


FROM THE EDITOR

Introducing EAST WIND
Vol. I, No. 1

I f you've ever driven from L.A. to Sacramento,
you know that it’s one of the most boring trips
imaginable. I-5 is as flat as a pancake and as hot as
a griddle. A few years ago, when | was making a
film about Asians in the Sacramento River Delta, |
made the trip several times. | would head up north
late in the evening, cruising along with the radio
blasting. Hours passed, but there were still miles to
go and darkness all around.

It’s a tedious drive but not without a special
allure. Something beautiful starts to happen by the
time you reach Coalinga. A thin ribbon of light
peeks over the horizon giving life and shape to the
silent rows of crops; light blueish hues erode the
thick darkness. Then the sun bursts through ripping
open the sky with brilliant yellow light radiating
warmth and energy. And everything changes. It’s a
new day, and all things seem possible. Damn, it’s a
great feeling! And that’s how I’'m feeling now.

Here itis — EAST WIND, Volume |, Number 1.
It's also a new beginning and one with, | hope, all
the promise of a new dawn.

Although EAST WIND is a new publication, it’s
part of a long and rich legacy of Asian American
newspapers and magazines. Some of us have
worked on Gidra, Getting Together, Bridge
Magazine, UNITY newspaper and other
newspapers and journals. Among the contributors
to EAST WIND are writers, artists, and organizers
whose roots go back to the very beginning of the
contemporary Asian American Movement and
others who have been organizing Asian working
people since the 1930’s. Other contributors are
brand new to the Movement. Regardless of our
backgrounds, we share a common purpose: to ex-
press Asian pride, to expose the truth about our
conditions in America, and to help unite Asian
people to fight for justice and equality.

A large part of this magazine’s editorial perspec-
tive reflects our background in the early Asian
Movement of the ‘60s and ‘70s. We named our
magazine EAST WIND because these words have a
special meaning for anyone who was involved
then. The expression comes from a speech given

by Chinese communist leader Mao Zedong in 1957.

In the midst of the Cold War, Mao characterized
the international situation as . . . East Wind

prevailing over the West Wind. That is to say, the
forces of socialism have become overwhelmingly
superior to the forces of imperialism.” The East
Wind represented revolution and social progress,
and many Asians in America too felt the power of
those ideals and believed in the possibility for a
better world. We were inspired by the emergence
of socialist China. We identified with our Asian
brothers and sisters in Southeast Asia who bravely
resisted annihilation by the U.S. war machine. We,
too, were part of the “East Wind,”” part of all that
stood for fighting against imperialism and building
a just and equal society. We, too, would stand
alongside our Black, Chicano, Native American,
Puerto Rican brothers and sisters and all oppressed
people to change this imperialist system.

And Asians from coast to coast began checking
each other out. “Hey, brother, Hey sister. What’s
happenin’? Say, what’s goin’ on? Right on! Power to
the People!” It’s really hard to capture the spirit of
those wild and bodacious times, to describe the
electricity generated in that moment of collective
recognition of our beauty, power and strength.

The days of the early Asian Movement have
passed into history, but we will never forget what
brought us together and continue to learn from
those struggles.

T oday, the Asian national movements face

a new situation with complex questions. EAST
WIND exists to help shed some light on these
issues. Great changes have taken place. The Asian
and Pacific Islander population has doubled in ten
years since the 1970 Census. New Asian immigrants
who were driven from their homelands in the after-
math of war — Vietnamese, Cambodians, Laotians,
Burmese — have arrived by the thousands and are
painfully undergoing an adjustment to this radi-
cally different society. Huge increases in the im-
migration of Chinese from Southeast Asia, the Peo-
ple’s Republic of China, Hong Kong and Taiwan
have brought a new generation of immigrants to
Chinatowns across America. Over the last ten
years, Pilipinos and Koreans have come to
America and established new Asian communities.
And there has also been an increase in the number
of Pacific Islanders — Samoans, Guamanians,
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Micronesians — settling in the U.S.

In future issues, we hope to deepen our know-
ledge and understanding of the many Asian and
Pacific Islander nationalities in the U.S. today.

Besides examining the myriad changes, EAST
WIND will take a stand on the issues of the day.
We know all too well from our own experience
that conditions are worsening for Asian and Pacific
peoples as they are for all minorities and the poor.
Working people and the poor are being squeezed
by economic hardships further exacerbated by the
Reagan administration’s rampant military spending
and pro-big business policies. Asians along with
other minorities see the fruits of past struggles be-
ing snatched back. We see affirmative action
policies gutted by new government edicts;
bilingual/bicultural education under attack; and
social services slashed to the bone.

The signs are all too clear for greater repression
against “dissidents” and “uppity Third World folk
who don’t know their place.” Nearly 200 members
of Congress have signed House Resolution 48
which calls for the reestablishment of the House
Internal Security Committee, the successor of the
notorious House Un-American Activities Commit-
tee. Provisions in the new Immigration Act provide
for massive detention camps for “aliens,”” and in-
deed these already exist for thousands of Haitian
and Cuban refugees.

The reactionary trend in government policies
only gives the green light for racist scum like the
Klan and other racist thugs to firebomb a Chinese
theater in Monterey Park, California, and burn
crosses in Seadrift, Texas, to drive out Viethamese
shrimpers. The cry of ““Yellow Peril” is being re-
vived in the anti-Japanese imports campaign and
in the slanders against the “hordes’ of new Asian
immigrants.

T hese are dangerous times, but the situation

is not without hope. If we have learned
anything from Asian American history, it is that
Asians have resisted, have survived, and can unite.
All across the country, Asians are on the move! On
the campuses, students are fighting against the
loss of Ethnic Studies and resisting fee hikes and
the abandonment of special admissions programs.
In the Chinese community, the people are con-
fronting urban redevelopment and gentrification
which threatens to wipe out our communities, go-
ing out on rent strikes to protest intolerable hous-
ing conditions, organizing against restrictions on

Asian immigration, and trying to save needed
social services and arts funding. Thousands of
Japanese Americans have mounted a militant, na-
tionwide campaign for redress and reparations for
their World War 1l internment in U.S. concentra-
tion camps. At the work place, Asian workers are
forming caucuses to protect their rights to
unionization and to organize their nonunion
brothers and sisters who slave away under forced
overtime, low pay, and lack of benefits. And
Asians in the professions and business continue to
fight against discrimination in hiring and promo-
tion. All of this points to the continuity and growth
of the Asian national movements.

EAST WIND magazine can play an important
role in this process of building the Asian national
movements. We need a popular, progressive
magazine to publicize these important issues and
movements in our communities and bring them
before a broad audience. We hope that EAST
WIND can become a vehicle for communication
among the many different sectors of the Asian na-
tional movements.

Finally, EAST WIND stands for the unity of
Asian people, for without unity, our efforts will re-
main scattered and weak. While there may be dif-
ferent views on how to achieve full equality and
political power and different approaches to
strategies and tactics, there should be a united ef-
fort around many issues and concerns. In the spirit
of ericouraging dialogue and debate, EAST WIND,
while advocating a point of view, is open to views
contrary to our own. While we may differ on par-
ticular questions and issues, we have a common in-
terest in advancing the cause of Asian people, in
protecting our rights, and in winning new social,
political and economic gains for our people. Thus,
we encourage our readers to write letters, con-
tribute articles and give us feedback. Please write
to us if you have topics that you would like us to
cover or articles that you wish to contribute.

It is hard to say what will happen in the days
ahead. When you turn on the evening news, there’s
always some new atrocity being cooked up by
President Reagan and his ruling class buddies.
Publishing this magazine perhaps just adds one
more cry of protest. And if this be the case, let it
be one mighty yell! There’s a powerful message
here — Asian people must unite! We are deter-
mined to win justice and equality! Join us. A new
East Wind is on the rise! Pass it on. O

Eddie Wong
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who support justice and equality.

Thereparations movementis an ef-
fort to unite Nikkei to gain political
power. The power we seek, however,
isnot forafew wealthy Japanese who
claimtorepresentusonly toclimbon
our backs and look down on other
minorities and laboring people who
built our communities.

In order to get real power and
equality, we must fight for fun-
damental change. The racism and
greed that put our people into the
camps is no accident. This country

was built on the slavery of Black peo-
ple, the genocide of Native American
people and the theft of their lands,
the subjugation of Chicanos and the
contract labor of Asians and other
more recent immigrants from the
Third World.

I can see now that the suffering
that racism has caused me and my
people will end only when we stand
up as a people, taking our place
alongside other nationalities and
working people to overturn this
greedy, misery-producing system of

capitalism. We need to create a new
system not based on profits for a few,
but on a better life for the many, a
society where Japanese and other op-
pressed nationalities are free to exist
and develop freely. O

Evelyn Yoshimura is a longtime activ-
ist in the Japanese community. She
works at the Little Tokyo Service
Centerand lives with her husband and
daughter in Los Angeles” Crenshaw
neighborhood.

Gambare!

The sting of evacuation
pierces the cozy unity
of the Terminal Island community.
48 hours
to pack 48 years
of life.
Fathers first!

“To take care

of her husband’s affair

was just too overwhelming. . .
so she just sat down and cried.”

Cry, Terminal Island woman, cry.
Your time will come.

Curfews on distance and time
carpetbaggers ripping off your last dime
no one gave you a-chance

stealing your life

for a song and a dance.

Cry, Terminal Island woman, cry
Your time will come.

In the dead of night
silent buses steal innocent families
and unsuspecting children
towards barren and desolate destination
With shades discreetly drawn
shrouding passenger windows
so as not to offend the sensibilities

of sleeping white citizens.

Endless clouds of dust
a whirling dervish of escaped dreams
slipping thru floors cracked
under the burden of broken hearts
and seeping into weeping barracks —
secret storehouses of stolen lives.

And guards, everywhere, guards
to protect us from the hostile white citizenry.

But wait! Look!
Guns pointed at us!
Wait! No! No!!
Hiroshi-San!

hiroshi-san
My brother

They killed my brother.

Cry, Terminal Island woman

Your lament rings from
Manzanar/Poston/Gila
Heart Mountain/Topaz/Minidoka
Tule Lake/Jerome/Rohwer/Amache

Cry, my people

then cry no more.

Our time has come.

S.

The Iranian hostages are home!
Yellow ribbons fluttering amidst parades
of happiness and patriotism.
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Yellow ribbons flying high-amidst waves
of national unity and love.

The Jap-anese hostages are home!
Yellow banners waving greetings of
hatred, hostility, and blame.

The heroic 442nd Battalion is home!
No banners, just silence
to cover racism and hidden shame.
No work, no money, no home
no Japs allowed!!

She lost her sons in the war
So what, she’s a Jap!

He always expressed loyalty and respect for this
country
So what, he’s a Jap!

My god, let her play! She’s only a little girl
So what, she’s a Jap!

They're very clean people, they do excellent work
So what, they're Japs!

But Dad, | love him
So what, he’s a Jap!

Today a commission
sits on high

expecting the emission
of a sigh

representing the submission
of a shy, shy

laid back community
which, to their surprise

stands together in unity
once again on the rise
once again on the rise.

Hayakawa, that has been banana
sings, in Amerikan, “Oh Susannah”
safely hidden in Cana-

duh. .. What's up Doc?
Prescribing high dosage semantics
to cure the spewing of truth.

Dance, Chiquita Hayakawa, dance
Your time has come!

One by one, with empathy, support, and pride
we told our story
in spite of those who tried
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to cut us off
cut us short
cut us out
once again imposing limits of distance and time
now instead of 48 hours
to pack away 48 years
they gave us 5 minutes
to pack 4 years of indignities
and 40 years of private hells
and expect us to put up with old lady
dyed hair, foul-mouth racists?!
Our people spoke louder still!
Presidential apologies won’t pay my bill!!

One by one, with empathy, support and pride
filling the hearing room
spilling out into the halls
willing each other the strength to go on

welling up with anger, and

swelling with pride

as Issei and Nisei stood up and testified
testified
testified.

Breaking language barriers

taking painful memories out of a dusty past
ridden with horse stalls and tar paper shacks.

Breaking a 40-year silence

guarded by barbed wire and gaman.

And with each testimony my heart
stood up and shouted

GCambare! Don’t give up the struggle!!

And I think they heard.

One by one, with empathy, support, and pride
spiritually, each at the other’s side
Issei, Nisei, Sansei testified
testified
testified.
And, with one voice, proclaimed loud and clear
the time for reparations is here!!

Miya Iwataki

Contributing Editor Miya Iwataki is the Development
Director at KPFK Radio in Los Angeles and a member of
Pacific Asian Women Writers West.



























Asian American Studies, | asked Ray
about his approach to developing
quality programs in the 1980’s. “Why
is Ethnic Studies important? It pre-
sents Asian Americans with scholarly
information and knowledge that
serves to legitimize our existence in
the U.S. It explains why our culture
and personality has taken on partic-
ular ‘traits. It serves to preserve the
continuum between our past and
present. | think it is vital to maintain
strong, direct student participationin
the development of Asian American
Studies, to build close ties and con-
nections with the surrounding com-
munities, and to achieve a level of
academic quality, sound research
and quality courses.

“When | say student participation,
I mean input on all levels — central
decision making in the hiring of staff
and faculty, formulating curriculum
and assisting in the teaching of
courses, and community activities.
Students can do it all. After all, it was
students who initiated, founded and
maintained Asian American Studies
all of these years.

“We exist to serve the needs of the
students. Their involvement is vital
to our own process of change and de-
velopment. Without this, we would
become isolated and divorced from
the people we are supposed to serve,
and lose our reason for existence.”

T his same commitment extends
to his approach to the commu-
nity. | glance around the small office
and can’t help but notice the cluster
of posters, leaflets, and fliers cover-
ing the walls. Tule Lake Pilgrimage.
Hito Hata — Raise the Banner. Cele-
brate Nihonmachi Organizing Com-
mittee’s Second Anniversary. Re-
dress/Reparations. Join A.S.1LA.N.

“Qur program seeks to educate
students and stimulate their interests
in the community. If we don’t get in-
volved, who will? | try to encourage
students to participate in the process
of change taking place in the commu-
nity. Give people the opportunity to
get involved through field trips to
Angel Island or going on Tule Lake
Pilgrimages. Once students have the
opportunity, it’s their choice as to
how far they want to go.”

Another one of Ray’s goals is

achieving a high level of academic
quality in the program — rigorous
research, publications, and solid
courses. Ray is intent on ““advancing
the state of knowledge” through Eth-
nic Studies, and views research and
publications as tools to challenge the
racist history, social science and
literature of the past and present.

In his study, “Chinese American
Vendors of Los Angeles: A Case of
Resistance, Political Organization,
and Participation,” Ray challenges
the sociological ‘““theory’’ that
Chinese, by “refusing to acculturate
and accept American values,” had
only themselves to blame for being
singled out and attacked during the
1880’s. By conducting extensive re-
search about Chinese agricultural
workers who were victimized at the
time, he argues that Chinese farmers
“were an integral part of 19th century
Southern California ... Chinese ex-
clusion in the 1880’s was a result of
“white racist opposition,” not of Chi-
nese refusal to assimilate.”” More-
over, he concludes that the Chinese
vendors were discriminated against
because of their high level of partici-
pation in the greater society, rather
than their alleged isolation.

Elaborating on his approach to
research, Ray commented, “Chinese
historiography suffers from one glar-
ing omission . . . . There is an absence
of investigation into the daily com-
munity life of Chinese Americans. An
overwhelming bulk of historical re-
search has been concerned withwhat
was done to Chinese Americans and
who did it to them, rather than who
the Chinese were and what they did,
how we evolved, and the dynamics of
the social forces active in the crea-
tion of these new people.”

His goal is to tell the history of
Chinese Americans from our own per-
spective — as we have lived and expe-
rienced it. QOur own voices and our
own story. “To do good research, to
really understand our history, educa-
tors have to be in touch with the com-
munity, with the people. The peoplein
the community are the primary source
of knowledge and information.”

At the same time, Ray iswell aware
of pressures from college administra-
tions, the “publish or perish” syn-
drome, and the effort to tear Asian
educators away from students and

the community. Ray’s view? ““Aca-
demic quality, research and writing is
in no way contradictory to student
and community involvement. The
problems arise when one aspectdomi-
nates and the others suffer. The key is
maintaining the correct balance,
keeping our priorities straight. Ac-
tually, I'm real pleased with the in-
crease of good research and writing
and we might see some breakthroughs
soon.”

“Keeping priorities straight” is no
easy task. Not with college adminis-
trations constantly holding a gun at
the heads of Ethnic Studies programs.

Take San Jose State for instance.
“We have a relatively small program.
With just one full-time prof, one part-
time and one administrator (who
teaches, too), we try to offer as many
courses and activities as possible.
But any budget cuts, elimination of
personnel, would hurt us severely.
There’s no fat, no excess, in Asian
American Studies.

“| worry about the program. Being
the smallest and youngest program at
the university, there’s little security.”

D espite this adversity, Ray re-
mains optimistic about the
future of Asian American Studies,
and its ability to survive and grow in
the 1980’s. “There’s a new generation
of students. A lot of motion in the
community. Asian American Studies,
if it remains well-connected, can be
viable and continue to contribute to
our peoples’ struggle for change. |
think we hit a low point awhile back,
but are bouncing back. I'm really en-
couraged by the continued support
that we receive on campus and in the
community.”

What is the key? Ray urges Asian
American Studies to ““go back to our
original source of support — the stu-
dents and the community. They are
the foundations for our survival, the
people we serve. We have to rely on
ourselves.” O

Butch Wing is the Managing Editor
of EAST WIND and a member of the
League of Revolutionary Struggle
(M-L).

SPRING/SUMMER 1982 17












Street were longtime communities
threatened by development in 1973.
They wanted to retain their commu-
nities because they knew their neigh-
bors, could speak their own lan-
guages there, and did not want to be
squeezed together like the other con-
gested areas of Honolulu.

In Chinatown, People Against
Chinatown Eviction (PACE) was
formed in 1974 to stop evictions and
to fight for low-rent housing. Most of
the residents were elderly Pilipinos
who needed to be in Chinatown be-
cause of the low rent and to be where
they could socialize and use their own
language.

Two vyears earlier in the town of
Waipahu, the Pilipino community in
Ota Camp was faced with eviction.
Instead of moving, the Ota Camp res-
idents demanded a community that
allowed extended families to live
together and areas to grow their
food. Like PACE, they got massive
support for their demands, and the
Ota Camp won relocation so that
they could retain their culture.

The upsurge in the struggle for
land has gotten the most energy from
the Hawaiian people. To be Hawaiian
means to be on the land, and the Ha-
waiians have been the most active in
getting back on the land.

The Hawaiians have traditionally
had access to the land and the sea,
and part of the Hawaiian economy,
until today, is based on hunting, fish-
ing and gathering. But development
took over the land and blocked many
accesses. The organization Hui Ala-
loa on the island of Moloka’i and Ha-
waiians on the island of Hawai‘i or-
ganized marches beginning in 1975
to open traditional Hawaiian trails
and accesses despite the fences and
the property laws.

There have been many examples
of Hawaiians asserting their rights by
occupying the land and taking it
back. The Protect Kaho’olawe
‘Ohana organized five occupations
of the island of Kaho’olawe in 1976
and 1977 to stop the U.S. Navy from
using the island as a target for prac-
tice bombing. It was the beginning of
the struggle which mobilized thou-
sands to struggle to preserve the rich
Hawaiian culture and history found
on Kaho‘olawe. The Ohana popular-
ized the concept of aloha ‘aina to

describe their feelings for Ka-
ho‘olawe and gave it added meaning.
Aloha‘aina became a call to reclaim
Kaho‘olawe and all Hawaiian land
and use the land in a way that bene-
fited the peopie.

T he landholders were threatened
by the growing movement to
take back the land and have gone all
out to squash it. In 1974, Hawaiians
occupied a beach in Kona on the is-
land of Hawai‘i and built Kuka‘ili-
moku Village to block construction
of a hotel. The developers and police
came many times to tear down the
village and get rid of the residents,
but the people are determined to
keep access to the beach open and
save the many historical sites there.
In1979, the state government tried to
smash the struggle of Hawaiians of
Sand Island on O’ahu. People there
had taken over Hawaiian land which
was being used as anindustrial dump.
Their aim was to live in the Hawaiian
way by the sea and to establish a park
where Hawaiians could live and per-
petuate their culture. The State
evicted them but has not stopped

their struggle.

* * *

The many land struggles through-
out the islands show the desire and
need of the people of Hawai’i for
land. Whether the demand is for stop-
ping development, control of the
communities, preserving agriculture
and country lifestyle, access, or the
outright return of the land, the peo-
ple have shown their willingness to
fight.

There is no shortage of land in
Hawai‘i. The people of Hawai‘iare on
the land now and will continue taking
over more of the land they aren’t on.
It comes down to a question of who
will control the land and who will
control Hawai‘i. It is a question of
political power and whether that
power will stay with U.S. imperialism
or cometothe people of Hawai‘i. [

Tracy Takano was born and raised
in Hawai‘i. He is a shop steward in
Local 5 of the Hotel and Restaurant
Employees Union.
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than 25,000 civilians from these bar-
rios in an attempt to curb the in-
fluence of the NPA in the area. Farm-
ers are forced to walk up to six miles
each day to reach their fields from
the military guarded centers where
they now live. This version of the
““strategic hamlet”” program em-
ployed by the U.S. in the Viet Nam
War, has caused untold suffering.
Many of the children have sickened
and died due to lack of sanitation,
while the people fear hunger due to
decreased production. This experi-
ment has been expanded to a number
of neighboring areas already, involv-
ing thousands of more people.

1t is doubtful that this program will
do anything but further alienate the
people from the Marcos regime.
What is not in doubt is the growing in-
fluence of the NPA. The NPA now
claims a mass base of six million(one-
eighth of the population) in 30 guer-
rilla fronts throughout the archi-
pelago. While they see themselves as
still in the stage of a strategic defen-
sive where they are overall weaker
than the government, the NPA con-
siders itself in a more advanced sub-
stage where it can delegate much of

@

For 10 years,
Amerasia Journal has
published more in-depth

articles, reviews, and literature on Asian Americans,
than any other national interdisciplinary journal.
Viewing Asian Americans as active participants in the
making of history, original articles cover immigration,
labor, race and class, inter-ethnic relations, education,
and international politics. Articles and reviews on
Koreans, Filipinos, Asian Indians, Chinese, Japanese,
Pacific Islanders, and indochinese, plus an annuail
selected bibliography.

Consistently recommended by Choice, Serials
Review, and Library Journal for all general and
academic libraries.

if your field is ethnic and minority studies, Asian
American relations, or American and Asian immigration
and labor, a subscription to AMERASIA JOURNAL
today will add a unique comparative perspective to your
studies.

its political organizing to mass activ-
ists, allowing an intensification of
military activity. In one two-month
period in 1981, Manila newspapers
reported 56 NPA ambushes and raids.
T he brunt of this crisis in Marcos’

New Republic has fallen
squarely on the Pilipino people. The
infighting over the coconut levy and
the resulting drop in prices hurt mil-
lions of Pilipino farmers. The decline
in exports and the lowering of tariffs
has forced many businesses to close
down, laying off thousands of work-
ers. On top of rising unemployment,
prices are rising much faster than
wages, further impoverishing an al-
ready poor people.

More and more people have seen
no other way than to openly resist the
Marcos regime. During the first two
months of the 1981-82 school year,
over 200,000 students participated in
demonstrations protesting tuition
hikes, lack of campus freedoms and
imperialist influence over the educa-
tional system. After the lifting of mar-
tial law, workers’ strikes increased to
almost one per day, many of them il-

legal wildcats in defiance of govern-
ment requirentents for 30-day ad-
vance notice and a ban on strikes in
all vital industries.

Rural, as well as urban protests
have mounted. Numerous rallies
with up to 10,000 participants have
been organized because of the in-
creasing militarization.

Militancy of many Philippine mi-
nority groups is rising, with one re-
cent march by 3,000 Igorot students
in Baguio calling the Ministry of Tour-
ism’s Grand Canao festival a prostitu-
tion of their traditions. In the south,
the Moro National Liberation Front
(MNLF) continues its ten-year revolt
against the central government with
the goal of self-determination for the
Muslim minority. Marcos’ army said
the MNLF was “finished” in January,
1981, only to have over one hundred
government troops wiped out in an
ambush in February. The MNLF is
fielding over 15,000 full time guer-
rillas, tying down half of the Philip-
pine military. Over the last year, the
MNLF has become more united and
ties with other Philippine opposition
groups have increased.

For the guerrillas of the NPA and
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their allied underground activists in
the National Democratic Front
(NDF), the fruits of their long struggle
are starting to ripen. Since its forma-
tion in 1969 as the armed wing of the
Communist Party of the Philippines
(CPP), the NPA has grown from a
small band of 60 men with only 35
rifles to the national force it is today.
By applying Mao Zedong’s theories
of protracted people’s war to Philip-
pine conditions, emphasizing politi-
cal organizing and capture of arms
from government troops, the NPA
has maintained its independence and
self-reliance.

The NDF’s program of armed over-
throw of the Marcos regime, an end
to U.S. and other foreign domination
of the economy and culture, and real
land reform has been winning more
and more adherents. Many of the
mass protests have been raising these
and other anti-imperialist demands,
while many activists have joined the
underground in the face of Marcos’
growing repression of open dissent.

Many of the pre-martial law politi-
cians, fed up with Marcos’ phony
elections and U.S. support for an ob-

viously undemocratic regime, have
begun to take stands against U.S.
domination. With many of their fol-
lowers deserting to the NDF, the re-
cent formation of the Pilipino Demo-
cratic Party (PDP) with a non-violent
(electoral) pursuit of nationalism is
perhaps alast ditch effort to prevent
the total collapse of a moderate
alternative.

F or Pilipinos in the U.S., the crisis
that many have sought to es-
cape is also encroaching. Under the
Marcos administration, over 400,000
Pilipinos have left the Philippines for
the promised opportunities of
America.

But promises have faded before
the reality of discrimination and lack
of jobs for Pilipino immigrants. While
the Reagan administration is propos-
ing a 32% increase in military aid to
Marcos (from $105 to $140 million),
job training, education and other
needed community services are be-
ing cut. On top of this, the proposed
U.S. Philippine extradition treaty
would extend the long arm of Marcos
into the Pilipino community here in

an attempt to suppress opposition to
his regime.

Meanwhile the calls for support
from the Philippines grow stronger.
Suchwas the message of a Philippine
Roman Catholic priest: “The people
there are very desperate. Many of
their union organizers have been ar-
rested by the military and tortured. It
is no wonder that some have gone to
join the NPA. Why, even four priests
in my diocese have gone, for they felt
it was the only way to express their
Christian preference for the poor. For
those of you in the U.S., you do not
feel the urgency of the situation. We
need all the help that you can (give).”
At the end of his talk he added: “You
know, you are very lucky. You are liv-
ing at a time when you can be proud
to be Filipino, for you have the
chance to give your lives for your
country.” d

Masao Suzuki is a Contributing
Editor to EAST WIND. He is a student
at U.C. Berkeley and a member of
the Philippines Education Support
Committee.
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Chol Soo Lee Retrial

Ranko Yamada

IIS orry. We need something

newsworthy,” say the city
news editors. “Innocence and death
row just aren’t novel enough. Can
you people burn an effigy?”

Thus, the stage is set for Chol Soo
Lee’s retrial of a 1973 murder he
didn’t commit. Lee, a Korean immi-
grant whose murder conviction was
overturned by an appeals court, will
once againface trial on May 24in San
Francisco.

During the last nine years of his in-
carceration, the prosecution and po-
lice have repeatedly been given sub-
stantial evidence that someone else
committed the murder. Yet they have
never shown the remotest interest in
finding out who really killed Yip Yee
Tak. Of course, to admit interest in
the real killer has serious drawbacks
for them. The public would then know
how the prosecution has groomed wit-
nesses, suppressed exculpatory evi-
dence, falsified evidence and allowed
perjured testimony to condemn an in-
nocent man to die. The prosecution is
determined to continue the deadly
hoax, in hopes that by repeating a lie
often enough, it will become truth.

And this is where Chol Soo Lee
stands today, facing trial by a court
that is just as anxious to maintain this
status quo. By carefully sifting
through the evidence, deciding what
ajury can and cannot hear, the courts
can almost insure the outcome: con-
viction of murder one. Already in pre-
liminary hearings, the court has ruled
against defense motions to introduce
evidence of a major eyewitness, po-
lice misconduct and Chol Soo’s poly-
graph test.

Truth is no gift in Chol Soo Lee’s
case. It is hard fought, impatient and
expensive. Chol Soo literally fights
for his life in this case. As supporters,
we fight also for the right to define
ourselves and to assert our demands
for justice and equality. We face the
court as an enemy, and whatever is
won from that courtroom is our do-
ing. Fortunately the “we” in the sup-
port movement is also an awesome

body. We are the countless Korean
and Asian immigrants who find our-
selves here, stripped of language and
culture. We are the American born
Asians who have lived through the
double standard charade of discrimi-
nation and racism. And we are the
many progressive and dedicated in-
dividuals committed towards a more
just society.

Chol Soo can win if we are there.
The court may manipulate the evi-
dence, but it cannot control commu-
nity sentiment or stifle our demands.

Designed & Printed at JAM Wksp./copyright 1980 W. Senzaki

Join us in May at the San Francisco
Hall of Justice. For more information,
contact the Bay Area Committee to
Free Chol Soo Lee, 827 Pacific Ave.,
No.122,San Francisco, CA94133. O

Ranko Yamada is a Contributing
Editor to EAST WIND. She is an attor-
ney and has been active in the Chol
Soo Lee defense movement for many
years. She is also a member of Nihon-
machi Legal Outreach, a community
legal services group.
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our company. And we can’t keep our
theater dark. We have to have more
productions, whether it’s a theatrical
production of a music culture or
whatever. We have to have people
coming into our theater. Small thea-
ter companies like ours, every little
bit counts. By keeping our doors
open, it means more work for us. Like
the Issei philosophy, unless you
work, you can’t bring a dollar home.

EAST WIND: In terms of artistic
direction, what’s the next step for
Asian American theater?

Mako: East West Players must make
a transcontinental tour to the East
Coast, mainly to New York to gain na-
tional recognition. In some ways,
we’re more known outside of Los
Angeles. New York is where the big-
ger corporate headquarters are, so
that becomes a must for us if we are
to survive.

The main positive thing is that more
people are writing. And more Asian
American writers are writing for
theater. Which is great for us, because
without them, we cannot survive.

EAST WIND: What sort of advice
would you have for someone just
starting out, and interested in Asian
American theater?

Mako: Well, actors’ work is very
tedious. It requires dedication and
commitment. Unfortunately, the art
of acting is not as scientific as say,
studying to become a doctor, but in
essence it’s just as tedious.

It’s not glamorous at all. Starting
this summer, we’re going through in-
tensive summer training workshops
as opposed to weekly sessions. This
intensive workshop will keep stu-
dents busy for six days a week, ten
hours or more, for five weeks. That’s
how long it takes to mount a produc-
tion. They’ll be working on a real pro-
duction as well as going to classes, re-
hersal, voice production, movement,
what have you. We're talking about
300 hours of work, but that’s part of
what we go through as actors.

EAST WIND: What did you think
about your participation in HITO
HATA?

Mako: Being able to participate in
the project has been a very positive
experience. Although in looking
back, there was a problem with the
project in terms of collective writing.
But knowing that, | enjoyed working
with it. | was able to use a lot of com-
posites |1 had drawn for myself in
terms of Issei, drawing from my own

personal history. When 1 first came
here, | worked in Harlem, in China-
town, in various kitchens in New York
City. Atthat time, there were still a lot
of Issei working as cooks, dishwash-
ers, pantrymen, what have you. |
came into contact with so many of
them. | was glad to be able to build a
positive composite of Issei, an
accumulation of imagery that | col-
lected. Also, the sound from those
people — the Japanese they spoke
was very provincial, archaic and they
Americanized. It was a unique lan-
guage. In that sense, through HITO
HATA, | was abletodocumenta small
portion of the sound | have come to
love. We all felt good about taking a
part in that project. What has been
rewarding is people’s response dur-
ing those premieres around the coun-
try that Visual Communications has
been holding. When I was in Washing-
ton, D.C., there was a lady from
Kagoshima who was 84. She came up
to me and said in Kagoshima dialect,
“What province are you from?’”’
Somehow she believed | was from
Kagoshima. | spent some time there
when | was two or three, but | don’t
remember anything from those days.
People coming up and saying those
things is the highest form of reward
that an actor caneverget. O

EAST/WEST PLAYERS
SUMMER WORKSHOP 's2

Intensive Training Program
on all phases
of professional theater

July 27-August 31
Application Deadline: June 25

Contact:

Diane Kobayashi

Summer Workshop Program
4424 Santa Monica Blvd.
Los Angeles, CA 90029
(213) 660-0366

Tisa...

continued from page 44
that because we are a collective work-
ing together. We are professionals.

EAST WIND: What’s your definition
of Asian American theater?

Tisa Chang: Well, Asian American
theater is very different from theater
companies that produce traditional
Asian works. An Asian American
theater has to do with works that ex-
press the Asian American conscious-
ness. There’s a very distinct differ-
ence between the Issei and the San-
sei, the first and third generation
Japanese Americans. There is a very
distinct difference between the new
Chinese immigrant and the Chinese
American who has been here three,
four, or five generations. There are all
these differences . .. and they form a
different consciousness. | think Asian
American theater should be respon-

sive and should reflect all of these
that I’ve mentioned, because these
are all valid experiences. Asian Amer-
ican theater must above all promote
a certain kind of thinking and atti-
tude. It must reflect truthfully
whether in a pretty light or not, some
of these experiences, whether they
are struggles or joys.

We do four productions a year,
usually tied to a theme. For instance,
one year we do new playwrights.
Another year will be classics. One
year we’ll concentrate on the Japa-
nese American ethos.

EAST WIND: Has Asian American
theater utilized traditional Chinese
and Japanese techniques?

Tisa Chang: [ would say so, yes. | think
that there’s no way that you can
divorce and cut yourself off of cer-
tain ties. | have found references in
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Introduction

Chinese American novelist Louis Chu (1915-1970)
left behind a rich legacy for future generations of
Asian American writers. In his novel Eat a Bowl of
Tea, published in 1961, Chu portrayed the conflict
between a father and son in New York Chinatown with
great insight and feeling. Recreating in English the rich
textures of his native Sze Yup dialect, Chu captured
the vitality of Chinese people and made his characters
come to life as real, three dimensional human beings.

Chu'’s sensitive handling of characters and situa-
tions can be seen in this earlier work, “Bewildered,”
which is being published for the first time.
“Bewildered” conveys an experience common to
many Chinese immigrants — the anxiety that builds
while waiting for reunification with one’s family.

We would like to éxpress our gratitude to Mrs. Kang
Louie for allowing EAST WIND to publish
“Bewildered.” ‘

T he fat, round man at the reception desk looked
up as we stepped off the elevator. His desk was
diagonally opposite the elevator we just used, and
directly opposite another that was not being used.
His hugeness and the big desk made the hallway look
more crammed than it actually was.
“You people are out of luck,” he bellowed. His
tone was without emotion. “Have you eaten yet?”
“No,” my husband answered. “All we had all day
was a couple spoonfuls of corn flakes on the plane.”
He looked at the slip of paper handed him by our
custodian, who had met us at the airport and brought
us here in a big, red limousine with a U.S. govern-
ment tag for a license plate. Beside his desk was a
bench, and presently the rotund man directed us to
sit down. At our feet lay our baggage — a duffel bag,
two suit cases, and a zipper bag, with the Honolulu
custom inspector’s yellow seal still on them. He
picked up his phone. Before some one answered at
the other end he turned to us, “The cooks are off
now.” He checked his watch again. “’It’s after five.”
“Bill, 1 have three who just came in. Can you fix
them something to eat?”

The huge man pushed a button on the edge of his
desk and a man, presumably a guard though un-
uniformed and in shirt sleeves, appeared in no time.

“Take them upstairs for chow. Stay with them until
they’re through and then come down with them.”

We followed the man to the bottom of the stairs,
where he unlocked the door. Upstairs on the thir-
teenth floor was the mess hall.

When we returned from chow the fat man gave
each of us a tag of identificaton — our name and a
number — and directed us to our respective
quarters. A matron appeared and took my 7-year-old
daughter and me to the thirteenth floor, where
female detainees were quartered. My husband went
with the guard.

One week. Two weeks. Two months, maybe — we
would have to be detained here, | told myself. The
quiet and spaciousness of the corridor through which
we now passed seemed to convey a loneliness found
only in a darkened and deserted tunnel. In China we
had heard stories about the “Wooden House,” where
newcomers to the shores of America are detained.
Could this be the “Wooden House?”” We have friends
who had preceeded us to the United States who had
remained one or two months as detainees of the im-
migration authorities here. Detention of any length
of time is an unpleasant thing. And because it is
unpleasant and undesirable — yet so unnecessarily
necessary — we were drawn to it in frequent conver-
sations with our relatives and friends in China. When
people asked me how long | expected to be detained
| usually replied, ‘1 don’t know,” or “One month,” or
““Maybe two months.” Related questions on the same
subject included: What will your husband do in the
meantime? Will he wait for you in San Francisco or
will he proceed to New York?

Now | was here in person — a detainee. It is a
funny sort of feeling to have — like, perhaps, the
bride who had dreaded her wedding day, now found
herself sobbing softly in her bridal sedan chair, on
her way to the bridegroom’s. Or like the student who
had worried about his mid-terms, suddenly found
himself face to face with a stiff exam. This was no
idle talk. | was going through it. The California
weather, the gaiety of San Francisco, the fascination
of Chinatown, held no reality for me. My tired and
confused mind refused to let in the sunshine. Only
shadows creeped in. Stories of those who hanged
themselves because they were refused admittance
now sent a chill up my spine. The vivid newspaper
account of the Chinese woman detainee who threat-
ened to jump from the ledge of this building not so
long ago tugged at me, making my steps unsteady.
Its ugliness seemed to dim the lights of this very hall,
this very building. We followed the matron de-
jectedly, with misgivings, with no self-assurance
whatever. Only one thing was certain: detention. My
little girl kept on asking, “Where is Daddy? Let’s go
and find him.”

We came to a halt in front of room 1378

As soon as the door swung open, greetings were in
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mouth but no words came out. Someone else
answered for me, “Here she is.” Timidly I moved for-
ward toward the matron. “Louie May Jean?” she
asked.

| pointed to my daughter beside me.

We followed the matron to the elevator. She
brought us to the eleventh floor, to room 1157.

The unexpected sight of my husband in the room
gave me some sort of relief and some degree of
confidence returned to me. | thought that he must
have fixed up everything with the inspector. Then
after some hasty reflection | chided myself for
having such a thought. He’s going to be questioned
like | am, | told myself.

May Jean nestled closer to me as | sat downon a
chair along side the long table. My husband was
sitting opposite me. The inspector remarked to my
husband that he thought the little girl was scared.
The secretary, in a smart green dress, thought May
Jean was scared too.

“Say, how old did you say she is?”” asked the
inspector, curiously, unbelievingly.

“She could be seven and she could be eight,” my
husband answered. “She was born on July. . ..”

The inspector, still smiling curiously, as if
accepting a friendly challenge, got up from his chair
and walked around the long table to May Jean. He
extended his hand to the girl but she recoiled from
him. My husband and | coached her not to be afraid.

“Hello, May Jean,” the inspector began slowly. He
held her hands and seemed to examine them to
determine whether or not she was really seven years
old. | wondered if he could really tell by looking at a
child’s hands. A thought flashed to my mind: Maybe
they will get a doctor to examine her teeth. |
envisioned days of delay, of red tape, of nonsense.
My daughter is a little too big for her age, | admitted
to myself — but. . ..

As the inspector bent and continued to examine
my daughter’s hands, | noticed his thinning brown
hair, with most of it around his head and very little
over it. He had a high, intelligent forehead. His
gray suit — carelessly hung about him, his white
shirt, and his blue tie added, | thought, a touch of
homespun quality to his already disarming, friendly
smile. A welcome ally to any stranger.

The inspector finally let go of May Jean and, cock-
ing his head, said to my husband, “’Say, is she really
yours?”’

"My wife said she is,” snapped my husband.

And we all laughed. Well, except May Jean
and me.

The inspector led my husband out of the room. For
the time being the secretary, May Jean, and |
were the only ones in the room. The secretary got
up from her desk, which formed the lower part of an
L-shaped desk and table arrangement and opened the
right half of a large window. She looked at May Jean
and smiled. “Hello, May Jean. | like that name.

May Jean is a very nice name.”
All this time May Jean cuddled closer to me. She
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wanted to sit on my lap but | wouldn’t let her. So she
turned and buried her head in my bosom.

The inspector returned with an interpreter. The
latter wore a brown suit with a discharge lapel in his
button hole. | thought he was pretty big for a
Chinese. He was about twenty-six or twenty-seven.

“Who was that man who was here before?”” asked
the inspector and the interpreter repeated it
in Chinese.

My husband.”

Then some more questions. My name. My hus-
band’s name. Date and place of our marriage. Date
and place of birth of May Jean. My husband’s
present nationality.

Next the inspector brought out some pictures —
pictures we had sent to my husband when he was in
New York some years ago. | was surprised at them
and | assumed that the inspector had gotten them
from my husband. Several pictures were taken
recently in Canton, China. The inspector shoved an
old picture in front of May Jean and asked her to
identify the individuals therein.

| coaxed her to answer, “Be a good girl and tell the
man who it is.”

Still no answer came from her. We waited. The
inspector asked again. The interpreter repeated
the questions.

“Tell the man who this is or we won’t get out of
here,” | chided her. | was finding it hard to resist the
irritation that her stubbornness was rapidly stirring
within me. | could appreciate a little more now what
my husband meant when he used to say, “Chinese
mothers don’t know how to bring up children.”

At last reluctantly, poutingly, she mumbled, "My
grandmother.”

“And who is this?”

“My mother.”

The inspector pointed to the baby in the picture.

“Me.”

That wasn’t hard, was it? But that’s our May Jean.
Fortunately the inspector was through with her
now. He turned to me once more.

““How many times have you been married?”

| couldn’t understand this question and | asked the
interpreter to repeat it. | heard the words but
| couldn’t understand the meaning of such a
question.

“You have been married once, is that right?”

“Yes.”

Some more questions. How long | lived with my
husband before he returned to the U.S. on his former
visit to China. What is the name of our village?
What district? My age. My father’s name.

When it came to my father’s name | balked a little.
Father had died when | was a baby and my husband
did not know his full name. | was afraid the inspector
would ask my husband what my father’s name was
and he wouldn’t be able to give it. | tried to circum-
vent the question.

“My father died a long time ago, when | was
little.”






abC: a poem in three parts-—

to my parents:

Jook sing.

“Empty bamboo,”

my mother called me,
and my face turned

hot with shame.
“Nothing personal.”

| open my mouth,

unable to defend myself,
wanting to say No
nothing personal,
something historical,
that you, my parents,
would not pass on

your people’s tongue,
your culture’s pride

in your own children.
Hoping to avoid (for them)
discrimination and abuse
and Ching Chong Chinamen
jokes (it didn’t work).
Now here we stand
before you,

trying to understand

the words you spoke
when you did not want
us to understand.
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to my h.k.-arrived friends:

Empty bamboo

they call us,

hollow and dry.

Like the rasping
whisper of my throat
when 1 strain to

speak with you.

We break our silence,
shyly at first,

eyes reaching

across the room

in a warm embrace.
You find me

strange sometimes, very
American. So that
you must speak to me
in English as you would
a foreigner.

And | —

ashamed to cause you
so much trouble,
embarrassed to say
the few Chinese words
| know —

1 would tell you

in my heart

we are one family.

to my fellow abc’s:

Empty bamboo,

let us be

empty no longer.

Let us fill ourselves

with the fluttering beauty

of the butterfly harp,

the gentle flow of a brush stroke
pouring out the heart.

With the bitter strength

of our forefathers,

backs glistening with hard work,
dry bones in an unmarked grave.
With the pride of Wah Sun,
Chinese American poet,

carving words

with calloused hands

on the walls of the immigration prison.
Let us open our minds,

loosen our tongues, soothe

our touchy tempers.

Learn to speak the words

of our parents,

reach out to our brothers and sisters,
that our people

may come together and win
happiness one day.

Lydia Lowe



| iVing in the world

my mother thinks

it's a vietnamese family
that lives in 2 B

but the black curtains
fading to gray

haven’t opened once

not even voices of ghosts
are heard

a man down the hall
employed with sorrow
scoops up empty time
and knocks on the door
once a week

with watchtower

a magazine he says
will save the world

the manager

wants to give your 12 year old
shooting demonstrations

coos about his gun collection

like the names of women

he can fondle and touch

“i usta be a salesman

for remington rand

it’s the jews and the niggers

i can’t stand

but orientals are good people”

a week ago

you turned down his invitation
to hear george wallace records
over morgen david

sprawled on a couch

but tonight

all is calm

the american

has not locked his korean wife
out of the house

the silver skeletons

of shopping carts

drowned in the swimming pool
have dissapeared

in the laundramat

no circular ballet of dust
finds music

because no one feeds it coins
or<crams its overfed mouth

with a week of sweat and diapers

so we talk into the night

until the star spangled banner
fades from view and

a white blip burns

the heart of the tube

undaunted

you reach for a talk show

alone in room

of the same city

voices come together around a radio
in a chain letter of call and response

when the signal fades
to static snow

the hum of a heater
lulls you to snoring

outside

the moon fades

into a 7/11

the only light on the block

Alan Lau
copyright 1982

And There Will Be Good Peop! e mmmm

One gold umbrella in a crowd of black

Will make a different rain.

One sincere kiss on a knife-frayed back

Will help sea-soothe rue’s pain.

Though night raves mad, heaven vaunts stars;
Faith, though shackled, shall crack fear’s bars;
Hope shall shield flesh from poignancy’s scars,
And there will be good people.

And good people shall hold back darkness.

Flowers of courage shall blow on a path

Scourged by trojan sands.

Spat fires shall sneer winter’s wicked wrath

And welcome virtue’s numb hands.

Death, though monarch, must bow to spring’s blood;
Wisdom shall singe through hell’s bitter mud;

Fierce lips shall not drown in tyranny’s flood,

And there will be good people.

And good people shall hold back darkness.

And perhaps they will deliver light.

Though silence blunts reason a voice will sing

Of morning’s magic indulgence.

When evil is kingdom one sword will swing

To defend dear December’s blue incense.

When dandelions snap, its roots hawk the soil;
Where guns glare, entrenched, mercy shall toil;
Love shall rage proud-fisted into hatred’s embrail,
And there will be good people.

And good people shall hold back darkness.

G.T. Wong
copyright 1971
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== Dream of a River

1 go around a sparkling river
Stand by its side and look afar.
The bright sunlight of California
The clean sky of America.

Your maple red skirt
Waving in the breeze
Reflecting the river

Like strings of mild ripples.

The bygone days to us were so full of happiness

As | look back | recall the feelings of those days

How energetic and active you were in your work for
progress

And | will always hold this impression.

The period is truly harsh and bright

We incessantly tread on the path ahead
Deep in the night of severe starkness
With wind, rain and sorrow

In days now

We rapidly develop our friendship

You consecrated your kind truthfulness to the
destitute

We all feel the enjoyment as partners through
struggle.

You pursue the high ideal
In peoples’ revolution
Criticize certain rotten stuff
Strive for a bright future.

With the humane search for perfection at heart
And that unshakable strong will

You tried all that you can

To alleviate the oppressed at loss.

In these sorrowful days

My eves glitter with tears

My singing filled with sympathy toward the destitute
people

My verses will tell you that I still yearn for the sun.

Even if suddenly clouds and rain should emerge from
the sky

This will not change my praise for truth

Even if the big earth should be covered with dust

This will not blind me from the hope of promoting
brightness.

Quietly witnessing the ever changing situation of the
west

Facing a sparkling river

Deep in thoughts never subdued

My desire to search for ideas often pulsates like
fantasies.
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| crave tor the future

Beautiful imagery carved in my heart

With energetic liveliness

You swiftly dashing toward the light of the future

A society of freedom and equality

Is when my dream comes true

In all my sweet dreams

The supreme ideal is the direction I’'m heading for

You deeply care for the sorrow of the destitute
Truthful feelings spill from your heart

On the path to go forward

| recall the wave of your red skirt

Happy Lim
Translated from Chinese by Y.M. Chan

Okayu

When we were

ill during the wintertime
my mother would cook
a large bowl of okayu

the soft rice

gruel dotted with a few umeboshi plums staining
the white red

color of blood on snow.

The steaming okayu tasted bland but good
while the umeboshi was sour

terribly sour in

its dark redness

my tongue tingling

and eyes squeezing shut against

the sharp taste.

| spit out the pit.
Goddamn, it was sour.

Okavyu,
our chicken soup,
our juk.

(Note: juk is a Chinese rice porridge.)

Richard Oyama



Warrior:
The Woman Farm Worker

The woman farm worker
sister
wife
mother, fighter
Hands and face
brown and firm —
like clay hardened in the sun

Remember her as a soldier
honor her in her fight . . .

The farm worker’s days were long
in fields
scorched by the heat

And if the dust
didn’t choke her
then the lack of water would

Labor bought cheap
Racism, racism . ..
just part of the job

Early last decade
the grapes rotted on
the vines and
lettuce wilted in the fields
Sacrificing to make the union real
The farm workers went on strike.

The woman farm worker
spent those days
sweating while picketing
leafleting while
gathering support
Working hard
to make the union real
to gain dignity in the fields
So her labor
wouldn’t be cheap
And her family wouldn’t starve

SHE STOOD FIRM
even when

The police joined ranks
with the growers
) and the scabs
Moving from racist jeers
to physical attacks
The cries of “Huelgal”
mingled with cries of pain

The growers, police
and their scabs
Held up the American flag
And the flag
became a collage of
RED, WHITE AND BLUE

Red,
with blood
which splattered thru the fields
wetting the Earth
staining the grapes

White
the color of the striker’s face
as she paled before
the nightmare of
children sprayed with mace
and

the Blue tinge
of a farm worker’s skin
as a billy club
forced
against his throat denied him air

Arrested like criminals —
Threatened with death —

When the threats became real
When strikers began to die

The farm worker woman
Unleashed her tears . . .
Not tears of sadness
not tears of fear
BUT TEARS OF RAGE
Her tears
were the moisture
which solidified
her strength

The picket sign
became
her backbone
It made her strong
and enabled her to taste
sweet victory
When her union dream became real

The woman farm worker

sisters

wife

mothers, fighters
Hands and face

browned and firm
like clay

hardened in the sun . ..

Luna
Copyright 1979
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How lonely it is,
The harbor lights
Shimmering on the dark waters
As our boat drifts slowly away.

Beloved friend,
Between us lie
A million harbor lights
Shimmering the years

Out of sight.

But the salt water sprays my cheeks
And 1 am brought to life,

Cherished comrade,

In my mind’s eye

The fishermen’s boats dotting the harbor
Their low, mysterious lights

Bringing glad tidings

To an angry, expectant people.
We shall fight,

On so many fronts

We shall arm our people to fight.

Beloved comrade, cherished friend,
Though a million harbor lights
Divide us

We shall be together.

As every night in the years ahead
In the dark coves

Of island after island

A thousand mysterious boats land

Bringing glad tidings

To an angry, expectant people,
Creating trails longer

Than any trail has been.

— Clarita Roja
Manila, Philippines

EAST WIND

Alan Lau is co-author of Buddha Bandits
Down Highway 99 and his own book of
poems, Song for Jardina. Along with
Miyumi Tsutakawa, he is co-editing Turn-
ing Shadows into Light: Art and Culture of
Asian Americans in the Early Northwest,
to be published in Spring, 1982. For more
information, please write the editors c/o
The International Examiner, 378 6th
Avenue South, No. 123, Seattle, Washing-
ton 98104.

Happy Lim was a leading member of the
Chinese Workers Mutual Aid Association
which was active between 1937-1950. He
is still active in the San Francisco Chinese
community and is a member of Local 2 of
the Hotel and Restaurant Employees and
Bartenders International Union.

Lydia Lowe is a student at the University of
Massachusetts at Boston and is active in
the East Coast Asian Students Union —
New England.

Luna is a “short order” poet based in the
San Francisco Bay Area. She began recit-
ing her poetry at political events in 1977.
Luna describes herself as a “short order”
poet because participating in those events
has taken her throughout California, giving
her the opportunity to talk (and share) with
activists inspiring her to write made-to-
order poems relating to their particular
struggles.

Richard Oyama was coordinator of Base-
ment Writers Workshop, an Asian Ameri-
can community arts organization in New
York from 1974-1978. He was an editor of
American Born and Foreign, an anthology
of Asian American poetry, published by
Sunbury Press, and his work has appeared
in Y’Bird, Quilt, Bridge and other publica-
tions. He is a Master’s candidate in English:
Creative Writing at San Francisco State
University.

Clarita Roja is a former professor of litera-
ture in the Philippines. Currently in hiding
from the Marcos dictatorship, she con-
tinues her resistance activities.

G.T. Wong is co-founder of Dragon Thun-
der Arts Forum, an Asian American multi-
arts organization in New York Chinatown.
He has written for UNITY newspaper and
is currently working on an Asian American
novel.
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Justice and
Reparations

Now!

CHINATOWN PEOPLES
PROGRESSIVE ASSOCIATION

27 BEACH STREET BOSTON, MA 02711
Telephone 338-7436
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Chinese People Unite !!

THE ‘\ WrSHES
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Cocceerive] — MucH Success!

SACRAMENTO, CA
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Asian Student Union
. U.C. Berkeley
’//ﬁg—i@ 505 Eshleman Hall
Berkeley, Ca. 94720

Asian Student Union
S.F. State Univ.
1600 Holloway Ave.
San Francisco, Ca.94132
(415) 469-1958

5TH ANNUAL ASIAN AMERICAN
FILM FESTIVAL

JUNE 18, 19, 25, and 26 at

New York University

CHINESE CABLE TV PROGRAM
M-¥, 8pm, Cable Channet M

BRIDGE MAGAZINE: ASIAN
AMERICAN PERSPECTIVES

ASIAN AMERICAN EXPERIENCE
Video programs

ASIAN AMERICAN
VIDEO ARCHIVES

VIDEO TRAINING WORKSHOPS
Bilingual production courses

ASIAN CINE-VISION

32 EAST BROADWAY, 4TH FL
NEW YORK, NEW YORK 10002
(212) 925-8685

{ JOIN THE 1982 PILGRIMAGE TO }

JUNE 5-6
1942-1982
OUR STRUGGLE CONTINUES

Sponsored by:
JAPANESE COMMUNITY PROGRESSIVE
ALUIANCE. San Francisce:

NIHONMACH! OUTREACH COMMITTEE.
San Jose;

Sacramento Chapter. NATIONAL COALITION
for REDRESS/REPARATIONS.

faat Wond. !

SAN FRANCISCO (415) 921-8841
SAN JOSE, DAvs (408) 294-2505
SACRAMENTO (916) 457-7162
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