“Saying Yes”

Diana Chang
“Are you Chinese?”

“Yes.”

“American?”

“Yes.”

“Really Chinese?”

“No . . . not quite.”

“Really American?”

“Well, actually, you see . . .”

But I would rather say

yes

Not neither-nor,

not maybe,

but both, and not only

The homes I’ve had,

the ways I am

I’d rather say it

twice,

yes
PROSPECTIVE IMMIGRANTS PLEASE NOTE

by Adrienne Rich
Either you will
go through this door
or you will not go through.

If you go through
there is always the risk
of remembering your name.

Things look at you doubly
and you must look back
and let them happen.

If you do not go through
it is possible
to live worthily

to maintain your attitudes
to hold your position
to die bravely

but much will blind you,
much will evade you,
at what cost who knows?

The door itself makes no promises.
It is only a door.

"Refugee Ship" 

Lorna Dee Cervantes 

Like wet cornstarch, I slide

 past my grandmother's eyes. Bible

 at her side, she removes her glasses. 

The pudding thickens. 

Mama raised me without language.

 I'm orphaned from my Spanish name. 

The words are foreign, stumbling 

on my tongue. I see in the mirror 

my reflection: bronzed skin, black hair.

 I feel I am a captive 

aboard the refugee ship. 

The ship that will never dock. 

El barco que nunca atraca.

I Yearn

By Ricardo Sanchez

I yearn this morning

what I've yearned 

since I left almost a year ago...

it is hallow 

this 

being away

from everyday life

in the barrios 

of my homeland...

all those cities 

like el paso, lost angeles,

alburquerque

denver, san antonio

         (off into chicano infinitum!)

i yearn 

to hear Spanish

spoken in calo

that special way

chicanos roll 

  tongues

to form

words

which dart or glide;

 i yearn 

for foods

that have charactera 

and strength- the kind

that assail yet caress

you with the zest of life;

 more than anything,

i yearn, my people

for  the warmth of you

greeting me with "que tak,

hermano?"

and the knowing that you

     mean it

 when you tell me that you love

the fact that we exist... 
