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[Post-it Note: "Reviews All I 
Asking For Is My Body"]



Reviewers acclaim All I Asking For 
Is My Body
by Milton Murayama

' 'Milton Murayama's All I Asking For Is My Body has 
already become an underground classic and campus best-
seller. ... It turns up on . . . reading lists in the picar-
esque company of Huckleberry Finn, Catcher in the Rye, 
and Lucky Jim, books which similarly use a vernacular 
language and viewpoint to liberate the younger charac-
ters from the duplicities and pretensions of inherited 
conventions, be they American, British, or Japanese. . . . 
I suggest that you read [it] if you want to experience how 
Hawaii has come to be the place it is, torn between the 
traditions of the past and the enterprises of the future." 
Rob Wilson, Bamboo Ridge
' 'We have been denied, up to this work, an idea of what 
the real, human situation of the plantation has been . . . 
we've come up with a kind of generalized myth of what 
the Japanese-American experience has been. . . . [This 
is] the only comprehensive literary treatment of the 
Hawaiian plantation experience, an experience which 
either directly or indirectly affects a very large segment 
of Hawaii's population."—Arnold Hiura, The Hawaii 
Herald
"His adroit use of Pidgin makes the book dialectally 
authentic while still being comprehensible to readers 
of standard English. . . . Deserving of high praise." 
—Choice
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ALL I ASKING FOR IS MY BODY

“This little book fills a gap in the story of Asian-Americans. Murayama tells of the anguish 
of young Japanese-Americans trying to break out from the load of their parents’ debts, 
trying to get some of the freedom which the Americans (haoles) have, while still holding on 
to the reverence for parents that is integral in their culture. He wins sympathy for both 
generations caught up in pressures of World War II at the time of greatest intensity, the 
attack of Pearl Harbor. Since the Japanese in Hawaii were never herded into camps as those 
on the West Coast of the mainland were, Murayama’s book adds a contrasting view to 
Jeanne Wakatsuki Houston’s Farewell to Manzanar (1973), which has found favor with 
commercial publishers and educational TV. Moreover, his adroit use of Pidgin makes the 
book dialectally authentic while still being comprehensible to readers of standard English 
only. Deserving of high praise, Murayama’s book also deserves publicity and wider distribu-
tion than Supa Press is likely to gain for it.”

— Choice, July/August 1976
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Single copy $3.00, plus 25₵ mailing cost
California residents please add 18₵ sales tax; 20₵ in BART counties. 

Discount to the trade

Please send me All I Asking For Is My Body.

Name

Address

SUPA PRESS • BOX 31262, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 94131



Chestnut Kilmory



ALL I ASKING FOR IS MY BODY

“This little book fills a gap in the story of Asian-Americans. Murayama tells of the anguish 
of young Japanese-Americans trying to break out from the load of their parents’ debts, 
trying to get some of the freedom which the Americans (haoles) have, while still holding on 
to the reverence for parents that is integral in their culture. He wins sympathy for both 
generations caught up in pressures of World War II at the time of greatest intensity, the 
attack of Pearl Harbor. Since the Japanese in Hawaii were never herded into camps as those 
on the West Coast of the mainland were, Murayama’s book adds a contrasting view to 
Jeanne Wakatsuki Houston’s Farewell to Manzanar (1973), which has found favor with 
commercial publishers and educational TV. Moreover, his adroit use of Pidgin makes the 
book dialectally authentic while still being comprehensible to readers of standard English 
only. Deserving of high praise, Murayama’s book also deserves publicity and wider distribu-
tion than Supa Press is likely to gain for it.”

— Choice, July/August 1976

SUPA PRESS • BOX 31262, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 94131

Single copy $3.00, plus 25₵ mailing cost
California residents please add 18₵ sales tax; 20₵ in BART counties. 

Discount to the trade

Please send me All I Asking For Is My Body.

Name _________________________________________________________________________________

Address________________________________________________________________________________

SUPA PRESS • BOX 31262, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 94131



ALL I ASKING FOR IS MY BODY

“This little book fills a gap in the story of Asian-Americans. Murayama tells of the anguish 
of young Japanese-Americans trying to break out from the load of their parents’ debts, 
trying to get some of the freedom which the Americans (haoles) have, while still holding on 
to the reverence for parents that is integral in their culture. He wins sympathy for both 
generations caught up in pressures of World War II at the time of greatest intensity, the 
attack of Pearl Harbor. Since the Japanese in Hawaii were never herded into camps as those 
on the West Coast of the mainland were, Murayama’s book adds a contrasting view to 
Jeanne Wakatsuki Houston’s Farewell to Manzanar (1973), which has found favor with 
commercial publishers and educational TV. Moreover, his adroit use of Pidgin makes the 
book dialectally authentic while still being comprehensible to readers of standard English 
only. Deserving of high praise, Murayama’s book also deserves publicity and wider distribu-
tion than Supa Press is likely to gain for it.”

— Choice, July/August 1976

SUPA PRESS • BOX 31262, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 94131 

Single copy $3.00, plus 63₵ mailing cost 

California residents please add 18₵ sales tax; 20₵ in BART counties. 
Discount to the trade

Please send me All I Asking For Is My Body.

Name _________________________________________________________________________________

Address _ _______________________________________________________________________________

SUPA PRESS • BOX 31262, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 94131



Life as a Japanese-American in wartime Hawaii

The Asian Bookshelf
DONALD RICHIE

After Pearl Harbor things 
got worse. Hawaii was under 
martial law. Everyone was 
frozen to his job. Japanese- 
Americans were forbidden to 
carry more than $200, and no 
more than three could congre-
gate at any one place. All 
nisei in the Hawaii Territorial 
Guard were discharged as un-
trustworthy, all Japanese- 
Americans on the West Coast 
were pulled in. Soon they 
were being sent to the camps.

In the little town of Kahana 
on the island of Maui, Mrs. 
Boyle, the first-grade teach-
er, always ran into the 
schoolyard when any plane 
flew unusually low, scream-
ing “The Japs! The Japs!” 
Hiding in a specially prepared 
hole she would have her Japa-
nese-American pupils cover 
her with the palm fronds used 
as camouflage.

Such experiences resulted 
in half-Hawaiian nisei abrupt-
ly changing their names — 
Mr Watada became Mr. 
Kalani. Japanese-American 
girls suddenly started want-
ing to go out with haole 
(white) soldiers stationed 
nearby, and a number of nisei 
stopped calling themselves 
that. They wanted to be 
known instead as AJAs: 
Americans of Japanese 
ancestry, the word nisei itself 
having become just too Japa-
nese.

In a way, however, these 
new difficulties were also only 
extentions of what prewar life 
 

had been on the sugarcane 
plantations of Hawaii. There, 
too, had been camps and pov-
erty and racism. And with it 
the special problems experi-
enced by the stigmatized.

A mother’s advice was 
“And when you marry, marry 
a nice Japanese girl, don’t 
marry a gaijin and turn the 
family into a chop suey.” The 
issei and nisei thought they 
were better workers than the 
haole because they ate rice 
and the others ate fluffy 
bread. When a white school-
teacher warned that the plan-
tation was trying to divide 
them and rule them, the stu-
dents were warned that “he a 
communist or a queer (sic). 
Nice haoli always after some-
thing else.” And when anyone 
spoke good English outside 
school he was ridiculed: “You 
think you haole, eh? Mayby 
you think you shit ice-cream, 
eh?”

In this place where “every 
family was a walled city and 
you never knew unless you 
were inside” language was 
caste. Four were used. There 
was “good English in school, 
pidgin English among 
ourselves, and good or pidgin 
Japanese to our parents and 
other old folks.”

Young Kiyoshi, the pro-
tagonist of Milton Mura-
yama’s excellent novel 
about prewar Japanese- 
American plantation life 
under review today, wants 
out. Born into a poverty domi-

nated by pretentions (and 
debts) brought over from 
Japan, he feels dispossessed 
before he even starts his life. 
So does his selfish and unfilled 
elder brother who tells their 
father: “All I asking for is my 
body. I’m not even asking for 
a high-school education.” 
_ It is Kiyoshi who escapes. 
however, by becoming a 
boxer, by developing a true 
talent for gambling (and thus 
paying off the family debt) 
and — ironically by Pearl 
Harbor. The young men were 
“going to be allowed to fight 
in Europe.” Off he goes, writ-
ing his elder brother “take 
care of the body, see you after 
the war.”

One knows what happened 
to the young nisei in Europe. 
Their questioned American 
patriotism was extreme, their 
doubted bravery was enor-
mous, and they were annihi-
lated. What happened to 
Kiyoshi, however, remains 
unknown, the above note to 
his brother forming the last 
sentence of the novel of which 
he is the hero.

I hope he survived. He is 
smart, honest, likeable, di-
rect. And he tells his story 
with frank insight. About his 
emotions he writes, “I didn’t 
feel any real grief but I felt 
pretty bad for having felt so 
happy.” About lusting after a 
neighborhood girl, “But if I 
didn’t marry her, that would 
be worse than doing it with a 
pig. At least you didn’t give 
the pig false hopes or ruin its 
reputation.” About remem-
bering Pearl Harbor — his lit-
tle sister came running to tell 
him and “I ran into the house 
and she came running right

behind me as if it was some-
thing I would fix.”

Kiyoshi has, of course, sur-
vived because his bildungs- 
roman is also that of his 
creator, Milton Murayama, 
who has turned his own past 
into art and recreated the ex-
perience of prewar years on 
the plantations. The author, 
too, was born in Maui, in 
Lahaina, and his family were 
plantation people. The “Pig 
Pen Avenue” in Puukolii is 
where he once lived and 
worked.

He got out and has left this 
touching, moving account of 
what it was like. Its language 
is that of the plantations, pid-
gin and all, and this dialect as 
rendered by Murayama 
serves as a way to understand 
not only what is said but the 
emotion with which it is 
uttered.

Originally written in 1959, [annotation: "one story I'll Crack Your Head Kotsun"] 
the book was published in a 
small edition by the Supa 
Press in 1975. It became 
almost at once a campus best 
seller, initially in Hawaii and 
elsewhere thereafter, a kind 
of “underground” classic 
much read and loved yet not 
often mentioned by critics 
and teachers.

Now it appears in a univer-
sity press edition, its import-
ance proved and attested, and 
available to everyone. It is, as 
Franklin Odo notes in his 
afterword, “the most compel-
ling work done on the Hawaii 
nisei experience.” It is also a 
human document that is sub-
tle, funny and completely 
memorable.

All I Asking for is My Body. By Milton 
Murayama. University of Hawaii Press: 
Honolulu. Pp. 114.- Unpriced.

[handwritten note at bottom of page: "1959 - I'll Crack Your Head
Kotsun the one story published Arizona Quarterly"]
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Entertainment
Two books by local authors 
draw from real experiences
By HARRY EAGAR
Staff Writer

ALL I ASKING FOR IS MY 
BODY, by Milton Murayama. 
Ill pages. (Hawaii paperback, 
$4.95)

LUCKY COME HAWAII, by 
Jon Shirota. 249 pages. (Bess 
paperback, $8.95)

I don’t know why these two 
books from the previous generation 
were both re-issued this year, but 
it’s a happy coincidence.

The homogenization of life on 
the Mainland has virtually ended 
novel-writing as a serious business 
there. Writers who want to be 
serious are forced, for the sake of 
trying to create interest, to invent 
outlandish characters and situations. 
Who wants to read a novel about 
Ozzie and Harriet?

The genius of American fiction 
has always been local color. As the 
colors faded, the fiction faded.

Lucky come Hawaii, indeed, 
where the colors are still brilliant.

It took a while for Hawaii’s 
cultural ferment to produce writers. 
No one works 12 hours in a 
canefield and then goes home to 
write the great Hawaiian novel, if, 
indeed, he can write at all.

Only the children of the pioneers, 
more easy, more rich, more free, if 
only by a little, could invent Hawaii 
fiction. Inevitably, their stories were 
about the conflict between 
generations.

They had also to make a decision 
and meet a technical challenge. 
Their characters spoke four 
languages. As Jon Shirota writes in 
“Lucky Come Hawaii,’’ the young 
people switched among English, 
Okinawan, English pidgin and 
Japanese pidgin.

There were no rules about how to 
handle this. Writers elsewhere, 
whose tradition was only part- 
English, were wrestling with the 
problem at the same time.

Some, like V.S. Naipaul, simply 
ditched their non-English language 
resources. Others, like the Igbo 

 novelist Chinua Achebe preached 
that cosmopolitan writers should 
make no compromise to readers 
whose mother tongue is Received 
Standard English (what the 
grammar books aspire to). There is 
an ideological content in Achebe’s

Author to read own work
KAHULUI —Milton 

Murayama, chronicler of the 
fortunes of the Oyama 
family of West Maui, will 
read from his stories 
tomorrow at 7:30 p.m. at 
The Artful Dodger’s Feed 
'n Read.

Murayama’s first story 
about the debt-ridden 
Oyamas was published in 
1959. Other stories 
continued through 1975. 
Murayama also wrote plays 
while working for the 
Customs Service.

The Maui native is now 
retired and working on a 
longer novel about the

advice, which appeals to academics 
who, themselves, write only 
Received Standard English (or 
attempt to), but even Achebe 
doesn’t follow his own rules.

The Hawaii writers seem to have 
missed this tedious debate, but on 
their own they arrived at a very 
effective method of transforming 
the many spoken languages of 
Hawaii into printable words. Darrell 
Lum is without peer in this tricky 
art.

Readers who know recent local 
fiction may think that Milton 
Murayama and Jon Shirota are 
deficient in the art. Not so. They 
were pioneers and experimenters. It 
is necessary to remember, when 
reading “All I Asking for Is My 
Body’’ and “Lucky Come 
Hawaii,’’ that the technique of 
recording the speech of Hawaii was 
not worked out until after those 
books were written.

This background is necessary to 
appreciate how “All 1 Asking” and 
“Lucky Come Hawaii’’ came to be 
as they are. As stories, they can 
stand on their own.

Both are set on Maui, both come 
to a climax with Dec. 7, 1941, both 
are about boys, both are about 
gambling and boxing ... the list 
could be extended further. As 
simple stories, simply told, they 
hardly need elaborate comment.

At a 1980 writer’s conference,

Oyamas. He has also written 
a stage version of “All I 
Asking for Is My Body,*’ 
which will be produced by 
the Asian American Theatre 
in San Francisco next 
spring.

He is hoping to find an 
actress and two actors to do 
a dramatic reading of scenes 
from that play at Artful 
Dodger’s. He will also read 
the first chapter of the new 
Oyama novel.

His reading is sponsored 
by the Hawaii Literary Arts 
Council, the State 
Foundation for Culture arid 
the Arts and the University 
of Hawaii Press.

Murayama told a story about the 
reaction of a New York friend to his 
first novel. “You sound like a 
tourist ad,” the friend said. “Bui 
that’s the way Hawaii is,” 
Murayama replied.

The background of pioneer life is 
inherently interesting. Both 
Murayama and Shirota have created 
characters and events in the 
foreground that grab the reader and 
keep him reading.

The story Murayama writes is 
altogether grimmer. The Oyama 
family in Pepelau and Kahana is 
poorer and has less future than 
Shirota’s Gusudas in Waihee. There 
is nothing funny about Kiyo’s 
obligation to repay the $6,000 
Oyama debt. The situation of the 
pig-raising and patriotic Gusudas is 
more relaxed, sometimes ludicrous.

The two books are interesting 
read together, watching each author 
picking out what must be real

Murayama says as much. At the 
1980 writer’s conference, he said 
“Authenticity comes with the 
material.”

"All I Asking for Is My Body" 
and “Lucky Come Hawaii” are 
important in the history of Hawaii 
literature because they came early. 
They are worth reading today 
because Murayama and Shirota tell 
good yams.
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A Hawaii literary classic brings a plantation family to life
All I Asking for Is My Body: By Milton 
Murayama, University of Hawaii Press, 
$4.95 paperback

If Hawaii had a required reading 
list, this book would certainly be on it. 
Thirteen years after its original publi-
cation by Supa Press, “All I Asking for 
is My Body" still stands as the best 
piece of literature we have which con-
cerns itself with life on a sugar planta-
tion in Hawaii, in this case, from a 
Japanese-American point of view.

The narrative pulls the reader in 
with “small kid time” reminiscences 
and bits of local color told with humor, 
sympathy, and unquestionable authen-
ticity of detail. These details build 
until the reader becomes immersed in 
the struggles and dreams of the Oya-
ma family, sympathizing with their 
attempts to maintain a sense of dignity 
in an impossible situation: a large, 
family debt perpetuated in part by an 
unfair labor system, compounded by a 
clash between old world Japanese tra-
ditions and modern American ways, 
all brewing in the isolation of a remote 
plantation town.

The house we moved into, No. 173, 
was the last house on “Pig Pen Ave-
nue" and the next to the pigpens and 
(sewage) ditch, and when the wind 
stopped blowing or when the warm 
Kona wind blew from the south, our 
house smelled like both an outhouse 
and a pigpen. Worse yet, the family 
debt was now $6,000, and the average 
plantation pay for forty-eight hours a 
week was $25 a month for adults.

’All I Asking for is My Body' is the story 
of a typical Japanese-American family 
on a Hawaiian sugar plantation.

For many, the immediate attraction 
of the book is simply the familiarity of 
the setting, characters, and events. Af-
ter all, the plantations were a domi-
nant influence in Hawaii’s transition 
into the modern world, affecting the 
lives of everyone here, and it is rare 
that plantation workers’ lives are re-
flected, and thus, legitimized, in any of 
our arts. For many, this book affords 
them an opportunity to relive and

reevaluate their personal and collec-
tive histories, and after all these years, 
to have the release of laughing at 
themselves.

When Toshio complains about hav-
ing to quit high school to work to help 
pay off the debt, he and his mother 
have one of their continuing argu-
ments about being the number one 
son. She, of course, compares him to 
other number one sons.

“You ni ga haru (too big for your 
breeches). You’ve worked only three 
months and you’re talking big. Look at 
Minoru Tanaka, Hideo Shimada, Ken-
ji Watanabe, Toru Minami, they’ve 
been working for their parents for 
over ten years, and they never com-
plain,” Mother said:

“They’re dumb, that’s why. They 
don’t want to go to high school. With 
me it’s different. I like school.”

“Every child must repay his par-
ents.”

“How much? How long?”
For many readers, this book gives 

them an insight into the lives of their 
parents’, grandparents’, or great- 
grandparents’ generation. When they 
read it they are often surprised at the 
conditions that had to be endured, the 
choices that were made.

The second son, Kiyo, wants to leave 
the plantation like everyone else. 
When he confronts his father about 
their debt (which no one outside the 
family knows about), he ends up with 
an understanding of the pride which 
drives his father’s generation.

“But what about me and Toshio? 
We don’t have a chance. We’ll be old

men by the time we pay off the 
debt.”... I felt sorry for him. It wasn't 
all his fault, grandfather had got him 
into debt and once you went in the hole 
it was hard to get out...It was the 
Japanese way, face was that much 
more important, like the starving 
samurai who walks around with a 
toothpick in his mouth, pretending 
he’d just eaten. You covered up more, 
and it was rough when you were the 
one being covered up or you were 
holding up somebody else’s face. But 
everyone did it.

For local writers and educators, 
there is the admiration for the accom-
plishment, the sense that this is a 
classic in Hawaii’s literature, a model 
that shows how everyday people — 
their language, their dreams, their 
shortcomings and limitations — can be 
used to create a work of art which 
successfully captures an important 
era. There is the sense that this is a 
cornerstone in a literary tradition 
which is growing still. There is also the 
appreciation for the human depth giv-
en to plantation history, an emotional 
and psychological dimension which 
cannot be experienced and under-
stood in quite the same way as from a 
textbook or documentary.

For other readers, it is the storytell-
ing and the plot which carry the book. 
Because we are shown how much 
these characters care, we agonize with 
their failures, and celebrate their vic-
tories.

Eric Chock, 
Hawaii Committee for the Humanities



[annotation "The Nation"] 

A Symposium 
A key part of the right's education revolution is its claim that the history of US. public 
schools is littered with the corpses of "failed experiments.” For at least a century, 
education thinkers and activists have demonstrated otherwise. The Nation asked 
educators, public school activists, scholars and writers to “tell us about a book on 
education, written in the twentieth century, that you would propose as a tool in the 
struggle to uphold the idea of democratic schooling today.” —The Editors

Joan Wicks Gillette
Teacher, High School in the Communi- 

New Haven.

When I was in high school I picked 
up a small book by Jerome Bruner, 
The Process of Education (Harvard Uni-

versity). Although it was written in 1959, 
he cycles of school reform have come full 
circle; it could have been written today. 
The themes that struck me at the time 
vere his insistence that any subject can be 
aught honestly at any level and that 
earning, for everyone, is its own reward. 
Those ideas captured my imagination and 
possibly propelled me toward teaching.

In his analysis, Bruner was clear that 
schools exist in a social context and must 
reflect the values of the society. We are in 
the business of teaching American chil- 
dren to be, first and foremost, citizens of 
democracy. Yet much of what is done 

1 the name of education is the creation 
nd delineation of differences. Children 
re sorted out according to their future 
)les within a social-political-economic 
power structure.
One way this happens is through track- 

ing. Once a student has been placed in a 
basic” class, she or he will be taught not 
only separately but differently from other 
students. There is no honest attempt to 
ach the structure of a given discipline on 
the appropriate level, nor to teach the stu- 
dent to attain a higher track. Bruner ad- 
esses this in a discussion of “readiness.” 
although students surely learn at differ- 
ent rates, their preparedness for higher- 
level cognition, he insists, can be nurtured. 
My twenty-some years of experience 
inner-city teaching has made clear to 

me that we as a country value the poten- 
tia1 contributions of some groups of stu-
nts over others. As the educational 
dollar is spent, them that has, gets.
The question that remains with us now

is whether we can learn to help all chil-
dren learn together, or whether we will 
condone separatism starting at the deliv-
ery room.

Franklin S. Odo
Professor of ethnic studies, University of 
Hawai’i.

Hawai’i is the only state in which 
every public school shares the same 
basic financial and educational resourc-

es. While this has raised concerns about 
excessive centralized power and rigid bu-
reaucratic practices, the policy is a bas-
tion of economic democracy unique in 
the United States. It is a basic outcome 
of the political reforms that took place in 
the 1950s, when the Democratic Party re-
placed a Republican oligarchy of white 
families who had been in power since 
1900. The new political order elevated 
children of Asian immigrant laborers like 
Senator Daniel Inouye.

In All I Asking for Is My Body (Univer-
sity of Hawai’i), novelist Milton Mura-
yama brilliantly describes the world of 
the pre-World War II Japanese-American 
community living on sugar plantations, 
the context that explains the potential for 
and constraints on contemporary educa-
tional democracy in Hawai’i.

In a state where about 25 percent of 
the people are Japanese-Americans, they 
make up more than 50 percent of the 
teachers and administrators, and the re-
action against them on the part of under- 
represented ethnic and racial groups is in-
tensifying. This is true not only for other 
“minority groups,” such as the native 
Hawai’ians and Filipinos, but Cauca-
sians, many from the mainland, who feel 
they have become an oppressed minority.

These Japanese-Americans must be 
understood in the context of the experi-
ences Murayama describes. They must 
also read and understand Murayama in [an

Theodore R. Sizer
Founder, Coalition of Essential Schools; 
author, Horace’s School (Houghton 
Mifflin).

"the case for popular education 
rests on the proposition that cul-

ture can be democratized without being 
vulgarized.” So wrote Lawrence Cremin 
in 1965 in his brief book. The Genius of 
American Education.

Drawing on Jefferson and Dewey, 
Cremin understood what we attend too 
little to today: that democracy and educa-
tion are profoundly intertwined, with the 
health of the former prudently depend-
ent on the wisdom of thoughtful individ-
uals; and that the people are educated 
both in schools and by “configurations” 
of other and newly powerful educating 
institutions, most notably television.

Today the drift is to disrespect the in-
dividual and his or her immediate com-
munities and to have state and national 
government orchestrate what are the prop-
er “standards”—what is “vulgar”—for 
the people. Further, the other sorts of 
“schools”—telecommunications, for ex-
ample—are without a whisper left to 
commercial interests rather than to the 
public interest.

There is myopia and arrogance in 
today’s purposeful neo-Progressivism, 
which leaves education either to the va-
garies of the marketplace or to centrally 
appointed experts. The mediating role of 
the common school close to the people 
is discarded. Lawrence Cremin saw all of 
this coming. It is a shame that his book 
is out of print. It needs renewed heed-
ing—the sooner the better.

Ishmael Reed
Lecturer, University of California, Berke-
ley; author, Japanese by Spring (Athe- 
neum, forthcoming).

Jess Mowry began writing as a result 
of ties with what might be called an 
extended family of kids with whom 

Mowry came in contact during a store-
front storytelling workshop in Oakland. 
Discovering that there was a dearth of



[Archivist's note: "The Honolulu Advertiser  10/11/88"]

What: Reading and
presentation.
Milton Murayama
will read excerpts
from his new novel.
There will be a
presentation of "All
I Asking For Is My 
Body."

When: Tonight at
7:30.

Where: University
of Hawaii Arts
Building auditorium.
room 132.

Also: Autograph
session Thursday at
2 p.m. at Ala Moana
exhibit area on the
street level.

Spinning tales from Maui plantation days
By Edwin Tanji
Advertiser Maui County Bureau

The world of Kiyoshi Oyama as created by 
 Lahaina-born Milton Murayama is filled 

with the conflicts and demands of a traditional 
Japanese family.

In writing his short novel, “All I Asking For 
Is My Body" Murayama wanted to tell a story. 
It helped that he grew up in a poor family that 
struggled with debts and the “suffocating as-
pect of filial piety," he said.

He lived with conflict and it gave him the 
experience he needed to have a story to tell.

The tension of conflict is what makes a story, 
he said. It might be likened a little to what 
happens to “true stories" dramatized for televi-
sion. Factual situations are modified for dra-
matic effect.
'IN writing, boredom is a cardinal sin if you 
bore your reader. You have to grab him with 

your story. If you can grab him with a fine 
choice of words, that’s better/ he said.

Murayama does that and more in the short 
novel that was recently reprinted by the Uni- Milton Murayama.

versity of Hawaii Press. The original. written in 
the 1950s, also created in print a form of pidgin 
that portrays the plantation language while re-
maining readable to the non-pidgin speaker. It is 
compared to the dialect produced in the writ-
ings of Mark Twain or William Faulkner.

It took time. Murayama says he wrote the 
first chapter of “All I Asking" in 1952. Titled 
now, “I’ll Crack Your Head Kotsun/ the 1952 
draft was “Son of a Bean Peddler." He says the 
original version was didactic and overwritten.

What he now knows as a writer is that telling 
a good story means knowing what to leave out.

“I have a style of understatement. I try to 
make myself as a writer invisible, so the reader 
doesn’t see me, but only the characters/

As for the world that he portrays, Murayama 
said it is fiction based on fact His characters 
are composites of real persons. There is modifi-
cation of characters and events for the sake of 
drama.

“Everything is condensed to make It a story. 
If I threw it out the way it happened, it would

■
See Storytelling, Page 04



Storytelling of
plantation days
From Page C-1 
be dull sociology,” he. said.

BUT the situations are real enough. In the 
1930s in the Puukolii plantation camps, old-
est sons of workers were told to quit school to 

go to work and support their families. Japanese 
and Filipino workers fought each other rather 
than the plantation managers that kept them 
mostly in poverty. 

Murayama is not a character in his novel. He 
read a lot as a youngster, earned A’s on report 
cards and was allowed to go to the University 
of Hawaii after high school. It helped possibly 
that he was the third of seven children in a 
family that felt the first son should work to 
support the family.

“They gave me the freedom to leave,” he 
said.

He studied philosophy and English at a time 
when most of his peers were being practical 
and studying to become teachers. He was in the 
Army in World War II, serving as a nisei inter- 
prefer in India and China. He went on to earn a 
master’s degree in Oriental Studies at Columbia 
University, choosing Columbia partly because 
he wanted to see New York.

HE chose to not become a teacher himself.
Taking on responsibility for rooms full of 

students would have taken the pleasure out of 
reading and writing, he said. Instead he worked 
first at the Armed Forces Medical Library cata-
loging Chinese and Japanese medical books, 
then went to the National Public Library and 
finally settled down in San Francisco as an 
appraiser with U.S. Customs.

“It was an ideal job for writing. I just sat in an 
office all day, and when I left work, I could 
leave it all behind. I could go home at night and 
concentrate on writing.”

After 21 years with Customs and now at age 
65, he’s retired and is working on another nov-
el, based on the same Oyama family he created 
in "All I Asking.”

He has written three plays, one on the histor-
ical Japanese figure, Yoshitsune, and a second

on the Massie case. The third is a script for “All 
I Asking For Is My Body,” that he wrote for the 
Asian American Theater in San Francisco.

The novel on which he is working is also 
focused on the Japanese experience in Hawaii. 
That, after all, is his experience. But, he said, he 
wants to take it beyond the immigrant Japanese 
on the plantation to the nisei experience.

Curiously, it starts in Japan with a young girl 
being selected as a picture bride.

IN “All I Asking,” it was the difficulties of
loyalty and obeisance to family. With picture 

brides, he said, “Nothing is ever said about the 
betrothal gift, the exchange of money for a 
wife.

“It is a fact. The family liked it. It freed the 
family from having to come up with a dowry. 
It’s one of those things that’s never mentioned, 
but there are materials that tell how the picture 
brides used to ask each other, ‘How much did 
your parents get?’”

Elbow-rubbing with Island writers
HAWAII Book Publishers Association will 

sponsor its third annual exhibit of new 
and forthcoming books from Thursday to Sun-
day at Ala Moana Center exhibit area on the 
street level. The theme for this year’s event is 
“Read Hawaii.”

The display will be open daily from 9 a.m. to 
9 p.m. A number of local authors, as listed 
below, will make appearances from noon to 2 
p.m. to autograph their books.

 Thursday: Milton Murayama, “All I Asking 
for is my Body," (UH Press).

 Friday: Dennis Kondo, “Business Basics in

Yoko Birmingham, illustrator of the Tune and 
Williams books; Ann Kondo Corum, “Hawaii’s 
Spam Cookbook" (Bess Press).

© Sunday: Joe Moore, “Have You Ever No-
ticed?" (Press Pacifica); Eileen Root, “Hawaiian 
Names, English Names” (Press Pacifica); Cas-
sandra Land-Nellist, “Child’s First Book of Ha-
waii," (Press Pacifica); Doug “Peppo” Simonson 
and Pat Sasaki, “Pidgin to Da Max," (Bess 
Press); Keikilani C. Kawaiaea, “Let’s Learn to 
Count in Hawaiian" (Island Heritage).

Free balloons will be available for children 
and visitors can enter a drawing to win a 
Hawaiiana home library worth over $1,400.

An excerpt
Then at supper Tosh brought it up again. He 

spoke in pidgin Japanese (we spoke four lan-
guages; good English in school, pidgin English 
among ourselves, good or pidgin Japanese to our 
parents and the other old folks), “Mama, you 
better tell Kyo not to go outside the breakers. 
By-’n'-by he drown. By-n'-by the shark eat um 
up.”

“Oh, Kiyo-chan, did you go outside the break-
ers?” she said in Japanese,

"Yeah.” Tosh answered for me, “Makoto Sa-
saki been take him go.“



[Post-it Note: "Supa Press Reviews 1975 
All I Asking"]



ALL I ASKING FOR IS MY BODY

“Every family was a walled city, and you never knew unless you were inside. And if you were inside, 
you never talked stink about the family, but kept up the family’s face.”

All I Asking For Is My Body

“Everyone in Hawaii owes a debt to the pioneers of the plantation days. That’s why this new book 
belongs in the library of everyone interested in one of the cultures that contributed to what Hawaii is 
today. Nisei, Sansei—this book digs deep into the life of a fictional Japanese plantation family . . . talks 
with candor about the family discipline and ‘on’ that governed their lives and the rebellion of one who 
placed a higher value on his own ‘body’.” Goro Arakawa

“Murayama’s writing is uninhibited and not 
without humor.”

San Francisco Review of Books

“All I Asking For Is My Body concerns the 
life of a poor Maui family, as seen through the 
eyes of a gradeschool boy as he grows up on a 
plantation camp.

“Family relationships, camp life, schooling, the 
boxing game, and the start of World War II 
are vividly described in this work of fiction 
obviously based on real life.

“This is an extremely worthwhile vignette and 
Murayama is an excellent writer.”

The Honolulu Star-Bulletin

“Milton Murayama, a nisei born in Hawaii, 
has produced an impressive first novel.”

Pacific Sun Literary Quarterly

“HEY! THIS IS FOR REAL!
All I Asking For Is My Body is a fascinating 
punch-heavy story of a Japanese-American 
family, in a plantation town, in the years just 
before World War II. No other text that we 
have read has given us as clear an idea of the 
Asian-American experience as this one.”

Sipapu

“It is a semi-fictional,autobiographical account 
of the proud but debt-ridden Oyama family 
in Hawaii, told primarily in terms of the con-
flict between parent and children and in a 
cross-cultural patois (Pidgin English, English, 
Japanese, Filipino, Hawaiian) that is both clear 
and deceptively simple.”

Editor of Oklahoma University Press

SUPA PRESS BOX 31262, SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94131 RETAIL PRICE $3.00 DISCOUNT TO THE TRADE



SAN FRANCISCO CENTER FOR 
JAPANESE AMERICAN STUDIES

Presents

A Concert Reading

from

ALL I ASKING FOR IS MY BODY 
by

MILTON MURAYAMA

Directed by

DAWN MURAYAMA

Script Excepted 
From the Book 

by

HIROSHI KASHIWAGI

Christ United Presbyterian Church 

January 23, 1976

9 p.m.



Setting: Maui Sugar Plantation

Time: Late 1930s

Players (in order of appearance)

Kiyoshi (Second born son)
RAYMOND TAKAHASHI

Tosh (First born son)
GAIL UYEHARA

Mother
AIKO ODA

Father
JIM HIRABAYASHI

MILTON MURAYAMA

Born and raised in Maui Hawaii, His 
novelette All I Asking For Is My Body 
centers around the life of a Japanese 
Hawaiian family trying to survive on a 
sugar plantation prior to World War II.

Served for 2 years as an interpreter in 
China and India during World War II, 
returned to Hawaii where he completed his 
degree in philosophy and English. Later 
received his M.A. degree in Chinese and 
Japanese Studies at Columbia University.

Lives with wife and Tibetan dog in S.F.

DAWN MURAYAMA

Has long been involved in theater, both 
acting and directing. A drama student at 
San Francisco State earlier and also was 
a member of the Interplayers theater 
group as well as other groups in S.F.

Lives with husband and Tibetan dog in S.F.

HIROSHI KASHIWAGI

Well-known Japanese American playwright. 
Author of "Plums Can Wait” ’’Laughter and 
False Teeth" and numerous short stories 
and poems. Currently working on a 
"miracle" play.

GAIL UYEHARA

Born and raised in Waimanalo. Majored in 
English and education at the University 
of Hawaii. Now teaches social studies 
and Asian American studies at Washington 
High School in San Francisco.

AIKO ODA

Born and raised on Kauai. Majored in 
Biology at the University of Hawaii and 
has a Ph.D. degree in Psychology and 
Counseling from the University of Minne-
sota. Now is a professor of counseling 
at San Francisco State University.

RAYMOND TAKAHASHI

Born and raised in Honolulu. Majored in 
English at the University of Hawaii and 
now is an artist (painter) and lives in S.F.

JIM HIRABAYASHI

A ringer, pseudo kotonk. Mainland born but 
likes visiting Hawaii. An anthropologist, 
teaches at S.F. State.



James  A. Mic hener  
PIPERSVILLE, PENNSYLVANIA 

18947

11 December 1975

Dear Milton Murayama,

I have now had an opportunity to read your book 
All I Asking For Is My Body, and I would like to tell 
you how much I enjoyed it.

You have an excellent ear for Japanese-American 
dialogue and use it to good dramatic purpose. I also 
liked the way in which you told your stories and the 
way in which you developed your conclusions. That was 
quite pleasing to the reader and left him with a strong 
sense of the reality you were seeking.

I found a strong sense of Hawaii in your work, 
and judged that you had the capacity to do a fine novel 
on the Japanese experience there. You certainly have 
the talent to write, and the feeling for things Japanese. 
You are especially good at the relations between people 
of the same age.

If you do go ahead with your writing I should think 
that you’d have a good chance of New York publication, 
but of course one never can be sure about that. If I were 
you, and with your skill at story telling, I am sure I’d 
give it a try.

Congenially,

[Signature: "Jim Michener"]



2371 Diamond St.

San Francisco, Ca 94131 
Jan. 13, 1976

Dear Jim Michener,

Thank you for your kind letter regarding All I Asking For 
Is My Body. I’ve been writing since 17 (1940), and this is my 
first book, and I had to become a publisher in order to bring it 
out. The New York publishers wouldn’t touch it.

Self-publishing is easy, but marketing, particularly getting 
reviewed, has been not difficult but well-nigh impossible. Hawaii, 
however, has responded beautifully as I felt it would. My wife 
went there in August to set the groundwork, and I took a month’s 
vacation from my job in November and went there to promote it. 
We got good reviews in the Honolulu Star-Bulletin, the Hawaii 
Observer, and the Maui News, and I was able to sell over 800 copies 
through autograph parties at bookstores. In addition, the Univ. 
of Hawaii ordered over 500 copies for various classes. We’ve 
depleted our first printing of 2000 copies, and are now 700 into 
our second printing of 5000.

The Japanese-American community in this area and the Ethnic 
Studies Faculty at the San Francisco State Univ. are excited over 
it. So the people who have an interest in the subject, like your-
self, have responded very positively. Reaching others outside of 
this sympathetic circle has been a problem. We plan to start with 
the colleges and libraries, but I’m leaving most of the worry to 
the Pres.-VP-Sec.-Treas. of Supa Press, namely my wife, while I try 
to get started on something else.

Thank you again for your encouragement. It’s doubly gratifying, 
coming from one of your achievement and reputation. I have enjoyed 
your books and I believe like you that whatever else you want to say 
has to be said within the framework of a good story.

Sincerely,



SAN FRANCISCO CENTER FOR JAPANESE AMERICAN STUDIES

NEWSLETTER

SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA JANUARY 1976

January Meeting:

"ALL I ASKING FOR IS MY BODY" 

An evening with author

MILTON MARUYAMA

+
A Concert Reading from the Author's Book 

as Excerpted by Hiroshi Kashiwagi

8 p.m. Friday Pine U. Meth. Church
 January 23, 1976 426-33rd Ave., S.F. 

(betw. Geary & Clement)

The January meeting will feature author Milton Murayama. He is a Nisei born and 
raised in Maui, Hawaii. Milton served for 2 years as an interpreter in China and 
India during World War II and returned to Hawaii to complete a B.A. degree in 
philosophy with a minor in English. He subsequently received his M.A. degree in 
Chinese and Japanese Studies in 1950 at Columbia University.

Milton has been writing since high school days and recently has published his book 
All I Asking For Is My Body. It consists of interrelated short stories and a 
novelette concerning life on a sugar plantation in Maui prior to World War II. 
There will be a concert reading from his book as excerpted by Hiroshi Kashiwagi. 
The reading will be followed by an informal discussion on writing, publishing and 
other aspects of his life as an author. 

MOCHI TSUKI SUCCESS STORY

Our annual mochi-tsuki was a success, enrichening the palates numerous
participants. YUMMY!

We want to thank the kindness of YAMADA-SEIKA, our friendly Japanese Confectioner 
located on Fillmore between Bush and Pine in San Francisco, for donating the 
”an" for the "an-mochi.” YUMMY!

Also thanks to Suehiro Restaurant in the Japan Center for allowing us to use their 
"kine" and ”usu" with which those yummy things are pounded.

And finally, thanks to all the local experts who continue to help us less 
knowledgeable ones on how to make the mochi, with style and joy.



OSHOGATSU CELEBRATION

SFCJAS will participate in the community OSHOGATSU Arts and Crafts Celebration, 
to be held at Nihonmachi Terrace, 1615 Sutter (at Octavia) from 1-5 p.m.

IN NEED: people to help with the demonstration, which will be on making
DARUMA DOLLS out of L’Egg eggs.

IN NEED: L’Egg eggs ... (panty hose containers, dummy).

If you can help in our needs, please call: Nancy Araki, 589-7173.

’’PLUMS CAN WAIT” AGAIN in San Mateo AGAIN in S.F.

Hiroshi Kashiwagi's one-act play, "Plums Can Wait” will be performed on Friday 
evening, January 30, 1976 at the Little Theater, Hillsdale High School, 31st Ave 
and Del Monte (near The Alameda De Las Pulgas), in San Mateo. The performance 
will be preceded by a slide and film presentation of "Relocation” started at 7:30.

The play deals with some feelings and attitudes of a Japanese American family 
trying to make a living immediately after World War II and returning to California 
after ”Relocation Camp.” This performance follows several others since August 1975 
where it was played at the SFCJAS Asilomar Conference. The January 30th 
performance is jointly sponsored by the Japanese American Curriculum Project, 
San Mateo JACL and the San Mateo Unified High School District.

On the following evening, Saturday, January 31, 1976, the play will be performed 
again as part of the Oshogatsu evening festivities (taiko, poetry, dance, 
shakuhachi and the "Plums Can Wait") at Morning Star School, 1715 Octavia 
(at Pine) in San Francisco. The evening program will start at 7 p.m.

JAPANESE LANGUAGE CLASSES SPRING SEMESTER

The SFCJAS Japanese Language classes will begin the Spring Semester on Tuesday 
Feb. 3, 1976. Classes are held on Tuesday evenings, from 7:3O-9:3O at the 
Pine United Methodist Church, 426-33rd Ave. (near Clement) in San Francisco.

Four different levels of Japanese are scheduled, including beginning, intermediate 
and advanced. Classes are small and emphasizes conversation. Everyone is invited 
to enroll. Fee is $8.00 for the semester, which will continue for 14 weeks.

PLEASE DO NOT CALL THE CHURCH FOR INFO: Call: Jim Hirabayashi 469-1693 (day)
George Araki 589-7173

SFCJAS
P.O. Box 99345
San Francisco, CA 94109

NONPROFIT ORGANIZATION
U.S. POSTAGE PAID
SAN FRANCISCO, CALIF.
PERMIT # 9535

[annotation: "Milton - here are some newsletters
let me know if you want more. Jim"]



SIPAPU

Volume 7 no. 1 Consecutive Issue no. 13 
January 1976

A NEWSLETTER for librarians, editors, collectors and others interested in Third World studies,
the alternative (formerly called underground) and independent (also called small) press. Price:
$2.00 US a year for two issues a year; free to exchange papers, library school students and
prisoners. - - Editor and Publisher - - Noel Peattie, Route 1, Box 216, Winters, CA 95694; also
Peter J. Shields Library, University of California, Davis, CA 95616. ( Not a publication of the
University of California). Member COSMEP, APS. ISSN 0037-5837. Copyright c1975 by Noel
Peattie.

HEY! THIS IS FOR REAL! All I asking for is my body is a fascinating punch-heavy story of a  
Japanese-American family in a plantation town on the Big Island of Hawaii, in the years just before  
World War II. The author, Milton Murayama, writing of himself as Kiyo, recounts the struggles of a  
number-two son to break away from traditional and ultimately self-defeating patterns of filial loyalty,
which oblige a son to work almost indefinitely to support his parents and pay their debts, -- and finally
tells how Kiyo wins enough to pay of his family's debt through a crap game won early in the war. The
oldest son, Toshio, is a tough bantamweight fighter who never quite makes it to mainland fights and
security; he is always fighting his father, and telling the family: "Educate the boys, not the girls! The  
girls will only go away and get married!" Smarter, although less of a boxer than his older brother,
Kiyo finally achieves his independence and turns the Oyama luck around. "Take care of your body," he
tells his older brother; "see you after the war." The only haoles (whites) he meets are plantation people,
except for a former Wobbly teacher who gives him some idea of independence before he is sent away.
No other text that we have read has given us as clear an idea of the Asian-American experience as this
one; the passages in which the young man reflects on the Japanese adventure in the forties is clearly
described: "It was like watching your older brother whom you believed in and loved, no running wild
and committing murders." - A Nisei born in Hawaii, Milton Murayama served in the U.S. Army as an
interpreter in India and China during World War II. He became interested in writing at the University
of Hawaii, where he took a B.A., and later obtained a master's degree in Chinese and Japanese from
Columbia University. His book is published by Supa Press, P.O. Box 31262, San Francisco, CA 94131.
If you have any Japanese-Americans in your library at all, this is the book to get them. We only wish
that we had a score of such books to review; reviewing would be a dea of endless delight.  
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[Handwritten note: "DAWN - MILT - THOUGHT YOU'D LIKE A COPY
- ALOHA RON"]

Briefly
POEMS BY KENNETH KOCK 113 pp. 

New York: Random House. Cloth, 
$6.95. Vintage. Paper, $1.95
Kenneth Koch’s poetry has up to 

now been regarded primarily for its 
humor. I remember reading in an an-
thology that he was “a comic mas-
ter,” a left-handed compliment if 
there ever was one when applied to a 
poet — and although Koch’s sense of 
humor is certainly one of the irrefuta-
ble delights of this collection, it is one 
among many.

Other qualities these poems embody 
are — at random — the ability to 
move the reader, plain but beautiful 
language that should appeal to a wide 
audience, a general graciousness of 
spirit that has long been an 
unremarked-on hallmark of Koch’s 
writing, and last but not least, out-
right wisdom.

Koch, along with John Ashberry, 
James Schuyler, and the late Frank 
O’Hara, is one of the charter mem-
bers of the New York School of poets; 
but his work, while sharing in the sur-
face charm and facility common to all 
the writing of that group, has a range 
of interest and grasp that seems to 
me unique.

‘‘The Art of Love” is the best of his 
books to date. To be able to state this 
of the new work of an American poet 
of 50 is, to state the least, unusual.

Poets in our country have very 
short creative life spans, for the most 
part: in many instances they seem 
not so much to mature as to ferment.

One of the major poems in this col-
lection is entitled ‘‘The Art of Poe-
try,” and it offers Kenneth Koch’s 
knowledge on the practice of his own 
calling, and it is — like the five other 
poems in this collection — so good 
that ideally it should be quoted in full.

Since it is 22 pages long though. I’ll 
confine myself to this indicative snip-
pet:
. . . Drinking alcohol is all right
If not in excess, and I would doubt 

that it would be beneficial
During composition itself. As for 

marijuana, there are those who
Claim to be able to write well under 

its influence
But I have yet to see the first evi-

dence for such claims.
Stronger drugs are ludicrously inap-

propriate, since they destroy judg-
ment

And taste, and make one either like or 
dislike everything one does,

Or else turn life into a dream. One 
does not write well in one’s sleep. 
The title poem, “The Art of Love,” 

begins as a deadpan sex manual cata-
loguing erotic atrocities with benign 
lunacy:
Tie your girl’s hands behind her back 

and encourage her
To attempt to get loose. This will 

make her breasts look
Especially pretty, like the Parthenon 

at night. . .
But, gradually, beneath the light-

hearted nonsense of this surface, you 
feel the poet exploring the real nature 
of sex and romance, and love itself, 
with unexpected seriousness.

Under the comic surface of Koch’s 
writing — and this would tend to be 
true of many of his poems — there 
beats the same mortal heart that he 
shares with all mankind throughout 
all human time.

If his predecessor, Ovid’s poem of 
the same title, tends to a purity of 
detail that Koch’s poem can’t help but 
parody by going to the opposite ex-
treme, the final effect of both poems 
is remarkably similar: a heightened 
sense of mortal innocence engaged in 
the mysteries of Love:
Ten things an older man must never 

say to a younger woman:
1) I’m dying!
2) I can’t hear what you’re saying!
3) How many fingers are you holding 

up? 
4) Listen to my heart.
5) Take my pulse.
6) What’s your name?
7) Is it cold in here?
8) Is it hot in here?
9) Are you in here?
10)
What wings are those beating at the 

window?
Not that a man should stress his 

youth in a dishonest way
But that he should not unduly empha-

size his age.
This book is a triumph of craft and 

spirit.
-—By Aram Saroyan 

(C) N.Y. Times Service

THE PRINCESS KAIULANI. By Helen 
P. Hoyt. Illustrated by Jackie 
Black. Published by Island Herit- 
age. 32 Pages. $4.95
The sad story of Princess Kaiulani 

is retold by Helen P. Hoyt in a book 
splendidly illustrated by Jackie 
Black.

Mrs. Hoyt, a kamaaina writer, died 
on Sept. 12 at the age of 81. During 
her lifetime, several of her books with 
a Hawaiian theme were published for 
children.

In “The Princess Kaiulani,” Mrs. 
Hoyt used the literary device of let-
ters to and from her granddaughter to 
describe the life of the 19th century 
princess.

Mrs. Hoyt wrote simply and prosai-

cally of the princess’ parents, her 
birth, her childhood, the parties 
where she learned the manners of a 
princess, the death of her mother, her 
friendship with Robert Louis Steven-
son, her years in England, her return 
to Hawaii no longer a kingdom, and 
her death in 1899.

The prose will not win any prizes, 
but it could capture the attention of a 
10-year-old. My 11-year-old son was 
not too impressed, however.

The artwork by Mrs. Black is rich 
and inviting. The era is recreated in 
an enchanting style with montages of 
Hawaiian life of the last century.

—Chuck Frankel 
Star-Bulletin Writer

MY SON THE JOCK. By Gerald 
Green. Praeger. 192 Pages. 
$6.95.
When he isn’t writing, Gerald 

Green, judging from “My Son the 
Jock,” seems to spend a good bit of 
his time watching sports events, 
professional and amateur, live and on 
television.

Never much of an athlete himself— 
by his own accounting—Green stands 
in admiration of those gifted with the 
ability effortlessly to sink a basket, 
batter to a touchdown or whang the 
puck past the goalie and into the net. 
Such a one is Green’s youngest son, 
David, and this engaging little book is 
devoted in large part to a recent los-
ing season in which the young man 
won a number of honors while co-cap- 
taining his high school football team.

Green’s blow-by-blow accounts of 
the games that made up that season 
are moderately interesting, although 
the reader’s interest grows shorter as 
the season grows longer. More inter-
esting are Green’s narrations of what 
goes on outside the immediate game, 
what the fathers of the boys being 
battered about the field have to say 
and, in Green’s case, what they think.

Most of the time it takes Green 
back to when he was a youth, and 
those readers who enjoyed his charm-
ing “To Brooklyn with Love,” will be 
more than happy to find a number of 
the scenes and characters from that 
book retold and expanded upon in 
“My Son the Jock.”

Least interesting are Green’s varied 
musings on such things as the role of 
the “macho mystique” in contempo-
rary society and the somewhat tenu-
ous interrelationship between sports 
and politics. But, most of the time, 
what Green has to say as well as what 
he thinks is interesting enough and, as 
usual, he writes very well.

—Phil Thomas 
Associated Press

ALL I ASKING FOR IS MY BODY. By 
Milton Murayama. Published by 
Supa Press, San Francisco. 103 
Pages. $3.
Milton Murayama, a Maui-born au-

thor, has written an unusual novelette 
of Nisei life in the Islands in the 1930s.

So much has been written about 
Nisei filial duty and affection that it 
comes as a shock to read of filial suf-
focation and oppression in “All I Ask-
ing for Is My Body.”

Murayama hasn’t written a socio-
logical tract, although sociology 
classes could well read it for the 
information it carries. He has written 
a story rich with Island feeling. Por-
tions of the book have been published 
previously.

“All I Asking for Is My Body” con-
cerns the life of a poor Maui family, 
as seen through the eyes of a grade-
school boy as he grows up on a 
plantation camp.

Family relationships, camp life, 
schooling, the boxing game, and the 
start of World War II are vividly de-
scribed in this work of fiction obvious-
ly based on real life.

This is an extremely worthwhile 
vignette and Murayama is an excel-
lent writer.

—C.F.

SLAMMER. By Ben Greer.
Atheneum. 268 Pages. $8.95.
With prison riots grabbing the head-

lines with some regularity, it was only 
a matter of time before a novel deal-
ing with that sort of violence would be 
written. Thus, “Slammer.”

Fortunately, the riot, while the 
climax of this largely readable book, 
is kept in focus and not allowed to 
overwhelm the rest of the narrative 
with its mindless violence and terror.

Author Ben Greer, who a publish-
er’s note informs became a prison 
guard in order to write this story, 
maintains a nice balance throughout, 
carefully building his narrative to its 
unavoidable climax, the riot.

Depending for the most part on four 
characters — a priest, a black revolu-
tionary, a newly hired guard, and a 
not-too-bright prisoner who has been 
wrongly jailed — Greer builds care-
fully, showing most logically how the 
riot had to happen rather than, as a 
lesser writer might do, having it ex-
plode just for the shock value of it.

—P.T.
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AN AFTERNOON READING 
WITH CELEBRATED NOVELIST

Milton Murayama
Thursday afternoon March 29, 4:30 pm, free
@ The Poetry Center, SFSU, HUM 512

March 29

Milt on  Mura yam a  is the celebrated 
author of a remarkable tetralogy of novels 
centered on the Oyama family saga and 
plantation life among the Japanese in 
Hawaii. • All I Asking For Is Aly Body, his 
greatly moving debut novel, originally 
appeared in 1975, and has since become an 
underground classic, hailed as the “only 
comprehensive literary treatment of the 
Hawaii plantation experience, an experience 
which either directly or indirectly affects a 
very large segment of Hawaii’s population” 
(Arnold Hiura, The Hawaii Herald). • The 
novel later won an American Book Award. 
That book was followed by Five Years on a 
Rock (1994) and Plantation Boy (1998), 
all from the University of Hawaii Press. • 
The fourth and final novel of the tetralogy, 
A Good Life, is in progress. • Born on Maui 
in 1923, Mr. Murayama grew up in a sugar 
plantation company town of several hun-
dred workers and their families, a town 
which no longer exists. • During World 
War II he served as a language interpreter 
in India and Taiwan, and later received an 
MA in Chinese and Japanese from Columbia 
University. • He lives in San Francisco. •

photo courtesy 
University of 
Hawaii Press

for more information telephone 415-338-1527

www.sfsu.edu/~newlit

http://www.sfsu.edu/%7Enewlit


SUNDAY, MARCH 15, 2:00 PM

Milton Murayama
The acclaimed Nisei novelist 

and long time Glen Park resident 
will present his newest book, 

Dying in a Strange Land 
the fourth and final installment 

in the series that began with 
All I asking for is my body 
the groundbreaking 19785 novel 
widely hailed for its innovation 
in language and subject matter.

The Oyama family saga unfolds in 
Hawaiian Pidgin, English and Japanese 
from the islands’ sugar plantations to the 
post-WWII diaspora on the mainland.

You cannot whitewash. You have to show 
the warts.... Talk stink, with love.

-Milton Murayama

Bird  & Beckett
Books  & Records  
653 Chenery St., SF, CA 94131 
415.586.3733 birdbeckett.com

then at 4:30 pm Which  Way  West ? presents
The  Lowell  Trio : Janet Popesco Archibald (oboe & English horn) 

William Tull (baritone) & Margaret Wong Fondbertasse (piano)

birdbeckett.com

