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It’s an idea that took off after a Pan-Asian

retreat put together by community leaders and

organizers. But in reality, Colored Pencils Art

and Culture Night has been incubating for some

time in the heart and mind of creator Nim Xuto, a

Portland artist originally from Thailand.

The inaugural event brought together artists and

performers from newcomer communities all over

Portland — Arabs, Cambodians, Palestinians, West

Africans, Ukrainians, Nepal-

ese, Mexicans, and Samoans.

People proud to share the gifts

of culture and talent, all show-

cased in one event in new-

comer Portland’s living room:

the Center for Intercultural

Organizing (CIO).

People from the community

came out in droves to the first

event last month. It was an

eclectic mix of people gath-

ered in one room to celebrate

their cultures, and celebrate

America. We heard singing

from a Khmer Rouge survivor,

a Nepali student, a choir of

refugee children from Burma,

and an Iraqi doctor. A local

high school student per-

formed a mixture of classical

and Bollywood dance. There

was lyrical slam poetry from a

Samoan and a Somali in

addition to essay readings

from a Ukrainian physicist

and a Polish writer.

For that night, one corner of

Portland had a different vibe. Expression was not

filtered to conform to the expectations of the

mainstream. There were no martial arts

demonstrations or cute little girls waving gigantic

fans. Colored Pencils went beyond, far beyond, the

clichés of culture that have contained much of our

artistic expression into neat little origami boxes.

Colored Pencils was raw and cosmopolitan, yet

unpretentious. It wasn’t trying to be hip or cool, nor

promote a fusion/multicultural porridge that no one

would dare swallow.

Seattle Iese’s spoken-word performance provided

a glimpse into the experiences of colonized Pacific

Islanders upon first contact with Europeans. Kilong

Ung’s reading from his upcoming book, Golden Leaf:

A Khmer Rouge Genocide Survivor, was a heartfelt

unveiling of the horrors suffered by a young boy at

the hands of the Khmer Rouge. The Karen

community youth choir, newcomers from Burma,

shared their beautiful rendition of faith songs,

performed in English and in their native Burmese.

Ronault L.S. Catalani (known by most as Polo), The

Asian Reporter’s very own, served as the master of

ceremonies for the culture show.

The aroma of curry filled the room. Food was

provided by a multiracial Indo-

nesian family that runs a food

cart in north Portland. The art

show included watercolors

created by day laborers,

perhaps the most marginalized

group of people in our country

today. It goes to show even the

most “unlikely” artists can

bring so much raw creativity

and expression of beauty.

At the end of the night,

organizers had an envelope full

of dollar bills folded in all ways,

and some change. They

collected $170 from people

attending the three-hour event

for the Community Relief

Fund, an alliance that includes

the United Way, the Oregon

Food Bank, and community

action programs in the

Portland-Vancouver metro-

politan area. The Colored

Pencils folks were proud to do

even just a little for people in

our community who are

struggling to meet basic needs:

food, rent, and utilities. One hundred percent of the

monies raised at the event will go to agencies

helping people in the community, including

agencies that help communities of color: the

Immigrant and Refugee Community Organization,

Self Enhancement Inc., the Native American Youth

and Family Center, the Native American

Rehabilitation Association of the Northwest, and

the Cowlitz Indian Tribe.

The arts and culture exposition will be held each

last Friday of the month. The next Colored Pencils

Art and Culture Night is scheduled for March 27 at

CIO, located at 700 N. Killingsworth Street in

Portland. The art reception starts at 5:30pm and

open mic performances begin at 7:00pm. The
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Imet Otis Redding the other day. Yes,

that Otis Redding. No, not “in your

dreams.” Not like my wife would say

when I mention something from my wish

list, like a ’69 Pontiac GTO, a 58” Samsung

HDTV, or a 15-minute phone call from Eva

Mendes.

I was at Salem’s S.E. Commercial

Dunkin’ Donuts. I was standing in line. So

was Mr. Redding.

Adduh! What a line it was. Backed up we

all were, all the way out to Dunkin’s double

glass doors. Every time a new customer

came in from Oregon’s cold night rain, we’d

all grumble and pack in tighter so he could

close that doggone door, behind him.

To keep arctic March out, for sure —

pero also to keep the heavenly scent of

Dunkin’s donuts in.

I was, like I was telling you, right up

against Otis Redding. I’m talking about

Mr. Otis Sittin’-on-the-Dock-of-the-Bay

Redding. Among many-many others, mind

you. Shoulder to shoulder. Like stinky

sardines. Sodden winter coats and smelly

sneakers. Mr. Redding was wearing

English Leather, très cool cologne in the

1960s, but a bit sour 40 years on.

I said to him — actually, I said straight

into his camel suede jacket shoulder, a

breath away from his ear: “Uh. — Mr.

Redding?”

He rolled his eyes, only his eyes my way.

I said, “I am, needless to say, happy to

see you, like live and in the flesh. But may I

ask, sir — what’re you doin’ here?

He turned his head my way, to check me

out. Then he said in that Southern

whiskey over blues sax voice of his:

“Getting me a Double Honey-Dipped

Chocolate Twist.”

“Oh,” I said.

Oh is what aaall ricepickers

ev-ver-rywhere say while we’re thinking,

quick as padi minnow, about what to say

next.

“What I meant to say, sir,” I said,

tapping lightly his incredibly impractical

brushed leather sports jacket — nobody

wears suede during our wet and windy

northwest winters. “What I intended

asking you, Mr. Redding, was: How come

you’re here? Salem, Oregon. Home of the

fighting South Salem Saxons. Sir.” He’d

already turned forward, looking ahead in

our late Saturday night mash. In a crush

like this distraction will get you nudged

out. Donuts, hot and oily, are at stake.

“Mr. Redding.” I tapped him some more.

“Ma’af. May I know?”

Through his teeth, without turning, he

said, “Listen, man.” So I did. “I am here,

here in creepy old Salem, here on a dismal

weekend evening with all these stupid

stray cats, because this is the on-ly

Dunkin’ Donuts still open in the

continental United States of America.”

Jeez, I said to myself. “Jeez,” I said to Mr.

Otis Redding — next to Al Green, the

sexiest soul singer on our wobbly planet.

This was bad.

Lovin’ You Too Long

This was serious. Real serious. Not only

because donuts should never crash, not

even in the worst economic collapse. And

not only because Otis Redding just called

me a stupid cat. Stray? — Okay. But

stupid, no. I own some very expensive

American degrees.

Tidak. None of that.

This was real bad because the Rev. Al

Green is alive and singing his heart out all

over the country. And Mr. Redding

perished when his little plane crashed into

icy Lake Monona. In 1967.

This was super-duper serious because

not a single august professor — not during

undergrad psych, not in master’s poli sci,

certainly not at Willamette’s sweet elite

school of law — ever mentioned a thing to

any of us about dead guys digging Dunkin’

Donuts. Not one. Nunca.

When I returned from my ruminating,

Mr. Redding had planted his elbows on

Dunkin’s glass counter. “Four Double

Honey-Dipped Chocolate Twists,” he said.

“Two for me, two for my man” — he jerked

his chin toward me. He smiled at her. That

pretty Punjabi. She smiled back. At him.

He worked his way to Dunkin’s

barstools. I followed. We sat.

“Thank you, Darlin’,” the late great Otis

Redding purred when our waitress set our

chocolate twists, two to a tiny waxed paper

slip, in front of us. “And a couple coffees,

would’ya please.”

“Namasté Amrita,” I said. (AMRITA

said her name tag.)

She frowned at me, she walked away.

Mr. Redding shook his head, letting a long

stream of stale air out his nostrils.

We sat waiting. Each twisting our stools

to tunes, no doubt different songs playing

in our heads. Both reluctant to touch our

donuts without a proper cup of good

Dunkin’ coffee to wash it down.

Amrita set down softly our mugs then

reached under her counter for a saucer

crowded with little Darigold Half & Halfs.

Mr. Redding smiled, she smiled. I

concentrated on ripping and tipping a

couple into my steaming Dunkin’ mug.

There’s no dogging into a man’s game like

Otis’ Game. This is the guy who made

women — department store clerks, office

girls, Sunday School teachers — sweat.

Bite their bottom lips. Shamelessly.

I been lovin’ you-u-u

Too lo-o-ong

To stop no-o-ow.

The best I can do is download an iTune.

Everybody’s afraid

He and me moaned in concert as we put

away our first twists. Heaven.

“So, Mr. Otis Redding,” I said between

carefuller bites of Double-Dipped Number

Two. “I have a question, an important

question, I need to ask you. Silah’kan.”

“Sure, man.” He turned his stool to two

o’clock, but kept working his twisted

donuts. “You mean about me bein’

here?”

“Tentu. That’s kinda what I mean, but

really, I want to know why folks got so

mean, I mean since you’ve been gone.

Music’s gotten meaner and meaner. Black

music has.” I set down my twist, picked up

my warm mug, and put it to my cheek.

“You know, you must know Mr. Redding,

how America longs for Africa’s great heart.

For your big Soul.”

He laid down his donuts too. He raised

his cup, not drinking, just steaming up his

brow. “You know —” he lowered his coffee.

“It surprises me some too. What studios

record. What kids buy nowadays.

“And maybe it shouldn’t. Maybe the

black man’s anger, after so much fear,

after so long humiliation, is not a surprise.

Maybe anger, dark and deep anger, is what

we just have to expect, after all that

powerlessness.”

Amrita came back, hot Dunkin’ coffee

carafe held high. Mr. Redding nodded. I

nodded. She poured it, a long rusty arc of it,

into our waiting chipped ivory mugs.

She got nothing nice from him. He was in

his thoughts. He twisted slowly his

barstool, back and forth.

“Anger.” He stopped and sipped and

sipped. “Anger is a way to push away

powerlessness. Anger makes people jump.

Makes people afraid. Too scared to notice

you got no power.”

“Tentu, Mr. Redding. Certainly.

Everybody’s afraid. Afraid of black men’s

anger. Even us brown boys, though we’ve

got no bones with you. Ampun bong, we

just got here.”

He nodded, not looking at me. He

twisted slowly his counter stool, back and

forth.

“America misses your heart, Mr.

Redding.”

He said nothing.

“We miss the Godfather of Soul, James

Brown; we miss history’s prettiest man,

the cupid Sam Cooke; we long for the

Prince of Motown, the Marvelous Marvin

Gaye, asking us ‘What’s Goin’ On?’ We’re

looking for someone to sing, to implore, to

mean “America the Beautiful” like Mr.

Ray Charles did, shore to shore, city and

country, black and white alike.

He nodded. That unashamed lover of

life, articulator of sweet soul who went

down way too early, between gigs, between

Cleveland and Madison airports — Otis

Redding, did not look up at me. Not again.

He twisted slowly in Dunkin’s counter

stool, back and forth.

Then he slid off it. He shoved off it.

Without a goodbye, he wove through

Dunkin’s late Saturday night crowd, out

into our cold rain out there.

I finished his Double Honey-Dipped

Chocolate Twist. Tentu. Sure I did.

Heaven.

�

The Asian Reporter’s

Expanding American Lexicon

adduh (Indo patois): nontransferable

exclamation.

ampun (Malay, Bahasa, Indo): please have

mercy on me.

bong (Khmer, Indo): my brother, need not be

so according to law.

ma’af (Bahasa, Indo, from Arabic): I ask your

pardon.

nunca (Spanish, Indo): never.

pero (Spanish, Tagalog, Indo): however.

Silah’kan (Malay, Bahasa, Indo, from

Arabic): If I may.

tentu (Bahasa, Indo): certainly. For sure.

�

Notas: Terima kasih (I offer our love) to M.

Koffi Dessou for his newcomer perception, for his

soulful understanding of so many things American,

including the core concept of this djatung. Our story.

For video of Otis Redding’s incomparable expression

of longing, a few months before he passed on, at the

1967 Monterey Pop Festival, please visit

<www.last.fm/music/Otis+Redding/

+videos/+1-YBiUFhYMu2s>.
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Otis Redding and me
and Dunkin’ Donuts

� Polo

As a result, an average of

one calf is born every year

— near to the number of

animals dying, and four

times fewer than would be

needed to sustain a

healthy, growing rhino

population, he and others

say.

Williams said the park

may have reached the

maximum number of

rhinos it can support and

the animals may also be

struggling to compete for

scare resources with

growing populations of

wild cattle.

The government is

working with conservation

groups to find a suitable

second site for the Javan

rhinos, which would help

protect them from cata-

strophic events such as

disease or natural disas-

ters, Williams said.

Researchers say a

smaller population of

Javan rhinos in Vietnam

does not appear to be

breeding anymore.

To learn more, visit the

International Rhino

Foundation’s website at

<www.rhinos-irf.org>.

admission fee of $3.00

helps pay for the venue, art

exhibit materials, and

equipment rentals.

Come early, come

hungry, and come with

your checkbook. Local

newcomer artists need

your support. And consider

making a donation to the

Community Relief Fund.

For information about

Colored Pencils Art and

Culture Nights, visit

<www.coloredpencilsart.co

m>. To learn more about

the Community Relief

Fund, visit <www.give10

tell10.org>.

I want to know why

folks got so mean,

I mean since you’ve

been gone. Music’s

gotten meaner

and meaner.

Black music has.

… you must know

Mr. Redding, how

America longs for

Africa’s great heart.

For your big Soul.

Portland’s war on
graffiti nets results

were “FEVER” tagger

Ethan Moreschi, “SOIL”

tagger Terrence Melson,

and “GOAM” tagger Daniel

Zatarien.

“Without a strong

collaborative effort on the

part of the Multnomah

County District Attorney’s

office and the follow up by

officer Matt Miller and

others in the police bureau,

we could not have achieved

these kind of results in so

many cases,” said Marcia

Dennis, graffiti abatement

coordinator. “We hope the

community will realize

how much time and effort

has gone towards holding

people accountable for this

criminal activity.”

In our continuing efforts

to keep Portland a livable

and safe environment for

all residents, the Graffiti

Abatement Program

encourages everyone to

report, document, and

remove graffiti as soon as it

appears. Graffiti can be

reported by calling the

graffiti hotline at (503)

823-4824 or visiting

<www.portlandonline.com/

oni>.

Continued from page one Continued from page 5

Low birthrates spell doom
for world’s rarest rhino

Art in all colors
Continued from page 6 Look

who’s 40!!

Happy

birthday, Jo!




