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Summertime...Obon time

"Summertime, and the living is easy..." or the busy Buddhist ladies will say Obon-festival is not
easy..it's busy time and there's no time to rest...it is August and yet the weather has been anything
but summer in Southern California. We've had cool, overcast mornings and sometime lasts all day
while there's been thunderstorm and rain here and there...so it has been an unusual year as far as
the weather goes and like many of you, it's been hectic with this and that...I've even forgot about
Obon and that is totally unlike me. I'm usually one to go to several and kick up my heels dancing
with the rest of the people in our Crystal City Happi but | missed the Oxnard one and will be missing
the rest. | do hope you're not caught up in busy busy time with this and that...but to make it tougher,
the Senior Moment has been more moments that | care to reveal. | go look for something and before
| know it, | forgot what | was looking for. So back to retracing what it was in the first place. Oh well,
| understand that happens with many people, not necessarily seniors so | guess that's encouragement
or it may be discouragement for the younger ones. Oh well, that's part of life, | guess...shikataganai
neh...that seem to go with aging...and that's where many of us are.

| have enclosed an article that was in the Los Angeles Times iMagazine about Teresa Watanabe's
grandfather who was arrested and detained during WW II...it's what our own fathers and/or mothers
have gone through when Pearl Harbor was bombed and the war started with many Isseis being
rounded up and put into Missoula, Montana; Bismarck, No. Dakota, down to Santa Fe, New Mexico,
Lordsburg, New Mexico; and Seagoville, Texas for the 30 Issei women. We all know first hand what
it was for our families to have to go through having our parent (s) taken away and separated all during
the war until Crystal City but thought you'd be interested in Teresa's situation in the article "Deja
Vvu".Thru my daughter Nicki, | was able to contact Ms. Watanabe to ask permission to re-print her
article. It is printed from page 3 to page 8 of this Chatter.

Meanwhile many of the Crystal City friends of the late Sho "Boner" Kurakane met at the Green Hills
Cemetary for his service and buriel in San Pedro at July 21st It was quite a shock for all of us as
he was always active and supportive for our CCA picnics, reunions and all the meetings...and seemed
quite "genki" (healthy) but he had heart attack so it was totally unexpected.

Meeting CCA friends like this is one of sorrow and sadness...yet, it is nice to see our friends no
matter where...so there were people talking to?ether here, there and everywhere. So seeing the
Kaneko brothers, Aki and Mas and they're still fishing for those tunas and albacores | always tease
them about not getting my "sashimi"...so | get a telephone call to come pick up my "sashimi" because
they caught some albacore...of course, | went to pick up some "oishii, fresh albacore".

Not only do | get "sashimi" enough to last for some time...but, it was a "jackpot winner" so it was the
one they got $$$ for...and | got the "Trophy sashimi". It was so delicious...it just melted in my mouth.
Mas has a vegetable garden in the back too so | got my "fresh yasai"...(produce)...those nice long
cucumbers, red ripe tomatoes, nihon nasu {(Japanese eggplant), and green pepper as well as unusual
purple pepper and Anaheim peppers...so Mas...| can't tease you and Aki about not getting sashimi
anymore...and | thank you very very much for all the veges as well...Toni tells me she got some too.

What amazed my son Derick and me was that Mas manicures his lawn and has the most beautiful
dichondra lawn, parkway and even in the backyard. Not a weed or other grass in sight...pure
dichondra...wow, it was blast from the past as | haven't seen a lawn with dichondra for a long, long
time. Aki said he heard Stogie had dichondra lawn at Yae's but Mas said | doubt it's all dichondra...well,
Stogie is it pure dichondra? Might be fighting words Mas...but hey, let's find out...| just know there's
not too many beautifully manicured dichondra lawns like "mukashi mukashi oo mukashi"...(long long
ago) when the Issei and Nisei gardeners all had nice lawns around...even today, many people want
Japanese gardeners but hard to find one neh.

May, their sister was there but she was getting ready to go to Norwalk Obon or something that Sachi
Maehara was attending...so Obon festival all over neh. and isn'tit a shame that | didn't go to one...but
there's always next year. (I'm sure the people working the food booth are not happy to hear me
mention next year when they're just getting over their tiredness.) | do appreciate the many letters
and notes that I've been receiving along with donations for this newsletter...it keeps me working and
sending you tid-bits of news from your CC friends.

At the funeral, Toni Tomita was talking about next year's Vegas trip while | was drumming up for next
year's Shinnen Enkai lunch at Paul's Kitchen...we hope third Saturday of January (Cont'd on page 2)
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I will let you all know the date when we get the restaurant reserved for us, so stay tuned to the Chatter.
We had such a wonderful time at our Shinnen Enkai this year at the Happa Buffet that we want to
include as many of you that would like to join in come...it's really nice to be with our CC friends. So
remember the luncheon first of the year and the Vegas trip in May that Toni will have planned for
us...It was a lot of fun with Shig and Jackie Imai entertaining us with horse race and Bin?o games
on the bus...and | must say though the horses go "poron poron” and shi shi more than be ore...they
must be getting older and can't hold their "shi shi"...oh well, I just know some horses didn't even come
out of their stables and that's the kind of horse | get so at least those who "poron poron" are running
or trying to run. We hope to have Mas and Shirli Okabe host our bus too... so Come join us!!!

| also heard from Shiz Ochiai Kato's husband, Jimmy that she's still hanging in there and that she's
deteriorating very slow with her condition so she's still managing to go out with her three other friends
who take her out for lunch, and though it's been quite challenging in caring for her, Jimmy and family
around her...her two granddaughters help her in every way. "Gambare Shiz...'m so proud of your
tough fight...I know you promised to fight but boy, you're really doing it"™Erai daro neh” (It must be
rough) 5 years with Lou Gehrig's is nothing to sneeze at...| have several “"prayer circles" praying for
you...Toni and her group have you on the head of the list...and you're on top of my list too so...

Meanwhile, Mrs. Lunz writes from Crystal City, Texas of those she hears from...and sends me articles
of interest for this newsletter and 1 am so grateful for her continued support and interest in the Chatter.
She tells me that due to her being a teacher at our camp, she's interviewed often by many different
people all over. I'm glad there's still interest in our camp. There were clippings from San Antonio's
newspaper about a Hagiyama Junior High School band members visiting in town to perform at the
Bandmasters Convention. They're from Nagoya, Japan...and in today's mail she sent a newspaper
clipping for baseball fans of Matsui, of New York Yankees and Ichiro and Hasegawa of the Seattle
Mariners...but as she writes, she'd rather be at the baseball games than to see them on the T.V. So
her interest isn't just in the camp but enjoys reading about exchange students from Japan, as well as
good ole American baseball...thank you Mrs. Lunz. | do enjoy receiving your letters. Keep writing!

And a nice letter from Hawaii...from Helen Kamatani Sheriff..."Hello and Aloha! | enjoy reading the
CC Chatter so much as | get older, | want so much to be in contact with old friends (not age old) you

know what | mean. | am so grateful to you, Toni, Yae and all those who do so much to keep CC
members aware of what is going on.

| do want to go to Vegas in 2004. | regret so much that | couldn't make the 2003 reunion in Las Vegas
Just reading about the fun every one had on the bus and in Vegas is making me ache to be there in
2004. We shall see how it goes until then.

| have enclosed a check to help CC Chatter. | look forward to all the issues. Reading it brightens
my day. Take good care of yourself and my regards to Yae, Toni and all. Remember the 10 command-
ments!! Love," Helen (Yasuko) Kamatani

Well, | include in the 10 commandment one that | consider one of the worst: Gossip. It is character
assassination and does more harm about talking about so and so and passing it on. Not even knowing
if it is true or not, many just gossip and talk about so and so. It is really destructive.. I've always
disliked this form of "news". If it's something good, that's great...but many times it's not then it is just
deplorable, and should be stopped. Amen!

Another interesting letter came from a Kimi Romming in Ojai...she requested a copy of CC Album so
this is the letter that was sent after receiving it.

"Thank you so much for sending the Crystal City Reunion memory book from 1993 - what a tremendous
piece of work and wealth of information! Please find enclosed a check for the amount of thirty-five
dollars ($35.00).

As previously mentioned, my sister Kiku Lani and | are producing a documentary on the "Enemy Alien
experiences of Japanese, Grman, Italian and Latin Americans in the United States during World War
II. When we have the opportunity to film additional interviews here in the Southland, we hope that
we may include your story as well. If you know of other fellow internees whose story you would
strongly suggest we include, please feel free to either have them contact me or if you feel comfortable
providing me with their name and number | would be more than happy to contact them.

May | also request to be included in your distribution of future issues of the Crystal City Chatter? And
of course, if you have time in Ojai, please don't hesitate to give me a call! Most appreciatively Kimi
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Deja Vu" L.A Times Magazine, Teresa Watanabe
"This is how serendipitous and odd and mysterious life can be.

A Seattle woman is searching for a carpenter to do some work in her home, which is being remodeled.
She considers one man who, like her, is Japanese American. She's the chatty type and, as they talk,
it turns out he has an interesting hobby — a private passion, actually -- researching Japanese
immigrants who were detained during World War . Not the well-documented stories of families sent
to internment camps, but the largely untold tales of people who were essentially convicted, in closed
hearings without legal representation, of being a threat to national security.

The woman mentions that her grandfather had suffered such a fate, and the carpenter grows excited,
promising to do some research. But she decides not to hire him -- his quote is too high -- and she
never expects to hear from him again. He's a carpenter, after all -- amateur historian whose zeal
surely can't reflect any real sleuthing ability. The woman forgets their conversation.

Three months later, late in 2002, the carpenter calls, "l found it!" he says, "l found the records of your
grandfather!" Soon, he delivers 132 pages of documents. It is her grandfather's Department of Justice
file, which the carpenter has cbtained through the Freedom of Information and Privacy acts.

And this is how the woman, my sister, learns what happened to our grandfather, our 'fichan. Yoshitaka
Watanabe.

Jichan. | haven't much thought of him for years, decades even. He had been a fruit and vegetable
dealer at Pike Place Market along Seattle's waterfront when Japan attacked Pearl Harbor on Dec. 7,
1941. While growing up, | had heard he was arrested by the FBI, separated from his invalid wife
and five children and detained for nearly two years.

My family never knew why. We never knew what his experience was like. We never asked him about
it and he never volunteered any information. He died with his secrets, nearly 40 years ago, when |
was 6, too young to know enough to ask questions.

Now a thick file detailing his case has unexpectedly landed in our laps, 60 years later at another time
of tension and fear in America. In the aftermath of the Sept. 11, 2001 attack on the Pentagon and the
World Trade Center - a strike that was often compared to Pearl Harbor -- President Bush declared
a war on terrorism. It spawned a Department of Homeland Security and laws such as the Patriot Act,
which vastly expanded the surveilance powers of federal law-enforcement agencies.

After Pearl Harbor, nearly 8,000 Japanese immigrants were arrested and interned as potentially dan-
gerous enemy aliens, says University of Cincinnati professor emeritus Roger Daniels, not one was
found guilty of espionage or sabotage. Since Sept. 11, about 4,000 men, mostly Arabs and Muslims,
have been arrested and detained, according to Georgetown University law professor David Cole;
among them, he says, only a minuscule number have been charged with crimes related to terrorism.

These developments have provoked unease among many Japanese Americans. 120,000 of whom -
—including my grandmother and her children - were removed from their West Coast homes and
locked up in desolate camps after Pearl Harbor. Many speak of a sense of deja vu. Japanese
Americans are making documentaries, staging performances and holding forums and vigils — from
Seattle to Los Angeles — to underline their concerns that innocent people are again being trampled
upon in the name of national security.

There are "disturbing parallels with post 9/11 experiences in Arab, Muslim and South Asian communi-
ties all over the U.S.," says John Christgau, who wrote a 1985 book, "Enemies," on the alien internment
program and who helped compile a current exhibition at UCLA's Powell Library on the 31,000
Japanese, Italian and German immigrants and their families who were interned during World War |l

The unexpected appearance of my grandfather's file, an invitation to reopen the past and compare it
to the present, seems discomfortingly coincidental. In these pages we would at last learn the reasons
for Jichan's arrest and detention. Here are the records of the Alien Enemy Hearing Board that
interrogated my grandfather and concluded that he was potentially dangerous, and the deliberations
of another hearing board 19 months later that decided he was not.

As my grandfather’s file prompted my extended family to gather and reminisce, | would hear stories
of stoic and heroic responses to the bewildering turn of events following Pearl Harbor. While Jichan
was locked up as a national security threat, one of his three sons -- my Uncle Mas — volunteered for
the celebrated 442nd Regimental Combat Team of the United States Army.  (continued on page 4)
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Except for some of its officers, the 442nd was composed entirely of the American-born sons of Japan-
ese immigrants who chose as their motto "Go for Broke.? In the dank and forbidding forest of the
Vosges mountains of France, they fought in the famed "Battle of the Lost Battalion," rescuing a group
of Texas soldiers at a cost of four lives sacrificed for every one saved. The 442nd became one of
the most highly decorated U.S. military units in history.

Uncle Mas was awarded a Bronze Star for valor, a Purple Heart for combat injuries and eight other
military decorations. His brother-in-law, Uncle Ned, never made it back. A 442nd Army sergeant and
squad leader, he was killed by Germans while on patrol during the hellish battle for the Lost Battalion.
He left an infant daughter and a wife of two years.

As | gently probe family memories, | would find that time does not heal all wounds | would see glimpse
of pain and shadows of sadness. | would find surprising tensions among my aunts and uncles
stemming from the day they took our Jichan away.

It is Thanksgiving 2002, | am in Seattle to visit my family. My sister Andy picks me up at the airport,
the file in the front seat of her van. | open the manila envelope with trepidation, instinctively sensing
the troubling nature of its contents. The very first page stops me. It features Jichan's fingerprints
and mug shots, front and side. He is dressed in a white shirt and tie, his salt and pepper hair neatly
parted and combed to the side. His face looks shiny and tense; his eyes seen; vacant.

He's a criminal, | think with a start.
Then comes the FBI report, dated March 30, 1942.

"Synopsis of facts: Subject apprehended at his residence - Seattle, Wash-
ington on March 7, 1942 and detained as an enemy alien, basis of detention being membership in
Sokoku-Kai...records disclosed that YOSHITAKA WATANABE, subject of this case, was a paying
subscriber to the "Sokoku" magazine and consequently a member of the organization during 1940
and 1941...It will be noted that this organization has been declared subversive by the Attorney General

of the U.S. Department of Justice, and it has been ruled that mere membership in this organization
constitutes sufficient ground for internment.”

I'm floored. My grandfather a member of a subversive organization? None of my family have ever

heard of the organization, or its magazine. | can not square my memories of Jichan with the image
of a dangerous subversive.

Like so many immigrants of his time, my grandfather came to America at the turn of the century hoping
to strike it rich. He was 18 when he took up his duty as the family's eldest son and sailed to Seattle
in 1908 with a mission: to make enough money to pay off the taxes on the family's substantial land
holdings in Nambu, a pictureque village of rolling hills and vineyards near the foot of Mt. Fuji. Or so
| heard from my Japanese relatives many years later. The FBI file, however, says my Grandfather
left Japan to avoid the military draft, the first we have heard of this. In any case, he never made his
mint -- eamning $8 a week in lime quarries and restaurants abefore starting his produce stand -- and
refused to return to Japan except for one brief visit to find a bride. My grandmother, who passed

away many years ago, used to say he probably felt }{aj7 - shame - that he had failed in his mission
and let his family down.

| remember only a short, stout man with a white mane of hair and bushy eyebrows who doted on his
21 grandchildren. He kept a ceramic candy jar in the kitchen for us, filled with bubble gum and Tootsie
Rolls, and played the accommodating monster who chased us on all fours and growled. My older
sister, Mary Jo, remembers how Jichan helped her with homework, illustrating her school reports, and
once stunned her by turning over his Social Security check as a high school graduation present.
Cousin Ed recalls how Jichan never missed one of his Little League baseball games, paid a penny
for every cigarette he rolled for him and affectionately called him "Bakarare"-blockhead.

All of us remember his passion and pride in all things Japanese. He was a man of art and culture
who painted watercolors of old Japan: samurai battles, travelers along the old Tokaido Road, the hills
of Nambu. He would spend hours practicing Japanese calligraphy, his back ramrod straight and his
brow furrowed in deep concentration as he fluidly inked graceful ideographs on old newspapers and
the backs of torn-off calender pages. Under the pen name Ryuu -- Willow Ram --he wrote Japanese
poetry.

But, truth be told, Jichan was also a stubborn, old-fashined Issei immigrant (Cont'd on page 5)
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After the war, listening to the Emperor’s voice

1 look up at the moon over Nebraska's desert skies

and wonder about the shattered nation.t
with the volatile temper with the volatile temﬁer and hard-headedness that mark many a Watanabe
man. Strange things set him off, and then he would get spittin' mad, literally. He fumed over TV
shows he found idiotic, such as "The Three Stooges," and would march to my cousin Ed's house at
show time to turn off the TV--setting grandfather and grandson nose-to-nose in yelling matches. When
he caught my Uncle Joke helping his wife wash the dishes, he bellowed that a man should never be
in the kitchen and ordered him out. He raged over Japanese girls who wore short skirts or makeup,
and strictly forbade his own two daughters from painting their faces or their nails.

"He used to say if God intended a girl's nails to be red, he would have made them that way," Auntie
Joy tells me.

My grandfather would spend long nights drinking with his buddies at the old Tenkatsu restaurant in
what used to be Seattle's Japantown, and then he could get mean. Sometimes he directed his
outbursts at my grandmother, Shizue, even though she was, by then, bedridden, mute and
half-paralyzed by two strokes.

In his household, there were no questions asked, no challenges to his authority. His children all went
to Japanese language school after their regular classes, whether they liked it or not. His sons joined
the judo club. He followed centuries of Japanese patriarchal practices by showering family privileges

on“his eldest son -- my father, Shigeo -- who got all of the new sports equipment and the shot at
college.

Jichan's world was insular, hemmed in by racisim -- U.S. laws barred Japanese immigrants from be-
coming naturalized citizens -- and the common immigrant tendency to cluster around familiar customs
and language. He was active only in Japanese organizations; the chamber of commerce, the farmers
organization, the poetry club, his hometown association.

He would not allow his children to have Chinese friends, because Japan was at war with China. He
wanted Japan to win that war, and contributed a few times to the homeland war fund. Did he want
Japan to defeat America too?

At his hearing before the government's Alien Enemy Hearing Board in April 1942, Jichan told his in-
terrogators that he wanted America to win the war, after initially sayijrg he hated to see either side
lose. He was asked if he believed the emperor of Japan became "Xam/"'--god—after he died, and
Jichan replied no. He was asked if he were bound to obey the emperor, and Jichan said no, because
America was now his family's permanent home. He was asked if he still worshiped kami/, a term for

8_? divine-used at the time in the Shinto faith of the emperor, and Jichan replied that he was a baptized
ristian.

His interrogators asked Jichan about his memberships in various Japanese associations, and about
the contents of the Sokoko magazine. Jichan told them that he barely read the magazine, having
subscribed to help out the salesman, a friend in financial need.

Finally, the review board asked my grandfather if he had anything to say, Jichan replied:"l only wish
peace comes in Japan and in this country."”

Six weeks later, the three-member hearing board concluded that my grandfather "would offer no defin-
ite or convincing assurance of loyalty to the United States." The board said the attorney general had
ordered internment for all Sokokukai members because of the organization's "high degree of
dangerousness" unless there were countervailing factors, and that it found none in my grandfather's
case.

On July 21, 1942, the attorney general of the United States issued an official internment order, calling
Jichan "potentially dangerous to the public peace and safety of the United States." Shortly thereafter,
he |1~a§ transferred from an INS facility in Montana to a U.S. Army center for enemy alien internees
in Louisiana.

The documents leave unanswered a critical question, "Why Sokokukai was highly dangerous”
"l don't know what | can tell you" says my Auntie Kim, 85. Her voice tinged with hesitation. It is Feb

bruary and | am back in Seattle with my family. | want to plumb their memories about Jichan and un-
derstand how his two years detention had affected those he left behind. (Cont'd on page 6)
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The reticence in Auntie Kim's voice signals that this might not be easy.

At the time of my grandfather's arrest, panic and fear gripped the country. Japan's mighty war machine
was racking up one victory after another -- through Hong Kong, Guam, Wake Island, Singapore, most
of the Philippines and what is today Malaysia and Indonesia. The Seattle Daily Times reported the
arrest of several unnamed Northwest "Japs," presumably my grandfather among them, in a front-page
story. Another prominent article and map - headlined “West Coast Invasion Pattern?" — detailed
spots between the Mexican and Canadian borders that could be vulnerable to a Japanese attack.

Auntie Tosh, then 14, remembers her fear when three FBI agents came to the wooden shingled duplex
the family rented not far from Seattle's old Japantown. They ransacked the basement, she recalls,
but the FBI report says the agents found no contraband. They seized three membership cards to the
Japanese Chamber of Commerce and two magazines that "appeared to contain pro-Japanese
propaganda" before arresting my grandfather and taking him away.

Uncle Mas, a high school senior at the time, remembered his anger in an interview taped before he
died in February, "I don't want to say | scuffled with the FBI, but we had words." he told Densho, a
Seattle organization that documents the oral histories of Japanese Americans who were incarcerated
during World War I, "It was a traumatic moment.”

Worse was soon to come. Under Executive Order 9066, which authorized the mass internment of
all Japanese Americans living on the West Coast, my entire extended family was hauled away and
temporarily placed at a Washington state fairground in stalls normally used by pigs and cows.
Eventually, they were relocated to the Minidoka Internment Camp in Idaho.

Before he died a decade ago, my father would tell me how he could never forget his shock upon rea-
ching the internment grounds and having American soldiers train their guns on him - a fellow U.S.
Citizen. "I know it hurt me tremendously." Uncle Mas said, "You try to be a good citizen, {Then}
they're treating us like dogs, and you just have to live with it. The rejection is very difficult.”

In an odd way, however, the internment lessened the burden on my family, who had suddenly been

deprived of its main breadwinner. At least, my Auntie Kim says, they did not have to worry about
where to sleep and what to eat.

But there were other burdens. It was Auntie Kim's husband, Ned, who was killed in battle. He was
listed as missing in action until his comrades found a shallow grave marked by his helmet and dog
tags dangling from his rifle stock upright into the ground.

Auntie Kim was now a war widow, but among some of her fellow Americans she was still seen as a
Jap. By the spring of 1945, the family had been allowed to leave the Idaho camp to work at an
ordinance depot in Nebraska. One day, the family tried to eat at a local restaurant and were refused
service because they were Japanese. They complained to the depot commander, telling him that

Auntie Kim's husband had just given his life for his country. The commander shut down the restaurant
for the duration of the war.

| hear these stories for the first time at a famili/ dinner at my sister Mary Jo's house overlooking Lake
Washington. She has laid out family photo albums on the coffee table. There are grainy images of
my grandfather in a formal black suit at poetry conventions, and others showing him relaxed, holding
his grandchildren. There are pictures of the stark camp barracks at Minidoka, and shots of the

memorial service for Uncle Ned. My aunts and uncles pore over the pictures and reminisce.

Auntie Kim, a trim, bright-eyed woman with skin as delicate as tissue paper, speaks haltingly. Her
words only hint at what seem to be deep pools of a pain she'd prefer to forget. "l went through a lot
of hardship. It was a very humiliating experience. | have real bad memories of camp."She offered
deeper reflections in her 1981 tetimony to the Commission on Wartime Relocation and internment of
Civilians, a congressional body that found the internment unjustified and recommended redress
payments of $20,000 to each person incarcerated.

"For the forced incarceration during the war, which did so much to thwart my relationship with others,
| am bitter." she testified. "For the fear instilled in me at the hands of my own government, | am bitter.
Her younger sister, my irrepressible Auntie Tosh, is outspoken about the harm she says Jichan's ab-
sence caused the family, its tight bonds suddenly broken. She tells her younger brother Tabo, who
was 10 when their father was arrested, that the paternal void in his life caused him to run wild. Her
disapproval startles us, for we had always adored him as our dashing uncle, = (Cont'd on page 7)
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a high school football star who rode motorcycles dressed in black leathers, and gave us dimes for
candy.

There was no family connection," Auntie Tosh tells my uncle. "When we were in camp, you did not
eat one meal with us. You had nobody to hold you down. No one was there to discipline you, which
you needed at that age."

Uncle Tabo, now 71, does not see it that way, "It just happened that was my personality, Tosh. It didn't
matter. You think so but | don't think so."

"Well," Auntie Tosh retorts, "l just think that's when you went downhill.”

Auntie Joy rises to her husband's defense. The rest of us shift uncomfortably in our chairs. The room
falls quiet except for the sound of forks scraping up scalloped potatoes and ham. | change the subject.

In the summer of "45, the quest for my grandfather's release escalated. Uncle Mas had volunteered
for the Army. Uncle Joke, then engaged to Jichan's second daughter, Tosh, signed up, too. My father
also volunteered, ending up at the U.S. Army's Military Intelligence Service, where his Japanese
proficiency was used to translate documents. The Rev. Emery E. Andrews of Seattle's Japanese Bap
tist Home Mission Society, was among the white missionaries who reientiessly fought for my
grandfather's release. At great personal risk and sacrifice, they uprooted themselves from Seattle
ﬁongk moved to the desolate plains of Idaho so they could tend to their interned Japanese American
S.

The missionaries helped launch a letter campaign and petition drive signed by 200 Minidoka internees.
In a letter to the United States attorney in Seattle, Andrews vouched for my grandfather's character
and lloyalty and said the only thing that had prevented him from becoming a citizen was the U.S.
government's "race prejudiced exclusion act" barring Japanese aliens from naturalization. He said
the family patriarch was desperately needed to care for his young children and invalid wife.

"The greatest danger to America is the breaking up of homes, especially where citizenship rights and
American ideals have been violated." Andrews wrote.

For these activities, Andrews was investigated to the FBI and denied services and housing to some
of his Idaho neighbors. But thanks to his efforts and those of others, my grandfather was granted a
rehearing in November 1943. A Department of Justice special review board cited favorable evalua-
tions from his detention facility supervisors and noted that two of his sons had volunteered for the
U.S. armed forces. This time, board members seemed to believe Jichan's statements that he wanted
America to win the war and had subscribed to Sokoku only to help out a friend. They lauded his
"sincerity" and recommended his release.

A month later, the attorney general ordered him paroled to join his family at the Minidoka camp. He
was set free Sept. 18, 1945, a month after the emperor of Japan urged his people to "bear the
unbearable" in surrendering to Allied Forces.

Jichan's return to freedom went unheralded. My aunties and uncles offer no clear memories. The
Seattle Daily News never reported my grandfather's release, the failure to find genuine evidence of

his disloyalty, or the pain caused by the detention of so many Issi men. Whatever burdens Jichan
brought back with him, he carried silently.

In April, the Seattle office of the FBI replied to my Freedom of Information request about Sokokukai.
Records pertinent to my request had been destroyed in accordance with the law, the letter said. By
then, colleagues in The Times' Tokyo bureau had sent me several copies of the magazine from the
Japanese Parliament's library. My husband deciphered the archaic script of prewar Japan and |
learned that the magazine had warned against a war with the United States.

The magazine was critical of American elites, publishing pieces on racism against balcks and Jews
and the greed of U.S. business conglomerates pushing to profit from war. It harshly condemned the

Western colunication of Asia, proudly proclaiming that "Japan is the only country that completely
refuses to bow to the pressures of the Caucasian race.”"

The magazine's publisher, Reikichi Kita, was a complex thinker and cosmopolitan intellectual who
had been active in citizen rights movements before the war. He started the magazine in part to protect
his motherland from growing Communist influence, according to Kenichi Matsumoto, a prominent com-
mentator on modern Japanese political history.

Having studied at Harvard, Kita knew enough about the United States to believe (Cont'd on page 8)
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that war would be disasterous for Japan. Once the conflict started, he supported it as a matter of
Japan's survival. But, as an elected official in Japan's House of Representatives, Kita publicly
expressed fears that Japan was heading toward a totalitarian state ruled by militarists.

Matsumoto, who has extensively studied Kita and his organization, speculates that Sokokukai landed
on the FBI's radar because of a suspected link with a notorious ultra-right organization in Japan called
the Kokuryukai, or BlackDragon Assn. But there was no substantive link, he says, nor any record
that Kita advocated hatred or violence against the United States.

I think the FBI, maybe without much reading the magazine took the alarmist view that it was a national-

istic organization because of its name, 'Motherland," Matsumoto says. so it was all one big mistake,
| think, incredulously.

According to Pedro Loureiro, curator of the Pacific Basin Institute in Claremont and an expert on u.S.
wartime intelligence about Japan, not one FBI special agent at the time could read or speak Japanese.
| wonder who translated the magazines. | wonder how our government deprived my grandfather or
his freedom for so long based on such faulty intelligence.

I wonder if the Department of Justice's Intelligence is any more reliable today to justifying the arrest
and detention of 4,000 people. FBI spokesman Ernie Porter assures me that the agency has detained
people since Sept. 11 with “a lot better cause than what happened 60 years ago."

Some of the people rounded up from foreign countries who were Muslim were linked with suspected
hijackers." Porter says. "The terrorists were in this country for a long time with the exact intent to do
harm...they roamed the country trying to get recruits and get money by going to mosques. You can't
say that about Japanese-Americans."

Georgetown University's David Cole, a leading constitutional lawyer, agrees that the government is
more careful today — it has not ordered a mass internment of U.S. citizens, for instance. At the same
time, he also sees striking parallels. The central analogy, he says, is that both groups were mainly
locked up not because of what they had done, but what others feared they might do.”

"“The problem in both instances is that no one has figured out how to predict the future.” Cole says.
So the government finds itself relying on all kinds of overbroad criteria about who they think is sus-
picious: associations, religion and ethynicity.”

Cole, in his forthcoming book, "Enemy Aliens," details how similar sweeps in the past began with non
citizens and eventually crossed the line. Most of those rounded up since Sept. 11 have been cleared

by the FBI of any links to terrorism and deported or released. Cole says, "Like World War II, in a

time of fear we have targeted a vulnerable group, swept broadly within that group and harmed count-
less people who have no connection to terrorism."

After those traumatic war years, my aunts and uncles moved forward and lived fruitful lives. Ironically,
Auntie Kim ended up working as a secretary for ihe FBI in counterinteiligence. The octogenarian still
swims, golfs and takes daily walks, bakes home made cinnamon rolls and blueberry muffins, attends
weekly Bible study, constantly visits ailing friends and does volunteer reading to schoolchildren.

"Life goes on and you just have to make the best of it?" she says.

The family dinner is winding down. | want to know what they've learned from their hardships and whe-
ther they believe the government is repeating past mistakes. Their answers surprise me:

"| support the government's policies right now," says Auntie Kim, expressing loyalty as she sees it
and none of the unease that has unsettled other Japanese Americans. "I don't feel it's right to do
this exactly," says Auntie Joy, "but it almost has to be done to protect the country.”

We remember. | wonder what we learn."

1 know that it's quite a long article but thought you'd ltke to read some one else's experience and their opinion
] for one haven't found out why my father was arrested. it was thought that it was because he donated $200.
to the Japanese Canguage School. R atu Daitchi Gakuen. because he was arrested when all Japanese School
teachers were arrested on March 13. 1942 (Jriday the 13th).. Most Isseis never talked about their
experlencesand until recently many Nisels did not talk abour their experiences either.

It Is very important to e,;press your feelings and not lock it away...it must be heard by others so that this
will not happen again. I found out my tather wasn't the only "ganko" hardheaded Issei man.
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Cost of Meal Deals American Institute for Cancer Research
Research links being overweight with increased risk of cancer. Overweight and inactivity account for
one-quarter to one-third of all breast, colon, endometrial, kidney and esophageal cancers. If you are
concerned about your weight, first try eating a little less and exercising a little more. Today, restaurants,
fast food retailers offer you a lot more food for just a little more money. EVerything would be "hunky
dory,” if they didn't eat all those extra calories. Even at 7-Eleven, researchers ask for a "Gulp" of
Coke and leave the store with a "Double Gulp" for only .37 cents more. That's a 42 percent increase

in price for 400 percent more calories. Portion sizes in restaurants have become enormous and
Americans eat out often.

Say, "small,” "half" and "share"...Many table-service restaurants are now offering half portions, lunch
sized portions at dinner. Or share an entree with a friend. Ask for a doggie bag and pack away at

least half of your portion before eating. Or try ordering a small salad with a cup of soup or an appeg‘lzer
instead of an entree.

Don't be shy about making special requests, such as asking for bread to be removed from the table,
and for salad dressing and sauces to be served "on the side.” and ask how the food is prepared,
especially if the menu doesn't tell you. If you prefer your salmon filet grilled ir: a bit of olive Gil insiead
of baked in the dreamy dill sauce, be sure to make your preference known.

Enjoy being served and not having to clean up, but be assertive about making your restaurant meals

healthful ones, too.
Line Dancing Is Healthy for Body and Mind

For good health and lower cancer risk, we need moderate exercise for at least one hour every day.
Line dancing makes an hour fly by, and you learn new steps and make new friends while staying fit.

Line dancing is popular among people of all ages. The dances involve lines of people who do set

patterns of steps to a variety of rhythms. No special dancing skills are needed. It's a fun thing for
all ages. Check with your county’s recreational course offerings, local dance schools and community

colleges. Check with your doctor before starting a new physical activity or increasing the pace of an
existing one.

Signs to make you Smile
On a Septic Tank Truck sign: "We're #1 in the #2 business."
Sign over a Gynecologist's Office: "Dr. Jones, at your Cervix."
At a Proctologist's door, "To expedite your visit please back in."
On a Plumbers truck: "We repair what your husband fixed."
On a Plumbers truck: "Don't sleep with a drip. Call your plumber.”
Pizza Shop Slogan: "7 days without pizza makes one weak."
At a Tire Shop in Milwaukee: "Invite us to your next blowout."”
On a Plastic Surgeon's Office door: “Hello. Can we pick your nose?”
At a Towing company: "We don't charge an arm and a leg. We want fows."
On an Electrician’s truck: "Let us remove your shorts.”
In a Nonsmoking Area: "If we see smoke, we will assume you are on fire and take appropriate action.
On a Maternity Room door: "Push, Push, Push."”
At an Optometrist's office: "If you don't see what you're looking for, you've come to the right place.”
On a Taxidermist's window: "We really know our stuff.”
In a Podiatrist's office: “Time wounds all heels.”
On a Fence: "Salesmen welcome! Dog food is expensive."”
At a Car Dealership: "The best way to get back on your feet - miss a car payment.”
Outside a Muffler Shop: "No appointment necessary. We hear you coming."”
In a Veterinarian's waiting room: "Be back in 5 minutes. Sit! Stay!"
In a Restaurant window: "Don't stand there and be hungry, come on in and get fed up.”
At a Propane Filling Station" Tank heaven for little grills.”
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' Correction
In the previous Chatter 70, | mentioned that the Sumie Sensei in Santa Barbara who was born from
Korean Princess and Meiji Tenno, (or Emperor Meiji) passed away at the age of 101, just before her
102nd birthday and said her name was Mrs. Nakamura...wrong...it was Mrs. Yamamoto...and | thank
Deana Abe for the correction. My senior mind is very senior all right. So sorry for my mistake...

Tid-bits..

At Sho's funeral, Bill and Grace Ito came from Pacific Grove...she looked so well...and he gave a very
nice eulogy for Sho...especially how he loved his Lexus...I know he took pride in dnving it.

Our hard working Toni Tomita recently lost her former husband Tom Tomita...they had a private family
funeral, those of us CC friends surrounded her and her family with prayer, love, thoughts and kimochi.
The beautiful picture of the family by his "ohaka" (graveside) and the poem was so nice, | would like
to share the poem with you...and | asked permission from Toni to include it in this Chatter.

Do not stand at my grave and weep
1 am not there
e . 1 do not sleep S
1 am a thousand winds that blow
1 am the diamond glints of snow
1 am the sunlight on ripened grain
1 am the gentle autumn rain.
- Do not stand at my grave and cry.
1 am not there
1 did not dte.
We have lost another CC Issei, Mrs. Hyodo few weeks back...she lost her husband few years back
and "kanshin ni" Reiko Ikemiya has been faithfully visiting her every week, looking in on her, filling her
needs...so little by little our CC Isseis and now the niseis are passing over....mata kore mo shikataganai
neh...(Again, this can't be helped)... Take care...stay well...and so long for now...

Obitwary: Our deepest and hearttelt condolences to: Toni Tomita and her family for the loss of her
former husband Tom Tomita.

The Hyodo family for the loss of Mrs. Hyodo

The Xurakane JFamily: Maru Nason and
Jeanne Xato for the loss
of their brother Sho "Boner” Xurakane.

*Please remember to have the third Saturday in January open tor "Shinnen Enkai”" Cuncheon at Paul's Xitchen
and the Vegas trip mid-week (Tuesday to Thursday) in third week of May. .let's get together and Enjoyll!

sumi shimatsu
Crystal City Chatter

Camarillo, CA 93010

TAD & SATOMI ISHIDA
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94116
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