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It is a privilege to read the innermost thoughts of an-
other human being, decades after her death on Octo-

ber 12, 1997.

Tomoe Otsu Tomine’s diary (“Toh-moh-eh Oh-tsu 
Toh-me-neh”) begins written in Japanese on January 
1, 1942, then switches to English in February.  That’s 
the month all the Japanese in Alameda, CA (an island 
where Tomoe was born, in the San Francisco Bay) were 
forced to leave their homes behind, to live in temporary 
facilities. Months later, 110,000+ Japanese and Japanese 
Americans would be sent to incarceration camps across 
America.*

This document shows you the English language pages, 
plus the February, April and part of the May pages 

translated from the Japanese. It also includes photographs, news articles, etc, that were 
not part of the original diary.

By the diary’s late February entries, Tomoe and her mother, Yoshino (“Yoh-she-noh”), 
had moved some 24 miles southeast of Alameda to the Centerville vicinity (what is now 
Fremont), of the Washington Township. All Japanese Alamedans were ordered off the 
island by February 24, by Lt. General John DeWitt. The temporary assembly centers 
where they would soon live before going to the incarceration camps were not yet ready. 
Where to go? They moved in with Sugino Ushijima (“Soo-ghee-noh Ew-she-g-mah”) 
at the farm that the Ushijimas leased and worked, in the Township.

Before the war, the Otsus and Ushijimas were friends in Alameda, but sometime around 
1920 or 1921, the Ushijimas moved to the Township. Tomoe’s diary’s late February to 
May 9 entrees are written from there.

On April 16, Tomoe’s diary switches back to Japanese. By September,  her writing be-
comes sporadic, then non existent in October. There are a few more English entries in 
November and then it ends.

Tomoe Tomine was a thoughtful person, a talented singer and an eloquent writer. She 
was extremely devoted to her husband, Susumu (“Soo-soo-moo”) as he was to her. At 
the time of this diary, he was recovering from tuberculosis in Redwood City, which is 
across the San Francisco Bay from Alameda and the Washington Township.

The Alameda Japanese American History Project is proud to present this material for 
you to read today.

*To learn more about this event and Executive Order 9066, click here.

Born on December 14, 1917, 
Tomoe was 25 when she 

wrote this diary.

https://encyclopedia.densho.org/Executive%20Order%209066


Washington Township

Centerville-Irvington Rd, also known as

 Main Street, is now Fremont Blvd

Tomoe and her mother, Yoshino, move in with the Ushijimas in February 1942

Location of Sugino Ushijima’s farm at Route 1, RFD 
371 near the Bell Ranch Bridge in 1942. The bridge 
spanned the Alameda Creek at Decoto Rd. Rural 
Free Delivery Routes were how farmers received 
their mail, versus having to drive into town to get 
it at the post office.

The Ushijimas grew tomatoes and peppers on
two acres, leased from Manuel Joseph of San 
Francisco. Niles was her post office, but she lives 
closer to Centerville.

Before 1956, this entire area was known as the 
Washington Township, and encompassed eight 
small towns, including Centerville, Decoto, Irving-
ton and Niles.

In 1956, Centerville and other small towns nearby 
were incorporated into Fremont. Decoto became 
part of Union City.

Alameda is some 24 miles to the northwest, and 
from there, San Francisco is just across the Bay 
Bridge.

“I was born and reared in a town called Center-
ville, which was one of the districts of what is 
today known as the city of Fremont,” said Tsuyako 
‘Sox’ Kitashima. “Centerville was one of about 
eight small towns which comprised an area known 
as Washington township. If you blinked twice while 
driving through Centerville, you missed the whole 
town. But I suppose that was true of most of the 
towns in our area.”

Sox’s parents were friends with Sugino Ushijima.

Of the 550 total Japanese, nearly 100% of the 
150 adult Niseis in the Township were members 
of the JACL by 1942, an extraordinarily high per-
centage compared to most Japanese communi-
ties. The Japanese represented four percent of 
the entire Township’s population at that time.

Founded in 1934, the Washington Township 
(Centerville) JACL was at 3955 Walton Avenue 
near Centerville-Irvington Rd. It was a dirt road. 

Bell Ranch Bridge and the Alameda Creek. Tomoe 
mentions this creek in the diary.



Editor’s note:
Another version of this diary is 
also available, where you can read 
from the scans made of the actual 
English diary pages, versus Part 1 
of this transcribed version. 

Like any diary, Tomoe sometimes 
uses a sort of shorthand, or abbre-
viations of words or names that 
may seem like misspellings.

At the end of some dates are 
notes added by the editor.

Faded text in parenthesis are by 
Patsy Obayashi, explaining that as 
she was transcribing, she could 
not read the handwriting.

As you begin this diary, Tomoe is 
living in Alameda, CA. Know that 
in her world (and now yours), Pearl 
Harbor was bombed just a few 
months ago...

FEBRUARY 1
Too bad, it rained all day to-
day. I was disappointed as I 
could not take a picture that 
I had been looking forward 
to. I let Susumu-san read “To-
mo’s Charm.” He was happy 
to know that others praised 
me. When I put the ring on 
Susumu-san’s finger, I swore in 
my heart, “I am yours forever.”

The two joyful hours that I 
had waited for two weeks has 

passed quickly. We left the 
mountain reluctantly. Susumu-
san has become healthy enough 
to study since the 30th, which 
means another step closer to 
the discharge day from the hos-
pital. So happy.

FEBRUARY 2
A light rain is sadly fall-
ing. Stayed home all day and 
cleaned up the drawers. I 
packed boxes with many dolls 
and mementos given to me by 
various people on various occa-
sions. I found the doll given by 
Fumiyo-san on my birthday 3 
years ago. I turned it back and 
found the note saying “To my 
Tomo, from Fumiyo.” 

It brings me renewed fondness 
and nostalgia. For nearly six 
years since I parted from Fumi-
yo, we corresponded across the 
Pacific Ocean, but now we are 
not even allowed to exchange 
letters. 

I felt a heavy feeling in my 
heart as I reminisced about 
the old days when we used to 
dance happily together. Fumi-
yo-san must be thinking about 
us in distant Japan. Today, the 
feared eviction order came 
to Alameda. It seems that all 
enemy aliens in Alameda must 
leave. The deadline is February 
24. Where should everyone go 
from here?

FEBRUARY 3
As Masako-san was out to get 
the marriage license, I went to 
the salon to help. There were 
so many customers, Mae and I 
were running around from 9 to 
6. 

Received letters from Susumu-
san and Hanamura-san at 
home. Susumu-san said he was 
happiest when he was with me. 
He is worried if  I caught a cold 
from not wearing a coat on 
Sunday. 

Hanamura-san’s letter is the 
first one after the enlistment. 
He asked about the situation 
at Alameda. Tatsumi-san called 
from San Mateo, concerned 
about the eviction in Alameda. 

I wrote to Mrs. Ushijima in 
Niles asking for a favor. We 
may end up staying there. If  
possible, I would like to be near 
where Susumu-san is. The rain 
continues to fall. It seems to 
be tears of  sympathy for the 

Tomoe and Susumu Tomine. Susumu 
is Tomoe’s fiancee. He suffered from 
tuberculosis and was living in a TB facility 
in Redwood City, likely Canyon Sanitarium, 
on the west side of the San Francisco Bay.

Nichibei Shinbun • February 1, 1942



Japanese in Alameda.

Tomoe was working at a San Francisco beauty 
salon. She received her state license to practice 
as a beautician and hairdresser in 1934.

Hanamura is likely Howe Hanamura, of Alam-
eda. He became a member of the U.S. Army 
442nd Regimental Combat Team and was 
wounded fighting the Nazis in Italy. He survived 
WWII.

Sugino Ushijima really lived closer to Centerville 
vs Niles. See pages 2 and 3.

FEBRUARY 4
It’s been a tough day since this 
morning. The walls fell and 
rain poured in. Troubles till the 
last minute before our leaving. 
I hate to live in such a hovel. 
The Caucasians at my mother’s 
workplace are all kind enough 
to offer advice. It makes me 
sad that they are so sympa-
thetic.

In the evening, Tatsumi-san 
and Imamura-san came to see 
if  we needed help. They said 
they would find us the work-
place in San Mateo. After they 
left, I wrote to Susumu-san. I 
asked him to come visit us be-
fore we move away as we have 
a lot of  complicated things to 
discuss.

FEBRUARY 5
The dream was shattered by a 
rushing noise, and I jumped up 
to see that the wall on the other 
side had fallen down and water 
was coming in. Still half  asleep, 
I took clothes out of  my closet.
I kept yawning all day. Rumor 
has it that all Issei people will 
be sent to a camp, which means 

I must part with Mom. It is 
hard, but I am not the only 
one. There is nothing I can do 
but calm down and let things 
be as they would be. No mat-
ter how bad the war becomes, I 
have never dreamed that it will 
get this bad.

Oh, how I wish this meaning-
less war will end! And I wish 
we can again enjoy the beauty 
of  the nature and wonderful 
music with feeling of  happi-
ness. 

Over a four day period, nearly one inch of rain 
fell in the Alameda vicinity. • Issei (“E-say”) were 
the first Japanese to settle in America circa 
late 1890s. They would be Tomoe’s parent’s 
generation. There was much fear that parents 
and their children would be separated when they 
were removed from their homes and sent to the 
incarceration camps across America.

 

FEBRUARY 6
It’s Friday so I went to work. 
As for the Alameda County 
eviction, I told the salon peo-
ple that I didn’t know where 
we would end up with. Issei 
people would rather be sent to 
camp. It makes sense that they 
feel more reassuring to suffer 
together in the same place than 
to be separated in old age.

When I visited my teacher at 
night, I learned it would prob-
ably be voluntary eviction. In 
that case, I will go to Niles with 
Mom and live in a farmhouse. 

The world changes suddenly, 
and I now have to live a life I 
never dreamed of. Received an 

encouraging letter from Su-
sumu-san. He says we will cry 
and rejoice again even though 
it is lonely now as we miss each 
other. 

FEBRUARY 7
It has been 2 months since the 
war began. The changes that 
have occurred to the Japanese 
in the U.S. in such a short pe-
riod of  time have been pro-
found. 

The worse the war gets, the 
more the Japanese must suf-
fer. What will become of  us? 
This may create a bond among 
young people. But can the se-
niors bear the pain? 

I hope we all live to see the day 
when the light of  peace shines 
through. If  one must die be-
fore the day comes, nothing 
could be sadder.  

At this time, young people 
should join hands to care for 
and encourage the elderly. I 
said my final goodbyes to the 
people at the salon and left. It 
was a goodbye to the people 
I had worked with for nearly 
four years. It was a bit painful.

FEBRUARY 8
On a whim, I went to the 
mountain and surprised Su-
sumu-san. Good weather for 
the first time in a long while 
made me feel happy. Took pho-



tos of  Susumu-san, Kiyoshi-
san and me. 

Hope they will come out ok. 
Susumu-san got permission 
to come home the following 
Friday, Saturday and Sunday - 
three days. The happy day we 
waited and waited. I’m ponder-
ing how I should spend three 
days to get the best results. 
Guests stayed till 12 o’clock at 
night.

Hongo-sensei also visited us to 
talk about the house. Jan came 
and asked for my picture as a 
keepsake, so I gave her one. 
She said she would visit us in 
the country.

Sensei (“Sen-say”) is an instructor or teacher.

FEBRUARY 9
Moving is a big task. Wherever 
I open, I only see junk. They 
are too good to throw away, 
yet too much trouble to take 
with us. My hands got dry and 
rough from touching various 
things. My hands look like 
those of  farmers even before I 
become a farmer myself.

FEBRUARY 10
Good weather. Kept clean-
ing the house all day. Japanese 
in Alameda all look restless. I 
hear that Maruyama-san’s store 
and Masano-san’s beauty shop 
will be closed by the 15th. Park 
Street will get empty.

I heard that Kikuko-san’s wed-
ding is scheduled for March 21. 
I would like to stay in Alameda 
until then to see Kikuko-san in 
her wedding dress. We received 
a kind letter from Mrs. Ushi-
jima, urging us to come over 
there as soon as possible. We 
decided to go to Niles at last.

Park is the main street in Alameda and is where 
many Japanese businesses were located.

FEBRUARY 11
Nice weather. Nothing unusual, 
same as yesterday.

FEBRUARY 12
Today is Lincoln’s birthday, and 
my father’s death anniversary. 
18 years ago, my beloved father 
passed away. I clearly remem-
ber saying goodbye to my 
father when I was six years old. 

But when I look at a picture of  
my father now, he feels like a 
stranger. I feel as if  I never had 
a father. When I was a child, I 
depended on my mother alone 
and didn’t mind not having 
a father, but as I get older, I 
sometimes feel I am missing 
something. I can see Susumu-
san after I sleep tonight. I hope 
the dawn breaks soon.

We don’t know how Tomoe’s father, Kanzo Otsu, 
(“Kahn-zoh”) died, circa 1923.

FEBRUARY 13
As today was Friday the 13th, 
I was worried something bad 

might happen, but it turned 
out to be alright. I left home at 
2 o’clock to go to Greyhound 
Depot. 

When I saw Susumu-san’s face, 
I was so happy I jumped up. 
With a tie on, he looked very 
smart. I was proud to walk with 
him.

The first good news was that 
he had moved to Ward 4 on 
Thursday. It means he is one 
step closer to full recovery. In 
the evening, we went to the 
movies for the first time in 
three months.

It was more fun as I got to see 
it with Susumu-san. The title 
was”How Green Was My Val-
ley”.

In 2022, the drive from Alameda to Redwood 
City is about 30 minutes by car.

FEBRUARY 14
Strong wind all night last night. 
I was worried that the wind 
would blow the house down. 
I could not sleep well and the 
night ended. Susumu-san said 
he slept only for 2 to 3 hours. 
We went to San Francisco from 
around 10 o’clock and came 
home at 7:30. 

We bumped into many people. 
First, Sugatani-san, then Sato-
san and Ishii-san. Ishii-san was 
with his wife and one-year-old, 
cute Daniel-chan – a happy 



family of  three. I wish such a 
happy day would come to me 
soon. Ishii-san encouraged us 
in many ways. 

Went to downtown, and Su-
sumu-san bought me beautiful 
camellia flowers as a Valentine’s 
Day present. I brought them 
to the salon. People praised 
them and made fun of  me. But 
since they were the gift from 
Susumu-san, I didn’t feel bad 
or discouraged.

FEBRUARY 15
We parted with the promise 
that he would come by 10 
o’clock. I went to the bus stop 
several times around that time, 
but I could not see him. 

When I was worried, he 
phoned and said he had over-
slept and that he would be on 
his way. It was 12 o’clock when 
he arrived at Alameda. There 
are only 4 hours left.  

The hours flew like an arrow 
and the parting time came. I 
was filled with a desire to hold 
him back while I was with him 
to San Francisco. But there was 
nothing I could do. At last, the 
5 o’clock bus took Susumu-san 
away. When I was left alone, I 
wanted to burst into tears.

FEBRUARY 16
Just busy moving.

FEBRUARY 17
Same

FEBRUARY 18
From the 16th to the 18th, lots 
of  work to prepare for a move. 
I was covered in dust and the 
body was so tired. When I took 
a hot bath and went to bed, I 
was in heaven. We shipped out 
everything except for our beds. 
We decided to sleep one more 
night here in Alameda.

Moving to the 
Washington Township

FEBRUARY 19
When I said goodbye to many 
people and left beloved Alam-
eda, tears I had been holding 
back oozed out. It was past 3 
o’clock when we arrived the 
new home by a truck. 

Mrs. Ushijima, working in the 
field, came out to greet us. 
Though the house is in the 
country, it is much nicer than 
my house. It is built in a coun-
try house style and looks very 
cozy. 

The view from the back win-
dow is refreshing with a stream 
flowing below. The nearby 
peach tree is decorated with 
white and pink flowers. Willow 
trees will soon sprout green 
buds.

In the evening, the young-
est, 11-year-old Kiyoshi-chan 
came home from school. Very 

friendly and lovable. Then 18 
year-old Harry came home 
from work. We met him for the 
first time. 

Late at night, the oldest, 
George came home. All four 
of  them are cheerful and 
warmhearted. The two-person 
household suddenly became a 
lively six-person household.

“Arrived the new home by a truck” means 
the Otsus did not drive their own car to Niles/
Centerville. The flowing stream is the Alameda 
Creek. Kiyoshi, Harry and George are Sugino’s 
children. Her husband, Seisuke, died in 1937.

FEBRUARY 20

It was a beautiful day out but 
stayed in all day arranging the 
room and helping around the 
house.  My one big task is 
cooking which keeps me busy 
all day long. In between, there 
was some ironing to do.

At eleven o’clock the mail-
man brought two letters for 
me—one from Susumu and the 
other from Tatsumi Yamamoto 
(guessed at this last name, 
handwriting hard to make out) 
Susumu’s letters are the only 
thing that keeps me going.  If  I 

Oakland Tribune • February 20, 1942



didn’t have him, I’ll be so lone-
some. Tatsumi is so kind to me.  
He is always concerned about 
my welfare.
On February 19, President Roosevelt signed 
Executive Order 9066. On February 20, Secre-
tary of War Henry Stinson appoints Lt. General 
John DeWitt as military commander to carry out 
EO9066.

FEBRUARY 21
Sudden change in the weather 
brought rain, which was quite 
unusual, and unexpected. We 
were thankful that we had 
moved two days before sched-
ule. Attended Kiku’s home 
wedding at the Naruo’s.  She 
looked very sweet in her bridal 
attire.  Chiyo looked very at-
tractive in her red and cream 
gown.

It was good to see all my 
friends once again—missed 
Miyo, Masao, and Fusano 
though. Bob Naruo’s home 
across the street was a peach.

Everything modernistic from 
front to the back.  I can’t even 
dream of  a place like that.

The girls brought me home, 
but we got lost and by the time 
we finally located the house, 
it was twelve o’clock.  We 
must’ve spent over an hour on 
the road.
“moved two days before..” - By February 24, all 
Japanese had to leave Alameda, to comply with 
Lt. General John DeWitt’s orders to leave the 
island. Hence the move to the Ushijima farm.

FEBRUARY 22
Washington’s birthday—also 

Susumu’s and George’s. Regret-
ted deeply that I wasn’t able to 
make the trip over to Redwood 
City.  Seemed like a good Sun-
day was wasted. Mr. & Mrs. 
Yamashita moved in Sak, Tak, 
& Yas came with the truck.  
Fed thirteen people for lunch.

Wrote to Susumu and Mr. Ishii.  
Also 10 thank you notes for 
mother. Worked on Susumu’s 
sweater for the first time in a 
long while.  I must hurry up 
and finish it.

George is George Washington Ushijima, the son 
of Sugino Ushijima. GWU was born on Feb 22, 
1921.

FEBRUARY 23
Holiday—George was home.  
Took me to the matinee in 
Hayward.  Saw “The Corsican 
Brothers” & “Glamour Boy”.  
Both swell. First ride to town 
since my arrival.  Was a beauti-
ful drive.  Almond blossoms 
blooming along the road, and 
mustard greens covering the 
meadow with its yellow blan-
ket. Went over to Sensei’s back 
yard and Sensei was surprised.  
He thought I was dead since I 
never go out.

Told Kiyoshi I’d knit him a 
pair of  socks.  He’s anxious for 
me to finish Susumu’s sweater 
so that I can start on his sox. 
Another day ended peacefully 
amidst merriment & laughter.  
Mrs. Yamashita is the clown of  
the house.

In this case, sensei is likely Rev. Joshin Motoyo-
shi (“Joh-sheen Moh-toh-yoh-she”), of the Bud-
dhist Temple of Alameda. He was well known in 
the Township before the war. “Before the war, in 
our Centerville area, we didn’t have a Buddhist 
church,” recalled Sachi Kamiji Fudenna (Sah-
chee Kah-me-gee Foo-den-ah”) in 2022. “Once 
in awhile Rev. Motoyoshi use to come and we 
would have a service and I would go to that.” He 
was living at RFD 372, essentially the farm-
house next to the Ushijima’s 371 farmhouse.

FEBRUARY 24
Rain. Went to Hayward with 
Harry to Employment Office 
and Bank. Found two letters 
from Susumu. --was glad to 
hear that Ishii san approved of  
me. Wrote letters to Susumu, 
Tatsumi, and Sato-san. Waited 
up for George and had another 
“jam session” up till 11:30. 
What a riot! Mrs. Yamashita 
was standing right by to keep 
the ball rolling.

Harry is Sugino Ushijima’s son, born in 1923. 
Tomoe often went to the Hayward employment 
office, 15 miles to the north, to collect unemploy-
ment checks.

On this day, the Nichibei Shinbun reported: “FBI 
Continues Roundup Potential Dangerous Na-
tionals. ALAMEDA: Torao Miki, Toshio Nakata, 
Toshio Kumagai, Naoyoshi Kuge and Hyakutaro 
Towata.”

FEBRUARY 25
Beautiful day. Did a little iron-
ing in the morning. Received 
another letter from Susumu, 
and one from Masano in San 
Jose. Harry, George, and my-

Oakland Tribune • June 17, 1941



self  drove to J.A.C.L. head-
quarters to have our pictures 
taken for the J.A.C.L. identifi-
cation cards.  Just one shot so it 
may be a failure.  Sorta anxious 
to see it.

Met Chizu Kakimoto, Lillian, 
Sakata sisters, etc. at the Head-
quarter. Wrote five letters—to 
Masako, Susumu, May, Toshi, 
& Masano.  Bought some yarn 
for Kiyoshi’s socks.  

Knitted all evening and got to 
the heel. Baked a devil’s food 
cake for the first time.  It tasted 
pretty good, but it had quite a 
number of  holes which didn’t 
look very professional.

FEBRUARY 26
The day was over casted and 
threatened to rain, but the sun 
was shining by noon. No mail 
today which was disappoint-
ing. Washed my hair after two 
weeks. Feel light-headed now. 
Took a walk along the highway 
with Sakaye.  The air was crisp, 
but it was nice out.
	
Tried spading in the field and 
found out what a hard job it 
was. Tak and Haruko came 
to see their father & mother.  
They brought their baby with 
them.  He’s a darling. Finished 
Kiyoshi’s socks—one side.  
Started on the other.

Missed Susumu’s letter today. 
The “sunset” was exquisite!  

Tomorrow will be a fine day.

FEBRUARY 27
Ideal weather again just as I 
predicted. Ironed all morning. 
Received a mail from Susumu.  
He’s worried about the evacu-
ation.  

I wonder what’ll happen if  I 
have to separate further away 
from Susumu?  Will we even 
meet again?  That is my sole 
worry.  Susumu went under 
another examination.  

I hope it will show favorable 
results. Wrote to Susumu in the 
afternoon. Harry varnished our 
room so that we can move in. 
Mr. & Mrs. Yamashita moved 
into the back house today.  
Harry also moved out into 
the back. Stayed up late again.  
Seems like we never get to bed 
before eleven.

Masato was over at Motoyo-
shi’s.  Said there were rumors 
about my marriage.  Even con-
gratulated me.

When Tomoe speaks of Susumu’s ‘examina-
tion,’ it is for tuberculosis. “Harry varnished our 
room...” he must have cleaned it before Tomoe 
and Yoshino moved into it. The back house is a 
two room building in the backyard.

FEBRUARY 28 
Moved into Harry’s room.  It 
looks swell!  Nice & cozy. 
Received a letter from John.  
It was full of  compliments.  
Said I resembled Ginger Rog-
ers.  If  I can remember cor-

rectly Stan once told me that 
too.  Even though it isn’t true, 
it’s a great compliment to me. 
Set Mrs. Motoyoshi & Sakaye’s 
hair. Intended to go to a movie 
tonight but George worked on 
late shift so no car.  Might get 
to go tomorrow.

MEMO

The month of  February has 
gone by.  In spite of  the cur-
rent conflict, the world goes 
around.  In another week the 
war will enter its fourth month, 
and things aren’t any better. 
Lately we have been hearing 
unfamiliar words like, enemy 
aliens, contraband, curfew 
zone, evacuation, F.B.I. and 
others.

We hear of  many dangerous 
enemy aliens being “taken in” 
by the F.B.I. agents.  Some of  
their sons are serving in the 
U.S. Army.  Their family must 
evacuate from the prohibited 
area.  Such is the life of  the 
Japanese in the U.S. today.
Worse things are expected to 
happen.  We are ready to taste 
any medicine now.



At the end of February, Tomoe wrote this 
poem in her diary for Susumu, translated 
from the Japanese.

Leaning Against the Window

Leaning against the window,
I think of young days that will 
never come back.
The days with full of dreams 
were pure without a cloud.
Ah, away, afar, they have gone.
Memories of spring

Peaceful days have left me
with the longing in my heart.
This day, this heart
Is filled with the woes of earthly love.
Oh, my heart in tears, in tears

Blue path of red flowers
strolling alone and lonely
The fragrance of flowers fills my heart
Memories are overflowing with tears
This is the path two of us walked 
picking violets together

I see his eyes in the blue sky
His lingering smile that won't fade away
I'm sad when I call his name
Farewell to the rows of poplar trees
Drawing an image with my tears of
The man I cannot forget 

Flowers and birds are enjoying young life
The music of spring is sweet to hear
Tears on my cheeks, touched by the wind
My heart is wet with the sound of the song
My black hair is fluttering
With the song that whispers in my heart

1943



MARCH 1
Sunday—beautiful day.  Had 
several visitors.  Stayed home 
and wrote letters.  Learned to 
drive for the first time.  When 
the car started to me, I got so 
nervous I forgot everything.  
I wonder if  I’ll ever learn to 
drive.

At night, George, Harry, Min 
Ota, & I went to San Jose to 
see a movie.  Expected to see 
‘Suspicion” but wasn’t playing, 
so saw “Keep ‘Em Flying”.  
Got home at 1:00 A.M. for 
the first time in a long while.  
Seems like I can’t take it any-
more.

Tomoe never does learn to drive, Susumu would 
drive her everywhere after they married.

MARCH 2
Went to Hayward with Harry.  
Reported at the Employment 
Dept.  Weighed myself  and 
found I gained three pounds 
since I came to the country.  
This life must agree with me.  I 
better watch my step though.

Received a letter from Susumu.  
I disappointed him last Thurs-
day.  I hope I can go this week.   
Finished Susumu’s sweater and 
Kiyoshi’s socks.  Turned out 
pretty good but I hope it’s not 
too small.

When Tomoe refers to ‘the country’ she means 
the countryside of the Centerville/Niles, a very 
rural area at this time. 

On this day, the Oakland Tribute reported: “The 
stern law of military necessity, and not public 
clamor, will determine what is to be done about 

evacuating the West Coast’s 200,000 enemy 
aliens and their children, and the decision will 
come shortly,” Lt. Gen. John L. DeWitt, head 
of the Western Defense Command, declared 
bluntly today. DeWitt issued the orders to create 
Military Area 1 and Area 2, banning Japanese or 
restricting them to certain areas. DeWitt’s use of 
a highly inflated number, 200,000, was common 
among those who wanted the Japanese out.

MARCH 3
March third—Girls Festival.  
The Motoyoshi’s celebrated 
the day with o-sushi and other 
Japanese dishes.  Brought a 
dish over for us too. Received 
five letters—Masao, Masako, 
Tatsumi, Susumu, and Mary.  
Seems like everyone is talking 
about the coming evacuation.

The prohibited area has been 
designated.  All Niseis as well 
must get out. No specific date 
has been set but it won’t be 
very long.  Where to go is our 
problem.  Yes, where can we 
go? Baked an apple pie but 
the crust was lousy.  The boys 
enjoyed it though. Sugeo, Tom, 
Sa, & Archie came over to play 
poker and stayed till 12:15.  
Enjoyed watching them even 
though I don’t know the game.

Girls’ Day is a celebration of girls in Japan. 
Osushi is sushi, but is generally not the kind of 
sushi one thinks of from restaurants. Tomoe is 
probably referring to the makizushi or inarizushi 
that Japanese in America would make at home.

Nisei (“Nee-say”) are Tomoe’s generation, the 
children of the Issei. Issei were labeled enemy 
aliens by the US Govt,, Nisei were American 
born citizens, until they weren’t. 

The San Francisco News reported: Enemy 
aliens, for greater efficiency, have been classi-
fied into five classes and proclamations affecting 
their future will be forthcoming with these num-
bers, General DeWitt said.

No. 1—All persons suspected of espionage, 
sabotage, fifth column or other subversive 
activities. The FBI and intelligence services are 

rounding them up daily.
No. 2—Japanese aliens.
No. 3—American-born Japanese.
No. 4—German aliens.
No. 5—Italian aliens.
Archie is Archie Uchiyama, who lived nearby.

MARCH 4
All Japanese including Ameri-
can citizens must evacuate 
from the prohibited area.  
No date has been set as yet but 
plans are being made to evacu-
ate them within sixty days, The 
government requests the Japa-
nese not to get panicky for they 
are going to provide us with 
comfortable quarters and ap-
propriate work.

Two weeks have passed since 
we settled down here, and now 
we have to think of  resettling 
someplace else again.  This 
time it will be pretty far away, 
and most likely the climate 
would be very disagreeable.

Received letters from Susumu 
and Sato-san.  Sato-san said if  
he leaves Calif. We may never 
meet again.

MARCH 5
Another warm day like yester-
day.  Was my first really happy 
day in a long while. Harry took 
me to Redwood City to see 
Susumu.  It only takes half  an 
hour to the hills.   Took some 
lunch, flowers, and sweater.  

The sweater was just right.
Spent a perfect afternoon up 
on the hill with no one around 
to bother us.  It was an ideal 



day for a picnic.  Sat on the 
green grass over-looking the 
valley and talked of  the past 
and future.  Felt like staying 
there for hours & hours. Took 
‘Lady” out on the car for the 
first time, and she really en-
joyed it.

MARCH 6
Nothing exciting occurred.  
No mail either. Spent the day 
reminiscing of  the first time we 
had together—Susumu & I—
yesterday. Wrote to Susumu in 
the morning. Six guests from 
Sekigohama’s camp came for 
a visit. Finished one side of  
Harry’s socks.

MARCH 7
Got up at 7:40 which was un-
usually early.  After the break-
fast dishes, and ironing and a 
little housework, it was already 
ten-thirty.

Got Susumu’s letter.  Susumu 
was very glad to see me.  He 
thought I looked younger and 
prettier since I came out to the 
country (ho ho ho!) Susumu 
looked handsome as ever, I 
thought too.

Sakaye & I took a walk again.  
Walked up to the Niles Road 
today.  Afternoon walk was 
rather hot.  From now on we’ll 
do it in the morning.  Sakaye 
wanted to hear the Japanese 
records, so we played it for 
the first time in a long while.  

I still think Japanese music is 
good.   We even tried to dance 
to “Tennen no bi”!

Composed in 1902, Tennen no Bi (“Ten-nen-
noh-b”) is a waltz and translates into the “beauty 
of nature.” It is often performed at Japanese 
festivals in America to this day.

MARCH 8
Went to bed with a slight cold.  
Intended to get up early and 
make hot cakes but couldn’t do 
it.  Got up around 8:30, took a 
ride to San Leandro. Felt rather 
low so went back to bed again.  

Mary dropped in around three 
o’clock which was a great sur-
prise & pleasure.  Got up and 
went to Sakata’s with Mary but 
came back right away and went 
to bed again.

Toshi, Masako, Haruko, Tak, 
Yas, Johnny, Fusaye, Yasuko, 
Yuki, Yuri, and many others 
dropped in from town. Sunday 
is usually a visiting day around 
here.

MARCH 9
Got up and reported to the 
Employment agency, but still 
felt dopey so went back to bed 
after lunch. Received a letter 
from Kits.  She seems very 
happy.  Married life must be 
wonderful.  I hope my turn will 
come soon.

Another letter was from Tatsu.  
He said my last letter encour-
aged him a lot. Spent the rest 
of  the day in bed.

MARCH 10  
Back to the daily routine. Feel 
fine now.  Started to rain in the 
afternoon. Received a letter 
from Susumu, Mrs. Martin, and 
a wedding picture from Mr. & 
Mrs. Naruo.  Both look elegant!
Wrote back to Susumu, and 
also thanked Kiko. Today the 
ladies are starting to transplant 
the tomato plants.  It is getting 
rather busy around the house 
for that reason Mrs. Yoshimura 
is in her overalls right in with 
the country ladies.
	
Went to see “Suspicion” in San 
Jose—Sakaye, George, Harry, 
and myself.  Joan Fontaine won 
academy award in this picture.  
She really deserves it.  It was a 
wonderful picture. Went to the 
bowling alley for the first time.  
Seems like an interesting game.  
Got home at one o’clock. Was 
still raining.

MARCH 11
Started out fine but com-
menced to rain in the after-
noon again.  By evening the 
rain had changed to wind and 
is still blowing hard. Received 
two checks from the unem-
ployment office, a letter from 
Susumu, and one from Chizu. 
Nothing exciting happened.
Still don’t know when we are to 
evacuate and where.  The best 
thing is to forget the war and 
evacuation and live from day to 
day.



In her February 25 entree, Tomoe writes that she went to the JACL
office to have her picture taken. On March 12 (see next page), she saw the resulting “frightful” photo, below.

On April 8, she would sign this JACL Oath of Allegiance. Many young Niseis in
the Washington Township did the same. Most Isseis declined, as they

were at complete odds with the JACL. 



The willow trees in the front 
are turning green with the rain.  
Quite a change has come over 
in the surrounding in three 
weeks.  The beautiful peach 
and almond blossoms are just 
about gone.  Apricots are in 
full bloom now.  The river 
underneath is running more 
swiftly after the rains! Wrote to 
Susumu & Betty.

MARCH 12
Nothing extraordinary oc-
curred.  Just a daily routine 
composed of  housekeeping 
and cooking. Finished Harry’s 
socks. Yoshimi brought the 
JACL pictures.  Are they fright-
ful!* The ladies were out in the 
tomato beds transplanting.
* See previous page

MARCH 13
Today was Friday the thir-
teenth, but I got away without 
any bad luck. Harry said he 
had his share of  bad luck cuz 
he had to get up at 4:30 AM 
to cover the tomato beds on 

account of  the rain.  He got 
to sleep all morning though. 
Rev. Motoyoshi dropped in and 
talked for a while.  On the way 
home he suggested Susumu & 
I get married as soon as pos-
sible if  the doctor permits.  
Susumu should evacuate with 
me, Sensei thinks.
	
Received a letter from Susumu 
& Toshi.  Toshi suggests we 
get together for a finale musical 
soirée.  Sure like to go to S.F. 
once again. Wrote to S. in the 
afternoon. The day was very 
unsettled.  The ladies started to 
work out in the beds but had to 
quit when it started to rain.

Tomoe was quite a singer, and Susumu an 
excellent guitarist, hence her interest in the 
‘musical soiree.’ “S” is Susumu.

MARCH 14
The rainstorm that came last 
night continued throughout 
the day.  Freezing tempera-
tures came with it, and the 
wind almost took the trees by 
the roots.  Around five in the 
afternoon the storm ceased, 
and snow were seen on the 
distant mountain peaks.  Must 
have been the coldest day of  
the year.

MARCH 15
Yesterday’s storm became a 
thing of  the past and today—
Sunday—really became a Sun 
day.  The rain increased the 
water in the river below, and 
the water is flowing gaily with a 

merry tune. 

The slow mooing of  the cow 
somewhere in the meadow, and 
the hearty chirping of  the birds 
in the trees tells me that Spring 
is in the air.

Being Sunday, we had many 
visitors from Alameda. Kiko & 
George, and Chiyo dropped in 
and surprised me.  Kiko seems 
very happy. The ladies had 
another “Jam Session” at night 
with Mrs. Mikami joining the 
colony.  The “shamisen” added 
color to the merry making.  

The ladies can forget evacua-
tion when they’re singing and 
laughing away. Could’ve gone 
to the movies but stayed home.

A shamisen (“shah-me-sen”) is a sort of Japa-
nese banjo.

MARCH 16
Nice day again. Masuno 
dropped in, which was a pleas-
ant surprise.  It’s her birthday 
today.  She is 24 too. House 
cleaning, scrubbing, cooking, 
and ironing was enough to 
keep me going all day. 

Finally got through with the 
dishes around 7:30, then wrote 
three letters—Susumu, Toshi, 
& Tatsumi. Received Susumu’s 
letter in the morning.

MARCH 17
Nothing special happened to-
day. Did the usual thing around 



the house. George, Harry, 
Sugeo, Sam, & I went to see 
“Captains of  the Clouds” and 
“Unexpected Uncle”.  Both 
good pictures.

MARCH 18
Received a letter from S.  He 
expects me Thursday. Was 
a long day today waiting for 
Thursday.  Wishing for a nice 
day so we can go for a walk 
again.   Tomorrow will start 
a new month for us in Cen-
terville. Has a whole month 
passed already?  Time seems 
to have gone by swiftly since 
every day brought forth a new 
event.

MARCH 19
--was a very happy day.  Ly-
ing in the grass and searching 
for a four-leaf  clover with S. 
was wonderful.  Couldn’t find 
any, but happiness was with 
me anyway, so it didn’t matter 
much.  Talked about evacuation 
and our future.

S. plans to ask for a leave to 
settle his business.  Hope we 
can both go to S. F. together 
and have one final fling.

Poor Harry slept in the car 
while we walked in the sun. 
Wrote a letter to “S” and a let-
ter of  congratulation to John 
in the evening. Heard Shig & 
Fusano dropped in while I was 
out.  Too bad I couldn’t see 

Fusano and talk with her.

“Poor Harry” Ushijima. He must have driven 
Tomoe to see Susumu in Redwood City.

MARCH 20
Excellent day.  Spent about 
three hours outside.  Got a 
slight tan.  Hope to continue 
adding color. Finished George’s 
socks.  Started a pair for myself  
for a change. Lady—the cocker 
spaniel—is cute as ever.  To-
day at supper time she got so 
excited she fell backward trying 
to stand up on her hind legs. 
Played some records in the 
evening.  It was good to hear 
“Shina-no-Yoru” again.

Shina no Yoru translates into China Nights, and 
was a very popular song with the Niseis.

MARCH 21
First day of  Spring—the day 
was worthy of  the occasion—
just enough crispness in the 
air to remind us that winter 
was making its exit. The sky 
was blue, trees green with new 
leaves, birds singing of  spring, 
and the lazy mooing of  the 
cow all helped to welcome the 
new season.

Exactly one year ago today Su-
sumu & I met for the first time.  
–can still remember clearly the 
beautiful “Shina-no-Yoru”, 
“Aizen Yakyoku” and “Hana 
Kotoba” sung by Susumu ac-
companied on the guitar by 
Ota-san.  

They were rehearsing for an 

entertainment for the Kibei 
conference.  Now I wish I had 
gone to that confab.  I would 
have enjoyed it.

Ota-san: It was at Ota-san’s (Oh-tah”) place in 
San Francisco where Tomoe first met Susumu, 
at a musical jam session.
“I knew I was in love,” Susumu said, “when I 
walked through the door and saw Tomoe at 
Ota-san’s apartment.  Ota-san was playing the 
mandolin and his brother was playing the guitar.  
Tomoe was chatting with her friends and didn’t 
pay a lot of special attention to me.”

A Kibei (“Key-bay”) is a Japanese born in 
America, educated in Japan, then returns to 
America.

MARCH 22
First of  the week is usually 
busy. Today being Sunday, we 
had plenty of  visitors again. 
Mary & Lou dropped in for a 
while.  Min, Setsu, Nami, Tomi, 
& the brother dropped in on 
the way home from San Jose.  
Mrs. Iwakashi had sent some 
“Ohagi” for Mrs. Yamashita 
and mother.  I thought it was 
rather sentimental.

Stayed in my room & wrote to 
Susumu while guests were busy 
with their conversation in the 
dining room.  Kiyochi kept me 
company.

Ohagi (“Oh-ha-ghee”) is a sweet Japanese 
confection of rice and bean paste. Tastes better 
than it sounds.

MARCH 23
Went to Hayward for the un-
employment compensation.  
Sakaye went with us, and we 
did a little shopping here & 
there.

MARCH 24



A new curfew has been estab-
lished restricting the move-
ments of  all Japanese, Ameri-
can citizens alike, alien Italians 
& alien Germans.  Under this 
law those affected must be at 
home between 8:00 p.m. & 6 
a.m. and can only travel within 
five miles.  A special permit is 
essential to travel outside of  
these limits.  This is to go into 
effect Friday morning, March 
27th.

Received a letter from Chizu in 
regard to the furniture we left 

behind.  They are planning to 
rent their house. Received a let-
ter from Susumu.

MARCH 25
Nothing unusual; just the idea 
of  being locked up after the 
27th is sickening. Went to San 
Jose with Harry, George, Sam 
& Sakaye to see the town for 
the last time. Saw “The Man 
Who Came to Dinner”.  

Good comedy. Received a letter 
from Tatsumi.  He is returning 
to S.F. today. Imamura son has 
gone back to Stockton.

MARCH 26
Found my letter addressed to 
Susumu on the dresser which 
should have been mailed yes-
terday morning.  It was an 
important letter concerning our 
trip to S.F. too.  Sent it out this 
morning. Received a letter from 
Miyo & Susumu.

Hiroshi Kanda came over to 
tell us that it would be safer to 
take our furniture and that no 
one will be given a permit for 
that purpose after today. Sam 
offered to take us on his truck 
so Harry, Sam, & myself  made 
a hurried trip to Alameda and 
brought back all the furniture.  
Called up Toshi Y. while I was 
in Alameda.

Sam, Harry, Sugeo, Tome, 
Sakae, and I started out for S.F. 
from 9:30 for our final spree.  

Harry forgot his birth certifi-
cate, so all were worried about 
getting across the bridge, but 
we succeeded.  Went to “Club 
Lids” for the first and unfortu-
nately the last time.  

Never had so much fun!  Had 
steak dinner, saw a good floor 
show, and even danced.  Tasted 
“Tom Collins” for the first 
time.  Wasn’t bad at all.  Even 
held a cigarette in my hand.  
Took a few puffs. 
 
It was fun to pretend for one 
night.  Sam bought a corsage 
of  two gardenias for me.  That 
would probably be the last cor-
sage for a long time too. 

Left the club after 2 A.M., 
crossed the Bay Bridge for 
the last time, bidding farewell 
to S.F. and her beautiful Bay, 
reached home after 3:00.  Mom 
was pretty sore but “what’s 
done cannot be undone.” End 
of  a perfect evening!

MARCH 27
Curfew started today.  A mem-
orable day for us. Received an 
unexpected wire from Susumu 
saying he made a trip to S.F. 
on the 26th cuz he thought he 
couldn’t get a permit later. 

Rather disappointing but it’s all 
for the best.  Glad he made the 
trip.  I wonder what Mr. Sugaya 
had to say.  Anxiously waiting 
tomorrow mail. Heard from 
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Nobu. Made me feel happy. 
Awfully sleepy.  Going to bed 
early.

On March 27, a new curfew was imposed, elimi-
nating previous exemptions, such as night jobs. 
American born Japanese could not longer own 
firearms, radios, cameras, etc. 

“This is a war measure,” said Gen. DeWitt. “And 
I warn again that swift justice will follow any 
violation...”

MARCH 28
Received Susumu’s letter ex-
plaining his hurried trip to S.F.  
He met Sato san, Ishii san, 
Nomura san, Mr. Ota, Toshi, 
Masako, etc.  Mrs. Nomura had 
just become a mother, and Mrs. 
Ishii is expecting in the near 
future.

Susumu, Ota-san, & Toshi got 
together Wednesday night and 
had a musical soirée. Susumu 
seemed to have enjoyed it very 
much.  Sorry I couldn’t be 
there to join them. Mary Mat-
suura came to Centerville today 
since no one can evacuate vol-
untarily after Sunday.

Mary is a friend from Alameda.

MARCH 29
Was a quiet Sunday on ac-
count of  the curfew.  Mary & 
Sam came around, so we got 
together & looked at albums & 
schools annuals.  Sak & Harry 
were trying to jitter-bug—our 
dance team. The Mikami fam-
ily and Masato moved in next 
door.  They have a total of  
fifteen people there now.  What 
a mob!

Mr. & Mrs. Yamashita left from 
this house yesterday for Sanger.  
It’s so quiet with(out?) Mrs. 
Yamashita.  She was our lead-
ing lady that’s why.

MARCH 30
Scrubbed, changed the pan-
try paper, dusted, cooked, etc.  
Was an unusually hot day—the 
hottest day this year. Sam drove 
me to Hayward to the Employ-
ment Bureau.  Sam went to the 
War Board so.  Took a chance 
and dropped in an ice cream 
parlor.

Received a letter of  apology 
from Susumu, and another 
from Toshi.  Toshi hoped we 
go to the same “camp”.  I hope 
so too. Wrote to Susumu and 
Toshi.

Camp refers to the 10 incarceration camps 
around the United States.

MARCH 31
Nothing exciting happened 
outside of  the daily doings.  
Stayed home and ironed.

MEMO
Another month passed, and 
we are still able to live here.  
Thank Heaven!  But it won’t 
be long before our date will be 
announced too.  San Francisco 
received the first order to evac-
uate.  Certain districts around 
the waterfront must leave by 
Tuesday April 7th.  Japanese 
Town District is still safe.

It stands to reason that the 
country people would be in the 
latter group since their pro-
duce is essential to the country.  
They must carry on till the 
last day.  Neglecting the crops 
is considered sabotage and is 
subject to arrest.

APRIL 1
April Fool’s Day.  Didn’t get 
caught though. Masat drove 
Fusaye, Sakaye, and myself  
to Centerville. Bought a pair 
of  white shoes, a red blouse, 
panties, mother’s slacks, etc.  
Noticed the salesgirls were all 
courteous.  Drove home via 
Niles to enjoy the scenery.  

We sure can enjoy the beauty 
of  Spring if  it weren’t for the 
present condition we sig (?can’t 
make out the rest of  the word).

Bought everything I need, now 
I’m ready to evacuate.

April 1 was the deadline for all Japanese U.S. 
citizens to turn over guns, shortwave radios 
and cameras to the government. Gen. DeWitt 
proclaimed that no Japanese may leave areas in 
which they reside until evacuated by the Army.

APRIL 2
Sakaye & Fusaye came over 
and made two delicious lemon 
meringue pies, and were they 
delicious! Received Susumu’s 
picture finally.  Nice picture but 
doesn’t do him justice.  The 
finish is very poor.

Tried walking to town with 
Sakae & Fusa but didn’t suc-



ceed. Was finally picked up 
by Miss Egashira. Collected 
Sakae’s treat at Cloverdale 
Creamery and got a lift home 
from Fusaye Tanaka. 
 
Got off  at Decoto Road and 
were going to walk back home 
but was spied by Sam & Harry 
who were on their way to pick 
me up.  He must’ve walked 
about two miles in all. Wrote to 
Masako & Susumu.  Received 
a card from John.  He’s on his 
way to Colorado.
Also on April 2, the U.S.S. Hornet aircraft carrier 
slipped under San Francisco’s Golden Gate 
Bridge, carrying Doolittle’s Raiders, the aircraft 
that would drop the first American bombs on 
Japan. The Hornet is now a floating museum 
docked in Alameda, Tomoe’s home town.

APRIL 3
Rain—no work outdoor. Prac-
tically the whole next door was 
over in the morning. Sam drove 
me to the War Board in Hay-
ward.  

Bumped into Mr. & Mrs. Kon-
do, Miss Tomimatsu, Jimmie 
Fudenna, etc.  Had to wait an 
hour and a half  for my turn.  
Went to the Employment Of-
fice for the final OK.  

The man in charge thought 
that next Thursday would be 
too far in advance, so he told 
me to come back next week.  
He couldn’t be sure whether 
orders would change again. 
Received a letter from Jimmie 
Kusuda via Air Mail.  I wonder 
where he got my address?  He’s 

now at Fort Snelling, Minne-
sota.

APRIL 4
Rain again.  No work. Mrs. 
Hitomi and Mrs. Kitajima 
were over in the afternoon. 
Mrs. Kitajima entertained with 
the “shamisen” while Mrs. 
Ushijima sewed on a “futon”. 
Mom is working hard on the 
bedspread. Wrote a letter to Su-
sumu in the afternoon.

APRIL 5
Still kept on raining. Stayed in 
all day.  Mrs. Yoshimura, Mrs.
Sugino Ushijima, & mom went 
out to transplant from about 
three o’clock.

Shizu & Tom Mitsuyoshi, Sam, 
Susan, Sakae, Fusaye, Johnny, 
Harry, George, & I went to an 
Italian dinner in Niles.  Our 
time was limited so we had to 
keep an eye on the watch.  Had 
a swell steak dinner, and all 
went home contented. 

Bought a pineapple pie for 
mom’s birthday (incidentally 
mom is fifty today), and some 
candy for Kiyoshi.  The day 
was just turning to night when 
we left for home.  It’s such a 
shame to have to pass by a the-
ater and not be able to walk in.  
“Bedtime Story” was playing at 
the Niles Theater.

APRIL 6
Johnny, Harry, & myself  went 

to the war board for traveling 
permits.  Asked for one to go 
to the optometrist and got it.  
Johnny had to go into Alam-
eda so went with him. Went to 
Roky’s Garage & George Na-
ruo was still working there.

Heard of  Yosh Nakagawara’s 
marriage to Cherry Shiozawa.  
He’s home on a furlough from 
the army. Went to Dr. Robin-
son and had a re-check.  

Got a pair of  rimless. Went to 
Dr. We Hara’s Telegraph office 
and saw Stan.  He looked thin-
ner somehow.  I guess he’s wor-
ried about Jean.  She’s expect-
ing next month sometime.

Received letters from Masano 
& John.  John wants us to go 
out to Colorado.  He seems to 
like it a lot.  Masano is cutting 
spinach.  Seems like hard work.

Roky’s garage is George Rokutani’s auto repair 
garage in Alameda.

APRIL 7
Tuesday—stayed home and 
ironed. Went to play tennis 
with Johnny, Harry, Sakae but 
the courts were full so didn’t 
get to play. Started on the blan-
ket—knitting with old yarn.  
Hope to finish it before we 
leave here.

APRIL 8
Today is Buddha’s birthday.  
Obasan made some “omochi”.  
I helped too. Went next door 



in the afternoon to a service.  
About twenty people were 
there. Also Chiyo’s birthday.  
Bought a card but don’t know 
her address.  Will mail it as 
soon as I find out. Went to 
Centerville with George, Kiyo-
shi, & Sakae.  Bought my ticket 
to Redwood City.  (cannot read 
two words....) they asked for 
the traveling permit. 

Oba-san made some “osushi” 
at night for me to take tomor-
row. Going to bed with hopes 
for a sunny day!

Obasan (“oh-bah-sahn”) = aunt, or a middle 
aged woman. This is probably Sugino Ushijima. 
Omochi is mochi (“moh-chee”), a rice cake.

APRIL 9
Get up early—six thirty for a 
change.  The day was unsettled 
but wore my spring outfit,.  
Left home at 7:30 with my 
lunch and some lilacs.  The 
bus trip wasn’t so long, and I 
reached Redwood in about an 
hour.

From 9:20 to 4:30—had a 
wonderful time with Susumu.  
Kiyoshi joined us too.  Three 
of  us had lunch with cokes & 
ice cream too.  The boys en-
joyed the Japanese food for a 
change. Looked at Kiyoshi’s 
album & one of  Susumu’s too.  
It was very interesting.  

During the rest hour we hid in 
the laboratory and played cards.  
Kiyoshi was busy with the “lab 
work”.  Later in the day the 

two of  us went back up the hill 
with Susumu’s guitar and we 
sang and played to our hearts’ 
content.  We even ran under 
the tree to find shelter from the 
April showers.

Four-thirty came in no time, 
and regretfully we said “good-
bye” not knowing when we’ll 
meet again.  My hopes are high.  
I have a feeling we can meet 
again soon.  Please, Lord Bud-
dha, let this hope come true. 
After several poor connections, 
finally reached home at ten to 
eight.  Thanks to Sam.  Might 
have been sitting in the “cell” 
by this time if  it weren’t for 
him.

When I reached home, every-
one was waiting on the front 
porch.  Harry & Kiyoshi had 
gone to the Decoto corner 
after me. Sakae was over to 
bid me farewell.  She is to 
start working in a family from 
tomorrow.  I’ll miss her too! 
Kiyoshi said, “we missed you 
today”. Which was the best 
thing anyone could’ve said.

APRIL 10
Nothing unusual.

APRIL 11
Cleared up for a change. Went 
to Washington Union Hi and 
hit some tennis balls around.  
Later played basketball for the 
Alameda girls against the Scot-
ties.  The score was unmention-

able but was a good work-out.
	
Letters from Susumu and 
Masako. Baked a gingerbread.  
Turned out rather well. Re-
ceived a letter from Chiyo 
unexpectedly.  She’s in Turlock 
with the family. At night wrote 
to Susumu, Chiyo, Betty.

The Scotties were a Centerville Japanese bas-
ketball team, coached by Hiss Kataoka. 

APRIL 12
Sunday—played tennis again—
Sam, Fusaye, Sakae, George, & 
myself.  Sure got nice and stiff.  
A bottle of  Coke was very 
refreshing after the exercise. 
Sakae’s first day off. Sakae tried 
driving George’s car.  She’s 
pretty good.
	
Sam treated us to an ice cream 
cone. Kiko & George dropped 
in around six-thirty.  They had 
come beyond the limit. Wrote 
to Masako in the evening.

APRIL 13
George, Sam, Johnny, & I went 
to Hayward again.  Went to get 
a permit to go to the optom-
etrist again.  Got it right away. 
Bought a white blouse for 
Sakae. Ironed in the afternoon.

APRIL 14
Nice day.  Ironed in the morn-
ing. Went into Oakland & 
Alameda with Johnny & Fusaye 
in the afternoon. Stan gave 
me a pair of  dark glasses for a 
souvenir. Saw Masa Hanamura, 



Fusako Nakata, Mas Nakata, 
Sam Rokutani, George Naruo, 
etc in Alameda.
	
Got home after six. Received a 
letter from Susumu.  Susumu 
wishes to buy me a ring but 
can’t decide what kind to get.  
If  possible, he would like to get 
married, but we must ask the 
doctor about his condition.

APRIL 15
General clean-up today.  The 
curtains were taken care of  too. 
Letters from Miyoshi & Toshi. 
Miyo is in Petaluma.  She’s busy 
packing up like the rest of  us. 
Toshi is just about ready with 
her things.  

Seems like the San Francis-
cans are going to be sent to 
Tanforan Racetrack near San 
Mateo. Went to Mikami’s in the 
afternoon and read the novel 
“Kodomo??” by Yusuke Tsu-
rumi.  Swell book.

Tanforan is the racetrack turned assembly cen-
ter, where the evacuated Japanese would live 
until being sent to one of the 10 incarceration 
camps. Assembly centers were temporary.

Tomoe’s diary now switches back to 
Japanese and is translated below:

APRIL 16
Rained all day. April weather 
with many changes. Staying 
inside, knitting and writing let-
ters.

Received a letter from Chiyo-
ko-san. She wrote that every-

one was worried because she 
was still unmarried at age 24. 
She also wrote that she won-
dered how long it would be 
before the good old days would 
return, and that she missed the 
days when we played together.
Wrote to Toshi-chan, Betty, 
Chi-chan and Susumu-san at 
night.

APRIL 17
Following on from yesterday, 
it rained all morning. The boys 
were anxious to go thinning of  
apple trees but they gave it up 
due to the rain. After noon, the 
weather cleared up as if  it had  
forgotten about the rain, and 
my spirit was lifted. 

I visited Mary-san at the 
Sakata’s. Her mother looked 
well. We listened to the records 
and talked. She gave me a ride 
home around 4:30.

A young Kibei man who had 
already been to Santa Anita 
sent camp news to the Nichibei 
Newspaper. He writes about 
many interesting things. He 
doesn’t seem to like what Nisei 
people do. 

APRIL 18
Sunny day. Mrs. Ushijima and 
Mom did huge laundry. I fin-
ished sewing two aprons and 
started another apron and a 
blouse. I borrowed “Child” 
written by Yusuke Tsurumi 
today.

I can’t wait to read it. But I 
need to finish knitting a pair of  
socks for Enoki-san. I have so 
much to do. 

I was told that Dr. Maquarter 
would come at 8 o’clock to give 
us typhoid vaccines. 15 min-
utes before 8, I went to pick up 
Sakae-san at her work.

She had just started washing 
dishes. We panicked. Three 
of  us including Fusae-san did 
dishes but when we finished, it 
was past 8. 

While we were worried, the 
master came and told us he 
would make the “judge” drive 
us home if  it got too late. We 
were relieved. Luckily, the judge 
of  Centerville was among the 
customers.

After returning home, everyone 
lined up to get the injection. 
Kiyoshi, being the youngest, 
got it first. We were told we 
might get a headache, so we all 
went to bed early. Received a 
letter from Susumu-san.

Typhoid vaccines were being administered by 
the JACL in Centerville (see next page), and 
similar to other vaccines, some recipients suf-
fered side-effects. Typhoid causes prolonged 
fever, nausea, headaches, vomiting, abdominal 
pain, rashes, diarrhea, and loss of appetite. It 
is transmitted via contaminated food and water, 
or contact with carriers. In 1911 a vaccine was 
produced, antibiotics were available in 1948. It 
killed 10 percent of its victims prior to the 1940s.

APRIL 19
I will never forget the pain I 
felt last night. My head was 



pounding and my body was 
shaking. I even wondered if  I 
was going to die. If  I got ty-
phoid, it would be so terrible, 
judging from the severe after 
effect of  the vaccine. 

We must have two more shots. 
Besides, I hear the second one 
is worse. I am already worried 
that I may suffer more than I 
did last night. 

Both Mrs. Ushijima and Mom 
stayed in bed all day. Children 
didn’t suffer. Kiyoshi was run-
ning around with the neigh-
bor’s kids.

The others assembled at school 
today to have it done. Every 
single person is taking it be-
cause it is required to go to 
camp. I learned that Dr. Baba 
(see above), Dr. Togasaki and 
others came from San Fran-
cisco.

In the evening, I attended a 

farewell party for Fudenna-
san, who had returned home 
on leave from the army. It was 
a lively gathering of  nineteen 
people. It should have been a 
delicious Italian dinner, but we 
had little appetite due to the 
shots. Went to bed early again. 
Wrote back to Susumu-san in 
the afternoon.

The farewell party is for Harold Tarno Fudenna, 
a Washington Township native. Fudenna’s 
family owned (not leased) perhaps the largest 
Japanese farm in Fremont; 20 acres of toma-
toes & strawberries. He was inducted in the US 
Army on March 24, 1941 and served with the 
Military Intelligence Service in the South Pacific. 
Younger brother Takeo served with the 442nd 
RCT.

APRIL 20
Nice weather. Nothing unusual 
happened, and the day ended 
with work inside. At noon, I 
brought Mrs. Ushijima and oth-
ers in the field Omusubi (rice 
ball) mixed with Miso. 

They made a big fuss, saying, “I 
taste Miso!” It was like the joy 
one found water in a desert. I 
didn’t have good material for 

dinner. I made a strange dish 
but they all said it was delicious. 
I was surprised. 

Received a letter from Shizuko-
san. She said she was very 
lonely. Speaking of  Shizuko-
san, this time last year, thanks 
to a certain person, I had some 
antipathy toward her.

But my childhood friend 
Shizuko-san is still one of  my 
dear  friends. I am glad we are 
friends again, re-living the feel-
ing of  good old days.

Miso (“Me-soh”) is a soybean paste seasoning 
found in many Japanese foods.

APRIL 21
It looks like I caught a cold. My 
throat hurts. It was a nice day, I 
wanted to go out. But I stayed 
in the house because there were 
so many things to be ironed. 
Received letters from Susumu-
san and Nishino-san. More 
evacuation orders were issued 

Family friend, Hideo Uchiyama’s Typhoid vaccine from the Centerville JACL.



in various areas. Fortunately, we 
are still safe here. Toshi-chan 
and others in San Francisco 
seem to be sent to Tanforan. 
What is to come has come at 
last. I’ve been waiting for a 
letter from Dr. Shaffer, but it 
hasn’t come yet. I don’t know 
if  it will come tomorrow. I 
can’t wait to settle the situation 
for the two of  us.

APRIL 22
Stayed home as my cold is 
lingering. Sewed a blouse but it 
was too big. I will wear it as a 
jacket. I had a big laugh when 
Mrs. Ushijima said it would fit 
perfectly when I was “preg-
nant.” I wonder when the day 
will ever come.

I got a rare letter from Yama-
moto-san today. It says that 
people in San Francisco are 
busy evacuating. It also says 
those who lost their jobs are in 
trouble because they just hang 
around and play, and that they 
want to be sent soon. 

We sew clothes and say we will 
wear them after we get there, 
but not one of  us know where 
we will be sent to. Is it going to 
be a hot place or a cold place? 
Indeed, it is adventurous. 

APRIL 23
I slept in this morning. It was 
soon noon when I was dilly-
dallying. Mom, George and 
I went to town after noon. 

Bought some essentials. Made 
an appointment for a perma-
nent. Next Wednesday. 

Received a letter from Susumu-
san. He writes that he will feel 
at ease if  we can get married 
sooner than later. We have not 
received a note from the doc-
tor. In the afternoon, I wrote 
to Susumu-san and Yamamoto-
san. Later, I read “Child”. I 
read to my heart’s content 
again at night.

APRIL 24
Today my cold is much bet-
ter, and the weather is nice, 
so I washed my hair. After 6 
months, my hair is long enough 
to arrange it in a page-boy style. 

The length is perfect now. I 
am not sure if  I want to get it 
permed next week. I was sur-
prised to read Nobuko-san’s 
letter. She is getting married 
this Sunday to a man named 
Dohmoto-san. 

Many weddings since the 
evacuation order. It is prob-
ably because the lovers are 
worried about being separated 
from each other. Anyway, it is a 
happy event. Got a shot again 
in the evening. Went to bed 
early.

APRIL 25
Stayed in bed all day due to 
the shot. Read the letters from 
Kikuko-san and Susumu-san 

in bed. I learned the news of  
Noboru Iwahashi-san’s mar-
riage from Kikuko-san’s letter.

APRIL 26
My energy is back. Four of  
us went to play tennis in the 
afternoon. Made phone calls 
to Redwood and San Francisco 
from the town of  Centerville. 
Shige-chan at San Francisco 
was out so I talked with Margie 
a little. She said they would be 
sent to Tanforan on Thursday 
or Friday. 

Kikuko-san and George-san 
came over. Mary was just pass-
ing by, so the three of  us talked 
about the good old days for the 
first time in a long time. 

We parted, saying that we could 
probably go to the same camp 
and that we looked forward 
to it. We all sat together for 
the roast beef  dinner. I took 
a Japanese bath with plenty 
of  hot water and went to bed 
around 10:30. I don’t think I 
will be taking a Japanese bath 
for much longer.

APRIL  27
After a long wait, the notice 
from the hospital finally came 
today. Should I say it is good 
news, or is it bad news? It 
could be either, depending on 
how you look at it.
The news that I would not be 
able to go with him was the 
most painful thing. But the 



good news is that he will be 
discharged from the hospital in 
three months. 

The director said it would be 
better for us to put off  our 
wedding until he is discharged 
from the hospital. The direc-
tor’s concern seems to be about 
financial matters. Although I 
am filled with painful and sad 
feelings now, let’s live cheerfully 
imagining the joy I will feel 
when I greet Susumu-san three 
months from now. 

Received a letter from Toshi-
chan, too. She seems to be busy 
with the evacuation coming up 
in five days. She said she would 
write a long letter once she got 
there. 

Susumu’s tuberculosis is the reason why she 
would “not be able to go with him.”

APRIL  28
In the morning, 5 of  us - Mary-
san, Harry-san at Sakata(s?), 
George, Johnny and I went to 
Hayward. 

It was to get a pass to go to 
Redwood but I did some shop-
ping on the way. We found 
a very nice jacket in a store. 
Mary-san and I bought the 
jackets of  the same style, hers 
is red, mine, beige. I am afraid 
it was a bit expensive. Bought 
a sport shirt as a souvenir for 
Susumu-san. I hope he likes it. 

Did lots of  shopping including 

stockings, underwear, a wed-
ding gift for Nobuko-san and 
so on. I thought I hurried back 
to our car, but everyone was al-
ready waiting. “Are you done so 
soon?” and “You took so long” 

They said two opposite things 
and made fun of  me. It is said 
that women’s shopping takes 
long time. When I returned 
home, I was surprised to hear 
that Motoyoshi Sensei was 
taken away by FBI. I didn’t 
expect it happen now when we 
are close to evacuation. 

Went to see Mrs. Motoyoshi to 
show my sympathy. She smiled 
sadly and said, “Yes, he finally 
went”. Her eyes were red from 
tears, but she didn’t fall apart. 
I thought her demeanor was 
that of  a respectable Japanese 
woman. 

I can only imagine what it must 
have been like for him to leave 
behind his pregnant wife and 
five small children. I think it is 
the right way for human beings 
to help each other at a time like 
this. 

Finished reading “Child” to-
night. Asako-san is a great 
mother. This war will produce 
many great mothers like Asako 
among Japanese Americans.
  
Joshin Motoyoshi, was living at RFD 372, when 
the FBI arrested him.

APRIL 29
Spent all morning ironing. Af-
ter noon, went to get permed. 
It is called Centerville Beauty 
Parlor. I thought the hairdress-
er’s skill was not very impres-
sive for someone with ten years 
of  experience. It’s beyond 
words how bad my hair looked 
after being forced to sit for 
four hours.

I rearranged it after I went 
home. I was also disappointed 
that she cut my hair short.
Received Susumu-san’s letter 
written in English. He is get-
ting better.

APRIL 30
I was excited from this morn-
ing as I was going to see 
Susumu-san. It started raining 
again at noon, and I wanted to 
cry. George drove me there.

First, I spoke to the director of  
the hospital. The director was 
nicer than I had expected. He 
kindly taught me many things. 

When we said goodbye, I 
offered him roses that I had 
brought for Susumu-san, and 
he gladly accepted them. Had 
a fun time with Susumu-san 
from 2:30 to 4:30. Susan-san 
played the guitar for us. 

I was very impressed with her 
skill. I had a little chat with 
Kiyoshi-san as well. I brought 
Susumu-san the sport shirt. 



He said it was too good. We 
parted thinking we would have 
one more chance to see each 
other but when I got home,  
shocking news was waiting for 
me.
 
The evacuation order had al-
ready been issued for the area.
We will be sent to Tanforan 
between May 7 and 9. I am glad 
it is Tanforan. I think I can see 
Toshi-chan, and maybe Masa-
ko-san, too.

MEMO
April has passed, while we were 
saying it would come maybe 
today or maybe tomorrow. We 
have lived in this house for 
over 2 months now. But what is 
to come has come. 

It is finally decided that we 
must leave here. One cloud in 
my mind is that Susumu-san 
can’t come with us. 

But for Susumu-san, it is better 

to stay. I cannot be selfish. It is 
so hard to leave this beautiful 
little paradise where the bird 
song wakes me up in the morn-
ing and the quiet sound of  the 
brook invites me to a dream-
land at night.
 
It must be much harder for the 
Ushijima family. The proverb 
says “There’s a green hill wher-
ever you go”. If  I keep that 
spirit alive and keep moving 
forward, I should be alright.





MAY 1
What an irony- beautiful 
weather from morning. How 
I wish I could replace today 
with yesterday’s rain. Since we 
were told we needed to vacate 
here by the 9th, I started to feel 
anxious. 

Some say we are going to Tan-
foran, some say not, and I get 
excited or disappointed every 
time. I heard that residents of  
Alameda and Oakland would 
be sent to Tanforan by the 7th.

I didn’t do much packing today. 
I must seriously start tomor-
row. We only have one week 
left. At night, we got the last 
typhoid shot. If  I don’t get 
it right this time, people will 
laugh at me.

After the shot, young people 
next door and 3 of  our family 
members, total 7 of  us danced 
till 11 o’clock. It’s been a long 
time since I’ve had fun. I think 
the carpet was scuffed a lot.

The April 30 notice from the JACL on the previ-
ous page must have taken a few days to get to 
the families in the township. 

MAY 2
Another beautiful day with the 
fresh and clear morning sun. 
It was a shame to stay inside. I 
was afraid I might not be able 
to get up again, but I was fine. 

Mom and Mrs. Ushijima were 
also fine this time. I packed one 
suitcase. I was surprised at how 
many possessions I had. Re-
ceived letters from Susumu-san 
and Toshiko-san. Nobuko-san 
is now a “bride”. The letter 
says that she is happy as every-
one is nice to her.   A ring and 
a photo are supposed to arrive 
from Susumu-san. I hope I will 
get them before we leave here.

MAY 3
Very busy with evacuation 
ahead. So busy I almost felt 
dizzy from the 3rd through the 
9th. I remember Kiyoshi weep-
ing over parting with his dog. 

Everyone was irritated with 
so much to do. We were eas-
ily offended by the slightest 
thing and fought constantly. 
Even Mrs. Ushijima looked a 
little frustrated and said we all 
should go quickly to the camp. 
Mrs. Ushijima must be happy 
as the tomato plants at Chi-
dori’s were sold out.

There were no entrees on the pages labeled 
May 4 to 7, but on the page labeled May 8, 
Tomoe crossed out May 8, as if she wrote it on 
the 7th instead. “So busy I almost felt dizzy...” 
Perhaps she was too exhausted to write on 
those days.

MAY 8
Walking on the street at night, 
I see lovers and young people 
here and there, enjoying the 
pleasures of  newly wedded 
bliss, holding hands, making 
those who look on envious. 

I wish I were with Susumu-san. 
I pray he would come to me as 
soon as possible. I feel sad that 
I haven’t received a letter from 
Susumu-san for about 3 days 
now. 

May 9 would prove to be an extraordinary and fateful day for Tomoe.



     Township Register • May 8, 1942

*The porch above has the 371 number on it, and in this case, it corresponds 
with the Ushijima’s Rural Free Delivery (RFD) route number.

The trio could have walked from 371 to the JACL that morning, but it’s 2 
miles, with luggage. It would take at least 40 minutes to do so. Sugino was 
54, Yoshino was 50. Sugino’s son, George, owned a 1941 Pontiac car worth 
$1300, but in March 1942, still owed $700 on the loan. It was likely sold or 
stored before this day. The Otsus did not bring their car to the Ushijimas.

**Lange was in Centerville on May 5. The next day she was in Oakland. 
On May 8 she made her way to both Hayward and Centerville and May 9 
through 11 she was in Centerville again. 

The photo is clearly set up in advance. Did Lange arrange the photo through 
the JACL on May 5th or 8th? Did she give the trio a ride to the JACL office 
so they could board their evacuation bus on time (see next page)?

Lange considered the evacuation an act of facism and the end of democ-
racy. She was literally sick to her stomach during this time period.

***It is unclear if the JACL building had a physical address of 3955 Walton 
in 1942. That may have come later. Today, the JACL building is a home but 
another street, Bonde Way was built between it and the church, and Walton 
disappeared. The home is now listed at 3810 Bonde Way.

May 9•1942
May 9 had arrived. The local JACL had issued a bulletin 
on April 30, and at least one uncertainty, their destination, 
had finally been made clear. So Tomoe, her mother, Yoshino 
(at center, above) and family friend Sugino Ushijima, nicely 
dressed for the occasion, picked up their suitcases, walked 
out of Sugino’s front door* and were greeted by a Caucasian 
woman.

Dorothea Lange was in Centerville** on May 9, 1942, the 
day the Japanese were leaving for Tanforan Assembly Cen-
ter in San Bruno, across the San Francisco Bay.

Lange made a number of photographs on the 9th, including 
this one, of the three former Alamedans on their way to the 
buses parked at the JACL office at 3955 Walton Avenue.*** 
That’s how Tomoe, Yoshino and Sugino’s photograph came 
to be made by one of America’s greatest documentary pho-
tographers that day.

Photo this page courtesy National Archives and Records Administration, via Densho. Photo by Dorothea Lange • May 9, 1942



Sugino 
Ushijima

See Sugino in 
multiple entries

George 
Ushijima, 21
See George in 

multiple entries

Hideo “Archie” 
Uchiyama

See Mar 3 & April 19/20 entries

Jimmy Kiyoshi 
Ushijima, 11
See Kiyoshi in 
multiple entries 

Aisuke
Uchiyama,

Archie & Lumiko’s
father

Lumiko
Uchiyama

Her real name was Rumiko, 
but over time it became Lumiko.

She is named Lumiko
on her gravestone.

Centerville Area Japanese await the bus that on this day, will take them Tanforan. At right is Sugino and son George Ushijima.
Middle row, far left in white hat, is Archie Uchiyama, who Tomoe mentions in her diary. George Ushijima and brother Jimmy Kiyoshi

 are mentioned multiple times in the diary..

Photo courtesy National Archives and Records Administration, via Densho. Photo by Dorothea Lange • May 9, 1942



A young boy points to a family’s name, the Uchiyamas, on posters hung outside the JACL office. His iden-
tity is a mystery. At the top of the same sheet is the Ushijima family. The two families were close friends. 
The Ushijimas and Uchiyamas would leave on bus 6, at 10:30am that day. The Otsus appear on the sheet 

immediately to the left. They would also leave on bus 6, although the list above says bus 5. It appears 
10:30am was the last set of buses to leave, to comply with the order to vacate by noon.

Bus 6 didn’t leave until 11:30am, an hour later than scheduled.

Photo courtesy National Archives and Records Administration, via Densho. Photo by Dorothea Lange • May 9, 1942

Ushijima

Otsu

Uchiyama



Fujimoto, Ryoji	
Hitomi, Mitsu
Imazumi
Iwaihara
Kamada, Asa
Kikuchi, Tsuruno
Kinoshita, Tokuji
Kodama, Motokichi
Koga, Matao & Shigeko
Kondo, Umetaro &
  Takiye
Kozen, Kenjiro & Kishiko
Kumagai, Toshio &
   Mitsuno

Kuwano, Densaburo & 
   Asono 
Matsuura, Kumazo & Saki
Mikami, Naoyamon & 
   Koshie
Mitani, Enji
Madokoro, Heizaburo &  
   Suga
Motoyoshi, Rev. Joshin &    
   Yukiko
Narahara, Toki
Nakamura, Yukino
Nakayama, Kakunojo &
   Tane

Noda, Yokichi & Nobuye
Ota, Zentaro & Fukuyo
Otsu, Yoshino & Tomoe
Suzawa, Ryoichi & 
   Ayako
Takeda, Risaburo & 
   Ayako
Umene, Torakichi & Hiwa
Ushijima, Sugino
Yamashita, Moriji & 
   Yoshino
Yamashita, Matsuzo &   
   Furu
Yoshimura, Kazuo & Fude

Alameda Island Japanese families living in the Washington Township in 1942

The Centerville Presbyterian Church & ceme-
tery is across from the JACL. The dark building 
at right was torn down at some point.

The left side of the JACL office faces Walton, 
the Williams Brothers buildings & Centerville 
train station. (see next page). 

Isseis and Niseis wait for their bus at the JACL 
office at 3955 Walton Ave. 

This is a composite of two of Lange’s photos of the JACL office at 3955 Walton Avenue, and is the only look at the entire building.
Photos courtesy National Archives and Records Administration, via Densho. Photos by Dorothea Lange • May 9, 1942

3963 
Walton

May 9•1942
This list may be incomplete



Centerville-Irvington Rd

Centerville Presbyterian
Church steeple

JACL 
3955 
Walton

Lange is about here to 
make the photo on the 
previous page

W
alt

on
 A

ve
nu

e

Centerville church cemetery

3963 Walton
W

illi
am

s B
ro

s

W
illia

ms B
ros

The Centerville JACL in 1939
see previous page
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Photo courtesy National Archives and Records Administration, via Densho. Photo by Dorothea Lange • May 9, 1942

CEO 34 states that on May 9, 1942, the Japanese in portions of the County of Alameda, including the greater 
Centerville area, be excluded (removed) from those areas, as seen on the map they included in the order. The map is cropped 

down to just show some of the Washington Township vicinity. Dorothea Lange could have made the photo below in the parking lot 
of the Centerville Presbyterian Church.

JACL office

Ushijima farm 
at RFD 371

Centerville-Irvington Rd



On May 9, Tomoe wrote about the day she left for Tanforan:

After stayed at Niles for 80 days, we came to Tanforan. I left Centerville by 
Greyhound bus 6 at a little after 11:30. Upon arrival at the Tanforan, the person-
nel of the Tolan Agriculture Dept. took our picture with our belongings. 

We saw many our friends, Onizuka-san and Masako-san, etc. Toshi-chan, who 
arrived before us welcomed us. The place they showed us for our stay used 
to be a horse stable, but let’s call it as “STALL,” which has two rooms with two 
stationed windows, and the boarded drafty walls that are not impressive. 

Only thing we could do today is build the bed, the electricity is not installed yet 
so we slept without the lights.

I went to a dance at night thinking about Susumu-san and feeling very guilty, but 
I danced with my many friends.  However I never enjoyed it without Susumu.

Masami Sugaya talked to me intimately as he knows me well.  We danced 
together, but I couldn’t enjoy it without Susumu. I’m wondering if he knows my 
relation with Susumu. I decided not going to dance anymore. On the way back, 
I witnessed many intimate couples, that makes me envious. I wish I would be 
with Susumu.  I feel lonely since I haven’t heard from Susumu for 3 days.
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Rev. Dr. Greg Roth: Information about Centerville Presbyterian 
Church and the Walton Avenue neighborhood. He served CPC for 24 years 
and is also a local historian.
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Tomoe Otsu Tomine’s diary, photographs and information were made available for the general 
public by her family; Amy Tomine, Naomi Tomine Ellis and Eugene Tomine.
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All Tanforan illustrations by Kenneth Nobuji Iyeki, courtesy of the Kenneth Nobuji Iyeki collection, Densho



When it opened in 1899, Tanforan wasn’t a city. It was a horse racing track where up to 
5000 spectators could cheer on their favorite steed, placing their bets just south of the 
San Francisco city border, where gambling had just been made illegal.

If you have read part one of Tomoe Otsu Tomine’s diary, you know 
that she has just left Centerville, CA and arrived at Tanforan on 
May 9, 1942. No one cheered.

The Alameda Japanese American History Project 
is proud to present Part Two of  
Tomoe’s World War II diary for 
you to read today.

Photo by Dorothea Lange at Tanforan, April 29, 1942 • Courtesy of the National Archives and 
Records Administration  • https://ddr.densho.org/ddr-densho-151-58/



MAY 9, 1942
We said goodbye to our 80 days 
in Niles and arrived at Tan-
foran. It was past 11 o’clock 

when 6 buses (Greyhound) 
left Centerville. When we left 
home, a person from Tolan 
Agricultural Dept. came to 
take our picture. We got in the 
picture holding our luggage.  
Upon arrival at Tanforan, I rec-
ognized many people I knew. 
Onizuka-san, Masako-san, and 
others were the first people I 
saw. Toshi-chan was also there 
to greet us.

I would call the apartment we 
were taken to a “stall,” because 
a “horse stable” doesn’t sound 
nice. It is a two-room apart-
ment, and although the win-
dows don’t open, the breeze 
coming in through the gaps 
between the wall boards was 
more than enough. It may be 
nice in summer, but it is not so 
nice now when it is not too hot 
yet.

Today, we just built a bed and 
did nothing else. The electric-
ity still didn’t come on, so we 
spent the night without elec-
tricity. I went to a dance at 

night, feeling guilty with Su-
sumu-san. I met many people 
I knew and danced with, but I 
didn’t really enjoy it. I decided 
not to go next time.

MAY 10
I barely made it for the break-
fast between 7 and 8 AM. After 
that, I washed the windows 
and hung the curtains. As it 
was Sunday today, there was 
nobody to give us a hand and 
we could not finish our closet. 
Only Harano-san made us two 
shelves. Poor Harano-san. He 
is no match against mother’s 
persistence. He finally fell for 
it.
 
Today was Mother’s Day. I 
thanked Mom for her priceless 
love. There was an outdoor 
program. I was sorry I could 
not even buy a gift for Mom in 
the camp. 

I ate dinner with Toshi-chan 
and others at the mess hall. 
After all, they fed 1,000 people 
in a single mess hall. It was not 

Editor’s note:
Like any diary, Tomoe some-
times uses a sort of shorthand, 
or abbreviations of words or 
names that may seem like mis-
spellings.

Text in brackets are by transla-
tor Takako Hayakawa.

As you begin part two of this 
diary, Tomoe is leaving Center-
ville/Niles on a bus to Tanforan.

She is also thinking about her 
fiancee, Susumu Tomine, who is 
in a Redwood City facility being 
treated for tuberculosis.

Susumu Tomine
• Tomoe’s fiancee

Horse stalls  by Kenneth Nobuji Iyeki



easy just standing there with 
a plate in my hand. I visited 
Satoh-san who arrived today. 

I also met Nomura-san.  The 
sky looked strange in the eve-
ning, but by night time it was 
pouring. It is troublesome as 
I must walk a long way just to 
wash my face. I wrote my first 
letter from here to Susumu-san.

MAY 11
It had been drizzling since early 
evening yesterday, but it soon 
turned into a full-blown down-
pour. As the roof  of  the horse 
stall is low, (the sound of  rain) 
was as bad as the sound of  a 
machine gun. 

When I woke up in the morn-
ing, the sun was shining bright-
ly. The rain had stopped but 
the road got so muddy that it 
was hard to walk. I wore rain 
shoes to go out to eat.  

I went to the post office and 
learned that mail would be sent 
out twice and delivered twice 
daily. I spent the afternoon 
talking with Satoh-san and 
others, and listening to Toshi-
chan’s mandolin. I ate dinner 
with Toshi-chan again. 

After dinner, Satoh-san, Toshi-
chan and Fujiko-san came to 
my place. We made coffee, and 
toasted the leftover bread from 
our dinner. It was the first real 

coffee I’ve had in a long time. I 
felt bad to hear that Ohta-san, 
who was supposed to come 
here, was sent to Pomona. 

I am sure Ohta-san is sorry to 
be pulled away from his friends. 

MAY 12
As the breakfast time for build-
ing 23 was between 7 and 7:30, 
I rushed and arrived at the 
mess hall by 7:15. As I went 
early for the first time, I had 
enough milk and sugar first 
time in ages.

Today, the closet was com-
pleted, and I was able to hang 
up my clothes. Now I feel a 
little more settled. I sprayed 
perfume, so the smell of  disin-
fectant would be lessened. The 
place has become a little livable. 

The first baby was born in 
Tanforan. Bob Naruo-san 
is the proud father. I went 
to the employment office 
and signed up for a pos-
sible job. I got bored doing 
nothing, so I walked around 
with Toshi-chan again. 

In the evening, a few of  us got 
together at Toshi-chan’s place. 
We played cards and read “Seis-
hun (Being Young)” written by 
Fumiko Hayashi. We had cof-
fee and went home. 

Satoh-san was with us, too. 

Toshi-chan said she wanted me 
to listen to “Ai no komado” (A 
small window of  love) by Dick 
Mine because his voice sound-
ed just like that of  Susumu-
san’s. I wish I had a record of  it 
so I could play it every day.

MAY 13
The camp life entered its fifth 
day, and the fun began to 
grow. Sunny day again today, 
so Toshi-chan and I walked 
around Tanforan. 

The apartment buildings with 
absurd signages such as BARA-
KUEN (horse-enjoying-park), 
BASHOUEN (horse-smiling-
park) and such were drawing 
people’s attention. 

From somewhere, the song 
“Shina no Yoru” (China 
Nights, above) came on, bring-
ing back fond memories. 

I had dinner with Toshi-chan, 



but we only took bread as there 
was not enough water. When 
we started toasting the bread 
at Toshi-chan’s place, some 
people showed up, so we put 
them away in a hurry. I was 
introduced to Matsumoto-san, 
Masuda-san and others. 

I thought I would get a letter 
from Susumu-san today, but I 
did not. I am sure it will come 
tomorrow. 8000 Japanese are 
living in harmony without 
complaint. How long can this 
kind of  life really continue? I 
got a smallpox vaccination this 
morning. 

MAY 14
I waited for his letter all day, 
but it didn’t come. I’m getting 
used to bread without butter. 
Coffee and chocolate have no 
taste because of  the lack of  
sugar. Yesterday we got our 
first eggs at camp. Today we 
had no eggs, but we did get 

some cornflakes. Did a little 
laundry then read “Kekkon 
Tenkizu (Marriage Weather 
Map)” written by Kikuchi Kan. 
I found it interesting. 

In the afternoon, I visited 
Yamamoto-san’s place again. 
Satoh-san was there, too. Mat-
sumoto-san was looking for his 
younger brother as he had not 
come home since last night. 

Later, we learned that he was 
in San Mateo hospital. It seems 
that he was taken there due to 
a sudden illness and that he 
could not even tell his home

 

phone number because he did 
not understand English.

I saw Sugaya-san on the street 
today. He was looking this way 
but I don’t think he recognized 
me. I haven’t seen Ishii-san. 
I thought I’d ask Sugaya-san 
when I saw him yesterday but 

decided to wait for another 
time. I went to see a “talent 
show” at night, but the crowd 
was too large, I decided to go 
home and read a book.

MAY 15
It was a perfect day for a pic-
nic, despite the thought that it 
was going to rain. Toshi-chan 
and I spent time laying on the 
grass, looking for four-leaf  
clovers and knitting. 

We said to each other that it 
would have been so nice if  
we had all been on a picnic. 
As I was so happy to receive 
Susumu-san’s letter at the post 
office, Yamakawa-san made fun 
of  me saying “You’d better buy 
me a drink.” 

Toshi-chan looked happy, too, 
to receive a letter from Ohta-
san. But I am sure she is truly 
wishing that he were here. 
Toshi-chan gave me her picture 
taken in April. She looks very 
pretty. I wrote back to Susumu-
san at night. 

MAY 16
It is hard to get up at 7, as it 
is cold every morning. In the 
morning, Toshi-chan and I 
washed our hair and set each 
other’s hair. We laughed at the 
idea of  setting each other’s hair 
again, and said that we had 
never imagined doing so in 
such a place like this. 

On May 13, Ruby Ebisui received her smallpox vaccination, the same 
day as Tomoe. They did not know each other.



In the afternoon, we went to 
the same place as yesterday. 
Read “Meibouka (Beautiful 
Eyes Disaster)” by Kikuchi 
Kan, laying under “the hot 
sun.” We took a book of  popu-
lar songs and sang them. Our 
hair got dried by the sun with-
out a dryer. Today I had a pair 
of  geta made for me to wear 
to the shower. I am a Japanese 
after all. Geta is just the thing 
for such an occasion.

There is THE dance tonight, 
but I decided not to go, so I 
stayed home and knitted. Mr. 
and Mrs. Onizuka came to visit. 
Another peaceful day ended 
quietly as if  nothing had hap-
pened. Without any consider-
ation for what’s in one’s mind, 
morning welcomes the night, 
and night follows the morning.

MAY 17
Today was the second Sunday 
since we came to the camp, but 
it was like the first one. I wore 
silk stockings for the first time 
to go to Sunday School. At the 
Sunday School, I found many 
familiar faces. Somehow I went 
back to the old feelings when 
I attended the Buddhist youth 
conventions in the Bay Region.

Went to Toshi-chan’s place 
again and had dinner with her 
at their dining hall. Played cards 
for about an hour with Masu-
da-san, Motoma-san, Fujiko-
san and others, and went home. 
Since it was Sunday, there were 
a few visitors here and there. I 
saw two Catholic nuns, too. 

MAY 18
It’s amazing how fast the days 
go by. I don’t know what I did 

this morning. Today, I had to 
stand in line for over an hour 
to show smallpox mark, natu-
rally I didn’t get a chance to do 
anything and the morning was 
over. 

Whether it is to do the laun-
dry, wash the dishes, or go to 
the mess hall, everyone has to 
stand in line and quietly wait 
for his turn. It’s a good thing 
we have so much more time 
than money, but at times it can 
be frustrating.

In the afternoon, 5 of  us, 
Masuda-san, Satoh-san, Toshi-
chan, Fujiko-san and I went to 
our usual field and had interest-
ing chats till 4:30. 4 of  us went 
to the main hall for dinner, but 
it wasn’t very good. After din-
ner, Tani-san played the accor-
dion and sang solo for us. 

Line at a Mess Hall by Dorothea Lange • April 29, 1942



Received a letter from Susumu-
san. He is envious of  my life. 
There is not a day goes by that 
I don’t wish Susumu could 
come here too. I was a bit sur-
prised to receive a letter from 
Kiyoshi-san. Although Kiyoshi-
san’s letter seemed to be in 
good spirits, it was somehow 
filled with a sense of  loneliness.

MAY 19
Today was the first hot day 
since we came to the camp. 
The horse stable, which had 
been cold until now, was cooler 
today and much more pleas-
ant than the 96 degrees in the 
barracks. It is said that “home 
is where you live,” and there’s 
no better place than our house. 
There are now lovely flower 
beds in front of  the houses and 
“cooling benches” are built as 
well. 

The horse stable has become 
more like a human tenement. 
But this tenement is the lon-
gest in the camp, housing 108 
households. It is an elongated 
tenement. It is not surprising 
that sometimes some people 
hop in the wrong door.

I was delighted by Susumu’s 
unexpected letter. He wrote 
that he hoped to be able to visit 
me. How happy I would be if  
he could do so!

Sam’s mother, who was hos-

pitalized at a hospital in San 
Jose, passed away yesterday. My 
heart is filled with sadness to 
think that she died alone and 
lonely. 

In a better time, she would 
have received the generous care 
of  her family members and 
would have been surrounded 
by many people, so she could 
have passed in peace. 

So sad that only 9 people were 
allowed to attend the funeral. 
Sam had lost his usual cheerful-
ness. The sound of  the shaku-
hachi comes through the still-
ness of  the night.

MAY 20
It was a hot, hot day. Inside 
and outside. In the morning, 
on my way home from re-
turning books to the library, I 
dropped by Satoh-san’s place. 
Poor Satoh-san was in bed with 
a cold. In this heat.

Today, again, many people 
came in six buses from San 
Francisco. I went out to see 
if  Dr. Kasuga would be there. 
Later, I heard that he was sent 
to Arizona. 

I practiced penmanship in the 
morning. I also arranged hair 
for two people. When Toshi-
chan and I went out to cool off  
in the evening, lots of  people 
were out and about. The music 

of  popular songs came from 
all over the place, and I forgot 
about the heat of  the day. 

When I dropped by Nomura-
san’s place, they were just 
bathing the baby. They let me 
watch. Mrs. Nomura and I 
talked till 8:30. They both are 
nice people. They were talking 
about Susumu-san, too. They 
said he was good at writing 
poems. 

MAY 21
It is not like “Woman’s Mind 
and Autumn Sky,” but what 
a cold day it was today in 
contrast to yesterday’s heat. I 
stayed home except for visiting 
Toshi-chan for two hours in 
the afternoon. At Toshi-chan’s, 
Japanese popular songs came 
from the radio. We spent about 
an hour listening to them. I 
guess someone put records on 
the phonograph. 
	
Finished reading “Beauti-
ful Eyes Disaster.” The main 
character, Tamako, lived an 
unhappy life because she was 
beautiful. Her beauty was her 
undoing. When I think about 
Tamako-san’s life, I am thank-
ful that I was not born a beau-
tiful woman.

MAY 22
Stayed inside as it was a cold 
day. I set Kitagawa-san’s hair 
and she gave me a chocolate 



candy. It had been a while, so I 
enjoyed it. Started reading “Red 
Love” written by a Russian 
woman author. 

I was so excited to receive two 
letters from Susumu-san that 
I jumped up and down. I am 
very happy to know that my 
existence is making him happy. 
These days I have been crav-
ing a mandolin. If  I can learn 
a little while I’m dilly-dallying, 
I think I could play in an en-
semble with Susumu-san. But 
Mom doesn’t say “yes.” I really 
want it, though. Received a let-
ter from Nobuko-san who is in 
the camp in Fresno. She wrote 
it was hot there and everyone 
was walking around in shorts.  

MAY 23
The ticket system has started 
today. We get a book of  2 dol-
lar 50 cents. Outside of  the 
book, we cannot use any cash 
at all. Some stores opened 
today and I got oranges after a 
long while. 

It was cold as usual, so I stayed 
home. Received a letter from 
Mizoguchi-san in Arkansas. I 
made friends with [illegible] 
Hideko-san, three doors down. 
She is Kibei Nisei, and very 
pretty.

MAY 24
Sunday - In the morning we all 
went to Sunday School togeth-

er. There was a much larger 
crowd than before. Sugaya-san 
was also there. I prayed with 
Hideko-san, Chieko-san, and 
Toshi-chan. 

The flag-raising ceremony 
was held outdoors at noon. A 
hundred people attended and it 
was a grand event. Since it was 
Sunday, there were many visi-
tors, and the weather was fine, 
so the camp was lively. When I 
met Satoh-san, she told me that 
she had received a letter from 
Susumu.

MAY 25
The rain, which had started 
falling at three in the morn-
ing, finally stopped around ten 
o’clock. The camp roads were 
so muddy that there was no-
where to put down my feet. It 
is only at a time like this that I 
realize how much I appreciate 
my rubber shoes. 

I finally ordered a mandolin 
today. I’m just waiting for it to 
come soon. Satoh-san came 
in the afternoon. We talked 
about various things. She left 

around 4 o’clock. Received an 
English letter from Susumu-
san. I was amazed at how much 
he has improved. I was happy 
to hear that he would be send-
ing me candies. I am glad he is 
thinking of  me. 

Today we had our first death in 
Tanforan. She had been hos-
pitalized in San Mateo since 
her first day in the camp, and 
finally passed away. She had a 
difficult postpartum period. 
She passed away, leaving be-
hind a beautiful one-month old 
baby, without even looking up 
at the sky of  world peace….

MAY 26
I thought it was going to rain 
again, but it turned out to be 
a nice day. Butter and eggs 
were served for breakfast for 
a change. Toasted bread with 
butter are delicious. Wrote a 

Tanforan Totalizer • May 23, 1942



letter to Motoyoshi Sensei and 
Susumu-san. 

Received another letter from 
Susumu-san in the afternoon. 
Went to Toshi-chan’s with 
Hideko-san and found Satoh-
san there, too. She asked me 
if  I received candies from 
Susumu-san. 

Toshi-chan played the records 
while we were knitting. I lis-
tened to “Ai no Komado (Small 
Window of  Love)” The singer’s 
voice sounded very much like 
Susumu-san’s. 

MAY 27
It was a beautiful sunny day, 
but around four o’clock it 
began to drizzle. In the morn-
ing, I received candies from 
Susumu-san. I took them with 
gratitude for his thoughtful-
ness.

Received a letter from Chiyo-
ko-san in the afternoon. She 
said the camp at Merced was 
very hot, and that Miyosi-san 
and Chizuko-san were there as 
well. 

The mandolin I ordered on 
Monday has already arrived. I 
ordered a ten-dollar one, but 
they sent me a fifteen-dollar 
one. No wonder it sounds very 
nice.

MAY 28

Since the weather was fine, 
Toshi-chan and I washed our 
hair in the morning. After 
lunch, I went to Yamamoto-
san’s house again, and Mat-
sumoto-san came too, so the 
three of  us took a walk to-
gether.

At night, 4 of  us, Masuda-san, 
Satoh-san, Toshi-chan and I 
went to the talent show. The 
event was held in the grand-
stand for the first time last 
night, as it had always been too 
crowded for people to fit inside 
the hall. It was a great success. 
It was very lively with solo 
singers, a harmonica band, etc.
Looking far from the high 
grandstand, I could see moun-
tains and the ocean. So beauti-
ful. The sun was setting, turn-
ing the sky bright red. 

It reminded me of  the song, 
“When the evening darkness 
falls, my sorrows are endless, I 
miss you.”

After the program, there was 
a nice moon, so the four of  
us strolled back. I was happy 
to receive another letter from 
Susumu-san. A lot of  single 
men moved into the neighbor-
hood, and it became almost 
too lively. There is a harmonica 
player and an accordion expert. 
I am practicing the mandolin, 
hoping I will be a good player, 
too.

MAY 29
It was a beautiful morning, 
but the wind picked up in the 
evening. I stayed inside in the 
morning, practicing the man-
dolin and calligraphy. Didn’t 
receive a single letter. The 
mandolin case arrived. I spent 
about 2 hours in the afternoon 
at Toshi-chan’s place. 

In the evening, Toshi-chan 
came with her mandolin, so we 
played together. We called each 
other Sensei (teacher), then 
apologized to each other. We 
had a good laugh. 

Later, Sizumi-san and Masuda-
san also came but all of  them 
left around 8:30. I played the 
mandolin so much today that 
my fingertips hurt. But I hear 
that unless you play till your 
fingertips hurt, you won’t get 
good at it.

MAY 30
The Memorial Day ceremony 
was held outdoors. But it was 
cold, so I stayed inside and read 
a book. The title of  the book 
is “Soshinzo (Two Hearts)” 
written by Itsuma Maki. It was 
written so well I didn’t stop 
reading. Later, I practiced the 
mandolin.

The wind was blowing so hard 
that I could not walk with my 
eyes open. My kimono and hair 
were covered with sand. Hair 



is so easy to get dusty, I feel it 
is a waste of  water to wash it. 
I woke up at 6 and went out to 
take a shower. If  I go leisurely 
after breakfast, I will have to 
have a cold shower without a 
drop of  hot water.

MAY 31
Sunday— At 10, went to 
Sunday School with Toshi-
chan. In the afternoon after 
finishing “Two Hearts,” I went 
to Yamamoto-san’s place to re-
turn the book. Satoh-san came 
so we went to our usual field 
to relax. Masuda-san joined us. 
Four of  us took a walk again in 
the wind.

Since the Tanforan camp 
opened, it seems there have 
been several deaths. They don’t 
announce it, so we don’t know 
for sure, but yesterday, another 

baby died 4 hours after the 
birth. 

I can only imagine what the 
mother is going through. In 
the evening, Toshi-chan and 
others came. We played hop-
scotch together. The book 
“Two Hearts” is about a certain 
young man studying music. It is 
a romantic story about him and 
his various love affairs.

MEMO
The month of  May, a month 
of  many changes, has gone 
with the wind. Blown away by 
the strong winds of  the Tan-
foran camp. What secrets does 
June hold?

JUNE 1

Received 3 letters – two from 
Susumu-san, one from Miyoko-

san. Susumu-san’s letter said 
since the ring had arrived, he 
wanted to come to bring it to 
me. Wrote back to him and 
Miyoko-san. Practiced the man-
dolin. I want to get good at it 
soon.

JUNE 2
It was a windy day. I got the 
items I had ordered from the 
grocery store in San Mateo 
today, including cheese sand-
wiches, which I hadn’t had for 
a long time. 

I placed another order from 
Montgomery. Received a letter 
from Susumu-san in the after-
noon. The ring was glowing 
and waiting to be worn by a 
righteous owner, he wrote.

Satoh-san came and stayed 
till 3:30. I visited Toshi-chan 

Tanforan men’s shower room by Kenneth Nobuji Iyeki



later. She was complaining that 
Tatsumi-san would start work-
ing. It looks like I, too, will be 
forced to work in the kitchen. 
In the evening, the pie I had 
requested from Ogo-san came, 
so I licked my lips over a 
strawberry pie. As the nearby 
washroom opened today, it has 
become more convenient.

JUNE 3
I started working in the dining 
hall today. I am a waiter. There 
are about 30 people working 
together and they are all doing 
their jobs cheerfully.

I work two and a half  hours for 
each meal, so it’s not hard, but 
6:30 in the morning is a bit try-
ing. At night, I finish at around 
6:45. 

Today, I went to say goodbye 
to Mr. and Mrs. Toshio To-
momatsu as they were leav-
ing for Japan on a diplomatic 
exchange. They said they would 
bring letters to Japan with 
them, so I hurried up and 
wrote one. I just wanted to let 
my uncle know we were safe.

JUNE 4
I woke up at six o’clock and 
went to work. Kasai-san, my 
neighbor, wakes up at six 
o’clock to go to the dining 
room as well, so I have asked 
her to tap on the wall to wake 
me up.

We had ice-cream for the first 
time since we came here. It was 
Satoh-san’s treat. We, the usual 
quartet, went to the talent show 
again at night. Today’s program 
wasn’t very interesting. I had 
expected Susumu-san’s let-
ter but it didn’t come. I worry 
about him when there is no 
letter.

JUNE 5
I am working hard as usual. If  
I am late in the morning, I get 
teased by everyone, so I try not 
to be late. In the kitchen, ev-
eryone is working heartily and 
without complaints. I can even 
hear the whistling of  “Shina no 
Yoru.”

All I did today was to write a 
letter to Susumu-san. Arita-san 
came in the evening and asked 
me to sing at “Japanese eve-
ning” which would be held on 
the 16th. I told him I would do 
my best. I am going to practice 
“Mujo no Yume (Heartless 
Dream)” and “Ai no Sasayaki 
(Whisper of  Love).”

JUNE 6
Worked as usual. Washed my 
hair in the morning. In the af-
ternoon, Mrs. Ono, Fujiko-san, 
Satoh-san, Toshi-chan, Margie 
and I played Japanese cards. 
I was planning on bringing the 
music scores and practicing the 
songs at Mary Ikeda-san’s place.
But unfortunately, the piano 
wasn’t there and I could not 

practice. We promised to prac-
tice on Monday or so. Later, 
Toshi-chan and I practiced the 
mandolin. We were not in tune 
at all. I don’t know what to do.

JUNE 7
Sunday - Went to Buddhist 
Church. Went to work as usual, 
too. Just because it’s Sunday, 
it doesn’t mean it’s a day off. 
After all, one has to eat.

Practiced the mandolin at 
Toshi-chan’s in the afternoon. 
In the evening, I went to the 
party for the kitchen workers. 
It was lively with about 150 
people. Dance, game, and a 
strawberry shortcake was a big 
treat. For the entertainment, 
there were singing, playing 
harmonica, and others. I was 
nominated and finally sang. I 
sang “Madoni Motarete (Lean-
ing on the Window),” a song I 
was not familiar with.

After the fun night, I went 
home – my sweet home (a 
horse stall) around 11. I took 
a hot shower after a hard day’s 
work and crawled into bed.

JUNE 8
Sleepy morning. I was con-
stantly yawning behind the 
cooking pan. At lunchtime, I 
went to Toshi-chan’s place for a 
while, but I didn’t do anything 
else. Not a single letter came. 
Wrote back to Kanda-san.



JUNE 9
Another windy day. Went to 
the dining hall as usual. Visited 
Toshi-chan a little while in the 
afternoon. Satoh-san was there, 
too.

Received Susumu-san’s letter. 
He said he had requested the 
permission to visit on Sunday. I 
really wish I could meet him.
At night, Satoh-san, Toshi-chan 
and I went to the show at the 
No.4 mess hall. It was very live-
ly with Tani-san’s dance, solo 
singing, and a quartet,“Idiot 
Boys”, consisting of  Sugaya-
san, Tajiri-san, Naetomi-san 
and Takagi-san. 

JUNE 10
Today was my first day off, so 
I stayed lazy in the morning. 
In the afternoon, Eiko-san and 
I went to Toshi-chan’s again. 
Four of  us, including Satoh-
san, went to the field. 

Later when I visited Matsu-
moto-san. Matsumoto-san 
was home with hay fever. We 
talked for a while and then it 
was time to eat, so I left. The 
food served by someone else 
was delicious. I have learned 
to appreciate it since I started 
working. 

In the evening, I went to the 
music studio to practice sing-
ing. Ikeda-san was indeed such 
a good singer, I was taken 
aback. I tried “Ai no Sasayaki 

(Whisper of  Love)” and “Mujo 
no Yume (Heartless Dream).”

In the morning, Naetomi-san, 
one of  “Idiot Boys” of  last 
night, came and introduced me 
to Mrs. Yoshimura. I learned 
that she was a cousin of  Miyo-
shi-san’s husband.

JUNE 11
I received a letter from Su-
sumu-san that I had been 
waiting for. It said that he had 
asked the WCCA for permis-
sion, but they had not given it. 
Now I have nothing to look 
forward to. He said he would 
send the ring by mail. All I can 
do is to wait for his heartfelt 
gift. 

I have completed Satoh-san’s 
socks. I will give them to him 
the next time I see him. 
At night, I went to the talent 
show but there were so many 
people I could not see well. It 
was a Hawaiian program with 
guitars and ukuleles. It was 
nice.

JUNE 12
It was the second hot day. I 
didn’t have to wear a sweater.
Susumu-san wrote that he 
would send me the ring be-
cause he could not get the per-
mission. And the ring arrived 
promptly this morning. 
Even if  it is not the finest ring 
with a diamond, the feeling 
that went into the gift shines 

brighter than a million-dollar 
diamond.

In the evening, Eiko-san, 
Toshi-chan and I went for a 
walk in the cool of  the evening. 
For a while, we watched the 
boys of  our mess hall playing 
baseball. At Matsumoto-san’s 
place, we played cards and 
chatted till 9 and went home. I 
practice the mandolin when I 
have time.

JUNE 13
It was a windy day but I spent 
time in the field with Satoh-san 
and Toshi-chan. When I gave 
Satoh-san the socks, he was 
very surprised and said jokingly 
that someone could be of-
fended by it. Since it was Satur-
day, I was invited to an evening 
dance, but I decided not to go, 
so I declined.

Councilor campaign is under-
way in Tanforan right now. We 
are to elect 5 councilors.

JUNE 14
Sunday- sunny weather. Af-
ter the singing practice in 
the morning, I went to Sun-
day School. As I went there 
early today, there were enough 
chairs. It ended at 11:15, and I 
hurried back to the dining hall. 
I worked till 2, then went to 
Toshi-chan’s place again.

There was a first social event 
of  Buddhist Youth Associa-



tion, so I attended with Toshi-
chan. 

It was fun with so many peo-
ple. The only regret was that 
Susumu-san was not there. I 
was introduced to Tajiri-san, 
Takagi-san and others. I danced 
with Ishida-san and Matumoto-
san, too. All of  them are Su-
sumu-san’s friends. Now I have 
met all four members of  “Idiot 
Boys.”

JUNE 15
Blue Monday. When I was 
working in San Francisco, I 
used to say this all the time. 
When I started working here, 

it is hard to get up at six in the 
morning. It is Blue Monday 
again. 

Five new girls joined us today. 
It looks like the workers in the 
dining hall don’t last very long.
Received a letter from Susumu-
san in the morning. And re-
ceived unexpected letters from 
Motoyoshi-sensei and Kiyoshi 
Kawaguchi-san. 

I was filled with a nostalgic 
feeling. Both Sensei and Kiy-
oshi-san are leading a lonely 
life. Today, a twice-daily people 
count survey has begun. They 
call it a “head count.” I don’t 

see any need to check so 
strictly, but I guess they started 
this kind of  thing because the 
number of  people has been 
decreasing one by one.

JUNE 16
Today was the election day for 
the Councilor. Everyone over 
21 years old is allowed to vote. 
I voted for Yokomizo-san.

Motomi Yokomizu lost the election 
to Frank Yamasaki, who had more 
votes. Tanforan Totalizer • June 20, 
1942

The five winners of the election • Tanforan Totalizer • June 20, 1942



A young Nisei boy witnesses some-
thing extraordinary... Isseis voting 
in an election on American soil. 

Photographer Dorothea Lange’s 
original caption:

“Entering Recreational Hall where 
election is being held for Council-
man. A general election for five 
members of the Tanforan Assembly 
Center Advisory Council is being 
held on this day.”

“The Issei have never been able to 
vote before because of American 
naturalization laws.”

Tanforan • June 16, 1942

To read more about Isseis and the 
laws that effected them, go to:

• Immigration act of 1952 

• Asian Americans Advancing 
Justice

https://encyclopedia.densho.org/Immigration_Act_of_1952/
https://www.advancingjustice-aajc.org/report/50-years-voting-rights-act-asian-american-perspective
https://www.advancingjustice-aajc.org/report/50-years-voting-rights-act-asian-american-perspective


Received another letter from 
Susumu-san. I sent a reply to 
Nobuko-san at the Fresno 
camp. Five more letters to 
write.

Dr. Yamauchi did the physical 
examination in the afternoon. 
This is necessary for everyone 
who works in a mess hall. He 
didn’t say anything about it, 
so I guess I am O.K. I went to 
see the rehearsal for the talent 
show in the evening. Tajiri-san 
and Hanyu-san were rehears-
ing.  Masao Nakata-san was 
there and urged me to sing, 
saying I would be better than 
they would be.

Started reading “Wakai Mibojin 
(Young Widow) by Toshihiko 
Takeda.

JUNE 17
Today was my day off, so I 
didn’t go out for breakfast, just 
stayed in bed and read “The 
Young Widow.” I spent the rest 
of  the morning staying inside, 
not doing much of  anything. 
From noon, since the wind was 
as strong as ever, I couldn’t 
sunbathe, so I spent all day 
knitting at Toshi-chan’s place. 
Neither Satoh-san nor Masuda-
san showed up.

I didn’t receive any letters 
today. It is unlikely to receive 
letters if  I don’t send them out 

first. At night, I went to the 
neighbor’s house to listen to a 
record, and when I returned 
home, the next-door lady on 
the right gave me some udon 
noodles, which I enjoyed very 
much. Udon is hard to come by 
in the camp. 

JUNE 18
As I had slept in yesterday, I 
could not get up by myself  
this morning. I finally woke up 
when Yoshimura-san woke me 
up.

I was happy to receive a letter 
from Susumu-san in the morn-
ing, saying that he was working 
every day. I pray that he will 
remain strong and healthy.

While I was at Toshi-chan’s 
place in the afternoon, Sakae-
san came to call for me. I was 
surprised to hear that Motoyo-
shi-sensei had come for a visit. 
I rushed to go see him. He has 
lost a lot of  weight. He had left 
his family behind. He must be 
worried about them. He kindly 
asked me about Susumu-san.

Satoh-san, Toshi-chan and I 
went to the talent show in the 
evening. We endured the cold 
to see it. Tajiri-san sang “Tani-
ma no Tomoshibi (Lights in the 
Valley)”, and Hanyu-san sang 
“Tabi no Yokaze (Night Breeze 
on a Journey).” Then both sang 

“Shina no Yoru.” At night after 
I came home, I started knitting 
Susumu-san’s socks.

JUNE 19
Recently, I can’t practice cal-
ligraphy as much as I’d like. I 
don’t think I’ll ever be able to 
make progress.

I promised Toshi-chan to 
wash our hair together, so 
in the morning I went there 
after work to find that she had 
not yet returned from her art 
school. Toshi-chan is really into 
art. In the afternoon, while 
reading “The Young Widow,”
I fell asleep (not because the 
book was not interesting) and 
dozed off  until 4:20. I intended 
to go to bed early, but 4 boys 
from next door came. We 
played cards and sang songs till 
10. 

JUNE 20
Saturday- it is a day off  for stu-
dents but the same working day 
for workers. I was invited to an 
evening dance but I declined. 
Instead, four of  us - Satoh-san, 
Margie, Toshi-chan and I went 
for a walk. Later, I invited them 
to my place and spent time 
playing cards and such. Satoh-
san is funny – he always makes 
fun saying he feels responsible 
to Susumu-san, as if  he were 
my “bodyguard.” No letters 
came today.



JUNE 21
Sunday- It was a busy morning. 
Woke up at 6, went to work 
at 6:30, came home at 8, fixed 
hair for two people, then went 
to my singing lesson. My voice 
usually doesn’t come out well, 
even more so today because I 
have a slight cold. 

Inoue-san was also there to 
practice. He sure has a nice 
manly voice. I went to Sunday 
School a little late. When I 
returned home, Sakae-san was 
in low spirits with a headache. 
I told her she shouldn’t go 
to work, and I went to work 
alone. 

At night, Sakae-san’s fever went 
up to 104. I called the doctor 
and was told it was “bronchi-
tis” and that she should be 
hospitalized because it could be 
contagious.  She was taken by 
an ambulance. 

JUNE 22
As Sakae-san is in hospital, I 
went to work by myself. When 
I visited Sakae-san in the af-
ternoon, she was lying in bed 
looking bored. She was com-
plaining that the doctor would 
not release her even though she 
was not sick anymore.

There was another funeral for 
an old man named Takahashi-
san. The deaths are happen-

ing one after another. I really 
feel sorry for the old people. 
Received a letter from Susumu-
san.

Today, the FBI was again in-
specting our luggage. The 
reason for this is said that they 
did not check our luggage 
thoroughly when we arrived at 
the camp. I hear that they are 
looking for cutlery and Japa-
nese books.

JUNE 23
Today is the day of  the “Is-
sei Evening.” I feel somewhat 
restless. After visiting Sakae-
san, Toshi-chan and I went to 
“voice study class,” though it 
might sound funny. The teach-
er was Seiga sensei. There were 
a little over 10 people in the 
class.  The teacher talked about 
the breathing. 

At night, I left work early and 
went to “mess 4.” This is the 
designated hall for the Japanese 
program.

I was looking forward to sing-
ing with Mary Ikeda-san’s piano 
accompaniment but was dis-
appointed that there was no 
piano. I refused to sing without 
the accompaniment, but people 
insisted. I finally sang “Mujo 
no Yume (Heartless Dream)” 
and “Tsubaki no Hei (Camelia 
Soldier)” with the recorded 

music. I think it was a failure.

After the program, there was 
a rehearsal at the social hall 
for Thursday’s talent show, 
so I went there to practice. I 
am planning to sing “Mujo 
no Yume” again with Sadako 
Towata-san’s piano. I don’t have 
time to practice new songs. I 
asked Satoh-san and Toshi-
chan to go with me.  

JUNE 24
I felt relaxed as today was 
my day off  in a week. A very 
windy day. I visited Sakae-san 
in the afternoon. She said she 
was sorry to have missed last 
night’s program. Then I went 
to Toshi-chan’s. Satoh-san was 
there. We couldn’t go for a walk 
so we ended up knitting. 
 
I ate at Toshi-chan’s dining hall 
instead of  returning for dinner. 
I hurried back to make it for 
the “roll call” at 6:30, then took 
a walk with Toshi-chan and 
Satoh-san. I practiced again at 
“mess 3” in the evening.

JUNE 25
It was a drizzly, wintery morn-
ing. But by ten o’clock, the sun 
was shining, and the weather 
improved more than expected. 
In the afternoon, I went to bed 
for a nap, but I couldn’t sleep a 
bit because people kept coming 
by.



Went to the talent show at 
grandstand in the evening. My 
“Mujo no Yume” seemed to be 
better with a good microphone 
and piano accompaniment. Ev-
eryone gave me compliments, 
so I believe it was. I wish Su-
sumu-san could hear it. Tajiri-
san, Sugaya-san and Inoue-san, 
all praised me.

After the program, Tajiri-san, 
Takagi-san, Sugaya-san, Inoue-
san and Takayama-san walked 
me home so I invited them in. 
Tajiri-san played the mandolin 
for us. As expected, he was 
much better than me and pro-
duced a nice sound. He wanted 
to borrow my mandolin, so I 
let him.

JUNE 26
It has been 6 days but Sakae-
san has not yet discharged 
from the hospital. I went to see 
her during the visiting hours. 
She looked bored. I expected 
Suzuki-san in the afternoon, 
but she didn’t come so I took 
a nap. I’ve asked her to accom-
pany me in a song I’m going to 
perform at a show next week. 

She kindly visited me at night. 
We have been practicing “Ao-
zorani Utau (Sing Under the 
Blue Sky)” and “Madoni Mo-
tarete (Leaning on the Win-
dow).”

Received Susumu-san’s letter 
in the afternoon. The director 

of  the hospital also notified me 
that Susumu-san was just fine, 
but that he’d better wait until 
we went to the relocation cen-
ter because the camp’s facilities 
were not good.

JUNE 27
Saturday- It was an unusually 
hot day. People working in the 
kitchen must have had a hard 
time. In the afternoon, Toshi-
chan and I went to the grand-
stand to cool off.  The heat 
goes away when we are here.
Lots of  women came over at 
night, so I jumped out of  my 
place.

JUNE 28
Today was hotter than yester-
day. For the first time since I 
came here, I had to take off  
my shirt during the day. I even 
changed my blouse twice. 

Went to Sunday School after 
work. On the way back, I met 
Tajiri-san and Sugaya-san, 
whom I invited into my place. 
We talked till my work time. 
There was a fire in our mess 
hall today, so there was a lot 
of  commotion. I’m glad it was 
found early enough. 

There was the first meeting 
for Kibei Nisei in the evening. 
Even though I am not Kibei, I 
went because a friend invited 
me. After a lot of  planning, 
and a fun program of  singing, 
harmonica, and The Idiot Boys, 

the meeting was closed.

The moon this evening was 
indescribably beautiful. Look-
ing out the window, the bright 
red moon was nearly full as it 
quietly came up from the tree-
tops of  the gum trees. I sighed, 
looking at the moon on a calm, 
windless night. I imagined tak-
ing a walk with Susumu-san on 
a night like this and I felt sad.

JUNE 29
After 50 days in the camp, peo-
ple’s minds gradually became 
more at ease. Some people are 
still using hammers and saws 
to fix their houses. A grammar 
school, a high school, English 
classes for Issei and Kibei Nisei 
have been established, and nor-
mal life continues.

Men who have time on their 
hands, not children, but rather 
fathers, are very busy making 
sailboats, looking forward to 
floating them on the Tanforan 
Lake.

Sakae-san returned in the after-
noon after 8 days in the hos-
pital. Our place is now lively 
again. 

Suzuki-san came with his har-
monica, and we practiced the 
songs. I feel so honored to be 
accompanied by such a skilled 
musician.

This morning there was the 



eleventh death at the camp. It 
was a woman called Fujiwara-
san living right behind our 
place. I heard that her father 
had been taken to faraway 
place. It’s a sad situation. 
The moon is more beauti-
ful tonight than last night. It 
reminds me of  last summer’s 
moon - the one we gazed at 
together. Received a letter from 
Matsushino-san who is at the 
same place with Susumu-san.

I was surprised to hear from 
him after five months. He is 
still writing only about funny 
things. Susumu-san’s letter is 
always filled with his longing 
for Tanforan. Baseball game 
between Mess 11 and Mess 10; 
8 to 7, our Mess 11 won.

JUNE 30
I jumped out of  bed at 6:30 
and barely showed up at the 
dining hall at 6:40. Everyone 
made fun of  me. Around 5 
AM, Motoyoshi-sensei’s wife 
had a baby girl. Merika came 
to let us know. I wrote a letter 
on Yoshimura-san’s behalf  and 
sent it out by a special delivery. 
I am sure Motoyoshi-sensei will 
be relieved. 

I left home with the intention 
of  practicing songs, but I got 
stuck in Toshi-chan’s place and 
played until work time.

Hoshino-san asked me to sing 
at the show of  July 4 that the 
main mess hall. I declined as I 
have been participating in too 
many shows, but he doesn’t 
back off. I don’t know what to 
do.

MEMO
It’s been more than two 
months since we have been in 
camp, but I still feel like I’m 
living in a dream. Sometimes I 
even forget what this camp life 
is all about.

Alaska was attacked. Japanese 
Army reached Vancouver. 
Hearing the news doesn’t scare 
me at all as if  it were someone 
else’s story. 

And if  there is not enough 
sugar or vegetables, that is the 
government’s concern, not the 
individual’s responsibility. We 
have lost our sense of  respon-
sibility. 

We do not have to work. These 
days, our purpose in life is play-
ing and going to the dining hall 
with a plate in hand—this kind 
of  life should not last long. 

MEMO
Longing for Your Shadow

Longing for the shadow of  
you, in rain and sun. My painful 
thoughts, looking at the moon.
The fire in my heartburns 
when it’s forbidden. I cry 
yearning for you.
Oh loneliness, to comfort my 
pain, I play the guitar. Endless 
rain, lonesome tremolo,
Sad person, me.

Because of  you, eternal long 
winter no spring for me, never.
Should I keep living In the vain 
dream, my love

JULY 1		
Sunny, day-off. In the morning, 
Toshi-chan and I washed our 
hair. On the way to the post of-
fice, I met Masako-san for the 
first time after a long time. We 
stood chatting for about half  
an hour. 

Practiced songs with Suzuki-
san until 5 o’clock. Tomorrow 
is the day of  the performance. 
The same program will be per-
formed at two different places 
on Thursday and Friday.

While four of  us - Satoh-san, 
Tatsumi-san, Toshi-chan and I, 
were walking, we happened to 
come across another show. We 
stayed and watched for a while. 
The program was a little less 
interesting with all the same 
people. Received a letter today. 
I have been waiting for Ohta-
san’s reply.

Rev Joshin Motoyoshi was To-
moe’s minister at the Buddhist 
Temple of Alameda, CA.

Tanforan Totalizer July 4, 1942



A question arose as to whether 
the ducks swimming in Tan-
foran Pond were AHIRU 
or KAMO. I think they are 
KAMO, but Toshi-chan says 
AHIRU.

JULY 2
Good weather. Nothing un-
usual happened. As Yamada-
san and Nakano-san came, I 
stayed home in the afternoon 
without visiting Toshi-chan. 
There was an “Issei Night” and 
I sang “Madoni Motarete (Lean 
against the Window)” and 
“Aozorani Utau (Sing Under 
the Blue Sky)” accompanied by 
Toshio Suzuki-san’s piano.

It was an amusing program 
with first-class “singers and 
dancers.” It was lively with the 
performances of  “Idiot Boys” 
and Hakata Niwaka* as well. 
By the time I left for home 
around ten o’clock, a thin misty 
rain was falling, reminding me 
of  the night in San Francisco.

 [Translator’s note: Hakata Ni-
waka is an improvised comedy 
performed in Hakata (Kyushu)
dialect]

JULY 3
In the morning, I received 
three magazines from Matsu-
shino-san, who was busy with 
his military service in Texas. I 
appreciate his kindness. If  the 
time were right, I would be the 
one who should comfort him, 

but being in a place like this, 
it is the opposite. I sent him a 
thank you note immediately. 
Samples came from a yarn 
store in Philadelphia. 

When I went to Toshi-chan’s 
place after lunch, the bandana 
and the ribbon we had ordered 
had arrived. 

Received a letter from Susumu-
san in the afternoon. When I 
saw Satoh-san, he said he also 
received a letter from Susumu-
san.

In the evening, there was an-
other performance. This time it 
was nearby, so I didn’t have to 
ruin my shoes. As I had to do 
it twice in one night, my throat 
feels strange. 

JULY 4
Today, 4th of  July, is one of  the 
biggest holidays for Americans. 
Especially, this year, it falls on 
a Saturday, which would nor-
mally be two days off  in a row. 
In Tanforan, there were also 
sports events, sumo tourna-
ments, and entertainments to 
celebrate the day. 

The main mess hall hosted the 
performances, and the number 
of  spectators was much larger 
than that of  Thursdays or Fri-
days. The microphone was of  
the best quality, and it was easy 
for me to sing. Suzuki-san’s 
accompaniment was also better 

than usual.

After the program, sushi and 
sandwiches were served. Su-
zuki-san and the “Idiot Boys” 
walked me home.

We stopped by the house 
where the rumor said that fiery 
balls* appeared, but it was 
locked. We could not see the 
inside. Tajiri-san tried to scare 
me by saying the fiery balls 
would show up at my house 
tonight. Nobody knows what 
those are. The young couple 
who lived in the house finally 
ran away when the fiery balls 
appeared for three nights. Mys-
tery?

[Translator’s note: In Japan, it is 
said that the fiery balls are the 
spirits of  the dead]

JULY 5
Sunday- I didn’t do anything 
special besides going to Sun-
day School. Today’s sermon 
was given by a white pastor 
who came from outside. After 
returning from the church, I 
watched the boat race at Tanfo-
ran Pond. It was a sight to see 
the cute sailboats moving in the 
wind.

When I went to Toshi-chan’s in 
the afternoon, she was asleep 
though she had promised to 
meet me. At night, I went out 
for a walk. Went to Hoshino-
san’s place and borrowed a 



record of  “Ai no Komado” 
(Small Window of  Love).

JULY 6
I ate too much pork beans for 
lunch, got sick to my stomach 
and went to bed at noon. I 
didn’t even go to work in the 
evening. I slept well. I must 
have been exhausted from sing-
ing every night. In the morn-
ing, I received the reply I had 
been waiting for from Ohta-
san. But I was disappointed by 
the bad news. He asked me to 
recommend someone if  I had a 
good match for Toshi-chan. 

According to today’s news, 
shopping tickets will be given 
out starting this Wednesday. 
Also I heard that the govern-
ment was giving out clothes to 
those who didn’t have them.

The workers’ checks were is-
sued today for the first time. I 
heard that the dining hall work-
ers would receive them tomor-
row. But I can’t get mine yet 
because the payment is up to 
May 21. 

The F.B.I. is still on the watch 
in the haunted house, but they 
don’t seem to have any clue.

JULY 7
I was full of  happiness that af-
ter a day’s work today, I’d have 
a day off. As usual, I went to 
Toshi-chan’s place. Satoh-san 
was there, too. 

In the evening, Toshi-chan, 
Satoh-san and I visited Masa-
ko-san. Masako-san and Kenji-
san are soon moving to their 
parents’ place in Tule Lake.
When I passed by the main 
building, I saw many people 
waiting in line to get their 
checks. It is the first payday in 
Tanforan, so there is a lot of  
excitement.

As I started working around 
the beginning of  June, I won’t 
get paid until the next time. 
The salary paid this time is up 
to May 21.

I finished knitting a pair of  
socks. I was knitting for Su-
sumu-san, but they were too 
small, so I gave them to Mitani-
san. This time, I will knit green 
ones for Susumu-san.

JULY 8
Today we had the famous 
Tanforan wind again. Woke up 
around 8 o’clock, did hair-set 
for two people then washed 
my own hair. Wrote a letter to 
Susumu-san. In the afternoon, 
I went to Toshi-chan’s place to 
knit and chat. Satoh-san treated 
us to ice-creams. Margie looked 
proud to receive a check of  2 
dollars and 4 cents. 

When I returned home, I 
found a letter from Miyoshi-
san in Merced Camp. It says 
Merced is 115 degrees. I visited 
Mary Matsuura-san for the first 

time, but she went out to play 
badminton. 

I stayed a little while talking 
with her parents. At home, 
Satoh-san was waiting for me. 
I started Susumu-san’s socks 
with green and beige yarns. 

JULY 9
I went to work and stayed in-
side the rest of  the day. Today, 
caps and aprons were distrib-
uted to the girls serving in the 
dining hall. It is a cute green 
and white apron, but it looks 
too commercial.

At night, Sakae-san and I went 
to a talent show but it wasn’t 
very interesting. We left early. 
On the way back, we peeked in 
the Japanese performances just 
as Tajiri-san and Kunisawa-san 
were singing “Shanghai Kouro 
(Shanghai Passage).” And “Akai 
Suiren (Red Water lily)” also by 
Kunisawa-san. He is young but 
has a beautiful voice. 

JULY 10
Today is the day to receive a 
scrip book. For people over 
16, $2.50, for a married couple, 
$4.00, and for children under 
16, $1 each. At my house, there 
are two of  us, my mother and 
me, so $5.00 per month. We 
will receive two months’ worth, 
total $10. But these coupons 
can only be used inside the 
camp, not outside.
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I went to get the coupons in 
the afternoon, but it was very 
windy and the line was very 
long. So I came home.

Received a letter from Susumu-
san. He enclosed the letter 
from Nomura-san as he wanted 
me to read it, too. 

In the evening, Yamada-san 
and Suzuki-san came and 
stayed till 10:30. Satoh-san 
came, too, but he left as there 
were too many people. 

A couple of  days ago, a boy 
named Ikeda was released from 
the hospital in Livermore and 
returned to camp. I was envi-
ous and wished that Susumu-
san could be released soon.

JULY 11
Went to work late as usual. 
Wrote a letter to Susumu-san 
in the morning. Then I went to 
the main building to get cou-
pons. There were not as many 
people there today as there 
were yesterday, so it was easy. 
On the way back, I met Masu-
da-san. We watched Tatsumi-
san play tennis for a while.

Toshi-chan and I were going to 
see the Art and Hobby show in 
the afternoon, but we cancelled 
it as Toshi-chan had to work 
on someone’s hair. We will go 
tomorrow.

At night, Sakae-san and I went 
to the concert at Music Hall 
for the first time. It was a small 
place and full of  people, so I 
stood in the back and listened. 
[illegible] Fumiko-san sang 
“Tsuki no Sabaku (Moonlit 
Desert)” but it wasn’t very 
good. 

On the way back, I dropped by 
Kikuko-san’s place but she was 
not there.

JULY 12
Toshi-chan said she would not 
go to Sunday school today, 
so I went with Sakae-san and 
Yoshino-san. Ohsawa-san was 
waiting for me on the way and 
asked me to perform again. I 
replied I was not very keen. 

As we said we would go see 
the exhibition this afternoon, I 
urged Toshi-chan but she said 

Scrip book 
building by 

Kenneth 
Nobuji Iyeki



she would not go. So instead, 
I spent time at Toshi-chan’s. 
Toshi-chan seems to have been 
depressed for the past four or 
five days and does not seem to 
be in the mood for anything. 
Something must be bothering 
her. I think it has something to 
do with Ohta-san.

There was another meeting 
of  Buddhist Youth Associa-
tion in the evening. I went with 
Toshi-chan but she left when 
we were told there would be 
no Bon-odori. After the meet-
ing, there was “Ruten Ondo*,” 
then dancing for about an hour 
before the meeting was closed. 
I danced with Tajiri-san many 
times. He is a very good danc-
er, so it was very enjoyable.

[*Translator’s note: Ondo 
means notes or phrases to lead 
others to do something (sing, 
dance, march, etc) as a group. 
Ruten could be a Buddhism vo-
cabulary]

JULY 13
Monday –As the exhibition 
was extended another half  day, 
I went with Sakae-san after 
work, but there was a long line, 
so I stopped by a canteen and 
went home. Saw Satoh-san and 
Matsumoto-san on the way. 
Slept through the afternoon 
and woke up to find it was time 
to go to work. Received a letter 
from Susumu-san. Wrote let-

ters to Miyoshi-san and Nobu-
ko-san.

JULY 14
In the morning, I went to the 
craft exhibit which was post-
poned for another half  day, and 
was amazed at the fine handi-
crafts. Tables and chairs made 
from the few pieces of  lumber, 
Shogi boards, Go boards, hats 
and baskets woven from grass-
es in Tanforan, sailboats, air-
planes, leather work, knitting, 
painting, etc. 

Everyone watched in amaze-
ment. I wish I could show the 
dexterous and artistic hands 
of  Japanese people to Hakujin 
(white people).

I saw Motoyoshi-sensei’s baby. 
His wife and Mikumo-chan 
looked well. I can imagine how 
much he would love to see the 
baby.

I was overjoyed when the yarn 
I had ordered from East ar-
rived at noon. I want to knit a 
sweater right away, but I have 
to finish the socks I’m knitting 
now.

Received another letter from 
Susumu-san. He said when he 
got a chance, he would have 
his pictures taken and show me 
how well he was doing. Wrote 
back to him, too. In the eve-
ning, we had unusually many 

house guests – Matsumoto-san, 
Ishida-san, Satoh-san, Komat-
su-san - so many.

JULY 15
15th of  Obon month - there 
was a Obon service at the Bud-
dhist church.  Even though it 
was my day off, I spent most 
of  my time knitting, not do-
ing anything special. Chiyoko-
san wrote to me from Merced 
camp, saying it was unbearably 
hot.

Sent to Susumu-san a box of  
candies and tobaccos that I 
bought at the canteen. 
They showed a news film at 
Reku 6* in the evening, but 
I didn’t go as we had house 
guests. Nakano-san and Yama-
da-san.

On my day off, after getting in 
line, the meal tastes better than 
the rushed meal while I am 
working. This makes me want 
to stop working in the dining 
hall.

[*Translator’s note: Reku is 
likely recreation room 6}

JULY 16
Nice weather! Wrote a letter 
to Susumu-san and Ohta-san 
in the morning. Wrote to Mo-
toyoshi-sensei, as well, in the 
afternoon.

I was planning to go to a tal-
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ent show in the evening, but 
instead, I went to help practice 
Bon-odori as I was asked to. 
I heard they would celebrate 
Obon next month according to 
the old lunar calendar. We prac-
ticed dances like Oharabushi, 
Kacchiri-odori, Ruten, Tennen 
no Bi, and others.

Today, one bar of  laundry soap 
and one bar of  face soap per 
house were rationed out. 
Now reading “Rakkacho (Note 
of  Fallen Flowers)” by Tengai 
Kosugi.

JULY 17
Another nice day. Today was 
the second “payday.” After 
standing in line for an hour 
from noon, I finally received 
my first check of  $5.28. That 
was the wage for eighteen days. 
I will receive $8 next time. 
While standing in line, knitting 
and waiting, everyone made a 
joke that one sweater would 
be done by the time I got my 
check.

Even though there was a Bon-
odori practice at the Buddhist 
church, I went to see a talent 
show exclusively shown to the 
workers. I went to take a quick 
peek at “Ondo” before that.
The show was a vaudeville 
titled “Horse Stalls and That 
Ain’t All.” It was very interest-
ing.

Since lining up the chairs took 

up a lot of  space, everyone sat 
on the floor in the Japanese 
style. By the time the show was 
over, I couldn’t even stand on 
my feet. If  I am to go to Japan 
in the future, I don’t think I will 
have any trouble. Darkness of  
the lights, bread without butter, 
bad roads, sitting on the floor 
– there is nothing that I haven’t 
experienced. 

JULY 18
Saturday- there is a song that 
goes “tomorrow is Sunday, 
young company worker,” but 
there is no Sundays or holidays 
for a dining hall worker. One 
must eat 3 meals a day to live.
No letters came.

Went to the “voice study” in 
the afternoon. I expected to see 
a class, but I was the only one. 
It was Tanaka-sensei today. 
Tanaka Sensei teaches each stu-
dent separately, not as a class. 
She let me practice the scales 
a little. She said she would get 
me a song piece next time.

There is an order that card 
games, Shogi, Go, etc. are ab-
solutely forbidden from today 
onward. The purpose of  this 
order is to stop the gambling.
At night, Satoh-san came to 
visit, so did Mr. and Mrs. Wada. 
When I returned home after 
taking a walk to Toshi-chan’s 
place with Satoh-san, Mr. and 
Mrs. Wada were still there talk-
ing. It was 11 o’clock by the 

time I took a shower and went 
to bed. There was a ping pong 
tournament today. The win-
ner of  the women’s group was 
Yoshiko Ikeda-san, and the 
winner of  the men’s group was 
Mitoma-san’s older brother.

JULY 19
It was Sunday, but a dreary day. 
I thought it would start raining.
As there was a Buddhist Obon 
service in the afternoon at 
the high school in the camp, I 
didn’t go to Sunday School in 
the morning. 

Today’s lunch was a Sunday-
specific, which was potato 
salad, two wienies, and ice 
cream for dessert. From 2 
o’clock, there was a service 
then a bit of  Bon-odori later.  
Everyone danced “Ruten” and 
“Oharabushi,” and 10 of  us 
danced “Tennen no Bi.” Danc-
ing without Japanese kimono is 
not a good sight.

At night, lots of  house guests 
again. Matsumoto-san, Ishida-
san, Yamada-san, Toguri-san, 
Komatsu-san and others.

JULY 20
Cloudy. Nothing unusual hap-
pened.  Susumu-san wrote to 
me and I wrote back. But I fell 
asleep and forgot to send it 
out. I was surprised to receive 
a letter from Shiraishi-san in 
Texas. He said he got my ad-
dress from Yamamoto-san. He 



is teaching Jyudo at Fort Bliss. 
Card games, etc., which has 
been banned for some time, are 
now permitted. However, gam-
blers are to be arrested without 
reservation.

JULY 22
After work in the morning, I 
went to the canteen but there 
was nothing in the drug store. 
Received a letter from Susumu-
san and Matsushino-san. 
Susumu-san wrote he had his 
pictures taken and would send 
them to me. Hope to see them 
very soon.

In the afternoon, I practiced 
singing accompanied by Su-
zuki-san’s harmonica. “Ai no 
Komado (Small Window of  
Love)” and “Kage wo Shitaite 
(Longing for Your Shadow).”
Yamada-san came over, too, 
and stayed till 4:30. He comes 
very often these days. I wonder 
if  he is fond of  Sakae-san.

Sakae-san and I went around 
the track for exercise. On 
the way back, we dropped by 
Kikuko-san’s place. What a cute 
“love nest!” Linoleum, drapes, 
a table, a dresser, they have ev-
erything as if  they were living 
in a town. 

I was a little envious that they 
were showing off  their loving 
relationship. Wrote to Susumu-
san after I came home. Took a 

shower and went to bed after 
11.

JULY 22
I was glad that the weather was 
nice on my day off. I overslept 
as usual, and everyone laughed 
at me. Received a letter from 
Susumu-san. In the afternoon, 
when I went to Toshi-chan’s 
place, there were Satoh-san, 
Tatsumi-san and Yamamoto-
san and others. 

4 or 5 of  them were talking 
about going back to Japan. 
Those who wish to return are 
required to apply. Yamamoto-
san’s family is hoping for this. 
Each person is allowed to take 
only $300 and a little luggage.

We would love to go back, 
too, but our luggage and other 
circumstances prevent us from 
doing so. Yesterday, I went to 
Mr. Green’s office and told him 
I wanted to go see Susumu-san. 
I was told that if  the doctor in 
charge said that the visit was 
necessary, he would allow it. I 
immediately sent a letter to Dr. 
Shaper to that effect. I wonder 
if  he will give me permission.

JULY 23
Washed my hair in the morn-
ing. Received a letter from 
Nobuko-san in Fresno Camp. 
She always writes that it is hot, 
hot, hot.

After lunch, Sakae-san and I 
went for a walk and went to the 
canteen, but they had run out 
of  ice cream, so I bought some 
candies that I didn’t need.

Today, there was another fight 
in the kitchen. Everyone seems 
to be getting riled up, and there 
are often conflicts these days. 
It is interesting that the cause 
of  these conflicts is over food, 
washing dishes, and other small 
things. They probably feel they 
are all working for a low salary, 
and that it is a job that they are 
not afraid to lose.

At night, I went to a talent 
show. It was a minstrel show 
and lots of  fun.

When I climb to the top of  
the grandstand and look far, I 
really miss being outside. The 
reflection of  the blue sky on 
the pond water is beautiful. 

The sky in the west is pure red 
with the setting sun, and when 
I see a bus passing on the Bay-
shore Highway in the distance, 
my heart runs to Susumu-san. 
It brings back memories of  the 
days when I used to ride such a 
bus to visit him.

JULY 24
Late nights make it hard to 
get up in the morning. I got to 
work late again this morning.
When I returned, I found Su-



sumu-san’s letter and 5 pictures. 
He looks much heavier than 
before. I am relieved to see he 
is doing well.

In the afternoon, Toshi-chan 
and Satoh-san came over, and 
we talked about going back 
to Japan. Both Satoh-san and 
Yamamoto-san’s family have 
already taken the necessary 
steps to return to Japan. No-
body can say which is happier, 
those who are returning now 
or those who wait till the peace 
time. At night, Yamada-san and 
Komatsu-san came and stayed 
till 10:30.

JULY 25
These days, things are the same 
day in and day out, and life is 
mundane.

Today, Satoh-san and I spent 
the afternoon together, and he 
told me he was fed up with this 
kind of  life.

When you think about it close-
ly, every day is so meaningless. 
I hear that many people are 
losing their minds, and under-
standably so. I don’t know how 
many more years we must live 
this lazy, scruffy life. Who on 
earth should we blame?

The red sunset has turned to  
   darkness
The crescent moon is peeking 
   through the clouds

Quietly gazing, I am alone

I’m lonely as I stroll along

JULY 26
Sunday- Toshi-chan said she 
would come today, so we went 
to the temple together. A hot 
day.

In the afternoon, Toshi-chan, 
Satoh-san and I went out for 
a walk, watching Sumo and a 
baseball game. Later, Yamada-
san and Matsumoto-san joined 
us. We sat on the grass and 
sunbathed. 

There was a meeting at Bud-
dhist church tonight, but I 
didn’t go.

JULY 27
Monday- Received a letter from 
Susumu-san. Miyoshi-san sent 
me a happy note. Didn’t do 
anything special all day long. 
Wrote a thank you letter to 
Matsushino-san, and a get-well 
card to Kawaguchi-san.

JULY 28
In the morning, I heard that 
Motoyoshi-sensei had come 
from Sharp Park*, so I went to 
see him. As usual, there were 
so many people, I only had a 
short conversation with him, 
and then ran to work. Sensei 
said to let him know the news 
of  the camp, as letters would 
be most comforting.

I gave Mary Miyazaki-san a 
permanent in the afternoon. I 
used a machine-less permanent 
from Montgomery for the first 
time. It came out better than I 
had thought. Masako-san came 
to see it.

At night, Yamamoto-san and 
Satoh-san came to visit and 
stayed till after 10. Since the 
moon was bright, Sakae-san 
and I walked to the fence to see 
them off. 

JULY 29
A day off- slept till 8. I received 
a letter from Dr. Shaper so I 
immediately brought it to Mr. 
Green. I was disappointed to 
learn that he would not give me 
permission, since Susumu-san 
was not in a medical emer-
gency.

After asking me a lot of  ques-
tions about Susumu-san’s ill-
ness, he asked me why we were 
not married. 

He said he would arrange a car 
for me to go to Redwood City 
to get a license. I wrote to Dr. 
Shaper explaining the situation. 
I wonder what kind of  reply I 
will get.

In the afternoon, I went to 
Toshi-chan’s place and chatted 
till 5 with Satoh-san and Tatsu-
mi-san. Went home, then went 
to “mess 16” with Nakano-san 

*To learn more about Sharp Park’s role during WWII, click here.

https://encyclopedia.densho.org/Sharp_Park_(detention_facility)/


to eat dinner. Masuda-san and 
Yamada-san are working there. 
Sukiyaki was a special treat and 
very delicious.

Today is Frances’s birthday - 
she is 25 years old and must be 
a mother by now. I look for-
ward to seeing her again some-
day. I haven’t seen her for 6 
years. She must have changed.

JULY 30
Cloudy with misty rain.
Spent all day reading. I finished 
“Rakkacho (Note of  Falling 
Flowers),” and started “Daini 
no Seppun (The Second Kiss)” 
by Kan Kikuchi. 

In the evening, Nakano-san, 
Kasai-san and I went to see 
a talent show. Sakae-san and 
Yamada-san were together. I 
tried not to bother them, and 
could not enjoy myself.

JULY 31
Susumu-san wrote to me and 
asked me to write to his father 
in Japan. His father’s name is 
Katsuzo Tomine and lives at 
90 Itako-cho, Ibaraki-ken. In 
the afternoon when I visited 
Toshi-chan, she was in bed 
with stomach ache. The disease 
is not uncommon in Tanforan.

In the evening, Kato-san came 
and told us that he received a 

letter from Motoyoshi-sensei, 
asking to prepare a petition 
from his students in Alameda 
so that he could return home 
soon. I told him I would do my 
best.

AUGUST 1
While wiping the bench at 
work this morning, I slipped in 
the soapy water and fell on my 
butt.

Everyone teased me saying give 
it another go, but it hurt a lot. I 
sat on an electric heater all day 
reading a book.

In the afternoon, I went to the 
music school for a little while. 
I practiced scales and “Who is 
Sylvia.” In the evening, Satoh-
san came to visit. 

AUGUST 2
Sunday. Went to Sunday 
School. I invited Toshi-chan, 
but she said she would not go, 
so I went alone. I worried if  
I might fall asleep during the 
service.

In the afternoon, there was a 
Westlake opening ceremony, 
with a mahjong tournament, 
tennis matches, hobby shows, 
and much more. Satoh-san and 
I went to his older sister’s place. 
We spent about one hour play-
ing with Albert-chan. We were 

treated to coffee, then returned 
home.

MEMO
“A Small Window of  Love”

In the City of  Flowers
Scattering their young lives
Flowing through the night
Oh, the smoke of  your pipe

The moon seen in the 
   town hall
The tears of  a girl weeping
The light of  my dreams is 
   lonely
Oh, tonight, too, is getting late.

The moonflower of  the season 
   is so sad
So sad my heart becomes 
   every night
No matter how long I wait
Oh, He will never come back.

In the crimson of  a 
   maiden’s heart
A fleeting night storm
Opening a small window 
   of  love
Oh, I’m waiting for you.

AUGUST 3
Dr. Shaper gave me the good 
news, and when I took it to 
Mr. Green, he said he could 
let me go today. But it was too 
soon, so I decided to wait until 
Wednesday.



Hirabayashi-san and Miyoshi-
san went to get a marriage 
license this morning. They are 
getting married soon. I spent 
the afternoon going around 
with Motoyoshi-sensei’s peti-
tion, so I didn’t have time to do 
anything else. 

When I passed by Hiyama-san’s 
place, I got to see Shizuko-san’s 
baby- a plump baby boy of  7 
weeks old. All babies are cute. 
A family with a baby looks 
happy.

Received a letter from Kawagu-
chi-san. Very polite person. He 
wrote he wanted to go back to 
Japan. I imagine he misses his 
mother and sisters.

AUGUST 4
Went to Mr. Green’s office 
and got the departure time 
to Redwood City. It will be 
Wednesday, 1:30. I can’t wait 
for tomorrow, and yet I don’t 
want it to come. If  I see him, 
an hour or so will go by so fast. 
Maybe the best time is when I 
am waiting.

In the afternoon, Suzuki-san 
came, and we practiced some 
songs. There will be another 
Japanese show on Wednesday 
or Thursday. I am going to quit 
after one more performance 
because I don’t think it is a 
good idea to be on stage too 
often.

In the evening, Satoh-san came 
bringing an abacus. He taught 
me patiently, but I didn’t get it. 
Maybe I am not very smart. I 
just wanted to learn a little bit 
about it. Satoh-san was very 
happy to know that I was going 
to see Susumu-san. He left say-
ing he would come back to-
morrow to hear more about it.

AUGUST 5
Susumu-san was waiting in 
front of  the courthouse - he 
looked even more handsome 
than usual. He looked good 
in a dark suit. I proudly intro-
duced him to Oe-san, saying he 
was my fiancé. I was so excited 
I don’t remember how I en-
tered the courthouse. 

In applying for the marriage 
license, I had trouble writing 
my “address” and my “job.” I 
am a mess hall worker living in 
a horse stall. 

Time flew by and all we could 
do was to hold each other’s 
hands. We parted feeling un-
satisfied. I left my heart with 
Susumu-san.

It has been 3 months since I 
last saw the world beyond the 
fence. But it was hard to ap-
preciate while getting bumped 
around in the back of  a truck. I 
envy people walking down the 
street. I am happy to think that 
I will see Susumu-san again 

within a week or two.

In the evening, there was a 
show so I went to see it. I was 
told that I was supposed to 
perform, too. I got on stage 
without any rehearsal. I was not 
confident and felt awkward.

AUGUST 6
There was a big buzz in the 
mess hall this morning about 
an article in the paper about 
our marriage license. Everyone 
made fun of  me saying “when 
is your husband coming?” or 
“who is the lucky man?” 

One person said he would hold 
a party, and another said she 
would bake a cake. Mrs. Yo-
shimura also told me Susumu-
san was a lucky man. But I 
think I am the lucky one to be 
loved by a handsome man like 
Susumu-san, who is quiet and 
elegant.

The day I have been longing 
for is almost here, but I still 
cannot believe it. I went to the 
hospital this morning for a 
blood test. Once the results are 
in, I will be able to see Susumu-
san again. I can’t wait. 

Also in the morning, I went to 
Red Cross to mail Susumu-san’s 
letter to his father. The father 
will be happy to receive it.
There was an evenings how 
again. As I failed last night, I 



tried hard to do better tonight. 
Because of  a bad microphone, 
I couldn’t sing as well as I 
wanted to. 

AUGUST 7
We did a major cleanup this 
morning to save our mess 
hall from eleventh place. The 
windows were removed and 
washed, the walls were hosed 
down, the tables were scrubbed 
with a brush both back and 
front then polished until they 
were shining. It took from 8 till 
nearly 12 o’clock. 

I wonder how we would place 
next time. Because of  it, I went 
to bed in the afternoon with 
aches all over my body. It was 
hard to get up at 4:30 to go 
to work. Received an English 
letter from Susumu-san, but 
it was so short, I was disap-
pointed. 

AUGUST 8
Stayed cloudy all day, even 
misty rain in the morning.
There was the second distribu-
tion of  scrip books, so I went 
and stood in line for half  an 
hour. I got a book for $2.50.

Went to the music school and 
had a lesson for about half  an 
hour. Tanaka-sensei asked me 
about my singing on Thursday. 
I blushed, but Sensei praised 
me.

She said she would teach me 

Japanese songs if  I preferred 
them. She gave me a music 
piece for “Kokyo no Haiya 
(Old House in my Home-
town).”  At night, I sang again 
at a show at No. 9. 

AUGUST 9
Sunday, but it was just an or-
dinary day. I only went to the 
Buddhist church. I was knit-
ting in the afternoon, but I 
got sleepy and fell asleep. This 
morning, I rushed to my work 
15 minutes before 7 o’clock 
and was laughed at by every-
one.

Around 12:30, I went to see 
Motoyoshi-sensei. I was late for 
work again, and I worked with-
out lunch. Various problems 
seem to be bothering Motoyo-
shi-sensei. 

AUGUST 10
It was worthwhile to do the 
major cleaning of  the dining 
hall on Friday morning, as this 
week, we went up from num-
ber 11 to number 3. We were 
so proud. From now on, we 
have decided to do a weekly 
cleaning.

In the afternoon, I gave a perm 
to one more person. I waited 
for Susumu-san’s letter but it 
didn’t come. Instead, received a 
thank-you note from Motoyo-
shi-sensei. It was a sad letter, so 
unlike him. 

AUGUST 11
Today, I went to visit Toshi-
chan for the first time in a 
while. Toshi-chan told me she 
had been staying inside and do-
ing nothing but knitting these 
days. We talked about my mar-
riage.

People are saying they are tired 
of  the life in Tanforan and that 
they want to go somewhere 
else soon. Rumor has it that 
we will probably be going to 
Utah State. Ohta-san went to 
Wyoming from Pomona, and 
someone at Turlock went to 
Arizona. 

At night, there was the first 
movie show at Tanforan. Diana 
Durbin’s “Spring Parade.”
It was not easy as almost 3000 
people were trying to see it at 
once. I heard that some people 
waited in line for an hour. We 
went very late, so we didn’t 
have to wait too long, but the 
seating was bad. We sat on the 
floor and my feet went numb. 
I don’t even want to go next 
week.

Read the letter from Susumu-
san again and put it under my 
pillow before going to sleep. 
Tomorrow is my day off, so I 
can sleep peacefully.

AUGUST 12
Day-off. Nice weather.
Today, I received the doctor’s 
certificate, so I went to see Mr. 



Green. I am to go to the court-
house as soon as Susumu-san’s 
side is ready. 

Stayed at Toshi-chan’s place 
till 5:30 and went home. In the 
evening, I treated Satoh-san 
to Udon noodle. Talk about 
Udon, I remember “Udon-ya” 
in San Francisco and Tendon at 
“Ten-katsu.”

I converted two-months’ worth 
of  checks into cash. 20 cents 
were deducted, so $13.24 be-
came $13.04. 

Sakae-san went to an eye doc-
tor in San Mateo and was not 
back even at 7:30 in the eve-
ning. I went to the hospital 
with Satoh-san to ask about it, 
and was relieved to hear that 
no one had returned yet.

After a while, they came back. 
They said they went to a restau-
rant on the way back, and that 
just when they were eating fried 
chicken, the office told them to 
come back immediately. They 
grabbed the chicken and hur-
ried back.

AUGUST 13
Mailed a letter to Dr. Shaper 
and Susumu-san. Visited Masa-
ko-san and told her about my 
marriage. She was happy for 
me.

Received a letter from Merced 
Camp (from Chi-chan) to con-

gratulate me. In the evening, I 
sang again at the show. As they 
cannot change the program, 
I am singing the same songs 
every time. 

AUGUST 14
Did nothing else but clean up 
the dining room in the after-
noon. In the evening, I at-
tended my last performance. 
I wanted to do well, but I was 
disappointed that I messed up.

AUGUST 15
I was in and out of  bed with 
a stomachache.  In the after-
noon, I went to a music lesson, 
which gave me a headache, and 
I slept through the rest of  the 
evening. 

The Japanese music records 
that had been taken away by 
the authorities for investigation 
were finally returned today. 

We will be able to hear Japa-
nese music again, which we 
have not been able to do for a 
while.

AUGUST 16
In the morning when I went to 
Buddhist church, I found it had 
been transformed into a beauti-
ful place. It was decorated with 
curtains, an organ was set up, 
and even a microphone was 
placed. I thought I would like 
to get married in such a beauti-
ful place even though it was 
in the camp. The sound of  an 
organ has the power to calm 
the heart. It is an indispensable 
part of  a church.

In the afternoon, I went to 
the first wedding in Tanforan. 
Hirabayashi-san and Miyoshi-
san got married at the Chris-
tian church, and the bride was 
beautiful in her white outfit.

I was invited to the party in 
the evening, but it was a danc-
ing party with lots of  people I 
didn’t know. I came home early.
I was relieved to read in today’s 
newspaper that Ambassador 
Nomura and his delegation 
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arrived safely in Japan. I was 
worried because Mr. and Mrs. 
Tomomatsu were with them.

AUGUST 17
Received a letter to congratu-
late me from Chiyoko-san in 
Merced Camp, and another 
from Tadashi Kusuda-san at 
the army base in Missouri. This 
is the first letter from Tadashi-
san since we moved here. I 
wonder from whom he got my 
address and news about my 
marriage. Perhaps from Tada-
no-san.

Susumu-san wrote to me, too. 
We both are thinking the same 
thing. I know it is too early to 
hear back from Dr. Shaper, but 
I am still looking forward to 
it. How happy we would be if  
we knew the day we would see 
each other. 

Today was busy as ordering 
for clothes to be delivered by 
the government has started. 
I imagine the U.S. govern-
ment has lots of  work. They 
take care of  everything from 
clothing to pocket money for 
tens of  thousands of  Japanese 
people. We can live without any 
inconvenience while staying in 
the camp. We should be grate-
ful.

AUGUST 18
Today, Susumu-san sent me an 
unexpected gift. It was a toi-

letry set, and when I opened 
it, the sweet aroma filled the 
room. So happy to receive 
Susumu-san’s kindness.

It was a happy day as I also re-
ceived a letter from Dr. Shaper. 
He wrote he would let me 
know the results of  the blood 
test as soon as he got them.
Tsuno-san and Kataoka-san 
moved from next door to No. 
125. It has gotten too quiet, 
almost desolate. 

We decided to borrow a room 
next door to prepare for 
Susumu-san’s return. I think a 
“love nest” in the stable is rare 
and amusing. I received a letter 
from Mandokoro-san at the 
Michigan base. I felt nostalgic 
to read his handwriting after a 
long time.

AUGUST 19
Day-off  –
When I went to Toshi-chan’s 
place in the afternoon, Satoh-
san was there. I hadn’t seen 
him for a long time. He said he 
had had a cold.

Recently, I am not sleeping 
well. When I think various 
things in my head, I become 
wide-awake and cannot go to 
sleep. I am quietly planning to 
do this and that when Susumu-
san comes back. 

AUGUST 20

As Masako-san and Kenji-san 
are leaving for Tule Lake to-
morrow, I went to say goodbye. 
They said they were sorry to 
miss my wedding.

In the evening, there was a pro-
gram to introduce the music of  
Steven Foster. Foster’s famous 
pieces were performed by solo, 
chorus, violin solo and others. 
Susumu-san would have en-
joyed them.

AUGUST 21
In the afternoon, I went to the 
grandstand to see Masako-san 
off. I couldn’t help but cry. 
Masako-san was also crying 
her eyes out. I think it must be 
hard for her because it is the 
first time she has to leave her 
parents.

AUGUST 22
The eviction from Tanforan 
was finally announced. It is 
decided that we are to leave 
between September 15th and 
30th. Nobody knows where we 
are going, but I am told that 
most likely it will be State of  
Utah.

In the afternoon, I went to the 
music school. Satoh-san came 
in the evening to talk.

AUGUST 23
Sunday. Went to Sunday School 
with Toshi-chan in the morn-
ing. As Minister Matsumoto is 



leaving for Arizona soon, it was 
a farewell sermon. Matsumoto-
sensei is getting married in Ari-
zona. He looked happy, smiling 
all the time.

Watched Sumo with Toshi-
chan for the first time. It was 
fun because the people we 
knew, Nakano-san, Sakata-san, 
Morimoto-san and others- 
were wrestling. 

Went to bed early without do-
ing anything. These days, I go 
to bed by 9:30 because there 
are fewer house guests. 

AUGUST 24
Received a letter only from 
Susumu-san, nothing from the 
doctor. According to Susumu-
san, the blood test results 
should come out by Saturday. I 
expected a letter from the doc-
tor to arrive today. But it didn’t 
come.

I wish I could find out soon so 
that I could meet Susumu-san 
again, do some shopping and 
enjoy myself  arranging for the 
wedding. 

In the afternoon, I gave Mi-
kami’s Yuki-chan a perm. 
At night, we all had to stay in-
side as the government-owned 
items were to be inspected. 

AUGUST 25
The blood test certificate for 
Susumu-san was completed. 

I went to Mr. Green to ask 
for his help to get a marriage 
license. He was nice enough to 
make an inquiry to Dr. Shaper 
about Susumu-san’s discharge 
from the hospital. 

I was told he could come back 
to Tanforan after the discharge. 
I was so happy I jumped up. 
For ten long months, that’s all 
I have prayed for. At last! The 
wait feels so long from today 
till the day Susumu-san comes 
back to Tanforan. I was singing 
“How Many More Nights Do 
I Sleep Before The New Year’s 
Day?” *, and people laughed at 
me.

I want the wedding ceremony 
to be on September 6th. If  the 
army gives Susumu-san a per-
mit before that, he is able to 
move to Tanforan. 

[*Translator’s note: Well-known 
children’s song]

AUGUST 26
Day-off.
Spent time at Toshi-chan’s. 
Toshi-chan also started work-
ing in the dining hall from 
Monday. She was complain-
ing she could not relax as she 
always had to worry about the 
time.

When I heard that Susumu-
san was going to be discharged 
from the hospital, I felt as if  
the world suddenly became 

brighter. Ten months, in a 
word, is nothing, but it was a 
long time. The things I had 
wished for every day began to 
come true before my eyes.

AUGUST 27
It was finally decided that the 
first group of  500 men would 
leave Tanforan on September 
9. Four of  our neighbors said 
they would go with the group, 
and they were beginning to 
pack their bags. Mom and I are 
feeling anxious, too. I will miss 
my neighbors. But by then, 
Susumu-san will be back here.

AUGUST 28
Nothing unusual has happened, 
but my mind is somehow 
clearer. When I go to bed at 
night, I can’t fall asleep because 
I’m imagining so many things. 
Will things really turn out as I 
imagined? I will have to wait 
and see.

Visited Ushijima-san’s place 
for the first time in a while and 
talked with Mrs. Ushijima and 
George-san about my wedding.
Kiyoshi gave me a hand-made 
ring. One “diamond” on a 
black base. Kiyoshi is so cute.

AUGUST 29
Saturday.
In the afternoon, I went to the 
last music lesson. Satoh-san 
came over at night, asking if  
there was any interesting news. 
As I have just completed a 
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knit hat, I gave it to Satoh-san. 
He was happy and went home 
wearing it. 

There was a dance party among 
Kibei people. I imagine Toshi-
chan was busy as a coordina-
tor. She told me to come, but 
I didn’t. I am sure Susumu-san 
will be back by the next party. 
We will both be there at that 
time.

AUGUST 30
Went to Sunday School in the 
morning. I was offended when 
a white minister spoke so con-
descendingly about Christianity 
in his lecture.

In the afternoon, Toshi-chan, 
Imamura-san and I went for a 
walk, and took a look at box-
ing. I don’t like boxing.
In the evening, there was the 
last party of  the Buddhist 
Youth Group. I went with 
Sakae-san. There were about 
200 people there, and it was 
very lively.

On the way home, I dropped 
my watch and was in a panic 
when I arrived home. When I 
went outside to look for it, I 
saw a shiny object a few steps 
away. I picked it up and saw 
that it was the watch I had been 
looking for. I was so happy 
because I had thought I would 
never see it again.

AUGUST 31
Received a letter from Susumu-
san and Nobuko-san. Nobuko-
san wrote that she had sent me 
something as a wedding gift. I 
don’t expect to receive any gift 
in a camp. She is a very kind 
friend. Mitani-san kindly made 
a pair of  clogs for Susumu-san.
Shijo-san made me a handle 
for my knitting bag. They are 
memento of  Tanforan and are 
more valuable than the pur-
chased items.

MEMO
Covered in the dust and sand 
of  the Tanforan, kids play hap-
pily without any care. Looking 
at their feet, they are wearing a 
pair of  small geta* that their fa-
thers have made in their spare 
time. Wow, the kids are as good 
at wearing geta as any Japanese 
children.

[*Translator’s note: wooden 
clogs]

SEPTEMBER 1
First day of  the month. First 
thing in the morning, I went to 
Mr. Green’s office. He had not 
received any information about 
the permit for Susumu-san. 
He told me to wait till Thurs-
day morning, and that if  we 
still didn’t receive anything, he 
would let me go to Redwood 
City to obtain the license.

Went to the post office to get 

Susumu-san’s pajamas which I 
had ordered from White house.
As today was the third payday, 
I received a check of  $8. The 
scrip books were also distribut-
ed, and I got a book of  $2.50.
When I returned home, I 
found the wedding gift from 
Nobuko-san. Two bath towels 
and two small towels- I was 
so surprised with the beautiful 
present.

At night, Sugaya-san came out 
of  the blue and asked me for 
Susumu-san’s address because 
his brother wanted it. 

I told him Susumu-san would 
come to Tanforan within 2 or 
3 days, but I ended up writ-
ing it as he was so persistent. I 
am sure it is his father, not his 
brother, who wants the address. 
His father must be using his 
“parent’s authority.”

SEPTEMBER 2
Received a letter from Susumu-
san. He wrote about the nice 
memory when he first came to 
our home alone, this time last 
year. 

On September 5, 6, and 7, 
there will be a contest for King 
and Queen for the Mardi Gras 
Festival in Tanforan, and I was 
selected as one of  the 33 candi-
dates, among which five judges 
will choose five princesses. 



I don’t feel like participating in 
something like that at the age 
of  twenty-four.

SEPTEMBER 3
In the morning, I went to Mr. 
Green’s office and received a 
pass to go to the courthouse.
I got some work done in a hur-
ry and left at 1:30. I was given a 
short time from 2:00 to 

5:00. My escort and I took the 
Greyhound bus.

Susumu-san was already at the 
courthouse waiting for me. He 
had bought a ring, too. It is not 
an expensive ring but a cute 
ring. I love it because Susumu-
san chose it. It was hard to say 
goodbye again. I said, “I’ll be 
waiting for you” with the joy of  

knowing that one day soon we 
would be together forever. My 
hand was sweaty from holding 
the license so tightly.

SEPTEMBER 4
Today is the first day off  in 
nine days because I changed it 
from Wednesday to Friday.
In the afternoon, C.O.D. came 
from White house and the 
grocery store. Susumu-san’s 
bath robe was nice but mine 
looked very cheap. I want to 
send it back but as I don’t have 
enough time, I will be patient 
and take it.

From afternoon through eve-
ning, I gave two women a 
perm, which kept me busy on 
my precious day-off.

SEPTEMBER 5
This morning, there was anoth-
er inspection of  banned goods. 
The barrack under inspection 
was guarded by five or six sol-
diers to prevent anyone from 
entering or leaving. 

We waited from 8 in the morn-
ing. They finally came to our 
place round 4 in early evening, 
when we were tired of  waiting. 
There are only females in our 
place, and the inspector was 
tired. He did not check any-
thing, but said it was OK and 
left. The first day of  the festi-
val. There were various things 
in the evening such as a parade, 
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carnival, movies and shows.

SEPTEMBER 6
Sunday- Sunny day after a long 
while. Went to the Buddhist 
church. Went to the music 
school concert at the grand-
stand in the afternoon. Piano, 
violin, vocal solo and others. I 
was very impressed that every-
one was so good.

At night, I saw the movie “Kit-
ty Foyle” sitting on the floor of  
the high school.

SEPTEMBER 7
Labor Day holiday- but it had 
nothing to do with those work-
ing in the dining hall. It was 
the third day of  Mardi Gras 
and there were shows at the 
grandstand, but I didn’t go. 
Mardi Gras, which I had been 
looking forward to enjoying 
with Susumu-san, was already 
gone. But Susumu-san is still 
not here.

In the evening, we had a fare-
well party for the boys next 
door. They are the first group 
to leave on the 9th. Shijo-san, 
Mitsuya-san, Kasai-san and 
Nakano-san. Satoh-san came to 
visit and joined us. There were 
lots of  people and it was fun.

SEPTEMBER 8
It looked like it was going to 
be sunny, but it started rain-
ing around 8:00. One moment, 

sunny and next moment, rain-
ing. I went to the post office 
and by the time I got home, it 
was pouring so hard that I was 
soaked to the skin.

Lunch time was messy with 
people carrying their rain gear. 
It seemed they pulled their 
raincoats out of  the suitcases. 
They smelled like mothballs. 
Today has passed without any 
news. I am anxiously waiting.

Shizuko Nakano-san wrote to 
me from Arizona for the first 
time. She sent me words of  joy 
because she had heard about 
my marriage. Received a post-
card from Kino-san in Ala-
bama. Also received the first 
letter from Masako-san in Tule 
Lake.

Turkey dinner was served at the 
mess hall farewell party. It had 
been a long time since I had 
had such a treat. I devoured 
it like a little child. Later, we 
danced at the recreation hall.

SEPTEMBER 9
Today, too, passed in vain, with 
no sign of  Susumu-san’s arrival.
In the afternoon, Satoh-san 
and Toshi-chan came over. But 
they didn’t bring any interest-
ing news. 3:30 at night, we saw 
off  the first group. There were 
more than 200 people. 

Yoshino-san left as a mem-

ber of  the group. Kasai-san 
waved his hand saying “good-
bye”. Nine of  the people who 
worked in the mess hall with 
me are gone. I feel lonely.

SEPTEMBER 10
I opened the letter from 
WCCA.* with much excite-
ment. I was so disappointed 
because it said we should take 
time and wait till after settling 
down in Utah since it was cur-
rently in the middle of  eviction 
proceedings. I was hoping that 
Susumu-san would come to 
Tanforan.

I felt like the strings that 
had held me together were 
snapped. My happy dreams dis-
appear, and I am left with noth-
ing but tears. I thought“Les 
Misérables” was just the word 
to use in such a situation.

SEPTEMBER 11
Susumu-san’s letter brought me 
the same news. He wrote that 
he felt powerless and pessimis-
tic. 

In the afternoon, I gave a 
friend a perm, even though I 
didn’t feel like it. While I was 
out, Kikuko-san and George-
san came and left the wedding 
gift. A set of  bath towels with 
an initial “T.” I feel both happy 
and guilty to receive this unex-
pected gift. Mrs. Yagura gave 
me the bed jacket. Everybody 

*To learn more about the Wartime Civil Control Administration, click here

https://encyclopedia.densho.org/Wartime_Civil_Control_Administration/


is so kind.

SEPTEMBER 12
In the morning, I again went 
to see Mr. Green to talk about 
Susumu-san.  Mr. Green said 
he would call Dr. Shaper on 
Monday and would request 
that Susumu-san should come 
to Tanforan to have a wedding 
ceremony.

If  he could not come, we de-
cided to go to the courthouse 
and have a simple ceremony on 
the same Tuesday.

I submitted the second petition 
to WCCA, but I think I will get 
the same response.

There were two wedding cer-

emonies today. Many couples 
get married in a hurry, with 
eviction just around the corner.

[No entry on September 13 
and 14]

SEPTEMBER 15
The long-awaited wedding day 
- the day with once-in-a-life-
time memory - was unique and 
interesting. Susumu-san could 
not come to Tanforan in time*, 
and we were to leave for Utah 
on September 18. Through the 
arrangement of  Mr. Green, 
Sanada-sensei performed the 
wedding ceremony in the office 
we borrowed. 

* this statement is confusing as 
Susumu does arrive in time, on 

Sept 15.

I wasn’t planning on wear-
ing a white dress, but I ended 
up wearing it as Kikuko-san 
had strongly suggested. The 
sight of  the “bride”gave me an 
indescribable feeling. I was so 
happy I cried.

The ceremony went more 
smoothly than expected, and I 
was relieved when Susumu-san 
put the ring in my finger. One 
regret is that we were not able 
to photograph us as a couple. 
Another regret is that we had 
to part three hours after the 
wedding.

[No entry for September 16 
and 17]



SEPTEMBER 18
The last day in Tanforan - at 
5:30 in the evening, we headed 
for Utah. Toshi-chan made me 
some omusubi and gave me 
some oranges.

I am very grateful to Satoh-san 
and Yamada-san for their help. 
Thanks to them, our packing 
was much easier.

Around 4 o’clock yesterday, 
I received a notice from Mr. 
Davis’s office that Susumu-san 
would come to Tanforan on 
the 25th. With such a short 
notice, I could not do anything, 
so I just said goodbye to Tan-
foran, believing that I would 
see Susumu-san again in Utah.

Among the many people who 
saw us off  was Mr. Green, who 
shook hands with me. I looked 
for Satoh-san, Yamada-san and 
Toshi-chan, but couldn’t find 
them among the crowd.

SEPTEMBER 19
All day in the train-I was happy 
when we were allowed to get 
off  the train for 10 minutes at 
Portola, the last station of  State 
of  California, around 11 (in the 
morning). 

The white people in the neigh-
borhood gathered around and 
stared at us with curiosity.
After that, the train ran for 
about 5 hours through Nevada 

desert. 

I will never forget the meals on 
the train. Not a piece of  toast 
nor mashed potatoes could be 
compared to foods in Tanfo-
ran. Baked ham for lunch, and 
ice cream for dessert. It is like 
eating at an upscale restaurant. 

SEPTEMBER 20
It was midnight when we 
passed Nevada and entered 
Utah. 

It was about 8 when we arrived 
at Salt Lake. I saw two Japanese 
at the station. They must have 
come to greet the 500 Japanese 
on the train.

We arrived at Delta, the near-
est town to the camp, around 
12:30, then got off  the train, 
transferred to buses, and ar-
rived at the Topaz camp safely 
a little after 1:00. I was happy 
to be greeted by Shijo-san, 
Nakano-san, Morimoto-san 
and others.

The first thought I had at 
Topaz was “I wish I could go 
back to Tanforan.” Dust flies 
up with every step. I sighed 
and wondered if  I could live 
in such a place. Because of  the 
heat, it was hard to pack straw 
mattresses, fetch blankets, and 
wipe the dusty room.

We only finished bed making 
and called it a day. I wrote to 
Susumu-san at night.

SEPTEMBER 21
In the morning, I applied for a 
job at the Employment Office 
and was told that I would be 
working in the dining hall from 
as early as this noon. It was 
too soon. I reluctantly started 
working.

We were supposed to be 
given a separate room from 
Yoshimura-san, but we were 
put together with them again 
because there were not enough 
rooms. I went to the office and 
went through the process to 

have it changed. I 
sent Topaz news 
to Toshi-chan 
and Satoh-san.

SEPTEMBER 28
Went to Block 
26 to greet the 
Yamamoto fam-
ily. I was happy 
when I finally 

Illustration by Mine Okubo • Topaz Trek 
magazine • February 1942, page 38



Topaz dust storm by F.M. Taira • Topaz All Aboard magazine, Spring 1944, page 53



Artist Mine Okubo’s page 7 illustration for an article titled Relocation, written by Larry Tajiri for Topaz 
Trek magazine • June 6, 1943 • Tajiri was an editor for the Pacific Citizen. 



saw their faces near 11:00. I 
was relieved to see that they 
were all in good health.

Toshi-chan told me that Su-
sumu-san would be coming 
here tomorrow. I was filled 
with so much happiness I could 
fly up to the sky. 

I was planning on visiting 
Toshi-chan in the afternoon, 
but I cancelled the visit because 
when I finished my work,the 
“dust” was so bad that it was 
almost suffocating inside the 
house.

SEPTEMBER 29
Decided to take a week off  
from work starting today. Of  
course, it is because Susumu-
san is coming. From 8:30 in the 
morning, buses started arriving. 
I waited at Block 29. When I 
finally saw Susumu-san’s face 
on the eleventh bus, I breathed 
sigh of  relief  as if  my lifelong 
wish had come true.

When he came off  the bus 
with his guitar in his hand, I 
couldn’t help but run up to him 
and call out “Susumu-san.”

OCTOBER 2
Went to greet Satoh-san, No-
mura family, Onizuka family, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Naruo.

OCTOBER 4
I am concerned as Susumu-san 

started saying his teeth were 
bothering him.

OCTOBER 28
First snow- started falling 
from around 6 in the morning 
and continued till around 11, 
but not enough to stay on the 
ground. It was dreary all day, a 
very cold day.

OCTOBER 29
Mrs. Minoru Hirai, baby girl.
[English only]

NOVEMBER 12
A show at “mess 9.”

I sang without Susumu-san’s 
permission. Soshu Nocturne 
and Ruthless Dream with Suzu-
ki-san’s piano accompaniment. 
I was complimented that mine 
was the best. I don’t know if  
that was true. But I felt I sang 
well. I wish Susumu-san could 
have heard it.

After the program, we were 
treated to handmade udon 
noodles and manju buns. It had 
been a long time since I had 
had such a rare treat. I brought 
manju buns home for Susumu-
san and mom. 

NOVEMBER 13
As Susumu-san came home 
from the hospital after being 
there for four weeks, the house 
became lively again. I am happy 
to hear the sound of  his guitar 

again.

NOVEMBER 26
Thanksgiving Day- nice weath-
er. There was a turkey feast 
even in the camp. Busy day 
for those of  us working in the 
mess hall. But I was happy that 
everyone enjoyed it.

I brought the “dinner” back 
home so I could eat with Su-
sumu-san. People made fun of  
me, but I didn’t feel bad about 
it.

DECEMBER 1
Susumu-san underwent his sec-
ond surgery. When the doctor 
finally came out of  the opera-
tion room after two and a half  
hours, I was finally relieved and 
relaxed. 

As I entered the room after 
receiving permission from Dr. 
Murata, Susumu-san was ly-
ing on the table. When he saw 
me, he burst into tears, as if  he 
was in agony. I couldn’t help 
but burst into tears myself, and 
hugged him. Later I heard that 
the operation took a long time 
because the needle or some-
thing broke off  and got lost.



Not long after Sus’s arrival at Topaz, an official wedding photo was taken, 
with Tomoe wearing a dress borrowed from Kikuko Furuno, who was also from Alameda.



It his here at the end of  1942 that 
Tomoe’s diary comes to an end. The 
Tomines would later transfer to Tule 

Lake camp.

Susumu would recover from tubercu-
losis. A son, Shinya “Chris” would be 
born in Tule Lake and at war’s end, 
the family would settle in Tomoe’s 

hometown of  Alameda.

Artist Mine Okubo’s page 18 illustration for an article titled Landmarks of Pahvant Valley, 
written by Frank Beckwith, Sr, for Topaz Trek magazine • December 1942 

• Beckwith was the publisher of the Millard County Chronicle.

The Paiutes Native Americans called the Topaz area Pahvant, meaning an ‘abundance of water,’ which was
true until Caucasian settlers diverted water from the Sevier River for irrigation.



Susumu Tomine was quite a musician, but while in 
camp, he devoted himself  to other artistic pursuits, 
such as this shirt button made from an apricot seed, 
seen front and back. It’s about the size of  a penny.

Below is a wood dinner
plate given to the 
Tomine’s as a 
wedding gift in
camp.



Sea shells 
collected by Susumu 

or Tomoe from Topaz 
or Tule Lake



Sus created this Mallard pin, 
and also made what is likely 
an ashtray with a smaller 
spot for matches

2.75”

6”

7.5”



Special thanks:

Tomoe Otsu Tomine’s diary, pho-
tographs, camp artifacts and infor-
mation were made available for the 
general public by her family; Amy 
Tomine, Naomi Tomine Ellis and 
Eugene Tomine.

Leonard Arrington, Utah State 
University: Definition of  Pahvant.
Densho: Tanforan Totalizer newspapers, 
Trek & All Aboard Magazines.
Ruby Ebisui and the Ebisui 
family for permission to use her 
vaccination form.
Takako Hayakawa: Japanese 
translation.
Kenneth Nobuki Iyeji. All the drawn 
artwork from Tanforan is by Kenneth and 
came from Densho.
Dorothea Lange: Photographs from 
Tanforan.
S. Maeda: Front cover art of  
Tomoe, 1937.
Mine Okubo: Drawn art from Topaz.
F.M. Taira: Dust storm illustration from 
“All Aboard,” a publication produced at To-
paz in September 1944.
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Thank you for reading.


	ddr-ajah-2-937-2-1_mezz
	ddr-ajah-2-937-2-2_mezz

