


FROM THE EDITORS

Moving Forward

E AST WIND is the product and completion of a
collective process. For without the volunteer ef-
forts of writers, artists and production crew and the
generosity of Getting Together Publications, which
loaned EAST WIND several thousand dollars in start-
up funds, the magazine would still be just an idea rat-
tling around in our heads. And without you, the
reader,there wouldn’t be a reason for publishing
EAST WIND. So, we're happy to report that after just
a few months of existence, EAST WIND is alive and
well. FAST WIND has not only survived, but it is on
the way to stabilizing a regular production and distri-
bution schedule. This has only been possible because
hundreds of people have donated money, sold the
magazine to their friends, and participated in the
fund raising efforts of newly formed Friends of EAST
WIND chapters in New York, Los Angeles and San
Francisco. We hope that more chapters and/or local
fundraising efforts will be underway soon.

What has been most gratifying about the magazine
are the letters and comments we have received from
readers and contributors.

In New York City, cultural center of the U.S., where
often times form and high professional standards are
looked at over content, “truth speaking,” and
politics, favorable comments on the blend of pro-
gressive politics and professional quality have been
gratifying and somewhat surprising. This positive
response and the broad range of people who turned
out for our initial reception show the potential of
EAST WIND to help build unity between Asian
peoples.

“EAST WIND's appearance brings with it wisdom,
courage and strength. This is an artistic journal
created from the real life of progressive people,”
writes Happy Lim, a longtime San Francisco China-
town organizer and cultural worker. “‘Buried within it
is a strong will and high spirit. It is a magazine in pur-
suit of truth and justice. Not only does it have a sim-
ple style, but it also has beauty and grandeur.”

“The personal reflections (in last issue’s Focus sec-
tion) brought a unique human touch to the publica-
tion,” writes Yosh Kawahara, an EAST WIND advisor
in San Diego, California. “The autobiographical ap-
proach brings home to the reader that important
social-cultural-political activities in the Asian Ameri-
can community were initiated and maintained by in-
dividuals interacting together.”

Finally there was some good advice from poet
Lawson Inada: “(EAST WIND) is a good looking maga-
zine, professional, which is very crucial . . . the main
thing ! would keep in mind . . . is quality — quality
writing, quality scholarship, quality art. Id like to see
EAST WIND shoot for the best, set the highest stand-
ards, and challenge the hell out of Asian America.”

These comments are but a portion of the initial
response. Yet, they summarize the ideals which the
magazine will continue to promote. Many readers
also suggested article topics, such as this issue’s
focus on Asian immigration. Although this is our first
effort in exploring the diversity of the new and old
Asian immigrant communities, it certainly will not be
our last for the topic is complex and far reaching. In
our Spring/Summer 1983 issue we hope to address
more reader suggestions: Asian Women in America,
the Asian/Pacific student movement, Asian American
mental health, more historical articles on workers
and progressive organizations such as the Chinese
Hand Laundry Alliance, and more reviews of Asian
American and Asian music, dance, theater, film and
literature.

There’s a real feeling of enthusiasm about the mag-
azine, especially from readers in the far-away corners
of the U.S.: White Bear Lake, Minnesota, Montpelier,
Vermont, Bowling Green, Ohio, and )effersonville,
Indiana. Even readers in the large urban concentra-
tions of Asians have commented that the magazine is
a way to keep an overview to the nationwide activ-
ities of Asian peoples. We want to encourage EAST
WIND readers, no matter where you are, to write in
to us, contribute ideas, articles, artwork and become
part of the collective effort to build and improve
EAST WIND.

To ensure that EAST WIND can grow, we need your
help. Like any new publication, EAST WIND is sub-
ject to a certain amount of financial instability. While
we have sufficient funds to publish, we need a stable
financial base of subscribers in order to maintain, ex-
pand and improve the magazine. Since we don’t have
a large advertising and promotional budget, we need
to rely on you, the reader, to spread the word about
EAST WIND. Enclosed in this issue is a special sub-
scription form. We are asking all of our readers to
take out a one-year subscription (it’s only $8.00) and
to give a subscription to friends and relatives as a
holiday gift. Each subscription will bring us that
much closer to fulfilling our goal of 1,000 subscribers
by Fall/Winter 1983. This is a modest goal when one
considers that if every reader took out one subscrip-
tion and bought just one gift subscription, we should
more than double our goal.

Talk to your friends, co-workers, fellow students
about EAST WIND. Encourage them to subscribe.

All of us who work on EAST WIND from the East
Coast to the West Coast to Hawai‘i feel optimistic
about the magazine. We have made a good begin-
ning. We have done something we can be proud of.
It’s up to all of us to keep the momentum moving
forward. O

Sasha Hohri and Eddie Wong
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stroying sacred Hawaii heirlooms
and built instead naval communica-
tion towers emitting radiation and
ammunition depots hiding nuclear
weapons, thereby jeopardizing every
life in Hawaii. They declared martial
law at will and imposed military con-
scription over the Hawaiian citizens.
They killed Hawaiians in open con-
tempt of the very laws of the United
States. When tried and found guilty,
they managed through a territorial
governor appointed by the U.S. presi-
dent to obtain sentences as light as
imprisonment for a few hours at the
Queen’s palace before sailing back
to the U.S.

Freedom of trade was stopped.
The Big 5 controlled all commerce.
Congress took over foreign relations.

Every aspect of Hawaii was Ameri-
canized. Military show of strength
was constant. Education and media
was regulated. The secret ballot was
a farce.

F inally, after three generations of
brainwashing, we were told we
had the chance to be equal Ameri-
cans! The U.S. placed the following
question to the ““qualified” voters
(Americans who were residents of
Hawaii for at least one year): Shall
Hawaii immediately be admitted into
the Union as a State? A “yes” meant
Statehood. A ““no”” meant continuing
Territorial government.

The question , “Should the United
States recognize Hawaii’s right to
determine its own destiny?’’ was
never put to the Hawaiian citizens.

The Americans decided Hawaii
should be a State.

Now Hawaii was opened in a free-
for-all, “grab whatever you can get”
attitude. New economic interests
poured into Hawaii to play the Ameri-
canfinancial game. Land became the
toy. Selling, trading, leasing, mort-
gaging and subdividing became the
craze. Construction industries
changed much of Hawaii from a lush
green to a cancerous white concrete
jungle lashed together by roadways
of concrete and asphalt.

But saddest of all was the continu-
ing recycling of our people, a process
so complete that | too had volun-
teered to serve in that very military
that occupied Hawaii. | only recently
had discovered the facts of Hawaii’s

predicament.

| then considered what alterna-
tives America’s system offered to
break this American suffocation of
our liberties. | considered the possi-
bilities of new social, economic or
educational programs which the U.S.
Congress might approve. But even if
such programs were legislated, al-
ready we had many of those pro-
grams which were really used as a
vehicle for greater propaganda and
recycling of our people.

I considered the judicial system
but was quickly convinced that even
that branch was dedicated more to
the preservation of the status quo
rather than searching for and bring-
ing about the justice belonging to us.

| was constantly returned to the
fact that we never gave up our na-
tion, we never chose to become
Americans, and we never conceded
absolute surrender to the United
States. We were enslaved in a form
different from the Africans but in es-
sence the same. Our liberties as afree
people were no longer practiced. Our
harbors were blocked. Immigration
and trade policies were determined
by a foreign congress. Twenty-five
percent of our lands were occupied
by American military.

| eventually concluded that the
United States’ equation for justice
was merely an economic and military
one containing no consideration for
the survival of the Hawaiian race and
culture. The sooner they could eradi-
cate the Hawaiian people and rewrite
Hawaii’s story, the safer these oc-
cupiers would be. Since then, | have
been trying to rip this American mask
branded upon me through these
years of brainwashing.

The treasures that | and my chil-
dren should inherit from all these cul-
tures in Hawaii, indeed, which every
child of any ancestry should inherit
by the fact that they and their spirits
have been ingrained in Hawaii, could
not survive in this environment of
repression.

We can no longer tolerate this
situation for it is bringing certain
death to our national life and our
cultural birthrights.

The Sovereignty for Hawaii Com-
mittee is dedicated to fight with all
our might for the survival of our na-
tion, for our birthrights as a free and

independent people, able to deter-
mine our own destiny. Nothing short
of sovereignty is our only goal for to
accept anything less is to succumb to
their control over our destiny.

More and more often we hear the
following prayer:

O Ke Akua,
Return to us our face,
Give us the strength to
rip this American mask
from our flesh,
Give us the strength to reclaim
what is ours,
our Sovereignty,
Let us be Hawaiians
in our own lands.
Amene

Poka Laenui
August 16, 1982

Poka Laenui (Hayden Burgess) is an
attorney and activist in the Sover-
eignty for Hawaii Committee.

by. Wendy Sodeta fo
dlrectéd by Emﬂya Cachapero -‘
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has seen the emergence of The King
Street Media Works which, again, is
building its strength upon small-scale
video production and media training.

Being highly mobile, maintaining
compact, fast-moving production
teams and providing training and
media services seems to be the pat-
tern for the present-day Asian Ameri-
can media organization. However,
that type of organization is not
merely due to evolution and higher
sophistication. It is also due to the
fact that in the early 1980’s, the bot-
tom dropped out of the Federal fund-
ing basket.

Today, in the early 1980’s, it is
more difficult than ever for Asian
Americans to produce Asian Ameri-
can media product. While the Holly-
wood industry is “still coming
around,” the government funds have
become only a skeleton of what they
were. However, Asian Americans
have not turned away in defeat. With
all-important track records and na-
tional “grapevines,” Asian American
presence in film and television has
become stronger than ever.

T he 1980’s began with the release
of Visual Communications’ pio-
neering Hito Hata: Raise the Banner,
the first feature length drama by

ASIANS UNITE!
FOR
BILATERAL
NUCLEAR DISARMAMENT

Bay Area Asians for Nuclear Disarmament
P.O. Box 534, 1230 Grant Ave., S.F. 94133
(415) 775-3292

ASIAN AMERICAN
DANCE COLLECTIVE

FOR INFORMATION ON CLASSES, CONTACT:
ASIAN AMERICAN DANCE COLLECTIVE

1519 MISSION STREET -

SAN FRANCISCO.CA 94103 (415)552-8980
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Asian Americans. In 1982, the public
has witnessed the release of Chan is
Missing, without a doubt the most
successful Asian American produced
feature to date. In addition, Asian
American production continues at a
steady pace.

But the real sign of insuring sur-
vival was given birth at a National
Asian-Pacific Producers Conference
at U.C. Berkeley in 1980. At that con-
ference, the seeds were planted for
the establishment of a national net-
work of Asian Americans in film, tele-
vison, and radio. This national net-
work of Asian American media pro-
fessionals is now a reality under the
name, the National Asian American
Telecommunications Association
(NAATA).

The vitalimportance of NAATA has
become rapidly apparent. Never be-
fore has there been a formal mech-
anism by which Asian Americans
could coordinate their media activi-
ties across the nation. From a confer-
ence attended by 80 people, NAATA
has become a full-fledged national
media organization with regional
headquarters in Los Angeles, New
York, Washington, D.C. (and soon to
add Seattle, Honolulu, and other
media centers). A national office has
been established in San Francisco.
Nearly 500 people, most of whom are
veterans of the Asian American
media wars with Washington, D.C.
and Hollywood, have joined NAATA.
Already NAATA has received a con-
siderable amount of now-scarce
media programming dollars from the
Corporation for Public Broadcasting.
A major NAATA coordinated project
is, for the first time, packaging Asian
American films, video and radio pro-
ductions for national release under
the working project name of the
Asian American Public Broadcasting
Consortium.

At its regional levels, NAATA has
also provided a much needed stimu-
lus which will carry Asian American
media work through the decade. The
Los Angeles regional arm of NAATA is
called the Southern California Asian
Media Society (SCAMS). SCAMS has
been able to organize over 200 Los
Angeles area Asian media profession-
als. SCAMS has received recognition
and cooperation from the estab-
lished Hollywood guilds and unions

as well as carrying out a program
based on direct services to its mem-
bership and the larger community. A
similar scenario is being repeated by
other regional arms of NAATA. The
San Francisco Bay Area has managed
to move forward in a bold and dy-
namic fashion. The Eastern regional
chapters of NAATA (from Boston to
New York to Washington, D.C.) have
created strong inter-city networking
systems and have attracted numbers
never before realized in terms of
membership.

During the process of its rapid or-
ganization NAATA has been able to
firmly link independents with those
Asians inside the industry. NAATA has
been able to gain widespread commu-
nity support and much needed recog-
nition as a national organization from
the federal government.

The true future of Asian Ameri-
can involvement in film and
television is a complex picture. As
mentioned, the once sustaining gov-
ernment funds have been severely
reduced and the Hollywood-based
industry is still not responding as
quickly as it should to Asian
Americans.

Yet as the Asian American film and
television community moves into the
1980’s, it is stronger than ever, larger
than ever, more cohesive and more
sophisticated. Independent produc-
tions are achieving critical acclaim
and financial success on a national
scope. The Asian American working
presence in the industry is higher
than ever. Film schools are still pro-
ducing soon-to-be media profession-
als and the veterans in the field are
better skilled and more experienced
than ever. Those Asian Americans
who have chosen the film and televi-
sion field to dedicate their energies
and talents are not only creating im-
ages; they are creating history. Itis no
longer the case that the only ac-
curate and viable Asian Americanim-
ageis in our own mirrors. Asian Amer-
icans are finally, and firmly, moving
beyond the looking glass.

Steve Tatsukawa is Manager of
Program Development at KCET-TV
and former Director of Visual
Communications.















 FOCUS

Asian Immigration

by

Tom Surh, Wilma Chan,
Evelyn Yoshimura, Aurora Fernandez,
Jay Yoo and Wayne Luk

Our special FOCUS section tells the stories of the
coming of the newest waves of Asian immigrants to the
United States.

Since 1970, immigration has doubled the Chinese
and Pilipino populations in the U.S. Korean immigra-
tion has been at an even faster rate. The additional
Japanese, Southeast Asian and other Asian immigrants
has changed and enriched our communities and peo-
ples as well.

What are the new immigrants like? Why did they
come? What conditions do they face as newcomers?
What have they inherited and what do they share in
common with older immigrants and American born in
their respective communities?

Through a variety of viewpoints and approaches, our
FOCUS section addresses some of these questions in
relation to Chinese, Japanese, Pilipino, Korean and
Southeast Asian immigrants.

Progressive and revolutionary minded Asians must
take the lead in educating ourselves and our communi-
ties about the new immigrants at a time of increasing
right-wing attacks upon our peoples and the fanning up
of racism and chauvinism against immigrant working
people. This past year has seen the introduction and
probable passage of the Simpson-Mazzoli bill by the
U.S. Congress which effectively cuts by one-quarterthe
number of Asian and other immigrants who can apply
to come to the United States, and imposes an identifica-
tion system and other repressive measures against im-
migrant workers.

This year has also seen an escalation of brutal vio-
lence against Chinese and Southeast Asian immigrants
in Sacramento, Los Angeles and Houston by white
racists.

These are not isolated incidents. The mood of the
times, as in other times of economic recession, is in-

creasingly one of racist hysteria and scapegoating of
immigrant workers for ills that should be rightfully
blamed on an inequitable, irrational social system run
for the profit of a small minority.

The target of attack is often “illegal aliens” or undoc-
umented workers as if these terms were part of an im-
mutable status quo. In reality, throughout U.S. history,
immigration laws have been developed and changed to
fit the needs of the times and to fill the pockets of the
capitalists with gold. Whatis legal one day canbe made
illegal the next. So we must look beyond the govern-
ment defined status quo to a new definition of our
rights based on actual U.S. and world history, including
the true contributions and rights of immigrant working
people.

As Asian peoples, we are immigrant peoples con-
tinually growing and being enriched by new waves of
immigrants as well as American born within each Asian
nationality. Our contributions as distinct Asian peoples
are united efforts of immigrant pioneers, middle wave
immigrants, recent immigrants hand in hand with four
to five generations of American born as is the debt
which society owes us carved in the walls of Angel
Island, the concentration camps, the prison cell of Chol
Soo Lee and the poverty stricken hotels of the manongs.

This is clearly a time to stand together, immigrants
and American born, to oppose any and all attacks upon
Asian immigrants, especially working people, and to
defend and fight for the rights of Mexicano, Haitian,
Dominican and other immigrant peoples as well.

It is in this spirit which we contribute our FOCUS sec-
tion and document some of the hardships, contributions
and awakening struggles of the new Asian immigrants.

Wilma Chan{J
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U.S. Policy
on Asian Immigration

By Tom Surh

' n 1971, for the first time in U.S.
history, the number of immi-
grants from Asia was greater than
the number from Europe. This was
the result of the changes in the U.S.
immigration laws in 1965 which
began to eliminate the most racist
features of these laws and, for the
first time since the Chinese Exclu-
sion Actin1882, permitted an equal
number (20,000) of immigrants to
enter from each independent coun-
try. This trend has continued until
today, when China, India, the Philip-
pines, Taiwan, Korea and Hong
Kong have all oversubscribed their
annual quotas. Add to this the sev-
eral hundred thousand people who
have come from Southeast Asia
since the mid-1970’s, and we see
that the 1970’s were indeed the dec-
ade of unprecedented growthinour
Asian/Pacific communities.

Travel overland across the coun-
try from coast to coast and you will
see that Asian/Pacific people are no
longer confined to the two coasts.
They are visable insome numbers in
nearly every hamlet throughout the
South and Midwest, usually in the
form of at least aChinese restaurant
or an “Oriental food store.” The ur-
ban centers on the coasts have wit-
nessed the birth of entirely new
communities of Koreans and South-
east Asians, and the great expansion
and revitalization of existing
communities.

A recent analysis of immigration
patterns and fertility rates by the
Center for Continuing Study of the
California Economy in Los Angeles
projects the Asian population in the
U.S. at 10.6 million, or four percent

of the total by the year 2000. Such
projections are, of course, highly
speculative — particularly when
based upon assumptions as to fu-
ture immigration patterns, which
are subject to changing federal pol-
icy. Indeed, we begin to realize that
immigration policy is the very key
to the future of Asian/Pacific and
other Third World communities in
this country when we note several
factors:

1) The current fertility rate of the
U.S. population stands at about 1.8
births perwoman — arate which re-
sults in a declining population. If it
were not forin-migration from other
countries, the U.S. population
would stand at about 201 million in

“The 1970's were the
decade of unprecedented
growth...”

2080, or 88% of the 1980 figure.
Despite the popular perception of a
current baby boom, demographers
have little reason to expect the birth
rate to climb as women continue to
enter the labor force in greater num-
bers out of necessity as well as out
of choice.

2) If we assume that the native
birth rate holds steady and that the
current level of in-migration con-
tinues at about 750,000 per year
(this is roughly the total “legal” in-
migration consisting of immigrants
and refugees for the past few years),
the population of the U.S. in 2080
will be about 301 million.

3) These factors suggest that fully
one-third of the U.S. population in

2080 will consist of migrants enter-
ing the U.S. after 1980 and their de-
scendants. Given current patterns,
only a small proportion of these
new migrants will be European.

AII of this has not been lost on
those who formulate immi-
gration policy in Washington, D.C.,
where pressure has been growing
for many years to revamp immigra-
tion law and policy. The latestimpe-
tus began with Jimmy Carter’s ef-
fortin 1977 which focused upon the
“problem’ of undocumented or “il-
legal aliens” in the U.S. work force
by proposing sanctions against em-
ployers who knowingly hire such
workers. To be sure, this was not the
first such proposal: The House of
Representatives had voted for such
legislation several times, but it
never made it through the Senate.
The sweetener in the Carter pack-
age was a proposed “amnesty” for
those undocumented people al-
ready in the U.S. as of a certain date,
which was designed to make it
easier for liberals and Hispanics to
accept the employer sanctions pro-
posal. They did not, but instead
joined forces with employer in-
terests to defeat the Carter package
by calling for more study of this
very knotty and complex situation.
What we got, then, was the Select
Commission on Immigration and
Refugee Policy. This commission
did draw a lot of attention from
immigrant communities as well as
from many other constituencies
and interest groups, and it also took
the heat off of Congress fora couple
of years. Its recommendations in-
corporated the Carter proposals
with an added kicker of a ““secure”
national identity system to ease the
burden on employers of identifying
who is and who isn’t entitled to
work.

Debate has raged over the years
of just what the impact will be upon
communities whose members look
foreign and sound foreign when
they speak, should an employers
sanction provision be enacted. Few
have seriously opposed the argu-
ment that the impact on Hispanics
and Asian/Pacifics will be great —
that employers will tend to shy
away from hiring or will at least
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indomitable attitude and spirit of
women’s liberation which contrib-
uted greatly to my thinking about
Chinese immigrant women.

There were many others, and |
learned even more having left my
law studies at UC’s Boalt Hall to get
a job working among Pilipino and
Chinese immigrant women in the
typing pool of a large San Francisco
corporation.

AII together, what | learned
was that my uneasiness with
Chinese immigrants was based on
many misconceptions and preju-
dices instilled in me by society.
First, | understood more the actual
reasons why Chinese immigrants
come to this country, the pains and
hardships of leaving home, and the
relationship of immigration to‘the
impoverishment of Asian countries
by the U.S. and other exploiting
world powers. Secondly, | under-
stood for the first time that while we
should be credited with the con-
tributions of those who have made
it in white eyes such as An Wang,
.M. Pei, etc., the contributions of
Chinese immigrants are predomi-
nantly a contribution of a working
people. | learned that the actual
material richness of society comes
from the hands, minds and toil of
thousands of Chinese and other
working people — whether in the
form of the clothes on our backs or
the food we eat.

Thirdly,  understood that it is not
Chinese immigrants who keep U.S.
society down but that it is this so-
ciety that keeps Chinese immi-
grants down and exploited by its
deeply embedded fabric of eco-
nomic, social, political and cultural
discrimination.

Lastly | learned of the pride and
dignity of Chinese immigrants in
fighting injustice and standing up for
what is rightfully theirs and that this
pride and dignity could be my own
as a Chinese American.

This understanding, taking place
over several years, helped me to re-
orient my life toward Chinese peo-
ple, to become a Marxist-Leninist
and to deal with the complex ques-
tions of uniting immigrant and
American-born Chinese and to build
a powerful Chinese National Move-

ment which, together with the move-
ments of Blacks, Chicanos and all
oppressed peoples in the U.S. and
U.S. workers, would fight for funda-
mental change in society.

After almost 14 years of this work,
the question of Chinese immigrants
has never been more important than
itis today. For myself aswell as other
American-born Chinese, whether
workers, students or professionals, it
is a time to affirm our unity with Chi-
nese immigrants and to fight even
harder together for equality as
Chinese.

“ ... as Chinese people
united together we are
moving forward . . .”

Since the 1970 census, over.

300,000 new Chinese immi-
grants have immigrated to the U.S.
— predominantly from Hong Kong,
China and Southeast Asia. Well over
150,000 Chinese have entered in the
past five years making Chinese of-
ficially the largest Asian national
grouping in the U.S. today.

Coming at a time of severe eco-
nomic recession inthe U.S., Chinese
immigrants have become a fast and
easy target of racist scapegoating
and violence. This is in addition to
the increasing hardships that all
Chinese people face in the realm
of jobs, education, services and
housing.

The media is jam packed with ar-
ticles about Chinese immigrants,
and we are assaulted almost daily
with new stereotypical images.
First, that Chinese immigrants are
rich, greedy and enterprising capi-
talists making quick bucks off of
U.S. society. Secondly, that hoards
of working class Chinese immi-
grants are descending on this coun-
try stealing “American” jobs and
simply taking up too much room.

While these two images appear
contradictory on the surface, they
are both saying the same thing —
that Chinese immigrants, no matter
whether rich or poor, aren’t “Amer-
ican”’ and thatthey are‘‘ripping of f”

something that isn’t theirs.

Both images are false and are ar-
rived at by stating half truths and
altering facts. For instance, while
the number of Chinese immigrant
businessmen in the U.S. has swelled
in recent years, wealthy Chinese im-
migrant businessmen account for
less than 10% of all Chinese, while
the vast majority of Chinese immi-
grants are workers. As of 1970, 24%
of all Chinese males were still work-
ers in the restaurant trade and 27 %
of Chinese women in garment and
light industries — not much change
after 150 years and certainly not
much of an economic rip-off con-
sidering the depressed wages and
working conditions in those indus-
tries. Furthermore, the media pre-
sents these statistics in a racist,
alarmist way: “And at the Berkeley
campus,” quotes the New York
Times, “more than 20% of the
undergraduates these days are
Asians even though they make up
only 5.3% of the State’s popu-
lation.” The article omits to state
that Asians make up over 21% of
the population of San Francisco
County from which much of the
Berkeley student body is drawn.

Insimilar fashion, a recent article
in the S.F. Examiner stated how
Chinese immigrants are flocking to
the engineering and computer
fields in an “alarming rate.” The ar-
ticle fails to point out that engineer-
ing and computer jobs are among
the few available to any skilled
worker or professional in today’s
highly technical and militarily
geared economy, or the fact that
Chinese immigrants face discrimi-
nation in pay scale and job rank in
these professions.

Even with all of the recent immi-
gration, taken as a whole, Chinese
comprise only .4% of the total U.S.
population. How can this be taking
up too much room unless we actu-
ally believe the myth that this coun-
try was made by and for rich white
people. If so, give us back the mines
and railroads, give us back the re-
claimed lands and fisheries, the
food we have cooked and served,
the garments we have sewn and the
cultural, and academic and profes-
sional contributions we have made.

Although the particular circum-
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Japanese Immigrants

By Evelyn Yoshimura

I he stereotype of the Japanese
newcomer is the shosha-man,

a businessman in a dark suit who
works for a large Japanese corpora-
tion; his wife plays golf during the
week and shops in Beverly Hills.
These shosha families exist, but
comprise a small minority among
the Japanese newcomers. Many live
in suburban homes and drive late-
model cars, both provided by their
companies. But the lives of a major-
ity of Japanese newcomers is quite
different.

In the Japanese community, any-
one who has come to the U.S. from
Japan since World War Il is con-
sidered an immigrant. These people
can be broken down into two main
categories: those people who came
during the first twenty years,
through the early 1960’s are one
group. There was a rapid urbaniza-
tion taking place during this time
and many poor farmers’ families,
and poor and working class people
in the cities came to the U.S. to
escape the extreme economic hard-
ships of post-war Japan. During this
period, families came, as well as
many women who had married
American servicemen.

Hiroko met her G.1. husband
when he was stationed in Japan. She
liked his dark good looks and his re-
laxed charm. Her family shook their
heads and called him mekshikojin,
butshe knew he was actually Puerto
Rican. She became pregnant, they
married, and came to the U.S. in
1960.

She always wanted to come to
America, to be free of the obliga-
tions and traditions that bound her
strong spirit. Her head spun in ex-
citement upon arriving. But when
her husband left the service, civilian
life was hard on him. He couldn’t
find steady work, and they fought a
lot. He became bitter, and soon the
fights began to end in violence.

Before her daughter was two
years old, she gave birth to her sec-
ond baby. Things got even worse.
She decided to leave with the
babies. Her English was poor, but
she would find a way to get by.

Hiroko has been a waitress for
over 15 years. She now speaks Eng-
lish very well, but prefers to work in
Japanese restaurants because she
can be herself, and because the feel-
ing among the workers is more
cooperative. Some of the younger,
newer waitresses are afraid of her
because she always says what’s on
her mind. Hiroko says this helps
clear the air and improves working
relationships. She’sso strong, all the
workers — men, women, Japanese,
Mexican — call her “Mama.”

More recently in the last fif-
teen years a different kind
of immigrant has been coming:

younger, usually single, many are
from working class families, some

“...immigrants from
Japan provide a link for
American-born Japanese
to cultural traditions”

from lower middle class families;
many have plans of going to school,
learning English, or seeing America.
Some come on special work visas as
sushi chefs, etc. From 1970 to 1979,
123,671 Japanese immigrated to the
U.S. In addition, more than 10,000
are in the U.S. without legal status.

Shigeo got a job at Toyama Res-
taurant in Century City to get a
green card. He began as a kitchen
helper, but learned quickly.

When Shigeo became a chef, the
restaurant manager introduced him
to an attorney friend of the owner
whom the workers were encour-
aged to hire to process their green
card applications. Shigeo paid the

attorney $2,000, as did six or seven
other workers. The attorney was
supposed to submit their applica-
tions to the Immigration Office, but
neglected to do so for six months
because he was ““busy.” In the
meantime, Shigeo received a letter
in English from the attorney asking
him tosign avery formal document,
also in English. At first he thought it
had to do with his application, but
later found out it was an agreement
to continue working at Toyama for
the next two years at the same rate
of pay and not complain about
working conditions. At the end of
the two years, he would receive his
green card. All six or seven workers
applying received the same letter.
Some signed it without understand-
ing. He refused, and was harassed
continually from the manager.
When he finally received his green
card, he quit. He got a job at a Japa-
nese food warehouse under the
Teamsters Union. He hoped such
harassment and treatment would
end with union protection.

Kunio came to the U.S. six years
ago to go to school. His family was
not rich, so he got a job in a res-
taurant to get by. He went to school
full time during the day, and went to
work, first as a kitchen helper, then
as a waiter, every night. He met
other young students like himself
who had towork, even thoughitwas
not legal to do so. He got to know
Americans — white Americans,
Black Americans, Mexican Ameri-
cans, Japanese Americans. He liked

it here because he was free to do.

what he wished; he was not con-
fined by tradition or status as in
Japan. But he also found that when
he complained about the bad con-
ditions at work, his boss would
threaten him with his illegal immi-
gration status. He became irivolved
in an attempt to unionize the res-
taurant where he worked. Although
the workers lost the election by just
a few votes due to the tremendous
harassment and threats and vio-
lence by management, he learned
about injustice and racism and he
got involved in the Japanese Ameri-
can community activities to do
something about them. He learned
about how Japanese were put into
concentration camps during World
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Nikkei, whom some call mizu-kusai
(smelly, lowly). Thus, when Gardena
Councilman Mas Fukai recently
stated his somewhat blunt resent-
ment to this kind of attitude, many
in the Nikkei community backed
him up. But Fukai and other Nikkei
must make a clear distinction be-
tween the arrogance of the shosha
mentality, and the majority of Japa-
nese immigrants, who are setting
down roots here as the Issei did, and
should therefore be considered a

part of the community.

The continual wave of immi-
grants from Japan provides a link
for American-born Japanese to cul-
tural traditions, traditional lan-
guage and history. The ethnic food
industry provides food, an impor-
tant part of the culture.

There is some intermarriage tak-
ing place between newcomers and
Nisei and Sansei. We share the
desire to maintain our heritage, and
often take our children to the same

Japanese cultural classes. But most
importantly, we must stand to-
gether to withstand the rising tide of
racism and reaction in this country
that is threatening to bubble
over. g

Evelyn Yoshimura is a Contributing
Editor to EAST WIND. She works at
the Little Tokyo Service Center in
Los Angeles, California.

Pilipino Immigrants

By Aurora Fernandez

H istorically, Pilipino immigra-
to the U.S. can be traced
back to the Treaty of Paris in 1898
when the U.S. purchased the Philip-
pines from Spain for $20 million in
the aftermath of the Spanish-
American War. The subsequent sys-
tematic introduction of Western
ideas of government paved the way
for economic exploitation and im-
poverishment of the country.
Beyond this, a colonial mentality
has persisted as a part of a corrosive
legacy from nearly five centuries of
Spanish and American occupation.
This manifests itself in undue fasci-
nation with advanced technology
which is highly inappropriate in a
struggling agrarian nation and has
led to an overproduction of techno-
crats who are unable to find gainful
employment in their chosen profes-
sions. It also manifests itself in a
compelling psychological need to
have one’s self-worth validated by
external, colonial standards. These
factors have combined to push
large numbers of Pilipinos out of
their country. On the other hand, an
important “pull” factor in Philip-
pine immigration to the U.S. is the
periodic fluctuation in the U.S.
labor supply. In response to this
manpower shortage, the Immigra-
tion and Naturalization Service
relaxes entry rules and allows more

foreign workers into the labor
market.

in 1965 the old quota system for
immigration which limited Pilipino
immigration to 100 per year was
changed to 20,000. Since 1965, over
400,000 Pilipinos have left their
homeland to come to the U.S. with
almost 40,000 more coming each
vear. Almost 60% of them are
women, and many are professionals.

| came here in 1966 because my
former husband came for his resi-
dency in medicine. The United
States was having a shortage of
medical personnel, so it was en-
couraging graduates of medical
schools in the Philippines to train
here. Everyone was coming here for
their residency. Again, there was
this colonial mentality that if you
have training in the United States,
you’re better than the ones who just
stay in the Philippines. | had distant
relatives and friends who wrote to
my husband. Their letters would
always talk about materialistic
things. They would also talk about
how difficult it was for them to ad-
just, but also how good it was to be
here (in the U.S.) compared with the
Philippines in terms of the eco-
nomic conditions.

My political awakening hap-
pened gradually. The cata-
lyst was Dee Brown’s book, Bury My

Heart at Wounded Knee. This pow-
erful account of the betrayal and

slaughter of American Indians in
the westward expansion of the U.S.
enraged me; it made me cry, but
most of all it made me think. A
course in U.S. history taught from a
nontraditional perspective was
another eye-opener and reading
feminist literature was an important
part of the whole process. | started
to question the things | had always
taken for granted, including my
own role in this society as a Pilipino,
awoman, and as a wife and mother.
The dissonance between the ideal
and the real was too painful. Even-
tually, it led me to the San Francisco
Bay Area where my life and work
are more relevant to my goals.

| knew that | would find Pilipinos
in the Bay Area. | wanted to facili-
tate the entry of minorities into the
health care system, since they are
usually forgotten or underserved.
This was the primary reason that |
went into nursing.

The Foreign Nurse Graduate
(FNG) licensure issue came to a
head in my last year of nursing
school at University of California at
San Francisco. Pilipino nurses have
immigrated here since the 1950’s to
fill the nursing shortage. They had
been allowed to practice through
reciprocity until the 1970’s when
passing the State Board Test Pool
Examination became a condition
for licensure and employment.

Between 1,000 and 1,500 FNGs
are admitted from the Philippines
each year under H or employment
visas. Failure on the exam meant im-
mediate deportation for these
FNGs.

The Board of Registered Nurses
proposal was to extend the tempo-
rary license to 24 months and to
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There are very few jobs available.
For example, | know one man who
had a job in Viet Nam sewing mat-
tresses, a skilled job. His ESL level is
very low, but he wanted to be em-
ployed. It took him over one year to
find a job, but his job is in San Jose.
He leaves his family in San Fran-
cisco, lives in San Jose five days a
week, and shares an apartment with
otherrefugeesin San Jose. Thatwas
the only place where he could find a
job. And this is a person with a skill
that is transferable from Viet Nam
to the U.S.

Other individuals who have more
skillshave become landscape archi-
tects, clerical workers, etc. but the
majority of people do not have
skills that are transferable.

Coming to the U.S., one of the
changes is that in order to survive in
this society, both the father and
mother have to work. This may be-
come a very big issue for the family.
Sometimes it is the mother who is
the first to find employment. When
the mother finds employment first,
then there is all of a sudden feelings
of inadequacy by the father, i.e. ”I
can no longer be the head of the
household; | can’t support my fam-
ily; 1 have already left half my fam-
ily in Viet Nam and now | can’t even
support the three people living with
me; what do my children think of
me?”’

The children have most likely
goneto Americanschool. Their Eng-
lish level picks up while their
father’s English level may stay con-
stant. All of a sudden the children
assume a different role in society.
They act as interpreters. They go
out and run certain errands. Once
again the father feels inadequate.
So we have these problems which
are tied to the economics.

An issue coming up is mental
health. When a person is
overseas during the war or even
now, they are under a great deal of
stress. And we have within our-
selves coping mechanisms to deal
with things. For the refugee their
need to cope does not end with their
escape from Laos or Viet Nam. They
are not necessarily safe in their
country of first asylum. They don’t
necessarily feel safe when they get

to the U.S. because the culture here
is so strange. At a certain point after
aperson has been established in the
U.S., he eventually might begin to
relax and upon relaxing all of a sud-
den, these feelings that they have
suppressed about separation from
their families and about leaving the
tragedies that they have experi-
enced, will emerge. We have seen
some depression among the refu-
gees. There are lots of guilt feelings
about why they are survivors. Peo-
ple come to this center and fill out
orderly departure program affi-
davits (a form sent to the Viet-
namese government) knowing that
there is very little chance that the
family will ever get out through the
program because there are so many
people trying to get out. Only 180
people per month get out. Just the
act of filling out the form gives
them some relief which is important
for them.

Many people wish to return to
their homelands. for various rea-
sons, but only if the time is right and
there is stability in their homelands.
But one of the things about South-
east Asian refugees, among all the
refugees in the U.S., has been that
they are percentage wise the fastest
group to move from refugee status
to alien status to American citizen-
ship. In doing so, they are making a
different commitment to this soci-
ety. We have the beginnings of busi-
nesses here. We have the beginnings
of a voting bloc for refugees.
Whether they have visualized it or
not, they are truly establishing a life
here not as refugees but moving
more toward being immigrants.

One of the problems has been
that there has been some cultural
things which have happened that
refugees don’t understand. Essen-
tially, whether they like it or not,
they’re going to have to adapt. An
example would be fishing and un-
derstanding local fishing customs.
It’s a concern that | have too
because here we have a limited re-
source which exists on earth. We
think in terms of developing the
ecology so that we may reap from it
at some future date. Whereas for
the refugee, it's more at a survival
level — “I have to do this to survive,
therefore I’'m going to fish in a cer-

tain way.” It's something that they
have to understand and deal with a
little bit more effectively so they
don’t get bad press. Because what
happens isthat afew people getbad
press and the whole community
hurts. People are really looking for
excuses to target refugees. There is
a lot of racial violence that people
have to deal with.

Refugees will survive and
evolve in the U.S. The refu-
gees have been very positive for the
U.S. Some people see refugees and
say, “You draw my tax money away.
What have you given us?”” Well, the
refugees have probably paid back
as much in taxes as they have ever
drawn out in public assistance. So
they must be benefitting somebody.
In San Francisco’s Tenderloin Dis-
trict, life has become much more
stable because the refugees are
here. They have put a uniqueness to -
the area. They have put families
back in an area which has had many
transients and drug addicts. There’s
a revitalization of the community
which would not have happened if
the refugees were not here.

One concern that refugees have
to face is how to survive life in the
U.S. because it does involve part of
a cycle. Already we have individ-
uals who have passed away. They
will be buried in the U.S., never to
return to their homeland. But we
also have a lifewhich is given by the
families which are beginning here.
It’s a cycle we all go through in our
individual life. And it is something
which the community is facing be-
cause they are seeing both a begin-
ning and an ending. Od

Wayne Luk is the Resettlement
Unit Coordinator at the Center for
Southeast Asian Refugee Resettle-
ment. He is a Chinese American,
born in Hong Kong and raised in
Berkeley, California. A graduate of
the master’s program in social work
at San Francisco State, Mr. Luk has
been working with refugees for
nearly two years.
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Death of a Filipino
the U.S.A.

Carlos Bulosan

looked back; but sensing the anger of my father, he
plunged headlong into the pit. | could not move for a
moment, then | started running madly toward the pit.

My father climbed down the hole and looked at
the carabao with tears in his eyes. | do not know if
they were tears of madness or of repressed fury. But
when | had climbed down after him, | saw big beads
of sweat rolling down his forehead, mingling with his
tears and soaking his already wet ragged farmer’s
clothes. The carabao had broken all his legs and he
was trembling and twisting in the bottom of the pit.
When my father raised the bolo in his hands to strike
at the animal, | turned away and pressed my face in
the soft embankment. Then | heard his hacking at the
animal, grunting and cursing in the heavy rain.

When | looked again the animal’s head was com-
pletely severed from the body, and warm blood was
flowing from the trunk and making a red pool under
our feet. | wanted to strike my father, but instead,
fearing and loving him | climbed out of the pit
quickly and ran through the blinding rain to our
house.

WICE NOW | had witnessed violent deaths. |

came across death again some years afterward
on a boat when, on my way to America, | befriended
a fellow passenger of my age named Marco.

He was an uneducated peasant boy from the north-
ern part of our island who wanted to earn a little
money in the new land and return to his village. It
seemed there was a girl waiting for him when he
came back, and although she was also poor and
uneducated Marco found happiness in her small
brown face and simple ways. He showed me a faded
picture of her and ten dollars he had saved up to
have it enlarged when we arrived in the new land.

Marco had a way of throwing back his head and
laughing loudly, the way peasants do in that part of
the island. But he was quick and sensitive; anger
would suddenly appear in his dark face, then fear,
and then laughter again; and sometimes all these
emotions would simultaneously appear in his eyes,

his mouth, his whole face. Yet he was sincere and
‘honest in whatever he did or said to me.

| got seasick the moment we left Manila, and
Marco started hiding oranges and apples in his suit-
case for me. Fruits were the only things | could eat,
so in the dead of night when the other passengers
were stirring in their bunks and peering through the
dark to see what was going on, [ sat up. Suddenly
there was a scream and someone shouted for the
light. I ran to the corner and clicked the switch and
when the room was flooded with light, I saw Marco
lying on the floor and bleeding from several knife
wounds on his body. | knelt beside him, but for a
moment only, because he held my hands tightly and
died. I looked at the people around me and then
asked them to help me carry the body to a more com-
fortable place. When the steward came down to
make an inventory of Marco’s suitcase, the ten
dollars was gone. We shipped back the suitcase, but |
kept the picture of the girl.

1 arrived in America when thousands of people
were waiting in line for a piece of bread. | kept on
moving from town to town, from one filthy job to
another, and then many years were gone. | even lost
the girl’s picture and for a while forgot Marco and my
village.

I met Crispin in Seattle in the coldest winter of my
life. He had just arrived in the city from somewhere
in the east and he had no place to stay. | took him to
my room and for days we slept together, eating what
we could buy with the few cents that we begged in
the gambling houses from night to night. Crispin had
drifted most of his life and he could tell me about
other cities. He was very gentle and there was
something luminous about him, like the strange light
that flashes in my mind when | sometimes think of
the hills of home. He had been educated and he
recited poetry with a sad voice that made me cry. He
always spoke of goodness and beauty in the world.

It was a new experience and the years of loneliness
and fear were shadowed by the grace of his hands
and the deep melancholy of his eyes. But the gam-
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rialism — a responsibility stemming
from his role and function as an intel-
lectual in the ranks of the working
class and of an oppressed nationality.

What essentially informs the tech-
nique, style, in effect the organizing
premises and assumptions of Bulo-
san’s finest works is the cardinal prin-
ciple emphasized by Mao Tsetung in
Talks at the Yenan Forumon Literature
and Art: "“In the world today all
culture, all literature and art belong
to definite classes and are geared to
definite political lines.” All art is in-
herently political, promoting the in-
terests of one class or the other. As
Bulosan counseled the revolutionary
poet Amado V. Hernandez, impris-
oned by the puppet regime for sup-
porting the Hukbalahap rebellion in
the early Fifties: “Every word is a
weapon for freedom” (July 1949).

Bulosan’s writings indisputably be-
long to the body of world proletarian
literature used today as a cultural
weapon by the revolutionary Filipino
masses in their fight against U.S. im-
perialism and the hated Marcos dic-
tatorship, for national democracy
and liberation.

Bulosan acknowledged the cata-
lyzing influences of socialist writers
and progressive democrats: Gorki,
Jack London, Nicolas Buillen, Nazim
Hikmet, Pablo Neruda, Lu Hsun, and
numerous Marxist literary critics. Of
the highly eulogized modernists like
Faulkner and Hemingway, he be-
lieved ““they were merely describing
the disease’”” and “bestowing form on
decay, not eliminating it.”

1t was the duty of the artist,”
Bulosan asserted, ““to trace the origin
of the disease that was festering
American life,” to probe the malaise
that drove Whitman to utopian extra-
polations and blighted the profligate
imagination of Melville and Poe. For
Bulosan, the origin of the disease
which he diagnosed acutely was ““the
powerful chains and combines that
strangled human life and made the
world a horrible place to live in.”

In this context, we can grasp the
full import of Bulosan’s surmise of
“revolution’” as ‘“the desires of
anonymous men everywhere” vigor-
ously elaborated in his well-known
poem “If You Want To Know What
We Are.”
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In his allegorical and mimetic syn-
thesis of contradictions, in his repre-
sentation of how Filipino workers
united with the progressive sections
of U.S. society in their fight against
rapacious capital and how the
masses of working people here and
worldwide truly constitute the prin-
cipal motive force in the making of
world history, Bulosan rendered peo-
ple’s movement a many-faceted and
self-conscious reflection of its power
and potential. For this reason, today,
Bulosan’s name has come to symbo-
lize the implacable revolutionary
spirit of Third World peoples every-
where and of the multi-national U.S.
working class fighting against racism
and exploitation, for the attainment
of full democratic rights, proletarian
justice and authentic human
dignity. O

E. San Juan, Jr. is a Professor of
English at the University of Connect-
icut and member of the Philippine
Research Center.

THROUGH
HARSH WINTERS

The Life of a Japanese Immigrant Woman
By Akemi Kikumura

Michiko Tanaka was nineteen years old when
she and her husband left their families in Ja-
pan and boarded the Korea Maru bound for
America. It was January 15, 1923. What start-
ed out to be a short honeymoon, ended up as
a permanent move to a foreign land.

“... a moving study of a woman whose large
spirit, courage, dedication to her principles,
and common sense is a model to women of
all ages and ethnic origins. It reminds us of
the uses of culture — giving otherwise ordi-
nary lives a dignity and purpose that enlarges
them, linking even mundane concerns to a
meaningful sense of history, to others, to

one’s ancestors, to the gods.”
g Barbara Myerhoff,

University of Southern California

11A Commercial Boulevard, Novato, CA 94947

@ Chandler & Sharp Publishers, Inc.

Cloth $10.95 Paper $5.95
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This fictional prose/poem is
inspired by the plight of a
Japanese American Hibakusha
(A-Bomb Survivor)

I know | am dying soon. In and out | float like a boat
lifted on the shoulders of the sea, pain cresting high
like white capped waves.

On the shore,

cranes are dancing, necks beckoning,
feathers whispering

soft as their mating . . .

My son, who has nursed me, how strange his smooth
fingered touch, how strange he shows no anger with the
smell of death clinging onto his youthful fingers, per-
meating this house, full with his children, these scat-
tered years of tears enough to fill a poisoned sea, of
ashes from Hiroshima.

Cranes opening wingspans
to sunlight, dusting off darkness,
call to the sea.

| want to give you something before 1 die, my son,
that is whole and fresh like the trees outside my win-
dow — not this waste of body, this moan | can’t sup-
press, this smell of slow decay. | want to leave you with
the memory of me, full chested in the early days of
your youth, the sun rippling on waves of our fields as
we worked side by side. | want to leave you with the
memory of me lifting your childbody, carrying you joy-
fully like a sack of ripe peaches from our orchard, blos-
soms swirling like songs, trees swaying like women in
love.

White feathered rush
lifts like sails in the wind . . .

The tongue of death has licked this wasted body,
gutted by memories of dead fish, falling flesh, hair
floating in flame. This cruel death wrapping me in rasp-
ing breath, negating all else. Nothing else matters —
only the reality of this pain. Those things which you
feel so strongly about, my son, like peace and justice
are nothing. Where was justice that day when my visit
to Hiroshima marked the beginning of my suffering,
this solitary journey to my grave? Where was justice
that hot day in August when death dropped like giant
broken wings, sweeping all within its broken flight. A
thousand suns burned into our palms. Memory fol-
lowed as endless rivers black with bodies, soaked with
weeping. Water turned to vinegar, disbelief,
mercilessness.

White wings of foam
drenching the air

Poetry

first cresting one on another,
pulling the sea in its swell.

The throat of death sucking without comfort. For
thirty years 1 would not touch you nor my grandchildren
for fear you would catch this then unknown disease. |
would weep those endless nights with loneliness and
fury because 1 could not cradle my grandchildren, nor
laugh with them on my lap, nor kiss their plump faces.
Yes, | regret those years of not touching, not knowing;
those endless tests, those endless costs. My body
ravaged slowly by the cancer of that bombing, they say
so now. All those years | could have been comforted by
holding your face in my hands, my son.

Cranes cresting one on another . ..
then thousand upon

thousand, then circling

the world, into waves of

white wings of peace

relentlessly to remind them . . .

I am wrong, my son, forgive me but pain makes me
so selfish. Peace and justice do matter. If my wasted
body speaks of nothing else, my son, remember itwhen
there is talk again of war. Add your single voice to re-
mind them of my grandchildren who have lived with
the smell of death. When there is talk again of war, re-
mind them of the blackened mouths of sad dead
women; remind them of the hands in flames reaching
to a mute heaven; remind them of the cemeteries, the
headstones of all our friends; the water filled with dead
belliedup fish, the poisoned rains. When there is talk
again of war, remind them of the absent ones, remind
them of our wasted flesh. Not out of bitterness, my son,
but out of compassion. Not for me, my son, but for my
grandchildren.

a thousand cranes
white wings of peace.

The sleep comes now like no other. | cannot mend
my past and my present, now as thin as a wing’s mem-
brane. Perhaps you can my son. 1 will touch the smile
that hides in the corners of your mouth this last time. |
will not cry for those years we spent at distance. | will
only smell the waves of freshly turned fields. 1 will only
hear the peach trees swaying like women in love. My
body is bellowing in the great white swell of wings car-
rying me into this, my final flight.

Like Wings of foam, cresting one on another
add your single voice
one on another
then thousand upon thousand, then circling
the world, into waves of voices
relentlessly, to remind them . . .
Janice Mirikitani
© 1982
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= The Bath,

AUgUSt 6, 1945 m——————————————————————————————

Bathing the summer night
off my arms and breasts

| heard a plane

overhead | heard

the front door rattle

froze

then relaxed

in the cool water

one more moment

one private moment
before waking the children
and mother-in-law,

before the heat

before the midday heat
drenched my spirits again.
I had wanted

to also relax

in thoughts of my husband —
how we were children
when he was drafted
imprisoned — but didn’t dare
and rose from the tub,
dried off lightly

and slipped on cotton work pants.

Caution drew me to the window
and there

an enormous blossom of fire
a hand changed my life

and made the world shiver —
a light that tore flesh

so it slipped off limbs,
swelled so

no one could recognize

a mother or child

a hand that tore the door open
pushed me on the floor
ripped me up —

I will never have children again
so even today

my hair has not grown back
my teeth still shards

and one eye blind

and it would be easy,
satisfying somehow

to write it off as history

those men are there

each time | close

my one good eye

each time or lay blame

on men or militarists

the children cry out
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in my sleep

where they still live

for the sake of a night’s rest.

But it’s not air raids

simply

that we survive

but diamonds worth their weight
in blood the coal,

oil, uranium we mine

and drill

yet cannot call our own.

And it would be gratifying

to be called a survivor

I am a survivor

since I live if | didn’t wonder
about survival today —

at 55, widowed at 18 —

if 1 didn’t feel

the same oppressive August heat,
auto parts in South Africa,
Mexico, Alabama,

and shiver not from memory

or terror

but anger that this wounded body
must stand take a stand

and cry out

as only a new born baby can cry —
I live, 1 will live

I will to live

in spite of history

to make history

in my vision of peace —

that morning in the bath

so calm

so much my right

though | cannot return to that moment
| bring these words to you

hoping to hold you

to hold you

and to take hold.

Kimiko Hahn

Written on the occasion of the special UN Session for
Disarmament, dedicated to the hibakusha.

Reprinted from “Jes’ Grew” the Newsletter of the Na-
tional Association of Third World Writers (Vol. 2, No. 2).



For the 37th Anniversary of

———iroshima/Nagasaki Bombings

Rain.
Lightning.
Wet sounds,
a different smell.

We snatch flashes
of a tail,
claws,
glistening scales
as clouds shatter
like angry glass,

and if we have suffered,

if we are good,

if we are worthy,

and perhaps if we are lucky

We see the head,
The eyes fierce,
and fangs shimmering fearsome
in wet light,

hear its welcome rumble and fury,
see the Dragon entire,
see it righteous in its power and glory,
see, feel, become one
with the dragon THUNDER

as the rain falls,
as the cleansing rain falls.

1 was told that in a time before | was born
That there were two sisters of the fire
Named Hiroshima/Nagasaki

in an island called Old )Japan.

There was a war already lost

and the vanquished were searching

for white flags to air

When the sky raged cataclysmic murder

and the earth below it burned, bubbled, bled,
and a thousand cranes were scorched,

and upon the melting screams

a different, a different, rain, rain fell.

The war ended quickly, but wars do not,

and iron maidens, napalm, cruxifiction
and other tortures

pale beside the spectre of obliteration.

the gleam of multi-megaton warheads,

the threat of the end of all life on earth.

It takes but one hand to kill millions
and madmen control the buttons.

The matter is out of God’s hands
and we who have created the Monster
must now act

to destroy it.
il

“NO NUKES! NO NUKES!”
“END THE ARMS RACE NOW!”

““Aw, that's justabuncha hippy-shit.
Besides, they’re all white.”

That’s what | used to think.
That'swhat | used to think.

But millions of voices
Make one listen.

Voices in Europe.

Voices in America.

Voices in Japan.

Voices throughout the world.

Voices of ghosts.
Voices of the living.
Voices of Hibakusha.
Voices of children, youth, and innocence.
Voices of earthworms, birds, crickets.
Voices of the wind, water, sun and moon.
Voices of April dawns and December nights.
Voices of conscience, compassion, and mercy.
Voices of beautiful things and voices of beauty.
Voices of life and voices of the dead.
Voices of the gods whose very existence

is threatened.
Voices of loved ones and yet unborn descendents.

VOICES —
making us listen
making us act
making us organize
making us unite
until TOGETHER with
BILLIONS

we raise ONE VOICE
and SHOUT IT LOUD

SHOUT IT FIERCE

SHOUT IT UNTIL THE WAR GODS
TREMBLE!

SHOUT IT WITH FURY LIKE THE DRACON
THUNDER!

SHOUT IT SO THAT

EVEN THE DEAF CAN

HEAR!!!

and so that the dead will know
they died not in vain.

GT Wong
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“1t is delightfully unique ... a
treasure trove of cultural illumina-
tions.” “’Sneak Previews’’ co-host
Siskel said, It presents a very vivid
portrait of Chinese Americans of
whom | know very little about.”

Siskel’s comment is the most re-
vealing. It is also the crux of my criti-
cism. What do most white film critics
know about Chinese or Chinese
American cultural sensibilities? —
Nothing, if their education consisted
of re-running a few reels of “Flower
Drum Song,” brunching at a dim sum
palace, getting their collars starched
atthelocal Chineselaundry, and buy-
ing brush paintings at a Union Street
or Soho gallery. Consequently, any
film with the hint of an “authentic”
sensibility will naturally seem “cul-
turally illuminating.”

lfound Chan is Missing to be an
occasionally funny, often tedious
comedy-mystery which attempted to
dispell some of the usual Chinese
stereotypes and myths by putting to-
gether an eclectic group of charac-
ters and showing them in a cinema
verite style. 1t's a sociological look at
Chinese Americans through the eyes
of two Chinese American cab drivers
who are searching for their missing
partner, a third Chinese American
businessman.

1 didn’t think the film particularly
worked as a cultural collage, and the
satirical elements could have been
carried out perhaps one step further.
The underlying element of mystery
and Chinese American philosophy,
which is intended to be a play on the
image of Chinatown as a den of exoti-
cism and Confucian ideals, backfires
and serves only to establish old ster-
eotypes in a new context. This, of
course, is not Wang's fault. He did not
intend for his film tobe interpreted as
the quintessential film about Chinese
America. But, the critics write about
Chan ... as though they have dis-
covered thewheel. Intheirownignor-

ance, they write about all the new

aspects of orientalia Chan is Missing
reveals.

This trendy sycophancy does not
surprise me considering many of these
same critics loved David Henry
Hwang’s play, “FOB” and Maxine
Hong Kingston’s book, The Woman
Warrior, two works which I thought

reinforced cultural eccentricities and
appealed to Sino-culture vultures.

In a recent column by Bernard
Weiner, the San Francisco Chronicle’s
drama critic, he discusses the ability
of white critics to review and discuss
works by other ethnic groups.
Weiner’'s columnwas based in part by
a letter playwright Frank Chin had
written to him which, among other
things, said:

Weiner has gone to the trouble of
learning a little about white
European and English language
theater history, tradition, tech-
niques, forms, and works to qual-
ify himself as a reviewer and
critic of white theater. He has no
such qualifications of know-

“ . .. white critics prefer
Asian American plays
which are entertaining and
apolitical . . "

ledge or iearning for his opinions
on Asian American theater ...
(yet) presumes to teach Asian
American history.

All of Chin’s toodowas in reference
to Weiner's comparison of Genny
Lim’s play, ““Paper Angels,” to
another Hwang play, ““The Dance
and the Railroad,” in which the critic
prefers Hwang’s approach to Chinese
American historical themes. Chin has
often been piqued by white critics of
Asian American plays who, he said,
praised his own plays for the wrong
reasons or condemned them because
they didn’t understand the cultural or
ethnic nuances in them.

Chin is absolutely right. For exam-
ple, I recall that former San Francisco
Examiner drama critic Stanley Eichel-
baum onceremarked in a review that
a character in Adrian Kinoshita-
Myers’ play, “A Play by Bill Yama-
saki,” seemed incongruous because
he was a Black-acting Japanese.
Eichelbaum said it was inconceiv-
able that a Japanese would act like
that. Well, Stanley, if you had ever

gone cruising in }-Town, maybe you’d
get the picture.

Weiner himself admits that “we
(critics) simply don’t know enough
about Asian American (or gay, or
feminist, or Black) history — cer-
tainly not as much as we know about,
say, English and European theater
history techniques — and must try to
learn, through reading, research,
talking, plays, movies, and letters.”

I have observed over the years that
white critics prefer Asian
American plays which are entertain-
ing and apolitical and don’t reveal
issue-oriented perspectives. They
praise works which are safe to praise,
works which don’t dredge up any
racist guilt. They use their own Euro-
American cultural values to judge
works about experiences they cannot
even begin to understand.

I don’t have any reservations
about regarding Chan is Missing,
“FOB,” or ““The Woman Warrior”
among a larger body of work which
together makes up the Chinese Amer-
ican experience. These works are not
invalid; they simply must be placed
in their proper context. | don’t want
my history and culture interpreted to
me by critics who haven’t the least bit
of insights into the psychology of
Chinese America and Asian America.

We must be careful nottoembrace
works by Asian Americans solely
because they are works by Asian
Americans or because white critics
have told us that they are culturally
relevant. In the late 1950's, “Flower
Drum Song” was a cultural revela-
tion, too. So you see, everything must
be taken in its proper context. The
next time the New York Times de-
clares something inscrutably illumi-
nating, be prepared to be discerning
or you may wind up being an aes-
thetic lemming. O

Forrest Gok, a Contributing Editor
of EAST WIND, is a free lance
writer/editor. He was a former editor
of the English edition of the San Fran-
cisco Journal.
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