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A Long Song of Festive Sequences in a Foreign Land
The rain in Boston floods the June mailbox.

Looking up at the sky, the stars, the sun, the moon, and the evening breeze enter my

dreams.

I'm deeply haunted by Hohhot in the grassland.

The blue hada in the distance

The glutinous rice wrapped in zongzi leaves drifts out of the Chinatown storefront.
I teach a Korean classmate how to fold the shape of mugwort.

The multicolored string that a Brazilian girl ties wrongly jingles like a bell.

The medals of the Army Day flash in the clouds.

We raise our mobile phones and give a silent salute to the military flag.

The bullet holes in the history textbook resonate with my current heartbeat.

The stars in a foreign land fall into the tides of the Yangtze River and the Yellow

River.
The Children's Day balloons skim over the dome of the library.

The message board is covered with colorful crayon drawings: "My home is at the foot
of the Great Wall."

When the nursery rhymes of various countries meet in the dormitory corridor.
Hands of different skin colors stack up like a full moon of the Mid-Autumn Festival.
The threads of cultures crisscross on the dining plate.

Zongzi and turkey clink like a transoceanic toast.

We are wandering bridges, carrying the moonlight of five thousand years.

In the soil of a foreign land, we plant the festive seasons that will never fade.



