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Enrichment Log (16 hours required)
Chitra Banerjee Divakaruni (9/17)  
1.5

Author talk at BookWorks, Del Mar

Writing Workshop Meeting (9/18)  
2

Miracles Café

Writing Workshop Meeting (11/4)  
1

MCC-San Elijo Campus

Writing Workshop Meeting (11/12)  
2

BookWorks, Del Mar

Simon and Garfunkel (11/15)

2

Concert at Cox Arena

Twelfth Night (11/21)


3

Old Globe

“Shattered Glass” (11/30)

2

Film Viewing, La Jolla Landmark

Writing Workshop Meeting (12/8)  
2

BookWorks, Del Mar

Sculptures in Silk: Costumes

From Japan’s Noh Theater (12/13)
Balboa Park



2

Enrichment Meeting


1

Chitra Banerjee Divakaruni

Author talk at BookWorks, Del Mar

Chitra Banerjee Divakaruni is an award-winning author and poet whose work has been published in over 50 magazines and translated into 11 languages, including Dutch, Hebrew and Japanese.  Her books include Neela: Victory Song, The Conch Bearer (a children’s book featuring her two sons), Vine of Desire, Sister of My Heart, and the Unknown Errors of Our Lives, a collection of her short stories. 
Ms. Divakaruni engaged the audience of 25+ with stories about the writing of Sister of My Heart as well as stories of her children, both of whom have characters named for them in The Conch Bearer.  Although I’ve never read any of her novels, I know that I would enjoy them because the author herself was able to relate so vividly various sections as she read aloud from her work.
Writing Workshop Meeting

Miracles Café

We met in the evening to go over work that we had done in or out of class.  We spent time discussing how writers could comment on a piece.

Writing Workshop Meeting 
MCC-San Elijo Campus

Three of us met with Karen to share something we had been working on.

Writing Workshop Meeting 
BookWorks, Del Mar

Five of us met with Karen at the back table of BookWorks.  The atmosphere was enjoyable, as we were surrounded by rows and rows of books!  I asked for reaction to a piece I had written about my scuba diving experience.  I find that I have a particularly difficult time with figuring out how to focus and end a personal piece.  I got a number of useful suggestions for doing just that.

Simon and Garfunkel (11/15)
Concert at Cox Arena

As a child, I was very ill-equipped, for whatever reason, to keep the names of all the top 40 bands at the tip of my tongue.  “Who’s that playing?” she’d ask.  I’d never get it right unless it was Barry Manilow, Elton John, or Simon and Garfunkel.  Okay, laugh.  Although I listened to, even enjoyed, other artists, I had simply had very poor recall of their names.  Still do.  In the bedroom of my early adolescence, my stereo sat atop of the shelves to the left of my bed.  The soft green glow of the power switch and the scratchy needled play of my Simon and Garfunkel LPs lulled me to sleep night after night after night.

In any event, my sister, who lives in Brooklyn, somehow managed to find out that Simon and Garfunkel were playing a concert out here in San Diego and sent me two tickets for last night’s show.  I was in heaven.  I had never ever seen them in concert.

As Osvaldo, my date, and I entered the arena last night, it was already packed.  As we found our seats, the audience erupted in cheers and applause as our two aging stars took the stage.  To my dismay, an entire ensemble (two sets of percussion, two back up guitarists, and a pianist were there as well.  The crowd settled in as they began with “Old Friends,” which they performed, just the two of them, Paul, in blue jeans and a t-shirt, standing, playing his guitar, Art standing next to him, with his trademark black vest. Each showed the passing of time…thinning hair, lines of time, voices that couldn’t always bring themselves to exactly the right note on command or hold the length of …Paul’s arms still clearly powerful…Art standing with his arms folded, occasionally sitting on a stool…the moments when it was just the two of them…no accompaniment…those were the best.  

 “Kathy’s Song.”  Art explained.  “This is a song that Paul wrote well before fame had taken hold of us, in the days when we were still playing the street corners of London.  It was for our friend Kathy.”  ….I immediately recognized the piece, as I was to do about 20 times throughout the evening.  I hadn’t heard it in years even though it had been one of my favorites years ago…the tears wet my cheeks as each line of their lyrics allowed me to mourn my thoughts of love, especially those in my early, innocent days of youth.  The simplicity of the one guitar and the one voice I found especially moving.

From Kathy's Song (P. Simon, 1965)

”And so you see I have come to doubt

All that I once held as true

I stand alone without beliefs

The only truth I know is you.

And as I watch the drops of rain

Weave their weary paths and die

I know that I am like the rain

There but for the grace of you go I.”
After one particular harmonious piece, Osvaldo leaned over to me, commenting on how clearly influenced they were by the Everly Brothers.  At the end of the next piece, they acknowledged that very influence.  Not only that!  The Everly Brothers were there, came on stage, played a couple of songs…Wake Up, Little Suzy…then combined for one together with their students….what a treat!

For classics, especially The Sounds of Silence and Bridge Over Troubled Water, nary a sound came from the audience….we were all just soaking, witness to the brilliance of these two singer/songwriters, whose own….even if it wasn’t a perfect rendition of the recorded version…we took it, we breathed it, we caressed the tune with our silence and hugged them, S and G, with our applause.

They played two encores for us, despite the fact that they had almost cancelled the concert because both had recently had the flu. We heard The Boxer, The Leaves Turn to Brown, and finally, a piece that hadn’t been played in concert since 1967…Cecilia.

Twelfth Night 
Old Globe

The performance of Shakespeare’s “Twelfth Night” in the smallest of the Old Globe theaters provided an evening of enjoyable comedy.  The tale of mistaken identities, mistakes that even cause gender confusion, plays out thusly: a woman disguises herself as a page (male) and woos another woman for her master, whom she loves, but the wooed woman falls in love with her, and marries the page’s twin brother, not knowing that he is not actually the page.  I had seen this play once before at Palomar College and am glad to have done so.  In Michael Mufson’s version (Palomar), I was much less confused as to who was whom.  Fortunately, I had enough understanding of what the play was about to follow what was happening, though my children, seeing it for the first time, needed quite a bit of help identifying the various parts and players.

“Shattered Glass”
Film Viewing, La Jolla Landmark

Shattered Glass, tells the true story of Stephen Glass, played by Hayden Christensen, a star reporter for The New Republic whose destroys his career because of his pathological lying.  At one point, he writes a story about a teenage computer geek who hacks his way into a major software company, revealing its security flaws.  Another magazine’s staff decides to follow up on the story, quickly coming to the conclusion that Glass has either made up critical facts of the article or been duped by his sources.  As investigations by Glass’ own editor continues, it becomes apparent that Glass has not only fabricated this story in its entirety but has done so with many other top stories published in recent issues, stories which had been published as non-fiction.
Christensen, a boyish version of JFK Jr., plays the role of the journalist quite well, as he takes in those around him with his seemingly innocent charm and begins his descent in journalistic hell as he lies his way deeper and deeper in.  Peter Sarsgaard, playing Glass’ editor, is also quite good, as he pulls off his role in a very low key and understated manner.

Writing Workshop Meeting
BookWorks, Del Mar

Again, about 4 of us joined Karen to discuss whatever we had been working on.  Again, I shared a story whose ending was unclear to me.  

Sculptures in Silk: Costumes

From Japan’s Noh Theater 
Balboa Park
Three of us met with Karen to see the San Diego Museum of Art’s exhibit on an amazing collection of reproductions of robes and accessories used for Japanese Noh theater, a performing art whose origins date back to the 1600s.  The designs and creation of the robes have been painstakingly researched and meticulously reproduced down to the very detail of raising silk worms whose silk provides the material to be hand woven. Each of the patterns and designs of the robes signifies whether the actor (all men at the time) is a god or goddess, a man, a woman, young or old.  

The display is accompanied by a film explaining Noh theater as well as a collection of books which discuss the theater, the text of some of its plays, and the creation of the fabric and robes.

Enrichment Meeting

Ki’s in Cardiff

We meet to discuss our enrichment activities.

