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ROBERT COLES, AUTHOR, SOCIAL CRITIC
AND CHILD PSYCHIATRIST, TEACHESA UNIQUE BRAND OF ETHICAL
ACTIVISM THAT COULD HELP CURE THE ’80s OF ITS

OWN EXCESSES.

t has been 20 years since the peak of the student protest movement, giving rise to

I countless nostalgic recollections of those idealistic times knolyn as the '60s.

| Characteristic of the genre was the recent New York Times op-ed piece in which

aging baby boomer Benjamin J. Stein, a Los Angeles lawyer and writer,
rhapsodized about the good old days and asked himself— apparently without
irony — why, with three cars, a nice house and a lovely family, he felt so lonely
for the Revolution. If the notion that he ought to climb out of his hot tub and

A organize for social justice crossed his mind, he didn’t say so.

There are those who would argue that the social movements of the 60s never
ceased to be relevant — they just lost momentum, subsumed by the preoccupations of
the Me Generation. Among them is Dr. Robert Coles, a social critic, child
psychiatrist, award-winning author, Harvard professor and purveyor of a unique brand
of ethical activism that could help cure the ’80s of its own excesses.

To goad his listeners, Coles uses a blend of optimism and mordant observation,
typified by this summation of the current crop of presidential candidates. “l haven't
heard any of these candidates reach out to the young people of this country and reach
out to people who might want to be asked, as the president did in 1960, to give of
yourself to the country,” he said in an interview in early March. “What they’re all
catering to is the side of us that wants to hear, We’re not going to ask anything of
you, we’re not going to increase your taxes, we’re not going to come up with
anything, we’re just going to give back to yoq anything you want— and then some.

One of Coles’s underlying beliefs is that we begin life with all the right instincts,
but somehow in the process of growing up theyre often snuifed. We wake up one
day in a beautiful house, with two kids and a high-paying career, and can’t remember
what it was like to feel moral outrage. By capturing and directing the idealism

Deborah Baldwin is editor of Common Cau6e Magazine, . This, profile is based on an interview with Dr.
Coles and on a video portrait of Coles by Bruce Baird-Middleton of the Harvard Film Study Center.
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of young people, he asserts, we can cure
spiritual numbness before it sets in for
life.

Coles is perhaps best known for finding
hope in some of the most hopeless comers
of the globe. After decades of exposure to
families living under the most difficult cir-
cumstances imaginable, he remains im-
possibly upbeat about the next genera-
tion’s ability to endure and achieve. He
has seen it in the grinding poverty of Rio
de Janeiro’s slums, in bitterly divided
South Africa, in the bleak isolation of

sight, sadness and laughter, seems tailored
for our times: Give of yourself to others.

he last eight or 10 years have been a

“tough time” for many American

families, Coles observes, not only’
because many have been hurt by changes
in the economy, but because of changes in
government programs and policies. “Look
what’s happened to the former activism of
the federal government in dealing with
civil rights problems,” he notes, “and in
dealing with the problems of the poor.”

litically,” he says, “it’sbeen hard for me to
get too discouraged because of what | hear
from children, from students. You,hear
nope, you hear idealism, you hear a kind
Rflnnocehce that’s so refreshing, yoThear
Humor and gbod intentions working their
way into ordinary remarks.

“And | don’t want to be Dr. Pangloss,
and | don’t want to say we’re living in the
best of all possible worlds, but I try to hear
that side of our country’s life, rather than
what | hear when | turn on the television
from my so-called national leaders . . .

XHERE’S NO SENSE OF NATIONAL INDIGNATION,
POLITICAL ORMORAL, WHICH CAN SET THE STAGE FOR THE PRIVATE INDIGNATION OF
THESE STUDENTS,”SAYS COLES OF HIS STUDENTS’RESPONSE TO

RECENTETHICS SCANDALS.

— ==

Appalachia and even amid warfare in
Northern Ireland.

“I may sound naive,” he will say by way
ofpreface, launching into still another en-
thusiastic defense of the human spirit.

Coles seems to derive his own strength
and resilience from two groups of people:
children, whose uncanny powers of obser-
vation and innocence provide the basis for
many of his books, and a handful of indi-
viduals — he calls them his mentors —
who observed the human race at extremes
of idealism and despair yet continued to
“actively take on the world,” as Coles puts
it, remaining “in a non-sentimental sense
hopeful.”

The ability to always look forward,
armed with the wisdom of children and
saints, has turned Robert Coles into a so-
cial conscience for the upwardly mobile
— a nagging reminder that there is a
world outside the comfortable cocoons we
create to protect ourselves and our fam-
ilies, and walking proof that a middle-
class upbringing and an Ivy League educa-
tion can lead to some career besides, say,
L.A. law.

Thousands buy his books and crowd his
lecture halls. Tell us how to find meaning
in our lives, they say. Make us stronger
parents. Give us a remedy for the poverty
of mind and-~splrit that plagues us. Audi-
ences are “hungry toFknowledge about, in
a way, themselves, and one another, and
what’s possible in this country,” Coles
concedes.

His response, which he delivers in
thoughtful narratives suffused with in-
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A withering critic of the slippery ethics
and me-ism of the *80s, Coles says he is
also alarmed by corruption in key areas of
our society. “This isascandal,” he says. “I
teach students. ... And it’snot pleasant
to see young people wondering how long
this will continue and how many more
people will be caught up in this, whether
it’s in the federal government or on Wall
Street or more recently in our churches.”
He finds equally demoralizing “the kind of
sardonic, mocking attitude you hear”
from some students, because it is a symp-
tom of a kind of indifference and scorn
that is perhaps the worst kind of corrup-
tion.

I ~Why don’t college students rebel, the
way they did in the 60s?

“You know, they're a little tired of mor-
al outrage,” Coles says, “because the out-
rage is not attended, not heard. After all,
the president of the United States puts his
arm around an attorney general who has
been repeatedly implicated in suspicious
or questionable activities.

“Some of these ministers confess to all
kinds of really scandalous forms of behav-
ior, then they seem to go on. . .. And
even on Wall Street the outbursts are
new, and then somehow the whole thing
doesn’t seem to have an effect. . ..
There’s no sense of national indignation,
political oTtfiorah which can sefthe stage
foF'Tdurpnvate indignation of these stu-
dents. ...”

In a matter of moments, however, he’s
bounced back again.

“During the darkest times in my life po-

and our so-called authorities of one kind
or another. They’re a dreary lot, a lot of
them.”

Perhaps best known for hisjrive-vol-
ume series, Children of Crisis, published
Retween 1967 and 1977, Coles more re-
cently was a recipient of a MacArthur
Foundation fellowship. He used the
MacArthur money to travel with his
wife and three sons outside America for
the first time, plumbing children’s psy-
ches in Nicaragua, Poland, South Africa
and elsewhere in an effort to understand
how they develop their political views.
In 1986 he produced twin volumes
called The Political Life of Children and
The Moral Life of Children, which de-
scribe TTeimjrressiv”® "often unpredict-
able spurts of moral and political devel-
opment he observed among children
both here and abroad.

Coles’s unconventional approach,
more like that of a documentary filmmak-
er than that of a psychiatrist, involves in-
terviewing children at length, inviting
them to draw and discuss pictures about
themselves and their world and using
these as the raw ingredients for long re-
flective essays. His goal is to let children
describe the world as they (and not the
experts) see it, while nudging his readers
toward a greater awareness of the needs of
others — vulnerable children in particu-
lar.

Bound together as books, Coles’s essays
are imbued with a self-conscious, almost
self-deprecating air. Often he will use his
own experiences as a way to reveal one of



the greatest pitfalls of experts and intel-
lects everywhere — pride. Often it seems
as if the man with all the answers is still
searching himself.

Coles grew up in middle-class comfort
near Boston and graduated from Harvard
without much notion of what he wanted
to do. He still refers to the “serendipitous”
nature ofthe events that led him from col-
lege to medical school to the civil rights
movement — which he says he “stumbled
into” in the early 60s — and into the
work that has brought him critical acclaim

and a popular following. Obsessed with
the role of fate in the evolution of charac-
ter, he has said that he is haunted by the
realization that he might never have pur-
sued this course, opting instead for a pri-
vate practice and a conventional lifestyle,
if he and his wife Jane (a schoolteacher
who has assisted in much of his research)
hadn’t been able to turn to their families
for some initial financial support. When
they approached private foundations in
search of grants for the kind of nomadic
research they wanted to do, they got form-
letter rejections.

Today, of course, big-name founda-
tions invite Coles to guest lecture at their
events. In future talks Coles says he hopes
to persuade foundations to assist with a
project upon which he has pinned great
hopes — namely to provide grants to
young people who want to work in com-
munity service but can’t afford to because
they’ve graduated in debt or have other
obligations. The MacArthur Foundation,
after all, gave Coles almost a quarter-mil-
lion dollars so that he could spend five
years on his study of children’s political
values. A similar amount might have sup-
ported a doctor’s work at a rural health
clinic, he notes, adding, “Why couldn’t
some of our foundations, and perhaps the
federal government in conjunction with
them, sponsor certain people for a stretch
of time? Say to some doctors and some |
lawyers and some engineers and some !
schoolteachers and some social workers, {
‘Look, here’s five years of support to en-1
able you to do this kind of work in com- |

munities that need it.” ”

All kinds of young people, including
the privileged, would respond, he be-
lieves. In preparing the fifth volume of
Children ofCrisis, a study of the children of
the well-to-do, Coles found many of them
to be “very shrewd” about politics and the
need for social change. “For two years
now,” he adds, “I have been teaching
courses at the Harvard Business School —
if there’s ever a group of people youd
think are headed for heart-and-soul yup-
piedom. And I'm stunned at how much
earnest goodwill 1 find in some of those
students. ” Coles estimates that more than
half the student body at Harvard contrib-
utes some time to community service.

“l_think idealism — and generosity of
spirit— IsThaturafpart of childhood, ” He
says. “It doesn’t matter what the family is,
whether they’re black, white, rich or
poor. | found that everywhere; it’s part of
being a child or an adolescent, looking at
the world with that kind of freshness. But,
of course, you know that the heart dies —
a lot of this idealism is not amplified by
schools, by families oTcommunities, or it
is even discouraged. ”

The next step for those who have been
involved in social, political and racial
struggles, he says, “isto help a new gener-
ation of young Americans to not only get
involved with the problems of this coun-
try through their activities, but to let that
involvement help them become better
educated both intellectually and, if I may
even use the word, become deeper spiri-
tually and morally through reflection on
what they*ve actually done.”

oles advocates this variety of edu-

cated activism in the humanities

courses he teaches in five different
departments at Harvard. (He is develop-
ing a course specifically on community
service which he hopes to start teaching
this fall.) His lectures, linking the moral
values in literature to contemporary socie-
ty and its needs, gently prod the privileged
Harvard student body to abandon the
quest for materialism and conventional
kinds of achievement — undergrads have
dubbed his course “Guilt 33.” His course
at the Harvard Medical School has stu-
dents working in clinics and hospitals for
the poor; in seminars they integrate these
experiences with what theyve learned
from great literature, which Coles believes
contains a wealth of useful knowledge
about moral values.

One of Coles’s favorite novels is George
Eliot’s 19th-century masterpiece Middle-
march, a study of the influence of class and
circumstance on “the unfolding,” as she
puts it, of various characters’ moral devel-
opment. The book is astonishingly con-

temporary in its observations, which in-
clude this insight into the way society
wears down youthful idealism: “In the
multitude of middle-aged men who go
about their vocations in a daily course de-
termined for them much in the same way
as the tie of their cravats, there is always a
good number who once meant to shape
their own deeds and alter the world a lit-
tle. . . . Nothing in the world more subtle
than the process of their gradual change!
In the beginning they inhaled it unknow-
ingly; you and I may have sent some of our
breath towards infecting them, when we
uttered our conforming falsities. . .. ”

As might be expected from a man who
weaves 19th-century literature into his
business school courses, Coles often seems
old-fashioned. He is identified as a politi-
cal liberal, but says he’s a conservative on
social and family issues (“and on econom-
ic issues a populist™). “I worry about where
our values are going. I'm appalled by the
pornography that our children, that all of
us, have available,” he says. In a recent
essay in Sojourners magazine describing his
current work with teenagers, Coles writes
with characteristic wryness, “After spend-
ing time with sexually savvy 16-year-olds,
| feel like retiring into a Norman Rock-
well picture of the 1950s or maybe one of
Frank Capra’ film celebrations of Ameri-
can innocence. Still, | manage to give
myself a lecture on the dangers of retro-
spective romanticism. . .. ”

The side of Coles drawn to Eliot, Tol-
stoy and Dickens also takes enjoyment
from the complexities and ambiguities of
the human experience. Coles’s own life is
agood case in point. Here is a doctor who
cannot bear to draw blood; a professor
who is uncomfortable grading students; a
founder of the food stamp program who
dislikes federal bureaucracies; a member of
a prestigious faculty who dislikes academia
(and the professions in general). Coles is
an educator and simplifier — a storyteller
— yet reveres mystery and the unknown.
He is class-conscious yet apolitical, hav-
ing turned away from the government af-
ter his heroes Robert Kennedy and Martin
Luther King were killed; an influential
award-winner who rejects conventional
measures of success; a loner who claims he
would never have engaged in this “crazy
mission” — his lifetime work — if it
hadn’t been for the support and approval
of his wife Jane. He is a psychiatrist who
rejects labels, pigeon-holing and popular
theories about psychological and bio-
chemical predeterminism; a contributor
to The New EnglandJournal of Medicine —
on the subject of Middlemarch; a worka-
holic who often feels the tug of family; a
religious believer who is often uncomfort-
able in church.
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If presented with such a list, Coles’s re-
sponse would no doubt be a dramatic
lurch of the eyebrows and an eye-crunch-
ing laugh. Fifty-eight years old, he is wiry,
with dark wayward hair, an infectious
sense of humor and an earnestness that
makes him seem, well, youthful. He
speaks slowly . . . and rhythmically . . .
like this. He also tends to bend sideways
when answering questions, as if making a
conscious effort to repress a desire to
preach.

Over the years Coles has perfected an
ability to tell people things they may not
want to hear. Impatient with the narcis-
sism and materialism of our decade, he
also casts a jaundiced eye at today’s self-
styled authorities — the pollsters and ad-
vertising geniuses who mold political
campaigns, and the banal self-help books
that let us avoid making difficult moral de-
cisions about the way we live. “Parents
who are not exactly sure what they dare to
want for themselves or their children (be-
sides the various objects incessantly parad-
ed before them with wicked cleverness on
the television screen or in newspapers and
magazines) turn eagerly to psychologists
and psychiatrists, members of the so-
called helping professions,” Coles once
wrote disparagingly. “We want to ‘ana-
lyze’ everything, including our children’s
behavior, and at the same time we have
convinced ourselves that we lack the au-
thority to take a firm stand on much of
anything — with respect to their lives or
our own.”

He has been described as shuffling up to
podiums before audiences of well-to-do
professionals, looking slightly disheveled,
a little like TV’ Lt. Columbo without the
raincoat. (Like Columbo, Coles even
makes frequent mention of his wise but
rarely seen wife.) Then, without benefit
ofwritten text, he launches into powerful,
seemingly impromptu language, reducing
his audiences to pudding. This effect
seems all the more remarkable given the
sound of his voice — Peter Falk with a
nasal Boston accent.

Working out of a quiet, orderly office
on the Harvard University campus — a
plaque on the wall proclaims it to be
Franklin Roosevelt’s undergraduate suite
— Coles seems to enjoy the role of the
tireless, guilt-inducing guru. A man of
practiced patience, he seems unperturbed,
for example, when a photographer he
doesn’t know can't resist breaking into a
reporter’s questions with some observa-
tions and inquiries of his own.

But then, Coles spends a lot of time lis-
tening to others thrash through their self-
realizations. Students come to Coles con-
stantly in search of meaningful alterna-
tives to investment banking and the like.

28 Common Cause Magazine May/June 1988

It is common for his former students to
say, “He changed my life.”

If Coles seems extra-patient with un-
dergraduates — a recent campus visitor
observed them to be largely scruffy and
self-indulgent, just as she remembered
from college 20 years ago — it may be in
part because he has never lost his ability to
identify with the young.

He has never let himself forget, for ex-
ample, that once upon a time he drove a
white Porsche convertible with red leath-
er seats, in homage to teen rebel James
Dean, and that he liked dating and going
drinking.

Or that his parents and colleagues
thought he was wasting his life because he
wouldnt open a private practice and
make money like everybody else.

Or that he leaned on a handful of ex-
traordinary individuals who changed his
life.

oles says he became a doctor who
worked with children “because he
did,” a reference to the poet and
old-fashioned general practitioner Wil-
liam Carlos Williams. Senior year in col-
lege he met Williams and started follow-
ing him on his rounds in poor neighbor-
hoods in Paterson, N.J. Williams taught

Coles that there’s a difference between
moral ideas and moral conduct — a differ-
ence between thinking the poor need help
and actually helping them, for example —
a distinction that runs throughout Coles’s
work. Williams also helped get Coles in
medical school and years later, upon dis-
covering that the young confused pedia-
trician had an unfortunate aversion to giv-
ing shots, helped to steer him toward
child psychiatry. “He was a wonderful per-
son to know,” Coles says, “and a great in-
spiration to me. . . . Now there’s an ex-
ample of something, you see; you come in
contact with someone and you get to
know him and ultimately he changed my
life.”

i It was also Williams who helped Coles
understand the meaning of his profound
encounter with the most unlikely mentor
of all, a six-year-old black girl named

1Ruby Bridges.

Coles sought out Ruby, the daughter of
impoverished, illiterate parents, in 1960
when she was singlehandedly desegregat-
ing a school in New Orleans. Accompa-
nied by federal marshals as, twice a day,
she steadily threaded her way through
jeering, hateful mobs, she prayed for God
tojrgive them because they don’t know
wlltheyre doing.” As Coles tells it, he
Wi self-absorbed and somewhat arro-
gJyoung psychiatrist who thought he
c identify a psychological condition
»

commitment to live what she learned in
fKe~Bibte. Literally. After all, as Colesf
notes dryly, Ruby wasn't in a position to
take the steps he might have chosen had
they changed positions: call a lawyer, ask
the local police for protection, analyze the
mob’s pathology and then write about it
afterward.

It was a humbling experience, and one
that crop's up often in Coles’s books and
lectures, not only because Rubv taught
him about moral behavior but becausesKe
alsoHnspired him to pursue this “whole

new chapter” in his life — that of a docu-
mentary writer. Coles says he’ll never for-
get Williams’s reliefwhen he learned, “I’d
found my vocation — this long search was
over!

Other mentors include Dorothy Day,
the purposeful, self-sacrificing leader of
the Catholic Worker movement; Erik
Erikson, the Harvard psychologist who
understood children; and Walker Percy,
the doctor who writes moving novels
about the South and once observed that
it’s possible to get “all A’s and flunk ordi-
nary living.” Coles says in a Faustian bar-
gain he would gladly throw away all of his
accomplishments — his three dozen-plus
books and all the rest— in order to write
one fictional work as instructive as Percy’s
The Moviegoer.

“Mentors, like parents, try to help us
out,” Coles says. “I hope one never out-
grows the need [for them]. . . . Mentors
are fellow soldiers on this pilgrimage that
we all make — a trek — from birth to
death.”

Another mentor was Robert Kennedy,
whom Coles traveled with in an effort to
understand and document the effects of
poverty and whom he remembers as “a
compassionate  American moral figure,
trying to change the country in ways I re-
spected.” (Coles drafted Kennedy’s final
speech before his assassination — a call for
federal programs to assist children in the
ghetto.) Coles, who believes in the power
of the transcendent experience, suggests
Kennedy, who had a reputation early in

hat turned out to bgja six-year-old’s his career as ruthless, may in fact have il-



OF CHILDHOOD ..

lustrated the capacity of the human soul
to change.

“Our responsibility as a country or a
state or a city or a community is to be there

. when those moments take place,”
Coles says when discussing, in a different
context, ways to tap students’ instinctive
drive to help others. “We can’t program
the moments — and who would want to
— but we can be there so that those who
for one reason or another suddenly be-
come morally awake can find some way to
express that.”

Despite his close association with Rob-
ert Kennedy and the War on Poverty,
Coles is no believer in big government,
favoring instead the kind of help individu-
als can offer to others. “A massive effort
ought to be made, individual to individ-
ual, family to family,” he says, “perhaps
helped along by government, on the lo-
cal, state and national levels. How else do
you reach the most seriously troubled fam-
ilies in this country? | don’t think you help
them necessarily only by setting up insti-
tutions. . . .

| DEALISM — AND GENEROSITY OF SPIRIT— ISA NATURAL PART

OR COMMUNITIES, ORIT IS EVEN DISCOURAGED

“Maybe I’'m being naive about this,” he
continues, “but I have seen what individ-
uals, even college students, are able to do
with particular families in the Boston area
and other parts of this country.” If noth-
ing else, volunteers can take the kids to a
health clinic or find legal aid for a family’s
legal problems.

Ofcourse burnout isa problem, but one
way to fend it off, Coles suggests, “is for
the whole country to say, this iswhat real-
ly matters to us. We're going to acknowl-
edge you people.” .

COLESBELIEVES. ‘BUT, OF COURSE, YOU KNOW THAT THE HEART DIES

—A LOT OF THIS IDEALISM ISNOTAMPLIFIED BY SCHOOLS, BY FAMILIES

If Coles seems extra-patient with confused college students, it may be in part because be has never
forgotten bis own identity crises as a young man. Throughout his life he has been helped along by a
number of influential individuals — he calls them his mentors.

RUBY BRIDGES was an unlikely mentor. Coles was a 30-year-old psychiatrist
when he met her in 1960, and she was a six-year-old girl who willingly
braved jeering mobs and death threats twice a day in order to desegregate a
school in New Orleans. Ruby defied psychiatric labels, revealing a
commitment to act upon the biblical values she had been taught by her

parents.

WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS, a poet and general practitioner, helped steer
Coles into medicine and later into child psychiatry. He also served as a
sounding board when Coles was struggling to understand the impact of his
encounter with Ruby. Coles says he became a doctor who worked with
children “because he did.” “He was a wonderful person to know and a great

inspiration to me. . .

. " Coles recalls. “Ultimately he changed my life.”

DOROTHY Day, a leader of the Catholic Worker movement, was another
mentor for Coles. He worked in her soup kitchen in the early 50s when he was
in medical school. In a recent biography of Day, Coles wrote that she
addressed “that central matter of moral inquiry: How should we try to live this

life?”
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Washington

WAYSA"ANDAMEANS

uerrilla warfare is being

waged within the State De-

partment. To use the admin-

istration’s terminology, its a

low-intensity conflict. And

like many guerrilla wars, the struggle in-

volves a lot of maneuvering for political
advantage.

The centerpiece in this struggle is a
1,300-page document that attempts to
evaluate the status of human rights in
more than 160 countries. It’san enormous
task, one that is complicated, not surpris-
ingly, by political pressures from many
quarters. Human rights advocates spar
with proponents of realpolitik. Members of
Congress, foreign diplomats and nongov-
ernmental organizations supply their own
ammunition. And ifthat weren’t enough,
the department’s human rights officers
have internal problems to cope with: re-
gional officers who resent the reports, po-
litical appointees with an agenda to pro-
mote and foreign service officers affected
with “clientitis,” the tendency to defend
the country in which one is serving.

In a city where everything is political,
it’s hardly surprising that something as
volatile as human rights should be vulner-
able to behind-the-scenes maneuvering

d po truggles. What’s surprising is
e which the annual human
rights reports have not

only managed to sur-

vive but thrive, gradu-

ally evolving from an

idea into an institu-

tion. Despite early op-

position to the reports,
the Reagan administra-
tion has improved the
documentation of hu-
man rights violations,
with some key excep-
tions, according to
some members of the
human rights commu-

nity. Having encoun-

tered a large constitu-

ency for human rights,

the administration also

discovered that human

= - rights could provide the foundation for

Tal Iylrg human ng‘ts taking the moral high ground in dealing

with Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union.

- - - ot The annual reports got their start in the
violations is one of the mostpolitically - mie-7es wren'Congtess reqied i
ings for nations receiving U.S. aid, a list

- - the State Department later expanded to

Cha.rwd aSSIQnrrEntS In include all members of the United Na-

tions. The reports give a country-by-

W‘- country analysis of freedom of expression,
I trial rights, political killings, torture, de-
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he 'Ellis Island
Of the West'

By Keith Power

It leaned in the shadows of
a closely-wooded hillside on
Angel Island: an old build-
ing, broken of glass and be-
reft of doors, but still, after
all these years, unmistaka-
bly a place of confinement.

Uhe acrid, institutional
smell appeared to cling to
the cold air as Hing Gai
Chow picked his way along
the dusty, littered floor with
thé care expected of a man
in his 70’s. He wore a nar-
row-brimmed hat and over-
coat.

*fle was a tattered, ambi-
tious 19-year-old when he
last was in the building, but
hojw he had to get his bear-

ib]s.

Finally, he perceived the-
rpw of iron stanchions where
the bunks had clustered in
tliree tiers and he traced the
lonesome defiant messages
carved in Chinese charac-
ters on the walls.

He nodded in recognition
and his spectacles gleamed.
He led the way to file dining
hall outside the barracks
where he had his first, dis-
gusted taste of corned beef
and cabbage. >

His son, Paul Chow,
lagged behind the tour. He
surveyed the miserable sur-
rounding with a curiously
proprietary air and Said:
“We want to bring the kids
back here and say, hey, this
is where we began in
America.”

- HING GAI CHOW REVISITED BARRACKS
He was 19 when he left Angel Island

“This” is the detention
complex of the former
United States Immigration
Service Station, built in 1910
in a cove on the northeast
coast of Angel Island and
finally abandoned after the
administrative headquarters

burned in 1940. Angel Island
has been called the “Ellis
Island of the West.”

Chow, 46, an engineer with
the state Department of
Transportation, is a leader
of a movement among Cali-
fornians of Asian heritage to

preserve the crumbling bar-
racks as a historical monu-
ment or museum.

For three decades, during
the period of “Yellow Peril”
hysteria and enforcement of
Asian exclusionary laws,
thousands of Chineseand, to
a lesser extent, Japanese,
were taken from steamships
in San Francisco Harbor and
transported to tile immigra-
tiion station onthe island.

There, confronted for the
first time with implaccable
laws of white America, the
refugees tried to convince
immigration officers that
they were American citizens
through nebulous Kkinships in
the United States. An Asian
born in Chinawas a U.S. cit-
izen only if a male ancestor
had been a U.S. citizen,
proving this was a game of
wits and patience.

“Some were held in the
barracks as long as four
years,” Chow said.

“The average stay was 18
months. But | don't want
this to turn into a project
dwelling on the bad treat-
ment. It is simply a part of
our history in coming to
America.”

In 1922, however, a con-
temporary newspaper re-
counts the story of six white
Australians who were pre-
vented from landing in San
Francisco because the Aus-
tralian migration quota for
that particular month had
been exhausted. They were

Mon., Nov. 25,1974

£an MNraltrise* (iljrcnidf 5

Thousands of Asians were housed in Angel Island bunk-barracks such as those shown in this old photo

sent to the immigration sta-
tion on Angel Island.

, .“Some Chinese wererout-
ed out of their bunks and we
were put in their place,” the
spokesman for the party re-
ported.

“The odor has been terri-
ble and the food not fit to
eat. Convicted criminals in
San Quentin got better
fare.”

Nearly all file Chinese who
passed through the laborious
examination in Angel Island
eventually were allowed in
the United States, according
to Richard Williams, district
director of the immigration
service.

V Williams said that during

the immigration station’s
busiest decades on Angel
Island he doubted if anyone
was detained there more
than a year.

“They went before a
board of inquiry. “It was al-
most a star chamber pro-
ceeding, but they had a right
to free appeal and there was
endless opportunity for
wrangling. They would be
asked where the well was in
their alleged hopie village,
where the outhouse was..

In the Chinese comrtiuni-
ty’s memory of the Angel Is-'
land experience, there are a
number of suicides of young
men facing loss of face at
home. They also say many

bribes were, passed to immi-
gration inspectors. Williams
simply shook his head over
these reports.

“My only personal experi-
ence with the station was a
visit | paid as a young bor-
der patrolman in 1940. All |
remember are a lot of
Chinese Mds playing basket-
ball.”

An advisory committee on
proposals to preserve the old
facility has been named by
Assemblyman John Foran
(Dem-S.F.) and is under in-
struction to report back to
the Legislature this session.
The committee will inspect
the site next month.

Paul Chow, the liaison be-

tween Foran and the com-
mittee, said he hopes the
state will at least provide
the estimated $50,000 to halt
the deterioration of the
building and make the area
safe for the public. Plans for
a museum come later.

Angel lIsland State Park
rangers have closed off
Winslow Cove area — the
most sheltered on the island
— because of the danger
that visitors might harm
themselves or the immigra-
tion station ruins.

“And that’s too bad,” said
Ranger Mike Wolfe, “be-
cause this is one of the best
spots on the island for pick-
nicking.”
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{ Morning Line
| On Next Mayor

By Jerry Burns

San Francisco’s betting
gentlemen have made State
Senator George Moscone the
favorite in early wagering
on next year’srace for may-
or.

An informal survey of peo-
ple who know about such
things showed that Moscone
is about a 2 to 1 shot, fol-
lowed closely by State Sena-
tor Milton Marks at 3to 1
and Supervisor Dianne Fein-
stein at 5tol.

The betting,  though
skimpy so far with the elec-
tion still nearly a year off, is
done on a man-to-man basis.

m“Its not the kind of wag-
er,” said one regular plung-
er, “that a San Francisco
book will handle.”

He reported that it has not
been unusual for thousands
of dollars to be wagered on
political races in the city,
with some of its best-known
lawyers and other public fig-
ures involved.

“It’s still early for the
next election, but 1'll bet you
there will be an enormous
amount of action on it
particularly if all the people
who talk' about being candi-
dgtes actually run,” he add-
ed.

In addition to the three
front-runners, local gam-
bling men see Superior
Court Judge John Ertolaas
6 to 1, Supervisor Quentin
Kopp as 8to 1, Supervisor
Alfred Nelder as 10 to 1,

Live Officer

GEORGE MOSCONE
2 10 1 favorite

0

DIANNE FEINSTEIN
5 to 1 bet

One regular punter said
Moscone moved to the head
of the field in the past 90
days by consolidating his
support with liberals, minor-
ities and the Burton political
machine.

they can stop him,” the
gambler added. “People are
very comfortable with
George. If he doesnt stub
his toe, he’s in excellent
shape.”

Marks is right behind
Moscone in the current bet-
ting, based on his strong la-
bor ties and his ability to be
everyplace.

“If a half-dozen women
get together foi a coffee
Match, Milton is going to
show up,” said the gambler.
“It maty not be space-age
campaigning, but it still
counts for plenty in a town
like this.”

Marks has lots of union
support, led by the building
trades and culinary work-
ers/ as well as the support of
Republicans and the upper
and middle sections of the
Jewish community.

“None of the leading can-
didates will have any prob-
lem with raising the dough
for the race,” the bettor
added,;

He noted that the two
front-runners both serve in
Sacramento, where their
day-to-day activities are less
likely to make local voters
mad than supervisors and
others here who are watched
more closely.

He described Supervisor
Feinstein as a “strong third
choice” in current betting,
but said her bitter fight with
labor unions over the pay re-
form measure on the No-
vember 5 ballot probably cut
into her chances.

Bettors also think that

MILTON MARKS
Close at 3to 1

> His biggest political prob-
lem, the gamblers agreed, is
his lack of a clear base of
support.

They also agreed that Su-
pervisor Nelder, the former

QUENTIN KOPP
8 to 1 choice

police chief, could be a for-
midable candidate for may-
or if law and order becomes
a big issue in the 1975cam-
paign.

Besides, said one, “he has
great roots in the city —

Eﬁef

now $1549

1

JOHN ERTOLA
6 to 1 pick

there isn’t a street he can’t
punch a bell and know some-
body.”

As for the others, the gam-
blers said that Mellon, the
chief administrative officer
since 194, is “taMng a

glE

THOMAS MELLON
12 to 1 odds

look,” but is hampered by
age (he’s 67); Supervisor
Mendelsohn “hasn’t given
up the idea,” butis preoccu-
pied with paying off his
enormous campaign debt
from running for state con-

It

"Sip

AL NELDER
He's 10 to 1

troller; Assemblyman Wlli*

Brown “is making noises,l

but the pros don’t think he il

go;” and the candidacy off

former Kennedy confident

Red Fay is “a real longshot]|
. . a fantasy.”
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“We are going to watgh this family
"growing in the Depression, and getting out
of the Depression,” Hamner told me.
“Meanwhile, we are trying to make a posi-
tive statement on the human condltimi. The
values we stress”are timeless™We are sav-
ing affirmative things about love, the fami-
ly and the inherent goodness of people.’1

, For Mr. Paley’s sake, the program de-
partment went searching for Brownie
points. It is goming back with rating points.
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There once was a boy named Akutaro. He-leved More than anything else, he loved
to eat persimmons. He liked them better than wheat cakes, better than rice balls
with fish, or even cotton candy.
in the back yard
+ Each year, when the fruit on the persimmon tree began to XpxEK ripen
he would climb the tree and pick all the juicy ripe fruit. Then, he would sit
down and eat all the fruit he had picked. Sometimes, he would eat so many
he was too full k& even to stand up. Then, he would lie down in a shady spot,
stretch out and take a long nap. And when his mother called him in to supper,
he was too full to eat his rice and bean soup.
Now there was someone else in A"s house who liked persmmon too. That
was his 70 uear old grandfather, who was called ojisan.

Ojisan, however, was too old to climb trees. In fact, his legs were

stiff £rom rheumatism and he“had a hard time walking down the road that

Aijl
wound beyond the rice fields to the village. Not only that, he would not
see very well. Since he could not climb the tree or even see when the persimmon

were beginning to ripen, he could eat only the small hard ffruit that A. left for him.
Now one day in November, when the leaves had dropped from the tree and the
fruit were beginning to turn a bright red-orange. Ojisan called to A and said,
"Next week my friend Ito-san will come to pick the persimmon from the tree for
Don*t let me catch you up
me . ¥eu muo 1 not cHuilLr-the tree before then or picl”jany persmimmon. Do you
understand?"
A. listened very hard and nodded many times. But when he went outside
and looked up at the persimmon tree, he knew he could not wait until next week.
He had to have at least 1 ripe persimmon. In fact, he had to have it right now -

this very minute.

A waited until Ojisan was asleep, sittirfhg in the wicker chair on the porch,

nodding in the sun. Then, very quietly, he tiptoed outside. He was carefulnot
to leave his clogs beneath the tree. He was careful hot to make a sound. Then,
quickly, 1like a monkey, he climbed to the top of the persimmon tree. H had

never semi so many wonderful ripe persimmon¢juuld *



He ate one, and then two, and then three persimmon. They were the sweetest
e;miceiest fruit he had ever tasted. When he was eating his fourth, he heard feis
gf get up from his chair and come out into the garden. Ojisan squinted against the
sun. He shaded his eyes and looked up at the p. tree.

"Ah, next week 1 shall have some juicy ripe persimmon to eat,”™ he said
smiling at the happy thought. He looked up at the tree agin. There seemed to be something
perched on the top branch.

0. looked again and came to the foot of the tree. Aha, he thought, A. has
disobeyed me and has climbed the tree after all. 0. thought a moment and then called
in a loud voice.

“"Ah, | see something up in the persimmon tree. | do believe it is a crow."”

A. laffed softly to think he had fooled his poor old grandfather who could not
see very well. As long as he sounded like a crow, his gf would never know he had disobeyed
him and climbed the tree.

£]

caw, caw, caw, he said loudly. LM n 1
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But gradnfather looked up again, "no, on second thought, 1 do not think that
is a crow at all,” he said thoughtftilly. "it sounds more like a rooster."

"Ha, that is easy," A thought to himself. He stretched his neck like

a rooster and bellowed, '"cockarookaroo
But once more, ojisan shook his head. "No, 1 don"t think it is a rooster
after all. That is more like the voice of a monkey."
Wi 1d hills behind the farm.
A. had heard the monkeys in the max He knew how they screeched.
"Eeee,eeeee eeeee," he shriekde in his best monkey voice.

However, grandfather shook his head agin. “"Now that I think about
it, 1 do believe that is not a monkey up there at all. It looks more like
a big black cat.”

A. laffed because that was so easy. ""Meowr, meowr, meowr'™, he
said in a most catlike manner.

This was more fun than playing a game. Grandfather was easier to fool
than anybody else.

But A"s grandfather was a wise and clever man. He was silent for a
long while and then he said slowly, "i believe 1 have been wrong all along.
That is neither a crow or a rooster or a monkey or a cat up in the persimmon
tree. I believe that is a fish caught inxiiteB swimming in the sea of the
sky.

Now A. scratched his head. What kind of sound did a fish make, anway.
He thought and thought, and then finally cried out in his own little boy"s
voice, jtfish, fish, Ffish."

Aha, Gf daid, shaking his finger at A. That is the voice of Akutaro and
you have disobeyed me and climbed the tree. WhsnxAxngan KF had won after all.

H had not fooled him at all.

When A. clabbered down from the tree, he gave his gf. all the fruit

he had picked and promised never to disobey him again.
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Kotes on Fresnos

A: Teacher at Fresno State. New bldg, going up, so two schools are
"doubling sessions. He stays home in a.m.s and goes to school from Is06
till 6:00. New buildings look like fortresses. No windows, brick walls,
like military pill boxes. They are tearing down trees to make parking
spaces. A. is sick. He teachs world history, Eng. Comp, Asian hsitory;
smokes pipes, hooks rugs, carves wood; Is a real Iris buff - hybridizes,
shows, wins prizes, etc... A Gentle, idealistic, dreamer.... Wanted to
call B. long distance; wanted to drive me home - up at 5*00 to catch a
9:00 iris tour iIn Oakland! Wanted to rent helicopter and go to Mt. Fuji!
Loves sculptures... almost made me miss plane showing me Clem Renzi®s work.
Sold his prints to raise money to take family east - 3 niocs on road.

Gs Seems to be the steady rock of the family, practical, watches the time.
Works with deaf and retarded; speech therapy at hospital. Finishing up

at State to get masters degree. Children all help with housework - has
neat schedule on refrig. She pays them for work. They use money to buy
food when they plan and cook the meal, (says G"s mother.)

Can lie down for 5 min. and take a quifck rest,

D. eldest; an Explorer Scout, went overnite backpacking; plays piano, draws
sweet little figures on stationery, wants to go to Wm and Mary, A says she"s
not working up to capacity in school.

M. 15 or 16, Plays violin, played at church, she is dark, sparkling, beauti-
ful and so pleasant. Very poised. Tells of going to bday party, eats a
"trough” - 6 scoops of ice cream with 3 bananas; gzt when eaten, they get

to rise and say '"o&nk oink™ "I1"m a pig." She gets a big bang out of that.
They made one of her friends stuff down the bananas! She®s terribly nervous
re playing at church, and betates herself for not doing better afterwards.
Wears big clogs, but when A suggests she change to shoes for church, she

does so without any protest, Is a soph in H.S,

S. 11, big for his age; very solid, mature, quiet. Has room In cottage in
back of house; likes to be away from girls who always walked thru his room,
(he demonstrates); likes everything about planes - zp pilots, likes to read
about flying; Has an acquarium with 12 fish; fish get tail rot, he has
medication which he drops into water; Learning to play golf at school. Eager
to go hit buckets; wants to caddy during summer - gets free bucket; spends
every Sat, night with grandparents, Means more to them khan to him. He

likes to see TV there.

TV is put in closet; they have read together as a family, but lately unable
to get together. Family is close to music, books, art - beautiful solid
pieces of khh&x antique wood furniture, Munakata prints; Rnezi sculpture on
table; quiet paintings on walls.



Draft 10. 1-82
URASHIMA TARO AND THE PRINCESS OF THE SEA

Long ago in a small village of Japan, there lived a young man
named Urashima, Taro. He lived with his mother and father in a
thatched roof house overlooking the Inland Sea.

Each morning long before the sun was up, he went out to sea iIn
his small fishing boat and returned in the afternoon to sell his
catch at the village market.

One day as he was returning from his boat, he saw a group of
children gathered around something on the beach. They were laughing
and shouting, "Hit him! Poke him! Look at him squirm!"

Taro hurried over to see what they were doing and found the
children gathered around a large brown tortoise. They were poking
It with sticks and throwing stones at it. They laughed as the tor-
toise tucked i1ts head iInside i1ts shell.

"Stop that!" Taro shouted at them. ‘'lLeave the poor tortoise
alone, and let him go back to the sea.™

*But we found him,” the children said. "He belongs to us."

Urashima, Taro thought for a moment and then he reached&for
his money pouch and took out a gold coin.

"Very well,” he said. "If the tortoise is yours, | will buy
him from you. This coin for you and the tortoise for me. Fair enough?"

The children nodded eagerly. They took the coin and ran to the
village sweet shop, still shouting and laughing.

When they were gone, Taro gave the old tortoise a push toward
the sea. ‘'Hurry on home, old fellow,” he said, "and stay away from
this beach."

He watched until the tortoise had crawled safely back to the
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sea and then hurried to the village market with his basketful of
fish.

Several days passed, and Taro forgot all about the tortoise
he had saved. Then one day as he sat in his boat waiting to pull
in his nets, he heard a voice call to him.

"Urashima, Tarol Urashima, Tarol”

Taro thought hft was #reaming» — looked around to see if another
fisherman had come to fish beside him. But all he saw were the blue
green waves crested with foan. All he heard was the gentle lapping
of the water against the sides of his boat.

Then he heard i1t again. "Urashima, Tarol**

This time he looked down at the water and saw the old brown
tortoise swimming along beside him.

"Thank you for saving my life the other day, the tortoise called
out. "The children surely would have killed me 1If you hadn®"t come
along.™

"Well, I"m glad you got away,” Taro said. Mut you"d better
stay home in the sea from now on."

"Oh, I intend to,” the tortoise answered. "But 1 didn"t come
simply to thank you,™ he went on. MI came to take you with me to
meet the Princess of the Sea. Would you like that?"

For many years Taro had heard tales about the beautiful Princess
who lived In the Palace of the Sea. “0ld tortoise, more than anything
in the world, 1 would like to meet her, but i1t Is not possible for
a human like me.™

"Nonsense,”™ the old tortoise answered. 'Nothing is iImpossible.
Now climb on my back and I will take you there."

So Taro climbed on his curved back, and the waves seemed to

part for them as the tortoise swam farther and farther out to sea.
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Soon Taro felt himself sinking into its waters, down ... down e.e
down. But strangely enough he iiwir~wet, and he could see and hear
and breathe as he always did.

How strange, Taro thought. Surely this must be a dream. But
if 1t was, he didn*t want it to end.

The old tortoise dove deeper and deeper, fTlapping his flippers
and swimming through the water like a bird flying through the air.

of silvery fish.
They passed great schools/ They swam through swaying strands of
sea weed and past shadowy boulders and coral reefs.

Finally, Taro saw a white light looming in the distance.
”Is that the palace?' he asked, anxiously.

"No, no,"™ the tortoise answered, "That is only the outer gate.

When they reached the great white gate, Taro saw that it was
made of glistening mother-of-pearl and silver and clusters of coral.
And standing guard were two fish in silver armor, carrying silver
spears.

"Welcome home,' they called to the tortoise, and swung open
the gates for them to pass through.

Taro bowed to the guardsi/and when he looked up, he saw another
gate. This was even larger than the first. It was made of gold and
studded with emeralds and jade. A row of fish in gold armor and
carrying spears of gold stood guarding this second gate.

"Now get off, Taro,”™ the tortoise said, "and wait here for me."
Then he disappeared beyond the gates, leaving Taro blinking at the
magnificent sight before him.

In a moment the tortoise was back. "The Princess is waiting

for you. Come." And he led Taro through the gate to a golden palace

that seemed like the sun i1tself shining at the bottom of the sea.



Inside) Taro saw "the Princess of* "the Sea wikh her seven ladies-
in-waiting. She was more beautiful than anyone Taro had ever
seent with long black hair and skin the color of creamy pearls.
She wore a silken robe embroidered with gold and silver threads
and studded with diamonds and rubies and emeralds.

"Welcome to the Palace of the Sea, Urashima) Tarot she
said) and her voice was like the sound of crystal bells.

Taro opened his mouth) but couldn*t utter a sound. He could
only bow and wait for the Princess to speak again.

"Come with me,” she said gently, and she led Taro down a
glistening marble hallway to a large room the color of celadon.

In the center of the room was a long table and a great chair that
seemed suitable for a King.

"Please, be seated there," the Princess said.

Taro shook his head. ™I am only a humble fisherman, he mur-
mured. "'Surely that place of honor IS mum* rm“y for you.”

"Ah, but today it is meant for you,”™ the Princess said, lead-
ing Taro to the great chair. "It is your reward for your kindness
to our tortoise.”

The moment Taro sat down, the room was filled with ladies-in-
waiting dressed 1n flowing robes of red and gold and purple and
white. They brought plate after plate of every wonderful dish Taro
ever dreamed of and tall decanters filled with wine.

While he ate and drank, even more beautiful ladies-in-waiting
danced and sang and played on stringed lutes and harps. And the
sound of unearthly music swirled around Taro like the waves of the

sea.

When at last he could eat and drink no more, the Princess spoke
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to him. "In the Kingdom of the Sea we do not have your seasns of
earth. But here iIn the palace, everything is possible. Come and
I will show you each season of the year.”
Taro didn’t think i1t possible, but he followed the Princess
into a large empty room with sliding doors on four sides.
First she slid open the door to the east, and Taro saw masses
of cherry trees looking like great pink clouds. Golden flowers
clustered at the edge of wide green rice paddies such as he saw
each spring in his village, and he even heard the cry of the swallows.
MAh,"™ Taro sighed. "How beautiful!"
But while he still gazed at the sight of spring, the Princess

slid open the door to the south, and Taro saw white lotus blossoms

\\YA
floating on a still green pond beside a thicket of bamboo. *Here
is our summer,' the Princess said. "Listen." And Taro heard the

crickets that sang on hot summer nights.

The door to the west revealed a hillside covered with maple
trees turned crimson and yellow and orange like a blazing fire.
And when the Princess opened the door to the north, Taro felt a
blast of i1cy air and saw snowflakes falling on a cluster of

thatched roof houses.

"Now," the Princess said, "you have spent an entire year in
the Kingdom of the Sea."

Taro could notbelieve i1t. "1 know I must be dreaming,”™ he
gasped, "and yet it seemed so real."

"You are not dreaming,” the Princess said, "and I will give
you a gift to take home, so you will never forget me."

And she gave Taro a beautiful golden box, covered with many

precious stones.
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VJust remember,M she added, "1 you ever wish to return again
to see me, you must never, never open the box. Will you remember?

"Always,” Taro promised, for already he longed for the day
when he could see her again.

“"Now you must leave,'” the Princess said,"for you have been
away a long time.". And she escorted him to the gate of gold
where the old tortoise was waiting for him.

Taro thanked the Princess many many times. 'l shall never for-
get you," he said, and holding his golden box carefully, he climbed
once more on the back of the tortoise.

He looked back once and waved to the Princess, but already she
was only a vague white shimmering light in the blue water.

The tortoise swam quickly, on, and on, and amm. the fish that
escorted them turned back one by one. Soon the tortoise climbed
Up--- Up--.. up--. until Taro could see again the sky he knew so
well. And then he saw the familiar sight of the sea coast where
he fished each day.

When the tortoise had delivered Taro safely upon the beach
he said goodbye. ™1 hope we will meet again some day, Urashima,
Taro," he said, and then he crawled back Into the sea.

"Goodbye, old friend. Thank youl™ Taro called.

Then he ran quickly toward the village, anxious to tell his
parents and his friends of his wonderful adventure. He hurried up
the path that led to his house, looking eagerly at each person he
passed. But curiously, each face seemed new and strange.

How odd, Taro thought. |1 feel as though 1 weref.n a strange

village. | don"t seem to know anyone.



-7 -

looking eagerly ah each face he passed. But curiously, each face

seemed new and strange. \
AThat"s odd,”™ Taro thought. 1 feel as I were iIn a strange
village. | don’t seem to know anyone.. —— -
Bstx ranfy”up the gentle slope, Hxxroundidgthe bend and

passedgthe thicket of bamboo, and then he stopped. Where was his
house? This was where his thatched roof house should have been.

But instead, 1t was an empty patch of land, aide the pmne trees
around 1t were dried and long since dead.

) Where 1is everyone?
"What*s happened?” he cried. "Where are my parents?*
his heart thumping,
He ran back down the path ~nd raw an old woman coming toward
She under the

him.. KHicxkxskxwas bent xxkxxfcHxxxxxisjaxa bundle of kindling »Kxkxrx
she carried on her ¢back. » And she walked with a kxxi; stick as bent as
her back. /

"Old woman, old woman, please, tell me what has happened? Where are

my parents? Where i1s my house?"

The old woman looked up at him and ~shook her head. '‘House? There
has been no house here and 1 have walked this
road every day of my life."”

“"But I am Urashima, Taro. ixXIXXExXhKKE My parents lived here, on

this very spot.” *
gave him a

The old woman tExkxkxxtxhimxwithxxxstrange look.

"HxaskxMX™"xXxrxkx 'You say you are Urashima, Taro?" she asked.

"Yes,, yes."
She old woman shook her head and began to laugh. "Well, you had
best not joke with an old woman like me,” she said. "My great grandfather

used to tell me xk the story about Urashima, Taro. He was a youjg finsher
man who went out to sea in his boat one day and never bame back. They
say he was dwowned at sea. 1st But THAT wa”A hundred years ago. So

""bothering,, an old woman like me with vmm fnMishneee,"
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Siff the old woman trudged on down the road
Urashimj th” road, wor”~ring
wha; 1S hpzm
fange village.
hundred years! Taro could not believe it. And yet, he remembered
now what the princess had said. Had those few hours in the kingdom of
the sea been s?4iundred years here SHXK&xikShcx 1n his village?
XsxXsSXEEHTkxHEtxksxx Taro felt so lonely and sad he didn®t know
what to do. He looked at the golden box the princess had given him,
and suddenly, forgetting her warning, he lifted its lid.
s The moment he did, a cloud of white smoke came from the box and
wrapped itself around Taro so he could see nothing. When Bit vanished,
Taro peered inside the box, but he could XXXXHExhixgxxxi+xsiooKKi]Bi£X
scarcely see. He looked at his hands and saw they were the wrinkled hands
of an old old man. His face was wrinkled axkxifcExkxxExsKxhfcsxhxxjaxkEXX
xxsxxxxwfcxix he had a long white beard, and Ms hair was as white as
XXxXwxxkxxkx the sands on the beach. In that iInstant,

Urashima Taro
x| kxx fkxtkExmEmxHtx He had siaXkEKiy become over 300 years old.

Had because he had forgotten his promise, he knew he would never see

the beautiful princess of the sea ever again.

But who knows, perhaps the old tortoise came back once more to

help his old friend. Perhaps
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Convs, with Frank Wong* 8-3-83

Mother married at 15» worked for 20 yrs like maid for husband’s family.
Father was a sharecropper, an alcoholic, couldn®t be counted on for
much. He always told Frank to make the best of abad situation.

Frank grew up in Hanford. Family lived in a shack at the edge of a fruit
orchard. No plumbing, wood stove for cooking (plenty of wood around),

they dug holes in the ground for toilet, moving the holes as they filled up.
Once when small, not knowing hole had been moved, Frank almost fell in

one night. He laffs as he tells about the apricot tree closest to the holes.
"They grew so big, we could sell them for 5# a piece."

At school they were the only Asians. Most of community were Portugese. They
were ostracized, thought of as lower than blacks. He accepted that fact.
Accepted that he was called Chink and Chinaman - later when working iIn a
market, he didn"t mind that someone said to him, "I don"t want meat touched
by a Chinaman.' That"s how it was.

He had 3 sisters. The 2nd one was £ut iIn a sack and thrown into the river
by father when she was an infant because she wasn®"t a son. Beingyoungest
of four and the only son, he was spoiled by parents. They wanted him to
have the best of everything. He had one younger sister,“but she was given
away to a ifianily in another town. She never knew who her real parents were
until a few years ago.

They had a tin tub for bathing. Mother had to boil water. They all bathed
in one tubful and the kids took turns being 1st, so each had a turn getting
into the cleanest water. Even tho parents wanted to give Frank 1st bath.

Since they had only each other the ~ children were close. They did every-
thing together, and Frank wouldn®"t let parents give him the best of everythiig
They grew their own vegetables? had chicken™,but they sold the eggs so they
couldn®™t eat them. They couldn®"t eat the chickens who laid the eggs.

So they dragged the nearby irrigation ditches fed by the San Juoquin river
for fish - catfish, kingfish (?; They had no fishing poles - no one had
ever told them that"s how fish were caught. So they tied poles to the

ends of pieces of chicken wire. Made two such nets, and then xxJkgzl started
at about 100 yards away and slowly walked toward each other, When fish got
caught as they closed in, they would jump in aid throw them into wood crates
they had stolen from groc. store. ('l never pay for what I can get free."
Even as college, he"d xts take Berk. Gazettes;

Frank never learned to swim, because water in ditch never came over his
head. They"d just 8S8ump an, but would never drown. He never had a fishing
pole, so today he owns dozens of all kinds of fishing poles - he has more
than he can ever use. He never had a bicycle, so now he owns a bicyle
shop. It loses money, but he doesn"t want to sell it. He employs a cousin
from China there and he doesn®t want to deprive him of his livelihood.

By the time he was an high school, his sisters worked, so they were able
to move iInto town and rent a small house. He had a job after school as

box boy 1n a market. He excelled in school - like sisters - all got A"s
an% ﬂayﬁe,l B. _.His coach Wanteg him to partippate i? afterschool sports,
Su e had no time. Only one afternoon a week. He learned tennis. Since

It was onjiy 1 aft. he had to really concentrate and listen and work harfd at
the sport.



Frank Wong - 2 -

The kids all had to work hard! and excell at what they did. Mother told
them, you can"t count on your father for anything, you have to make good

on your own. N 77

Frank got all Kkinds of scholarships, but he came to Cal. Majored in Nuclear
engineering, but hated it. Also took business courses, which he ¢% liked.
He lived in a house on Webster St. (SF?) old lady cooked, took care of him
like a son. He had a job spraying paint on grocery carts (the kind that

carries large loads); took him about 15 min. to spray one. He devised a
system of dipping in kxx paint that took only a few minutes; toldthe boss
at would save him time and money. He got a raise. He sprayed red and silver

Xpxx paint and would be covered with paint.

While still in college (when?) he was told that he owned a building in SF

on the Avenues. Wnd he suddenly had % $95*000. What happened”~was that
when he was small, his father had done lots of oddjobs for the rich Portugese
in Hanford - repair carts, fix things, etc... He took no pay, but on Chinese
New Years, he would take little Frank around with him to see these people
and let it be known the custom was to give children money. He would get

$10 - $50 wrapped in red paper. His parents never spent the money, but savec
it for him. A friend in SF (or relative?) bought a building with the money
for Frank. When Frank asked him to sell it for him, the house sold for
$100,000 (less $5000 commission). This introduced the fascinating area of
real estate to Frank.

With rolls of money now available to him, Frank sort of went wild; No”™more
A’s, he just got by on C"s. He"d never had a car. One day he walked into
Buick Agency The always loved Buicks), wanted a silver and blue with
white walls. He went after his paint-spraying job, his clothes still covered
with paint, his hands dirty. He went into show room, looked around and
waited about 15 min. none of the salesmen paid any attention to him. He
walked into the office, asked for the Mgr. and said, *1 wart to buy a car,

but no one wants to sell me one.* 1 guess they don’t heed to make the money."
Then he took out $5000 in $100 bills and showed the Mgr. he had cash.

The Mgr. asked him to pixy go back out into shwwroom and pkay at a little
drama with him. He goes out to look at car - salesmen still ignore him .

Mgr. comes out and asks, "May 1 help you?" "Yes, 1°d like to buy this car.
And with that, this dirty little chinaman pixxkxxx counts out $3000 in
$100 bills. The salesmen are aghastl

Today as a big developer and real estate broker, he employs about 12 people.
He always tells them, be polite to everybody - you never know when sIBREHAL
mxgfcix you might be indebted to them someday. Never insult a person - don"t
tell them their bike is terrible, maybe it was a gift from his mother.

W hile in college, he had huge maps of Berkeley pasted on his wall. He got
Berk. Gazettes, makfeed houses for sale. Saw what prices were being asked,
where most houses sold. Saw that North Berkeley was the best site.~ That's
why he developed the North. Shattuck Shopping Complex. He had terrible
trouble with city. He says he wanted to build a 60car underground garage,

but city wouldnt let him. Then, they criticize him later for no parking.
He says they change the rules in the middle of the game.

s, underwgiter at
Before that he got jOb wutﬁ Elreman s Fund. Was given the worst aSS|gnments-

Was their "token Asian™. But never got territories that were lucrative. Had
area between Milpitas and ? But he f}gured maybe their territories were

oo
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small for Fireman’s, but they might be gixiKgxpBX writing bigger policie
with Hartford. He helped men in these areas develop their business, until
soon it was one of the best areas for Firemans. He got two raises, but
was told he could never get*managerial pos’n because he s Chinese.

One day he figured he was spending 75f° of his time to get only 25% of his
income, so he quit and went into real estate, where he’s been a huge success.

He takes big risks - but also sometimes has lost as much us a half million.
Once he bought houses near Palmdale where SST was supposed to be deveiped.
When th&t fell thru, he lost huge sums iIn real estate. Another loss, he
bought huge supply of bicycles from Korea for Xmas trdde. They”came in
after Xmas and that *as the rainest winter iIn years. Another big loss.

But he became rookie of the year in Real Estate with saleBlank
looked down on him* Tor a long time Asiass "e-"elong to
Board of Realtors. Blank was against Frank’s being one of the Directors.
So F. set out to beat Blank in his own territory. He sold many buildgms
on Solano. - Corner of Alameda and Solano (Indoor Sunshine) he developed.
Sold big Apt. house on corner of Ensenada; Joan Lowe’s buiUing and office
bldg, hext door.

He would find out who owned the buildgins. Then he’d call and say, Would
I offend you if 1 showed you an offer for your buildgin?” “When they saw
a big sum on which they’d make a profit, they’d sell even if they had no
intention of selling before. He out—-smarted Biink on his own territory,
and finally Blank now has respect for Frank.

IT a Bldg is on the property line, it can’t have windows (unless they’re
very expensive kind with chicken wire m i1t) because of fire regulations.
Fire will pop windows and immediately devour a build. Takes longer to
go thru a wall.

He never hates anybody, he says, because no use. He says his sisters
are all driven - like he is - and have become very successful m managerial
positions”™lone at some airforce base or something... Only one 1is loving,

(the 2nd d. who was thrown in river. She s forgiven father, ,T
he did what he had to do.) EIl but one are divorced. He says they don t
know how to love. Prob. because of their chihhood.

iey"re all tough, resourceful, driven people. Darleen says Fraik i
Dving and gentle.
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J~Ay”~on experience at Poston, Arizona.
In Agg, Thomas D. Murphy, Uhiversity of Hawaii Press $6.00

»Nassadors
’s 100th Battalion.

f 1955, 3167pp- Story of Hawaili
An Uncertain Friendship, Theodore Roosevelt and Japan, 1906-1909 $6 9¢
Charles E. Neu, Harvard University Press,11967,347 pp- ’

eNew listings.

XT*S NOT TOO EARLY TO BEGIN THINKING ABOUT THOSE mr.Tmv nTFTg y™,

“ SVLSZ NI APBITRR

ATO . FQR ® HOLXDAYS* WE GIFT WRAP & INCLUDE AN

Prices are subject to change.

outlet for Japanese American
If you do not see what

listed

»»£L 1 S-ithe “ost c”~Prehensive retail
materials. We add items to our stock weekly.
(415) 343-9408. We also have many items not

t~2 5 4JEaSt Third Avenue> San ~“teo, CA just five blocks
West of 101 on Third Avenue.

you want, call
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Mono ¥a Kawa,,i /K %3 A if)
Mono wa kawari yo wa utsu redo .
IJgoka nu wami kuni g Aatl\
lza ya utawan ware ra tomo ni
To ko shi na e no uta wo
To ko shi na e no uta wo
lza ya uta wan ware ra tomo ni
To ko shi na e no uta wo

$ V)2 £ tA.

Sa me te omoi 1 ne te yume mi do f a vus-
Wasure nu mikuni A s
] t Al fte, J bh IX d K bj
Ilyoyo hayuru omokage miyu
- - - - VXE «& 17 T*>b *>x»T*1JL »
Kasumi wa hi ni kiete i
_ S AT H Ot £ jut..
_.asurni wa hi ni kiete
lyoyo hayuru omokage miyu
Kasumi wa hi ni kiete
Waga Shu Esu Yo
¥aga shu esu yo ai no mite ni
Mi mo tamawo mo yudane matsuri
Maga ni sachi ni ware iwamashi A if 3~ 1.
Shu. yo mikokoro nasase tamae i p™on ig K il
Urei no kumo rnune wo tozashi 4227 k. j
Uamida mo ame sode ni kakari
Waga nozomi wa kieyuku tomo
Shu yo mikokoro nasase tamae 9 'g fe « £ U*mC.
pE Sty PL" <4 N ps™ )
Ib ft friz kt>.
Y
mi S. 22 %7

Jesus Saviour Pilot Me

Jesus, Saviour, pilot me

Over Life"s tempestuous sea:
Unknown waves before me roll,
Hiding rock and treacherous shoal;
Chart and compass come from thee;
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me.

pkp) ¥ VIPEAP1

When at last | near the shore,
And the fearful breakers roar
"Twixt me and the peaceful rest,
Then, while leaning on thy breast,
May 1 hear thee say to me,

“Pear not, I will pilot thee".
t ; tv** * i 37'{&.a;L



9 OUT OFEVERY

10,000AMERICANS
PREFER CAMPARI

Compared with Europeans, Americans are meager consumers of Campari &Soda
But a few new converts are won every day by its unique bittersweet taste.

'7 used to drink Campari on the rocks.
Now; | drink it everywhere.”
—Graham Knight. Redwood City, CA

“Thefirst time | tried Campariand
Tonic, it was the beginning o fa tasteful
relationship.”

—NaVonne Bovino. Manteca, CA

"One night, | had to try it twice to tikeit,
and now | like it twice a night!”
—OnaRosenstadt, Bethesda, MD

SF
“Lve learned to savor life s contrasts—
setbacks with success, the bitter with
the sweet. Thats why | drink my
Campari with orangejuice.”
—Suzanne Wolff, Baltimore, MD

“lused to order whateveryone else did.
But that was before | found myself—
and Campari.”

—Christine Ledbetter, Dunedin, FL

“After shooting pictures on safari, my
bestshot is of Campari.”
—JerrylJividen, Stow, OH

You too can be in a Campari ad!

Just send your "Campari Quip,” snapshot, and phone number to P.O. Box 2782, SFC, Grand Central Station, New York, N.Y 10017. If selected, your photo, name and witticism will appear in a future Campari ad—and youl
receive $100. (Sorry, nothing can be returned.)

Catfomio Living Magazine/July 8,1979

“Whenever my man asksfo r something

different, | give him Campariin bed.”
—Mickey Zapoleon, San Francisco, .CA

“At aNew York artgallery. | wasserved

Campari while contemplating a pur-
chase. 1decided to buy two bottles.”
—Keith Wall, Los Angeles. CA

“When J ordera Campari, it doesn tjust
say what| ljke to drink—it tells the
world how I like to live.”

—Holly Millam, St. Louis, MO

CAMPARI & SODA

PourajiggerflH 0z} of Campon overice in atallglass. Add 4 ouncesof
club soda. Squeeze in a wedge oflemon or lime to taste, if desired.

©1979—Imported, prepared and bottled by Austin, Nichols &Co., Lawrenceburg, Ky. 48 proof bitter liqueur.



Perspectives

The Worth Of
A Pineapple

By Paul McHugh

m It took me a moment to realize that the
offbeat percussion in my ears was made by
raindrops hitting my sleeping bag. | drowsed
back into sleep, hoping that by waking up
differently, | could arrive in a different world,
one where it wasn’t raining. Didn't work. So |
writhed out of the bag and dressed, balled up
the bag and threw it into the truck. Still stiff
and yawning, | tottered down to the river in the
wet grey light of early morning.

The Eel River ran high with snowmelt
and rain, as blue as steel. It looked deep, fast
and cold. The canoe used for crossing was
pulled up on the other bank, forty yards away.
No help for it; if | stood here any longer in the
rain, | was going to get soaked anyhow. |
stripped, rolled my boots and clothes under the
curve of a lichen-splashed boulder, and waded
in. By leaning against the icy current, | was
able to cross most of the distance before having
to dive and swim.

Instead of aching with cold when |
reached the other side — as 1'd expected — my
body was steaming with exhilaration. | bound-
ed up the path to my friend’s cabin. Still under
the covers, he cocked one eye at me as |
entered, naked and streaming water.

“You could’ve yelled,” he said. “I would
have brought the canoe over.”

I shrugged. “Didn’t seem right. Make a
big noise out here.”

He shrugged, too, and smiled.

We took the boat across and got my gear.
I sat by the wood stove as my friend cooked
breakfast.

“Want some?” he asked. “There’s plen-

ty.”

“Thanks, but no. Main reason I’m here is
I want to not eat anything for four days, except
what I can forage.”

He looked at me thoughtfully. “You know
about foraging?”

“Just miner’s lettuce,” | admitted. “So
far, but I'm ready to learn more. Not eating
anything else should add to the incentive.”

My friend was amused but not surprised.
Just as he had been when I’d appeared this
morning. That’s how he is.

“There is a difference between hiking all over a hillside for bits of
vegetable matter and driving down to a supermarket tofill up a cart.
Foraging, one becomes conscious of the value offood *

“Have some tea, then,” he said.

“Nope. This is going to be strict observ-
ance.”

“I1t’s pennyroyal,” he explained patiently.
“From here.” With a sweep of his hand he
indicated the curves of the wild Northern
California hills outside.

“Ah.” | held out a cup.

Then we were out in meadows. “Bro-
diaeas,” he said, pointing out a small purple
flower on a short stem. “Flower, stem and bulb
— it’s all edible. Miwoks used it for a staple.
You might consider their attitude, and not pick
many from the same place. Treat the plants
with gratitude and respect so that they will
prosper. Then they’ll see to it that you do, too.”

When | plucked one and chewed it, my
mouth was filled with cool raindrops infused
with the delicate savour of the petals. It even
tasted purple. Over the next four days, no
matter what else | found, these flowers became
and would remain my favorite food.

That first morning, my friend showed me
wild clover, edible grass roots, the green spikes
of storksbill, and the flat, wrinkled stars of
soaproot scattered along the incurving banks of
ephemeral creeks.

I had two foraging manuals with me:
Wild Edible Plants by Donald R. Kirk (Natur-
egraph); and Edible and Useful Plants of
California by Charlotte Clarke (University of
California Press, Berkeley). But somehow, the
prospect of locating wild food from a book
seemed too academic to start with. Later it

would be fine, but now | was happiest having a
personal tone set for all the introductions that
would follow.

Later that day, alone with collecting
sacks and my books, | made my way up the
hillside towards the top of a high ridge. I knelt
to follow the stems of four brodiaeas down and
dug up the tiny bulbs with the point of my
knife. When stripped of their hairy outer
covering, the bulbs became pale and shining
pearls that crunched juicily between the teeth.

Meadowland changed to chaparral,
whiclf~~grew higher and more tangledThe
further | advanced. Chamise, flowering
"branches of ceanothus. manzanita and scruF
oak all competed for survival in the thin poor

-isbil, their tough branches forming a nearly

Irfipenetrable barrier. So | wound up on my
hahdsTnd knees crawling along the animal
trails. Deer tracks, here. Dry and broken roll of?
coyote scat. Nothing looked very edible. |
began to doubt my wisdom in expending ener-
gy on the climb. Probably smarter to remain in
the meadows where | knew there was food . ..

As | negotiated a turn in the faint trail, a
bizafre, corrugated fungus caught my eye.
None of the tough chaparral growths looked
very palatable, but these mushrooms looked
positively venomous. | would’ve passed them
by except that something reminded me of a
photo in the Clarke book. | hauled it out,
flipped to the appropriate page, and made my
first successful solo identification: morel mush-
rooms — Morchella esculents — more than an

ybnHoO N |ned :Aydesboroyd
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edible mushroom, a culinary delicacy. The
book said it only grew where there was plenty
of humus. I looked around at the chaparral 1’d
been struggling through with new respect.
Gradually alchemizing the soil with golden
sunlight over the decades, these tough plants
had laid down a layer of organic molecules rich
enough at last to produce this kind of food.

| left a few big, healthy morels to spore,
and collected the rest.

Near the top of the ridge | came upon a
beautiful high meadow, where once a circle
had been dug and leveled for a tipi. There was a
crude fence around an overgrown garden and a
springbox, both abandoned and collapsing.
Here, in a light rain, | gathered the young
leaves of plaintains from the lush meadow
grasses (another positive identification from
the books). Uphill, ahead of me, swayed tall
Douglas firs.

Among the pines was a magical glen,
laced with deer trails, where bracken fern grew
in profusion. As the trees swished and creaked
overhead, | picked a bag of the soft young
fiddleheads, admiring their foetal symmetry
and incandescent coloration.

When | finally came down from the ridge,
the air of the river valley was blue and thick
with dusk. The river chanted softly into my
ears as | walked up the path to my friend’s
cabin. By the woodstove, | spread out my haul.

He was already feasting on panbread,
vegetable stew, and coffee. My nose had be-
come acutely appreciative of the aromas of
cooking food in just one day, *

He held up a dripping ladle of stew. “You
know,” he said, “anyone living out here in the
old days would’ve probably had a garden of
some sort, and a supply of stored grains and
seeds. You wouldn’t necessarily be breaking
your forage-fast if you had a bowl of this. Want
some?”

His eyes were amused as he combined the
roles of devil’s advocate and gracious host,
resulting in a temporary phenomenon 1 could
only describe as Coyote. Earlier, he had re-
proved me for not eating the stems of some of
the brodiaeas 1’d taken, reminding me that the
stems were edible, too. Now, here he was
tempting me in the opposite direction.

My stomach put in a grumbling vote for
the stew, but I turned it down. Still, Coyote was
right — there was no point in being strict to the
point of self-righteousness. So | sauteed the
cog-shaped slices of morel mushroom in some
borrowed mustard oil. As a hedge, | ate only a
small piece and waited half an hour. Then a
larger piece, and waited an hour. | was not
bothered by so much as the twinge ofa cramp,
so | happily munched down a panful.

| was less elated with steamed plaintain
leaves and fiddleheads; they were both strong
and bitter. It brought to mind what the books
described as the high mineral and vitamin
content of wild plants. Also, the fact that
mature fronds of bracken are said to be
carcinogenic when consumed in quantity. But
even apple seeds contain hydrogen cyanide,
and tomatoes are close cousins to deadly night-
shade. The point the books emphasized was
that when carefully identified, selectively har-
vested, and properly prepared, wild plants
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“The amount of energy, time and
fuel expended tofeed mefresh
pineapple was staggering.”

offered valuable nutrition.

ished ... somehow fortified in some area of
physical being that had never been fed before.

Breakfast was a reheated version of the
first day’s dinner.

“Pow! Pow! Pow! Pow!”

“What’s that?” | was startled by the
rapid gunfire echoing violently through the
gentle morning.

“That’s the dominant society’s kneejerk
reaction to wilderness,” my friend said, turning
and looking moodily out the window. The
expression in his face was compounded of
sadness, frustration, anger, resignation. “They
like to drive out from town to a place across the
river and play with their guns. Sometimes | go
out and scream at them. But I just don’t feel up
to it today. Yet.”

“Pow! Pow! Pow. ..

The gunshots ended as abruptly and mys-
teriously as they had begun.

In the meadow along the river | dined on
sunshine, sweet wild clover, and soaproot. With
my knife | dug under the flat, crinkled green
stars until | reached the deep bulbs. I thought
about the “Digger” Indians, a nonexistent tribe
the white settlers saw everywhere, and accused
of indolence and sloth. It took patience to
successfully extract a root. What could the
various tribes lumped together as “Diggers”
have done to impress the whites with their

industry? Take roots with hydraulic mining,
the way the settlers took gold, leaving behind
moonscapes and piles of sludge where nothing
would ever grow again? No. They knew, or
acted with the instinctive knowledge, that the
only true wealth lay in a thin layer of organic
earth that held the alchemical equations for a
successful interaction with the sun.

The soaproot bulbs — despite their repu-
tation as a good source of starch — were very
hard to eat. | should’ve hpen warned by thé
name, and by the facts that an extract could
actually be used for soap (very good for
dandruff), and that the Indians used to mash
up the whole plant and throw it in streams to
stupefy fish. As per the manuals, | peeled the
bulbs, boiled and drained them twice, but my
gorge still rose in protest at the first taste. |
solemnly informed myselfthat if | was starving
in the wilderness, |1 would be happy to get such
food, any food. With tears in my eyes, |
managed to choke down about half of what |
had cooked. Then, feeling fairly stupefied, |
went to bed.

Xhe third day. A different meadow. |
browsed on brodiaeas and storkshill. Though
I'd gathered and eaten fair amounts of food in
the past few days, the actual bulk was small
compared to what | was used to. And | was
expending a good deal more energy to get it.
There is a difference between hiking all over a
hillside for bits of vegetable matter and driving
down to a supermarket to fill up a cart. To
phrase the obvious bluntly: foraging, one be-
comes conscious of the value of food in a new
way.

I was losing weight. Some of the sensa-
tions were characteristic of a fast — 1 felt as if
my body were becoming permeable to light and
sound, as though sunlight and the dull omni-
present roar of the river were drifting steadily
through me, like wisps of early morning mist
that moved slowly through the trees ...

A small but important adjustment to my
new foraging knowledge: the biggest storksbills
were far from being the best. The base of the
smallest ones had the best flavor and the least
woody fiber. If 1’d had that bit of practical
knowledge from the outset, | would not have
spent the morning chewing and spitting put
wads of cellulose. But the ones who could have
truly initiated me, who could have led me to
gather up the threads of my life among the
trees, the grasses, the deep river pools, had
been almost rubbed out a long time ago and
their survivors had been greatly changed.

The sharp thought of this loss brought me
up short. | gazed out at the meadow grass
caressed by the slow hand of the wind, at the
rumpled patchwork of chaparral spread over
the hillsides, at the distant sway of the pines. So
many plant-beings. Hundreds! All with their
individual natures and potential uses, interwov-
en in a complex fabric of which | only nibbled
at the outer fringe. How far my race had fallen
from the acquired wisdom of centuries, how
much of this knowledge had been forgotten or
blindly destroyed.

I thought of something said by Mabel
McKay, a descendant of the Hill Patwin who

continued
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TWO NEUTROGENA®
SUMMER SPECIALS

A. Four bar soap sale: Save $2 to $3

Imperial size (5.50z.) bars Inregular, unscented
and dry-skin formulas. Care foryour summertime
complexion the Neutrogena way, at savings.

Reg. $9 & $10 6.95

B. Space-saver travel Kit, specially priced!
Attractive take-along clutch bag packed with
Neutrogena miniatures. Contains Norwegian formula
hand cream, 5 body oil packettes, 2 Rainbath, 3 soaps.
Special $3

Cosmetics

Mail Order Center.

1501 Broadway, Oakland, California 94612

24-hour toll-free telephone order service:

In California 800-772-3103. In Nevada 800-227-1830.
Please send my Neutrogena Soap specials marked here (7-8-128):

Key Itr. Item Quan. Price
Name

Address

City State Zip

Phone Account Number

Check O Money Order O LH Charge O Master Charge O
Visa’O American Express O | would like to open an account O
In California add 6%tax. plus a% transit tax in San Francisco. Alameda. Santa Clara and
Contra Costa counties. In Nevada add sales tax. minus 7i% tax in Esmeralda. Eureka,

Lander and White Pine counties, include charge for postage outside United Parcel Zone.
Add Sl handling charge for orders under $10. Offer expires in 30 days.

LIBERTY HOUSE

an cftmfac comeany

dPerspectiVves continued

“l became aware of an immense rent torn in the
fabric of life, between mankind and the earth."

once ranged above Wilbur Hot Springs, about the way of her people.
I’d just read it in an EIR:

“They had many trails for going-out and coming-in. They’d go
out on one trail and return on a different one, so they wouldn’t
disturb the animals and the plants. That’s what they called
destroying things, if you just tramped over them. You go that way,
you go this way, and there’s no opening for the food to grow. That’s
what happens today; people go this way and that way and every way.
That’s why there’s no food. People destroy it. People-Destroying-
Their-Own-Food, it’s called.”

I closed my eyes, and became aware of an immense rent torn in
thé fabric of life, between humankind and the earth. | closed my
fingers around the small spike of a storksbill that I held in one hand.
A needle, to.pierce and sew a precious thread or two across that vast
tear, at least in my own mind. How much more would it take to tug it
closed?

T hhe fourth day. As the sun set and shadows slowly
thickened in the river valley, on the last day of the forage-fast, |
crossed the river to my truck and returned with a ripe pineapple.

1 had checked on it. This pineapple most likely once grew on
the Wahiawa Plantation in Oahu, Hawaii, as the first plant or first
ratoon (second crop from the same plant). It was twisted and broken
from the stem by hand* by one of a line of people following the
conveyer booms of a huge tractor across the field. The bins packed
by this tractor were driven on a flatbed truck to the Dole Company
Packing Plant in Honolulu, where the pineapples were unloaded and
dipped ina fungicide solution. Then, along with thousands of others,
my pineapple was sorted, labeled, and packed into a box according
to its size. The box was stacked, then wrapped by a new kind of
forklift in a cardboard slipsheet called a Pulpak and trundled into a
large steel container supplied by Matson Navigation Company.

At this point, the pineapple began to be electrically refrigerat-
ed. Removed from an outlet outside the plant, the container was
taken aboard the 720-foot container vessel, Manukai, and plugged
into an outlet on its deck. Then the Manukai sailed across the
Pacific on voyage 213 and unloaded at the Matson docks in
Oakland. The container holding my pineapple was seized by a
shorebase gantry crane, and set down on the dock where a straddle
carrier could take it to its place and plug it into the power lines that
ran under the storage area.

Soon George, who drives the GMC tractor-trailer for Sunset
Produce, would come across the Bay Bridge and pick up the contain-
er, bringing it back over so Giovanni could put its contents out with
his other goods in Sunset Produce's corner of the San Francisco
Commercial Market. Then Denny and Jim would arrive in the
“Blue Goose,” make their selections and purchases, and truck them
all the way up the coast to the Corners Of The Mouth health food
store in Mendocino. Where | would find a pineapple to use for
break-fast out in the woods.

The amount of energy, time, and fuel expended by my culture
to feed me fresh pineapple was staggering. It seemed important to
realize this, as 1 hefted it in the same hand that had yesterday held
the storksbill. This tropical fruit held perhaps a thousand times the
edible bulk of that tiny bit of wild plant. Soon | would take my
dulled knife, cut it into eighths, raise a slice to my mouth, and chew
my way into it until the warm, sweet, stinging juices ran abundantly
over my chin.

Oh, yes. Price. The pineapple cost me eighty-nine cents. O
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After the glory of the harvest, the wine country
landscape looks bleak, the vines naked. But the
look of dormancy is deceptive: From now through
early spring, the real work of the vineyards —
pruning, plowing and dusting — will take place.

THE VINES
IN WINTER

By Glen Martin

he vines: Most people think
of them only during the glorious days
of autumn, when the canes are bur-
geoning with ripe fruit. The crush ison,
and the highways of Napa and Sono-
ma are filled with trucks hauling bins
loaded with grapes, with Buicks and
Pontiacs filled with crews of pickers,
and with carloads of wine-sampling
day tourists.

But the crush is only the crowning
moment in a year-round, ongoing pro-
cess. Vineyards need continual tend-
ing, and those who view them only in
their evanescent moment of glory dur-
ing September and October may not

fully appreciate what goes into the

In November, the hoopla of the
harvest subsides and the real work
begins. The most pressing task of the
dormant season is also the most labori-
ous: pruning. After the vines have lost
all their foliage, the pruners enter the
vineyards with shears and saws and
begin to ply their trade. They will stay
at it for many months.

Those who pass by the vineyards
during the bleak, monochromatic days
of winter see only faceless crews be-
laboring naked, skeletal vines. Yet
each one of those huddled forms is an
individual man, usually of considerable
wit and intelligence.

The crews are comprised of a poly-
glot of races, nationalities and social
persuasions. There are crews of South-
east Asians and crews of indigent white
students and transients. Many vine-
yard owners are inclined to prune
alongside their workers, since they like
the work. Still, most of the pruners are
from Mexico; in Sonoma County, they
hail mainly from the remote, moun-
tainous state of Michoacan.

I, too, prune vines, though I'm
admittedly something of an anomaly.
I’'m white, for one thing. And agricul-
tural work is hardly considered ideal
employment for a man of 33 who has,
as they say, an education. Yet it suits
my purposes. The hours can be ar-
ranged as | desire, so | have adequate
time for the other things in my life
which are important to me, such as

writing and fishing. True, the work is
hard — even, at times, exhausting. Yet
there are profound compensations,
foremost among them the sense of
camaraderie one develops with one’s
co-workers.

Of course, it’s necessary to become
adept in a few technical and social
skills before this can happen. An abili-
ty to speak Spanish, for example, is
essential. When | first went to work in
the vineyards, | knew only stock phras-
es and a few words relating to viti-
culture. But my facility gradually in-
creased as the years went by until | was
able to hold my own in any but the
most colloquial of conversations.

Knowing Spanish certainly aided
my relationship with Rafael, for exam-
ple. I have worked on and off with him
fora long time, and in many ways he is
my nemesis. Unlike most of the traba-
jadores, he is Cuban rather than Mexi-
can. His mother is Japanese,' and this
rich admixture of genes has produced
dramatic looks and an acerbic wit.
When we work, whether it’s at pruning
vines, repairing trellis wires or tying
canes, his tongue seldom rests. He
maintains a steady barrage of verbal
barbs, subtle jokes of which | am the
butt, and black-humored invective
which reflects the essentially lugubri-
ous Latin view of life. I am known by
men of the crews as “Martin” —
accent, Spanish-style, on the last syl-
lable. Rafael, however, prefers to cor-
rupt itto “Martinito” — Little Martin;
“Martillo,” which means hammer;
“Martina,” a subtle insult suggesting
indeterminate gender; or “Martinico”
— a ghost, goblin or other unsavory
member of the spiritual underworld.

And yet, beneath it all, Rafael’s
insinuations serve to provide a bond
between us rather than to divide us. In-
sults are traded freely among all mem-
bers of the crew; those who are not
esteemed are treated with chilly, cor-
rect politesse.

Then there is Ramon, a tough,
crusty man in his late sixties who is
quick with a deferential smile, but
equally quick with his fists in any

situation in which he feels his honor
Continued
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Buds “break' ona
cordon-trained cane.
(Lower right) Workers
cane-pruneanold,
established vineyard.
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has been impugned. “You cant let
these young ones get away with any-
thing when you’re my age,” he told me
once in his characteristically soft voice.
“If you do, they’ll run right ova* you.”

or marshy areas, so they are usually
ich in wildlife. W hite-tailed Kkites hov-
er about the vines in a ceaseless quest
for careless mice. One vineyard | work
in is frequented by a pair of pileated
oodpeckers, those rarest of birds.
’r are ubiquitous, as are raccoons,
[foxes, opossums, mountain and valley
quail, black-tailed jackrabbits, gray
uirrels and all manner of songbirds
and hawks. | have seen golden eagles
circling over vineyards in the Mayaca-
mas range and on Sonoma Mountain,
and I've watched Canadian geese
cleave the thick fogs of January, look-
ing for a sheltering farm pond. Bear
and cougar still drift through the high
ground of the wine country (a large
black bear was trapped and shot in
October, 1982, in the mountains be-
hind Glen Ellen). Wild pigs root in the
deep, forested ravines of Sonoma
County, and they occasionally rip up
mountain vineyards in their eternal
quest for grubs, tubers, mice and car-
rion. Bobcat and coyote are not un-
common. It’s never known what partic-
ularly satisfying sighting the day will
bring.

The first rains of fall are responsible
for the start of the thick verdure of
mustard, vetch, grasses, wild oats and
filaree that will ultimately carpet most
North Coast vineyards. Heavy har-
vests of meadow mushrooms, chan-
terelles, shaggy manes and boleti are
one of the few tangible fringe benefits
of vineyard labor.

Soisa heightened sense of physical-
ity, of strength in the face of the
elements. The hands callus and harden
from the all-pervading dampness, the
roughness *of the canes and the hard
curvature ofthe pruning shear handles.
The wrists and biceps increase in tone

ature as well as man provides
respite from the tedium of
labor in the dormant season.

Vineyards often border brushy, forest-

“In cane-pruning, the eye must take in the snarled tangle of canes, visualize the
symmetrical end and allow the hands to work without interferencefrom the brain.”

and size, and the entire body becomes
acclimated. The rain and sleet become
something more than bad weather that
must be endured; the weather itself
becomes a source of inspiration. Thun-
derheads and localized storm fronts
scud across the sky. The sun breaks
through the roiling clouds and bathes
the vineyards and surrounding coun-
tryside in an opalescent light The air is
highly ionized, and when it fills my
lungs | can’t help being gripped with
an almost manic exhilaration. The
wildness of the weather is a kind of
meteorological drama which one
comes to crave. | find myself actually
missing the gusts, gales and spatterings
of hail and sleet when the weather
breaks and the thin sun ofwinter hangs
in a blue sky. There is something about
pruning vines in balmy weather which
seems, somehow, innately incorrect.

enerally speaking, vines are
m -w-either cordon-pruned or cane-
V~_,J pruned. Cordon-pruning is the
simplest method. The vines are allowed
to grow up the stakes, and then two
arms are trained along the trellis wire
foreach vine. Each year, the canes that
sprout from the arms are pruned back
to two or three buds. It is a supremely
simple procedure; anyone can be
taught to do it in less than an hour.
While cordon-pruning is fine for
certain varieties of grapes (particularly
those grown on rich soils), cane-prun-
ing is the preferred method for low-
yielding, premium varietals such as
Chardonnay, Cabernet Sauvignon

and Pinot Noir. The cane-pruning
mode allows the pruner to easily adjust
the amount of fruiting wood on each
vine annually. He can increase or
decrease the wood, depending on the
vigor of each vine. Unlike cordon-
pruning, cane-pruning involves leaving
some canes long and cutting other
canes back to two-inch spurs. Suffice
to say that cane-pruning takes no small
mount of skill if it is to be accom-
plished with both speed and accuracy.

Cane-pruning is a Zen-like exercise;
each vine is different, yet it must be
pruned to conform to a general set of
standards. The eye must take in the
snarled tangle of canes, visualize the
symmetrical end and allow the hands
to do the necessary work without un-
due interference from the brain. And
this must all be accomplished in less
than four minutes. This process is
repeated about 150 times during an
average working day. At first glance,
the work may seem boring, even oner-
ous. Indeed, that would be the case if
one wasn’t continually faced with a
different set of problems with each
vine.

m n order to fully derive the benefits
ofvineyard work one must selecta

I particular type of grape rancher
for an employer. ldeally, he or
owns a relatively small vineyard re-
nowned for the high quality ofits fruit
Such a rancher is more likely to work
side-by-ride with his employees; and
for some reason, such ranchers are
easier to get along with. Perhaps this is

because these people are not mere
dilettantes of means who like to be able
to tell their friends that they own a
piece of the wine industry action; rath-
er, they are viticulturists in the purest
sense of the word. They are intimately
involved with their vines; they under-
stand the subtle magic that lies like a
mantle over each vineyard.

Such ranchers are also likely to
invite the workers in for lunch, and
they are wont to provide chairs by a
wood stove and plenty of wine when
the weather gets too brutal to stay
outside. Perks in grape work are where
you find them.

Once the vines are pruned (which
must be accomplished before the buds
“break” in early spring), the canes are
either piled and burned or chopped in
the vineyards. The vineyard rows are
then disc-plowed a total of two to four
times during the course of the late
spring and early summer. Add to that
sulphur-dusting once every two weeks
throughout the growing season to con-
trol mildew, and French-plowing or
herbicide spraying to knock back
weeds, and the sum is a lot of hours
spent on a tractor.

This is the least attractive aspect of
vineyard work. The constant vibration
and the low seats that characterize
most tractors are hard on the Kkidneys
and back; the constant roar of the
engine can hurt (and even seriously
damage) the ears; and the diesel smoke
and dust from the blowing earth clog
the lungs and sinuses.

But even then there are satisfac-
tions: the burgeoning greenery of the
newly awakened vineyards, the profuse
blooms of spring wildflowers and the
odor and texture of newly turned earth
when the disc bites into the sod. And
by late June, most of the worst work is
over, and there is little to do except
watch the vines grow and the fruit

stguicken. Eventually the grapes ripen,
and a new harvest gets underway. And
after that, the vines again drop their
leaves, marking the months ofcare and
repair. In the vineyards, it becomes
transcendently apparent that all things
have their seasons. O
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