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By Tom Okamoto

After the Storm..

— A Few Thoughts on the Holiday
o Issue and lts Contributors

Well, it's out.
With rain drops falling on my head (the roof leaks—a litile)
and the thought of all my Christmas cards yet to address, lick and
mail, not to mention a three-week accumulation of laundry, | sit me
down to write 30" to 1949. CROSSROADS' end-of-the-year, Hol-
iday lIssue is off the presses. A

Jogging along at the comfortable clip of eight pages every
week, this sudden spurt of 32 pages does something to one's equili-
brium. For the past three weeks, Christmas shopping, gallivanting

: to dances and even an occasional LUNCH have gone by the boards
S while we went up to our necks in printer's ink and type to bring

.

out this enlarged issue.

We couldn't have done it by ourselves, of course. A carload
of orchids must go o th~se _contributors who sent in such outstanding
ker"” or "A Burial for the Yellow Peril."

- ions have come in that we can carry in
’w 5. We have an interesting and incisive
article” < - ey, an article
on a Nisei in-_ -abor union by Stanley Weir, an arficle ¢
waras and the Japanese Garden at Golden Gate Park by Hugh
Anderson, an article on Helen Sawa and Newell Steward by
John Agawa and a short story by T. Takeshi Oye—all of which we
find we'll have to hold over until future issues of CROSSROADS
due to lack of space.

A word must be added here about Mr. Oye's short story, "The
Packet." It was the only one entered in the short story contest, which
gives us a lonesome feeling about future Nisei writers.

Of those who are already practicing the craft, there seem to
be plenty, thank heaven.

We are happy to hear again from Bill Hosokawa of the Denver
Post—this time on the less controversial subject of his son, Mike.

On the same page, we are proud to present a charcoal and water
color drawing—""the final result of understanding Mako, my son" —
by Taro Yashima, which is in the collection of Mr. and Mrs. Bernard
Quint of New York City. 62zn

Roku Sugahara reminisces about the Nisei Press. A New Yorker
now, Roku was before the war co-editor of the ambitious weekly, The
Mirror, published here.

In carrying "The Boy from Nebraska" by Hisaye Yamamoto, we
join the company of the illustrious Partisan Review, which has already
published two of her sensitive and particularly well-written short
stories. Latest reports are that Hisaye is applying for the Houghton
Mifflin award to the most promising book now in the writing process.

We know readers will enjoy "Is it Jim or Hippo or Just Me?" by
Hiroshi Kashiwagi, a new writer for whom there are great hopes. Mr.
Kashiwagi has also sent in "The Grotesque™ which we hope to print
at a later date.

We certainly recommend Mary Oyama's magnificent job of re-
porting on the "growing pains of the Nisei in "A Generation in
Transition" and the Pacific Citizen Editor Larry Taijiri's biting burial
of "The Yellow Peril."

Al Miyadi, whose works are known to CROSSROADS readers
already, is represented by the polished story, "The Joker."

We are anxious to know the reader's reaction to two studies of
the Nisei gentleman—"The Wolf" by Carl Kondo and "Yogore" by
Kaz Honda.

A name which should be familiar o Southland readers is that

of Eddie Shimano, whose "Homecoming" we carry in this issue. If
we remember correctly, Eddie's pen can draw as well as write.

The poet's corner is well occupied by Helen Aoki, a regular
Rafu Shimpo contributor before the war, and Ruth Kodama, who
entered her "Your Shadow" in our contest—also a lone entrant in
her class. :

Ted Tajima, whose observations on the teenagers of today ap-
pear in this issue, speaks with authority. He teaches math at Al-
hambra High School.

Index to Holiday Features

"A BURIAL FOR THE YELLOW PERIL" .. . by Larey Tanivl. ol i Page 5
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"COMING ALONG SWIMMINGLY" ... ; ..by Yasuo Kanayama... ... 11
CHRISIMAS CHURCH NOHBCES .. . . .. e 24
A SN e e e o e e 25
CEQREEINOU BUFEERSY = v o o onl by Kango Kunitsugu.___............. . 28
HOLIDAY-CEUBNOTES. o i e % 15-20
HOLIDAY-SOGIALL CALENDAR = L oo i s 23
YHOMECOMINGY = = . = o d by Eddie Shimano......................... 13
“HORSES: MO BRI &= =i o 0 o0 by George Yoshinaga..........coce...... 27
"IS IT JIM OR HIPPO OR JUST ME?"._...........by Hiroshi Kashiwagi_................. 12
SJUSEREMINISCING s s i s 0 by Roku Sugahara........ ... 8
"MIKE—A PORTRAIT IN WORDS" ... . .. by Bill Hosokawa................... 4
SABURO TOURS:= o il it i el i oo oo e 21

.................................. by:lilyi¥anai. ... ... "8

"THAT'S HOLLYWOOD"

"THE BOY FROM NEBRASKA" ... .. . . .. .. by Hisaye Yamamoto _............. kb
SEEJOKER et i o T bysAl Miyadi- . - mrsr Sy
"THEWOERE . = e sers s by:Garl Kondo. 20 chus e Clane . 14
SPOBORE: e e by Kaz Honda 10

We are also indebted to Yasuo Kanayama, 19-year-old student
at the Uenomiya Senior High School in Osaka, Japan, for the very
readable article on changes in education in Japan.

Many of the feminine readers who have at one time or an
other tried "domestic" jobs as a quick way to make money will
chuckle over Lily Yanai's account of two who "went Hollywood."

The terrific cover drawing this year is done by Mine Okubo,
who has been winning prize after prize with her paintings this year
and who knocked herself out to complete this for CROSSROADS
amid her other activities.

"Let me know if you get any complaints from the Santa Claus
Association," she writes in P.S.

Last but not least, as they say in Kiwanis speeches, we take our
hats off to the clubs, God bless them, everyone.

CROSSROADS pays tribute to the clubs (not only for respond-
ing enthusiastically to our enlarged Club Notes idea) but for show-
ing the same enthusiasm in welfare work the past year.

Whenever large-scale help was needed—for the Nisei Week
carnival, for collecting canned goods for Thanksgiving, for gathering
old stockings to provide work for war widows in Japan, for wrapping
up gifts to the Nisei veterans at Birmingham—in fact for any benefit,
the clubs have come through magnificently this year.

Come to think of it, this issue is one that we can well be proud
of, and we herewith thank one and all who helped us put it out.
It was worth huddling over a typewriter at 2 a.m. in the morning,
getting up at 6:30 a.m. on Sunday mornings and keeling over from
eyestrain for. —k. h.
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Yacation!
No Paper
Until Jan. 6

This Holiday lssue ‘is the last
issue of CROSSROADS to come
out this year.

As usual, the staff will take a

week's vacation hatween Christ-

mas and New Year's, to come
back with
1950.

renewed vigor for

The staff — Jack Ma*suzald,r
Kats Hirooka, Edison Uno, Roy

Uno, Tom Okamoto and George -~ -

Yoshinaga—and the Board of
Directors wish you all a very
merry Christmas and the hap-
piest of New Years.

Watch for big doings in the
1950 CROSSROADS!
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A Generation in Transition
--by Mary Oyama

theAan:)Ii’il; ?:df:t)FNG or as old as grandiloguent speeches.

A Vs the history of New Year’s would allow them a
tl.1e leel lc}tivers five decades be- whole three days
ginning with the turn of the cen- work
tury, We might breadly describe obsel'zz:indthzf Fi(ﬁie otfh ? lalways to develop civic and political con-
thi;nooas ’If‘(;lllows: : Christmas with their Childli'gl,l. RS gy, aud e day

's—The age of the Issei or the ceeded Wilson th i iti

Old World, 1910—Beginning the Ni? tight days of tht; :)f)sr-’:/?:l?‘;?_icgls :;On-'lzartxsan. cxtlzensyip and com-
sei & World War 1 Years, 1920 — (High Cost of Living but helpleésl'y del:,r:loy Zer.w: e organization which
Transition & “Prosperity,” 1930 — deplored the “haiseki” (discrimina with cﬁe tln % the national league
§tart of Integration and Depres- tion) which culminated in the pas- ever l?ip erlsv.m oy states wher-
:sx'on_,l 1540 — World War IT and As- S.';gehof the Anti-Alien Land Laws Ieader:hi;r i e
similation, of the 1920’s, 5

RAE o Took fablenrd 1o the i Phe Stasl s et : Cultural and social organizations

Bebhie ~tha D50 That tude el still-cmere Chllj mushroomed by the hundreds

ooy o v gurate 1, too young to defend the Issei churches (both Protesta i
Gaage of Nisei Maturity and the against the demagogic charges of Catholic) and nt a.nd
?;g{}nmn.? of th(le Sansei, the com- the “Yellow Peril” crusaders, %5 e, Eaddhi
ion of a cycle, “I'm Forever Blowi 3 i i
oy g R i e Tt l(‘)‘v';xrrggmgtxb}:‘o’ll?:e li);:':dmat:; férst three'decades flour-
;sz;e w:frethbeor.‘:.:)tguzielgtuihev:lilrst y;‘;fgitg"“:f;:»” "%Eal;tiful Ohio,” " influence. e
: S S ; z R

Theodore Roosevelt was ’prisiden? Morning‘," (all }j:ing ?e(\,r(i:gedmtogze dMlLSIC' e .Iit clubs boom-
when Emperor Meiji (the present: by movie musicals.) o JN Me Samle time &g the ge-
“Tenno’s” grandfather) w 1 : nesis of the liberal political move-
of it as ruler 3 THE CRAZY ERA of the Roar- ment among the more social con-

The Issei were still migrating to ;)ng Prolslpemu.s Twenties must have scious Nisel,

S 88 trom. Tagen, get‘tingges- cﬁ:rr;z,ts gred nbn by the gaga ditties FOR A YOUNG generation of
o T i R e :mzede sush tYplf:‘al tunes New Americans, the majority of
A e S Hawaii;m Gonnaa ;:i};l Nooil[e ‘_a,l,ld It‘:‘ Ain’t whom were still so young that the
sugar plantations and Alaskan gold Gonna Ra iI(l) lgIl;e’ N:he -”Char- only U. S. president they ever knew
rushes, others bearing scars of the “Charleston” danced b, or;' the.was Franklin D. Roosevelt, the
Ritaso-Japandse . war-<info Scattle. Vo S y Flaming problems discussed and debated at
e Vaseouvel, Canads v fo-San Evenrea utxf The Plastic Age.” length by the older Nisei, such as:
Prtitadity 1 £ite ik b BEaken  iEvatian gs e -Great Earthquake voting, citizenship, “integration into
down by the earthquake. thee f?rst E? atrllfxemNisseepg;r:bt;r 1923, American community life” —did

" u were not loom i
th';l;e’t'wzrgl;:‘iger:O:v‘:;‘t”ard from troubling the Issei by learning how er set Ni:gio ::::: uril:;eTgsni:::gc;

S G5 Loa Ksiles coast cen- to dance, a form of recreation about dances and the next soci 1e
et tc.onvergl'ng which they frowned upon since it leading from the Big Appl =
i fromg Va‘;"l i1de which encouraged the mingling of the to boogie. pple, swing,
e ilmington, San se;{le:). oA : UNIONS LI\KE the AFL Retail

THESE WERE THE horse and when the older Nisei ma?riir:lsufei oan & Bl tilsd alust. vty
buggy days, whe.n gaslights and love, dispensing with arranged °_ to organize some Nisei workers,
kerosene (“coal-oil”) lamps were ri R ranged mar- who were still politically imma-
iy vaothiid by clacter tat riages by “baishakunin” (go-be- tyre. Exploited Youth y At
L 3 by s ts, tweens) although the older Nisei take nwith Ni FOREE Sasmad: more
o P ba.w]il:lg in(faanl: ustry still girls had at first docilely married Contests isel Weeks and Queen

Struggitie-Tesel begah' AR ng:si or;:e:laf:; gc:li:gb;:lz ;:d::i t}ll\hsf;al So we edged closer, unsuspecting-
;::;Seis ;ltl;ihpril:::r expanded into nancial security). Z’re:)d Di‘ie;n?ier b 204t War Jnl
o A frui’t g::le;red new  The elders who deplored dancing prope 31: i o’mlnously in, K.

ches, vege- tsk-tsked some more when the Ni- pe, but the Nisei were holding
table farms, or poultry sheds, Most _sei. girls.not.only stood on e Ni- their own, even keel.

g L - e the. bo :t"(‘iet' ! Liberal-minded Nisei were ﬁie-

height ar denth of cin_ + ,,y e serting Republican ranlws-<v acit=

2 : sipers) but even ade sobolif a3 to of-center folds. They felt the ghet-
Caucasians looked curiously or go on dates with the opposite sex! to walls too constricting, and were

suspiciously at these “Japs and “Otosama, Okasama” with the hor- launching out into Caucasian Amer-

their large families,” never dreani- MAMA AND PAPA (no longer ican groups, becoming acquainted
ing that some day the little black- rific titles) protested —feebly as with other fellow Americans with
eyed, smooth-headed babies would their sons and daughters formed common minority group problems.
become officers in the U. S. Armed clubs and went out nights to mixed Gleams of the Great American

Forces or even candidates for po- socials. Some parents tagged self- Dream will-o-the-wisped before

litical offices. consciously along as chaperons but their questing eyes.

‘BY THE 1900’s and the begm- fou.nd ‘t‘hex?xst_alves lost because of THEN SUDDENLY, BANG.
ning of World War II‘early agita- their lxng}llstlc block. “Wha’ hoppen?” —With that chill-
tors wgre already e}femg the new From simple dances at' the local ing, nightmarish swoop, which one
generapon = Potentlal petle. tl‘he Japanese S(_:hOOl hall with phono- experiences on the initial hair-
in§crut§p1e Qnentals banded m.to graph. music, the teen-agers and raising dive of the “Rolly-Coaster,”
lthhon-pn-kals .(Japanese assocfla- col'leglan.s graduated. to.flosswr af- .. me Pearl Harbor, Evacuation, Re-
tions), went quietly about making fairs, with the beginnings of the jocation, Resettlement, Return.
good in true Horatio Alger tradi- earliest Nisei jazz orchestras. The  mne Great Evacuation left such
tl.on, and eventually more aggres- transition was well unqer way. a profound impression upon every
S}ve ones were able to purchase 'the SO(,’N THE KIDS hired regular Nisei American so that all time
first Model-T Fords about the tu'ne American orchestras, rented dance ;. ;. w measured “BE.” or “ARE.
they cfaned' thele; neoRA. L WHIH- floors, bought corsages, treated (pofore Evacuation” “After Evac-
their first sight }t:f aeroplanes van- their girl-friends to drive-in snacks .50 1941).
ishing into the horizon, < i = 2

'm%m SHINY-EYED Nisei mop- 2‘38215‘;’“‘;;&1‘2 tvlvllelotlgr':lslisv::c;’ “upon ~ THEN THE BOOGEE Iising kids
pets began to attend American his daughter being home by eleven went off to the wars. Some never
schools, although many Issei had or before 12:00 a.m. sounded “old- returned.” A number of Issei died
the vague idea that when they fashioned.” Old customs were toss- path?txcally = tPe. relocation (barb-
achieved certain financial success e daway. ed wire) camps without ever know-
in the U. S, they would return to  The young people who had gath- ing the outcome of the=war: Oor the
Japan. ered with awed ears in school au- possible future of their children.

While the Issei sweated over their ditoriums before the coolie-hat The decade ~of the Atom SHom b,
farms and livings, worrying not shaped amplifiers to listen to the plastics, television, bop, and jets,
too much about the younger genera- first national broadcast, Calvin tried the Nisei by fire—literally by

L] . .

tion because there were the more Coolidge's inaugural address, were :’grlsts‘:outr‘::il:sl’?logwauy by the
- jmmediate problems of daily bread, already graduating from colleges ; ? A
the Nisei were growing like Top- and uziversities. But they weathered this SHy
sy—and a-growin.’ BOTH LOWER and upper schools

'OVER IN EUROPE were the far turned out salutatorians, valedic-

echoes of War but Japan was a torians, suma cum laudes, by the ol s
57" i, a0 ot 4row. dogens N adolscent were mo 1%y" U5 gt o i o v
e Ehe Erneered P-lrth ;:.ldjazz. e SOgREE matl{nty' J apaneseé ., ,ut prision terms in sincere con-
The k'odOfno-tach{ (ctl ren)‘ dallles“ conc.eded fu:st '\:wt.h ha.l?- viction of their beliefs. Of the lat-

beat time with feet in dusty r;:r ah page “English sections” in thelr ter who objected to the evacuation

roads or concrete pavement§ which g8-page newspapers, therf they gave ,;4 internment of American citi-
replaced boardwalks, .hummmg.the WY ‘to & fuu-page sect}on for the zens without due process of law;
tunes of the American Legion- :En.glxs -‘readmg American-speak- {p55e who refused to register and

naire’s youth: “When ?0“ Wore a ing Nisel. to fight were sentenced with a

Tulip” and “Tipperary.” > The decade which developed recommendation for executive cle-

THE ISSEI worked hard. On their neon lights, talkies, electric and mency (100 from Heart Mountain),
rare occasional holidays, they might gas refrigerators and streamlined those who refused to register but
gather together to celebrate the cars, saw the Nisei voting for Hoo- were willing to fight were later

Tenno’s (Emperor’s) birthday (bow ver, colliding with the stock mar- (some time after the end of the

solemnly three times before his ket crash along with millions of war) released with token fines of

‘August picture, walk backwards. other Americans, and then forget- one cent (101 from Poston).

never turning one’s back to his ting “Hey-hey, we are collegiate” In this regard we recall with

August presence); then sit down to for the more grimmer facts of life. polgnance, the words of a volunteer
a festive table of sushi, cake, fruits, Prohibition, bootleg, and repeal,

....A Depression

too.
MENTION MUST BE made also

' A DEPRESSION had collapsed !
respite from the world but the Nisei managed

anese American Citizens League, a :

and other sects) which had been §

of Nisei conscious objectors, who .

s
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—(PHOTO BY ROY HOSHIZAKI, HOUSE OF PHOTOGRAPHY)

HEADLINES OF ’49—The revival of the post-war Nisei Week Festival
this year was, in our opinion, the biggest news story of 1949. Terri
Hokoda, Miss Nisei of '49, in her regal robes symbolizes the degree to
which Nisei have ‘returned’ to Southland life,

AN
CRRIgTMAS
0. K.
DYE WORKS

We operate our own plant
Dry Clean—Laundry—Dye Work

Same Day Service: in 10 a.m. out 5 p.m.
Call An. 0482 Free pick-up and delivery

0. K. DYE WORKS

1953-55 East First Street

FUKUI MORTUARY

"Since 1918"

707 Turner Street MA. 6-5825
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MI

— A Porirait in Words —
by Bill Hosokawa

Our Mike is 9 years old, which
is about the most wonderful age
a boy can be,

Mike’s life is uncomplicated by
such adult problems as responsibi-
lity. His joys, therefore, are pro-
found, his needs simple and inex-
pensively satisfied. What he lacks
in material possessions, he makes
up in imagination — at his age a
great and rewarding asset.

A few nights ago we peeked into
the little cabinet that serves as his
catch-all. It was a veritable junk
pile (treasure, he would have called
it) of the paraphernalia of boyhood,

Comic Books

There was a tattered stack of
comic books, all of them too pre-
cious to be discarded. There was
a plastic toy truck with dirt caked
on the wheelé, a cap pistol that
ceased working long ago, a couple
of washers, an out-sized screw.
There was an empty coke bottle
that. he threw into his cabinet
rather than make the long, tire-
some 10-foot walk to the place
where empty bottles are supposed
to be placed. (Besides, if he took
the bottle back without being told,
why it'd spoil the sport of that

ceaseless war that small bo\ys wage
N e = 2

3 _,

There was w-oyote s\x;alp, now a
bit moth-eaten, that his Dad
brought back for him from Wyom-
ing, and some pieces of stale bread
wrapped in wax paper that he had
intended (but forgotten) to put out
for the birds. In season the cabi-
net no doubt would have housed
grasshoppers imprisoned in old

and down the stree ont-.of

KE

mayonnaise bottles, butterflies
similarly detained, or perhaps even
a colony of ants.

Had we called Mike to task over
the deplorable state of his house-
kéeping, he probably would have -
come up with a glib but amateu-
rish alibii. And we would have
laughed at his sorry effort and
let him go his busy way.

He Got His Bike

\Busy hardly describes his life ever
since he got his bike last Septem-
ber on his birthday, A bike is a
simple mechanism, but it has
changed Mike’s outlook completely.
Its great shiny wheels have opened
new vistas of adventure for him,
It has, in truth, added wings to
his restless feet so that his horizons
extend not blocks away from home,
but miles.

The night he got his bike, Mike
could scarcely sleep for the anti-
cipation in his heart and the ad-
miration in his eyes. He insisted
on bringing it into his bedroom,
and he gazed on it with adoration
from his bed as his lids grew hea-
vier and heavier and finally drop-
ped shut,

Next Marrning
: N

morning

e was racing up

the house even before breakfast.

When at last he was persuaded to

come in, it was apparent life would arouses; the breathless tug of the

no longer be the same for our Mike. wind in his hair; the firm, confi-
His face reflected sensations that dent feel of the grips in his hands.

he never could hope to express in Mike was no longer earthbound,

words — the heart-warming thrill tjeq down by the speed and en-

that the hum of tires on pavement dqurance with which his feet alone

could carry him., Now he had

Yuletide heer

GEORGE MATSUMOTO

New Automobiles
Truck Sales

Res.: CEntury 2-1718

was their master. He could sweep
and whirl and glide; he could al-
most fly, he was almost as free as
a bird.

Ebullience Tempered

The ebullience of that first day
has been tempered somewhat now,
even as Mike's control over his bike
become more sure. Soon the bike
will become a simple locomotive
device and Mike will relegate it to
a more realistic place in his scale
of values. Some day not too many
years in the future, he may even
relinquish the bike to his younger
brother and take up a new in-

and

MUtual 2-1718

GREETINGS

To one and all we send a
joyous Christmas greeting.

JIMMY'S CARPENTER SHOP

Remodeling and Cabinet Work
109 N. Los Angeles St.

258 E .First St.
Los Angeles 12, California

SEASON’S GREETINGS

NISEI YETERANS
ASSOCIATION

Headquarters:
Room 210

Phone: MUtual 1552

434 So. Vermont Avenue

Jack Y, Hata
Toshiro Hiraido
Yoshio Kiyohiro
Bessie Mitobe
Paul Nakamura '
Danny Aredas
Hitoshige Okabe
Phillip Iwata

MUtual 8955

Edwin Hirote
Henry Kaneko
Frank Mizufuka

CHINESE DIVISION

Paul Splingaerd
George Lee

SEASON'S GREETINGS
CONSTITUTION LIFE INSURANCE CO.

NAKAMURA & KIYOHIRO AGENCY
LIFE — ACCIDENT — HEALTH

DUnkirk 8-3271, Eext. 69

Ima Yoshimura
George Nakada
Jack Takitomo -
Harry Arita
Fred Shigaura
Jim Tanigawa
Sumi Watanabe
Terry Kamoto

v

terest — a motorcycle, a hot rod,
radio, television, a camera, or per=
haps a bowling ball. In time too, he
will discover that it’s more fun to
be nice to girls than to tease them
and that it takes more than a bike
to properly entertain a member of
the opposite sex,

First Bike

But for a boy with Mike's lively,
imagination, the first bike is an
experience that never can be en~
tirely forgotten. For when a boy
is nine and he has a bicycle, over
yonder hill is another world that
must be discovered, explored and
enjoyed. Why, things might have

changed since he was there yese

terday.

What, then, is such an irksome
matter as cleaning up when a boy’s
bike is waiting and adventure 'is
fretting to be found? Orderliness
and chores aren’t everything, A
Dad would have to be pretty in:
human not to understand, ;

Porirait of My
Son, by Father

A father draws a portrait of his
son. In words, we have the sketch
of ‘Bill Hosokawa, veteran newse
paperman now with the Denver
Post, of his son, Mike.

By pen and brush, above, we
have the portrait of his son, Ma-
koto, by artist Taro Yashima. The
Yashimas, who were political ref-
ugees from Japan during the war
years, were finally reunited with
their son this ear. By special act
of Congress, they can now become
permanent residents of the United
States.

Mr. Yashima is author of the
book, “Horizon is Calling,” which
tells of his opposition to the Jape
anese militarists during the las§
war,
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To our policyholders:

= 04\’ Among the gifts bestowed by the passing year
our most valued one is the friendship g
 and good will of those we serve. ——

It is a priviledge at this happy season to

s express our appreciation and to wish you

a Merry Christmas and a Happy and Prosperous New Year.

Citizens General Insurance Co.

Gorham Miller & Associates Inc.

Underwriting Managers

And Representatitves:

MASAO R. MIZOKAMI
EDDIE FUJIMOTO
ERNIE FUJIMOTO
FRED IKEGUCHI
JOHNSON KEBO
YOSHIO KIYOHIRO
ARTHUR KUMADA
SEICHI HENRY MIKAMI
DAN MIZOKAMI

IGASAKI, SATO, & KAMIYA
TSUTOMU TOM SASAKI
TAKEO OKAMOTO

JOE SOTOMURA

208 S. San Pedro St.
116 N. San Pedro St.
318 E. 2nd Street
1707 Pacific Avenue
P. O. box 308

208 S. San Pedro St.
3316 Alum Rock Avenue
917 E. Street

208 S. San Pedro St.
258 E. First Street
1355 I Street

2742 Bush Street

58 North Pasadena

Los Angeles, Calif,
Los Angeles, Calif,
Los Angeles, Calif,
Long Beach, Calif,
Sanger, Calif,

Los Angeles, Calif,
San Jose, Calif .
Fresno, Calif,

Los Angeles, Calif,
Los Angeles, Calif,
Reedley, Calif,

San Francisco, Calif.
Pasadena, Calif,
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JUS' ReminiSCing ® © © o o by}Roku Sugéhara

TIME AND TIDE are creeping
up on me.

My only consolation is that many
other Nisei are in the same boat.
A gray hair here, a little pouchi-
ness there, and wrinkles blooming
all over,

Another sure sign of age and an
undeniable symptom of this con-
dition is that you begin to give
way to reminiscence. You begin
to think of other times, of other

places and of other events along
the dim corridors of yesterday.

IT USUALLY HAPPENS just
about this time of the year when
Christmas, Shogatsu, and the Holi-
day sections join the passing pa-
rade. Old dreamer that I am, my
thoughts naturally turn back to
Los Angeles,even though I ama
couple of thousand miles away
from my former stamping grounds.

You begin 40 wonder . ..

How about the drug store cow-
boys riding the range at Tenshodo
and Iwaki? What ever happened
to that cute little waitress, Yoshi-
chan, she of the dreamy eyes and
the effervescent smile at the Nisei
Grill?

WHAT EVER BECAME of Little
Chief Thundercloud, the strongest
little man in the world, and his
whooping medicine show on Main
Street? How is the gang on the
Westside making out at the malt
shops along Normandie Avenue?
How many Kkind« nf ~littering, gau-

dy manju are gracing the display
at the corner okashi-ya? How did
the Christmas program at the M.
E. church turn out?

It is almost eight years to a day
since I left the old reservation at
the request of General DeWitt, fol«
lowing the aftermath of some shen-
nanigans by tiny Tojo and his band
of rebel samurais.

NOW, LET ME SEE ...

What about those swank New
Year dances and the parade of
bright-eyed, raven-haired beauties
with low-cut evening gowns?

(I can’t be getting too old if my
mind’s eye still meanders toward
such scenic directions).

So, I am reading the special
holiday issue of “Crossroads” as
the mid-century mark is just hov-
ing into view.

'

Reaction?

I begin to think back over the
years, of other such issues in the
Turbulent Thirties and the Fateful
Forties.

TUGGING AT the reluctant reins
of my fleeting memory, I realize
with a start that this is the 20th
Anniversary of the English section
in Li’l Tokyo.

Roll out the barrel! Blow the
bugle! Hoist up the flag! This is
an event. It calls for a special
article about the Nisei press. 1950
will be the year 20 for the Nisei

— R O R R R S

123 S. San Pedro St.
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DARUMA —
CAFE

Beer—Wine—Sake

MAdison 6-2748

327 E. First St.
Los Angeles 12, Calif.

B Season’s Best Wishes

THE TAIYC--DO

Dry Goods — Stationery — Baby Wear
Steamship Ticket Agency

Phone
YAndike 7367

With best wishes for a Merry Christmas
and a Happy New Year

TAUL BUILDING

ED FUKUMOTO

312 East First St., Los Angeles 12, Calif.

Luis K. Aihara

.George S. Fujii

Ed, Fujimoto

Anson Fujioka

Tadao Robert Hamanaka
Frank H. Hirohata
John Y. Inouye

Arata S. Ishida

Tom T. Ito

Harry Y. Kagiwada

SEASON 'S GREETINGS

OCCIDENTAL LIFE INSURANCE CO.

‘of California

Bene Kakita
Victor M. Kambe
Kay K. Kamiya
Jisaburo Kasai

E. T, Kinoshita
Taisuke Kitayama
H. H. Kodani

Carl T, Kondo
Choyei Kondo
Richard H. Minaki

KODANI AGENCY
312 East First Street
Los Angeles

v

Ben Murayama
Gongoro Makamura
David Y. Nitake
Tommy T. Cchi
Charles K. Onoye
Yoshike Ryozaki
Kenneth T. Sato
K. J. Takashima
Takeo Tanino
Hughes Tsuneishi

“MISS COAST
DISTHKIUL

YBA” (Alter-
nate) — is the
title won by at-
tractive Yoshi-
ko Hirahara of
watsonviule,
Miss Hirahara
recently became
engaged to be

married, too.

press in Los Angeles.

About two decades ago the phen-
omena of an English section in the
local vernacular newspapers made
its shaky debut around San Pedro
and East First Streets, the cross-
roads of the Nisei world.

TWENT YEARS AGO ...

That was an end of an era. The
roaring twenties, accompanied by
glaring headlines featuring Al Ca-

| pone, Babe Ruth, Jack Dempsey, ;
' Vills, Hirohito, Bobby Jones, POsts on the
and Greta Garbo, was capped by Staff.

Helen Wills,

the dramatic stock market crash
in 1929.

1930. Tokyo Club and all of the
Japanese New Year editions were
in their glory and in full blossom.
The depression was just setting in,
apple vendors vied for choice cor-
ners along Broadway and Spring
Streets, and at the same time the
sound of mochi-making machines
and the tinkle of sake cups could
be heard up and down Li'l Tokyo
as the new year of 1930 was usher-
ed in.

The Issei were in the driver's
seat for sure while the Nisei were
toddling around in short pants and
bobby socks.

As I said before, the first holiday
English section made its appear-
ance in 1930.

I WAS NEITHER proud father
nor harassed midwife to this hum-
ble event, I did chance to be an
innocent bystander and an under-
age witness to the occasion, a lit-
tle wet behind the ears and green
around the gills, and who happen-
ed to be interested in the journalis-
tic facts of life at that time.

As I recall it, the Rafu Shimpo
— with Mr. Masao Dodo, an able
USC grad, at the helm — an eight-
page affair, was foisted upon the
children of the regular subscrib-
ers. Even the color of the paper
was a grass-green, and the con-
tents were a little on the immature
and amateurish side compared with
present Nisei newspaper standards.

I WAS A WISTFUL, hopeful,
well-scrubbed junior at Manqal
Arts High School at the time. Be-
ing editor of the weekly newspa-
per, Mr, Dodo felt I should know
something about newspaper make-
up and a little bit about the tra-
ditional five Ws of journalism,

At least, I knew the difference

between a linotype and a printer’s
devil. So, with speed and dispatch,
Mr. Dodo, who is now dead, asked
me to write a few dozen articles

and lay out pages of ads and type
for the 1930 holiday issue.

Somehow or other, we fumbled
and stumbled through galleys of
type, of pages, of proofs to com-
plete an ¥Einglish section for an
unsuspecting youthful Nisei read-
ership.

A SHORT TIME later, however,
more talented hands and maturer
minds as Louise Suski and Ken
Tashiro were assigned to regular
Rafu English section
e L e Sweeis

Well, that started the avalanche,
and it has been rolling on ever
since. Almost every vernacular
newspaper up and down the coast
started an English section; usual-
ly it was a quarter or half page.
Then, about every month or so, a
group of Nisei would get together
and decide to start a weekly,
newspaper venture,

PVE KNOWN at least a dozen
such Nisei publication hopefuls
that died an early and usually a
painless death. In 1938 with Bean
Takeda, I struggled with the am-
bitious weekly, “Mirror,” I guess

we and many another Nisei publi-
cation were a little early for our
time. The majority of the Nisei
reading public was still in the pig-
tail, bare feet, fifty-cents-a-month
allowance stage, doing all their
banking with a porcelain piggy.

I GLANCE THROUGH the con-
tents of “Crossroads,” note their
stable of writers, take a look-see at
their advertisers, and make a rapid,
knowing ecalculation of their col=
umn inches of advertising.. Then
I come to the conclusion that, at
long last, the Nisei press has come
of age.

I think the Nisei press is here
to stay. Twenty years from now
it should completely replace the
vernacular newspapers and become
the standard bearer for all Nisei
and Sansei, Mother and dad will
have to take the rear seat while
the Nisei driver moves up to the
controls. :

I hate to admit I am twenty
years older. Brother, its painful,
I better quit thumbing thru the
pages of yesteryears while I am
ahead.

A Generation
In Transition

(Continued from page 3)

who was killed on the European
front, “On my last furlough I had
a long, interesting talk with my
CO friend. Perhaps we’re not so
far apart after all — just taking
different-roads to the same goal.”

LIKE THE BAMBOO of the Jap-
anese proverbs that bends with the
weight of the snow (Evacuatiof)
but never breaks, the Nisei bounced
back as Americans, resident and
“quite wel, thank you.” They come
to full maturity and are integrate
ing, having ben practically boot-
ed into it by the war.

In the postwar present day, we
find the Nisei filling their fathers’

“shoes in business and on the farms,
writing for American periodicals
or turnng out the first Nisei book,
lobbying before Congress, or get-
ting bills passed.

Having won the right to be Young
Men of Destiny, some can even
afford the dubious r tgimoth
afford the dubious right to redio-
crity (a Nise icheck forger here.
a Nisei bunco artist there) —

ASSIMILATION IS already on its
way with ever-increasing intermar-
riages (a process which was ac=-
celerated rather than diminished
during the war years), with Gar-
deners’ unions and Garment Work-
ers Unions cajoling for Nisei mems=
bers (the labor movement will gain
impetus in the coming decade), and
with a whole new generation of
Sansei (third generation) predom=-
inant in our schools. The turning
of time’'s wheel was no picnic, but
a cycle has been completed.

Greetings

Harry S. Murayama
Tam S. Hashimoto

MURAYAMA REALTY

308 E. Second St.
MAdison 9-1487

Merry Christmas

260 E .First St.

CIVIC DRUG CO.

prescription specialists

MU. 3041

Holiday Greetings

Taul Bldg., Rm. 201
312 E. Fisst St.

FUJII REALTY CO.

Bus. MAdison 6-5355
Res. MAdison 9-9259
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220 E .First St.

A joyous Christmas to all
ANZEN HOTEL SUPPLY CO.

MUtual 2068




The Joker

“Christmas, Christmas, Christ-

mas everywhere.”

DOWN THE STREET, a group
of Negro children could be heard.
They were singing—and why not?
It was the night before Christmas.

Silent Night . . . Holy Night . ..

The wind began to stir. It had

been a cold night; now it was even
colder.

Julius Brown, handy man, out
of a job, walked the streets of San
Francisco ,not knowing where he
was or caring. He was a huge ugly
man, his bulbous face buried with-
in folds of repulsive fat; and while
he was sound of limb, he gave the
impression of one hopelessly de-
formed. Perhaps it was the gway
he walked, a dragging sort of shuf-
fle; or, was it the way he spoke,
sometimes too quickly and noisily,
sometimes too thickly and slowly,

Stopping for a moment to give
respite to his heavy breathing, he
stood on a corner benenth a lamp
post, not moving, seemingly intent
upon the waning voices of the chil-
dren. He bent over slightly to
shelter an attempt at lighting a
cigarette with an experienced snap
of the fingers,

NOW, LOOKING about him, it
suddenly occured to him that these
homes stood without benefit of any
trees or any lawn; that in the dark-
ness, despite the many holiday
wreaths and trees silhouetted
against the windows, they loomed
ponderous and gloomy.

I'm hungry, too, he thought,
Ain’'t no use’'n going back to de
hotel, dey’s nothin dere. A drink
wouldn’'t hurt nohow, either, But,
he sighed, ain’t got no money. Yes-
suh sho am thirsty. 3

With that thought uppermost in
his mind, Julius Brown shuffled on
and disappeared into the shadows
of the night.

The winter wind whisked swiftly
about. s '

The distant voices of the child-
ren could still be heard.

~wwoAlliscalm . . . all is bright. .

THE HOTEL, an ancient rubble
of stones, stood at the end of the
street; its neon sign blinked mono-
tonously. Off and on, off, on, and
off again, and by the very repeti-
tion it brought to mind something
strangely desolate.

If the officer on this particular
section-had not been so concerned
with the cold of the night, he
would have doubtlessly noticed
with more than passing suspicion
the figure who carefully walked the
shadows,

Ha! Julius thought triumphantly
to himself. Ah done made it!

He opened the door with what
caution he could manage and walk-
ed in, Once inside he breathed in
the warmth with a silent yet sav-
age exultation; his whole weight
sagged forward in great relief.

AT THE SUDDEN, sharp hiss-
ing of a steam radiator, his face
became animal in its immobility,
Then, indentifying the sound, his
face relaxed, and released the folds
of flesh into a creased grin. Satis-
fied now for the moment, he walk=-

ed toward the stairway., Humming
softly, he climbed the stairs.
Merry Christmas, lil chillun,
Yo lil stockins we’ll be fillin.
No need to be scared o’ feelin
sad,
That is, if vo bin good'n ain’t
bin bad.

Merry Christmas, lil chillun.

He gave a low chuckle and con-
tinued to climb the stairs.

At the head of the hallway was
a smudged, hand-painted sign. It
read—“Absolutely, no girls!” From
a room farther down the hall, a
shrill distinctly feminine voice trill-
ed, “But, honey, I want a drink
st o

JULIUS CONTINUED down the
hall until he came to his room. He
stood for a few minutes working
his head from side to side in quick
jerky motions as if to try and
shake off the stench of the appall-
ing filth, Walking in he locked
the door carefully behind him and
then, piece by piece, he took off
his outer clothing and threw them
to the floor. Now, he sat down on
his bed, pulled up his trousers and
examined his leg. Feeling the
wound he moaned softly. The pain
was finally begmnmg to reach him.
He stood up.

Through the open wind(;w, a juke
box in a cafe from across the street
could be heard.

. . . Chestnuis roasting o'er

an open fire . . .

The wind outside whistled in ac-
companiment. The distant foghorns
blared forth as if blown by an un-
seen Gabriel joining in the sym-
phony of the city.

He slammed the window shut.
Crossing to his bed once more, he
sat down.  He reached for his coat
and fumbled in its pockets for the
bottles. There were three, Eager-

ly, almost unpatxent!y, ‘he opened.

them and began to drink with a
lust that was frightening. His
thirst seemed unquenchable. He
sat there for what seemed hours.
Then, he burst forth in harsh and
hysterica] laughter. His whole body
convulsed and quivered, As sud-
denly as he had begun, he stopped.

THE ROOM before him now
seemed to quaver, the whole blur-
red picture floating, turning, spiral-
ling; the lights began to dance,
fade away, then go on again; there
was one door, now there were two
doors, then one door.

“You cain’'t fool me, door. Ah
knows dey’s only one’o you!”
He began to laugh again. He

stopped again. Then he sang softly
like a little child.

ARl'm only a poor black man,
Just a poor black man who's
doing de best he can . . .

He threw his head back and
screamed in laughter — an insane,
hideous laughter beyond descrip-
tion. Again, he stopped short.

“Dey call me the ‘Joker’ cuz
ah’'m fat and ugly, Dey laff at
me. Dey say, ‘Hey, Joker, bang yo
head gainst de wall. Make us
laff ‘dey say.”

He heard voices now, They were
singing.

To our many friends and customers
we take this opportunity to ex-
tend our Best Christmas Greet-
ings and our sincere wishes for
a Prosperous New Year.,

Modersn

FOOD PRODUCTS

COMPANY

338 East Second St.

Los Angeles ‘I2. Calif.
MAdison 6-4335

Branches:
San Francisco — New York
Tokyo, Japan

Fear.

by Al Miyadi

Joker, Joker, Joker Brown.
When he's sober, dey’s just
ain’t no sound.

Joker, Joker, Joker Brown.
When he’s drunk, dey’s ]u.st
ain’t no frown.

(This was the part he hated

most.)
The voices were screaming now.

Joker, Joker, Joker Brown.

Someday soon, he’s going to die,

And when he does, dey’s nobody
going lo cry!

Joker, Joker, Joker Brown!

The voices were gone.

The wall before him turned into
a screen; the screen into a vision.

THE
King Cotton. Distant figures toil-
ing under the sweltering rays of the
afternoon sun; the Georgia sun.
Distant figures hoeing thé heavy,
black Earth; Georgia Earth. A
skinny little black woman; Mrs.
Robert R, Brown; Mammy Brown;
Momma Brown. A young Negro
lad running; running into. the
the woods; running into the dark-
ness; running and running, forever
running. Fear, the night, eternal
night; darkness everywhere. The
deafening roar of a train in the
night; miles and miles and miles;
away and away; to Memphis, Den-
ver, San Francisco; space, more
space, time, time, time,

The vision was succeeded by still
another. :

Hunger. Thirst. Desire. A small
white man. A white man with
glasses with cigar-stained teeth.

A white man with a smile, a long
and wary smile, a quick mechani-
cal smile. A sharp curse, A gun,
a small black gun; ugly, dangerous.
A shot, sharp and cracking, Pain.
Violence. A heavy oxford smash-
ing full into the little white .man’s
mouth. Silence,
gone from the thin man’s lips.
The sudden swirling, ascent
and descent of senses. Then, the
running again. The darkness again‘
Silence again.

THERE WAS a sharp rappuw on
the door.

He awoke, his eyes frightened
and searching, They blinked quick-
ly from one side of the room to the
other. There was nothing, only
the archaic lamp hanging still with
flies buzzing around and around it,
casting wierd dancing shadows
about the room. Occasionally, one
would scrape its wings against the
lamp in its circling, aimless flight,
. The rapping had now become a
pounding. The pounding stopped.
His thinking mechanism before
dulled and grogged by drink came
alive and alert,

The door! It WAS the door! Oh,
Lord, it’'s dem debbils again, dem
debbil men! .

“Come on, Joker, open up! We
know you're in there. This is the
Law!”

“No!” his breathing was forced
and choking. He grabbed a bottle
and hurled it against the door.

“No!” :

“Now, look, Joker,” came the
voice from outside the door, “We
don’t want any more trouble. Be
a sport. After all, it's Chirstmas
Eve.”

He grabbed the remaining bot-
tles and shattered them.

“Okay, Joker, you're asking for
it! We're coming in .. ,!”

With surprising presence of
mind, he barricaded the door with
his bureau,

They began to pound and crash
against the door.

At once, screaming and laughing
and sobbing, the Joker became an
animal completely possessed with
fury. He threw his chair against
the door, then to the window, shat-
tering it. Disregarding the jutting
pieces of glass, he thrust his head
out the window and began to yell

“Ha! Merry Christmas! Ha! Ha!
Ha! Merry Christmas!”

The ranting and pounding and
crashing were unceasing.

The Joker reached into his poc-
kets and pulled out his matches.
He lit them and flung them about
the room. Waste paper caught
afire and the wind, howling
through the window, swept it to
the bunk, then to the curtains until
all the room turned into a crack-

ENDLESS white fields of

The smile was
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HEADLINES OF ’49 — The participation and amazing record set by
six swimmers from Japan in the A.A.U. meat here was a memorable
event, marking the reopening of friendly rivalry in sports between the

United States and Japan.

ling, billowing inferno,

“Good Lord, Jack! He's set fire
to his room! Out, man, out!”

Oblivious to the advancing
flames, the black figure, swathed
in free-running sweat, stood facing
the jagged window; he presented a
distorted silhouette against the
leaping snapping flames. His bul-
bous face was mask of sudden re-
signation, of a total weariness, and
of regret. As if conscious of a
last act, his eyes swept through
the broken window and over the
endless rooftops of the city, The
distant lights blinked and. flick-
ered forth in the Winter night as
if it were a given signal; the sil-
ken ghost-like mist, barely distin-
guished in the darkness, crept
stealthily through the night like
an avenger bent upon a mission,

Then, the flames clawed forth
in swift avarice to envelop him.
His mouth, widening into a fleshy
abyss, suddenly emitted a sharp,
piercing cry of pain; a cry echoing
and reechoing up and down the
building and finally escaping across
the rooftops. The cry abruptly
subsided. The distant lights flick-
ered no mere.

A repelling smell, the smell of
over-cooked, roasting flesh, arose
slowly, then, with with undeterred

haste, fled out the gutted window.

to run amuck and disgrace the
night air.

The wind intensified in its fury.

Within a few minutes, the sirens
began to take up their wailing cry
throughout the city.

It was Christmas Eve .in the City
of the Golden Gate,

happy holiday
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Patronize the
Southwest Merchants

Greetings . . »

WATANABE
NURSERY

Wholesale and Retail
Flowers, Plants, Shrubs

SATURDAY. The sun beat hot
on First and San Pedro,

The slim, young man with the
pachuco haircut and dark sport
shirt hanging out slouched in the
shadowy mouth of the Taul Build-
ing. A cigarette dangled from his
lips.

He didn’t feel right. The smell
of exhaust gas, soap and the at-
mosphere peculiar to Nihonmachi
didn’'t quite jive with the welt-
schmerz that was in him.

The others with him had the
same relaxed postures and cynical
appearances which come from see-
ing life pass them by. Men, wo-
men and kids of all ages, sizes and
shape idled past., The slim, young
man and his companions looked on
without interest, giving some of
them the onceover.

A 22-CARAT-FIGURED girl, car-
rying a 24-carat opinion of herself
on her 12-carat face, strolled by in
a tight yellow sweater and a
tighter green skirt. Her escort
was some guy with a smug look
on his pan,

3530 So. Western Ave.
Los Angeles, Calif.
REpublic 3-7367

GREETINGS

To you and to
all your house
« « « happiness,
peace, joy and
a Very Merry
Christmas!

The slim young man nudged his
companion. “Unn-unh! Look at
them cha-WANS!”

“Bet that bastard gets his lay,”
someone commented referring to
her escort. “Some guys get all the
breaks.”

“I wouldn't mind shacking up
with a figure like that,” another
guy piped.

They relaxed and wished she
would pass-by again.

SUNDAY, The slim, young man
went to church. First time in three
months. Third time this year. He
wore a dark suit, over a dark sport
shirt buttoned all the way up. No
tie.

Holiday

2706 W JEFFER$DN BLVD:

Greetings

ARLIN PHOTO STUDIO

Weddings—Portraits—Groups
Victor Hayashi PArkway 7582
Katsumi Taniguchi 2325 W. Jefferson

Merry Christmas & a Happy New Year
KEN - BEN'S JEWELRY

Jewelry—Diamonds—W atches
RE. 3-3714 2702 W. Jefferson

Season’s Greetings

GILBERTS GROCERY & PRODUCE

2322 West Jefferson PA. 5375
Frank Nagai 9 a.m. — 7:30 p.m.

HOLIDAY GREETINGS
WESTSIDE SUPER SERVICE
3535 S. Normandie Ave. PA. 9634

Yuletide Greetings—

KURATA DRY GOODS

2522 WEST JEFFERSON
PA. 3913
"OVER-SEAS PACKAGES OUR SPECIALTY"

YOGORE

by Kaz Honda
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RIGHT HAND MAN — An unsung success in Nisei journalism is
Izay Tateishi, who is right kand man to Carl Mydans of Time,
Life and Fortune in the Far East.

The girl that he secretly loved
and someday hoped to marry was
seated over on his right. He had
never spoken to her, although he
had seen her on the street and at
the “odori” practice. They looked
at each other and he thought she
liked him a little.

- He didn’'t want to get acquainted
with her while he was still a bum,
Time enough to get serious with
her when he got a good job and
could show her he was a decent
guy. He gazed at her and she look-
ed at him. He faced forward again,
glad that he had come to church.

MONDAY, The slim, young man
went to the employment agencies
in Nihonmachi. He refused a cou-
ple of jobs. He was getting his
25 a week so he could wait for bet-
ter jobs, Instead of going home
he went to the Corner.

They stood around and talked
about this and that and cursed
the goddamn world. Then they
went to the pool hall and shot a
couple of games of rotation. They
were good. Straight shots. Banks.
Left and right english. Follow
through, left, right. Draw, Ileft,
right, Curving the cue. Hell!
Hoppe couldn’t do better.

Then they came out and stood in
the entrance of the building and
people passed by. People saw them.
Their reputation spread. Yogore!
Yogore! Good for nothing yogore!

The slim, young man and his
companions said, “Sure. I'm a god-
damn yogore! You're a goddamn
hypocrite! Why don’t you mind
your own goddamn business?” They
lit a smoke and looked tough,

CHICAGO? Wanna freeze to
death? Wanna roast? Wanna get
your pants blown off? Naw-w-w.

Then stay in L. A. and starve.

School? Hg ha. Remind me to
laugh. Too many educated jerks
don’t know if they’re coming
or going. Education is like food.
Too much of it and it turns to gar-
bage. The only way to get ahead
is to work your ass off; get pull;
and wait for the breaks. Or mar-
ry a rich widow. ~

HEARD ABOUT ICHIRO? He's
shacking up with his wahini and
getting it regular. Don’'t worry
about that guy.

Where’s Jiro? Oh. He found a
job. If the job is lousy, he’ll be
back on his ass, If the work is
OK . .. Well. He was a fine yogore.
WAS — I said. Give the poor
bastard a break. Especially you
lovely ladies. That’s a nice girl.

Saburo? My pal. Got hitched.
You guessed it. Shotgun. Borrow-
ed two bucks for the license. He
worked. Wifey worked, Saved.
Now got more of that cabbage than
that dope who tried to save enough

‘before getting hitched.

SHIRO? He's too good for us.
Braaaaack! Goes with the “better
element,” now. Lots of rats among
them, he says. That’s what he says.
Sometimes you can’t tell they’re
rats because they wear nice clothes
and don’t hang around First and
Pedro, the poor man’s paradise.

Goro went to Chicago? Move
over. He'll be back.

Hey! ' You leaning against the
building. Yeah, you. You're new
here, ain’tcha? No jobs? Well
Stick around, yogore.

The slim, young man watched an
olé married couple playing with a
child in a parked car. They were
about his own age. He realized he
was getting old,

Pretty soon he realized, it would
be too late.

YOUR SHADOW

rippling streams

that skip along
voung lovers’

courling song
comes vour shadow

a haunting memory
lingering a breath

permanent for century—

autumn lrees
lonely and bare
winter snow falling
but who cares
against the sun
= on the moon
vour- shadow

falls too soon—

crumbled into ember
forming smoke clouds
of enchantment, remember?
when ember was fire
now too low
comes vear's end
and your shadow—

—by ruth kodama
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oming Along ‘Swimmingly’

— A Report on Co-Education, Teachers and Chansons in Japan

After the war, the public schools
in Japan have adopted the co-edu-
cational system as they do in the
United States. This is the first ex-
perience for the Japanese people

to have their boys and girls study,

together, Since long ago, they have
been very particular about the com=
panionship between boys and girls,
(Even at present the elder persons
tend to consider it somewhat filthy
to walk with the opposite sex.)

Therefore, the problem of co-edu-
cation engaged those more or less
interested in education in hot,
wordy warfare when it was going
to be carried into effect.

Our school paper, the Uenomiya
Monthly, (the Uenomiya Koto-gakko
is a private boys’ high school, not
co-educational,) of which I am one
of the editors, once conducted a
student opinion poll on the quest-
tion:

“What do you think about the im-
mediate enforcement of the co-edu-
cational system which is now con-
templated?” 3

Seventy percent of the total an-
swered, “I agree with the immed-
jate enforcement of it,” while only
7 percent expressed not agreeable.
And 10 percent said that they be-
lieved it was too early to put it
into force under the present condi-
ditions, and about 12 percent re-
mained non-committal about the
question.

On the same issue of the paper,
we had an opinion by a girl high
school student who said:

“Very frequently we discuss the
question of co-education. But, con-
trary to my expectation, many are
of the opinion that it’s not timely
to carry co-education into effect
because the present social condi-
tions as a whole have not yet been
prepared for it and we have to
watch the chance for a while.

Sincere Holiday Greelings

DR. & MRS.
HIRAKU ISHIDA
and son, AKIRA
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and FAMILY

Office
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RE. 5488
Residence
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GREETINGS

AL'S PHARMACY

Perscription Pharmacist

I KNOW THE PRINCIPLE

“I think such an opinion is de-
rived from the wrong tradition of
considering women inferior to men.
I believe co-education should be
adopted but, I think we youth ought
to try to have an eye for the oppo-
site sex that we may respect.the
merits of each other before we ad-
vocate loudly the free companion-
ship of the opposite sex.”

It may be said the co-educational
system has already melted in the
Japanese people’s own traditions. If
you ask me, “What about the pro-
gress of the schools co-educational
in Japan?” I'll reply, “It is going
swimmingly.”

Furthermore, I think there has
been an evil practice, in our mod-
ern educational method, of lacking
of promoting the personality of
each student. And this implies the
deficiency of warm-hearted instruc-
tion in the class-room.

As you know, the teachers in our
country used to be very formal
and strict. One day, of course it
was the war time, when I was a
freshman of the middle school, a
teacher of Japanese history ordered
us to learn by heart all the names
of the Japanese emperors in the
order of their successive reigns as
a home work.

It was a very difficult'assignment

because we had 104 emperors from
the first emperor, Jinmu Tenno
who appeared about 2600 years ago,
to the present one known at pres-
ent under the name of “Hirohito.”

And we had to memorize not
only them, but some 20 English
vocabularies a day, and in military
training course, the so-called “Gun-
jin Chokuyu” or the Imperial Man-
date for Japanese Soldiers which
was very long. But, being afraid
of punishment, I tried hard to
memorize the book of generations
of the Japanese emperors just like
a guide delivered lifeless spiel he
had learned by rote.

by Yasuo

OF THE CURVE, BUT..,

The following day was a very
cold day in December, the snow
was falling outdoors, and we had
the lesson of history. The teacher
asked us to repeat the names of all
emporers by turns. And if we mis-
took the order or came to a stand-
still, he ordered us to sit straight
on our legs on the floor as punish-
ment,

No student in our class could re-
peat in full, so all of us were made
to sit on the floor. Gradually 1
felt my sense leaving my legs owing
to a chill which came from the
stone floor. Then he began to strike
us one by one on the head with his
roll book . ..

‘But today I can see that these
teachers have been changed from
the days before the Occupation.
Last fall when we had the annual
Cultural Festival in my school,
the teachers played a playlet to-
gether with some parents of the
students.

It was quite smiling to see our
teachers, who gave us the difficult
subjects in the classroom at ordi-
nary times, appearing on the stage,
being cheered and clapped by tie
students, in the disguise of a grand-
ma or dressing as a young student
or else singing a ditty.

Sometimes we have a baseball
match of All-Teachers vs. All-Stud-
ents, and it's a delightful sight
that an old-aged teacher is simply
struck out by a young student
pitcher.

Baseball has become much more
popular in Japan than. ever. We
can see cheerful boys playing base-
ball, wherever we may go. Even
on the narrow streets, I often see
kids playing catch with tennis
balls back and forth. I guess about
90 percent of Japanese boys are
interested in watching or playing
baseball.

When the San Francisco Seals
visited Osaka, people began to line
up in front of the Hankyu Buildings
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‘from as early as 7:30 in the morning

to buy a single ticket for the Seals
VS. All-Jaf)an baseball game which
was to be sold at 10 a.m. “the next
day.” I heard, by midnight 5000
ball fans were in the queue, and
100 policemen were sent to the
spot to keep peace.

A large number of popular songs
including ditties, chansons, boogie-
woogies, Hawaiian songs, and the
like have been composed. Although
some of them are decadent in mel-
ody or unhealthy in words, I think
it is very good that popular scongs
make Japanese people, who are apt
to feel depressed due to difficulties
of living, cheerful and merry.

American motion pictures are
popular among young people too,
though it's rather expensive to see
them in an ace run shot. Many
schools have the American motion
picture study club, and the students
who are particularly interested in
American movies appreciate argd
study them.

Schools in Japan have changed
compared with the conditions of
pre-war times and the hard time
during the last war, and Japanese
boys and girls are being up and do-*
ing in order to make a ptaceful and
democratic paradise of their nation.

But it seems not so easy to ideal-
ize their aim, and their destina-
tion looks very far, and some of
them are at a loss to select their
ways.

In such a stage, they are apt to
make much futile troubles. But
some day, they will be rewarded
for their efforts, as long as tiey
believe in God and have confidence
in people in the world who love
peace and human beings, so I be-
lieve and hope.
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Is It Jim or Hippo or Me?

I'm passing in Plane Geometry.
You may not think it so remarkable
but if you've failed and failed like
I have you'll agree that sixty plus
is something to write about. It's
passing. Plus means ten charity
points for accomplishing the im-
possible, bless the bald-headed pro-
fessor.

At last I'll be eligible for the
university and all because Joe
is my friend and he’s a math
major and you guessed if, he’s a
whiz in math. To be honest he
does my homework. I don’t know
what I'll do without Joe.

But all the while I write this
the damn phone keeps ringing and
I can’t think straight. I don’t dare
answer it either, not after what
happened.

Come to think of it I have my
doubts about Joe, even though he's
such a perfect friend. That phone
is driving me 'nuts. I can’t think,
I can’t write. Oh, why doesn’t she
give up?

Enters, a woman. In every piece
there is a woman, even in this
one. What can we do without
them? Usually they are beautiful
or at least sophisticated, but un-
fortunately not this gal.

Of course this story wasn’t meant
for the Cosmopolitan so you mustn’t
be too choosy about characters.
Well, this gal whom I shall call
X until she acquires an appropri-
ate name, comes dragging into the
English class, where
Joe and I are serious students,

She is always tardy but never
completely absent, which keeps
the class in a constant state of
nervous anxiety, not that they
want her to come but because, I
guess she’s part of the English
ordeal, the way the seedy profes-
sor and his dry lectures and the
long assignments are part of the
same ordeal,

After X comes in she pulls up

»wwwwmwwwwwwww
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incidentally

“MISS SALT
LAKE CITY
JACL”—is the
title won by tall
and beauteous
Alyce Watanebe
recently. She is
a University of
Utah co-ed and

20 years old.

a chair among a bunch of male stu-
dents, and then there is a wild
scramble for seats. Actually the
fellow are shying away from the
gal. I wondered about this. One
day I found out. Frankly she smells
—of cheap perfume that is. '

-But that isn’t all. I won’t at-
tempt to describe her but one
guy claims he was in the Navy
and 'm inclined to believe him
on account of his girly tatoo on
his arm says I've seen ’em all
but she takes the cake for be.ng
the ugliest.

Another fellow while not ‘as
worldly calls her “Hippopotamus.”
“Hippo” as TI'll call her for gon-
venience is a relatively quiet stu-
dent except for her giggles which
have a disturbingly sensual qual-
ity., Only when the subject of sex
is brought up does she really perk
up. Then she is all hands and com-
ments and more suggestive gig-
gles,

More about Joe now, One day
Joe and I were resting in the
student lounge that is, I was rest-
ing and Joe was working on my
Geometry problems when I smell
something peculiarly familiar,

I look up and there is Hippo. She
walks past me, lucky me, and stands
in front of Joe, who is busy with
my. problems.

Hello Joe, Hippo says. She even
knows his name. Joe looks up.

Hello, he says his voice rising
pleasantly. This is going to be
¢ good, I think.

Then Joe jumps up <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>