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FOREWORD
~ WITH THI§ ISSUE WE INTRQDUCE PULSE, A MAGAZIVE

SUPPI'EMENT' TO THE GRANADA P IONEER. '1‘6 AMACHE, A

CITY CUT INTO THE DRY PRAIRIE AND FULLY POPULATED

] .
= IN A PERIOD OF ONE-MONTH, WE DEDICATE THIS PURLI-

CATION. IT IS OUR PURPOSE AND DESIRE TO FEEL AND
REPORT THE PULSE OF OUR CITY THROUGH THE MEDIUM
OF STORY, ESSAY, AND FOEM. MAY PULSE EXPRESS TRU-
IY¥Y OUR THOUGHTS, OUR PLANS, OUR HAPPINESS, OUR

SADNESS. MAY :IT RECORD THE HEARTBEAT OF AMACHE.

Qot P elutlnrnd

.i‘osaph H. McClelland
. Reports’ Officer



PULSE—

Published. whenever possible by the
Granada PIONEER, WRA, Amache, Colorado.
Editor, Suyéo 8Sako; art, Don Shigaki,
Fred Tanaka; Joseph H. McClelland, pub=
lication adviser. : ;

All mmnuscripts should be typewrit-
ten, dguble-spaced, and accompanied by
_the name and address of the author.

r

THANKS EaRs

% Tor the meny“Hours thoy Spent in tr@
brepnration of ‘our maiden issue, end in
Pympathy for. the gray halrs they must
ate acquired, we here give thanks.to
%oy Hemaji and Yosh Oglta, first cnd .
ucceedinpg editors respectively of tho
PULSE. ;
i ..both have reloceted, but were it not
for their initial plans and, effort, the
PULSE could not have been. May this

k;jﬂ?t issup morit their gpprovel.
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- And was still yellow, i

- Defied a young men --Stand high ageinst, S i/
The wind of hatred, and shout the very battle-ory of the NarL-- M

-Seeped away their voices,

Of winter day, from deep purplo of dawn
To yellow noon and to dapk brown of -dusk,

The prairie knew no strangers from the West Coast ¥
Who from the corner of America m b
Uprooted into the center of America A

To slip between military=-cup and politioo-lip. ;
Eut the prairie was yellow-from the baginning 3

Tho' the winter has beaten her withx
The white .of snow and the blaok of. rrdst. 3
The wind changed, and . hollowed b s
Its direotion every day. A
But the prairie-stood urmoved, 5
HNonchalant of rise and fall of-- ife e
4s though a heave of her abundant breas

One snow-is-coming day
Strioped cottomwood trees ripped
The shoulder seams of the prairie '
==Don't carry high you chip. .
The wind is sharp, 'nough to blow you down -
You, downe-and-outer ! " e A
And the low diving olouds menaced the wounded homage.
There a wise .old men said, "Seek the fireside. 4% 3
Of the meakness, under the cover of yellow i : .
Skin of the prairie." (like cattle safe in the corral) @

The expanse of the winter desolation

As frost thawed under sagebrunhea
And -the earth,was as black as it. oould be 4

Yet the prairie was yellow from theW. =

A watohtower lonely on the prairie
Gogglad its gray monocle in the high'wind.
=welUnder it, a oar'ral of shi ped Japanaue. ;




' restless

“ K23

t was

: goo?  In fact, ho has: two datiuss

“Saturday mornin' he, uaka a, fruil to
‘o 'dunce that night.and she uocepts bb- |
_cause. Jackson ain't the type to take mo’.
That. some’ afternoon He
date plumb forgettin"

for an answer.
makes another

about /Lha first one.

Comes evenin' and the ugly situction
‘ddvns ‘on_him; he's up a stump. But do
you think Jugkson is worried?
no. He's pretfy dern certein cbout his
-ability to sncke .qut. of such prodicd-
ments. just “sniilps und shqws his
white teeth.
brother to tell the chicks. he wns sorry
but he wouldn't be 2ble to'meke it ithat
night; he was sick scmethin?| awful.

. The Idd ‘brother ocomes Bagk w1th Eooey
.-mesgages of regrets whigh mnkos Jackson
feel pretty good..
the back; thinkip" a1l the time thab

" hesid" smert. heu.d. But etuyln' at
huma nlona ‘dom!t jibb so good with his
neture; so ho* oc 115 ovei the
gqng ond sitsin on .a game of pinoclﬂe,

*Along" ﬂbout aight-o elock, comes o
,-knouk on thg doon Jaokuon yellu, "Como

this way; Jackson has a 'd‘atc,

Shucks,

You see, he ‘sdrids h.w 1*.’16-1,

He pats h:.mself on

on in{" not soundin' sick ¢t u11, cnd

“dn wolks one of the gals ho ﬂated. Hot

& minuke - leter the other chick hikes in,
Mind'. you now; in good fuith these

gils come over “t0 poy: their respects

~in person; they come separately though,

becnyse one don't know dbout the other.

,‘md there's Jackscn declin' dut unother
_hand as‘slick as you pleasc,

The ‘tension was terrific. No one
said.nothin'...not even the guls. They
just stood there, burnin’ up -inside, and

..eya—-btlled- Jackson with o slice of ice

that froze him plenty. Brother, it was

the first time Isee Jeckson und he can't

sy ‘fothin's I'm tellin' you, Juckson
was reclly siok thons.ein fact he was -
kindu green ond he looked like he wanted

. to crawl in betweon & crock in tho brick
‘floor.

eseffhich roeminds’ mo that J.:.ckson

,1d1n't been so careless about hia dates
sinco then,and he ain't quito cs. cooky

uscd to be, and hé, den't like
‘Funny

as ho
nobody to scy nothin! about it.-

‘thing, ain't 12

%F END--‘
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BY “MVEG’ IAKO_

iero slammed  “the offico door bohind.
him and slowly headed for home mut-

tering, "Gee, I can't let'the gang duwn."
_ His tortured expreaaion reflected
the struggle his troubled thoughts were
fighting, concerning the coming party
the . office force was planning, The:
gang . expeoted him to date a girl for

the affair ‘when'!. he had nnvor in hig'’
entire life been" able to guthor ‘enough gl

courage | to -ask any girl to anythiqg

How did they expect him to do it nmr?”-.}?‘
They just didn't realize the diffioulty .

he had with. girla...especially whsn it
concerned girls,

He remembered with a smile the hnppy
days ‘when his only worries were home-
work and the determ1naticn.toget some=~
where in the world. Workingin a sbuffy
office all day and then attending night
classeg™at the business college were
nothing compared. with what he was going
" through™ today. True, his classmates
often hailed him with, "How's the bogk
wormgtoday?“ - "Hello, how's the walk~

ink 1ibrary?" buthe didn't mind, ‘He'd
just asigaon study as look at a girl,

anyway. ‘Girls scared him.
Life .in the center proved a little
more complicating, /however, for with

8o much leisure time on hand, Taro-no
longer had a legitimate excuse for not
accepting social invitations.
fice staeff always razzed whenever he
said anything anti-soeial, .Once, one.
of the girlsin the office even offered

to arrange a blind date.for him, much.

to his! ambarrasament. ‘
This time he had to go through with
the party; girl and all. After all, it

was a ‘staff affair and the boys really,

tried’ to help him out by advising him

on how to go about ‘asking a girl for a -
' the worst isn't over after all,"

"MJust hand her:the invitation,®
‘Thet saumdpd easy enoughs

date.
they said,.’

"I wonder if I ahqpld stop by.and

R

-ask Hannko?;

‘agked .her.

‘me out,
:friends back hcme,
'praying.

‘spiration . formed

.three

ask you something."

.seid, -
- glad to gos"
The Of—“ .

Naw, she probably wouldn't
Maybe gomeone else already,
' Oh well, I guess it won't
hurt to.-ask anyway," he thought, as he
whistled feebly ' and turned his uteps

go with me,

‘- toward her apartment.

"She's a good sports She might help -
After all, j we were pretty good
; he continued,.half
A8 ' he approached her door, Taro's
'atonnoh turned ¢pld and beads of per=
on-his browy but he.
raised his -fist bravely and knocked
times. He held his breath:: and
crossed his fingers while he waited.
The door opened and pretty Hanako

' snid. "Why ,. hello,Taro, won't you come

?"

"No - no, thanks, I - I Just want %o
he stammered., ¥
"Yes, what is it?" her sweet vcice
asked.:

M"ah - er - it's likethis - ah - maym

" be this will explain better than I can,"

he Faltered as he fished in his poeckets

. apd drew out the invitaticn tothe party.

He jerked it toward her. .

Hanake took it pently and reed it.
She smiled warmly as she looked' up and
Why surely, I'll be only too

Taro's jaw dropped in surprise and
his voice failed him for a moment. He

' swallowed and gasped, "G - gosh _thanks

8 million!" as he stumbled out, almost
foryetting to say goodbye.
" A Bigh  of relief escaped him as he
continued .toward home. ° -

"Now," that wasn't so bad," he sang,
almost gaily. .Then suddenly he stopped

.and groaned, "Oh, g-gosh, that party-is

tonight and now I'1l have to go. Maybe

THE END

£



© Pt was back in Santa Anita amid the = B
~ prevailing oonfusion, strife, and s
' bitterness, that - Shozi Oniki was in-""
- spired to write this poem.
He has truly captured the .feeling '
which all nisei felt =zt the times’
Because of the love he feels for hij

country, Shozi recan;%y(vﬁlufxteere
* TN

the nisei combat t *
) 7 2

; in the battle of 1 o
o believe in the right for
llaerty, and the pursuit of happineas.
. oy ironically msk, do you believe?
AR I proudly an ﬁér, with my head held high;

o I am an Amérlcan.

f\\\} Th n came the memorable December the Seventh..
r. Because ‘of the blood that flows in my veins;
people were forsaken and shunned,,
% Dlscrlmlnated they were put into camps. i
/ .Oh, how my heart was sore with grief; Fanirs
..""7 For my Ameritu had lost a chance to g
prove hersell to the world:

Today, forsaken, discriminated, tramplad, and shaken, -
! I atill belleve in you, my Americn.

‘My America is not that America which put me ‘here.
My America is far greater, more beautiful,

\ the living dream of our forefathers. WL

- ~ Perhaps, thut America is deed for soms; ’

e -But for me,-it is living underneath in the

: b hearts of true Americens. 3
- £82~750 no matter ‘how hard the test, 7
Ty * The suffering T may oendure; |

My destiny !is forever linked with yours.

++ I'atill love you, my Americn.

S



A YOUNG MAN GOT
HIS WISH. BUT -

ello, Joes What'll it be tonight?
- The same as usual?" | ;
I nodded to the big man,bahind the %
white counter.: "Yesh,.gimme: ra oup ‘of
voffee and a couple of doughpats." -
~It was o werm night, Outside, the.
sidewalks were crowded with people ern-
Joying the might air. They were: going
to movies, on their way to same amuse=-
ment spot, window shopping, or just
walkinge
Automobiles
stresets. Gay, young people in open’
roadsters,sophlstacated looking peopla
in large black cars, ordinary.people

P

in ordinary ocars,all drivung somewhere

in the 'warm. night. -

Across the street,” the neon 8ign.on

the thedter marquee was gaily flashihg

the ldtest attractions. The etwer chang-

ing 11ghta of.the traffio algnals blink~

ing red and_greex, the: bright headlights

of automobiles, the. blue fluorescent

lights in the large windows of stores),

the reflection of +the lights on the

ptraet oar rails; all added to the gay-'
ness and warmth of the night.

"Here ' you are, Jom., The coffee's
fresh. T just made it a few minutes
Bgos" ‘The big man was amiling as he

" plaged the coffee and doughnuts before
me.

I ‘was

ns I tossed s dime on the countey. "It

were foliing along the °

still thinking of the night |

"Stﬂten

I said,

sure, is a nice night aln't 1*?”
looking outside agains

"Yas., this’ Galifornia weather is
really wonderful. I never saw such
beautiful wsather when I was back East,"’

I poured two spoonsful of sugar from
the glass /container and stirred my cof-
fee. . I took a bite of doughnut and
swallowad it with a gulp of coffee.

The bigman added, "Yes, we're lucky
to have nice weather like this,"

. Taking anotherszpofcoffea, I sald,
"&w, I don't know. I been livin® here
all my life and never~bEer out of the
,And another thing, the weather

‘ain't so ‘hot sometimes.”

The, man behind 'the counter gazed
outside and said thoughtfully, "Well,
I certainly would be happy to gtay in
California for the rest of my life,"

"Not ma! I wenna get the hell out
of this state, Hell, I'm tired of liv-
in' in tha seme ol' place...I wanna
travel aroun'.® You know how it .is."

The big man smiled at me as if he
knew how' I felt.. The door opened and
geveral ‘peoplg walked into the plaoce
and sat down, The man nodded +to them



‘v L]
and went to get their orders.

+ I looked into my coffue and thought
about California and its weather, My
restless mind traveled to other places
+ssplaces that I'd heard about and read
about,

l slammed the door shut and weeved my
. way to tfie coffee counter. Tho
place was crowded with people. There
were stooped figures of old men and wo=

men, young men wearing khaki jackets,

short girls in slacks, :¢hildren wear-
ing gay plaid
eyes, and dusty vellow facos,

The young Japanese
oounter came up to me gnd said,_“May s
help you?" as if the words came out
automatically,

" "I wanna oup of ooffeo and 8 coupls
of doughnuts."

It was noisy inside., thh store.
bells on. the cash registers could be
heard. amid ‘the.confusing voices. of peo-
ple. :Somewhere a door was hnnglng.
Outside, the wind was, blowing fiercely,
‘picking up dust and’ sand as it swept
along the rows of barracks. Dust was
2ll over everything and .everybody., It
found its way into the houses, the mess
halls, the stores, the officea--every-
where.

Beh:nd the counter,
" busy pouring ‘coffee into.a paper
~She ‘gsdded a little sugar and cream,
took two. dougnnuts ‘from a cellophane
bag and dlaced them before-me. . 1 gave

her d dime‘and leaned comfortably against -

the counter.

The door opened and , from the duat
outside, 1 saw Mas coming in. . "Hey,
Mas, come on over here and have some
coffes " I yelled toward him,

Mas looked over the
peop}s ' and finally spying mé, he made
his way beside me. Rubbing his blood-

shot eyes, he. said," “Hiya Joe, what do

you know?" . y .
"Oh, nothin' much. How 'bout aome,.
coffee?" 1,
"Naw, just cgme in to light my

cigarotte.; I1t's top damn°d windy ouf—

1

shirts..,gll with ired

girl Banindictia) stde,d

The

the Egirl was.

cup.

. "Well,

heads of the‘

¥ 4 N £ -‘ 7. i
~Then,as if talking to!himself,
he added, "It sure is a hell of a day!

- "Yeah,™ I agreed.. "By the way, did
you hear the radio last night? They
were sure slamming the Los Angeles ®hpng-
ber of Commerce about the rainy weather
out there."

"It. was..:Bob (Hope or. Red Skelton,
wasn't, it?- Anyhow, itmust have reined.
like . hell back +there in L.A.," Mas
said, lighting a cigarette, ;

1 stirred my coffee with the paper.
spoon,, trydng to make it sweeter, but
it wasn't.any better.

Mas was combing the sand out-of his"
hair, -‘He looked at his comb ‘and mut-
tered, "I'd rather have- rain than this-
wind, any ol' day," ‘ . :

.1 agreed. "Yeah, I sure would like
to be back in California now, raﬁn or
no rain. This wind out here in Colo-t
rado is -gettin' me .down!" )

Mas moved toward the door., He took
a-short puff onhis cigarette and said, '

I gotta: be shovin' off, now.
1'11 be seein' you, Joe," :

s L-watchéd him open the door and ‘lean
into ‘the swirling dust. -Chewing on my
doughnut, I thought about the wird in
Colorado, and the rain #n California.

- Thinking about these thinps, I knew now

that I wouldn't mind living inCalifor-

nia for +the rest of my live, And it

wasn't only ! because of the weather,

either. ”ﬂ“a“, 3
Il{F oL ;y»"t.




ith the coming of"
¥ eastern Colorado, there will beg:

le = Increased fly and louse (the orawl-
ing type) population. ‘
2., Very hot weather, (No kiddin')
3..  The Murray's hair grease melting
and running down all over your face,.

Along with the above mentioned ¢on~
ditions, will come the boys'
attempts to fix things so that-life can
be a little more bearable., % ]

One of the most desperate means is
the tonsorial art, or more
known as haircutting. It is more fun,

'Anyone cando it. One does not have '

to be a cum laude graduate of a-barber
college’ in order to perform & hairout=-
ting project which will produce the
type.of cgiffure that is being discussed.

' The orly equipment necessary is a
pair of shears. It makes no:difference
whether the shears are regular. barbers'
type or not. No-sir, it.makes no dif-
ference at all. - However, the blunter
the point of the scissor, the
it is... There will ‘be ‘less chance of

poking holes into the unfortunate vio-

‘tim's craniums:

If there happens tobe a mirror lying

about,. for Gawd's sakes, get rid of  it.

-The' victim, if he has an ounce of pride;’

will, | if given the misfortune to view:
himself in the mirror, after the "striot-

F.

- ST RJETLY.
SYUWEE TIKE
' BY VLADIMIR =

st,m'una.xj to'south-_-," 1y for' smertime-jwem: in Amache" hair-

frantic -

commonly.

out, undoubtedly commit hari-kari (Eng-
1ish equivalent of hara=kiri), or worse
8till, eat a meal at the 10K mess hall
{oh, what unspeakable horror and tor-
ture),
was awarded the "D" pennant, the "D"

standing for you know what..heh, heh! '

There 'is  orly one real, gernuine
"strictly for summertime-wear in Amache"

haircut. It is the "five o'clock shad-
ower", alias the "cueball", alias the
7 T : :
‘_';C.« Sl /—2 e o
PR iy BT 7
e "’T"Q-—/'\\’W—/
Y
. et . 2
e A s L-b‘“:
(\‘-:;__._' ¢ {0\:‘ p : ’—-t.,(_‘__‘
7 \\ 77 G

10K mess hall’ is the one that -

better .

.of Murray's.

timate foal of the heat and louse suf-

ferer. A very close-cut affair that's
finished up with & sharp razor.

" Withe this'‘coiffure, one does not
have to auction.or give away his jar

as a polish for’' the‘ azure @ekinhaid.
Just apply it with a brush or swab and

FY

Tt can well-be.utilized

finish the job with d clean soft oloth. ,

Oh yes, if a blue tinted head "is not
desired,another method (var-y ingenious,

this " one) may  be used to obtain the
skinhaide Merely yank the hair out by
the roots, / A looal anesthetic may be

applied .with 'a‘ baseball bat to ease
some bf the discomfort while carrying
out ‘this method.’ Ceré must be used in
applying the. 'anesthetio, due to the
faot that the bat may break,: and the.
local reoreation department may. charge



N

you for' the démage.

After tho desired skinhaid is a-

chieved, there will be a great change.
Modern design makes the big difference.
Due +to the low-outy" and streamlined
shape of the ‘head, the wind will cause -
no trouble - to the head. TFlying sand
will not be ‘attracted to the skinhaid,
bbcause ‘there " are no greasy hair .to
cling andgather upon. In other words,
combs may be discarded,
. “Naturally, as with@every other good
thing, there are a few bugs in the set-
up. There have been cases of skin-
haided people, both young and old, suf-
fering' from sunstroke and flopping on
their kissers, when they left their
uninsulated head exposed to the burning
rays of the sun. But this esn be avoid-
ed by protecting the vulnerable cranium
with a hat or some other such things.

Also, onemust avoid seeing the chill-
er +thriller movie serials that are

L ETSBE THARKFUL ., ..

.Though we are in the relocation camp,

We're thankful for the tlessings we can ahare
Though we have less privileges than others, (
gift of prayer;

We are all thankful for the
We are grateful for the right to reside
Beneath the olear cerulean heaven;

e are all grateful for our daily- bread,
And most of all, our gallant, fighting men.

- polution for those who muat

[y =
Joseph Se Funay:k f-:”

being shown in Amaches The hair raising
scenes will cause great:cmbarrassment.
If the heir does rise, it is time for
& hairout, :
And then,

there 1is +ths danger of

- catching pnevmonia from running arpund

at night with a naked skinhaid, The
'keep eve=
ning,'rendezvoyss'(plgral, you &now)
would be o zet hold of a wig or toupee.”
In this. case, glue is an absolute ne-
cessity due to the. evening windstorms.
There are many other solutions for

these few problems, but knowing that

the Japanese are dastardly clever peo-
ple, we shaell leave you now, assured
that there will be very few, if any,
unfortunate incidents resulting from
the application of the "five o'clock",

alias the "cueball", alias the "pastel
skinhaid" haircut, this summer. ¥

“74’0 «;#"%THE ENDMJ‘%%

e
Log - <ot

s
ﬁ“ﬁL-» < T
AR EI_F J\L“J\f/‘\rl ’l\',tf-m
Ts it not strange, Sromas-
That in the brief interval
Of Time which links '
" The planting and the reaping,
The Hand that sowed the seed
Did not impart a more loving care
And let the wind from a ruddy planet
. Scatter the seeds afar,
Some to the saline depth of sea
And some -to a lonely desert hill,

Anonymoua



omehow, this article should be known

' as o "card of thanks",  The Escort

Guard feel that there are many. thmg;s
for which we are grateful.:

You Americdns of Japanese ancestry
have been grand; we like your attitude,
your patriotism, your industriousness,
and your friendly smiles. Shucks, any
situetion can be made a paradise if our
mental attitudes' are “all right.' Of
course, a bit of dust may blow into our
"Eden", but then if there were no dust,
we would beginte expeet too much of our
"Elysian Fields", Keep grinning, folks;
we're all gett:ng .away with it.:

E .our frlends across the stree't, too;
. haven't ' they been grend? We mean the
WRA officialss They lend a willing ear
to our requests, pull the necessary
strings, and behold, another Aladdin
‘has been pulled out of the 'silk hat,

*, Just talking, am I7 Say,

'ing in which rat hole we are pouring
paeint. : ’
Chief Tomlinson is'running out of
najls, wire ones, keeping- the guards
appeased by spiking warehouse windows.,
Seriously, we appreciate the Rad-
cliffe-Smith motor vehicle lend-lease
-actse That nightly truok to Lamar is
value enough,-say nothing about the
-8

. securely each evéning.
-don't mean in the glass, either.

Jim Ras=/ .
mussen and Mr. Wroth are still wonder=- '

'saeing you, pals!
:

garage service, the red "Cheviés", among
them the fanous "Honeymoon Special" or
"Love Bug".

Mr. Mitchell, have you noticed how
those two pool tebles are being used?
Several times I thought the nisei were
playing basketball in the canteen.

‘Mr. Turk and uorporal Saunders have
kept the pictures moving, cooperatively.
Last night, our movie helped out in the
Cen‘har- tomorrow mght we may have to
say "please" again to Mr. Turk.  How’
these men get arourd with thoir films !

Thanks again, WRA. You're all swell
people. Inoidentally, we promise  you

he

- that the new'pass system will soon be

mastéred, and’hope to see the day come,
when all warehouse windows will be olosed
Keops from cast-
doesn't it? And T
' Thanks

ing reflections,

folks. ]

God bless ‘you nisei who have gone
into the service.. We will miss all of:
you; frém "Casanova" in the orchestra,
to "Superman".' May good pals meet ' a-
gain, and thén may the world be a' place
in which 'all. of us can live in peace,
respecting .the. rights- of others, Be .
‘God bla’ss' yoi.L all.

o THE “BND




COBER'S: PIALI

The ¥.P. is my protec or; i
I shall not stray.
He maketh me to abide bv M111tary Law,
he returneth me to camp.
He restoreth my property,

he leadeth me in the path of righteouaness £§

for my own sake.

Yea, though I walk through Avenus of : Temptat o)

.1 will fear no evil,
for they are with me;

their brassards and thelr gUna° o

" they comfort me. -

They represent a guard before me .
in the presence of mine enemies;
they hold me with a steady hand

when my cuns runneth over.’

Surely Army egulation shall direct- me.
all my days hére at oamp.

Or I shall dwell in the guard-house forever,

PMGS Fort Custer, Michigan .

The abpve poem was submitted to wus

by Captain Karpen of the 335th Escort
Guard. He felt that the feeling of the

posm could be applied to the residents -

of Amache. The name of the person who
wrote. it, is unknown.

ol u“
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Up nhﬁJe éha;w1nd blows’
Fresh and sweet; .
Up where the sky and
J The mountair meet;
I will go,
Singing.

Seijiro Matsui
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i¥t's not so wondsrful
I how this thing called
dust could find the small=-
est crevice in the hap~-
hazard structure that we
call home and. f£ill it up
so evenly all around the
room. Ond c¢dn sweep dnd
dust in the morning. The
wind blows again in the
efternoon. :Housekeeping
does become. a too fre-
guent monotony. With a-
pologies to the Ancient
Mariner, here is how it
fesls, = '

Dust, dust, everywhere,
And everybody did grumble.
Dust, dust, everywhers,
Lot¥ of ‘unnecessary sample.

Dust hore,-in my hair,
Around the room, not a miss.
- Look, more than my share !’ e
Might I develop pneumoconiosis?

etro
& o,

r > ’
ewspapers are not the necessary oom-

4 modity of life as in the past. They
ere useful in- starting the fire, and
also in wrapping up the rubbish, but

the, §0 obviously colored presentations -

facts ‘arc ‘nauseating. Sometimes, I

wonder what is happening in the Gasoline:
how good ol' Dick Tracy .

Alley strip,
is getting mlong andwhat embarrassment
has now befallen Dagwood. And I miss
"ths good ‘'sports commentating. .
1y magazines supply me with all of..the
nsws now, and I am satisfied.

wmareve‘r one goes, one findssmmosort
. of a paper flower arrangement in
S all foané-
interecat aleng with the usual gabbing,
and the interests of husbands and house-
kdeping are running strong seconds at

best., If someone would only bottle ‘the -

: a mountain in the -distance,

The week--
. friend
"braes-

Women find it their main

flagrdnce .of an Easter lily, we §ha1l’
‘have an imperishable flower for that
glad gccagion. g '

t home, 'and at places that 1 have
always been able to look up and see
I like the
passage in the 121st Psalm, "I will lift

© my eyes unto the hill from whence comes
‘my help==."

It secmed to be a symbol
of the dignity and the majesty of tran-
quil meditation ‘and solitude. As a
.said once, that here in camp,
one.could have ankylosis of the verte-
‘and’ 84111 see +the top of the
"hill". Now thet inconsistent spring
is here, dust 'is everywhere instead ' of
the green grasses and colorful flowers
that we 'are used to, but even the dust
cannot hide the three¢ outstanding Amache
skyline, the water tower, the hospital

11-




‘furnace stecks,

chimney..

ln the pleasantness of a Sunday aven:i ng,‘

a’ women and girls' team is playing
egainst the block's old men. ‘Any throwm
ball by the pitcher 'is a strike when
the men are at bat, There's more scream-
ing and laughing and talking and side-
line comments than action, Yut who cares?
An active oldster slides into first
base and the girl'preceriously holds the
ball above hér heed end balences her-
self on her tiptoes to avoid the dust.
The mess hall dishwasher uses his sto-
mach, to good advantage in cetching a
fly bell, A married weman Just pushes

the setondbeseman from the bag to spoil:

a foroed play. A girl swinrs her bet
enough times to make three outs by her-
self, but stlll can't come close to the
ball. Naturally, affer the derkness
had set in,, the girls' team hed won.

rayson, " in his "Adventurss in Con~
tentmént", pointed out many inter=
esting small things that make life worth
living, This 1s & part of the great
dust bowl, and nothing worth while seems
to grow wild, Yet, some people swek
and dig out lerge cylindrical roots of
dormant caotus plants, dry them, hollow
the inside, shellac the exterior, and
make good vases out of them. Many blocks
are planting Chinese eolms eround the
barracks and some people are making

small gerden plots even though thé ad-

ministretion warns them of the lack of
water. Mseybe those people prefer a bit
of green to a shower in thé summertime.
Some people can sce and observe more
than others as they walk alongthe tarbed
wire . fance. 'Give some people a piece
of wood, and after a bit of work, one
can see g beautiful result -of orrving.
8ome little ! girle make dust mud-ples
in the ditches and play house. Smell
boys roll arourd neer the coal plle end
get dirty as hell. Eemly teen boys go
around in buriches end actend talk tough.
Girls. are still giggling, and humming
the latest populer .soni:s., ' Some youths

Pl

‘and the high school

12,

are crezy about dancing, crary sbovt
brseball, ehout ench other, about them=~
selves, infipity. Adventures in con-
tantment bacomes e mﬂntal process,

The good ol!' army qtove stends deso-
corner of the room.
it was: the

late -~ in the
While it wes cold nutaide,

“"heart" of tho room, - Now that the tem-
pereture hes chenged to the more com-
forteble stage, it looks forlorn, neg-"
lected, dirty blaek and ugly in its
inactivity. I remember tho meny times
thet I heve cussed at it. . It hrd re-
fused to get started many times, never
mainteined any sort of a. constant tem-
persture, and the slegs collected so
fast. It wes elways easler to gather

" up the fellon heddin~s from the floor

end cuddle into’ s-bundld rether than to
get up end edd enother lump of coal.
When wintur come s again, I‘ll love you
_ugaln\ : "

ﬁ_THE 'END__;_:
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FIS MIND WAS FULL OF "
UNCERTAINTY AND DOUBT
THERE ARE THOUSANDS LIKE
HIM IN° RELOCATION -CENTERS.

HIA AT
BY HOSHIO ALE

Satoru’s poor stature, silhouetted

against the evening light, vwas for-:

lorny on the hillbtop., & dusty sun wes
cuddled in en arm of the plain, and on
orange cloud splashed into the sky.

"Why smoke in the wind?" came & volce

behind him. "Tobacco doesn't taste good
in the wind, I hear.," ot

~ The. shadow split in two, and became
one - again. Satoru put his arm around
her waist. )

"It is my poor effort
air, 1 suppose.” -

"hnd the wind is robbing your sweeb
endeavor?"

- "Damn.that cesspool "

Ho = looked down at her. He smelled

her hair. ' It was tussled, end dusty,
with a faint trace cof femininity.
.. "she is tired;" he thought. But he
didn't know if he meant the wind or his
oompanions They walked in silence;
woll ewere that they were heading toward
a dead end.

fo sweetén the

His pipe weather-cocked the velocity .

of the wind. His wes rather a’poor
gesture of defiance against the wind.
For the wind had played its full forocity
during the day end was comfortably tired,

The day was done, and the wind was
going ' home  for a.late supper, one by

one, leaving behind itj ripples end
furrows of sand on'the ro.d, .dnd between
the barracks. ‘ o

The smoke from his pipe lingered
around the bowl, then the Jeft-behind
wind carried it awoy. Reluctance . of the

smoke to leave the pipe marked a blue
woke. It was a memory of & stemmer's
smoko-stack on the high sea, or'of a

song of factory chimneys in the city.
But the memory.of civilization was’
unbecoming on the barrack infested Lill,
surrounded by barbed~wires, and isolated
4in_the midst of wild nothingness of the
prairie. P :

i The girl looked up at his pipe and
began to say something. She stopped.
She pulled out an orange from her coat
pocket ‘and tossed it in the wir. :

‘Myou kmow," she said, dand tossed the
orange again. s '

I tmow a lot of things, but can't
explain them," Satoru said. .

: ‘WYou " know," she said, and put the
orange in her pocket, "I'd like to sce

_ you smoke'sn evening pipe in a gsoft 1lit
living room. You are buried in gn over-
stuffed chair. No war news. No Japs.
And 8 string quartet is playing on theo
radio." 7

Sotoru felt ‘o sting of dangorous
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warring in her words. Tul she put it
in sueh a sweet way that hewas carriod
woy momentarily.

'“Andjou are watching the ashes fall-'

ing from my pipe upon the heavy rug."
"I'mnot going to scold you for that.
"Ahskip it1 It's about timowe stop
drecaming," His voice was harsh.
hadbeendangerouslyandclosaly tracing
the same thcught the girl hed been trac-

ing. 4And " he couldn't help but put a
stop. to it. He felt sorry for her.
He also felt uncomfortable when beéing

subjected to domestication by woman,
even in mockery. :

They came  .to the dead ~ond. Tho
barbed wire fence loomed in their path.
Satoru knucked the ashes from his pipe
and put it in his breast pocket. The
girl watched him 'stonily. "Satoru spat
the bad taste from his mouth onto the
ground. He -watched the saliva seep
int¢ the sand. .

The wind~possessed 1und was dry.
Except for the ©occasional visit of
snow, his six months on this land was
dry. The land was called the backbone
of umerica. But the farmers c¢f this
vicinity shunned -to driwve the plough
into this land.. The land must be the
lmuckle of the backbane, and it was os
dry as bone. . Satoru was afruzid of be=
coming-as dry as this lind.- His imag-
ination was in.want of water. The black
spot where his saliva fell, wus fast

drying. .
Satoru c¢ircled around the girl and

took her arm. They sturted to walk

dovn-hill. Lights began toappear.from

the rows of barracks on the slope. The
chill of .the March evening drew the girl
cloger to Sutoru. An old woman wus seen
hurriedly taking .in the dust stained

clnthes from the wash lind between the

" barracks.
"I .gan stand an nranwe. Satoru
broke the 3ilencd. He pulled his un-
occupied hand from his G.I. coat. pocket,
and pretended that he was toaelng 50me~
thing into the eir,

"You peel it for me. ‘The skin is so
hard; this Texcs orange,"

9

He -~

/

The - girl hunded the orange to him.
She had brought it from the mess hall.
It wes the desgort from the supper 'she
had. The sgkin . of the orange bore the
brand "color added".

He' gave half: of tho oranga to the
girl end they began to ect. The juiee
was soothing tothe dry throats. Setoru
was humble in his sentiment, sharing
an oronge with o demure Japaunese girl.'
Why - does he torture this simple girl?

. It wes too obviousthat this girl wented .
to merry Satoru. Maybe this girl wesn't
simple at all, Only her scheme to lead
him +to look at the things in her way,

.revealed the appearanoe(ﬁ‘her réticent
Manner .

"You know whut? Aoman has to have
confidence in himself to make a go. ‘But
in this. camp, how can he have confidence
in his future?" Seriousness overgame
Satoru's casual tone.

"I have confidence in you. Doesn't

~it help "you? I think you are afruid
of white supremacy propaganda. I know

" .it's' protty toughtomake a living out-

side tho camp even without the prejndice.
But you don't want to become an Indian,
do you? Whutyou vant'is the cunfidence
that somebody is helieving in you. OCh,
Satoru, can't you see that I'm for you?"

She tried tu be cool and logicals
But Satoru's irresolute minner, she had
known, drove her to break into a pload-
ing tone., She suspected Sutoru weighed
mare on the security pooled by his folks
then his oadventure in the future.

The girl chonged her voice toa sooth-
ing monotene. "I liked- it when you
suid you couldn't get gway from the
guilty congcience when you wrote "if
draftéd" to the question of voluiteer-
ings I "would be disappointed in you
if" you'd volunteered just to got awny
fromthis camp and..." The girl wanted
to add, "to get away from me and all,"
but refreined.
7 ™ gouldn't volunteer and I can't
just sit back...now I wish that I'd
volunteared," Satoru was somowhat de-
Jocted about himself,’

"I now it isn't your folks, that's
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holding you bagk."! The girl couldn't
help but let an;ironicaltone coms into
her words. ‘ :
"No. You know darn
not going to live their lives."
~ "But you ocouldn't tear
from them." _ ‘
Satoru kept ailent to this.
Dusk had gathered around the lighted
barracks, < The hill was ocongenially
checkerad with blocks of yellow and
black, of 1light and darkness. On an

empty lot, a see saw was playing soli-

taire in the slight wind and the dark-
ness. The road loomed, foggy white up-
on their path. ;! ;
.M"I'm afraid that the leonger I stay
here, the better I'm going fo like this
place. You know, a sortof a satisfac-
tionof being domesticated. A fat yol-
low Indian, 4if "you like to call it.
It's dangereus. Disintegration of mo-
rale. Day by day, we eat the wind and
blow the wind, and we know no direction
of tomorrow's wind." Satoruwas poetio.
He bhad a tendency to doll up his sen-
tences when it was difficult to'snatoch
up a diction teo suit his expression.’
"Quoting from whom?" The girl que-
ried, sarcastically. -She 'knew that
Satoru was original., She liked himwhen
he frowned. Satoru wasn't sure of what

well "~ that I'm-

yourself away .

he
knew that he was a fellow
accustomed to expressing his heart
conversation.

' They'd come to the dead crossing of
the center. A fire station,a reception
hall, administrstion barracks, and-the
military police barracks occupied the
. corners of the crossing. Far down the

was saying most of the time.
who was un-

Shé

in

slope, a sentry was at the gate under
a spot light. They turned toward the
hospital on the dark winding road.

"You know what? This ration business.
Of -course we are all affected, but we
don't, go to markets to »1d and subtract
the points as- the general public do.
We are remote from the living pulse of
war-time America. And that sortof ra-
tions you thoughts too, doesn't it?"
Satoru wasn't sure she would understand.

"You .are. not talking about Wall
Street, are you? It's just like reading
the stock quotations, when T think about
buying my greceries on the point system."
The girl wasn't ashamed of revealing
her weaknass ineconomics, but she only
made & little frown.

"Lucky youw ara not buying it. The
government takes care of all that. And
that's the whole trouble, living in this
oamps You lose the physical contact
with the living stream of public."

"Yes, and how! That's why you must
seek employment outside, if you think
of your future..." :

"puture..." The. word echoed inp
Satoru's heart. Damn it, what future
con he plan in this .damned camp .and in
this - damned war. "Future?" he thought.
YNo, I mustn't rot in this camp."

Employment offers were steadily in-
creasing , to the Japanese fAmericans in
relocgtion centers. Many nisel have
gone out to resettle themselves. Satoru
too, had thought of applying for a-job
outside. But he had only thought about
it: He didn't want to admit what was.
holding him back, What she seid about
his folks holding him back stung his
ccnscience onae more. He merely ad-
mitted to himself. that he didn't want
to go out alone into the hostile public
and that he -didn't like to go out with
a gang, to be a laborer. .

At the curve, a white wall of the
hospital deepened the darkness ' of the
surrounding emptiness. Somobody must
have < been dying.in +the hospital. It
was too dark. The flat one-story hos-
pital was like a ocoffin washed up on a

dark island.
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They too, were ship-wrecked paaien-
gors washed ashore ona strange island.
Beoause the captain was drunk, and the
crew were appeased by a few cabin pas-
sengers, they were dumped into the trou-
bled:sea to save +the ship...just be-
cause they wero- steerage passengers...
these  Japanese Americans who were e~
vacuated from the West Coast. But the
boats were coming to the island to pick
them up, at lpong last. Though there
wore squabbles among former passengers,
the captainhad sobered up and the crew
wanted tomake amends. A& few nisei re=
sented the saving hands and resolved to
renain on the island. Everyone had
drunk the bitter water whon they were
dumped. BEut only a few kept the bitter
wotor in their bellies. Many had strong
kidneys. They secured return passage
to test again their strong kidneys.

8atoru doubted the strength of. his
kidneys. And the pirl suspected it ton.
But the pirl secretly ' enjoyed nursing
Satoru's susceptible kidneys.

- The wind was coming in for the night
shift, 1t began to scoop up the sand.
You could feel - the sand creeping into
“ your shoos, The sand bit your face.
You had to squirm your body and face,
40 dodge the:blows, Satoru tighteneg
his_grip oh the girl's shoulder as they
staggered toward her barrack.

Yhew! What a blow!"

Once, safely bohind the barrack, they
let out the

holding. Satoru let the girl go from
his arm, and reached for his breast
pockets ’

"I'm not go:ng in," .he said.
The girl looked up at him, with an
amusing smile in her eyes, end watched
" Him bite the pipe. - He knew that it was
‘s poor pgesture. He searched for the
tobacco pouch, buthe ‘really was soarch-
ing - for . the words. How oould he put
into words, that getting m:-job.outside,
and getting the girl was the seme per-
plexing, and yct exciting problem®
"Trouble with you," ‘dtarted the girl.
"Trouble with us M said Satoru at
the same time.

A\l .

breaths which thoy were .

"Go ahead and say it."

ed smilingly, He knew what was coming.
"Trouble with you is that you want

to be in the best pusttton possible,
bofore you make any, move. The girl
let out.

 "Trouble with us..." began Satoru,
but the girl took it away and finishod
it for him. "...is that we are not
married," ' :
_ Satoru grabbed her shoulder and looked
into her ceyes. He knew.tho girl Hada
strong hold on his weakness and he knsw
that she was the one to supplement that
weakness. 8atoru closcd his eyes, and
roached for her lips, dropping his pipe
on the sand. Her 1lips c¢lung to his,
I¥ was hard to tecar away.

"I've made up my mind..." Satoru
could not contirfue. The girl kissed
him eagain. It wag a California-bred
passion. Her mouth tasted like orange.

When she said, "Where is the moon,
tonight?" Satoruwas looking at her foot
stepping on his pipe. The pipe was
buried inthe sand under her foot. A 1y-
.way, no didn't have toweather-cock the
wind withhis pipe tomorrow. The wind
waa - blowing now an? was carrying away
the sand. : '

"What was sha saying?" Satoru re-

flected... "Oh, the meons-What an im=
pertinent question in the sandstorm,"
- "But last night about now, the moon
was just coming up fromthe plain,"” She
was saying it egain, and it resounded
in Satoru's heart.

. "Whefe is tho moon, tonight?"

THE END
18
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ﬁain’comes to gmache at last, It is

& half~hearted drizzle:..a few spar-

ing droplets wring from the clouds...
but already there is & freshness in the
air, The nostrils +take in ' the- damp
smell of ' the countryside with welcome
relief. It is a respite from the now
familiar dust, wind, and heat...

scheduled for that afternoon. He is to
piteh and = he has heard that Mary will
be ' there. 'Course he doesn't give a
hoot 'bout girls 'n, stuff, but still™

he'd like a chance to show her he isn't
such' a dut at baseball as he is at "math".
If it'rains much more, the Fame w i1l be
called off...

mn front of one of +the barracks), the
2 old man sniffs the air with a' nod of
‘satisfaction, then bends low' over his
works Brown and withered hands care=
fully and : lovingly tend " & miniature
plov of ‘iris mnd marning glory. The
brave shoots, stalwartly green and alien
on this soil, bring reward to the patlent
-aged gardener, and a Hft to the passers-
by. The soil is theman's true love and
he quietly rejoices in the rain that is
50 life-giving to his pluntq...even as
he did in other years as he stood on
the crest of a hill under California
skies overlooking his vast truck fields.
“fn the bBarrack. classroom, the school
boy sits restlessly. .The rain bodes
evil. There is a big softball game’

't the .office desk, the pretty little
stenographer sits and idly doodles

on a " scratch pad. "Raln...gond old
rain!"! Her eyes are dreamy as she.re-
calls ' countless rides in the little
marcon convertible coupe with Shig.
They ©both-' loved the partter patter of

rain or the canvas car top and the swish
of .the +tires on the wet paved roads.
Shig is with the Military Intelligence,
now--somewhere overscas... '
"Hey, Yuri! Quit daydreaming . and
type out a requisition,.will yaft!
"Okay !’ Okay, slave driver!" grins
Yuri cheerfully, although inside, there
is the ever-progsent pang of lonsliness
ag she thinks silently... "I wonder if
it's raining over there, I wonder if

] '1;



" he's remembering too..."

#gn the end unit, the mother rigs up
1 extra lines acrossg the cramped quar-
ters of the barrack. Clotkes have to
be washed, rain ‘or shine. Diapers,
shirts, denim slacks, work socks; hang
in rows across the room. The coal stove
is burning in the cormer and the small
of the clean, drying wash pervades the
air.

She is ever-buay, but as she pauses
to brush back a wisp of hair with her
hands, the mother lcoks out the window
to the north.. Her glance takes in the
green alfalfa fields in the distance
beyong the confines of the camp. . The
green stands out in'welcéme.relief a-
goinst a yellow and barren landscape.
She turns to pick up the baby ang un-
sonsciously begins to hum softly, "Haru

ga kita, haru ga kita..." Spring is

here, spring is here...
Jies, spring is making its little bow
to Amache. Former springs inCali-
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fornia were symbolized by birds singing,
beautiful flowers, trees, and sunshiney
It 1is a gloomy sky that looks down on
Amache this day, but the rain somehaw
has brought with it a consciousness of
spring to the hearts of residents.

The delioate green of the Chinesg
elm seems more pronounced as the jewely
like drops of water cling, shimmering
in the breeze. !

Desert blooms shooting up at random
beside the squat brown barracks command’
new attention as they dot the terr&:ﬂ
with color.

Bven as ‘these 'thoughts have been
written, however, the clouds have gath-
ered in the skies againas though pucker-
ing up for another cry... Wind comes
through the open’ window and sendd'the
curtains dancing... The skius.arevery
darke... Then rain, real rain, comes
slanting down.

‘A #e hope you liked the first issue of
the FULSE. We tried to bring to
‘you ‘the kindof magazine that is inter-
esting; with the types of features that
have anuniversal appeal. As we continue
with the publication of this magazine,
" we hope to make meny improvements. If
"you have any suggestions as to the type
of 1literature y&u would like to see,
don't haustitate to let us know. |
We wish to express our-appreciation
to the many people who contributed their
whole hearted efforts,maklng this issue
possible. i
As you now know, the PULSE contains
various +types of 1literature. There
are short stories, poems and other fea-

Y

tures. Some are serious, and others
express humor. The feelings and emo-
tions, of the evacuees are expressed in
the PULSE.

In any community, there are countless
numbers of people who love to write.
Many of them make writing their hobby.
Unfortunately, some of <these people
are too shy or timid to have their work
‘published,thereby depriving others of
immense pleasure.

Anyone may submit their manuseripts
to the PULSE. Since the PULSE welcomes
any type of literature, we urge more~
people to write. Send inyour literary
contributions to the PIONEER building.

++THE EDITOR
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