‘Raes se)siba1 0 pabemoous a1 noA il Ao fneod ooy oug Aneod ‘Buos Ayren

(I pUE JUSLjjoJue pajiu eAey SAOUSHION JOISEIN "88) doussIoAn JeIsep ay; snid 88y uonow “Jeley ebio elo LONDI ‘BYBUBWBA UUY-SIO
uonensiBal ayy Aed ISNUW NOA -syuedionied pasejsifal 0 Ajuo uado aie sdoyss;IoM JeISE ¢ hol} “18)15M B0 N .mm:.wo:_x s bmnmmpo:m\x 6 >N
‘uonealdde ue pue ’ :
s|Ie1op 10} SN JOBJUOD "S|JEIeAE S1B SI9jlM JUspns abajjoo pue jooyos yBy 1o} sdiysiejouos (wrd
uonesisiBal Jo laquunu pajiul v “juspnis abajj02 4o AlBpuodas pajiolus Ajjusung . . w
] 0€:€-Gi:Z 1) U0ISSas UOOWISHE Ue 10 (‘wre G§:11-00:6) UOISSSS Buiuiow e 1sy)e
) 1BJO} By} Uil UORBUOP Buunp sdousyiom pue sjeued SIS 8ul Yim ARUSLNOUOD Un sdoysHOM
dno spnjoul 'z00z/LEfeL 1AUN poob muc:oom\n_u 500q puE Jops[smau sepnjoul diysisquisiy OIS “Pejy| oJe seoeds Se Alies JeisiBes syuediopied dOUSYIOM JSISEIN
uolBRLOP 0Z$ WU & Bupjew Aq Jequiswl 1einBay Hg e swodsq Aeul noA | 1eU] pepuswiwiodal AjUbiy st | ‘UOISses 8l O} Joud syduosnuew Jo uoissiwqgns
o e TORBunoK ka a5ed snomaid U0 Sooud sy} 24nbay {im SAOUSHIOM SWOS SHOM UMO INOA o anbijlio pue UOISSNOSIP
. dnoib jjews ui sjedionted o} SWOdEM 8l S|9A9] [|B JO SIOIAN "S48Yoes)
"¢e¢ 10 $9NSs] i J0 {0Z$ 104 L 8# NSS! pUB UBLUUDIM youapaid Aq B /84 SAI8081 pue sisjim paouspedxs Uim sdoysyiom Bunlim oy &4 ¢ 8le sdoys)IopN J181senN
PUE MOU 8qUOSANS "Z00Z 148S Ul SIdelieAs ‘g4 Mg Ut oljopiod woy ABAON anieH Aq 1Y (paiinbay 88} 0G$ [BUONIPPE) SAOHSHHOM HILSVYI
wos ebplooqueq@ouLg s1I9Y10

‘rew-s Aq 1o |8yl

-gz9 :sn 1oeju0o aseald ‘shem JoLjo
up Jo 188}Un|oA e se disy o} |
pinom noA Ji “(*o3e ‘sbeq ‘spedejou
‘suad ‘soljojiod) sjensiew 1exoed
‘sozlid J00p JO SUCHBUOD SE [[oM ojounySIN UaieAA Ui A103SIH 21O puloq

se suoljeuop AJejauoul SWodBM ousdn 1ue7 yim
a8\ “SJe8jun|oA pue sUoheuop ss0004d BUBLIM dU} PUE POO} (SPIOAA INOA Bunes

Aq pepoddns si aIniisu] syl ) g doud ‘ 5 m@:\s pue
Ld13H YNNYM un} eAeY ‘Juswiiedxe 0} paiedsaid SWO) sosiolexs Bupum o spuey, bujonpuod

sopes] doyssiom e ainjesy jim sdoysyiom ButiM - SdOHSHAOM ONILRIM

asuewnopad 10 abels 10} saLI0lS Bundepy
seuRY ULIT BSIT UM Aess [euosiad ayl
yooyo oL yim Beg Anjsod syl

unyp wed upm Aioysiy Ajwe buisn
uosAey uuy Yim BUBILIA 94T

‘Buipuey @ Buiddiys £$ ppy "Gi$ mou ‘9L §
ApeinBal X g 1N ‘S sozis ui sidejleny
“HIYs-] ¥OB[g JO JUO) U MUl sliuMm pue pay

(440 HyT1100Q)
SIMIHS-1 2002 FLIEM AL

"moY In0 pul4 "enbojeip BUullIAA anbojeiq Addeug jo 1y dul (21

¢ peap Ansod s| A12100§ s}o0d dAIT (11

“SJIOM UMO Jjou} wiopad oum

sioyiny "ebed pajuud syy puokeq s006 jey) Bunup Bupp @ouewIopad (0L
-ainssaid Jopun Bunum Inoge wiesT suljpesq Jepun Bulipp uonolg-uon (6
“UoI}O1} Ul 8OUBWIOI INOGE BUlLIM 1SBLI01G INOA dn Bunesy (8

sieylo 108foid

UoMy epuaig 1Xou auj} 1oy uonesdsul pul 0} MOH ,J9AON UedlBllY 18319, puosess syl (L
BYRUBWIBA D1POD “BUnLIM 2By} L) 81e810 0} (SSOujl "SISO ‘Apebe. ‘yieap) $S0] ybBnoiy) oM
ofepeiq SISJLIM--|BUOHBLIIOISURT 8Q UBD BUNLIM SAESIO MOH SSO7 yBnoJyl Buiap (9

“BuiiiM [BUONOH 1O [BUOROY-LIOU OJUI WSL) WIOJSUE] puE

sou0js Joyjed 0} MOH SauQ MSN Buinesfp pue ssuors Ajiued Bupstied (s

s uoneunio) Ajuepi [enxes pue 1opuab uo dub e 186 0} MOH x8s sysoddo ey;

10 S1810LIBYD 018810 JSHIM E SS0P MOH Ayjenxeg pue Jepuag yum Bulddels (v
-edey Buiaq o ‘2imnd Jo Ayotuyle ‘eoel ‘Ayjuspl SUO UBY] 810W SjppelS

jyonouoy e
:apn|oUl [jIM SISOy pue siepeal 1seno

“aw Buipess SlNUIL-OL B

1o} aoueApe ul dn ubis 0} pabeinoous sie sedpled 1ey) Bunum InoA ul siejoeseyo Buidojpreg ¢ol Buojag | od PHOM UDIUM (€
~ "suoIsses W uado ay) Buiisoy se |[eMm S oM "9910A S Jojorleyd
UMo Ji1a) wody Buipes. suoyine 1senb alniesy |iim pue pue sJoyne ay) Buidojaasaq ¢,8010A, S1IBUM S310A umQ 1oy Buputd (g

eS| oy} JNoyBNOIY} N [|iM SuoIsses & usdQ
SNOISSHS =M N3dO

-Buitm
118y} o ebenbuef 10 81NN JeljiueUn ue ajesodiooul
SIOJLIM MOH ¢3I0MSWIOH INOA 3uoQ NOA dABH (1

Eile) ‘sJamsue pue suonsanb 1of suly
souswioLied ‘epemysey yie g 18/ uyor aidwe yym sioxeads -z aInjesy {jim sjoued - STINVd
BunumAe|d ‘suiesy UERUOYOA uonoy ‘uefinon uej

Anyeod ‘pusyjer Apor Ayyeod ‘epesey 189 o SNOISSTS TLALILSNI 40 ONILSIT AHYNINITIN



wod abpiooquieq mmm 18 sn 3SIA
INNA dOOD JLIIM AHL “TWOD AN

iBuons ysiuy,

0} moy pue Bujob desy 0} moy ‘pape)s 106 0} MOy uo sjsued alow o
Soueuwwlopad 1of Bupum ‘enbojelp Bunm ‘souewol noge Suipum
Aojsiy

Ajwey Buisn pue Aiojs1y feso ue op o) moy ‘Buglim-syij uo sdoyssiom
SuUoIsSsas Il Uad() aiow

anbiuo jduosnuew ym sdoysyiop, Jeisepy aiow

sdoysiom Bunum uo spuey, siow

1eaA siy; maN

-]

© e o ¢

334 NOILVH1SIDIY TYNINON
swiooy Bunesyy Jsjuse) sndwen BOUBA-HN

‘wdogie - weps:g
sdoys)iopp 9 sjsuey aoualisjuon
¢00Z ‘9z 13qo300 ‘Aepinjeg

8

oIand 3HL OL N3IdO ‘3344
Looljieg ssjue) sndwe) eoue-HN “w'd gg:/

}IOM sy} wou} Buipesl sioyine 199\
abpiy ooquieg jo enssi }s8je| sy} sjeiqgajen
2002 ‘ST 490300 ‘Buiusne Aepi

SHUILIHEM JLHOAYS HMOA HLIM AYOLS YIVL 9 dOHSHMHOM
V 3MVL "3031d IONVINHOSYTL vV ILvIND ONITTILAMOLS NYvT]

'ASYINYH HO NOLLOHFanaI0g wu & GLYIHL MO4 AHOLS
SNIHATHO V Ldvay ik M Ol
>4M2<mmeQmOme.'ww>OZ

"¥3dvd NO yMmQa L @S LyHL
LHOHS v 3 m@w 3pd I TR SHFMRIM L]

HLIA \&o%% JORE Waivd Bosdly 5
vV 31v349 'ONITITeAxoLls ﬂ

AT ASYLNY (01 L1
FONIIOS AYL "MILYIHL O AMOLS SNINATHD ¥ 1avay ‘Av1d

O

V JLIEM SINOW V ZLIMM "SHIOWIN ATINYH IHL QYOOI TIAON |

dNOA HSINIH TTHAON V LYVLS "H3dyd NO NAMOT AHOWIW INIL
A TIVINS LYHL 139 "AYOLS 1HOHS ¥ J1IMM "W30d v ALRM

Sispeal g sjuspnis ‘sleyoes; ‘siswioLiad ‘SIB1lM 10}

SISl SIS SBPRY 0oquieg enuuy 2

L0/EL9

WoS SBpIHCCqUIBGDIOIUNT (lew-2
1871.7929'808 Je ssaid aBpry ooquieg Xey/|jea ‘UoHBUWIOIUI BI0W 10+

‘uoissss aXiA uadQ a3 1o} awi e sw ubisse ssesld ‘SIA 0O
c

C

b

(souausyeid Jo Jspio ur ¢ 1sI7) uonyosjeg sdoysHIOAA 191Sely,

ainjeubig

aweN

slep "dx3g # plen

. 200 'Sl 1840100 JSiE Spunial ON
OW O VSIAD :preo ypaso Aw sbieyg ‘ssaid sbppy coquieg @0} a|qehed yoayo ayew

$ [elo}

w (s18y diysiequsws Inok 8pnjoul 3|qiIonpep-xe) aie suoneuop) uoneuog
$ 82is SyoIpUl (HES £6+519) B/8LE (1X T'W 'S)
HIUS J0B(q U0 pal g ajum ‘MIys3 ,a3uA8 K1,
‘Ojusq ueneysben e 1senbal | (uuqg % oyusg)
$ G$+ G$+ G$+ youn
$ 05$+ 0G%+ 0G$+ dousiiom seaisep

g (z0o0z '} 1des a1050q uonensiBal Apes) gt
$ )7 GG$ Gl$ uonensiBoy

je104 - Juspmg (Joquiapy gnbey

jlew-3
ieBed/enen Buluang/leq  suoyy
spo) diz 22N Ao
$S2Ippy
swep

o

LBLL"6E896 IH 'NINIOUCH 18/19X0g "O'd sSaid abpry ooquieg :0} ey 1o jieyy
wiio4 uonensibay synsu| sisjlupp 2Bpry coquieg




vol.5,#2 winter 2002-2003

BRidges

The Official Member Newsletter of Bamboo Ridge Press

BRWI 2002 co-chairs Ermile Hargrove, Juliet S. Kono, and Kent Sakoda—which one is funny kine?

Good job everyone! You pulled it off! All those weekend meetings when you’d
rather have spent the day with your family, those late nights toiling by candlelight fin-
ishing up the mailings or brainstorming new marketing strategies, and those stress-
induced ulcers that seemed to have popped up out of nowhere finally paid off.

This year’s Bamboo Ridge Writers Institute kicked off on Friday and Saturday, Oc-
tober 25 and 26. The event, only in its sophomore year, created quite a buzz during the
free reading in the UHM Campus Center Ballroom Friday night. There were no less
than 19 local writers who stepped up to the podium to share their work and celebrate the
release of Bamboo Ridge #81. People eager to listen to local artists doing their thing
arrived well before the 7 p.m. reception and 7:30 p.m. start time. The seats in the ball-
room soon filled up and many members of the audience stood along side the walls or
around the back of the room in order not to miss a thing. The night was also used to
recognize the artistic talents of Harue McVay, whose work provided the cover art and
portfolio for BR #81. )

And Friday was only the beginning. Early Saturday morning, BRWI participants and
members of the public gathered "round for a special opening reading by Lee Cataluna
and Lois-Ann Yamanaka. The two women cracked the audience up in their traditional

continued on page 2

Remember that little card in your wallet with the fishies on it? Well, sorry to break
the news to you, but pretty soon the only thing that card will be good for is the rubbish
can. No more exciting newsletters, no more exclusive “members only” events. And
those 10-20% discounts on books? Forget about it!

What? You don’t want the BRP fun to end? Well then, it’s time to renew your mem-
bership for 2003. It’s simple really. Decide what type of member you would like to be
for the coming year. (Remember, the bigger the better.) Decide how you would like to
pay. (We accept check or charge—sorry, no cash through the mail, please.) Send in
your donation and we’ll send you a spiffy new membership card.

Don’t wait until it’s too late. Renew now and enjoy an entire year’s worth of bene-
fits!

/

WHAT’S IN STORE? \
BOOKS GALORE...

We’ve got three issues in the works—get ready
for some serious reading!

YOBO: Korean
American Writing in
Hawai‘i, in celebra-

tion of the centennial
of Korean immigration
to the islands, edited
by Nora Okja Keller,
Brenda Kwon, Sun
Namkung, Gary Pak,
and Cathy Song. The
anthology includes
poetry, fiction, and
essays by Leomi
Bergknut, David
Choo, Victoria Chai Cintrén, Debra Kang Dean,
David Hyun, Peter Hyun, Melvia C. Kawashima,
Jacqueline Kim, Nolan W. K. Kim, Alvin Koo,
Don Lee, Mary Paik Lee, Lucretia Leong, Walter
Lew, Chris McKinney, Melanie Sukie McKinney,
Trina Nahm-Mijo, Gregory Pai, Inez Kong Pai,
Ty Pak, Robert Pennybacker, Daisy Chun
Rhodes, Maxine Shea, Ellen Soo Sun Song
(Kang), Wayne Wagner, Jackie Young, and oth-
ers. Cover art by Kloe Kang. Scheduled for March
release.

HE LEO HOU: A New Voice, an anthology of
work by four native Hawaiian playwrights: Alani
Apio, Tammy Haili‘Gpua Baker, Lee Cataluna,
and Victoria Nalani Kneubuhl, with introduction
and commentary by John H. Y. Wat and Meredith
Desha. Scheduled for April release.

Bamboo Ridge, Journal of Hawai‘i Literature
and Arts, 25th anniversary issue, featuring 35 new
and established local writers. Scheduled for Au-
gust release. Submissions are still being accepted
until January 31, 2003. All submissions will be
considered for the 25™ anniversary writing con-
test. See details on page 11.
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BRWI 2002 continued

talk-story style as they let
it all hang loose. Lee and

Lois-Ann, reading from
B issue #81 and Saturday

§ Night at the Pahala Thea-
tre respectively, had the
audience clutching their
stomachs and wiping the
tears from their eyes.

On that high note, par-
ticipants dispersed to the
Campus Center meeting
rooms and Kuykendall
Hall to attend their panels
and workshops with various writers. Others gathered for open mic ses-
sions led by hosts Kate Godwin, Cedric Yamanaka, Michael Little, and
bradajo.

Luckily, Eric and Darrell never had to use “the sign”
on any of the readers. Photo by Wes Young.

The audience filled the chairs and lined the back walls at the Saturday morning reading.
Photo by Wes Young.

g P At midday, everyone broke for
some ono grinds and a sneak preview
of the upcoming Bamboo Ridge Ko-
rean centennial issue. Six writers—
Leomi Bergknut, Jackie Kim, Nolan
Kim, Lucretia Leong, Melanie Sukie
McKinney, and Maxine Shea—from
YOBO: Korean American Writing in
Hawai ‘i took the mic to read some of
their work. This sampling only whet
the audience’s appetite for the great
anthology to come.

The rest of the workshops and
panels commenced after lunch and at
4 p.m., presenters and registrants
gathered for a closing reception. Then
BRWI 2002 was officially over—time
to pack up and go .
home. Thanks to all the people involved, the second
annual ' BR Writers Institute was a great success,
surpassing the triumph attained last year. With the
increasing popularity and wonderful turnout this
year, who wants to help plan the next one? ‘

Did you get your copy of BR #81?
Photo by Wes Young.

1
i N

—Dorian Nakamichi

Photo by Wes Young.

R R Y,

Like? No like? We asked you to tell us how you felt about the
BRWI and here’s what you told us. Mahalo for all the comments and
suggestions.

“I was impressed with the organization and efficiency of the confer-
ence. A very positive atmosphere. I think Bamboo Ridge provides a
valuable outlet for writers to express themselves, both in print and at
the open mic. As a first-time panelist, [ enjoyed sitting with other
writers discussing the mysterious craft of writing. It was encouraging
to see so many young and older writers eager to pursue their passion
for writing. Yes, we are not alone!” —FEd Sakamoto, playwright &
BRWI panelist

“Make the master workshops at different hours so we can take part in
more panels.” [Many of you suggested this. We’re working on it!]

“More hands-on writing workshops than panels.”

“Lots of information. Panelist and presenters were very positive and
encouraging.”

“There wasn’t enough for non-fiction people. Lots of people, plus me,
wanted technique sessions, more how-to’s, and publishing help.”

“It’s better when panelists discuss the subject rather than just read
from their work.”

“This conference was well organized and the content was beneficial
to me as a starting writer. Just the opportunity to put faces to names of
writers in the community was a valuable resource provided by this
meeting of writers. I look forward to a ‘3™ annual’ conference as well
as other activities organized by Bamboo Ridge.”

/

BRidges, the official member newsletter of Bamboo Ridge Press, is published
two times a year. Bamboo Ridge Press is a nonprofit, tax-exempt, 501-(c)3
organization funded in part by the National Endowment for the Arts, the State
Foundation on Culture and the Arts, and the Hawai‘i Community Foundation.

Copyright ©2002-2003 Bamboo Ridge Press

To become a member, make a donation of:

)

BRidges
Newsletter Editor Staff
Lan Tu Joy Kobayashi-Cintrén Dorian Nakamichi
Darrell Lum Shimi Rii

_less than $20 Qama sdzee
_$20-49 Weke =
__$50-99 Papio EErs

g

Donors of $20 or more/year receive a 10% discount on mail order
and book table purchases (excluding subscriptions). Includes
newsletter and notification of special events.

__$100-499 Ulua
___$500-999 Kajiki _@-}(
%1000+ Big eye

Donors of $100 or more/year receive a 20% discount on mail order
and book table purchases (excluding subscriptions). Includes
newsletter and invitation to all special events.

Please make checks payable to Bamboo Ridge Press
Mail to:  Bamboo Ridge Press
P.O. Box 61781

Honoluht, HI 96839-1781




It is simply amazing—
% the fervor and passion
writers came with at the
open mic. For myself, as
one who is a relatively
uninitiated non-writer, I
think of writing as a great
chore, certainly lacking in
this so-called “passion”
and especially lacking in
this “creative juices flow-
ing” stuff. Now, if I gotta
perform by reading from
my own work in front of
a crowd of strangers, then we’ve kicked it up a whole notch—virtually
“neva neva land.” So kudos, mahalos, and alohas to all you participants at
the Bamboo Ridge Try Write Again Writers Institute open mic sessions.
Special mahalos to all the monitors who sat with great anxiety in anticipa-
tion of ringing down those rogue readers (lucky you no need had to). And of
course, tanks ae all you hosts, Kate Godwin, Cedric Yamanaka, Michael
Little, and bradajo Hadley...fantastic job...you wen make my life real
easy...JOU.

For those of you who were not aware of it, we decided to go with a dif-
ferent format and venue. Open mic was
located past the book tables in a much
smaller but more intimate listener-
friendly setting. There were four ses-
sions that ran concurrent with the pan-
1 cls and workshops. Each session had a
guest host who did a reading first, then
introduced the other readers. Each
reader was allowed 7 minutes (and we
were pretty strict about this). Overall,
I’d say that this new open mic turned
out to be very successful. Things ran
smoothly and the audiences seemed to
be really enjoying themselves...at least
I know I did.

At first I was very skeptical about
having open mic, but other members of
the planning committee assured me that
it would be something participants
would look forward to (at least it had been reported as being successful at
other writers conferences) and that it was an added bonus. As people began
registering for the Institute, the numbers expressing interest in the open mic
began to swell. To make a long story short (I said I was a non-writer) the
ranks got deflated, people started deserting when they found out that there
would be concurrent panels and workshops. They wanted their money to be
spent wisely, and Joy, Darrell, and I started to panic little bit. Anyway,
thanks to a higher calling, or a greater need, or maybe my personality (yeah,
right) most of the AWOL wen make like nothing wen happen and S0 they
came back. We got a bunch more signing up that morn- £
ing and in fact we even got an impromptu in the form
of Lisa Kanae jumping in at the close of a session.
Success!...Oh what a relief it was...

For the lady who missed her chance (she came after
everything was pau)...we see you next time around.

I not doing this again but!!!

—Kent Sakoda, BRWI Co-Chair & B
One-Time-Only Boss of Open Mic

Intimate setting at open mic. Photo by Wes Young.

Lisa Kanae's imprompiu open mic
performance. Photo by Wes Young.

b

Photo by Wes Young.
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I volunteered to moderate one of the open mic hours at the second
Bamboo Ridge Writers Institute because I love to be surprised, and
there are invariably some surprises at these gatherings.

I often suggest to other writers that they read their work aloud, if
only to themselves. It’s especially useful for checking out dialogue.
Reading aloud to others, of course is performance. It means putting
your work out there and speaking the words you believe in. The words
you don’t believe in are probably crumpled in the trash, where they
belong.

One thing about going to an open mic session, you hear new voices.
Among the several lively readings during the hour was one by Karla
Brundage, who read her poem “Wanna Be White Girl,” published in
Intersecting Circles: The Voices of Hapa Women in Poetry and Prose
(Bamboo Ridge Press, 1999). Karla, standing in front of the open mic
audience, hesitated but finally decided to read a poem that I understand
she normally does not read. We were glad that she did. It’s a powerful
poem, written from her life and emotions. Hearing the words in the
writer’s voice rather than seeing them on a page, were for me a moving
and special moment and one of my strongest memo-

ries of the day.
&

—Michael Little, BRWI panelist & guest host -at
Open Mic

Photo by Wes Young.

“What’s not to like about a captive audience? I had a grand time,
despite the non-working microphone. I read one of my columns (see
below) from the Empress of Everything series in the Hawaii Island
Journal. 1It's always so nice to feel a group respond favorably...you
know how it is with writing—not an instant feedback medium usuaily.
So I say thumbs up to the session. The coordinator was very friendly
and he made us all feel welcome. The only drawback was that it meant
I had to miss one of the workshop sessions...”

—Jeri Gertz, Open Mic participant

Badsong Singalong Syndrome

Dear Empress,

I am a middle-aged professional woman. I consider my taste in
music to be somewhat sophisticated. I prefer classical music and good
jazz, but every so often, I find myself singing an old song that is really
terrible. I’'ll be in the car, and the song will come on the radio, and
even though I hate it, and am ashamed of myself, I sing the whole stu-
pid song. The song is “Muskrat Love.” What’s up with that?

S. C,, Hilo

Dear Sarah,

Live in shame no longer. I hold the key to the locked door of your
mystery, and I gladly give it to you to use, so you may step through the
threshold with new understanding. Even though you didn’t give me
your exact age, the song title is a tip-off to what ails you. There is an
actual biochemical phenomenon responsible for your disorder and it
has to do with car radios and being about sixteen years old.

Remember when you got your driver’s license? Think back to that
very first day of automotive autonomy. There you are, cruising along
with your window rolled all the way down, no matter what the season.
When you feel that happy and invincible, everything related to the

continued on page 4
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An Open Mic Reader’s Point of View continued

experience takes on an unreal glow. The strip malls whizzing by seem
glorious, just because you are in the driver’s seat and nobody else is in
the car. You turn the radio on, and whatever song is playing at that
moment becomes not only an unintended anthem to your freedom, but
according to groundbreaking scientific research, also creates an instant
irrevocable bond with your long term memory and triggers a lifelong
brain to vocal cord linkup. Without careful planning in this area, it’s the
luck of the draw. From what you describe, it sounds like your luck was
wretched. At the crucial moment, you were exposed to Tenille, her
captain, and their bizarre tune which describes muskrat Susie and
muskrat Sam in heat. .

I understand, Sarah, and I feel your pain. I too am a victim of this
unhappy syndrome. Picture a young teen at the wheel, March 1972. The
spring wind blows through her long, straight and parted-in-the-middle
hair. She is so happy, she is allowing her left arm to make airplane
swoops and dives. She delights in watching her paisley print sleeve fly
in the wind, giddy with the knowledge that nobody will scold, “You put
your arm right back inside this car—do you want to get it ripped off?”

I was a legal solo driver and at long last, I was going to experience
life on the open road. And as [ turned on the radio and pumped up the
volume to match the magnitude of my unfettered joy, was I fortunate
enough to get a cool Beach Boys’ song to match all the good vibrations
in the car? Nooo. 1, like you, was one of the unlucky ones. When I
turned on the radio, the insipid “Horse With No Name” was playing.

[ was involuntarily grinning and singing along with the group Amer-
ica, even though the lyrics sounded like a first grader’s attempt at de-
scribing the world: “there were plants and birds and rocks and things,
there were sand and hills and rings.” 1 even did, and to this day still do,
the supremely stupid “la lahh la-la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la laaah la” part.
For years I have done this—all the time hating myself for being unable
to stop singing an inane song that drones on and on about this guy and
his no-name horse in the desert, singing that “there ain't no one for to
give you no pain.” (Stand-up comedian Richard Jeni has observed that
we all could have been saved a lot of pain if the guy had just NAMED
THE STUPID HORSE!)

When [ finally learned about the B.S.—Badsongsingalong Syn-
drome—I felt better, and I hope you do too. At least now we, the af-
flicted, understand the genesis of a behavior that makes us and others
around us cringe. Hey, it could have been worse. At that critical time,
we might have been hstenmg to Richard Harris whine about the cake he
left out in the rain..

Cathy Song’s master workshop was a wet experience. With the simple
exercise of writing a letter to unburden our heart, she had me and almost
everyone else in the circle crying from the very start. We shed more tears
as we listened to each other’s writings, and the three hours we spent to-
gether became a sweet delving into some of the most intimate details of
our lives.

[ loved the class so much that I shared the writing exercises with a
group of friends I paint with every week. But instead of writing with a pen
on an 8 5 x 117 writing pad, we wrote and painted with thick oil slicks
and brushes on canvas and heavy pieces of paper. The difference in ex-
perience was shocking!

Where the writing in Cathy’s class was tender (I wrote about feeling
like a little bird), as artists we roiled in fury and rage (I wrote/painted
things like “You bitch, you P¥***+* bjtch!”). The energy of making large
movernents across a larger space obviously accesses different emotions. I
had always known it somehow, but this was the first time it really hit me:
I’m a different person when I paint than when I write. What a kick to
know! "

My heartfelt thanks to Cathy Song for her sensitive guidance and heal-
ing presence, and to Bamboo Ridge for putting on such a fine conference!

—FElsha Bohnert, aka Alshaa Rayne, BRWI participant

Panelists (left to right) Joseph Stanton, Darlene Javar, Michael McPherson, Elmer Omar
Pizo, and Wing Tek Lum. Photo by Wes Young.

“Poetry has to happen. You can’t not write poetry.”

These were sentiments expressed by Joseph Stanton on Saturday,
October 26, 2002, in the “Poetry, Passion, Perseverance™ pane} for the
BRWI. The panel was moderated by Wing Tek Lum, one of Bamboo
Ridge’s most passionate poets, famous for his first collection of poetry
Expounding the Doubtful Points. Lum felt that the panel featured
“differently wonderful and wonderfully different poets,” and he was
right.

Joe Stanton believed that he has a compulsive nature and the desire
for the goal of perfection, which he accomplishes with poetry by put-
ting the best words in their best order. He read an excerpt from “On
Trying to Write 2 Mark Maguire,” in which he compared poems fo
home runs. “Poetry is about stepplng up to the plate and taking a
swing,” he described.

Similarly, Darlene
M. Javar, whose work
has appeared in Chami-
nade Literary Review,
Hawai i Pacific Review,
Earth’s Daughters, and
many others, declared
that poetry was her
automatic response to
“life.” Javar’s response
to her mother’s battle
H with illness was poetry.

Her work, including

“The Passing of Time,”
is featured in the latest Bamboo Ridge, issue #81. In order to gain perse-
verance through hard times in her life, she needed to “live” poetry.

Contrasting Javar and Stanton were the two other panelists, Michael
McPherson and Elmer Omar Pizo. Mike McPherson, whose poetry has
been known in Hawai‘i for 30 years, related that his poetry had been
heavily shaped by his literary influences, namely T.S. Eliot. An excerpt
from Manuela Boy, his book-length prose currently in progress, is fea-
tured in Bamboo Ridge #81.

Similar to McPherson, Elmer Omar Pizo says that he encountered
poetry by accident, when he picked up a book by Wendell Berry in a
rubbish can. With his background in agriculture, he worked as a green-
house agriculturist in Saudi Arabia. His work in Bamboo Ridge #81,
such as “Tilapia,” is influenced by his times in Saudi Arabia where he
worked under inhumane conditions.

Last but not least, Wing Tek Lum shared a bit of his notion on what
his passion for poetry was. He felt not that poetry has to happen, but
that poetry is a spontaneous, word-spewing event in which epiphany
and serendipity play vital roles. To Lum, poetry is a still-life, a snapshot
of life, and a suite of snapshots, therefore, is a novel.

From these five “wonderfully different” poets, we learned how other
poets thrive to keep their fire burning within.
Whether writing poetry is a need or a con-
scious effort, Joe Stanton sums it up well
when he declared that “persistence is the
key.” '

Panelists deep in discussion about poetry. Photo by Wes
Young.

~—Shimi Rii

Photo by Wes Young.
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Bamboo Ridge awarded a total of 40 scholarships to both high
school and college students for the 2002 BR Writers Institute. We 're
glad that we can provide an opportunity for young people to pursue
their writing.

I really gained a lot of insight from the workshops and panels. It
was really cool to be in the same room with so many well-known
and published local writers. They were all extremely friendly, en-
couraging to everyone, and genuinely pleased to see young writers
my age attending the workshops and panels.

At the opening session, Lee Cataluna read
some of her monologues that described life in
Hawai‘i, through the eyes of a local person. All
of them were really funny. When I wasn’t
laughing at her uncanny accuracy about life in
the Islands, I was smiling and staring in awe of
the girl from Kaua‘i. One of my favorite mono-
logues was the one about the girl-watching
boyfriend. I know a couple of guys like that.
They fail miserably in explaining to their girl-
friend why they were looking at another chick’s
okole. Lee Cataluna is so funny and cool. [ am
definitely asking my Mom to switch our sub-
scription to The Honolulu Advertiser so 1 can
read her column. I am interested in going into journalism and play-
writing. It’s great to find a role model in Lee Catalunal

[ also found another role model in Lois-Ann Yamanaka. She also
read one of her hilarious monologues at the opening session. Lois-
Ann really made me laugh when she totally described some of the
Asian girls that go to my school. These girls
want double eyelids so badly they use
Scotch tape and plenty of make-up to create
that illusion. Some of the more desperate
ones beg their parents to pay for expensive
cosmetic surgery. At some schools, there
are girls who dislike all the other girls who
do not look full-on Asian, especially the
local Hawaiian girls like me. I used to won-
der why. Now I know why. I think it’s be- ;
cause [ have double eyelids and they don’t.
It’s empowering to find a writer like Lois-
Ann who has suffered through high school
days like me and laughs at the same kind of
stuck-up chicks.

After the opening session, I went to my first panel, “Which World
Do I Belong To?” The writers who conducted the class were of
mixed ethnic background, just like me. I learned that people can
sometimes use your ethnicity to stereotype you as a person. I really
related to Karla because people often assume her ethnicity is Black,
Filipino, or Hawaiian. People often think I am one or all those
things. I am probably the only Hawaiian, Chinese, Iranian, and
Egyptian female in Hawai‘i. Such a unique background can make me
feel alone. Like Karla, I tried to be something and someone else,
what seemed normal or common. [ then realized I couldn’t change

Lee Cataluna. Photo by
Wes Young.

=

Lois-Ann Yamanaka. Photo
by Wes Young.

my ethnic makeup and it was easier to not define myself that way.
This workshop taught me that it’s okay to be mixed and not be de-
fined by your ethnicities because such freedom allows you more
opportunities.

Next, I went to the workshop “From Book to Stage,” put on by
Lisa Matsumoto. My Mom recommended Lisa’s workshop because
she was the creative playwright who wrote about how the B-52
cockroaches got their wings. I also remembered how much I en-
joyed her plays when I was in elementary school. Lisa was really
friendly and gave good advice on finding the right time and place
to write. She also described the process of adapting a book, like
Wailana the Water Bug, into a spectacular musical. Lisa even
showed us a video of the production.

After chowing down on the delicious “local kine” bento, [ went
to my final workshop, “Playwriting.” Yo-
kanaan Kearns was our instructor. He was
entertaining and easy to talk to. I enjoyed
all the writing exercises we did during
class. First we wrote a dialogue about a
man and a woman falling in love. Then we
expanded on that with character mono-
logues describing how they felt about fall-
ing in love and about each other. Mr.
Kearns shared some of his work with us,
like How Kitty Got Her Pidgin Back and his
play currently in production, Dis/Troy. It
was cool because I got to read Kitty’s part
and one of my friends played her dad. The
last thing we wrote was a monologue with subtext. The characters
had to be at an event and use subtext to talk about a conflict. My
characters, Samantha and Max, were at the zoo watching the pen-
guins. Needless to say it turned out to be a really funny monologue.
Mr. Kearns’ workshop helped me with my assignment for the play-
writing class I’'m taking.

All the workshops and panels were interesting and fun. I learned
something new in every one. I was deeply affected during the first
few minutes of the Writers Institute. When students who received
scholarships were asked to stand up as our names were called, eve-
rybody applauded. It was like we were Lee Cataluna or Lois-Ann
Yamanaka after a well-received reading. [ didn’t know so many
people sincerely supported young writers. I am extremely grateful
to know [ have mentors and friends in the local community to help
me pursue my dreams of acting in and writing plays.

Thanks for giving me an opportunity to meet and work with
Hawai‘i’s best writers and helping me truly discover and improve
one of my talents.

e
Yokanaan Kearns. Photo by
Wes Young.

With Much Aloha,
Sherri Keahilaniakala Setarah Lee, Kaimuki High School




BRidges - Page 6

Edward Sakamoto was one of the
presenters at the Bamboo Ridge
Writers Institute in October. He has
published two books of plays with
the University of Hawai‘i Press,
Hawaii No Ka Oi: The Kamiya
Family Trilogy and Aloha Los Ve-
) gas and Other Plays. This article
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f]fwardsakamam' Photo by Harry Wong bulletin. Reproduced with permis-
sion of the author.

As a playwright I’m always looking back at the past, which is a liv-
ing thing in my imagination. A writer, of course, probes the past at his
or her peril because not everything conjured up will be a happy mem-
ory.

After Eugene O’Neill finished his masterpiece about his tortured
family, Long Day’s Journey Into Night, he dedicated the play to his
wife, Carlotta, a “play of old sorrow, written in tears and blood...with
deep pity and understanding and forgiveness...”

I wonder if the richness of the past somehow eludes the racing minds
of young people gazing into the future. I remember standing on the
second floor of an Iolani School building in 1958, looking out at the
athletic field and beyond to the Ala Wai Canal and wondering, “What
will my life be like in twenty years?” Strange that I could still recall
that exact moment in time after 44 years. Or maybe not. Iolani students
are probably asking the same question today. Will they in 2022 look
back at their past and recall that precise thought of 20027

In 1987 I wrote a play, Stew Rice, about three high school pals from
a private boys school who survive their junior and senior years in Act I
and come back together in Act II 20 years later to appraise their lives.
Yes, it took me nearly 30 years to write it, but I did go back to the time
I was a senior wondering about my future.

Because [’ve worked in theater for many years, I've come to love
my actors. They work hard, often with little monetary gain. They thrill
me, sometimes they disappoint me. But I always appreciate their dedi-
cation. An actor always thinks, “What is my character’s motivation?

The workshop with Juliet Kono was a very sensitive and empa-
thetic class. Juliet handed out a packet including information about
medical directives, a living will, power of attorney for health care
decisions, and a paper doll. The paper doll was divided into six
sections, labeled ability to walk, bowel and bladder continence,
ability to eat, $100,000, ability to think, ability to communicate,
and in the center of the doll was a heart with the word life written
in the middle. Juliet asked us to decide which aspect of life we
would‘be willing to take away first. The majority of the class said
$100,000 first. We then had to continue taking away certain as-
pects of life. At the end, it was decided that the ability to commu-
nicate was the most difficult aspect to lose.

Our next exercise was to write a paragraph about what we were
grieving. The grief each felt ranged from loss of a generation, feel-
ing failure as a parent, family death, loss of a job, loss of a child.
loss of previous life, and grief for a generation who uses language
and does not understand the true meanings of their chosen words.
After deciphering what our specific grief was, we wrote a para-
graph ‘or two describing our grief, not explaining it. We were cre-
ating mental images of what our grief looked like and what it felt
like. The class discussed how grief never truly leaves the heart or
the mind—it just changes form, meaning that one never truly stops

Why is he behaving this way, why does he say that?” Often the answer
is in the script if he studies the play carefully. But there are times when
not enough information is provided for a character study. Then the
actor will devise a “back story”—in other words, the past life of the .
character. The actor must know, even if he has to invent it. Maybe the
character was fired from his job as a truck driver because of alcoholism.
Or he failed his buddies in a Vietnam War battle because of cowardice.
That might help an actor realize his motivation for action.

In the same way, in our personal lives, we have back stories, a past
that influences our behavior. Actors need to understand motivation. So
do we. Why did we behave a certain way and say hurtful things to
someone? Was it jealousy, anger over something that was said years
ago, guilt for something that occurred yesterday?

Writers strive to pinpoint motivation. I frequently think back to the
actions and dialogues of my life to better understand myself and others.
I reflected often on my high school days before writing Stew Rice.
Sometimes a forgotten corner of my life was illuminated and a lesson
was learned. As one of my characters says in that play: “You always
see something new in your life every time you play it back.”

Exploring the past has its benefits. I took the time to record an oral
history with my mother before she died. I think she enjoyed talking
about her life on a family coffee farm in Kona, and I loved hearing her
reminisce, a young girl again picking red coffee berries with her parents
and sisters and brother. I was never able to interview my grandparents
because they spoke no English and my Japanese consisted of a few
words and phrases. However, my mother related enough choice morsels
about my grandparents for me to create their back stories. The informa-
tion I gleaned from my mother I was able to use in a play, The Taste of
Kona Coffze, and a short story, “The Family.” My father died when I
was 19, and I never had the chance to talk to him about his early life
because I was preoccupied with my teen life. Again, my mother was
able to help uncover the aspects of his life for me. Better late than never
to know. ‘

For me, weaving the stories of my parents and grandparents in my
plays keeps them alive long after they’ve passed away. The past is the
present is the future, and life is a string of stories tied together by a
writer’s imagination and empathy.

grieving. Our
final  exercise
was to write a
minute by minute
scene involving
someone  COn-
nected to our
grief.

In this work- §
shop, I learned
how to express
my  thoughts
more clearly. I left this workshop with a better understanding of
how consuming one’s thoughts and feelings are and that by ex-
pressing them accurately, one’s writing can turn into great litera-
ture and can be a healing process as well.

—Alexis Underwood, Hawai'i Pacific University

Participants share their stories about loss and grief. Photo by
Wes Young.

[Editor’s Note: Juliet will be conducting a Master Workshop on-
line in 2003. See page 7 for more information.]




