s name. 
Vaguely, the glass throws back the face 
that I recognized no more, because in this swarming new world 
I seemed to be the only wander- 
er, alone, struggling to find a niche for myself… 
  
But yes, I have an autre self 
in which I was born and raised. To the childhood homeland 
I returned, as a stranger whose name 
the local folks could not recollect; the homeland that was left behind the other side of the world, 
that taught me Li Po and Tu Fu, whose poems had I forgotten, although still fasc- 
  
inated by the language in which I have not handwritten for years. Facing 
the ocean, above I looked and a pigeon I beheld, navigating itself 
flying across the cloudless firmament—or was it an eagle? I rubbed my eyes to see the world 
yet I couldn’t. Rather, I sat on a wooden bench, enthralled by the land- 
scape of the picturesque sunset, while in the scene people joined. Their names 
I shall not know, but they sure are my fellows, wander- 
  
ing on a Saturday afternoon, facing our respective struggles, on a land 
where we keep asking ourselves who we are. That, the end-game 
of America, portrays a painful but beautiful world in which I wandered.  
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