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Jistic political impli-

AN EBITORIAL

the hours of human mis-

fi‘" ory and distress we have .
i)

“"~‘~n the glory of the com—
:uu;umw dayse

We can sincerely say, "A
Happy New Year to you'all: not
in a festive mood, Dut in the
spirit of a happy little boy
who had just 'discovered the
law of nature,

Cannons are still rodring

falling throughout thé )
far-fiung batilelines, }“\L
But there is a clear ™
cdl gutting thrcugh the &7

and bombs are Stiuk
X

dust and shoubing for' \%- \ bt

brave men all over the
world to stand ready’
for the new days in the
offing.

. Internationalism 1is -
a dead word now. It
smacks too much of
silk-hats and morning-
coatse Socialism will
lose its meaning, be- ,
cause of its paticrole

cationse.
Globalism is +the shining
little word of thée future,

Not totalitarianism, Thé pa-
-‘remount idea

globalism is the right of hu= .

involved in

man beings, such as you andn
to live as we are.

Globalism means Juistice.,
freedom, and brotherhcod, not
only in America, but through-

out the world regard-

less 'of race, creed or.

flag,

«'7 73 So.In a global mrld". 4
/) there is no place for

greed and prejudices,
Only huwb
open hearts and strong
inminds may livee.
It is +thisg kind of
world we are building.
~ It is this kind of
world we are going t¢
live in. the fu:bure---
when peace dawnse.

Are you prepnred?
We arc ready. -

Hownrd M. Imazeki '
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t happened on a dreary shadowless winter afterncon k. ﬂ Tullef'

and I were quietly speeding alorng a smooth gtretch hlaék.'-

and white goaless highway. Indifferent to the surrbunding
scenery, I absently hummed a tranquil "melody of dreanhpaaﬁiasf~
love, ard mOrTOW. ' T R
: w"Stop this cari" Julie commanded. -
; Startled, I swallowed my daydreams and subconclously ebexeﬂ her
curt demand; the fast moving convertible jerked to fait.abruptistop.s
Swiftly, Julie jumped out, banged the door shut, ‘peered thrdugh
the open arch of the door window, and smiling coquettishly cagh
ly remarked: "ILet's go" for a long walk through thl& go

-
.

country-side.™ . ¥
"fhat?' I cuéestioned in bewildered wonder. "Gcrbeouéga[Jﬁlle
this flat, tired looking land of..." R Sy

; Wt
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Bi’go“ »
"Wind?" she ques- A
. tioned in sham inno- \§
cencc. ‘

"ch, come along," Julie
prompted as she impetuously
turned about~face and walked a-
waye. Left  without an alterna-
tive, I slammed the door shut, ..
abandoned, the automobile, apd
hastened after Julies

"Hel-lo,"¥ she smiled. mischie-
vously, "f've boe’n miting for
youo

"§hat the denl, .T\Llie!" I
fumed breathless and angry. "Why
@ll this sudden ambition +to
trudge over this God-forsaken
range?"

"Can't you feel the pounding
beat of life in this gently roll-
ing yellow-brown-black wet
earth?” Julie retorted with a
laugh on her lips. "Look, loock
at the wispy white thin clouds

hugging the horizon--tainted 0 g

gainst the dull gray masses rid-
ing high and that gash of bl__u:
sky streaked pale and voigd:f
riChneSSG )1
"G oo 1074, Ju-
lief® I’ ezﬁ}nimed

dead pallor in the l
sky, ,in the air, and’
all &around us.

I glanced at h or
and frgwned. But Ju-

* shiny-hair;

- 1le didn't see me; instead, she

kept staring ahead--defiant of
mounting winds gathering fury in
its tameless drive over the
vastness. Her black hair sang
around her shapely head--whip-
ped, lnshed, and strained to
pudl away from their moorings;
individual strands ungulated in
~ maddening patfern of its om
design. Ivory and ebony: her
white ears in deep contrast a-
&ainst the tumultuous bank of
he r eyes assumed
that ambiguous abyss of a woman
out of the world; her slender
nostrilsa dilated and quivered
with drunken stad of wind. Her

Justy red .lips were but a line

of lifeless purple. Her white
thin neck, so fragile, remained

curvacious and proud ageinst the
-incessant whirling; her delicate-

contoured body was hiddon in
(S5 hoa:g’y blue—-gray tweed cloak,
~ every gesturc, every

\m ov<iment, suggested
.vibraice, energy, and
desires I dxro pped

’\ Whack * for .an instant-—
A afraid--afraid of this
e ‘beautiful croature so
\\\ strange and overwhelm-

B\  “\ingly maznificent.
“\.- ‘Suddonly, Julle
stopped walking. Her
whole being was pois—
ed—a frightened ga=
- zelle. For a fraction
I hesitated, then
gently placed v «rm

%
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around her waist and drew the taut bo-
dy closc to me.

"yWhat is it?" I asked softly. Ju-
lie remaired silent, but her dark eyes
werc foctzcd on a distant objeet fill-
ed with 'askxaa~e. For the first time,
I noticea that e had trespassed a—
eross a hog f&om. Paritially hidden
behindl & rounded shark or hiil, grous-
ing. sncriingic apd ernzhing, 124 in-
dolsnt h ogs; smal: ingigniiicant

breiis ard countless bPlazic-bivis and
% Seu-gu-ls  burrowsl, pooked;: ant tiram-

plea the rollirng tucf, It wusn't the
swine, the birds, or tne pen itself
thet apparently attrazcted Julie's at-
tention. ;

And then, by Ged, I noticed. For a
freezing second or twe, my tightly
elenched mcuth opened with fear. Mo
ticnless on the opposite side of the
long pen, obscured by bales of hay,

'was o man in black, That i=s 4p~wxal

abcut that, ycu ask? Kothing

"=]'Ve never sgeen a -7

living scamre~CroWwe A o i
# -thing black  shadowa- Trr =7 ==

gainst the gray sky «nn”kis.i
A’gfgwgpoed with cne foo t*w—-;i_fﬁuﬂ

'--,-‘-‘\.-4 ws

upcn a fenee-rail and ;n~«4;. ﬁﬁ@?%:fiﬁr:#‘
the other on the roll- ——ee== -
(Please turn tc pg. 39)

.S.
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REMEMBRANCE OF
1 si’ir'st heard of Chris—

Stnas trees as a sha-
¥4 ve-pated boy sitting
3 in a classrcon in western
29 T, apan. T h 6 rmustached
teacher was telling us a
bout the three trees on a
hill-top: of howr the tail-
est tree was cut down and
nade into a nast for a
ghip that sailed the se-
ven seas; of how the ne-—
diun-gsized treec was cut
dovn andmade into a roof-
tree of a house,

The smallest tree tho-
ught * itself wuseless in
the world until one win-
ter day, a wood cutter
saw its beauty and ecarri-
ed it dowm into the val-.
ley for a Christias trece
The Christmas tree that I
had visualized upon hear-
"ing that story was sirply
- a tree, a tree with broad
- glessy leaves, sonething
i'like the tall camnellia
tree in our yard, with
one glowing blue star at
the canellia tche
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THINGS PAST

I did not dreanm that soon I
was to see a rTeal Christoas
tree—but that sumcer we board-
ed a train in tho provincial
capital of Yanaguchi to travel
acrcss the world to Armerica.
Sighting 1lend fcr the first
tine at the Strzaits of Juan de
Fuca, we felt ‘that we were
coniing to different land in-
doed, for covering +the hills
an either side «f the channsl
were dark trecs, the 1like of
which we had nct seen before.
These trees were tall end str-
aight, each pcinting to the
sky, so that the ocutline of
the hill was like a jagged
saw-tocthe All the forests
that we had seen in Japan had
been pine, with rounded roll-
Ing tcpse Though I did mnot
know it then, it was these to-
wering firs that was to fur-
nish the Christnas trees for
us in real life.

& ur first Christoes tree
was nailed to a table in

"mw dinige hﬁisof a Japa~

the farm of a J’a*)anc-e corpor=—
ation that had started a pro-
ject of clearinz land in the
White River 7Vallsy for a new
venture of groving and shipp-

_ing vebctablos in iced cars to

the PEast. The tree, cbtained
fron the hill directly above
the canp, stccd bare of orna=

‘nents; 80 on Christmas eve,

father hitched up his tean and
tock us to & ecountry store to
buy Christnas things. There
he bought us a half-a-doZen
trimmings: two glass balls, a
string of glass beads, two
star—shaped rosettes of gold
and blue cclored glass, and a
box of red, green, and white
candlege The resulting tree
was a nonutental successe

I it is true that a dying
person reviews his life in the
instant before he dies, I lnow
that this Christhas tree will
flash by at the head of the
procession of childhood nenor—
iese And thcse first ornanents
are still in existence, scne—
what tarnished and chipped,
but still hung on the nost




praminent branch every Christ-
masSe

As the years passed, we
bought many new things, for
the tree. First came candle
holders so that we would not
have to put pins through the
branches. Tinfoil ribbons be-
gan to be used as icicles. E-
lectric lights replaced cand-
les; ncw forms cf glass balls
an'i sters mere added. But
stranzely encuzh, somehow tho
trees ¢id not grow more beau—
tiful year by yezr. Rather,
they seered to grow more and
more difficult t¢ decorate,
while the visitn of the first
tree ramaincd tantalizingly
clear and becutiluale

We were careful to select

the best trees to be found in
the hills above the valleys.
They grow best in a grove of
young trees, spaced just enou-
gh to be slender, yet with
encugh room to be bushy, and
searching every Christmas, we
knew every grove in the woods
for miles around. Yet in spi-
te of the pains to find the
right trecs, the beauty of the
first tree eluded us, and as
time passed, we began to be-
liove that perhaps the menory
was but an illusion after all.

¥ ut' one year we found that
g the +truly beautifil tree
wes not a nirage, but a

reality. It +took hard times
(Please turn to Pagze 26)

Never that Star shall-set!
U8 steoadfast light and pure
Down any desert of cur days
Shires on, serene and sure.
Never that song shall ccased -
For all nay hear vho will,
Across the deep cf darkest night,
Angeles above the hill.

Never that ILove shall faill
That Love that traveled dowm
To make a song, a light, a peace
Within a hillside toie
Whatever dreans we 1030; ¥
What ever jcys we niss,
Christnas is ours forevernore =
Now God be thanked for this?

Haruni Mary Sakai

qy'



old bachalors Thext Joor

ure quiet tonighte As I sit

hera writing I can hear ‘one
of them. - eough occasicnally, but
there is no other apparent sigu
that they are home. But I imow
that they are .there because I

CEEe=mho

went past ‘their dodr just five

minutes ago; on my way to -the
block menager's office, and glen-
ced into their open door, mostly
out of curiosity. A1l  four men
" were sitting around the table,
smoking and saying nothinge The
- gbsence of the usual playing car-
ds i their hands was conspicuous.

here used to be six bachelors
in that rocm. Six men with

ning ¢ go to work.

e

, THYOKD TAKAGI- 8
as m.ny different perscnmlt: Yo
It was alweys a sourcae of amcze-
ment 1C me that they got'along so
well. MNcne of them knew the olh-
ers before cuning tC eamp, but the
exigeney 'of housing - had thremm
then ~ togothor. Befors the wall-

_beard vas put up their loud vcicos

gere raised in friendly argument
or in laughtar, and their blaring
radic uscd to irrltate me greatly,
especiolly. vhen it Tae lote, and
I had to be up ocrly the next mor-
_ And that was
ancther thinge Only o¢ne cf the
six men did eny werke. I often .
woendered what the cthers used for .
money--f cr their cigarettes,
magazines, end fruit. Naybe, and
this was pure speculation, théy
were all rctired business men with
steady incomes fram wise invest—
mehtce But I rother dcubted thate-

" Baeh -c¢f the men was & charact-
or. Becauso they were so distinet
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" turn, but it was a different kind

in their personalities, I nick-
named them to tag.them in my mind.
There was Pcpeye, vho greatly ro—
sembled the spinach cater. He al-
ways were ¢ white sailor hat, smo-
ked a pipc and walked with that
characteristic Pocpey o stride.
Then there was the Phantom, sc ca-
1led beceuse he lccked "™a shadcw
of his former self", and becausc
it seemed a puff cof wind would
blecw hin tc extircticn. He ate
at the special diet kitchen be-
ccuse his meals ccnsisted lcrgely
of rcughage fouds and nilke. The
Phantom was perhaps the rnicst edu-
cated man in the group, always
lost in ecntemplaticn cf scne deep
thought or abscrbed in reeding o
philoscphfeal treatisee.

The third bachelor was Cesancva,
and aptly named I thoughte Alth-
ough ho resembled that ranantic
figure nct at all, he had an cye
for feninine beauty and grace that
would do justice tC o serccn lov—
er. Casancva was always unkenpt,
unshoven, ané regarded by the oth-
ers as "slightly c¢ff#". I renamber
seging him c¢ne hot swmer day,
sitting .utside with a neighbor
girl while she was writing a let-
ter. He put his hand c¢n her knee,

end gave it & squeezey with a
irowing mile. §he eniled in re-

clors

of smile, -brushed his hand off,
and - moved her bench.e I got a
sickening feeling in my stcmach,
and had to goc into the house to
lie downe

Snoop was the fourth bachelor,
He had heart trouble, and was al-
ways complaining of strznge pains
in the region of that orgcn. Snoop
never let the neighbors do any-
thing, without putiting in his un-
wanted advice. Everything anyone
else did was all wrong, aond his
way wes best. It got sc everyone
called him "Tojo" or the "Dictat-
or”. You know his type.

Stooge was nemed thus because
he was always dcing things for
other people who were toc lazy to
do their owm work. He is nurse-
maid to the children in the block,
carrying meals to invalids or per-
forming menial tasks. He is kind-
hearted and generous, and~ the
stablest moan of the lot,. !

Joe was the last of the six
bachelors, and I ecalled him Joc--
a short for *™0ld Black Jce". He
was dork-skinned, but dlmost hand-
some, and +the only ocecupant of
thet room who mrked for a living.
His job was at the mess hall, but
in his off hours Le¢ sometimes made

attempts eat mopping the floor of




, here are only four bache-
i‘ lers left nows. Snoop died

his quarters or washing his
piled up laundrye

;- in the _hospital three
woells agc. He"was 1lying on a
bench in the hot sun cne after-
nocn when he rollcd of in a
fainte We callcd an ambulance,
end he regained conscicusness
after being treatecd at the

‘lugk

hospitale The other man gone
is tho Phantom. Two FBI agents
came” today and took him aways
That's why the men- are quiet
tonights I overhecrd one of
them telking tc ry father a-
fter- the Phantom wes takone
He was -saying sacnething about
not - beinz cble to trust the
other ren now, and thet bad
elways strikes threec ti-

nos. FINIS

(J0Es piace \

BEST FOOD ih Vo !

USE OTHER DoOZ, '.&: 4:' o

“NO USE, MAC; ITS MEATLESS TUESDAY!

’

~y .
A




W5 DEDICATE; e '
This Structure -~ to the dignity =and

Our Hands -~ to the purity of erafts—
nanslaip. ety
Our Hearts -—— to the conradeship of
working together, ; 4
-, Our Visions — to our part in the
—@rean that sonme day all tiec world
shall be froe, i

e g - Y Beke




Still drenched with
multi-colored array of
red, green, blue, and
: brown ink, the holiday
edition finally mekes
its inglorious- bow,
With e "daily" in fe -
verish preparation. for
its own léew Year "su-
per—duhor", the staff
got "intc cach other's
hair, but hook ox o
this 4 0-page aff “ir
has Mn madc peloves glh ls .
We'ro due for o long,
long - wcll-deserve:
rest.

SH[*JI CEMU%..U. e chocmistry major, youth Christian lezdeor, poet,
and piotograprhy artist. He works on the Projeet as a clinical lab
technicion at the Beose Hospitel. He thinks the rceks ‘and crigs a-
round Tule Lcke ancng the mest beautiful in the werll. FHis peat-=mr
ambiti>n is tc cume back to liodoe county with & big 38 x 10 camera .and
photograph thoso rocks vwith the blessing cf the F.B.I.

IHYDKO TAAGT...was born in & plece celled Wanats (wisil.) wiore to-
matoes and potatces arc thé ehicf form productos. 8Le I3 on Frglish
ma jor from the University of Woel 1%, oun Wnl instructs inglish classes
in thc Prc ject high schcol.

HARWMI MARY SAKAT...attended Cczlifornia Schocl of Fine Arts and Haz-
more 3chcol of Design, San.Froncisec. Prior o evacuation, she was
employ3ad at the swank Ranslcff's in dowmtwe '"Friscc. Coc—~or dinate s
clothes designing project in the Adult Education department,
YUKIO JZAKI...A brilliant lad from Seattle, Washington, wic finished
Broadway high school as a waledictorian. He edited the English Sec-
tign Of the North American Times cf Secttle immediately after G.T.
Watanabe. He is at present confined at the Base Hcspital.
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end Pinodole ‘asscribly ceuters
resmoctiveiye R
Tar-vgh ili-faurfed rurcrs
and nisconcoptiins, soctivoal-
isn wes ovilént; just €3 in
viptuelly il uther relceatiid

od, hcuzver; that there weie.a
fow Whoa ayples®, .esin- all
grcuns, no hatior fren 1 _ero.
Anng . the aecries, <tict
‘ will long live i the ainds of
f:%l‘h:‘tii‘%;‘.*iz;!"lll'!!\! TL.L'I;les“ a_re- tiu .-..:r:rr.:,' n'l:.rain
i ‘-t!‘\!‘;\“ rido, thar . ¥ras seliza of _Sha
\“‘h '_ i caitp, long rc.l.vreTicn Dproco-
n this, the speciwl Chris— gmmo, first gliopse cof our
i § ius editicn of - THE DIS- huies for the:-durcticn, the
’ PATCH nagezine seeticn, we rush for the lucbor piles,
tao you back to My vlen the gtenling in lines cm-uany;oc-
first ccntinggat of ovacuces casicns, feer cr . noct ’ha“:mg
arrived » the Prcject fron peid, end the provalence of
the wvicinity of Clarksburg, many wild Iunorse ;
Califcrnias Then cane  the As tine advanced the civie
Northgesternors,  followed by orgonization was established

‘%"~rﬂ’"-f
iyt
i ‘\n it i t;."‘u,.!._n. |

Ay
44

h‘il;; 1y
i'”!_e“%

;‘I| 1 * h'

evacuees frdi Talorgas Arboga,.

projocts. Soccn it wos roelize
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ONE ACT COMEDY -

GAST: TPather, nother, .lary
Tui, and a Caucasian ladye.

SCEIB: Living roam piled with
duffle bags; “suit cases and
- packing boxese
paration is being made for
paicking prior ‘o evacuation

» , the next daye ¢

daughter are in the roon pack-
ings Tom is wandering around
_ the roam with & paper in hand,
. picking hés way gréund. a bed-
la of half opened suitcases.
1 OTHER—F 61 ,goodnéss . sake,
stop talking and hélp with the
(Cont'd to Pge. 18)

s

Feverish preg--

" 35 the scéne opens hother and .

LY

47 T.NAKAMURA
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You wince in hellish ag
Yoar teeth are next to cracking as you crunch to ease the pain! = =

You lift a limb and fiery dartsg o twisting throush the flesh?
A roar resourds and crashes deep withir your brainy wesh.

/LYour tloated face is swollen ‘into numbing, rottirg 'iumps.
.'7/Lances, icy, pierce your bones as 'tht;xdding ruscle huwnps,

% ',/‘i: You stare through tortured, veiny eyes of tloody, go¥y red.

+ % /7 The bleak world swims and bumsts intc & million sters urdeaz! .
L e : v P -

“You sheke your bulging head in vair, your ery from achirg

-
/

o« /' g ' 'f\\r lurg! .
,y\{,\ “A-‘rasping moar is all that staggers past your swollen tonguel
3 ~ You take a step...you stagger...and you go dowr in a heap!

: i Searing pains thr.ighout your screaming, blackered. boiy leap!

%

"< 0 How you cuss and spit ard swear and howl to highest
* Heavern! 1 A 1. gk
# *, Tt sure is.Hell to-'have to wake these wintry morns at

sevenii!: ,




/7 GLENN SATO E ;\
With her nether limbs tuckéd under
She reclines, with that "well—uruahg

c\(‘

And if you will but take a little i’uu,
You'll see that what sie has in her. n’%Q

LGOI Gl O.ISQA. A
| Sl z//////;/
Of course moving 'round in her mouth is that/wed of e‘*emng—gum. :

But it'1l]l stop for a m A.c:.xt when you greet ',u,r with "Ii-chumi®™
2L

With a slight smile and a twirzkle in her eyes, she'll say "hello"
That'll remind ycu cof a dlsh_of delicicus strawberry jello.

Then of ceourse you'll wznt to t2lk to her @ll night leong,
And perhaps warble t¢ her ';'l.c_ve 7 but silly romantie song;

Or lock intc those lovely ¢ es that seem filled with dew,
And get dowm on your !micer -rl Tlilsper "I love you.!

Ah, but no., 7YCu von't evox get the smellest chance my pal,
'Cause I tell you she's toc nice and wisc a gal.

Besides it's getting to be late end almest ten o'elock, :
And she has tc got up at scven with thot nasty ole 'lamm elock.

So she hurries to finish Abbie 'n Slats, for which sghe has estoom.
Oh, what thoughts she must have, when a lassic's sweast sixtecn.

And yes, thet gum shetll stick on the well when she goes tc beds
And scmething is telling me that this is 'bout 'nuff said.




. (At this

THE JGHEAT.*,

(Conte fram Pge. 15)
packings The train leaves
early toucrrow - morning fcr A=~

rizona and we haven't even fi-.

nished packing yet. What if

. we miss the train?

TOM--Let the troin go. We'll
stey bechinde. This vhole eva-
cuatlon is unccastituticnale.

- .1'11 bring this t0 the highest

‘¥ court in the country. (He
strikes a dranatic pose by

standing cn crne of tho bocxes.)
Are we citizens or nct? The
constituticn, the most sacred
document in the land, states
that nc persocn shall be de-
prived of his liberty withcut
due process.cf lawe What
erine have we cammitted? Vhat
are we being punighed for?
VWhere is the Bill cf Rights‘?,
Tell me where is it"

pcint fether entars
the roon. ile holds a bottle
of vhiskey in his hande. He is
ghirtlceses XA suspender is
drzved cver Lis undervear. )
FATITER—1f7 Gedl! 1Mo liquor al-
loucd at the ean They say
we're going 4o be there for
the durzsti.n. That am I going
to drink for the New Yoars.
Nc Liquory That a long dry
spell this is going to be.
This_ is the Ilast bottle I'll
scc for a lenz, long tine.

(He scats hinself gnd t-ics e

\

MESICAN TRAGEDY
erk and +then pours ons for
Tce Mother who has beén run-

naging anong the wvericus
taings scattored about the
floocr straightens up holding a

gleaning kitchen knife in her
hande. )
MOTHER--NCw, wherc will I put

this? I want tc put this in a
safe place so it won't be da-
nagede This is ny best kit-
chen knife. ;

MARY (in a horrified vcice) --

But, ncther ycu econt't bring
thate It's against regula-
ticnes Knife is a contrabonde.

FATEER (ruttering)--1lc liquor
eitlor.
MOTERER--C cntraband? I don't
unferstand +that kind of talk?
This is ny faverite knife andg
I'wl bringing it alonge TFor 20
years I've usod it +to propare
ycur neals and I'm nct geing
to part with it nowe Uhat
ham con an cld wchien like ne
doe (She Brandishos her kiifo
and continue +alking in & an-
gry wvcice while sister, bro-
ther, fathor getaer & rcund
trying tc caln hers) Are-they
efraid that I'11 lead an up-
rising? ‘Jhat does Goneral De
Witt !mxow about kitchen knife?
Bring hin herce I'll talk %o
hine
STSTIR~—Ploasze Cthers
T Nise 23)
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- he be drocie (They both
THE GREAT o,
£ (in ¢1d Coueasian lady drossed
AMERICA N TRAGEDY shuCdily entcrs.)
tConte fron pge. 12) IADY—-1'1 sorry %o see you

talk 1like thote The TF.E.I.
night hear you and sead us to

Misccula, Mcntanae (The group
finally succced in caining her

domm end aister gingerly takes
the Imife eavay. Mcther sits
gowm with a resigned lcck on
her facec. Father and Tal go
back tc their drinkinge)

SIS'I‘EB—-E.xctFor, will Hou bolp
e brinz  the hlonxots in fron

pecple lecve like this. i %
just cane tc sec if ycu have
any furniture to sell. I've
been tc severzl places but I
couldn®t find what I m.nted.
Hove you---%7
TOM (junping to
Sorry to sec us go? Like hell
ycu arc. You kuow weeks azo
that we wero lcavinge
waitod u4til nowv sc we'll be
(C LCe 25)

-

But you

his/ fect)—"




I G N Loely

I an not lonely, thcugh alone
I sing, apart and far,
Where ruins are:

My joy is beauty in a stone
Or nusic from a stars

It is for this I an tc be
In love with wilderness,
My poetess,

Half-swooned in lunar ecstacy
Of silver loveliness.

I keep but repture in ny keart
All through the windy night,
On moon~-word height,

Till I becone its very part
Of lcve-gdorncd delighte

To The One Oulzide

If I should die, if it rmust be, instead

Of casting thus into this sonnet-nocld

The blcssari of a soul with hoart-nelt gold
And silver werds of loeve cn 1lips s¢ red;
How shall I f£find thee in no springs chead,

As beauty whon I scught I now behold

In gathered flowers by vision nenifold
Anong the wocdlends where ny feet have led?

Oh, lcvely are their names I press on sands,
Whese syllables I cut for heart design,

To show what rapture is o tcuch of handse
But, ah, how shall I keep all visicns sweot
And beautiful, that in thy face I neet,
Which weke man's passion, naoke his <wn divine?

® KEN YASUDA'




FAE GREAR S

AMERICAN Y .l_-.a Azst-;mm

(Cont. from pges 23)
forced to sell at any pricee
Get out of here! (The lady
leavas hurriediys)
FATHER-~Y ou shouldn't have
beon =0 hasty. lMeybe we could
have sold her that old roecking
ghair with one am missing
which I bought fraom a second
hand store back in 191C. Itts
been lying in the woodshed.for
the last flve vears. MNaybe if
we leave it out in the front
porch with a big sign--"Evacu-
ation Sale, Cheaps®--s omebody
might buy ite.
mol--tTell, 1let's go lcok at

ite (They exite)
. - - END

net 'Dielled Horring' Againd"

IT HAPPENED I LIAZANAR

The day was extremely hote
Mercury in the thermomoter was
hovering arcund the 110 markem

Therc vwercn't many people

orking or resting in the
shade. The area around the
fire hcuse was desorted oxcept
for tho lone figurc of & fire-
man watering the vicinity.

He held the big, white hose
and drenched the ccuntrysido
with torronts ¢f ccld, clear
mcuntain waters As he moved
the strcaa fran cne side 10
tho c<ther, he saw a figure
walking directly intc the
ronge of his spraye

Defore he eculd drow tho
hcse avoys the podestrion was
drenched to the skin. He a-
pclogized profuscly as ho no-
ticed the manwas pathoer eldex-
ly and had on the uniform cf
the U.S. Arye )

Tho reoipient ct the shower
bath turned out tc be ncne o=
thor than Lte General Jolm Le
DoWitt, commanding officer of
the Testern Defensc Ccruiande

/)
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_ (Continued from Paze 8)
to give us the . seeret. 'Lhe

. _depressiorn of the 1930's did .
“not make itser' 139113{ felt 1o
‘us yntil about ihd

. the, . decade. On s ;;u;: 1%
“‘paiped ‘all dvriv: Ako harvest
‘ ‘season, sofis: _'1“ Ao oddetée

s1Qaving the

bles for shinulng.
(,

useless s ng  bad year

ELECTRIC EEL:

e “BATTERY RUN

f: 8 &
bi &”/:f wauﬁ%,,

A“'Uidle of-

“wag followed by emotbe”r, and
stil1l anothar,, °
(- CLrlstmas, we could no
long &dd to our Christmas tree
ecllection.  Had - 34 1ot been
for a younger sister, we might
not “have -had a- tree at all,
;but we decided ::to .get along
‘with the old- th:ings. Strange-
ly enpugh, the tree Jimproved.
~ Next Christmas we " understood
why the: c.g_gu'm of*- the first
Christmas tree “had eluded us
‘for so long: for years we had
~'s0 loaded our tree with tinsel

‘ and’ glass and snow thet the

tree. wvas being hidden beneath

. the ¥rimmings.

. bur” Christmcs.
donger a tree,

tree was no
but xrather a

" |,  support for - goudy ornemonts.
- Now sister and I

started to

& trim the tree i% a new vay. Ve
‘bep&p t6 - "thirk primarily of
‘the tree, ha.ng1ng the orncments
deep in the brocnches, the red,
green, blue, - and gold colors
hrely to be scen among the
‘masses into a trickle of sil-
ver., The lights were placed
decp in the branches toc, but
they alwcys managed to glow
through the necdles.

The rcsult was o trce ser-

" DOWN, MAC?"cu0Ly bosutiful, &t tho samo

.- ¢harn: that lad made our. first

® g




_ tree so memorablee

It resemb-
led, too, the tres that I -had.
first created in my imagina-
tion as a boy in Japan. r
Then December, 1941—————an:
eery Christmas like no cother
Christméss Six ‘whecled ormy
trucks pulling artillery and
crrmmition” would rTunble in
mile-long lincs in front of
our housce ZIFnemy alions were
forbidden to travel nwcr:
a fow miles frum thoir Liacs,
Benk accounts were frozene
Reilrcad bridges wero gucrded
nizht and days Tuore woxc
mors of gun ol -ocancnts In

P
sd AL

1

the vory hills clive tho val-
lgye In a w suddoily
turncd upside ¢ hod wo

hoart to wander - thriugh the
hills lockinz for our ideal
troc cs o . hod done for yearse
Whoii' & ngigh or kindly brought
us a trco, ~o aecepted glodlye
For tho Lirst tinc wo had a
troc not scloetod ond ecut with

w0l T BOUG

eceaseless ;trecd of Ericd feot
Pounds ondlessly tircuch tince
slaughtor of o nillicn souls,
That battle in the sline,
squcndor of-a naticnts toil
Bring docri ¢n overy sidoe

Godts non give their dring broath
.For whese wrong hove thoy diecd?

He M. SAXAT

our .om handes

£
Y

but rTArtun 1'4-..’,:/
Wo had loaraed beforas the s3.-
crct of the first Christmas

trecce

fd now this year hore. in
A\ our canp at Tule Take, we
\lare geing 1o hove Acrwe
thing new in Christhas tross
ggeine For nost of us this 1ig
gcing to be cur first ccamuoal
hristias tree, a huge tryeg
that belcngs tc evervcne ‘n
the carunity and ast to aay
individucle. Porhops it is tha
fororunnor of things t0 ecnes
Siico those yoars in vhieh  weo
first briught hone cur Christ—
ncs treo with horsc oni wegon,
the wcrld has been changinges

Yeor by yeoar, ecmercinl tree
lunters hove 4_..c¢c,g‘so‘1 Zad

peUnic begon-te pust YNo Tros—
passing® gizie in the hillse
Mon bogan to be crrostod for
cutting Christncs trocs.S tate
patrclicn bogan watching the
higlhrayse

It is @al1 lsgiccl, cf
ecurspy but the frco end
etsy “yirld, isl  whielh &1l
cutlcors .belinged tv the
be7 twith 4. hatere is
passilg avtye, Porhaps the
doy will cgne when it
will be inpossible tc fur-
nish & trec. for sach of
nillicns” ef » fanilies in
tho: cities; anl, perieps
in the futurc wo must

(Cunclur.qc. on Page 39)

.27.
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" ehurch activities

_Theater "JlI‘JOI‘

"made a succcs
Cful debut vrith
. three’

 with their tal-

and co-ordinated, make-shift
class rooms were temporarily
improvised in barracks, athle-
tirs
entertainment presented,
de veloped,
farming end narketing "‘on a
large sezlc instituted, hog
and poultry farming innovated,

“and a resulting building of

moral and a definite community
conseiousness.
The mncnth of leceomber saw

the csteblighrent of the com-

munity couneil. on o permanent

basis with a hearted Project-—
.wide election which drew about
8000 vcters.

fostered, rccreation and.

tion of the huge 60 x 300 feet
tent factory was celebrated
with a half-day variety show

‘and a dence.(See Illustration)

Construction of a combincd ju-
nior and senior high school,
including a gymn, -got under
way 1in mid-December. The re-
velation that the gym is to
inciude a projector room and a

lorge stoge was heartily re-
ceivod by all.

Religiouslyy thoe Christian
ym th did a splehdid job in

"moking children 'happy, provid-
ing them with

‘holiday gifts.
crganizetion ecsta-
;clves on a perpa—-

m- 7 n
106 ...,..u..

blishod theus

The Ilittle /”ONUNJLD FROM PAGE 9 ) ‘.cnt”b asis,

on e-act
plays, surpris—
ing ewryone

ont., 19 -year-
old Fumiko Ya-
be?'s concert

and the string
ensenble wcroe
cnthusiastical—
ly received.
Movies bccame a
reality with

the showing of
"That Certain
Age," starring

Deanna Turbin,
The eonstruc~—

s pcrts,
beske thal 1l
reigned supreme,
though the All-
St¢ir Seagulls
foothball game
took the spot=
licht for o day
corping 2 lea~
gue champion—-
“~ ghins The Miks
"\ and the Walabag

\true to. prow
I..e‘.son form,
| were lcading

the cage league
wxdefcated a &
-this issuo was
being. run off
the press.

END
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:', Children wait 364 days

 re every year for Christmas.

The holiday edition is
qnot camplete  without
i their projeetion of a bit

0? Christmas tinsels A

"arazine within a naga-

zine, the School Section

ccatributions are entirc—
1y the works of the Pro-
jeet eloz:e*xtary and high
school pupilse
Cover drawing is by
keshi Yamamoto, age 6,
grede T.
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~—1tkey enjoyed ‘it very mucCh« ™

Chnds

HINRY AITYAMA, age 15
- Freshman, High School

B

AST YEAR on Christmas Eve

cur family had a real sur-

i dprise, As you know, WO

lived in a nilitery zone, so

naturally we were vietins of
the curfew,

Every year about a week be-
forc Christmas, . our grade
school put on Christnas plays
for our parents and the whcle
cormunity. Our Japancse pe-—
rents used to lock forward to
this oy event, every year, fors

TLast yoor however, Fgv coulld

w4 LAST

/4

| 31
nct go because of tho curfows
Sc it uas the dullest Christ-
nas I ever witnesscd.

It was Christrms Eve, and
the fanily was satlered around
the warn, corfortable stove.
The erackling of the stove and
the howling of the wind out-
doors, werc tlie only ncisés I
could hear, My nother, ‘two
brothers, and ny sister were
thinkinz very solernlys ’ 8
could tell by their expression
that they toc thought this Was
a vory unhappy Christras. Tinme
was passing by with 1little
conversation, wien - suddenly
frorn outside ecame voicos;




\

dovely voices join:xd to-
gether 1in a chorus sing-
ing Christras carols. We
all Jjumped u» and locked
surprised; for we were
indeed very much surpris-
ed. — ] .
"What's that?" whisp-

ered rmy brother.

"Sounda like & chorus,®
I replied.slowlys.

"Let's .go:. out and see
who they are," whispered
my sister.

e all: walked over to
the door and went outside.

"Merry Christrms! Me- - /
rry Christmas!" shouted %'
the chorus groupe

"Merry, mnerry Christ- °
pasi" we cried back, for
we knew who these people
were. They were our gra-
rmar scheol beachers and
othor very friondly coc=

rnmity ‘folks and children. '
Much conversation follow-

ed end wo Fad a nerry tine. It

was redlly good to know wo had
genuino friends llke tlrese.

After’ awhilc gne of «thenn

said, "We are planning to -go

to every Japanese house around

here; if any c¢f you would like

to eorie along, we shall te
nore than glad tc have you."
May I?" asked riy brother.

- "fhy .certainly, go grab

* your .coet and we'll have a

nerry tine," ¥ey answored.

FLORENCE ¢
CSH-RO
TR F‘l' yhool

"ﬂait. I havea (,rand iden'"
cried the princip® of .our
school. "Let's all sing a car-
ol togethor!®

"Lotts do" we shoutod.

As they flucd the 1ovaly

cool winter nlght air with U=

sic softly ringins; I ° looked

teo the twinkling stars and

whispered to myself,"0h, what

a lovely Christnas this turned

out to De. .
[HE END

- —

R
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THE BEALS B HEAR ON CHRISTMAS

The bells I hear on Christmas doy—
The day that children always play.
I hear a voice that is so sweet;
With the Christras chires it beats:
"Good will to ren on earth.”

And thro' the cold nmoy it repeat:
"Good will to ren on earth.”

|

IRENE YOS JL"J"-,, Aze 11 J
Grade 6, Taslington uChOOl

HE ADYENTURE DF HHE CHOCORN]
G‘AU AND AECORICE MOUSE

There was a Gingerbread Lady and llan,

Vho lived in a gundrop can.

Tae Gingerbread Man wanted a peppermint hat,

And Gingerbread Lady wanted a Chocolato Cate

So they all went out of their gur.rol houscs.
Along came a Licorice Liouse.

He said, "May I watcl. your gumdro; Lousc?"

"Yes, you ray, Licorice !iouse,”

Said Gingerbrcad Ladye

So Iicorice Mouse sat under a tree that was shadye.
He said, "I'm geing irto tke house

To get some candy fit for a mouse."

And so he ate half of the (umiror house.

The Gingerbread Man carme home with a peppornint hate
Gingerbread Lady carme hone with a Chocolate Cat.
And the Chocolate Cat chaced the Licorice Mouse-
Out of the gumdrop house.

And nobody ever saw Licorice Mouse againe

B RETKO HEGASHI, Age 10
Grade 5, ILincoln School
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THE SNOW IS FALLING

The snow is. falling from the sky
at Christnas,

'Ihe roofs all white, the birds on high,"
at Christmas

And Santa's sffed that seens tc fly,'
at Christnas

Oh happy, happy daye.

MINORU MANJI, Ace 8
Grade 3, Washington School

“',‘



Today is a holiday
And everybody should be gaye
Great ole St. Nicholas

Will be hore on Christmas.

Santa on the night of 24th

Will travel from south to morth,
From the land vhere ther have seals,
Who makes you run cn your heelse

Now Santa gees tc the scuth
Where pecpnle have big mouths,
And big men eclled cannibal
Who ects people—bodics and alls

He is always so jally

And scmetimes brings hclly,
Leaving ocne cup of jelly
For the man with the big belly.

Everything is quiet in the ‘E”us\e: £ ; a

Bven the noisy mouse, Bebbie Bto
A11 through the silent night, Age 10
Ycu eennot hear him in his f‘light. 5th Grade

Lincoln School
After he has gone all over
Fraom Califcrnia to Dover,
Ycu will loudly hear T ONE s
A lorry Christncs and a Hapry Now Years

Kon }Miura, Aze 10
Biry 5. 5o naain Se>ol
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“WHITE CHRISTMAS "

Icis Ono, Age 17
Tri-State High School
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(Editor's Note: Chiyoko Ishibashi is
a student in kibei English class. Al-
though handicapped with language dif-
ficulty, her sentiment is shared by

many of her classmates who have spent
a great deal of time studying in Ja-

pan. )

homes. I hawve always dreamed a-
bout this day and hoped that it
would come true. At last it did happen. I was s0 happy whenI
saw the Golden Gate Bridge and lights of San Francisco, I
could hardly woit for the ship to slip into .shore.

I had difficulties trying to identify my father. After a
long questioning we got our permission to gc ashore. My mother
was waiting for me outside. I didn't know what to say when we
faced each other. My mother welcomed my returm. It wvas funny,
how I felt then. I wondered what I'd say when I reached home
while I wvas on tho ship. I couldn't find any perfect words to
say to my mother, but I had planned what I would s&y. Although
when I faced her, I lost my tongue and just said, “mama"™ and
eried. Mother patted me like a baby and scid I had nothing to
ery about bececuse I was home.

seemed tc me as if he just runbled. I.was puzzled. My bro-

ther then knew that I didn't understand English. All those
years I had been in Japan I was s0 busy studying Jaranese, I
fcrgot my Englisha .

I loved my home in Americe, but I was lcnescre because T
couldn't speck ZEnglish. My little sister made fun of me, and
my brother ignored me, but how cculd I help it?

I started to hate everybody whc spoke to me in English, and
I avoided meeting thaene As the days past, I wantedg to go beck

My brether greeted me at the car, He s2id samething that

It was in May 1938, when I camse

:

.37.




k.

*38* tc Japan. I wished I
had never comc backe I
asked ry father to send
me hcrney but all he said
was I must gc 1o scheool
if I wanted to learn En-
glish.

The next day ny fa-
ther toock me to school
vhere there weren't any
Japancse. I had a hard
tine during thosc dcys
trying to figure cut
what they were tolking
abcut in classes.

I gradually picked up
the EnglishT had forgot-
tens Then I ncticed I
didn't argue with n y
brother liko I used to
do. My brcther started
to take ne arcund with
hin. The more I :ingled
with the nisei, the noro
I loarned Englishe. I
began to like the nisci
just as much as kibei
people. I hope all the
kibei would, ever with
their prides, learn Fn-
glish, I thank ny fa- \ ¥ 4

A
right way. I am vory .5 7
hapyy here in Aneriecz. 2
y THE END

’ E Oshirc
o Hgh Schac!



(CONT-INU;ED FROM PAGE 5)

ing crest ¢f a nound; a huge
bandless black: hat, dirty and
hay ecovered, shapelessly nask-
ed a black-haired head; a long
narrow . livid expressionless
face -»unctu.red the hanging va-
cuous blaclmess‘ a tall enpci-
ated trunk s “,crted a heavy,
sinilarly dirty, grain cover-
ed nackinaw coat 1i'®'a woodén -
clcthes—«hanber, and flm,
slender, bony bluo-m.ita fine
gers grasped +the sparc raw
pole .of a piteh-forke
stared at his pigs—-lonely and

' (Cont'd fron Page 27) -
look forward tc corrmnal trees

for the' cparitcent, focr the
stroet, for the city. They
will tken stend in the @ity
squares, dark and full of 1ife,
pointing to the winter. skies,
decorated with nany - colored
lights; they will be for those
children of the future the sa—~
ne heart-quickening bringer of
Christes joys that they head
been for us; the prinitive and
enternal synbola cf the Good
Earthe _
THE ID

He -

derelicte
"Julie,"

I said,
scul chilling spectre he is.®

“what a

She lo.ked up =at ne and
sniled nervcuslys e ecntine~
ued +o walk hand in Larnd and

gpproached one, of t' 'z cnclosed
pense Slovenly lyin;
sides, suekling their ydung,
or grousing and snorting, fat
hogs blundered tc and fra,
With cwicus  interest, w o
watched a noisy hog echasing
and ‘ -ealling a conplacent focd
devourin: sow. BExcited, the
pursuing nale would nustle its

<. 8OUt under the indifferent

sow's grecin and agitate  the
wandering nate as he roved a-
bout the pen calligand snort=
ing, ' prupting and begoing,
until +the brutal boar raised
its nessive bulk onto the
stilled ruwip of | the feeding
SCWe g
seshigh . in.the heavens a for-
natlon of wild geese sogred by
a -lonely: cry and the Bheer
nakedness of a leafless tree
sterile dead in the, rolling
back cf the tired. earth the
tall yellow-gold strings o f
rippling shifting barley rich
and vast the ccecasional repug-
nant whiff of filthy hogs the

on theipr
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(Cont'd from pge. 39) - :
charging reeling wind and the
pitch~fork lunge of the'scare-
crow in blaék the nervous as-
cent of a thousand birds sus—
pended in the sky the tamed
silent winds the slight quiver
of a grousing pig's snhout of
mementary alertness and the
lung plercing squeal of pAin
fram a bleeding soWess

Julie's thin fingers were
curled into a small hot fist
in mine. Vhen she drew away,
I sav two slight gashes in the
palm of her hqnds, rlsihg red.
Hastily we walked' avay. Julie
clung to e warm and eager;

her eyes fired deliriously as '

we \"c.lked, welked, walked up
and _over the rolling hunch of
the c‘.rth and “throuzh soft
airt and nhaIc:.ng fields R %
barley. 3
"Darm this wild windiv T -
cursed aloud. "You'd think
they were after us.”
times I wonder...my ‘brain in'-"
tu:hted. ¥

T MHAtYY questioned -Julie *
héarsely’s’ ‘ o

"Noth;i_ng, I answered sim- *
ply. =

On cue, the winds mocked my
torment &nd” Spun'ed on greoter
fUury, 1aughmb “taunting, beat-
ing. Our footing becams less
sure, the struggle to remain
on the ground difficult, and
breathing came 1in gaspss Ju-

Sonfes- 1

" decp water.

S T

‘1ie was silent. o
"Look," I pointed, "thore's

a barn just beyond..:".’

But the winds- vxolently

protested, shrilling and whin-
ing--Torevermore--afrgid t'wo
mortals would escapo its mal-
ice.

we fell on

verd the nassive
salvation.

we ' dropped hecdlong
protective ma"r of the gigantic
grain Bhﬁltﬁro

parched lips upon nine, '
'mg:n thin hands -
cold 4rawm checks,

Hor
caressad ny

Her desuo—my ecstasyy

hey, the' smell of rich sacked
baricy, of the tired swoet
earth, the agcnizing creak cf
a great barn aocor, and the fi-
nal death of seeking brocding

windse TE ED

Doubled up, Julie and T °
pushed painfully forward until
all fours, clutch-"*
ing and pulling ourselves to-
“doors and- °
Breathlesé; btind- -
* ed, an thordaghly frighténed; .
vdirto thRy .

‘Simul tancous- i
1y, the mighty tcpdons of the.
baxrn groaned‘ angd shook »with ¥
' foar ‘as the. enraboa winds mits-
 %orcd all  1its energies and
burst anew, horllmg and scroam—-
ing its laments gnd bencaning '

" the loss of tic praclous €lods. ¢
Julie ‘préssed her innd-'

Her noist-.
eyes sparklod like bright sun™'
'lléht glancing off a poel e <
Her soft pulsat—"
ing body fused against nine.
th'e

canpacdted ' fragranee’ of baled -
‘8
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