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‘The time has come .
For my alfréét_ Ll
This rainy night.

1 cahn myself and listen

“To The ‘sound of shoes.




The Day We Left

Soon after its entry into World War II, the U.S. government issued orders to
Sorcibly remove over 110,000 American citizens and resident aliens from
their homes and communities. Those cvacuated were tnstructed fo meet at
civil control stations that had been quickly set wh throughout the West Coast.
From there they were taken to hastily constructed assembly centers where they
were temporarily detained-—often for months—until the more long-term
internment camps conld be built,

Ben Iipina was a nineteen-year-old student at UC Berkeley when war broke
out. “The Day We Left” is an essay written in 1942 at Tanforan dssembly
Center in San Bruno, the vacebrack home that would temporarily house evac-
uees from the San Francisco Bay Avea. Itjima wrote an extensive diary of is
tncarceration experience, which s now housed in the Japanese American
Evacuation and Rescttlement Records at the Bancroft Library. In most cases
evacnees had only a few weeks to discard all possessions, sell or lease biistness-
es, sceure thetr property or homes, pack, and register. They had no idea what
awaited them, how long they would be gone, or where they were headed.

¥

One of the things in all this evacuation process which I believe will remain
indelible to my personal memories is the day we left for Tanforan.

The evening before I left home, I had just come back from the WCCA
fWartime Civil Control Administration] offices in San Mateo after con-
ferring with the people there. I brought there a list of items concerning the
furniture, our personal belongings and all such matters, and had them
checked. We went to sleep on the floor, as we had all our mattresses packed
and made ready for the storage man who was to come the next day. The front
room: was littered with our baggage, a huge trunk, the beds which had been
talen apart, the rofled up carpet, and small cardboard boxes {illed with
things we had repacked over and over again. “Let’s leave these things here;
no let’s take them.” How very confusing, how utterly hesitant we were.
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We had been doing our daily shopping each day, someone going t-o town
on the bus to buy odds and ends. I remember spending a whole day in Palo
Alto picking up clothing in one store after another; and they weren’t luxury
wears either, in fact, they consisted of basic clothing, shirts for dad and
myself, jeans, sweaters, and jackets. I went to the Montgomeq.' Ward to buy
some trunks, good lord we had seven trunks of varied sizes, besides our sn‘mll
hand grips and luggage bags. I recall how insistent Mother was about getting
boots for when the rains come, the ground will be soggy with black m(.)iass.es.
Warm things—woolen underwear, heavy stockings. We need everything like
that she said. Both our radios had been checked in at the police department,
but sis wanted to get something to listen to so I went down to Poly to get a
radio with the required frequency, and also a small tool chest in a drug store.
Most of the wooden items, such as ironing boards and old attic furniture 1
broke with an iron pipe and burned them to a crisp. All the garc-len tools and

heavy equipment—such as an old oil drum used as an incinerator, our
garbage can, the mail hox, the garden hose—went to our nmghbolrs.

I remember I had to stand on the curb and pass it to our neighbors, for
technically we were not to leave our residence after [8:00] in tl}e evening,
“Someday when you folks come back we’ll return all these things,” th.ey
said. A few days before we left, we received a letter from one of the earlier
evacuees to Tanforan that it was advisable to come stocked with a plenitude
of canned goods. So I rode down to the grocery store and purchased some
$10.00 worth of fruit juices, canned soups, crackers, canned sardines,
canned tobacco for father. Mother assembled a whole baggage grip full of
medicine including iodine, bandages, aspirin, Murine, corn healers, Cuti-
cula, plaster, Ungentine. Besides this were facial and washing soap, tooth-
pastes and face towels. .

Thad an old bike in the back shed which I was going to sell, but I decided
instead to bring it through the government warchouses and have it sent
when we were relocated to the permanent centers. In order to create the
box a friend came over and together we cut a box, banged boards over i,
and had it ready before the leaving day.

Mother heard that the easiest luggage holder was a sailor’s pack, and so
going to Montgomery Ward’s, purchased a very strong material, 501newl-1at
like corduroy, and made five such sacks, one for each member of the family,
plus a miscellaneous bag, .

Before we left the house, we all spent a day cleaning it. With heavy soap
and water, I washed the kitchen, repainted the heater and sink, and cut t?le
front hedges. Mother and sis cleaned the parlor and diwing room, while

dad went mopping and washing windows. I spaded the front garden and
cutas much of the weeds in the back as I could.

We called the junk man over and had him appraise the furniture which
he rated at such ridiculous prices we refused the first time, but at the end
finally agreed. Despite our anticipation that our packing would be through
before 5:00 in the evening of the evacuation eve, we actually stayed up
until 12:00. We spread the blankets on the floor, put the alarm on for 4:00
in the morning and slept but three hours. As soon as the alarm rang we
rolled up the blankets into the jeans material cover, and bound them firmly
with the clothesline. Then, latching each grip I took them out to the front,
'checking to see that each was labeled with our family munber and iden-
tification. The neighbors drove Mother and sis to the New Ranch where
all the people from Redwood were to leave, while Dad and I waited for the
moving marn to come.

Not having a car or truck available, we wondered how we could arrange
to-have the baggage taken to our leaving point in San Mateo. There were
0 alternatives: The evening before a neighbor came and said that he was
oping to arrange for one of the moving vans to get all the material from a
ntral point in New Ranch, hence all the individual baggage would have
‘be brought there by small trucks; the second, was to phone for a van
difec_‘tly and have our baggage brought to San Mateo. We choose the latter
wse, if we brought our baggage to the central point they would have to
ft there overnight in a shed, and while a bolt would be put on the door,
ere was no absolute assurance that things would not disappear. So sis
ned up the van man, and the next day when I went, there were two men

g for the mover. He was away from the office for lunch so we waited,
1learned they were representatives of the group who desired to have
-be ggage taken from one central point, namely New Ranch. Finally, the

turned and he told us all that they were exceptionally busy tomor-
d pondering through his schedule replied laconically, “Just can’t do
nsisted that my s1s had called up the evening before and received
rance from him that a reservation had been made and accepted. On
thought, he asked my name, and then added, “Oh, yes.” He assured
would have the small truck at the house tomorrow morning at 7:00,
e had to be in San Matco by 9:00. He asked me how many baggages
d while actually there were some twenty-five I put the estimate very
tively and said fifteen. The two men who were secking one of the
15 to accommodate the majority of the baggages from this town
ally able to obtain a van for 7:00 as well.
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As dad and [ waited for the moving truck to appear, we slaw tlnl':: ;:)ars ;)Zzs
1 inute intervals, laden with trunks, baggage,
by—one after another in fifteen minu : e

il railer hed to the truck, and turning lz

nd families. One had a trailer attac ‘

Zround the curve by the bridge, headed slowly towar dsbl\levlvglanclll.out -

’ tly remember, but I found
When the truck came I don’t exac . pnd out soon

ked into our driveway. The tr
1 as he blew the horn and bac ; :
e;zllllg ;'mel type—looked diminutive beside our baggage“plled g;x ‘t-htc
zid‘cw}dk The driver jumped off and his first ejaculau?n was, Hoiy‘:I 1f1 :!s};
Whatta pile.” Somehow he managed to pile everything at the head o

. ] ey wil-
Military orders showed four separate and distinet groups ciwuf’cd lb)' tkj\;c:j
; estination.
; . Each group had a different des
ad tracks and Florin Read. Each g ' : -

;:m's were suddenly thrust into our hearts. Was it by design that fa;rmzio
and friends faced never secing one another again—an elaborate e wﬂﬁ‘am
keep us separate? Or was t¢ the first of what were to be many decisions e,
high authorities that were irrational, dlogical, or lacking of common sense:

Mary TsuraMOTO

Salinas, California, March 31, 1942. Photograph by Clem Albers.

loading space, contiguous to the cab and as the wheels sagged he
exclaimed, “I still have to go to New Ranch to pick up some more!” We got
on, the door slammed, the truck puttered and we started down the road.
When we turned into the road leading into New Ranch, the people, attired
in suits and neat apparel, were waiting for the Greyhound bus which had
been especially chartered to drive the people to San Mateo. As we passed
the crowd, we saw a huge van—one of those glant busses_lumberiug up
the road obviously packed as tightly as a can of sardines, "The driver waved
atus, and our driver returned the salutation, as he was owner of this moving
company and one of his “boys™ was driving the “big baby” today.

When the baggage from the shed had been loaded, our truck looked like
1 overloaded wagon, but the driver—~kn0wing his trade—managed to uii-
ize every bit of space without drastically upsetting the balance.

When we began to pick up speed along Woodside Road and began to
Wing into stride along El Camino, I thought how for the last time I was
king at my home town. Redwood wasn’t 4 big city; but I thought it was
1¢ 1 the sense that people were liberal and not rabble-rousers despite the
:verish clamor of the papers—the residents had not a feeling of hatred

ward me. The town was still mactive early in the morning, and it wasn’t

ng before we passed the town line and descended down the long bend
6aching San Carlos.

The driver was, I learned, a former Stanford gracuate, and he began to
L the big things they used to do at the big games, how they upset street
d really big bonfires, and we didn’t talk abit of evacuation or the war,
n'the green hedges and eucalyptus trees, sign Posts of San Mateo
1e El Camino appeared and then the truck suddenly wheeled into a
thoroughfare of the city, and in fifteen minutes I sawy the Masonic

our depot for Tanforan bustling with vans, Greyhounds, soldiers,
tators, and bewildered evacuees,

v VRIrIE N9g
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Presidio of San anciuo, Califarnia
May 17, 1942

Civilian Exclusion Order No. 82

1. Purguant to the provisions of Public Proclamations Nes. 1 and
2, thiz Headquarters, dated March 2, 1942, and March 16, 1942, re-
gpectively, it is hereby ordered that from and after 12 o’elock noon,
P.W.T, of Satarday, May 23, 1942, all persons of Japanese ancesiry,
both gplien and non-alien, bs excluded from that portien of Military
Area No., 1 deseribed as follows:
All the Counties of Del Norte, Humboldt, Trinity, Mendocine,
and Lale, State of Californis.

2. A respongible member of each femily, and each individual liv-
ing alone, in the above described: nrea’ will report between the hours
of 8:00 A, M. and 5:00:P. M., Tuesday, May 19, 1942, to the Civil
Conivol Station located at: ~ o o

Falice Hotel Building, -

181 Smith Street,

Coruer, Main snd Smith Streets,
Ukish, Californiz, -

ublished -instructions
rex‘afte:iﬁ&b ek

Fvacuation procedures, Ukiah, California. Wartime Civil
Control Administration, May 17, 1942,

iis arder who:fails to comply with any |

THE FOLLOWING INSTRUCTIONS MUST BE OBSERVED:

1. A reaponsible member of each family, preferably the head of @

the family, or the person in whoge name most of the property is held,
and each individual lving alone, will report to the Civil Control Sta-
tion to receive further instruetions, This must be doune between 8:00
A, M. and 5:00 P. M. on Tueadny, May 19, 1942, Should such indi-
vidpal veside over 30 miles from the Civil Control Statien and e
unable to provide transportation to such Civil Control Station, he will
telegraph or telephone on Monday, May 18, 1942, to the Manager of
the Civil Control Station for instruetions.

2. Evecnees must earry with thewm on departure for the Assembly
Center, the following property:
{n) ?ic.}ging and linens {ne mattress) for cach member of the
amily ;
(b} Toilet articles for each member of the family;
(e} Extra clothing for cach member of the family;
(d) BEssentinl personel effccts for each member of the family.

All items carried will be seeurely packaged, tied and plainly
marked with the nume of the owner and numbered in accordanee with
instructions obtained at the Civil Control Station, The size and num.
ber of pnckages is Nmited to that which ean he earried by the indi-
videal or family group.

8. No pets of any kind will be permitted.

4. No personel items and no household goods will be shipped to
the Assembly Center,

5. The United Stotes Government through its agencies will pro.’
vide for the storage, at the sole risk of the owner, of the more sub-
stantial household items, such as iceboxes, washing machines, pianos
and other heavy furniture. Cooking utensils and other small itemas
will be aceepted for storage if crated, packed snd plainly marked
with the name and address of the owner. Only one name and address
will be uged by & given family,

8. Fach family, and individual living alone, will Be furniched
transpuriation to the Assembly Center. Private means of transports.
tion will not be utilized, All instructions pertaining to the movement
will bp.obtained at the Civil Control Station. -

Go to.the Clvil Control Station betwesn the hours of 8:00 A, M. and
4§:00 P, M, Tuesday, May 19, 1042, {0 receive further instruotions,
. Jd. L. DeWirr
Lientenant General, U, 8. Army
Commanding
Moy 17, 1942
fee Civilinn Exelusion Order No, 82,
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Sh.ortly our Japanese neighbors vanished

- and my parents continued to whisper:

We are Chinese, we are Chinese.

- We wore black arm bands,

putup a sign
in bold letters.

I3

Whaya A.t?gef_éu:

a Angelou s an internationally acclaimed poet, historian, author,
uss, playwright, civil-rights activist, producer, and director. She is the
Lor of ten best-selling books, including the renowned autobiographical
witt of her youth, I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings. I the following
rpt from that book, Angelow describes the San Francisco’s Fillmore
ot as the Fapanese were being evacuated and many Southern Blacks,
by @ war economy, began MovIng in.

ly months of World War I1, San Francisco’s Fillmore district, or
m Addition, experienced a visible revolution. On the surface it
tobe totally peaceful and almost a refutation of the term “revolu-
Yakamoto Sea Food Market quietly became Sammy’s Shoe

“How to tell Japs
from the Chinese,”
December 22, 1941

LI;?E magta;t:.is rand Smoke Shop. Yashigira’s Hardware m etamorphosed juto
t c : ‘ .

:f ;ap?;cp‘se Army Beauté owned by Miss Clorinda Jackson. The Japanese shops

General Hideki Tojo.

products to Nisei customers were taken over by enterprising
ssmen, and in less than a year became permanent homes away
the newly arrived Southern Blacks. Where the odors of tem-
s and cha had dominated, the aroma of chitlings, greens, and
W prevailed.
population dwindled before my eyes. I was unable to tell the
the Chinese and as yet found no real difference in the
of such sounds as Ching and Chan or Moto and Kano.
nese disappeared, soundlessly and without protest, the
with their loud jukeboxes, their just-released antmosities,
scape from Southern bonds. The Japanese area became
drlem in a matter of months.
ware of all the factors that make up oppression might have
thy’or even support from the N egro newcomers for the cis-
specially in view of the fact that they (the Blacks) had
nie concentration camp living for centuries in slaverv’e
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plantations and later in sharecroppers’ cabins. But the sensations of com-
refati Ip Were missing,

Ino;gzlgizélilewcomEI' hadieen recruited on the desiccated farm l'anc'ls
of Georgia and Mississippi by war-plant labor scouts. T!le chance to live Iz
two- or three-story apartment buildings (which became mstf'cmt .slums), ail
to earn two- and even three-figured weekly checks, was blinding. For the
first time he could think of himselfas a Boss,a Spendel“. H.c was abl.e to pay
other people to work for him, 1.e. the dry cleaners, taxi dl‘lVCl:S,W:'.l;tl;:SSZS,
etc. The shipyards and ammunition plants brought to %)oommg life by t le
war let him know that he was needed and even a!)premated. A compl’ete ¥
alien yet very pleasant position for him to experience. Who could f::\p‘cct
this man to share his new and dizzying importance with concern for a race
that he had never known to exist?

Another reason for his indifference to the Japanese removal was more
subtle but was more profoundly felt. The japa-nese were not wlntcfollkf.‘
Their eyes, language, and customs belied the white skin and Rroved Fo their
dark successors that since they didn’t have to be feared, neither did they
have to be considered. All this was decided unconsciousl}f.

No member of my family and none of the family friends ever men-
tioned the absent Japanese. It was as if they had never owned or lived i
the houses we inhabited. On Post Street, where our house.wa.s, the hill
skidded slowly down to I'illmore, the market heart of our district. In the
two short blocks before it reached its destination, .the street housed two
day-and-night restaurants, two pool halls, four Chinese restaurault)s, tl;vo
gambling houses, plus diners, shoe-shine shops, beauty salo'ns, arber
shops, and at least four churches. To fully grasp the never-ending actm:y
in San Francisco’s Negro neighborhood during the war, one neec.l only
know that the two blocks described were side streets that were duplicated
many times over in the eight- to ten-square.-block area. - .

The air of collective displacement, the impermanence oflifein wartime
and the gauche personalities of the more recent arrivals tended to dlssllpat‘e
my own sense of not belonging. In San ancxscc‘), for .the ﬁrs-t time, I per-
ceived myself as part of something. Not that I 1c'1ent:ﬁcd w1t!? the new-
comers, nor with the rare Black descendants of native Sa.n Francmcans,. no;
with the whites or even the Asians, but rather with the times and the c1ty.'
understood the arrogance of the young sailors who marched the stree.ts in
marauding gangs, approaching every girl as if she were at best a pl‘OStitl;:C
and at worst an Axis agent bent on making the U.S.A. los.e the war, The
undertone of fear that San Francisco would be bo.mb‘ed which was abette;l

by weekly air raid warnings, and civil defense drills in school, heightene

my sense of belonging. Hadn’t I, always, but ever and ever, thought that Jife
was just one great risk for the living?

Then the city acted in wartime like an intelligent woman under siege.
She gave what she couldn’t with safety withhold, and secured those things
whicli lay in her reach. The city became for me the ideal of what I wanted to
be as a grownup. F riendly but never gushing, cool but not frigid or distant,
distinguished without the awful stiffness.

To San Franciscans “the City That Knows How” was the bay, the fog,

Sir Francis Drake Hotel, Top o’ the Mark, Chinatown, the Sunset District

and so on and so forth and so white. To me,a thirteen-year-old Black girl,
stalled by the South and Southern Black life style, the city was a state of
beauty and a state of freedom. The fog wasn’t simply the steamy vapors off
the bay caught and penned in by hills, but a soft breath of anonymity and
shrouded and cushioned the bashfitl -

aveler. I became dauntless and free
of fears, intoxicated by the physical fact of San Francisco. Safe in my pro-

tecting arvogance, I was certain that no one loved her as impartially as I, I
walked around the Mark Hopkins and gazed at the Top o’ the Mark, but
(maybe sour grapes) was more impressed by the view of Oakland from the
hill than by the tiered building or its fur-draped visitors. For weeks, after
the city and I came to terms about my belonging, I haunted the points of
mterest ancl found them empty and un-San Francisco. The naval officers
with their well-dressed wives and clean white babies inhabited another
time-space dimension than I, The well-kept ofd women in chauffeured cars
and blond girls in buckskin shoes and cashmere $
San Franciscans, but they were at most
the city.

weaters might have been
gt on the frame of my portrait of

Pride and Prejudice stalked in tandem the beautiful hills. Native San
Franciscans, possessive of the city, had to cope with an influx, not of awed
respectful tourists but of raucous unsophisticated provincials. They were
also forced to live with skin-deep guilt brought on by the treatment of their
former Nisei schoolmates.

Southern white illiterates brought their biases intact to the West from
the hills of Arkansas and the swamps of Georgia. The Black ex-farmers had
not left their distrust and fear of whites which history had taught them in
distressful lessons. These two groups were obliged to work side by side in

the war plants, and their animosities festered and opened like boils on the
face of the city.

»

San Franciscans would have sworn on the Golden Gate Bridge that

racism was missing from the heart of their air-conditioned city. But they
would have been sadly mistaken.

JJ
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A story went the rounds about a San Franciscan white ma't;'on wl:lo
refused to sit beside a Negro civilian on the streetcar, even after }ebma_dc
room for her on the seat. Her explanation was that she would not sllt esl 1 ::1
a draft dodger who was a Negro as well. She added tl'lat theI}GaSt-le:?Il-lhﬁ
do was fight for his country the way her son was fighting or:i woiu:llu;w e
story said that the man pulled his body away frc.am Fhe :vm ow o showan
armless sleeve. He said quictly and with great dignity, “Then ask your
to look around for my arm which Ileft over there.”

‘Photo Essay:

An Uncertain Future

Quernight, the evacuation reduced individual and family names to wumbers
tags. Instructions by the drmy explicitly ordered the Japanese to assemble
voluntarily for mass evacuation on a given date and time, with no more than
what could be carried by hand. In the few days that the evacuces had to pre-
are for evacuation, bargain hunters descended onto the cvicted, taking what
they could for @ pittance. In some tustances, trustworthy neighbors stored
1d cared for the belongings, homes, and Droperties of the evicted Fapanese,
£ the pilfering and vandalism often began before the evacuces had left their

homes. With it, nearly a lifetime of perseverance and struggle disappeared
roeight,

a's evacuation tag #13664.
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FBI agent searching personal belongings of a Japanese
American family. December 1941, Photographer unknown.

They shit all the couches to see if anything was hidden.
Marron KangmoTo

When tnternment came down, as I recall, tt was a very terrifying experi-
ence, especially for a lot of Chicano-American people. dnd this I could
speak on_for my own family and the impact it had on them.

For example, one night after Pearl Harbor, as our family was asleep, in
the middle of the night we heard a loud banging on the door and I remem-
ber my father getting up to answer it. Before he had a chance to approach
the door, the door was broken down. It was the FBI or INS or what have
you.... Then they proceeded fo go down the street doing the same thing to all
the houses.

What happened was. .. that they were after the Japanese. They took the
neighbors that we did have, in the middle of the night.

GILBERT SANCHEZ

Issei and Nisei turning in radios, carneras and other articles
considered “contraband” to the local police station. Little
Tokyo, Los Angeles, California, 1942. Photographer unknowi.

Someonc was pulling a hoax. The news over the radio had the
unreal quality of Orson Welles’ Martian broadcast, of something
out of the pulps.

On the subway going home, the gateman mistook me for a
Chinese. “Now we are going to give them hell,” he said. “ hape we
do of quick,” I replied. He opened the door and closed it again at a
station. The train roared on ifs way. He leaned toward me. “The
Mayor has ordered them adl to stay howme,” he said, looking at me

Jrom the corner of his eye. “Yeah,” I said.

1 felt self-conscious; every eye was upon me, and I was glad to
reach my apartment. A detective and two FBI men stopped me in
the lobby but okayed me after looking at my Class 1B draft regis-
tration card. They went wpstairs and apparently arrested someone
Jrom their list.

Toory Kanazawa
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Oakland, California, March 13, 1942. Photograph by Dorothea Lange.

i
Ll

1 thank the thing that we felt the most was that the people who stopped in at
our store thought maybe we should close it wh. For our safety. But my hus-
band said, “No there’s no need to do that. We're American citizens.” But as
things came out in the newspaper and on the radio as days went by, it really
Zot worse. So then [ felt tos, that we had to stay inside, and then we had a
curfew. We had to have our lights out at eight.... When April came along,
we knew that we had fo go. So my husband started selling things in the
store,

Oakland, California, February 27, 1942. Photograph by Dorothea Lange.

Herd ‘em wp, pack ‘em off and give ‘em the inside room. in the bad-
lands. Let ‘em be pinched, hurt, hungry, and dead up against it [
Let us have no patience with the cnemy or with anyone whose veins
carry his blood [...]. Personally, I hate the Fapanese.

Henry MCLEMORE, THE San Francisco Examiner

Em1 SoMEKRAWA




Bainbridge Island evacuees escorted to trains taking them to Manzanar.
Seattle, Washington, March 26, 1942. Photographer unknown.

-

Right away, all of these junt: dealers came into town, and oh, it was
terrible. These poor women whose husbands were rounded wp by the
FBL; they were all fairly young and they had small children and no
one to help them, and they had to somehow mahe ready fo leave
[Terminal] island in forty-eight howrs. And here come these Junk deal-
ers, these opportunists. This was in Decem ber, so a lot of the familics
had already bought their Christmas presents, lihe new phonographs or
radios, refrigerators—and they had no men avound the house. These
guys would come in and offer ten or fifteen dollars and because they
had to leave, they’d sell. |

FrED Fusikawa

This farim owner has just completed arrangements for ieasi.ng. his
acreage, buildings, and equipment for the duration of evacuation.
San Jose, California, March 27, 1942, Photograph by Dorothea Lange.

You hurt. You give up everything that you worked for that far, cmd.] think
everybody was at the point of just having gotten out of the Depression and
was just getting on his feet. And then all that happens! You have to throw
everything away. You feel you were betrayed.

Yur1 TATEISHI




Woodland, California, May 20, 1942. Photograph by Dorothea Lange.

This morning, the winding train,
Like a big black snatke,

Takes us away as far as Wyoming,

The current of buddhist thought
always runs eastward,

This policy may support the
tenactty of the teaching.

Wi knows?

NYOGEN SENZAKL, ZEN MASTER

A seventy-acre fiuit ranch, formerly operated by M. Miyamoto. This ranch,
now not being worked, once yielded plums, peaches and pears. Pemiyn,
California, November 10, 1942. Photograph by Francis Stewart,

Rhododendron blooms

about fo leave this house

where my child was born
YOTENCHT Agant




Rounded up

In the sweltering yard.
Unable to endure any longer
Standing in line

Some collapse.

Shizue Dvatsuki
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wwacuating the West Coast as quickly as possible meant moving the Japanese
nto lemporary assembly centers until preparations weve complete at the more
ermanent internment camps. Of the sixtcen assembly centers that were
stablished for the Japanese American internment, thirteen of them were in
lalifornia. Most people stayed threc to four months before they were ordered
0 pack again, this time destined for remote camps scattered in interior
rés of the United States, where they faced either harsh desert or swamp-
wl climates at one of ten internment camps: Topaz, Utah; Poston, Avrizona;
la River, Arizona; Amache, Colorado; Heart Mountain, Wyoming;
ome, Arkansas; Manzanar, California; Minidoka, Idaho; Rohwer,
rhansas; and Tile Lake, California. The train Journey from the assembly
enters fo the internnent camps usnally lasted several stifling days, as the
cuated Japanese were insiructed to keep the shades drawn to hide the evac-
tion from prying eyes.

tho Uchida, her older sister, and Issei mother were interned at the
nforan Assembly Center, where they were forced to live in a horse stall
efore they were moved to cramped barracks at Topaz, Utah. Uchida’s Sfather,
whohad been arrested by the FBI, joined them after his release from the
Justice Department camp in Missoula, Montana. Her mother often wrote
both before the war and during the internment period, three of which
whuded at the end this selection. In her lifetime, Uchida published more
wenty-five books, both fiction and nonfiction. Desert Exile is a vivid
it of her incarceration written and published after the war.

ORAN: A HoRsE STALL FoRr Four

¢ bus pulled up to the grandstand, I could see hundreds of Japanese
ricans jammed along the fence that lined the track. These people had
lafew days earlier and were now watching for the arrival of friends or

i




had come to while away the empty hours that had suddenly been thrust
uples t:f:: as we got off the bus, we were directed t-o an area beneath the
grandstand where we registered and filled outa series of forms. Our bagci
gage was inspected for contraband, a cursory medical checi‘i was n"l‘adfl:{, 211:16

our living quarters assigned. We were to be hou‘sed in E";al :f ac ) \
Apartment 40. Fortunately, some friends who had arrived earlier found us

{ VAIHDO OMIHSOX

and offered to help us locate our quarters.

It had rained the day before and the hundreds of peoplft who had tram-
pled on the track had turned it into a miserable mass of slippery mu'd. We
made our way on it carefully, helping my mother who was dressed just as
she would have been to go to church. She wore a hat, gloves, her good cc?at,
and her Sunday shoes, because she would not have thought of venturing

outside our house dressed in any other way.

Ny I52(T WO

Those stables just reehed. There was nothing Jou ccinluf do. The mr‘wn‘n l; a);
Iye they threw on it to clear the odor and st—uﬁ? it didn’t help. Iaf stz:l'l 1;8 ¢
of urine and horse manwre. It was so degrading, for people to live m Lose
conditions. It’s almost as if you're not talking about the way Americans
treated dmericans.

ErnesT Uno

Horse stalls at Tanforan racetrack in San Bruno converted to living quarters. San .

Bruno, California, 1942, Photographer unknown.

Everywhere there were black tar-papered barracks that had been hastily
erected to house the 8,000 Japanese Americans of the area who had been
uprooted from their homes. Barrack 16, however, was not among them,

and we couldn’ find it until we had traveled half the length of the track and
gone beyond it to the northern rim of the race track compound.

Finally one of our friends called out, “There it is, beyond that row of
ucalyptus trees.” Barrack 16 was not a barrack at all, but a long stable
aised a few feet off the ground with a broad ramp the horses had used to
¢ach their stalls. Each stall was now numbered and ours was number 40,
hat the stalls should have been called “apartments” was a euphemism so
dicrous it was comical.

When we reached stall number 40, we pushed open the narrow door
nd looked uneasily into the vacant darkness. The stall was about ten by
venty feet and empty except for three folded Army cots lying on the floor.
ust, dirt, and wood shavings covered the linoleum that had been laid over
nure-covered boards, the smell of horses hung in the air, and the whit-
d corpses of many insects still clung to the hastily white-washed walls,
High on cither side of the entrance were two small windows which were
‘only source of daylight. The stall was divided into two sections by
Dutch doors worn down by teeth marks, and each stall in the stable was
arated from the adjoining one only by rough partitions that stopped a
tshort of the sloping roof. That space, while perhaps a good source of
tilation for the horses, deprived us of all but visual privacy, and we
dn’t even be sure of that because of the crevices and knotholes in the
ing walls,
cause our friends had already spent a day as residents of Tanforan,
had become adept at scrounging for necessities. One found a broom
wept the floor for us. Two of the boys went to the barracks where mat-
1esses were being issued, stuffed the ticking with straw themselves, and
ack with three for our cots,

thing in the camp was ready. Everything was only half-finished.
red how much the nation’s security wonld have been threatened had
Ty permitted us to remain in our homes a few more days until the
were adequately prepared for occupancy by families.

ie time we had cleaned out the stall and set up the cots, it was time
pper. Somehow, in all the confusion, we had not had lunch, so T was
et to the main mess hall which was located beneath the grandstand.
sun was going down as we started along the muddy track,and a cold
wind swept in from the bay. When we arrived, there were six long
ines of people waiting to get into the mess hall. We took our place

/7
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at the end of one of them, each of us clutching a plate and silverware bor-
rowed from friends who had already received their baggage.

Shivering in the cold, we pressed close together trying to shield Mama
from the wind. As we stood in what seemed a breadline for the destitute, I
felt degraded, humiliated, and overwhelmed with 2 longing for home. And
I saw the unutterable sadness on my mother’s face.

This was only the first of many lines we were to endure, and we soon
discovered that waiting in line was as inevitable a part of Tanforan as the
north wind that swept in from the bay stirring up all the dust and litter of
the camp.

Once we got inside the gloomy cavernous mess hall, I saw hundreds of
people eating at wooden picnic tables, while those who bad already eaten
were shuffling aimlessly over the wet cement floor. When I reached the
serving table and held out my plate, a cook reached into a dishpan full of
canned sausages and dropped two onto my plate with his fingers. Another
man gave me a boiled potato and a piece of butterless bread.

With 5,000 people to be fed, there were few unoccupied tables, so we
separated from our friends and shared a table with an elderly man and a
young family with two crying babies. No one at the table spoke to us, and
even Mama could seem to find no friendly word to offer as she normally
would have done. We tried to eat, but the food wouldn’t go down.

“Let’s get out of here,” my sister suggested.

We decided it would be better to go back to our barrack than to linger in
the depressing confusion of the mess hall. It had grown dark by now and
since Tanforan had no lights for nighttime occupancy, we had to pick our
way carefully down the slippery track.

Once back in our stall, we found it no less depressing, for there was only
a single electric light bulb dangling from the ceiling, and a one-inch crevice
at the top of the north wall admitted a steady draft of the cold night air. We
sat huddled on our cots, bundled in our coats, too cold and miserable even

to talk. My sister and I worried about Mama, for she wasn’t strong and had
recently been troubled with neuralgia which could easily be aggravated by
the cold. She in turn was worrying about us, and of course we all worried
and wondered about Papa. Suddenly we heard the sound of a truck stop-
ping outside.

“ey, Uchida! Apartment 40!” a boy shouted.

I rushed to the door and found the baggage boys trying to heave our

enormous “camp bundle” over the railing that fronted our stall.

What ya got in here anyway?” they shouted good-naturedly as they
truggled with the unwieldy bundle. “I’s the biggest thing we got on our
ck!”

grinned, embarrassed, but I could hardly wait to get out our beleng-
gs. My sister and I furnbled to undo all the knots we had tied into the rope
und our bundle that morning and eagerly pulled out the familiar objects
m home.

e unpacked our blankets, pillows, sheets, tea kettle, and most welcome
all, our electric hot plate. I ran to the nearest washroom to £l the kettle
with water, while Mama and Kay made up the army cots with our bedding.
Once we hooked up the hot plate and put the kettle on to boil, we felt bet-
-We sat close to its warmth, holding our hands toward it as though it
re our fireplace at home.

efore long some friends came by to see us, bringing with them the only
hey had~ a box of dried prunes. Even the day before, we wouldn’t
ye given the prunes a second glance, but now they were as welcome as
boxes of Maskey’s chocolates my father nsed to bring home from San
incisco.

Mama managed to make some tea for our friends, and we sat around our
teaming kettle, munching gratefully on our prunes. We spent most of the
ning talking about food and the lack ofit, a concern that grew obsessive
r.the next few weeks when we were constantly hungry.

r stable consisted of twenty-five stalls facing north which were back to
k with an equal number facing south, so we were surrounded on three
es. Living in our stable were an assortment of people—mostly small famnily
ts—that included an artist, my father’s barber and his wife, a dentist and
1s wife, an elderly retired couple, a group of Kibei bachelors, an insurance
alesman and his wife, and a widow with two daughters. To say that we all
ame intimately acquainted would be an understatement. It was, in fact,
miunal living, with semi-private cubicles provided only for sleeping,
Our neighbors on one side spent much of their time playing cards, and
all hours of the day we could hear the sound of cards being shuffled and
ney changing hands. Our other neighbors had a teenage son who spent
st of the day with his friends, coming home to his stall at night only alter
parents were asleep. Family life began to show signs of strain almaost
mmediately, not only in the next stall but throughout the entire camp.
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One Sunday our neighbor’s son fell asleep in the rear of his stall with the
door bolted from inside. When his parents came home from church, no
amount of shouting or banging on the door coulfi awaken .the boy. o

“Our stupid son has locked us out,” they exp]a.zflcd, coming to us for 1‘6 1P

I climbed up on my cot and considered pouring v.vatcr on him over t dle
partition, for Lknew he slept just on the other side otj it. ‘Instead I dat:cgle a
broom over the partition and poked and prodded with1t, ShOI..ltillg, Wa}{e
up! Wake up!” until the boy finally bestirred himself and let his parents in.
We became good friends with our neighbors after that.

About one hundred feet from our stable were two latrines and two wash-

rooms for our section of camp, one each for men and women. The latrines

were crude wooden structures containing eight to%lejts, se.parated by p‘artl-
tions, but having no doors. The washrooms were dm-ded 1r{t0 two sectlonsc.l
In the front section was a long tin trough spaced with spigots ofhot an
cold water where we washed our faces and brushed our t‘ceth. To the' rear
were eight showers, also separated by partitions, bl.lt Jacking doors (1:1 cur:
tains. The showers were difficult to adjust and we either got scalded Y tor
rents of hot water or shocked by an icy blast of cold. Most of th.e ISS‘Gl were
unaccustomed to showers, having known the luxury of soaking in c?cep
pine-scented tubs during their years in Japan, and found the showers virtu-
1 ible to use. -
auYCl)rrlI'] z::;li}aying neighbor scoured the camp for a container that m%ght
serve as a tub, and eventually found a large wooderf hal'rel: She rolled it to
the showers, filled it with warm water, and then climbed in for a pleasant
and leisurely soak. The greatest compliment she could offer anyone was
er private tub. .
Ehe;;zzilk OI;pl‘iVElCY in the latrines and showers was an embarrassing

hardship especially for the older women, and many would take newspapers

to hold over their faces or squares of cloth to tack up for their own pnv?te
curtain. The Army, obviously ill-equipped to build living quarters lor
women and children, had made no attempt to introduce even the most

common of life’s civilities into these camps for us.

During the first few weeks of camp life everything was err'atic a'nd in
short supply. Hot water appeared only sporadicaily, and the minute 1t was
available, everyone ran for the showers or the laundry. We had to be clever

and quick just to keep clean, and my sister and I often walked a mile to th
other end of camp where hot water was in better supply, in order to boos
our morale with a hot shower. -

Even toilet paper was at a premium, for new rolls would disappear 2

soon as they were placed in the latrines. The shock of the evacuatio

compounded by the short supply of every necessity brouglit out the baser
instincts of the internees, and there was little inclination for anyone to feel
responsible for anyone else. In the early days, at least, it was everyone for
himself or herself.

One morning I saw some women emptying bed pans into the troughs
- where we washed our faces. The sight was enough to turn my stomach, and
- my mother quickly made several large signs in Japanese cautioning people
against such unsanitary practices. We posted them in conspicuous spots in
he washroom and hoped for the best.

Across from the latrines was a double barrack, one containing laundry
tubs and the other equipped with clotheslines and ironing boards. Because
there were so many families with young children, the laundry tubs were in
constant use. The hot water was often gone by 9:00 .M. and many women
got up at 3:00 and 4:00 in the morning to do their wash, all of which,
ncluding sheets, had to be done entirely by hand.

We found it difficult to get to the laundry before 9:00 a.M., and by then
every tub was taken and there were long lines of people with bags of dirty
laundry waiting behind each one. When we finally got to a tub, there was
rio more hot water. Then we would leave my mother to hold the tub while
my sister and I rushed to the washroom where there was a better supply
d carried back bucketfuls of hot water as everyone else learned to do. By
e time we had finaily hung our laundry on lines outside our stall, we were
o exhausted to do much else for the rest of the day.

‘For four days after our arrival we continued to go to the main mess hall
for all our meals. My sister and I usually missed breakfast because we were
signed to the early shift and we simply couldn’t get there by 7:00 a.m.
inner was at 4:45 p.M., which was a terrible hour, but not 2 major prob-
m, as we were always hungry, Meals were uniformly bad and skimpy, with
' abundance of starches such as beans and bread. I wrote to my non-
panese friends in Berkeley shamelessly asking them to send us food, and
iay obliged with large cartons of cookies, nuts, dried fruit, and jams.

-We looked forward with much anticipation to the opening of a half
yzen smaller mess halls located throughout the camp. But when ours
lly opened, we discovered that the preparation of smaller quantities
id absolutely no effect on the quality of the food. We went eagerly to our
w mess hall only to be confronted at our first meal with chili con carne,

n, and butterless bread. To assuage our disappointment, a friend and 1

ent to the main mess hall which was still in operation, to see if it had any-

ing better. Much to our amazement and delight, we found small lettuce

ds, the first fresh vegetables we had seen in many days. We ate raven-
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ously and exercised enormous self-control not to go back for second and |
third helpings.

The food improved gradually, and by the time we left Tanforan five
months later, we had fried chicken and ice cream for Sunday dinner. By
July tubs of soapy water were instatled at the mess hall exits so we could
wash our plates and utensils on the way out. Being slow eaters, however, we
usually found the dishwater tepid and dirty by the time we reached the
tubs, and we often rewashed our dishes in the washroom.

Most internees got into the habit of rushing for everything. They ran to
the mess halls to be first in line, they dashed inside for the best tables and
then rushed through their meals to get to the washtubs before the suds ran
out. The three of us, however, seemed to be at the end of every line that
formed and somehow never managed to be first for anything,.

One of the first things we all did at Tanforan was to make our lving quar-
ters as comfortable as possible. A pile of scrap lumber in one corner of
camp melted away like snow on a hot day as residents salvaged whatever
they could to make shelves and crude pieces of furniture to supplement the
army cots. They also made ingenious containers for carrying their dishes to
the mess halls, with handles and lids that grew more and more elaborate in

a sort of unspoken competition.
Because of my father’s absence, our friends helped us in camp, just as

they had in Berkeley, and we relied on them to put up shelves and build a
crude table and two benches for us. We put our new camp furniture in the
front half of our stall, which was our “living room,” and put our three cots

in the dark windowless rear section, which we promptly dubbed “the du

geon.” We ordered some print fabric by mail and sewed curtains by hand to

hang at our windows and to cover our shelves. Each new addition to o
stall made it seem a little more like home.

One afternoon about a week after we had arrived at Tanforan, a messe:
ger from the administration building appeared with a telegram for us.
was from my father telling us he had been released on parole from Monta
and would be able to join us soon in camp. Papa was coming home. Tl
wonderful news had come like an unexpected gift, but even as we hugg
cach other in joy, we didn’t quite dare believe it until we actually saw him

The fact that my father had retired from Mitsui two years before the »
at the mandatory retivement age of fifty-five (many Japanese firms requir
carly retirement to make room for their younger employees), his record
public and community service, and the affidavits from his friends we
probably factors that secured his early release. As a parolee, he would ha

to account for every move he made until the end of the war and would ng

be tlb]e to led‘r‘e gOVCIIIDIEHE Custody WIthOut i S[)OIISOI Lo V()uch fOl ]1111!.
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We had no id
messonpet eea \;hen h; would actually return, but the next day anoth
area to tell us that my & N
s Y father had ri
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My sister and I couldu’t wait for Mama

“«p £t}
apal” we ser : 1 i
I creamed, and rushed into his arms.

I‘{ h( X ]
134}
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l\./Iy father, a lively conversationalist as always
. 1S ﬁx‘re-month internment, and as our frief);d’
urned in our stall long after the adjoining stalls
tom their own stalls our neighbors were listen

was brimming with storfes
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¢ 1 exit. The
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nd every precaution was taken
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against their escape. They had been stripped of all their possessions,
including handkerchiefs, and most of them traveled in the clothing they
were wearing when so abruptly taken into custody. Some of the men had
been apprehended on golf courses, others as they worked in their fields or
as they came off their fishing boats. One man who had just undergone sur-
gery for cancer of the stomach four days earlier had been taken directly
from his hospital bed. During the course of the journey another man suf-
fered a breakdown and his friends had to force a pencil between his teeth to
keep him from biting his tongue.

Once they arrived in Missoula, the men were housed thirty to a barrack,
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with cots lining both sides of the room, army fashion. Here all the men,
whatever their station in life, were treated alike as prisoners of war. Each
n cleaning the barracks and latrines and work-
cook, or dishwasher. My father, who had often

was required to take his tur
ing in the kitchen as waiter,

helped my mother with some of her household chores, stipped easily into
rey presented, but other

nds, found it difficult to

these new roles, rather enjoying the challenge £k
men, who were more traditional Japanese husba
perform what seemed to them demeaning tasks.

The men were encouraged to become self-governing, and shortly after
their arrival, elected a mayor and vatious committee chairmen. It was typl-
cal of my father that he should be clected chairman of the welfare commt
tee since he had had so much experience caring for the sick, the aged, and
those in need. He made arrangements for meetings and speakers,and o ¢
ol his frst acts was to establish a church. He also organized and p ersonall

pa—

attended classes in English composition, grammar, American histery,
and even ballroom dancing, all of which were held daily and taught
internees versed in these subjects. In one of his letters he wrote, “You
be surprised to find me a good dancer when I come home!”

It was also his task to arrange funeral services for the men who die
Montana, The first was a seventy-four-year-old man who died of pneu
nia. The second was the man who had been removed from the hospital fo

Jowing surgery. Because the remains of those who died were shipped ho!

directly from the morgue, the interned men were permitted only to hol

memorial services for them. Although many of the internees were stran
to each other, the deaths drew them all closer.

Out of the meager funds they were permitted to keep, they contrib
generously to purchase flowers and candles for the services, sending
surplus to the families of the men who had died. Just as he often did at
church at home, my father sang a hymn at each of the services as his’

special tribute.
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o ¥ tu‘t‘les for everything, saying they had warmed his heart as
person. “The other men envy me,” he wrote, “and want me t
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forever as long as I have such a nice family!™
ach morni
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anniversary which almost slipped my mind as I was busy arranging seven-
teen speakers for tomorrow’s services. Everybody well and happy. Regards
to church friends. Love to all.”

It sounded like Papa. We were glad to know he was keeping busy and

well. Qur wire, it seemed, had done more than remind him of his anniver-
sary. It had also spread the news among his friends, and that night the men
of his barrack gathered around their pot-bellied stove and had a fine party
in his honor. They made Japanese broth by boiling waterin an old kerosene
canand then adding seasoning and squares of toasted rice cakes which had
been sent to one of the men. Papa’s friends from other barracks came to
join in the celebration, and the ensuing festivities with much singing and
speech-making touched and cheered my father immensely. He wrote us
about the happy evening, and the fifty or more men who were at the party
sent their greetings to my mother on the back of an old Christmas card.
That card and news of the celebration in Montana gave my mother as much
pleasure, I think, as the flowers from my sister and me.

All during the war years my father never forgot his friends who were not
as fortunate as he and had to remain in the prisoner of war camps. They
were eventually scattered to distant camps in New Mexico, Louisiana,
North Dakota, and Ellis Island, and some men were moved so often that
letters to them would return covered with forwarding addresses that had
failed to locate them. The thought of their lonely lives in internment always
saddened us.

Plate in hand,

I stand in line,
Losing my resolve
To hide my tears.

¥

I see my mother
In the aged woman who comes,

And I yield to her
My place in line.

¥

Four months have passed,
And at last I learn
To call this horse stall
My family’s home.
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