
Page 6 � THE ASIAN REPORTER OPINION November 2, 2015

The Asian Reporter is published on

the first and third Monday each month.

Please send all correspondence to: The Asian Reporter

922 N Killingsworth Street, Portland, OR 97217

Phone: (503) 283-4440, Fax: (503) 283-4445

News Department e-mail: news@asianreporter.com

Advertising Department e-mail: ads@asianreporter.com

General e-mail: info@asianreporter.com

Website: www.asianreporter.com

Please send reader feedback, Asian-related press releases, and

community interest ideas/stories to the addresses listed above.

Please include a contact phone number.

Advertising information available upon request.

Publisher Jaime Lim

Contributing Editors

Ronault L.S. Catalani (Polo), Jeff Wenger

Correspondents

Ian Blazina, Josephine Bridges, Pamela Ellgen, Maileen Hamto,

Edward J. Han, A.P. Kryza, Marie Lo, Simeon Mamaril,

Julie Stegeman, Toni Tabora-Roberts, Allison Voigts

Illustrator Jonathan Hill

News Service Associated Press/Newsfinder

Copyright 2015. Opinions expressed in this newspaper are

those of the authors and not necessarily those of this publication.

Member

Associated Press/Newsfinder

Asian American Journalists Association

Better Business Bureau

Pacific Northwest Minority Publishers (PNMP)

Philippine American Chamber of Commerce of Oregon

Correspondence:

The Asian Reporter welcomes reader response and participation.

Please send all correspondence to:

Mail: 922 N Killingsworth Street, Portland, OR 97217-2220

Phone: (503) 283-4440 ** Fax: (503) 283-4445

News Department e-mail: news@asianreporter.com

General e-mail: info@asianreporter.com

The last four issues of The Asian Reporter are available

for pick up free at our office 24 hours a day at

922 N Killingsworth Street, Portland, Oregon.

Back issues of The Asian Reporter
may be ordered by mail at the following rates: First copy: $1.50

Additional copies ordered at the same time: $1.00 each

Send orders to: Asian Reporter Back Issues,

922 N. Killingsworth St., Portland, OR 97217-2220

SUBSCRIPTION RATES (U.S. rates only)

Individual subscription (sent bulk rate):

� Half year: $14 � Full year: $24 � Two years: $40

Individual subscription (sent first class mail):

� Half year: $24 � Full year: $40 � Two years: $72

Office subscription (5 copies to one address):

� Half year: $40 � Full year: $75 � Two years: $145

Institutional subscription (25 copies to one address):

� Half year: $100 � Full year: $180 � Two years: $280

NEW SUBSCRIBER / ADDRESS CORRECTION

INFORMATION FORM:

Subscriber’s name:

Company name:

Address:

City, State, ZIP:

Phone:

Fax:

E-mail:

Mail with payment or Fax with credit card information to:

The Asian Reporter, Attn: Subscription Dept.,

922 N Killingsworth Street, Portland, OR 97217-2220

Phone: (503) 283-4440 * Fax: (503) 283-4445

�����

For VISA, Mastercard, or American Express payment only:

Name (as it appears on the card):

Type of card (circle): VISA Mastercard American Express

Card number: Security code:

Expiration date: Address of card:

Volume 25 Number 21

November 2, 2015

ISSN: 1094-9453

The Asian Reporter welcomes reader response and

participation. If you have a comment on a story

we have printed, or have an Asian-related personal

or community focus idea, please contact us.

Please include a contact name, address, and

phone number on all correspondence. Thank you. Opinions expressed in this newspaper are those of the authors and not necessarily those of this publication.

TALKING STORY IN ASIAN AMERICA

� Polo

Big universe, little girl

I
am suddenly old. Irrevocably so. I’m saying this

with a little surprise and with a lot of quiet

gratitude. And jah tentu, with a bit of achy

regret too.

Now, that first feeling, surprise — is surely

shared by a lot of Portlanders also suddenly 60. And

the second one, gratitude — is common enough

among any of River City’s 70 or so ethnic stream

elder civic activists, those stubborn believers in

blending us into a more robust mainstream. A savvy

global city. Pero that third feeling, bluesy regret —

likely requires some explanation. Some exploration.

Some history, a little eastern metaphysics, some

astounding astrophysics too, will be involved. Let

me try my best.

It starts with that Old English proverb: Time flies

when you’re having fun. Though you know, time

slips by at precisely the same clip during bad times

too. Our ancestors taught our grandelders, and our

parents told us: Though time and pain are

constants, they’re both constantly passing. We have

power only over our anxiety about the hours, over

our suffering over our hurt. “Go to sleep now, Joh,”

our momma used to say firmly. “You’re tired-tired,

and today is done. Tomorrow, you can worry some

more. Tomorrow.”

Indeed, it was this directive that allowed me to

rest, to let go of bad days and good ones, to let go of

dark years and beautiful ones. It was an order

handed down through generations, by trusted,

steady adults. It was instructive about our

universe.

I mistakenly stayed this course. I stubbornly

stuck to it, though our world widened and widened.

And herein lies that achy regret I mentioned earlier.

Regret deep as those reservoirs of chilly Bull Run

water our city’s hydro engineers keep around town.

Our widening world

During his and my most chaotic American times,

I also told my son to go to sleep, to stop him from

feeling his fears, thinking this would put them to

rest. Daytimes, I punished him for expressing his

anger, believing this would keep his teachers and

their cops from crushing our mother’s first

grandson. I was wrong, and wronged him.

I was likewise wrong for not taking time to

understand what was in our daughter’s heart. And

because I didn’t know what was happening in there,

I never knew how to be a part of that. How to be a

part of her. Or how to properly parent her. I was not

keeping up with her widening world.

Sure, I understand that our generation, that our

parents and their parents, were parented during

times when every individual kid’s wants and every

adult’s disappointments had to be hushed. Under

Netherlands’ colonial rule, under Imperial Japan’s

occupation, in bigoted or otherwise ignorant 1960s

America — social acceptance and economic viability

depended on us suppressing our feelings. On us

subordinating ourselves. Back then and back there,

getting it wrong got your kid the gutter. Forever. No

overstatement.

Here and now though, things have changed.
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Edwin Powell Hubble is seen beneath his big Mount Wilson tele-

scope in 1924. (Photo courtesy of the National Aeronautics and

Space Administration)

Albert Einstein and

Edwin Powell Hubble said our

universe is expanding. And so, by

extension, our internal and relational

worlds are no doubt growing wider

as well. Getting better too.


