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An Autobiography

T have sometimes wondered if it isn't because my life so
far has been such a placid and happy one, that I haven't been
able to plumb the real depths necessary to write more effectively.
For if it is true, and T think it is, that through suffering, a
fuller and deeper understanding of 1life can be attained, then
T haven't had the experiences to evoke such understanding.

My childhood was an exceedingly happy one in Ccalifornia,

where T grew up with one older sister, Secure in the abundant

love and affection of my parents. We lived in a small bungal6bw

in Rerkeley - a quiet university town - within easy reach of all
that San ¥rancisco has to offer. o0Our yard was spacious and filled
with flowers and fruit trees; and occupied at various times by
three dogs, and such childhood paraphernalia as swings, a sandbox,
and later on, a hammock.

our immediate neighbors were Swiss and Norwegian, with whom
we had warm and friendly relations. The two girls of the Norweg-
ian family were, for many years, my daily companions in such en-
deavors as transforming our sandbbx into a bakery, playing cops
and robbers, or dressing up in mother's old clothes and draping
ourselves with colored glass beads, to play at being grand ladies.

Having brought us up in the pre-baby sitter era, my parents
believed in taking my sister and me along with them to share in

all special events. T remember many an excursion to the fan
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Francisco Opera House, or to concert halls to hear well-known
artists of the day, or to the Legion of Honor to see some of
its excellent art exhibits.

we travelled together, too, on at least one trip a year,
if not more. Fach New Year's we drove to Tos Angeles to visit
Grandmother, who lived with my invalid aunt, uncle and six cousins,
Sometimes, we drove down to spend a week or two with them during
the summer, stopping off atWsemite or Sequola watlional Park on
the way. Tn TLos Angeles, we had fabulous family reunions, with
quantities of food, talk, laughter, and callers. Being the
youngest member of these gatherings, I was at once the recip-
ient of special affection from my older cousins, and a certain
amount of disdain from the two youngest girls, who, being a few
years older than I, had already succumbed to the concerns of
clothes, boys, and dancing. T think now, that the sudden bursts
of temperature which afflicted me just before many of our trips
to Los Angeles had their source in my unspoken resistance to
being with these seemingly worldly cousins.

our family took two trips of rather large proportions during

my childhood. One summer, we accompanied my father on a business

trip to New York, stopping off at such points as the Grand Canyon,
New Orleans, Washington, Niagara Falls, and Chicago, where we saw
the Worlds$ Fair. Another summer, we took Grandmother, and went

to Japan for three months. T wasn't o0ld enough at the time to
appreciate fully a trip of thisscope, and came back to tell
friends that our visit to Japan was a succession of social calls,
where T usually found nothing better to do than to count the

number of times my parents and their friends exchanged bows.




Although my upbringing was thoroughly American, T don't \
think T can say it was typically so, because of the Japanese |
customs and ways of my parents. T¥or example, there was the
Doll's Festival on March 3rd, which was the annual occasion
for the appearance of dozens of little dolls which my mother
kept safely amid cotton and fragile wooden boxes until March
of every year. Then, they would be placed on a table with
a red cloth, a spray of peach blossoms would be placed beside
them, and our friends would come to see them over a cup of tea.
As in most Japanese homes, we always served a pot of green tea
to all our callers, no matter what time of day it might be.
Whenever a visitor appeared in our living room, T usuvally
put on the kettle in the kitchen without having to be told,
and we would all sit down to chat over a cup of steaming tea.

My mother often read stories to us from Japanese books
so that I became acquainted with many Japanese folk tales, and
a few years ago, rewrote several of them for American children
in a book which was published by Harcourt Brace. T am grate-
ful to my parents for having brought us up in this way to ap-
preciate the good books, music, art and customs of both American
and Japanese cultures, and am glad that I haven't ever felt, as
some Nisei have, the need to renounce all things Tapanese in
order to assert their Americanism.

ours was a home constantly filled wth company. T can't
recall a Sunday when my parents didn't bring home a car full

of students from church to give them Sunday dinner. And when

?%hihk of Saturday nights, T recall the sound of the knife




chattering noisily on the cutting board, and the pungent smells
of cooking food seeping out from the kitchen as late as 2:00 or
10:00. My mother always prepared for Sunday dinners in this way,
so she could take the time to go to church with us in the morning.
Many of these callers at our home were students from Japan,
who had come to study at the Pacific School of Religion or at
the University of California. My parents were graduates of
Doshisha TUniversity in Xydo, and the majority of these students
came with letters of introduction from a fellow alumnus. gSeized
with homesickness or a longing to hear their native tongue and
taste Japanese food, these students would appear often and stay

late. I was often exasperated by the frequency of their visits,

and showed my animosity, with, what must have been for my motheg

an embarrassing ingenvousness. Sometimes, just as we were about
to go off to the movies, someone would appear and force us to
abandon our plans. T remember how, if we planned something
special, we would often rush from the house, fearful that if
we lingered, someone might drop in. Until recently, even #th
an apartment of my own, undisturbed by importunate callers,
I sometimes felt an urgency to get things done before someone
came to interrupt me.

Callers at our home weren't confined to students from abroad,
We also had another strange circle of friends who emanated from
our church. My parents had been members of the Japanese Congre-
gational Church in Oakland since its early days, and have always
remained one of its staunch supporters. Wwor some reason, this

church was small, seemed always to have a minister who could not




gain the respect or affection of a dwindling congregation, and
was peopled by a rather motley group. The congregation consisted
of such Issei as grocery men, shoe repair men, owners of laundries
or cleaners, day workers in Caucasian homes, and gardeners. Onften
their calls to our home would be prompted by the need for financial
help or of mediation in some family dispute - and my vparents al-
ways responded generously. The children of these people came to
Sunday School in modest clothing, and my sister and T were often
not permitted to wear our m"dress up" clothes to church for fear
of embarrassing them. WMy parents carefully and rigidly curbed
any tendencies we might have had to bragging of our possessions
or activities, and T think because of this, T have always been
sensitive to other people's situvations and feelings.

tt is rather strange to think of the two completely dif-
ferent and separate worlds to which we were simultaneously ex-
posed. There was the sphere of our church - provincial and
proletarian - to which we were bound by my parent's loyalty.
Then, there was the other sphere of my father's business ac-
quaintances - families of men employed by Mitsul & Co, where,
for many years, my father was assistant manager. We saw these
people and their children at special parties and dinners, where
drinks were served and the talk was worldly and sophisticated.
We didnt't feel quite at home in either of these two realms, and
I suppose, found our best friends in 1individuvals who fell in
neither category.

As for my personal social 1life, T think it was in High School

that j@irst felt the social distinctions made between Caucasians

J .




and Orientals. Through High School, my friends were largely
Caucasian, and as we approached our senior year, T began to

feel excluded from their social activities. It was partly because
the Nisei of my generation were more immature than the Cavcasian
youngsters of that time, and T simply wasn't ready for beaux or
dating. It was also pert¥Y because T wasn't invited to their
private parties, although, T think T would have been too reticent
to go, even if T had been. -

When I went to the University of california, T was just 16,
and a new world of social activity opened up for me. T began
only then, to take an interest in boys, and my circle of friends
soon became almost exclusively Nisei. &Since the sororities and
fraternities of the University didn't invite Nisei to membership,
we had to organize our own social 1life. Thus, the majority of
the Nisei at the Hniversity belonged to the Japanese Wen and
Women's Student Clubs. I plunged into these new-found social
activities with a vigor, and was a member of the Women's Club
cabinet each of my four years, eventually becoming its president
in my senior year. I wish now, of course, that T had had the
sense to participate in other non=sNisei activities. T think it
was mainly the fear of belng rejected and snubbed that kent
most of us from branching beyond our own Nisei society, where
we were secure in the knowledge that we would be judged for
ourselves rather than for our racial heritage.

As for the commgnity in general, discrimination was not

unknown there, by any means. There were real estate agreements

keeping orientals below a certain street in the city, and some
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swimming pools and recreational spots made it known that orientals
were not welcome . Sometimes it was felt in such small acts
as insolence from a clerk or a waiter. However, it doesnt
take more than one or two instances to make one cautious. T
remember phoning one of the department stores in Rerkeley to
ask whether they would take a Japanese-American, before T
went for a haéircut. There was one occasion when a newspaper
man tried to ease me out of a photograph he was to take of four
or five Girl Reserves at the YWEA. T still remember how the
other girls made sure that T was included. 7Tt was quite im-
possible not to develop something of an inferiority compnlex,
or at least an air of reticence, when exposed to such incidents,
and only after I came east and lived in Wew York, did T lose
this feeling.

At the University, I majored in English, History and
Philosophy; made good grades, and had a gay time, socially.
My carefree life there ended, however, not with gtadvation,
but abruptly and unexpectédly, because of the Peai harbor
attack.

The full story of the evacuation would take several dozen

pages. Briefly; my father, because of his connections with

Mitsui, was taken by the FBI only a few hours after the Prearl

Harbor attack. He was held in San Francisco with sewveral hundred
other Japanese men, and was sent in a few weeks to an internment
camp in Montana. He remained there until Way when he was per-
mitted to join us in the Assembly Center at Tanforan.

The weeks following the outbreak of war were filled with




rumors of the impending evacuation. As incredible as such an
act seemed, false reports of gabotage in Hawali, economic pressure
from agricultural groups, and general hysteria, eventually made
it an actuvality. In May, my mother, sister and T had to clear
out our home in which we had lived for 15 years, and prepare to
be evacuated. We sold things we should have kept, and stored fool-
ish odds and ends, not knowing whether we would be gone for two
weeks or two years. We had to make dozens of decisions every day,
about our car, our dog, our furniture - about all our worldly
possessions. We were then moved with 8000 other Jananese in our
area to the Tanforan Bace Tracks where, for six months, we lived
in the cold stables of that windswept and abandoned race track.
conditions were miserable for the first several weeks and 1life
was pretty bleak. We walked the muddy track to the grandstand
for our meals, standing in long, winding lines, with fork in
hand, to receive beans or potatoes or weiners from huge tubs and
vats. Tt was a fantastic undertaking - where men and women,
0old and young, perverts and neutotics, healthy and unhealthy,
with only their racial heritage in common, were thrown together
in a mad, confused jumble.

When things became a bit more organized, T volunteered to

., teacher in the elementary schools, and was eventually

placed in charge of a primary grade unit. Wy teaching at that

time was completely empirical, even though my diploma arrived in
a neat cardboard roll and was handed to me by the mailman. My
children gave me their whole-hearted devotion and affection, and

I could only hope that I gave them a little learning in return.




Wwhen we were transferred to the more permanent Relocation Center
in Utah, I again taught school - this time a group of 3rd graders,
whom I enjoyed immensely. T liked children, T wanted to learn
more about teaching methods, and decided I would like to study
further to become a bona fide teacher.

Tn June of 1943, T left the center to come to Smith C _pllege,
where I received a fellowship in the Department of w®ducation.
I spent a year of intensive study at Smith, practice teaching

in their Day School and at the Springfield Public fchools,

where, being something of anovelty ( their first Nisel student

teacher), I was received most warmly.

After getting my Masters in Fducation, T went to philadel-
phia, to become teacher of grades 1 and 2 at Frankford Friends
School, a small private Quaker school. T was thrilled to have
my own classes, but the school was small and our responsibilities
were heavy. Teaching seemed to be a 24 hour job of planning
lessons, correcting papers, preparing seat work, meeting pnarents,
and becavse it was my first job, T worked terribly hard. At
the end of the first school year, I collapsed from overwork,
and had to resign from the school staff. Wy parents had been
with me for about a year then, and in 1946, the three of us
decided to move to New Vork and join my sister, who was teaching
at Walden School.

T felt T didn't want to go back to teaching for a while,
and decided to do work that would be less taxing. After one

Counci |
or two temporary positions, I went to the Wnited Student Christiany
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where T have been secretary to its Executive gecretary for the
past five years. The work is not demanding, and it is a real
blessing to be able to forget all about it between 5:00 p.m. and
9:00 am. The man for whom I work, and his Finnish wife, are won-
derful people, and have become close personal friends of mine.

I still travel a great deal, and have visited my parents
in California during summer vacations. TLast summer, T fulfilled;_
one of my major ambitions by takine a marvelous trip to Furope

=

with my cousin.

As for my writing - yﬁave always liked to do it, and remember

making booklets out of wrapping paper as a child, and filling
them with my own brand of animal stories! T began writing seri-
ously about 5 years ago, when the book of Japanese folktales
was published. Tast fall, acribners published a book about a
Japanese-American child, called "New Friends for Susan." T've
also attempted some picture books, one of which may develop into
something this fall. 1In the adult field, I have written several
articles for the Army's Orientation program, and have been sub-
mitting short stories to the New Yorker for the last two or three
years. They have written me encouraging letters, as have the
editors of Harper's and Charm Magazine, but I can't quite seem to
get over the final hump.

T realize I still have much to learn, not only in writing
technigues, but in the observation of 1life itself. T hope,

above all, that my portrayal of it will be honest and genuine.
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An futobiography

I have sometimes wondered 1if 1t isn't because my life so

far has been such a placid and happy one, that T haventt been
le to plumb the real depths necessary to write more.effectively.
it 1s truve; and T think it 1s, that
uller and deeper understanding of life
T haven't had the exneriences t
¥y childhood was an exceedingly happy one in california,

where T grew up with one older sister, scecure in the z2bundant

love and affection of my parents. W d in a small bungalbw

in Rerkeley - a quiet uhivcrsit# town - within easy reach of 211
that San Prancisco his to offer, nNur yvard
with flowers and fruit trees; and occupied
three _dogs, and such childhood paraphernalia
later on, a hammock.
our immediate neighbors were Swiss and Worweglan, wi
we ha' warm and friendly ré?ntiﬂns. ! 7o girls of the Norweg-
ian farily were, for many years, my daily companions in svch en-
deavors as transforming cur sandBpx into 2 bakery, playing cops
and robbers, or dressing uvp in mothert's old clothes and drapning
ourselves with colored glacs beads, to play at being grand ladies.
Having brought us up in the pre-baby sitter era, my parents

believed In taking my sister 2nd me along vith them to share in

all special events. T remember many an excursion to the ean
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Prancisco Npera House, or to concert halls to hear well-known
artists of the day, or to the legion of HWonor to see some of
its excellent art exhibits.
We travelled together, tco, on at least one trip a year,
if not mpore. Fach New Year's we drove to 1.0s Angeles to visit
Gg?ndmather, vho lived wy invalld msunt, uncle and six couvsins.
Sometimes, we dr: iown to spend a week or two with them during
the summer, stopping off atWsemite or Requoia National Park on
he waysd- ITn L
quantities of food 21} 1gh Being the
herings, T was &t once the recin-
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affection from my older cowsins, and a certain

amount of disdain from the two youngest girls, who, being a few
years odder than T, had already succumbed to the concerns of
clothes, boys, and dsncing. I think now, that the sudden bursts
of temperature which afflicted me just before many of our trips
had their source in mwy vnspoken resistance to
these seemingly worldly ecousins.

Our famlly took two trips of rather large proportions during

mwy childhood. One summer, we zccompanied my father on a business

trip o New York, stopping off at 3 points as the nrand Canyon,
Jwew Orleans, Washington, Niagara walls, and Chicago, where we saw
the Worlds Fair. Another summer, we took frandmother. and went

Lo Japan for three months. T wasntt old enovgh at the time to
appreciate fully a trip of this cbpe, and came back to tell
friends that our visit to Japan was a suecession of social calls,

Twhere I vsvally found nothing better to do than to couvnt the

number of times my parents and their friends exchanged bows.
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chattering noisily on the cutting board, and the pungent smells
of cooking food seeping out from the kitchen as late as 2:00 or
10:00. My mother always prepared for Sunday dinners in this way,
y she eould take the time to go to church with us in the morning.
Many of these callers at our home were students from Japan,
who had come to study at the Pacific School or Religion or at
the University of california. Wy parents were gradvates of

Doshisha University in Xydo, and the majority of these students

came with letters of introduction from a fellow alumnus. Ffeized

with homesickness or a longing to hear their native tongve and
taste Japanese food, these students would appear often and stay
late. I was often exasperated by the fregquency of their visits,
and showed my animosity, with, what must have been for my mother
an embarrassing ingenuvousness. Sometimes, just as we were about
to go off to the movies, someone would appear and force vs to
abandon our plans. I remember how, if we planned something
we would often rush from the house, fearful that if
someone might drop in. Until recently, even ith

pertwent of my own, vndisturbed by importunate callers,
1 sometimes felt an urgency to get things done before someone
came to interrunt me.

callers at our home weren't confined to stvlents from abroad,

-
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We also had another strange circle of friends who emanated from

our church. ¥y parents had been members of the Jananese Congre-

-

gational Church in Oakland since its early days, and have always
remained one of its staunch supporters. Por some reason, this

church was small, seemed always to have a minister who could not
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gain the respect or affection of a dwindling congregation, and
w:s peonled by a2 rather motley egroup. The congregation eonsisted
of such Tscsei as grocery men, shoe repzir men, owners nf laundries
T cle%ners, day workers in Caveasian homes, and gardeners. nften
their calls to our home would be promnted by the need for financial
nelp or of mediation in some family dispvie - and my noarents al-
ways resnonded generously, The children of these nesanle rame to
Sunday School in modest c¢lothing, and mvy sister and T wers nften
not permitted to wear ouvur mdress unt® clothes to chnreh far fear
of embarrassing them. My parents carefully and rigidly cvrbed
any tendencies we might have had to bragging nf our nosesescsinns
or activities, and T think becanse of this, T have alwnvs heen
sensitive to other neonlets situvations and feelines.

Tt is rather strange tn think of the two comnletely Aif-
ferent and separate worlds to which we were simvltanervsly ex-

-

posed. - There wags the sphere of our church - »srovineis? and
proletarian - to which we were bound by my parentts loyalty.
Then, there was the other sphere of my fathen's business ac-
quaintances - families of men emnloved by "it%ui % Mo, wherse,
for many years, my father was assistant manager. e saw these
people and their children at srecial parties and dinners. where
drinks were served and the talk was worldly 2nd sophicticated.
¥e didn't feel guite at home in either of these tvo realms, and
I svppose, found our best friends in individvals who fell in

neither category.

As for my persaonal socis]l 1ife, T think it wes in PFigh rchool

Ifirst felt the social distinetions made between favcasisns
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and ﬂrienta1§f Throvgh High School, my friends were largely
Cavcasian, and as we apnroached our senior year, T began to

feel excluded from their soclal aetivites. It was partliy because
the Nisel of my zeneration were more immature than the Caucasian
youngsters of that time, and T simply wasnt't ready for beavx or
dating. Tt was alsn paedtdy becauvuse T wasntt invited to their
private parties, although, T think T would have been ton reticent

, even 1f Y had been.

When T went to the University of California, I was just 186,
and & new world of social activity opened up for me. T began
only then, to take an interest in boys, and my circle of friends
soon became almwost exclusively Nisei. ince the sororities and
fraternities of the University didn't invite Nisei to membership,

we had to crgenize our own social 1ife. Thus, the majority of

the Nisei at the ﬂn{;é;éité béi5nged to the JYapanese ¥en and
Woments ftuvdent Clubs. 7T plunged ints these new-found social
with a vigor, and was a member of the Woment's 0lub
cabinet each of my four years, eventvally becoming its president
in my senior year. I wish now, of course, that T had had the
sense tn participate in other non=Nisei activities. T think it

nly the fear of being rojectad,?ﬂﬁvsnubbed that kent

t of us from branching beyond our own Nisei sociaty, where

we were secure in the knowledge that we would be judeged for

ovrselves rather than for our racial heritage.

As for the commgnity in general, discrimination was not
vnknown there, by any means., There were real estate agreements

keeping orientals below a certain street in the city, and some
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rumors of the impending evacvation. As incredible as such an

act seemed, false reports of sabotage in Rawail, economic pressure
from agricultural groups, and general hysteria, eventvally made

it an actvality. In Way, my mother, sister and T had to clear

aut our home in which we had 1ived for 15 years, and prepare to

be evacuate we soll things we should have Xkept, and stored fool-
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we had to make dozens of decisions every day,

dog, our furniture - about all our worldly
with 8000 other JTananese in our
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conditiong were misersble for the first several weeks and 1ife
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for our me: standing in long, winding ‘liues, with fork in
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men and women,
and unhealthy,
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confused jumble.
scame o bit more organized, T volunteered to
teacher in the elementary schools, and was eventvally
charge of a primary grade unit. ¥y teaching at that
time was comnletely empirical, even though my dinloma arrived in
a neat cardboard roll and was handed to me by the mailman., ¥y

Jdren ga me 4y whole-hearted devotion and affection, and

T couvld only hope that I gave them a little learning in retvrn.




Then We ferred to the more permanent Relocation Center
in Ttzh, T again taught school - this time a grovp of Zrd graders,

wom T enjoyed immensely. T liked children, 1 wanted to learn
more sbout teaching methods, and decided T would like to stuvdy
rurther to become a bona fide tencher.

Tn Tone of 194%., 1 left the center to come to emith 0 ollege,

shere T received a fellowship in the nenartment of wducation,
T snent a2 vear of intensive stvdy at Smith, nractice teaching

el

{n their nNay School and at the Soringfield public eehonls,

where, "being something of a aovelty ( their first Nisei student

teacher), T was received most warmly.
sfter getting my Wasters in Rducation, T went to. Philadel -~
L ii Lo beliome ednes OF gindeld’ and 9 st FTrankford Priends
dohool.iia small private Quaker school., T was thrilled to have
but the schonl was small and our responsibillties
veachine secemed to be a 24 hour job of planning
lessans, eorrecting napers, preparin seat work,
and beecatce it was my first job, 1 worked terribly hard.
end of the first school year, T collavsed from overwork,
to resign from the school staff ¥y parents had been
«1th me for about 2 year then, and in 1946, the three of wvs
to move to Wew Vork and join my sister, who was
ralden cchool.
T felt 1 didn't want to go hack v teaching for a while,
dscided to do werk that wovld be less taxing. rfter one

temporary positions, T went to the Nnited atudent christian
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October 8, 1947

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
Yoshi Uchida

After two years of aprtment living in New York and Philadélphia, I find
myself increasingly grateful to have grown up and goue to school in California.
A typical Californian's remark, mv doubt! Although born 4in Alameda, Calif.,
on November 24, 1921, our family (which consists of my parents and an older sister),
moved to Berkeley shortly thereafter, so I spent my childhood there. It was a
happy and carefree childhood -~ in a home with a large yard full of trees, a
lovely garden, a sandbox and swing, and a beautiful pet Collie; and I have only
the pleasantest of ﬁemories of that phase of my life. Some highlights during
those years were 2 visits to Japan, via Hawaii; trips to the Northwest and to
the East coast when we adcompanied my father on a projected business trip.

After completing lower and secondary schools, I entered the Univorsity of
California. There I majored in English, Philosophy and History, end enjoyed
1life as only a college student ecan! Extra-curricular activities wer> of egual
fmportance as studies to me, and I believe I learned as much from perticipation
in these as from actual academic subjects.

war-time

In May 1942, the/evacustion of all persons of Japanese ancestry (citizen
and non-citizen alike), cut short my education just one month before I was to
receive my degree. We were sent with 8000 other Japanese in our area, to a
temporary assembly center created at the Tanforan Race Tracks. There, 4 of us
lived in a horse stall previously occupied by one horse! It was there, one day
in June, thaet the meilman handed me a cardboard scroll containing my college
diploma. I had graduated cum laude.

The story of the evacuation and of the countless tragedies and disappoint-
ments it created,is too long to relate here. I shall only mention that we were

transferred after 6 months, to the Topaz Relocation Center, located in the midst
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of the most barren and desolate desert I have ever seen. I taught a group of

2nd and 3rd graders in camp for one year - a most rewarding experience; and

decided then, that I should like to enter the teaching profession.

In June 1943, I was awarded a graduate fellowhip in the Education Dept. of
Smith College, which enabled me to obtain a2 release from the Relocation Center.

1 specialized primerily in Elementary Education, and did a great deal of practice
teaching in the Smith College Day School and Nursery School. I was also fortunate
in being sble to do some practice teaching in Springfield, Mass., the home of the
famed "Springfield Plan," which stimulated further, my interest in intercultural
education,

After receiving my Masters in Education degree from Smith, I took a position
as teacher in charge of grades 1 and 2 at a Quaker School in Philadelphia, Teach-
ing 2 grades in one classroom, without an sssistant, proved to be quite a task,
end everntually led to a breakdown in health due to over-work, Since then, I have
felt that teaching was too much of a physical and emotional drain on me, and de-
cided 1o stey out of the field for the time being. We moved to New York about a
year and s half ago, and for the past ten months I worked with the Institute of
Pacific Relations where I was in charge of their membership work.

I heve always haed a keen interest in children's literature, and am particularly
anxious to see more material which depicts children of all races and cultural back-
grounds playing and working together naturally, as children actuvally do. I hope
that my adaptations of Japanese folk tales will help children of this country to
appreciate and understand some of the culture of Japan, but more especially to
realize that all children - no matter in what couniry they may live - have the

same love for fun and a good story.
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A "native Californian" - born November 24, 1921 in Alameda, California

Schooling: completed in Berkeley, California
attended University of California
majored in: English, Philosophy, History
presidents Japanese Women's Student Club, Sr. year
A,B, rec'd: cum laude, May 1942 -~ but couldn't attend graduation
due to war-time evacuation of all persons of Japanese

ancestry.

The Evacuation Meant: leaving the University one month prior to graduation ....
being sent with 8000 other Japanese (citizens and non-citizens) to
the Assembly Center at Tanforan Race Tracks for five months ..., living
with my family of four in a horse stall built to house one horse!...
witnessing the innumerable tragedies and disappointments which such
an upheaval can create ... working witk the education department,
teaching grades 1 - 3 (in charge one school unit.)

From there, we were sent to the War Relocation Center
at Topaz, Utah ... spent nine monthe in the barren wastelands of
Utah ... taught grades 1 - 3 ... decided I would like tc enter the

teaching profession.

Fellowship to Smith College: receipt of a graduate fellowship in the Dept. of

Education at Smith College irn June 1943 brought & release from the
Relocation Center ... at Smith - specialized in Elementary Education...

did much practice teaching -~ which included some time in the Spring-

ield Public Schools ( home of the famed "Springfield Plan" ) ...

developed a keen interest in intercultural education,




-2-

Masters Degree in Education received: May 1944.

Tesching: Taught grades 1 and 2 in a Quaker School in Philadelphia...

111 health forced me to leave after a year ..., moved to NYC.

Work in NYC: included some time with a research and educational foundation
in charge of their membership work ,.. am now with the United
Student Christian Council, the American member of the World's

Student Christian Federation.

Interests: have always liked to write and have had a keen interest in
children's literature ... enjoyed being able to get first~hand
reactions to books while working with children ... have a lively
interest in art - in which I like to dabble (water colors snd oils)...
in musie ( play some piano) ... and in politics (about which I

must learn more!)

Travel: huve crossed the US seven times - stopping at various points of

interest along the way ... visited Hawaii twice ... visited

Japen twice.










ACCOMPLISHMENTS ¢ Yoshiko Uchida

2 My undergraduate work at the University of California was in

the area of Liberal Arts and I received my Bachelor of Arts degree in
192 shortly after being evacuated with all west coast Japanese to a
Wartime Assembly Center, I taught grades 1-3 in the Center and con-
tinued teaching after being sent to a War Relocation Authority Camp

in Utah, 1In September 1943, I was awarded a graduate fellowship to
Smith College and there did my major work in intercultural education,
After receiving my Master's degree in 194l;, I taught grades 1-2 at the
Frankford Friends School in Philadelphia, but left after a year due to
illness, I had long been interested in creative writing and decided
then that it could not be combined with the demands of teaching, I
thereafter limited my employment to office work and devoted more

time to writing,

My first juvenile book, THE DANCING KETTLE (a collection of Jap-
anesec folk tales which I retold in English), was published by Harcourt,
Brace & Co, in 1949, 1In the preface, I included a statement of my
hope that these folk tales, along W th thdse of other countries, would
help American children understand and respect the cultural heritage

of other pecoplos, and thereby serve as o small beginning to ward the

establishment of “one world.," I have held this hope for my subscquent

writing as wecll,

In 1950, tho editor of Charles Scribners suggested that I writo
the story of a Japenesc-American child, aud in September 1951, she
published NEW FRIENDS FOR SUSAN, which told of a Nisci child in Calif-
orniea,

Concurrcent with my intercst in writing for children was an inter-
est in writing adult matoricl s well, I did 2 series of articles
for the Rooricntation Branch of the U,S, Army which was transnitted

to Japan as a mcans of informing the nationals of various aspccts of
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Amoricon life. (Plecase sce publie, list). I also wrote a number of
short stories and studied for 6 months with Martha Foley in the Ad-
vanced Writing Workshop at Columbia University.

In September 1952, I recceived a Foreign Study and Research Fellow-
‘'ship from the Ford Foundation to spend a year in Japan to collect fur-
ther material for my writing, This gave mc the opportunity to pursue
an cstablished intorest in Japancse arts as well, and I beccamc partice-
ularly interested in folk craft. I remalned an additional ycar beyond
my fellowship period to study and travel in connection with this inter~
ost ond sccured much first-hond data, I visited many rural kilns where
troditional pottery is still produced, and I also had the privilege of
beecoming well-acquainted with Dr, Soctsu Yanagi, Mr, Kanjiro Kawai and
Mr. Shoji Homada, tho 3 men who founded the Japanesc Folk Art Movement
and werc instrumental in preserving traditional crafts, In August 195,
they invited me to spend some time Wl th them in Matsumoto wherc they
collaborated with the British potter, Bernard Leach, in writing a book
entitled, "The Way of the Potter", I participated in their discussions
and also w rked with Dr., Yanagi in translating his article on Hakeme
Pottery, This period of intensc study dth these men gave me much in-
sight into their philosophy and gave impetus to my hopo that I might
someday write o book incorporating their ideas, Recently, at Dr, Yana-

git's request, I translated his article on Shoji Homada, which appeared

in the Januory 1958 issue of KOKORO magazine,

In Tokyo, I wrote a serics of feature articles about Japanese
craftsmen ond the Folk Art Movement. These appcarcd in the NIPPON TIMES,
the largest English language doily in Jopan, (Pleasc see public, list).
I was also asked by the Folk Art Socicty of Kyoto to write 2o booklet
about the potter,Kanjiro Kawai, This was published in 1953.

WVhile in Japan, I completed work on a second collection of Japan-
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css folk tales for which I also did the illustrations and jacket design,
This book, THE MAGIC LISTENING CAP, was published by Harcourt, Braco

in 1955 and was named one of the Honor Books in the N.Y. Herald Tribunc
Spring Book Festival of 1955,

There followed an assignmment from the Joint Commission on Missionar:
Education of the National Council of the Churches of Christ to write
their study book for the Jr. High age group in connection with their
Japan Emphasis Year, Tho book was a fictional sccount of the daughter
of the evapgelist, Kagawa, and I was called to New Haven to confer with
Miss Kagawa who was then studying at Yale Divinity School, I did the
line drawings and jacket design for this book also, md it was published
under the title, THE FULL CIRCLE in the spring of 1957.

In March 1957 I returned once more to a combination of office work
and writing, and have been working since then for Glenn T. Seaborg, now
Chancellor of the University of California in Berkeley.

During the past few years, I have also written for CRAFT HORIZONS,
the national magazine of the American Craftsmen's Council, undertaking
several assignments to interview local craftsmen for them. Since Februs
ary 1958, I have been their Correspondent for the Bay Area and cover
all craft exhibits of this dpea, I now have a regular “Letter from

San Francisco" in the Exhibitions Section of ecach issue,

In February 1958, my fifth juvenile book, TAKAO AND GRANDFATHER!'S

SWORD, was published by Harcourt, Brace & Co, I drew on mny cxperiences
in Japan for this book, zmd the story is one of the young son of a
potter in Kyoto,

In July of this year, I completed my most recent manuscript, tonta-
tively entitled, A YEAR TO TRY, and this book will be published by Har-
court, Brace & Co.in the fall of 1959,

L R R R
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Buor the Prass ond Periodicals Section, Dept, of the Army, Reorienta-
tion Branch, articles for transmission to Jaopan and subsequent use
in Japanese periodicals:

“"Courage of the Issei” = 1949

"Travelling on a Budget" - 1949

"Education for Democracy"- 1949

"Ken Uyemura, Potter" - 1950

“School for Twos and Threes" - 1950

“Apartment Living in New York City" - 1950

"Children of the United Nations" - 1950

"Community Church of New York City" - 1950
"Saga of the Unmet Need" Motive April 1952 Nashville
"Saturday Visit® Woman's Day Oct, 1952 ©New York City

“Jopanese New Year™ Gourmet Jan., 1955 New York City

"Tea and Tempura' Gourmet June 1957 New York City

"A Stick of Candy and For East Feb, 1957 St, Colobans
a Paper Show"
(Reprinted in Irish Ed'n)

“Folk Art of Japan® Craft Horizons Sept.-Oct, 1955

"The Pottery of Tambal Craft Horizons July-Aug, 1956

“Shoji Hamada, Potter" Craft Horizons July-Aug. 1956

"A San Francisco Jewolry Craft Horizons August 1957
Shop

"The Morrises: Pottery Is Croft Horizons December 1957
Their Business"

"Taro Maruyama: Egg Mosaics™ Craft Horizons to be scheduled - assigned

"Richard Hieb: Potter" Craft Horigzons " * " u

"Win Ng: Potter" Craft Horizons W o " u

"Ernest Ziogelf, Jeweler" Craft Horizons " " 4 it

"Letter from San Francisco® Craft Horizons in each issuc since Fob,
(Coverage of local exhibits) 1958
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Gevics of feature articles for the Nippon Times, Tokyo,

"Kanjiro Kawal: Potter, Poet, Philosopher® Nov,

WK, Tomimoto: Potter™

Dec.

imye Work of Claude Laloux, Potter® Dec,

“Ppip to Tachikui: Tamba Pottery" Apr,

"Rural Arts in Folk Art Museum" June

"Bernard Leach, Potter in Japan June

7,S, Potter, Apprentice to Hamada® July

"Woman Potter, to learn Local Methods™ Avg,

"Matsumoto Group Crafts”

WE DO NOT WORK ALONE Folk Art Socilety

(Booklet on K, Kawai)

Reproduced in Pottery Quarterly , Pendley Manor, Engle

Japan

B 29ns

751953

284 1953
6, 1954

16, 1954
1, 195k
30, 195l
3 1054

Sept. 22, 1954

Juvenilec Books:

THE DANCING KETTLE
And Other Jopancse
Folk Tales

N=J FRIENDS FOR SUSAN

THE MAGIC LIS¥ENING CAP
More Folk Tales From
Japan

Herald Tribune Honor Boolk

THE FULL CIRCLE

TAKAO AND GRANDFATHER!'S
SWORD

Harcourt, Brace & Co,

Charles Scribners

Harcourt, Brace & Co.

Friendship Press

Hercourt,; Brace & Co.

~
s

Kyoto, Japan 1953

nd,Winter 1957

Fall 1949

Fall 1951

Spring 1955

Spring 1957
Spring 1958
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As a Japanese-fimerican,I have always hoped to direct my creative
effort toward an increased understanding between the /merican and Jap-
anese people, In the past, I have approached this aim through writing
adult articles and books for children, Since spending two years in
Japan and becoming acquainted with her traditional folk craft, however,
I have wanted to record the story of its revival, particularly in pot-
tery, as an area through which fresh insight into Japanese culture migh’
be gained, I would like to write 2 book relating Japanf®s contemporary
folk pottery to the establishment and growth of the Folk Art Movement
and envisage it somewhat as follows:

THE CONTEMPORARY FOLK POTTERY OF JAPAN

ilhat is folk pottery? A definition,

. Description of Principal Kilns in the Kyushu, San-in, Kansal, Kanto
and Tohoku /Arcas:

Methods of work at each kiln site

Type of warc produced (design and form) - using photographs

Moterials used and methods of preparation (clay bodics, glaze)

Kilns used (community, climbing), methods of firing

Equipment (whecels, tools)

Leading potters in ecach area: their relation to the artisans

Problems of design (preserving traditional forms), marketing,
and industrial competition

The Foik irt Movement: Its Influence on Contemporary Folk Pottery

A Brief History: Some 35 yoars ago the word "mingei" (folk art)
was non-cxistent in the Japanese language, Today there are
3 national folk art museums, o folk art movement wi th 5000
members, "mingei™ scctions in leading department storecs, and
many retail outlets for folk craft, This remarkable revival
was accomplished primarily by the three founding men,

Yanagi, Kawai and Hamada: Founders of the folk art movement;
Thelr unique position in rclation to Japanese folk craft;
their background and philosophy of w rk; (rcligion as a
central and unifying force); the role of Kawai and Hamada
as artist potters,

Lrt Movement in Relation to Rural Potters:

Key craftsmen who maintain standards of good traditional
design; Annual Conferences, local meectings; Exhibits and
prizecs; Coordination of marketing, publ}pations such as Kogel,
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The Philosophy of Potters Working in the Folk Tradition:

Emphasis on functionalism rathcor than expressionism or experi-
mentation; on anonymity rather than individualism; avoidance
of intellcctunlism and sclf-consciousncss; influence of Zen
thought; "the way of reliance' as a unifying force in their
work,

The Futurc of Folk Pottecry in Japan,

To carry out this project, I should like to spcnd 2 yoar in Tokyo
cnd Kyoto, travelling from these two cities to those rural kilns of Kyu-
shu and Northern Japan, which I was not able to include during my
of 1953, I should like to talk to the craftsmen at cach kiln sitc abcut
their work as related to the Folk /Art Movement, their working methods,
their philosophy, and their problems of design and marketing, Becauso
I can converse fluently in Japancse, I believe I $ould have no difficult;
in communication,

In Tokyo, my principal rosource person wuld be Dr., Soctsu Yanagi,
dircctor of the National Folk Art Muscum and prime motivator of tho
revival of folk craft and the founding of the Folk /irt Movement, He
has alrcady written, inviting me to make full usc of the facilities of
his muscum should I bc able to undcrtike this project, amd has informed
mec of the willingness of craftsmen throughout Japan to agsist me., He
would be of invaluable aid in reconstructing the history of the Folk Art
Movement and in interprcting the religious concepts that sustain it,

inother resource person in Tokyo would be Dr, Hachiro Yuasa, Presi-
dent of the Internationdl Christian University,with whom I am well ac-
quainted. He is not only an eminent cducator, but also an authority
on folk art,

4t the Mashiko kiln site (near Tokyo), I would gain much insight
into the th ole arca of contemporary folk pottery from Shoji Homada, onc o

Jopan's greatest contemporary potters., I would have opportunity there
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to observe directly a working relationship between an artist-potter and
his artisans and to see how the problems involved therein are resolved,

In Kyoto, I would work closely @th Kanjiro Kawai, who as writer
and artist-potter, is an extremely influential figure in the ® lk craft
movement. Having heldmany talks with him in the past, I know he would
contribute much to my further understanding of the philos phy of the
folk potters.

In Kurashiki, I would also confer with Mr, K, Tonomura, diresctoro
of the Kurashiki Folk Art Museum, with whom I am in contact.

I have kept in close touch wi th the above-mentioned leaders as
well as other craftsmen of the Folk Art Movement, and therefore, wculd
be ab to proceed with my research and writing immediately upon arri-
val in Japan. Further, the usual period of orientation in a foreign
country would be minimized for me because of my familiarity wi th the
country, the peovole, and the methods of travel,
It has also been helpful for me to have spent several menths study-
ing pottery in Borlioley with Paul Volkening, during 1956, so that I
am faniliar d th the technical terminology of potiery as well as the
concerns of pottcers and other craftsmen.

I should like to add that neither Dr, Yanag. (who is 70) or lir,

Kavai (who is 68) is particularly robust, and I therefore foel some

urgency in procecding with my pro ject in order to tap the vast fund
of first-hand and unrccorded knowledge which they both possess con-
cerning the folk arts of Japan,

I belicve that a book such as the onc I hope to write would make
a valid contribution to the ficld of arts and crafts beccause, to my
knowledge, material in English on contemporary Japanese folk pottery

or the Folk Art Movement itself, is almost non-cxistant. The Educa~
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tion Director of the de Young Museum of San Francisco, further pointed
to the tremendous interest in Japanese folk craft not only among pro-
fessional craftsmen, but among the lay public, and encouraged me to
proceed with my project. As a writer, rather than an art historian,
I woulcd hope to make this a readable account, with attention to indi-
end ideas, as well as the historical facts of the Japanese
ccene, I would thereby hope to make this book of interest to
the hyman as well as those with a profcssional intercst in crafis

Jpon completion of this book, I would hope to submit it to my

New Yocrk publisher, Harcourt, Brace & Co, or to a phbligbor:shecicliz-

ing in boocks of Japan, such as the Grove Press,

As to my ultimate purpose as a writecr, I hope to o ntinue writing

ailong lines that will promote intercultural understanding, It seems

that we must urgently seck understanding on a people-to-peo ple

a
1T we are to survive, and further, that understanding in the

area of the arts is one of the most direct and fundamentol forms of
communication we can achieve. I should like to ccntinue writing bcecks
ifor children, bub hope to delve deeper into a study of Jp mese folk
craft so that I might eventually write odditicnal books in this field,
Hoving fomiiiarized myself with local crafts through my work for CRAFT
HORIZOYS, I would also hope that I might interpret western thought and

1.

crafss to the Japanesc people as well, and thereby function as an

effective liaison betwcen cast and west,
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YOSHIKO UCHIDA

My undergraduate work was done at the University of California
where I received an AB in Liberal Arts; my graduate work at Smith College,
where I received a Masters in Education.

In 1952, I received a Foreign Study and Research Fellowship from
the Ford Foundation and spent 2 years in Japan collecting material for my
writing. While there, I completed work om my second collection of folk tales,
THE MAGIC LISTENING CAP, for which I also did the illustrations and jacket
design. This book was one of the Honor Books of the Herald Tribune Spring
Book Festival in 1955. I was also able to pursue an established interest in
Japanese arts and became particularly interested in folk craft. I travelled
extensively in Japan, visited many rural kilns and became well acquainted with
the leaders of the Folk Art Movement. In Tokyo, I wrote & series of feature
articles on Japanese craftsmen for the NIPPON TIMES and also wrote a booklet
about the famous potter, Kanjiro Kawai. (WE DO NOT WORK ALONE, published by
the Fokk Art Soclety of Kyoto, 1953).

On my return to the States, I was given an assignment from the
National Council of Churches to write their Jr. High study book for their
Japen Fmphasis Year. THE FULL CIRCLE, based on the life of the daughter of
the evangelist, Kagawa, was published in 1957. I also did the illustrations
for this book.

For the past seven years, I have written for CRAFT HORIZONS, the
national magazine of the Ameriean Craftesmen's Council., In addition to doing

feature articles for them, I have been serving as their Bay Area correspondent

and have had a "Letter from San Francisco" , reviewing local craft exhibits,

in each issue of the magazine.
TAKAO AND GRANDFATHER'S SWORD was published in 1958 - a story of a

Japengse potter's son. This book has now been translated into German and Dutch.
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THE PROMISED YEAR and MIK AND THE PROWLER were published in 1959 and 1960,
respectively.

Last year, at the urging of the Director of the Folk Art Museum, I
spent Smonths in Japan to research more craft articles and to collect further
material for juvenile bocks. While in Tokyo, I assisted the potter, Shoji Hamada,

by translating portions of his new book into English, worked on a geries of

educational art slides entitled, "Living Forms of Japan", and wrote sesmveral

pieces for CRAFT HORIZONS.

I am working at present on a book about a 8econd generation Japanese
farm family in California, and hope next, to do a book giving some insight into
the vast changes Japan ir undergoing. ROKUBEI AND THE THOUSAND RICE BOWLS is
my first published attempt in the area of picture books.

All of my books so far have been about Japanese or Japanese-Americean
children. I have wented to draw on my own cultural heritage in the hope that
by sharing it with American children, I might strengthen their own intercultural

understanding and education.




News 0/ Scribrer 2 Books a)Z()‘GfLLLl/ZO)’S

YOSHIKO‘UCHIDA
author of NE! FRIENDS FOR SUSAN

Yoshiko Uchida was born in Alameda, California and grew up in
Berkeleys NET FRIDNDS FOR SUSAN is set in Berkeley and tells of a
happy home and school life such as was %he author's ewne

In 1942 Iiiss Uchida graduated CUIM LAUDE from the University of
Californiae Before commencement she had been evacuated to a Vlartime
Assembly Center, so received her degree "in absentia+" At the Center
she taught'in the primary gradese

After the war she took her master's degree in education at Smith
College then taught in Frankford Friends! School in Fhilgdelphiae

She is working at present with the United Student Christian Council
in New Yorke Her previous book w THE DAINCING KETTLE AI'D CTHER JAPAIIESE
FOLK TALZES .

”F

She says riends have : vhether

autobiographicale It isn't mee to be==although there is some of my
own experience in it, and I suppose, something of me, tooe

want most from this book is to have the children who read it

realize that all children are basically alike no matter what their

racial backgrounds may be"
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I am very much interested in all art forms, but have the

most knowledge about handcerafts, My interest in this area vel-

oped as a re: f a trip to Japan on a Ford Foundation Fellowship
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AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL DATA

~Yoshiko Uchida

Although I was born and reared in Californis, my 1ife has always
been rather closely linked to Japan, the native country of my parents.
We seemed to entertain an endless stream of friends from Japan, and we
observed various Japenese customs such as the Dolls' Festival in March,
when dozens of tiny dolls would emerge for display from the depths of my
mother's trunk. We ate Japanese dishes as often as American, and cups
of steaming green tea were usually served all our guests. During our
childhood, my sister and I heard many Japanese folk tales and stories,
gsome of which were later incorporated into my first collection of folk tales.
Whén I wvas & child, our family went to Japan for a summer's visit,
but my sensibilities were such that I often amused myself by counting the
number of bows my parents exchanged with their friends. A good many years
later ( in 1952 ), I returned to Japan on a fellowship from the Ford Founda-
tion to collect material for my writing. I stayed two years, and this
time did more than count bows. It was during this time that I collected
the stories for THE MAGIC IISTENING CAP, as well as background materiel for

other writing, including TAKAO AND GRANDFATHER'S SWORD. I also became very

much interested in Japan's fol&_craft. I travelled to several rurel kilns,

became acquainted with many potters, and wrote a series of articles about
them for the JAPAN TIMES. Since returning to the States, my interest in
crafts has continued. I have written several articles for CRAFT HORIZONS
and am now sgerving as thelr Bay Area correspondent. I even studied a little
pottery, but discovered that it is easler for me to write sbout potters

than to throw a goéd pot.




As to education: I have an AB with honors from the University
of California and a Masters in Education from Smith College, where I went
on fellowship.

I taught elementary school for a while at a Quaker School in Phila-
delphia. I have done, and still do some office work, but merely as the
necessary complement to writing in order to earn a living.

I have written articles for the Army Civil Affairs Division,
GOURMET, "WOMAN'S DAY and other miscellaneous magazines. I have also done
a number of short stories and still hope someday to get beyond the encourag-
ing letters from the NEW YORKER.

In addition to the two years in Jepan, I spent a summer in Burope
and have crossed the U.8. a number of times.

My published juvenile bokks are as follows:

THE DANCING KETTLE « Harcourt, Brace and Co. - 1949

NEW FRIENDS FOR SUSAN - Charles Scribners 1951

*THE MAGIC LISTENING CAP - Harcourt, Brace 1955

¥THE FULL CIRCIE « Friendship Press - 1957

(Written on assignment for the Joint Commission
on Missionary Education of the National Council
of Churches for their Japan Study Year.)

TAKAO AND GRANDFATHER'S SWORD - Harcourt, Brace -~ 1958

R T

* - These two books, I illustrsted myself.

March 1958
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THE HW.WILSON COMPANY

PUBLISHERS OF INDEXES AND REFERENCE WORKS
950-972 UNIVERSITY AVENUE ¢ NEW YORK 52, N.Y.

July 1l, 1957

Miss Yoshiko Uchida

645 63rd Street

Oakland 9, Californla

Dear Miss Uchida:

Thank you so much for a very interesting autobiographical
sketch, It's about 150 words too long but I'm hoping 1
won't have to cute I'm waiting until all the copy is in;
then will see how much has to come oute

The picture, too, is excellent. You are so prettyl It
should reproduce well and I'll ask that it be returned
to you.

We are hoping MORE JUNIOR AUTHORS will be published in

Sincerely youré3‘*Q§&Av

Muriel Fuller
Editor
MORE JUNIOR A UTHORS

1958, probably the fall,

mf/o

P.S.Wilson has just forwarded your letter of June 28
We haven't begun to make t he cuts yet and won't for
some time, so I'm returning the picture herewith.

When you get it back, please send it to us again.
Thank youe




645 63rd Street
Vakland 9, Calif,
May 1, 1957
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CABLE: WILSONDEX FOUNDED IN 1898 LUDLOW 8-8400
THE H.W. WILSON COMPANY
PUBLISHERS OF INDEXES AND REFERENCE WORKS

950 UNIVERSITY AVENUE e NEW YORK 52, N.Y.

March 29, 1957

Mr. Yoshiko Uchida
c/o Harcourt, Brace & Co.
383 Madison Avenue
New York 17, N. Y.

Dear Mr, Uchida:

We are happy to tell you that your name has been selected
for inclusion in MORE JUNIOR AUTHORS, the long-awaited companion
volume to THE JUNIOR BOOK OF AUTHORS. The latest edition of
THE JUNIOR BOOK OF AUTHORS is one of the most widely used of the
Wilson Company's reference tools, especially in school and public
libraries, and we expect the library demand for MORE JUNIOR AUTHORS
to be equally great.

Your name was selected on the basis of a poll of represen-
tative children's and young people's librarians from all sections
of the country. No one can buy admission to this work, nor is
there any obligation on your part to buy the book when it is ready.

May we ask you to send us an autobiographical sketch of
approximately 500 words, together with a photograph (glossy print,
if possible)? Enclosed are four examples of such autobiographies
from THE JUNIOR BOCK OF AUTHORS. Of especial interest (in addition
to place and date of birth, and formal education) are those
incidents in your childhood or youth that turned you to your chosen
career, as well as any aspects of your life that have been reflected
in your books.

In addition to the autoblographical sketch, will you please
give us a short list of your principal books (not more than four
titles), and the correct pronunciation of your name, if it is
at all unusual?

We have to reserve the right to cut the sketch to fit space
limitations but we trust that this will not be necessary. We
will appreciate as prompt a response as possible. A stamped
addressed envelope is enclosed for your convenience in replying.

ncerely yours,
L 4

Muriel Fuller ’4Lj2£é1:

MF:kb Editor
encl, MORE JUNIOR AJ THORS

ABRIDGED READERS GUIDE e AGRICULTURAL INDEX e ART INDEX e BIBLIOGRAPHIC INDEX ¢ BIOGRAPHY INDEX e« BOOK REVIEW DIGEST

CHILDREN'S CATALOG e CUMULATIVE BOOK INDEX s CURRENT BIOGRAPHY e« EDUCATION INDEX e EDUCATIONAL FILM GUIDE e ESSAY INDEX

FICTION CATALOG e FILMSTRIP GUIDE =« INDEX TO LEGAL PERIODICALS . INDUSTRIAL ARTS INDEX . INTERNATIONAL INDEX

LIBRARY LITERATURE ¢ READERS' GUIDE TO PERIODICAL LITERATURE e REFERENCE SHELF e« STANDARD CATALOG FOR HIGH SCHOOL LIBRARIES
STANDARD CATALOG FOR PUBLIC LIBRARIES e VERTICAL FILE INDEX e WILSON LIBRARY BULLETIN




Roger Duvoisin

1904-

ILLUSTRATOR, AND AUTHOR OF
Three Sneezes, They Put Out to Sea, Etc.

Autobiographical sketch of Roger Antoine
Duvoisin:

WAS born in Geneva, Switzerland. My

father was an architect and kept busy
building houses while my mother kept even
more busy dressing me in long robes with
polka dots and tying blue ribbons in my
hair.

Like most children, I loved to draw.
Galloping horses were my favorite subject.
But I labored in vain trying to draw the
hoofs; they always looked like oversized
shoes. Fortunately an uncle of mine had a
special talent for drawing horses and I
looked forward to his visit with great expec-
tation as I always made him fill sheets of
paper with magnificent horses, prancing on
their elegant hoofs.

Trees also were my despair. They have
so many leaves that I lost hope of drawing
them all. I was sad when I looked at my
trees whose leaves hung from the branches
like Christmas tree ornaments. But I got
help there too. My godmother, who was a
well-known painter of enamels, said she
knew a trick that would help me and she
showed it to me. After that my trees were

really bad.

Thus I scribbled so many strange things
and used up so much white paper that my
godmother declared she could see my future
very clearly. 1 would be a painter of
enamels. My mother concurred. But my
father shook his head. He thought I would
make a better chemist. He was alone against
two—so he compromised. I would be an
artist but not a painter of enamels; a mural
painter and a stage designer. That was
closer to his own profession. So, when [
became of age, I entered art school.

Out of school, I began to paint murals
and stage scenery and also posters and illus-
trations. I did much with ceramics too and
I even became manager of an old French
pottery plant. I soon left this, however,
to design textiles in Lyons and Paris. I did
well, for, as'I learned later, the former man-
ager of the pottery plant had sworn he
would shoot me one dark night for having
taken his job. It was this idea of designing
textiles that led to my becoming an American

citizen, for in Paris an American textile firm
offered to bring me to America if I would
promise to stay there four years at least.

A trip to America was an exciting adven-
ture, so I came over looking forward to
some interesting experiences.

After four or five years the textile firm
went bankrupt—through no fault of my
own—and I found myself jobless. This
happened during the depression. But as I
was very happy here, I had no desire to sail
back to Europe. Instead, I published a book
I had written for my young son, and ever
since, I have been illustrating and writing
books for children and drawing illustrations
for magazines.

In 1938 I became a citizen.

x x %

Mr. Duvoisin now lives in Gladstone,
New Jersey.

Elizabeth Enright

1909-
AUTHOR AND ILLUSTRATOR OF

Thimble Summer, Then There Were Five,
The Four-Story Mistuke, Eic.

Autobiographical sketch of Elizabeth En-
right:

I WAS born in Chicago, but did not live

there long. After a year and a half my
parents brought me to New York. Both
were artists. My father, W. J. Enright, was,
and is, a political cartoonist. My mother,
then Maginel Wright Enright, was an illus-
trator. She now makes another kind of pic-
ture, very beautiful, too, of wool.

Naturally with so much drawing and
painting going on in the house, I felt I
had to draw, too. From the age of three
I drew hundreds and hundreds of pictures,
adopting and abandoning many different
styles, but the subject matter was always the
same: fairies, mermaids, princesses, kings,
ogres, giants, and wicked witches. I be-
lieved in, or pretended to believe in fairies
for a long time, and knew the stories of
Hans Christian Andersen and the brothers
Grimm practically by heart.

When 1 was six my mother took me to
see Anna Pavlova. I decided at once to be
a dancer and spent hours thumping and
banging around the living room to the music
of the victrola, even learning to walk on my
toes while wearing sneakers. Nothing much

came of all this but discouragement and sore
toes. I went on drawing.

After finishing high school I studied at
the Art Students League in New York for
two years, and then spent part of another
year in Paris.

I got my first real job at twenty, illustrat-
ing a fairy tale, and in the same year was
commissioned to draw the pictures for Kees,
by Marian King. I was very happy about
this and finished the preliminary drawings
the night before my marriage.

I illustrated quite a few books after Kees,
but by and by thought it would be fun to
illustrate the kind of book I wanted in
exactly the way I wished; so I wrote the
book myself. I did not go about it quite as
one is supposed to—I made most of the pic-
tures first and then wrote the story around
them—but I enjoyed myself a lot. The book,
Kintu: A Congo Adventure, was published
in 1935. During the process I discovered I
teally liked writing much better than draw-
ing, so after a while I started another book,
this time about a little Wisconsin farm girl.
The book was called Thimble Summer, and
to my great joy was awarded the Newbery
Medal in 1939.

Since then I've written four other chil-
dren’s book and one for adults. I gave up
illustrating, except for my own books, some
time ago. I still like to draw, though, and
am always scribbling faces on -everything.

My husband is Robert Gillham, and we
have two sons, Nicky and Robin.

Munro Leaf

December 4, 1905-

AUTHOR OF

The Story of Ferdinand, Wee Gillis, The
Watchbirds, Manners Can Be Fun, Etc.

Autobiographical sketch of Munro Leaf:

PROBABLY my chief qualification for

writing books for American children is
that I have led such an average typical
American child’s life. Ever since I can
remember I have been interested in people,
what they do and why they do it. Put that
together with something I decided at about
the age of six, that is that children are
people, and sooner or later I was bound to
write about and for them.




I was born in a little place called Hamil-
ton that is now part of the city of Baltimore.
Early in my life my family moved to Wash-
ington, and there 1 went to public school
until I entered the University of Maryland.

As a boy I led a life that was half city
and half country, thanks to the lucky fact
that my home was near the wonderful
woods, fields, brooks, and ponds of the
National Soldiers’ Home. I played games,
studied some, got into trouble and out again
in the normal ways. I was a boy scout and
had the good fortune to have a scoutmaster
who was everything a boy could hope for.

When I went to Maryland, I studied some
more, played all the games I could, joined
a fraternity, made a lot of friends, and had
a wonderful time for four years, graduating
in 1927 with a bachelor of arts degree.

During my summer vacations from Mary-
land I tried a little of everything: worked
in a lawyer’s office, pick-and-shoveled on a
Virginia road building gang, ranch-handed
in Montana, went to Army Reserve Officers
camp, and shipped out on a British tramp
steamer carrying coal from Baltimore to
Dublin, Ireland.

After Maryland I went up to Harvard
and took a master of arts degree in English
literature and then taught and coached in
preparatory schools in Massachusetts and
Pennsylvania for three years.

Then I went to New York and sneaked
into the book publishing business, first as
a manuscript reader and later as a director
in a publishing company.

In 1934 I wrote my first children’s book,
Grammar Can Be Fun. When 1 made
scratchy little drawings to show what I
thought an artist should do, people laughed
at them and it was decided I might as well
go ahead and illustrate the boo... I've been
doing the same kind of scratches ever since
and they don’t seem to get any better or
worse.

The year 1936 was a pleasant one for me
and my wife Margaret. That fall both
Ferdinand and Manners Can Be Fun came
out and today, many years later, she and I
and our two sons, Andy and Gil, eat some
of our meals with thanks to those two
books.

The better part of the four war years
were spent in the army, but even there I

could squeeze in time to keep writing for
children.

It's a pleasant way to spend your time
and if you believe as I do that the children
of today will shape the world of tomorrow,
it’s one way to try to help us all get along
together better than we ever have before.
I can honestly testify that ““Writing Can Be
Fun.”

* % %

The Story of Ferdinand, Munro Leaf’s
best known book, has been called one of
the few juvenile classics of recent years. In
its original form, with Robert Lawson’s de-
lightful illustrations, and in moving pictures
and on the radio it has pleased adults almost
as much as the younger readers for whom
it was written “in forty minutes one rainy
Sunday afternoon.”

Maud Hart Lovelace

1892-

AUTHOR OF
Betsy-Tacy, Hearen to Betsy, Esc.

Autobiographical sketch of Maud Hart
Lovelace:

READERS of the Betsy-Tacy books al-
ready know quite a bit about me, for
Maud Hart Lovelace as a little girl was very
much like Betsy. I was born in Mankato,
Minnesota, which certainly resembles the
Deep Valley of my stories. I lived with
my father, mother, and two sisters in a
small yellow cottage at the end of a street
which, like Betsy's Hill Street, ran straight
up nto a green hill and stopped. There I
had innumerable happy adventures with two
friends whom I have named Tacy and Tib.
After grade school and high school in
Mankato, I went to the University of Min-
nesota. I traveled in this country and in
Europe, and I was in London when World
War I broke out. I can still hear the bands
playing “Tipperary.” In 1917 I married
Delos Lovelace, then a lieutenant in a ma-
chine gun battalion but later a writer and
newspaper man. I began writing historical
novels, both alone and in collaboration
with my husband.

Merian was born in 1931, and as soon as
she had reached an age to listen, I started
telling her stories of my childhood. These
grew into the Betsy-Tacy books. I thought
the series would end when Betsy reached
her teens, but about that time I chanced
upon my own high school diaries. Merian,
a freshman herself, was delighted with
them, and I was impressed with how similar
high school in 1905 was to high school in
1945—fudge, dates, ouija boards, singing
around the piano. So Merian and Betsy
have been going through high school with
a book for each year.

Children keep asking how much of these
stories is true—a question difficult to answer.
The background is true, many of the inci-
dents are true—but twisted about, of course,
to make the plots. Almost all the characters

. are true, but sometimes two or three people

have been combined to make one.

Tacy and Tib are absolutely true, and on
a recent joyous trip to the Middle West I
visited both of them—Tacy in Buffalo
where I played with her grandchildren,

Tib in Chicago where she introduced me to
a niece as yellow haired and daring as Tib
was at her age. A character out of Heaven
to Betsy drove me from Minneapolis to
Mankato where we visited the Big Hill, the
Secret Lane, and Little Syria. Another
character gave a dinner party which brought
together many members of the old high
school crowd. (Yes, we stood around the
piano and sang!)

My home now is a white blue-shuttered
house in Garden City, Long Island, near
New York, where my husband is on the
staff of one of the big newspapers. As a
family we like reading and writing (but
not arithmetic), music and plays, traveling
anywhere, the beach, ping-pong, meals out-
of-doors, company, and—of course—each
other.




Yoshiko Uchida

1921-

Yoshiko Uchida, about three, and sister Keiko

ama, be sure to bring me my umbrella if it
M rains,” I would say. “I will, Yo Chan, don’t
worry,” Mama would answer. “Now be

careful crossing the street.”

Every morning my mother and I repeated this
little ritual before I trudged off to Longfellow Elemen-
tary School in Berkeley, California. The sun could be
shining in a clear blue sky and the rainy season long
gone, but I always had to have this reassurance from
my mother before I left home.

I don’t think it was really the rain that concerned
me. It was just that I had to know my mother was
always there for me if I needed her. I know part of my
insecurity came from being four years younger than
my only sister, Keiko, who could do everything better
than I, and who could make me do just about anything
by threatening, “All right for you, if you don’t!” But
there was something else that added to my timidity. I
was an American of Japanese descent and, although
we had several close white American family friends, I
lived in a society that in general made me feel different
and not as good as my white peers.

I grew up asking such questions as, “Will you rent

us a house? Will the neighbors object? Can Japanese
swim in your pool?” When I went to a beauty parlor
for my first professional haircut, I called first to ask,
“Do you cut Japanese hair?” There was also the time
when a stranger on the street shouted to me, “Go back
where you came from!”

All T longed for in those early years was to be like
everyone else and to be viewed as an American. I was
born in Alameda, California, and grew up in Berkeley.
And yet, when people saw me, they usually saw only
my Japanese face.

When I was ten, my parents took my sister and
me to a small village in Connecticut to visit my moth-
er’s white American pen pal. We were probably the
first Asians to visit this small community, and one of
the women I met gave me a pat on the head and said,
“My, you speak English so beautifully.” She had
meant to compliment me, of course, but I still remem-
ber today how stunned and disappointed I was to be
perceived as a foreigner.

If I felt intimidated and different in the “outside
world,” however, I felt safe and secure at home. There
flowed from my parents not only love and warmth and
caring for Keiko and me, but the richness of the Japa-
nese culture, values, traditions and beliefs that were an
integral part of their lives and which thus became a
vital part of our own as well.

My mother, Iku Umegaki, the eldest daughter of
a prefectural governor in Japan, came to the United
States in 1916 to marry my father, Dwight Takashi
Uchida, who had preceded her to America in 1906.
Both were graduates of Doshisha University, one of the
early Christian universities of Japan, and as was the
custom of the day, their marriage was an arranged one.
Seeing their long and happy marriage, however, I have
always thought the professors who arranged the match
must have taken great pride in the success of their en-
deavor.

After a few early years in Portland, Oregon, my
parents lived in Oakland, California, and my father
worked in the San Francisco offices of Mitsui and Com-
pany, a large Japanese business firm where he eventu-
ally became assistant manager. They moved later to
Berkeley, the city which has always been and is now
“home” for me.

My parents were early and active members of a




Yoshiko Uchida
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- Family portrait with paternal grandmother, 1931

small Japanese church (now Sycamore Congregational
Church), to which they devoted much of their time and
energy. Every Sunday morning we piled into Papa’s
Buick, picked up three or four children on the way,
and got to church in time for both my parents to teach
Sunday school class. This meant that Keiko and I
could never miss a Sunday either, and because my par-
ents were giving and caring people, unable to be indif-
ferent to the needs of others, we learned early the im-
portance of being responsible for our fellow human
beings.

The written word was always important in our
family, and my mother often wrote poetry—the thirty-
one-syllable Japanese tanka. Like most women of her
day, however, she focused her attention on her family,
and her creativity existed on the fringes of her life. She
wrote her poems on scraps of paper and the backs of
envelopes, and they were published by a friend in a
small Japanese newsletter.

My mother also loved books, and our house was
filled with them. Although she didn’t find time to read
much for herself, she often read Japanese stories to
Keiko and me. Many of these were the Japanese folk-
tales which I later included in my first published book,
The Dancing Kettle.

Unlike my gentle dreamer mother, my father was
a cheerful, practical, and energetic businessman who
handled all the business matters of our house with
great efficiency. He was also an avid letter writer, and
influenced by my mother, he eventually tried his hand
at writing tanka as well.

Between the two of them, my parents carried on a
voluminous correspondence, mostly with friends and
relatives in Japan. As a result, our mailbox was always
bulging, and our home seemed constantly filled with
visiting friends from Japan. Many were Doshisha
alumni or professors and others were seminary students
or long-winded ministers. The students usually spent at
least two years in Berkeley, so were often invited to our
home for Sunday and holiday dinners, and even worse
for me, they often dropped by uninvited. Pressed and
polished, with their squeaky shoes, their hair slicked
down with camellia hair oil, they appeared for after-
noon tea and stayed for supper, and I hated them with
a passion for intruding on our family life.

But now these people who were so dull and an-
noying to me as a child, provide wonderful material for
my writing, and I remember them not only with fasci-
nation, but with some guilt for the shabby way I
treated them. I also remember the laughter, the won-
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derful smell of sukiyak: cooking at the table, and the
after-dinner singing around our piano, and realize that
in spite of ourselves, Keiko and I often had good times
at these gatherings.

I believe our life’s experiences are always with us,
and I find that I draw constantly from the memories of
the past. I also find bits and pieces of my child self
turning up in my writing.

It seems to me I’'ve been interested in books and
writing for as long as I can remember. I was writing
stories when I was ten, and being the child of frugal
immigrant parents, I wrote them on brown wrapping
paper which I cut up and bound into booklets, and
because I am such a saver, I still have them. The first
is titled, “Jimmy Chipmonk and His Friends: A Short
Story for Small Children.”

I not only wrote stories, I also kept a journal of
important events which I began the day I graduated
from elementary school. Of course my saver self kept
that journal as well, and even today I can read of the
special events of my young life, such as the times my
parents took us to an opera or concert in San Fran-
cisco, or the day I got my first dog, or the sad day it
died, when I drew a tombstone for him in my journal
and decorated it with floral wreaths.

By putting these special happenings into words
and writing them down, I was trying to hold on to and

somehow preserve the magic as well as the joy and
sadness of certain moments in my life, and I guess
that’s really what books and writing are all about.

Yoshiko and Keiko with their dog, about 1933

Junior high and high school were not very happy
times, for those were the years when I felt more and
more alienated and excluded, especially from the social
activities of my white classmates. I couldn’t wait to get
out of high school. I increased my class load and
graduated in two-and-a-half years, entering the Uni-
versity of California at Berkeley when I was only six-
teen, immature and naive. There the exclusion of Japa-
nese Americans from the social activities of white
students was even greater than in high school, and my
social life was confined to activities of the Japanese
students clubs. We had our own dances, weenie roasts,
picnics and parties, and I finally discovered the plea-
sures of dating.

All during my college years I never spoke first to a
white student for fear of being rebuffed, and never
went out socially with a white man until many years
later. Although my closest friend now and for the past
twenty-five years happens to be a white man, I prob-
ably would not have spoken to him nor gone out with
him had we met during my college years.

It was during my senior year in college that the
bombs fell on Pearl Harbor and my whole world fell
apart. We were having Sunday dinner when we heard
the unbelievable news on the radio. Assuming it was
the act of a fanatic and certainly not even dreaming
that it was the beginning of war with Japan, I went to
the university to study for final exams.

When I returned home toward evening, my father
was gone. The FBI had taken him for questioning, and
we had no idea when he would return. We left the
porch light on all night, hoping he would return
shortly, but for three days and nights we had no word
from him. Finally we learned that he as well as hun-
dreds of other Japanese American community leaders
had been seized on December 7th and were being held
at the San Francisco Immigration Headquarters. Soon
after, they were shipped to various prisoner-of-war
camps, and my father was among those sent to Mis-
soula, Montana.

Those were anxious days filled with false rumors
of sabotage by the Japanese Americans in Hawaii
(later completely refuted), growing campaigns of ha-
tred and vilification by longtime anti-Asian pressure
groups, and extremely troubling rumors about a “mass
evacuation” of all the Japanese Americans from the
West Coast. None of us believed our government
would imprison its own citizens, but on February 19,
1942, President Franklin D. Roosevelt issued Executive
Order 9066 which would uproot 120,000 Japanese
Americans and imprison us behind barbed wire, with-
out trial or hearing, simply because we looked like the
enemy. Two-thirds of us were American citizens, and I
was one of them.




Yoshiko Uchida

Something about the Author Autobiography Series, Volume 1

AIAD My
\3 '5\3?‘?’\3

P
MURN

Uchida (far left) with college classmates, 1941

Looking back on that tragic event today, I find it
hard to believe that our government leaders could
have violated our constitution so ruthlessly. I believe
their betrayal was not only against the Japanese
Americans, but against ALL Americans, for they dam-
aged the very essence of our democratic beliefs.

By March a five-mile travel restriction and an
8:00 p.M. curfew were imposed on us, and for the next
two months my mother, sister, and I tried to prepare
for our forced removal by clearing out the house we
had occupied for fifteen years. We worked frantically,
selling things we should have kept and storing things
we should have thrown out. Although friends came to
help us, our task was made doubly difficult by the ab-
sence of my father. It was distressing to have to drop
out from the university, but one of the saddest mo-
ments was having to part with our aging collie who
died only a few months after he was separated from us.

On April 21, 1942, removal orders were issued for
the Japanese of Berkeley, giving us exactly ten days to
clear out of the area. On May 1, some fourteen hun-
dred of us were shipped under armed guard to the
Tanforan Racetrack which eventually housed eight
thousand uprooted Japanese Americans in its stables
and barracks.

By then we had become Family # 13453, and
when my father was released on parole to join us, the
four of us lived for five months in a horse stall previ-
ously occupied by a single horse. Only thin wood par-
titions divided the families jammed into rows of horse
stalls, and privacy became something we could only

remember with longing. I, of course, missed my gradu-
ation from the university, and my diploma was sent to
me in a cardboard roll and presented to me in my
horse stall by the camp mailman.

Schools, churches, and recreation centers were
quickly organized, and with teachers in short supply, I
signed up to teach a class of second graders. My sister,
with a degree in child development from Mills College,
organized the camp’s two nursery schools.

By September, however, the entire camp was
again uprooted. This time we were sent to a desolate
concentration camp called Topaz, located in the mid-
dle of a vast and barren Utah desert. We discovered it
to be a cluster of bleak tar-papered barracks, (none of
which were complete when we arrived), surrounded by
a barbed wire fence with guard towers at each corner.
Each family was assigned to one of six rooms into
which each barrack was divided, but there were no
stoves for heat, and the lack of inner sheetrock walls
allowed white powder-like dust to sift into the rooms
from every crack in the siding as well as the hole in the
roof where the stovepipe was to fit.

I again taught second grade, but the school bar-
racks were as hopelessly inadequate as those in which
we lived. The children and I often sat in our classroom
bundled up in coats and scarves, shivering in morning
temperatures of thirty degrees. On other days when the
frequent raging dust storms swept through the desert
and dust poured in from the roof, we feared for the
children’s safety and sent them home for the day.

In Topaz my sister again organized nursery
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Topaz, Utah, 1942-43: “the concentration camp where I was interned. Hidden from view
are the barbed wire fence and guard towers.”

schools, my father chaired many of the committees
needed to run the camp, and my mother, in her gentle
nurturing way, tried to make a home in our bleak bar-
rack room for our family and friends.

But life in a concentration camp, ringed by a
barbed wire fence and guarded by armed sentries, grew
increasingly intolerable, and with the help of the Stu-
dent Relocation Committee (administered by the
American Friends Service Committee), I obtained a
fellowship enabling me to leave. In May 1943, Keiko
and I left Topaz—she to work in the nursery school of
Mt. Holyoke’s Department of Education and I to do
graduate work at Smith College, Northampton, Mas-
sachusetts. Not long after, my parents received permis-
sion to leave for Salt Lake City.

It had been a devastating and traumatic year
which left a lasting impact on my life, but it was many
years before I could write about the experience.

During my year at Smith College, I earned a
Master’s degree in education, and feeling at last like a
full-fledged teacher, I accepted a job teaching a com-
bined class of first and second graders in a small
Quaker school on the outskirts of Philadelphia. But
after my first year, I had the first of many bouts with
mononucleosis and also realized that teaching was a
twenty-four-hour job that left me no time nor energy

for writing. So I ended my brief teaching career and
headed for New York City where my sister was teach-
ing in a private school.

I spent the next few years working as a secretary at a
job I could leave behind at the end of the day and
was able to write in the evenings. I was writing short
stories at the time, sending them to the New Yorker,
Atlantic Monthly and Harper’s—and routinely receiving
printed rejection slips. After a time, however, the slips
contained encouraging penciled notes and a New Yorker
editor even met with me to suggest that I write about
my concentration camp experiences.

I never made the New Yorker, but the article I
wrote for them became the core of material which, af-
ter years of revisions, additions, submissions, and sim-
ply languishing in my files, eventually became my
book for adults, Desert Exile: The Uprooting of a Japanese
American Family. And many of the short stories I wrote
during those days were published eventually in litera-
ture anthologies for young people.

Although I did place one short story at Woman’s
Day, 1 discovered soon thereafter that I could be more
successful writing for children, and in 1952 a Ford
Foundation Foreign Area Fellowship enabled me to es-
cape my life as secretary/writer to spend two years in
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Family portrait, 1943, “on the day my sister and I (far left) left Topaz for the outside world.”

Japan. I had been there before as a child, but my
memories of that visit were of such things as long bor-
ing afternoons when I’d counted the number of times
my parents and their friends exchanged bows on first
meeting (the most was thirteen!).

This time I loved everything about the country,
and my years there were as restorative and enriching as
the wartime experience had been devastating and de-
pleting. I went primarily to collect more Japanese folk-
tales (which were later included in The Magic Listening
Cap and The Sea of Gold), but I grew increasingly inter-
ested in Japan’s arts and crafts.

I learned about Japanese folk art from the three
men who founded the Folk Art Movement of Japan:
the eminent philosopher Soetsu Yanagi and two of Ja-
pan’s leading potters, Shoji Hamada and Kanjiro Ka-
wai. They opened my eyes to the honest, simple beauty
of handcrafts made by rural villagers, taught me much
about contemporary Japanese pottery and even about
Zen which, for some fleeting moments, I thought I ac-
tually understood.

I translated such poems by Kanjiro Kawai as “I
am you/ the you that only I can see,” and many of
them, along with a monograph about his life work,
were published in a chapbook entitled, We Do Not Work
Alone. 1 also wrote several articles dealing with Japa-
nese crafts for the Nippon Times, and later for Craft Ho-
rizons, whose West Coast correspondent I was for a

time.

On returning to California I was eager to try some
handcrafts myself, and studied pottery, jewelry-mak-
ing, and frame loom tapestry. I discovered, however,
that none of it was as easy as it looked. My pots were
often lopsided, my jewelry sometimes fell apart, and I
could complete only one tapestry. I decided my talents
lay not in creating handcraft, but in writing about it,
and I soon discovered potters turning up in some of my
children’s books as well—7Takao and Grandfather’s Sword,
Rokuber and the Thousand Rice Bowls, and Makoto, The
Smallest Boy. And of course many of my subsequent
books incorporated aspects of Japanese life that I had
absorbed during my two years there—The Forever
Christmas Tree, Sumi’s Prize, Sumi’s Special Happening,
Sumi and The Goat and The Tokyo Express, In-Between
Miya, and Hisako’s Mpysteries.

Most important, however, my years in Japan had
made me aware of a new dimension to myself as a
Japanese American and deepened my respect and ad-
miration for the culture that had made my parents
what they were. By then neither of them was in good
health, and I remained in California to care for them
and to give them what support and sustenance I could.

When my mother died in 1966, my father was
already partially paralyzed from a stroke, and I felt
moved to write a book especially for them and the
other first-generation Japanese (the Issei), who had en-
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Uchida in Paris, 1951

dured so much and been so strong.

The book I wrote was _jJourney to Topaz, the story of
young Yuki Sakane and her family, based largely on
my own journey to Topaz. Many years later, because
so many children wanted to know what happened to
Yuki and her family after the war, I wrote a sequel
entitled Journey Home.

When I speak to children in schools today, they
are full of questions about my two “Journey” books. I
also tell them about my short story “The Bracelet,”
which deals with the uprooting, and show them the
photographs in Desert Exile, which some of them have
read.

I always ask them why they think I wrote these
books about my wartime experiences, and they ask,
“To tell about the camps? To tell how you felt?” But
eventually, they come up with the right answer. “You
wrote them so it won’t happen again,” they say. And I
always make sure they understand that freedom is our
most precious possession.

I also hope they get a sense of the strength and
courage with which most Japanese Americans—espe-
cially the Issei—survived this devastating tragedy, for I
believe their survival was truly a triumph of the human
spirit.

Since Journey to Topaz, all of my books have been
about the Japanese American experience in the United

States, for by then the young third-generation Japa-
nese Americans were seeking their identity and sense of
self. I wanted not only to reinforce their self-knowledge
and pride, but to give them and all young people a
sense of continuity and kinship with the past.

In Samurai of Gold Hill 1 told the story of the first
Japanese colonists who came to California shortly after
the gold rush to establish their ill-fated tea and silk
farm. About the same time I also wrote a novel for
adults about a Japanese immigrant woman, but unfor-
tunately, despite encouraging words from many editors
and publishers, it has yet to find a home. The one thing
I have learned as a writer, however, is to be patient; I
still have hope that one day it will be published some-
where when the time is right.

My two picture books, The Birthday Visitor and The
Rooster Who Understood Japanese, were attempts to fill the
void about Japanese Americans in books for younger
children. But most of my writing has been for the eight-
to-twelve group, and my three recent books in this
category have been about Rinko, a young Japanese
American child growing up in Berkeley during the de-
pression years: A Jar of Dreams, The Best Bad Thing, and
The Happiest Ending.

These books are not based on my own life, for
Rinko’s family had more of a struggle to survive in
those difficult times than we did. Still, there is much of




Yoshiko Uchida Something about the Author Autobiography Series, Volume 1

Signing books after a school talk, Sacramento, 1975

276




Yoshiko Uchida

Something about the Author Autobiography Series, Volume 1

New Friends for Susan (illustrated by Henry Sugimoto). New
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me in Rinko; she has many of the same feelings and
longings I had as a child. But she discovers pride in
herself as a Japanese American much earlier than I
did, and she has much more gumption as well. She
dares to be bold and feisty when necessary, and she
doesn’t let her older brother push her around or tell her
what to do.

Writing these three books was a real joy for me,
for they brought back so many happy memories of the
times and people I knew in my childhood. I felt again
the spirit of hope and affirmation they expressed,
which I hope I conveyed to my readers as well.

All my books have been about the Japanese or
Japanese Americans, but while I cherish and take
pride in my special heritage, I never want to lose my
sense of connection with the community of man, for I
feel the basic elements of humanity are present in all
our strivings.

I am now happily settled again in Berkeley and feel
very lucky to be a writer, doing what I love best. I
love the freedom of being able to structure my own
days—to work or play or to see my friends or to travel
when I please. I think that kind of freedom is a luxury
to be cherished.

I meet occasionally with a group of fellow writers

in this area for sharing, support, and sometimes sympa-
thy, and enjoy meeting other writers when I speak at
conferences or meetings.

But I also enjoy the contact with college students
when I speak about Desert Exile, and it is great fun to
be with fourth, fifth, and sixth graders when I speak to
them about my books. They often write me wonderful
letters after my visits; I especially enjoyed one from a
young man whose class I visited in Texas. “Thanks a
lot for visiting our school,” he wrote, “and getting us
out of our afternoon classes.” That kind of letter keeps
me humble.

And perhaps the seven hundred folded-paper
cranes given to me recently by some fifth graders will
bring me the good fortune to continue writing many
more books, and as one child wished for me, “the hap-
piest life you will ever have!”

BIBLIOGRAPHY

FOR CHILDREN
Fiction:

The Dancing Kettle, and Other Japanese Folk Tales (illustrated by
Richard C. Jones). New York: Harcourt, 1949.
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Uchida at home in Berkeley, about 1980




When I was growing up in Berkeley, California, the world
was a very different place. I had +0 ask such questions as,
"Can we swim in your pool even if we're Japanese Americans?"
or "Will the neighbors be angry if we move in next door?"
Before going to a beauty parlor, I would call to ask if they
cut Japanese hair, and I often h§§¥%o put up with sales clerks

who treated me as though I didn't exist.

My parents created a warm loving home for my older sister

»

and me, apd infused into our lives their own Japanese spirit

and values. But I wanted so much to be accepted by white
American society, that I often rejected my Japaneseness.

One summer when I was ten, I met a white woman whose first
words were to compliment me for speaking English so well. I
was totally dismayed, for she had seen only my Japanese face
and treated me like a foreigner. I realized then that I would
always be perceived as being different.

It wasn't until both the world and I had changed drastically
that I finally learned to be proud of the Japanese, as well
as the American part of me. By then I had survived the World
War II internment, when our government uprooted and incarcerated
120,000 Japanese Americans without trial or hearing, not because
we had committed a crime, but simply because we looked like
the enemy.

I wanted young Jﬁﬁée Americans to be proud of the courage
and strength with which their parents and grandparents survived

this ordeal. 1I also wanted all young Americans to know of this




tragedy so nothing similar would ever happen again. And so
I wrote JOURNEY TO TOPAZ and its sequel JOURNEY HOME.

In these books, Yuki and her family endure much of what
my own family did, although the sequel is not our story. Yuki
felt the same despair I did when I was sent to a concentration
camp. She also had the same longing for home, and realizes,
as I eventually did, that home is wherever those we love are
gathered together.

My parents taught me much about the importance of family,
hard work, loyalty, a sense of purpose and affirmation, and
holding onto ones dreams. In a JAR OF DREAMS and its two
sequels, I evoke similar beliefs and values in Rinko's family
because I think they are still important ﬁe%*us today.

Although these books are totally fictional, there is
something of me in Rinko. She, however, learns to feel proud

of herself earlier than I did - which is the nice thing about

fiction. Events can be telescoped and one can sometimes create
)

satisfying situations not always possible in real life.

I did not have an Aunt Waka, but my parents and their
friends were strong, courageous people who, like Aunt Waka,
were proud of their heritage and encouraged me to follow my
dreams. A%%’mYM%ife,~they passed on to me their strength and
Japanese spirit, and when I finally learned to accept myself
for what I was - American and Japanese, I became whole and happy,

just as Rinko did.
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and strength with which their parents and grandparents survived
this ordeal. I also wanted all young Americans to know of this
tragedy so it would never happen again.

And so I wrote JOURNEY TO TOPAZ and its sequel JOURNEY
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my own family did, although the sequel is not ou;fgggﬁgi STy,
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hard work, loyalty, a sense of purpose and affirmation, and
holding onto ones dreams. Rinkels=famidy-in A JAR OF DREAMS
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in Rinko and Yuki, and a-lot of my mother and father in their
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I did not have an Aunt Waka, but my 94; parents and their

friends were strong, courageous people who, like Aunt Waka,
were proud of their heritage and encouraged me to follow my
dreams. All my life, they passed on to me their own strong
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for what I was —_American and Japanese, I became whole and happy,
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7"{"—%—*—&,”( ’1 "IL @ (I~ thown
to=atcceptawe for what I Wa.' When—this came aboeut, I too became

whole and happy as Rinko iearpé& to—-do.
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When I was growing up in Berkeley, Califrnia, the wcAd was a

very different place. I had toask such questions as, "Can we .came-
S

wim in your pool? ®We're Jpnse Amerlcens“ or "Will the neighbors | (&
C o VS }
move in next dcor°” And /dn I went to a beauty parlor v
: W ) :
=1 haircut, I, calld§ first to ask, "Do you
cut Japanese hair?"

There were~afsc stores and restaurants and—hetels the Jpse,
so—t hewenemaany“m}lacee__l_.d idn't go .clasde "
AMs were not welccedwj I often encoutnered sales clerks who wsaited—
WL.L\J
on—everyohe—else first—and treated me as though I didn't exist.
~
f&\ More than anythng, I hated belng ignored and made to< veel worth

/

le55\~—FOP maay years, 1 never spgke to a3 wh@te persom—first,~unless

N

it was a Friend I knew well. ié—he%ed~F€ETTF@ like a Big Nothing.

\— and was careful to avoid being
 XTEXWEEXX l;xmasm ESV=E thcugh I mena' e hurt.

(gu}ﬂ"\ o L P W"‘“ g rlhin St
n@ L“) e i

Agﬂh h&ex sheltered and loved. My parents

3

gave my older sist®&r and me much warm, loving support. We never wanted
Y T C 7
i —— \, n

for anything, &nd €E~A instilled in us theLJapanese spirit and values

£ i e
SR, S ka0 — A — R

they had brot with-themfrom Japan.e\We were surrounded in our home
by QDVinQ:FKLEUdS;»bgtbnﬂm7te;end Japehzéé;‘ Jpnse art and culture,

They read Jpnse stories to usg taught us Jpnse songs,, anc—eetebmeted

P ' ;
with-es(such Jpnse festivals as he Dolls Festival on March 3rd.

e
We observed many Jpnse-customs,\ate Jpnse food as well as wetern,

and went tc/e Jpnse ehtuRchls

é;?d tq because Iwas trying so hard to 'be like my white

American friends, longing to be accepted by white Am.,SDCLety,
4\,1\.[/ N e = gl T g T B e S

often rejected my Japaneseness; and'PeFusév Yo learn to read and write
= 0

¢ \,1\/vv\‘-‘ ¢

'ﬂJA{ | 7z = v~7 P W aw e e
Jpnse as my mother wanted me to dg. FDP that—woltd—jost—make—me—Ffeel

moredifferent from my white—classmates.

XXXXXXXARd yet, one-summer, I was




[ﬁgﬁ4§%e summer, my father took our family on a trip to the

East Coast. One of our stops was a small village in Conn. where my

mother wanted to meet the two white pen pals, with whom she had

]

corresponded since hé%Lgé;s atBeshisha—triv. in Japan. We were

AP~
the first Asians to visit this village, andcﬁer welcomed warmly -&y

§¥spy§ﬁé7“5
One woman approacted, shook my hand warmly and said with a

friendly smile, "My, you speak English so beautifully!"

. She had meant to compliment me, of course,
(MM was so shocked, I hardly knew what to say. She had seen my

a2 OX 7
Jpnse face and ﬁﬁz realjﬁédu;haxaantid I—was Jjust—asAmericanas

cshe—was. I realized then, that I would always be £g£§*§2 bemng

7L ) # g 4 K " A
) 1 NI ,“"" 7 oM LU :J"[/v\‘ XS 2 o4 N 2 J

different, when I wanted so ‘much to be like everyone else.
It wasn't until both the world and I had changed a great deal
that I finally came to understand who I was, and to be proud of the

part of me that was Jpnse, as munh as the part of me that was American.
. Uﬂﬁx dd b

By then I had lived through thé&,World War,®7d tHé&~altimate rejection
,mymown“chntgyguﬁgn I was uprooted from my home and incarcerated

with 120,000 other Jpnse Americans without trial or hearing, e had

done K&ﬁglég wrong( itlﬁggfsimply’égét we looked like the enemy.

i

g
ﬂh(o{Suﬂ'

so it would never happen again to any other group of people. I also

I wanted all Americans to know what ooce happened #n

wanted young Jpnse Americans to know what once happened to their parents
and grandparents, and to be proud of them for having survived this
ordeal with courage and strength.

And so, I wrote JOUrnew to Topaz and its sequel Journey Home.
In these books, Yuki and her family endure much of what my own family
dia di although the return to Calif. is not our story. S St e

T
has the same longlng For homezgpd the same despair }gét I felt fhen
e T e R T

A
I was uprooted and had” to leave behind our home, our friends and my rbb” Q

et dog, Laddie. */LK: 2N Qﬁ&h@i§iﬁi§j§%§73 ao 42




And because xgxxExRizkxmx these books are fiction, based on
actual fact, I was able to give Yuki an older brother who volunteers
Hpr,,;\.u\‘ \JIA\,"L\"\
for the Army as many young men did. Shefa459~ré§1izésyﬁgerhaﬁg_ééPlier
gEmxx—as—I-didy=that. and to include other characters tkax whose
espeirenees -were not necessarily those of my family.
U
She also realizes xkakx as I“bmu% ¥katthe troe sSsense ofr famity.
U

that home is wherever those she love are gathered close.

My mother and father and their generation (called the Issei )
taught me so much about what is truly important in life - a sense

. “u"gé A .

oof family, hard work, loyalty, hawithg a sense of purpose,’ firmation
of life, holding on to ones dreams. I wanted today's young people

A
l 3 HpF
\QALD Y™
to understand these values as well, and incorporated them' in tHe trilogy

Rinko Trilogy, of which JAR is the firstiboolk.

b /\
7 ' e

Again, the books are Flctloh, but:fﬁeﬁe 1; a lot of me in Rinko,
and a lot of my parents in her mother and father. Rinko Remm hates
being differnet and left out, just as I did. My father—wasa pusifiessman
and my mothec never had to work, but<their -values are those ow Rinkos
mother—asnd—fathes. ,

I.didn't have an-Aurt—Waka—whe—eame—Frem—dapan

But she learned to peel proud of herself, long before I did -
which is the nice thing about Flct10n¥ ore—canspeed things up and
oFfen _create more-satisfying endings than sometimes-happen_in real
1iFe. I did not have an Aunt Waka who came to make me feel proud.
But as I grew older, I understood that my parents werexxke the strong
oyfageous people like AWy {03 Rg aRatnt® RtaudiarEn g iR INANE R
They had been passing on to me their Jpnse spirit and sol all my life,
but it took a long time for me to learn to stop rejecting my Jpnseness

and when I did, I too, became whole and happy, just as Rinko learned

to do. RyxreEarirg




When I was a child, I had no books about Asian American to read.

Texi I hope by reading my books, not only Asian Ams, but all young

people will be able to be proud of themselves, and to hold 'on. tao their 9

drreams.
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Yoshiko Uchida

Yoshiko Uchida

Yoshiko Uchida

1921-

ama, be sure to bring me my umbrella if it
rains,” I would say. “I will, Yo Chan, don’t
worry,” Mama would answer. “Now be

careful crossing the street.”

Every morning my mother and I repeated this
little ritual before I trudged off to Longfellow Elemen-
tary School in Berkeley, California. The sun could be
shining in a clear blue sky and the rainy season long
gone, but I always had to have this reassurance from
my mother before I left home.

I don’t think it was really the rain that concerned
me. It was just that I had to know my mother was
always there for me if I needed her. I know part of my
insecurity came from being four years younger than
my only sister, Keiko, who could do everything better
than L and who cquld make me do just about anything
by threatening, “All right for you, if you don’t!” But
there was something else that added to my timidity. I
was an American of Japanese descent and, although
we had several close white American family friends, I
lived in a.ahite society that in general made me feel
different and not as good as my white peers.

I grew up asking such questions as, “Will you rent
us a house? Will the neighbors object? Can Japanese
swim in your pool?” When I went to a beauty parlor
for my first professional haircut, I called first to ask,
“Do you cut Japanese hair?” There was also the time
when a stranger, on the street shouted to me, “Go back
where you came from!”

All I longed for in those early years was to be like
everyone else and to be viewed as an American. I was
born in Alameda, California, and grew up in Berkeley.
And yet, when people saw me, they usually saw only
my Japanese face.

When I was ten, my parents took my sister and
me to a small village in Connecticut to visit my moth-
er’s white American pen pal. We were probably the
first Asians to visit this small community, and one of
the women I met gave me a pat on the head and said,
“My, you speak English so beautifully.” She had
meant to compliment me, of course, but I still remem-
ber today how stunned and disappointed I was to be
perceived as a foreigner.

If I felt intimidated and different in the “outside
world,” however, I felt safe and secure at home. There
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Gy
flowed from my parents not only love and warmth and /
caring for Keiko and me, but the richness of the Japa-
nese culture, values, traditions and beliefs that were an
integral part of their lives and which thus became a
vital part of our own as well.

My mother, Tku Umegaki, the eldest daughter of
a prefectural governor in Japan, came to the United
States in 1916 to marry my father, Dwight Takashi
Uchida, who had preceded her to America in 1906.
Both were graduates of Doshisha University, one of the
carly Christian universities of Japan, and __J &5
[ as was the custom of the day, their marriage was
an arranged one. Seeing their long and happy mar-
riage, however, I have always thought the professors
who arranged the match must have taken great pride
in the success of their endeavor.

After a few early years in Portland, Oregon, my
parents lived in Oakland, California, and my father
worked in the San Francisco offices of Mitsui and Com-
pany, a large Japanese business firm where he eventu-
ally became assistant manager. They moved later to
Berkeley, the city which has always been and is now
“home” for me.

My parents were early and active members of a
small Japanese church (now Sycamore Congregational
Church), to which they devoted much of their time and
energy. Every Sunday morning we piled into Papa’s
Buick, picked up three or four children on the way,
and got to church in time for both my parents to teach
Sunday school class. This meant that Keiko and I
could never miss a Sunday either, and because my par-
ents were giving and caring people, unable to be indif-
ferent to the needs of others, we learned early the im-
portance of being responsible for our fellow human
beings.

The written word was always important in our
family, and my mother often wrote poetry—the thirty-
one-syllable Japanese tanka. Like most women of her
day, however, she focused her attention on her family,
and her creativity existed on the fringes of her life. She
wrote her poems on scraps of paper and the backs of
envelopes, and they were published by a friend in a
small Japanese newsletter.

My mother also loved books, and our house was
filled with them. Although she didn’t find time to read
much for herself, she often read Japanese stories to
Keiko and me. Many of these were the Japanese folk-
tales which I later included in my first published book,
The Dancing Kettle.

Unlike my gentle dreamer mother, my father was
a cheerful, practical, and energetic businessman who
handled all the business matters of our house with
great efficiency. He was also an avid letter writer, and
influenced by my mother, he eventually tried his hand
at writing tanka as well.

Between the two of them, my parents carried on a
voluminous correspondence, mostly with friends and
relatives in Japan. As a result, our mailbox was always
bulging, and our home seemed constantly filled with
visiting friends from Japan. Many were Doshisha
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alumni or professors and others were seminary students
or long-winded ministers. The students usually spent at
least two years in Berkeley, so were often invited to our
home for Sunday and holiday dinners, and even worse
for me, they often dropped by uninvited. Pressed and
polished, with their squeaky shoes, their hair slicked
down with camellia hair oil, they appeared for after-
noon tea and stayed for supper, and I hated them with
a passion for intruding on our family life.

But now these people who were so dull and an-
noying to me as a child provide wonderful material for
my writing, and I remember them not only with fasci-
nation, but with some guilt for the shabby way I
treated them. I also remember the laughter, the won-
derful smell of sukiyaki cooking at the table, and the
after-dinner singing around our piano, and realize that
in spite of ourselves, Keiko and I often had good tim
at these gatherings. i

I believe our life’s experiences are always with us,
and I find that I draw constantly from the memories of
the past. I also find bits and pieces of my child self
turning up in my writing.

It seems to me I've been interested in books and
writing for as long as I can remember. I was writing
stories when I was ten, and being the child of frugal
immigrant parents, I wrote them on brown wrapping
paper which I cut up and bound into booklets, and
because I am such a saver, I still have them. The first
is titled, “Jimmy Chipmonk and His Friends: A Short
Story for Small Children.”

I Tot only wrote stories, I also kept a journal of
important events which I began the day I graduated
from elementary school. Of course my saver self kept
that journal as well, and even today I can read of the
special events of my young life, such as the times my
parents took us to an opera or concert in San Fran-
cisco, or the day I got my first dog, or the sad day it
died, when I drew a tombstone for him in my journal
and decorated it with floral wreaths,

By putting these special happenings into words
and writing them down, I was trying to hold on to and
somehow preserve the magic as well as the joy and
sadness of certain moments in my life, and I guess
that’s really what books and writing are all about.

Junior high and high school were not very happy
times, for those were the years when I felt more and
more alienated and excluded, especially from the social
activities of my white classmates. I couldn’t wait to get
out of high school. I increased my class load and
graduated in two-and-a-half years, entering the Uni-
versity of California at Berkeley when I was only six-
teen, immature and naive. There the exclusion of Japa-
nese Americans from the social activities of white
students was even greater than in high school, and my
social life was confined to activities of the Japanese
students clubs. We had our own dances, weenie roasts,
picnics and parties, and I finally discovered the plea-
sures of dating.

All during my college years I never spoke first to a
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white student for fear of being rebuffed, and never
went out socially with a white man until many years
later. Although my closest friend now and for the past
twenty-five years happens to be a white man, I prob-
ably would not have spoken to him nor gone out with
him had we met during my college years.

It was during my senior year in college that the
bombs fell on Pearl Harbor and my whole world fell
apart. We were having Sunday dinner when we heard
the unbelievable news on the radio. Assuming it was
the act of a fanatic and certainly not even dreaming
that it was the beginning of war with Japan, I went to
the university to study for final exams.

When I returned home toward evening, my father
was gone. The FBI had taken him for questioning, and
we had no idea when he would return. We left the
porch light on all night, hoping he would return
shortly, but for three days and nights we had no word
from him. Finally we learned that he as well as hun-
dreds of other Japanese;American community leaders
had been seized on December 7th and were being held
at the San Francisco Immigration Headquarters. Soon
after, they were shipped to various prisoner-of-war
camps, and my father was among those sent to Mis-
soula, Montana.

Those were anxious days filled with false rumors
of sabotage by the Japanese Americans in Hawaii
(later completely refuted), growing campaigns of ha-
tred and vilification by longtime anti-Asian pressure
groups, and extremely troubling rumors about a “mass
evacuation” of all the Japanese Americans from the
West Coast. None of us believed our government
would imprison its own citizens, but on February 19,
1942, President Franklin D. Roosevelt issued Executive
Order 9066 which would uproot 120,000 Japanese
Americans and imprison us behind barbed wire, with-
out trial or hearing, simply because we looked like the
enemy. Two-thirds of us were American citizens, and I
was one of them.

Looking back on that tragic event today, I find it
hard to believe that our government leaders could
have violated our constitution so ruthlessly. I believe
their betrayal was not only against the Japanese
Americans, but against ALL Americans, for they dam-
aged the very eSsence of our democratic beliefs.

By March a five-mile travel restriction and an
8:00 p.m. curfew were imposed on us, and for the next
two months my mother, sister, and I tried to prepare
for our forced removal by clearing out the house we
had occupied for fifteen years. We worked frantically,
selling things we should have kept and storing things
we should have thrown out. Although friends came to
help us, our task was made doubly difficult by the ab-
sence of my father. It was distressing to have to drop
out from the university, but one of the saddest mo-
ments was having to part with our aging collie who
died only a few months after he was separated from us.

On April 21, 1942, removal orders were issued for
the Japanese of Berkeley, giving us exactly ten days to
clear out of the area. On May 1, some fourteen hun-
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dred of us were shipped under armed guard to the
Tanforan Racetrack which eventually housed eight
thousand uprooted Japanese Americans in its stables
and barracks.

By then we had become Family # 13453, and
when my father was released on parole to join us, the
four of us lived for five months in a horse stall previ-
ously occupied by a single horse. Only thin wood par-
titions divided the families jammed into rows of horse
stalls, and privacy became something we could only
remember with longing. I, of course, missed my gradu-
ation from the university, and my diploma was sent to
me in a cardboard roll and presented to me in my
horse stall by the camp mailman.

Schools, churches, and recreation centers were
quickly organized, and with teachers in short supply, I
signed up to teach a class of second graders. My sister,
with a degree in child development from Mills College,
organized the camp’s two nursery schools.

By September, however, the entire camp was
again uprooted. This time we were sent to a desolate
concentration camp called Topaz, located in the mid-
dle of a vast and barren Utah desert. We discovered it
to be a cluster of bleak tar-papered barracks, (none of
which were complete when we arrived), surrounded by
a barbed wire fence with guard towers at each corner.
Each family was assigned to one of six rooms into
which each barrack was divided, but there were no
stoves for heat, and the lack of inner sheetrock walls
allowed white powder-like dust to sift into the rooms
from every crack in the siding as well as the hole in the
roof where the stovepipe was to fit.

I again taught second grade, but the school bar-
racks were as hopelessly inadequate as those in which
we lived. The children and I often sat in our classroom
bundled up in coats and scarves, shivering in morning
temperatures of thirty degrees. On other days when the
frequent raging dust storms swept through the desert
and dust poured in from the roof, we feared for the
children’s safety and sent them home for the day.

In Topaz my sister again organized nursery
schools, my father chaired many of the committees
needed to run the camp, and my mother, in her gentle
nurturing way, tried to make a home in our bleak bar-
rack room for our family and friends.

But life in a concentration camp, ringed by a
barbed wire fence and guarded by armed sentries, grew
increasingly intolerable, and with the help of the Stu-
dent Relocation Committee (administered by the
American Friends Service Committee), I obtained a
fellowship enabling me to leave. In May 1943, Keiko
and I left Topaz—she to work in the nursery school of
Mt. Holyoke’s Department of Education and I to do
graduate work at Smith College, Northampton, Mas-
sachusetts. Not long after, my parents received permis-
sion to leave for Salt Lake City.

It had been a devastating and traumatic year
which left a lasting impact on my life, but it was many
years before I could write about the experience.

During my year at Smith College, I earned a
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Master’s degree in education, and feeling at last like a
full-fledged teacher, I accepted a job teaching a com-
bined class of first and second graders in a small
Quaker school on the outskirts of Philadelphia. But
after my first year, I had the first of many bouts with
mononucleosis and also realized that teaching was a
twenty-fourhour job that left me no time nor energy for
writing. So' I ended my brief teaching career and
headed for New York City where my sister was teach-
ing in a private school.

I spent the next few years working as a secretary at a
job I could leave behind at the end of the day and
was able to write in the evenings. I was writing short
stories at the time, sending them to the New Yorker,
Atlantic Monthly and Harper’s—and routinely receiving
printed rejection slips. After a time, however, the slips
contained encouraging penciled notes and a New Yorker
editor even met with me to suggest that I write about
my concentration camp experiences.

I never made the New Yorker, but the article I
wrote for them became the core of material which, af-
ter years of revisions, additions, submissions, and sim-
ply languishing in my files, eventually became my
book for adults, Desert Exile: The Uprooting of a_Japanese
American Family. And many of the short stories I wrote
during those days were published eventually in litera-
ture anthologies for young people.

Although I did place one short story at Woman’s
Day, 1 discovered soon thereafter that I could be more
successful writing for children, and in 1952 a Ford
Foundation Foreign Area Fellowship enabled me to es-
cape my life as secretary/writer to spend two years in
Japan. I had been there before as a child, but my
memories of that visit were of such things as long bor-
ing afternoons when I'd counted the number of times
my parents and their friends exchanged bows on first
meeting (the most was thirteen!).

This time I loved everything about the country,
and my years there were as restorative and enriching as
the wartime experience had been devastating and de-
pleting. I went primarily to collect more Japanese folk-
tales (which were later included in The Magic Listening
Ca{:@ﬂe Sea of Gold), but I grew increasingly inter-
ested in Japan’s arts 4nd crafts.

I learned about Japanese folk art from the three
men who founded the Folk Art Movement of Japan:
the eminent philosopher Soetsu Yanagi and two of Ja-
pan’s leading potters, Shoji Hamada and Kanjiro Ka-
wai. They opened my eyes to the honest, simple beauty
of handcrafts made by rural villagers, taught me much
about contemporary Japanese pottery and even about
Zen which, for some flecting moments, I thought I ac-
tually understood.

I translated such poems by Kanjiro Kawai as “I
am you/ the you that only I can see,” and many of
them, along with a monograph about his life work,
were published in a chapbook entitled, We Do Not Work
Alone. T also wrote several articles dealing with Japa-
nese crafts for the Nippon Times, and later for Craft Ho-
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rizons, whose West Coast correspondent I was for a
time.

On returning to California I was eager to try some
handcrafts myself, and studied pottery, jewelry-mak-
ing, and frame loom tapestry. I discovered, however,
that none of it was as easy as it looked. My pots were
often lopsided, my jewelry sometimes fell apart, and I
could complete only one tapestry. I decided my talents
lay not in creating handcraft, but in writing about it,
and I soon discovered potters turning up in some of my
children’s books as well—7Takao and Grandfather’s Sword,
Rokubei and the Thousand Rice Bowls, and Makoto, The
Smallest Boy. And of course many of my subsequent
books incorporated aspects of Japanese life that I had
absorbed during my two years there—The Forever
Christmas Tree, Sumi’s Prize, Sumi’s Special Happening,
Sumi and The Goat and The Tokpo Express, In-Between
Miya, and Hisako’s Mysteries.

Most important, however, my years in Japan had
made me aware of a new dimension to myself as a
Japanese American and deepened my respect and ad-
miration for the culture that had made my parents
what they were. By then neither of them was in good
health, and I remained in California to care for them
and to give them what support and sustenance I could.

When my mother died in 1966, my father was
already partially paralyzed from a stroke, and I felt
moved to write a book especially for them and the
other first-generation Japanese (the Issei), who had en-
dured so much and been so strong.

The book I wrote was Journey to Topaz, the story of
young Yuki Sakane and her family, based largely on
my own journey to Topaz. Many years later, because
so many children wanted to know what happened to
Yuki and her family after the war, I wrote a sequel
entitled Journey Home.

When I speak to children in schools today, they
are full of questions about my two “Journey” books. I
also tell them about my short story “The Bracelet,”
which deals with the uprooting, and show them the
photographs in Desert Exile, which some of them have
read.

I always ask them why they think I wrote these
books about my wartime experiences, and they say;
“To tell about the camps? To tell how you felt?” But
eventually, they come up with the right answer. “You
wrote them so it won’t happen again,” they say. And I
always make sure they understand that freedom is our
most precious possession.

I also hope they get a sense of the strength and
courage with which most Japanesef/Americans—espe-
cially the Issei—survived this devastating tragedy, for I
believe their survival was truly a triumph of the human
spirit.

Since Journey to Topaz, all of my books have been
about the Japanese-American experience in the United
States, for by then the young third-generation Japa-
nese/Americans were seeking their identity and sense of
self. I wanted not only to reinforce their self-knowledge
and pride, but to give them and all young people a
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sense of continuity and kinship with the past.

In Samurat of Gold Hill 1 told the story of the first
Japanese colonists who came to California shortly after
the gold rush to establish their ill-fated tea and silk
farm. About the same time I also wrote a novel for
adults about a Japanese immigrant woman, but unfor-
tunately, despite encouraging words from many editors
and publishers, it has yet to find a home. The one thing
I have learned as a writer, however, is to be patient; I
still have hope that one day it will be published some-
where when the time is right.

My two picture books, The Birthday Visitor and The
Rooster Who Understood Jlapanese, were attempts to fill the
void about Japanese-Americans in books for younger
children. But most of my writing has been for the eight-
to-twelve group, and my three recent books in this
category have been about Rinko, a young Japanese/
American child growing up in Berkeley during the de-
pression years: A Jar of Dreams, The Best Bad Thing, and
The Happiest Ending.

These books are not based on my own life, for
Rinko’s family had more of a struggle to survive in
those difficult times than we did. Still, there is much of
me in Rinko; she has many of the same feelings and
longings I had as a child. But she discovers pride in
herself as a Japanese-American much earlier than I
did, and she has much more gumption as well. She
dares to be bold and feisty when necessary, and she
doesn’t let her older brother push her around or tell her
what to do.

Writing these three books was a real joy for me,
for they brought back so many happy memories of the
times and people I knew in my childhood. I felt again
the spirit of hope and affirmation they expressed,
which I hope I conveyed to my readers as well.

All my books have been about the Japanese or
JapaneseZAmericans, but while I cherish and take
pride in my special heritage, I never want to lose my
sense of connection with the community of man, for I
feel the basic elements of humanity are present in all
our strivings. .

am now happily settled again in Berkeley and feel

very lucky to be a writer, doing what I love best. I
love the freedom of being able to structure my own
days—to work or play or to see my friends or to travel
when I please. I think that kind of, freedom is a luxury
to be cherished.

I meet occasionally with a group of fellow writers
in this area for sharing, support, and sometimes sympa-
thy, and enjoy meeting other writers when I speak at
conferences or meetings.

But I also enjoy the contact with college students
when I speak about Desert Exile,and it is great fun to be
with fourth, fifth, and sixth graders when I speak to
them about my books. They often write me wonderful
letters after my visits; I especially enjoyed one from a
young man whose class I visited in Texas. “Thanks a
lot for visiting our school,” he wrote, “and getting us
out of our afternoon classes.” That kind of letter keeps
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me humble.

And perhaps the seven hundred folded-paper
cranes given to me recently by some fifth graders will
bring me the good fortune to continue writing many
more books, and as one child wished for me, “the hap-
piest life you will ever have!”
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Enclosed with this note is a final proof of your

biographical sketch as it will appear in the forthcoming
ABOUT The =

Would you please check it carefully, directing my

Al I I | lOR attention to any errors or omissions, and return it as soon as
\E‘g possible? A return envelope is enclosed.

ot Ve 'Y Many thanks, : .
ol g f\\\ P ‘ e L

o “81R Osw:gatchxe Rd }) "‘ U)’M/ Waterford, Conn. 06385
f (203) 444-2586
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TO COOPERATING AUTHORS

Authors are often interested in other authors and their works and may wish to have SOMETHING ABOUT
THE AUTHOR for their personal library. Gale Research Company is therefore pleased to extend to you a
discount of 30% in appreciation for your cooperation in providing biographical data. (regular price: $64.00
rate to listees, $44.80)

N.B. This offer is being made only in response to inquiries from a number of authors. There is no cost or
obligation of any kind for inclusionin SOMETHING ABOUT THE AUTHOR, the single criterion being the

authorship of a meritorious work.

GALE RESEARCH BOOK TOWER, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 48226

Please enter my order for the volume of SOMETHING ABOUT THE AUTHOR containing my biographical
data at the special $44.80 rate which is extended to cooperating authors.

Name

Address

City & State

Zipcode
Payment Information (No charge for freight handling)

[ Check or money order enclosed
] Charge to credit card
O visa [J MasterCard [J American Express

accountNo.anagige| | | | | | | | [ | | || Expiration Date || | | |
Signature m @ @




June 17, 1987
Dear Ms. Yoshiko Uchida,

The editors have revised and updated your bio-bibliographical entry for a
forthcoming volume of SOMETHING ABOUT THE AUTHOR. Selection for revision
is based on continued contribution to children's literature. We ask that
you examine the enclosed revised sketch making corrections and additions as
necessary. Specific questions to complete your sketch are attached.

May we have a recent photo suitable for reproduction to include with your
sketch? C:)
/7

Indicate any preferences you might have fo§<E§§tillustration to be used with /

your sketch.(f%)

We ask that you pay particular attention to the "Sidelights" section where
an attempt has been made to highlight important parts of your life and
career by using-the research sources available to us. We are interested in
YOU as a person. Feel free to add further comments--and to reply at
length., Specific questions we have to help make your "Sidelights" complete
follow.

Many thanks for your assistance.

Sincerely,
Eunice Petrini
Assistant
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Have any of your works been adapted into other media, such as filmstrips,
movies, recordings, etc? If so, may we have title, book based on,
production company and date of production?(}%}

For what work did you receive the Award of Merit from the California
Association of Teachers of English in 19737 (?i)

Do you have any work in progress? May we have a brief description%iéf&

« M7
a1

Ao hars e~ , )
Ja(r M, M ,_,) -/té«,»\ \"’{l‘*’f , o %&/t«

‘zvuujdcc)?-' N

' Wit /JW&/:" a Sty Filu o M‘Z’J*Mj by Fbtsseloa_ g “’“é““
('6*7%? Qﬁ rﬁ 7
Aaen 5 wecorppacy P pdaniiy “Sunide S feyqrie”
= Qo /VQ’ j s gyf&uz [}7# L UC KL/J /ﬂ? Lc/g &1 & (vl {étpﬁcél

ZLﬂ il o 5@”‘2/"“‘0 iy

Swbudee rtay

O N4 Wufvc Z‘-"’V’/

) ¥ M'rm@wt ; W@wg@ s
Conile ,@Mu?, Lolovatny L€, LEm 191

Dl 8 Pt W14 R B e TeBepwenrp Mt2le
boorclte, Monihpn Pufflrs,, 197 3




SOMETHING
ABOUT THE AUTHOR GALE RESEARCH COMPANY 81R OSWEGATCHIE RD., WATERFORD, CT 06385

UCHIDA, Yoshiko 1921-

PERSONAL: Surname is pronounced "Oo-chee-dah"; born November 24, 1921, in
Alameda, Calif.; daughter of Dwight Takashi (a businessman) and Iku (a
poet; maiden name, Umegaki) Uchida. Education: University of California,

Berkeley, A.B. (cum laude), 1942; Smith College, M.Ed., 1944, Politics:

R
Democrat. Religion: Protestant. Residence: Berkeley, Calif. Agent:

OZZJ/

CAREER: Elementary school teacher in Japanese relocation center in Utah,
1942; Frankford Friends' School, Philadelphia, Pa., teacher, 1944-45;
Institute of Pacific Relations, New York City, membership secretary, 1946-_/
47; United Student Christian Council, New York City, secretary, 1947-52;
full-time writer, 1952-57, 1962—-; University of California, Berkeley,
secretary, 1957-62,

AWARDS, HONORS: Ford Foundation research fellow in Japan, 1952; New York

Herald Tribune's Children's Spring Book Festival Honor Book, 1955, for The

Magic Listening Cap: More Folk Tales from Japan; Silver Medal for best

juvenile book by a California author from the Commonwealth Club of

California, 1972, for Samurai of Gold Hill and 1982, for A Jar of Dreams;

Award of Merit from the California Association of Teachers of English, 1973
for ; citation from the Contra Costa Chapter of Japanese American
Citizens League, 1976, for outstanding contribution to the cultural
development of society; Journey Home was selected one of International

S ®,

Reading Association's”
Award from the Utah State Historical Society, 1981, for article, "Topaz,

Children's Choices, 979; Morris S. Rosenblatt
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City of Dust"; University of Oregon's Distinguished Service Award, 1981, Qf9§k{
b

£ 4 N
Jar of Dreams was selected as a Notable Children's Trade Book in the Field/bj ¥

1

) L it

of Social Studies by joint committee of the National Council for Social f“; f%uﬁz
e TR

i
¢ A
for "a significant contribution to the cultural development of society"; A { F

Studies and the Children's Book Council, 1982; The Best Bad Thingf@gé

selected as one of School Library Journal's "Best Books of the Year," and

one of New York Public Library's children's Books, both 1983; Bay Area Book
Reviewers Association Book Award for Children's Literature, 1986, for The

Happiest Ending.. FK"\@W(S o{‘ Chl\&u‘(,m el L'fio\mw A%mﬁ) 1937, 61,\ /.L:(’g,\oebwcuw
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WRITINGS: The Dancing Kettle and Other Japanese-Folk Tales (illustrated by
Thads prapankaele Eln, Cuabwt Ol Bl Co, 1976
Richard Jones), Harcourt, 1949; New Friends for Susan (illustrated by Henry

¢ The
Sugimoto), Scribner, 1951; We Do Not Work Alone:Z/Thoughts of Kanjiro Kawai
; T

now ;
(adult fiction), Folk Art Society (Japan), 1953; The Magic Listening Cap: i

n TF.PafiAkfnﬁ ', tratwt OAL
More Folk Tales from Japan (self-illustrated), Harcourt, 1955§\The Full

oV
|

Circle (self-illustrated; junior high school study book), Friendship Press,

1957; Takao and Grandfather's Sword (illustrated by William Hutchinson),

Harcourt, 1958; The Promised Year (illustrated by W. Hutchinson), Harcourt,

1959,

Mik and the Prowler (illustrated by W. Hutchinson), Harcourt, 1960;

(translator of English portions) Soetsu Yanagi, editor, Shoji Hamada, Asahi

Shimbun Publishing, 1961; Rokubei and the Thousand Rice Bowls (illustrated

by Kazue Mizumura), Scribner, 1962; The Forever Christmas Tree (I1llustrated

by K. Mizumura), Scribner, 1963; Sumi's Prize (illustrated by K. Mizumura)

Scribner, 1964; The Sea of Gold, and Other Tales from Japan (illustrated by
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Marianne Yamaguchi), Scribmer, 19654 Sumi's Special Happening (illustrated

by K. Mizumura), Scribner, 1966; In-Between Miya (illustrated by Susan

Bennett), Scribner, 1967; Hisako's Mysteries (illustrated by S. Bennett)

Scribner, 1969; Sumi and the Goat and the Tokyo Express (illustrated by K.

Mizumura), Scribner, 1969.

Makoto, the Smallest Boy (illustrated by Akihito Shirakawa), Crowell, 1970;

Journey to Topaz: A Story of the Japanese—-American Evacuation (ALA Notable

Book; illustrated by Donald Caffick), Scribner, 1971, revised edition,
Coli Cﬁv,uwlw,u(clfiﬂﬁ elud e lal
Creative Arts Book, 1985; Samurai of Gold Hi %A(illustrated by Ati

Forberg), Scribner, 1972, revised edition, Creative Arts Book, 1985; The

History of Sycamore Church (adult nonfiction), privately brinted, 1974; The

Birthday Visitor (illustrated by Charles Robinson), Scribner, 1975; The

Rooster Who Understood Japanese (illustrated by C. Robinson), Scribner,

1976; Journey Home (sequel to Journey to Topaz: A Story of the Japanese—ey/ hjyu

American Evacuation; Junior Literary Guild selection; illustrated by C.

f% e ldorng
Robinson), Atheneum%\ 978.

Calif Lpnurev i
A Jar of Dreams (Junior Literary Guild selectlon)\ Atheneum 1981; Desert

Exile: The Uprooting of a Japanese American Family (adult nonfiction),

University of Washington Press, 1982; The Best Bad Thing (sequel to A Jar

wadd
" of Dreams; ALA Notable Boot} Atheﬁeum?ri983 Tabi: Journey through Time,

Stories of the Japanese in America, United Methodist Publishing House,

ALR RA oL Boste
1984; The Happlest Ending (sequel to The Best Bad Thlng, Junior Literary

W Borl B gfb MAR — S2a Pedlbndeam fn, med )
Guild selectlo Atheneuﬁ“rigé The Two Foolish Cats (illustrated by

Margot Zemach), Atheneum, 1987;. Picture Bride (adult novel), Northland, lng‘

L Hgh kel Mag i g,
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Contributor of Jjuvenile short Stories: Scribner Anthology for Young

People, Scribner, 1976; Sense, Scott, Foresman, 1977; Image, Scott,

Foresman, 1977; Question and Form in Literature, Scott, Foresman, 1979; The

Abracadabras, Addison-Wesley, 1981, EE*ﬁlxaﬁiﬁiiﬁ? ,}47u4¢&j7u #ﬁjTéikn 1988

1976. Contributor of adult stories and articles to_newspapers and

periodicals, including Woman's Day, Gourmet, Utah Historical Quarterly, Far

East, Craft Horizons, Nippon Times (Tokyo), and California Monthly,
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; SIDELIGHTS: November 24, 1921. Born in Alameda, California, "Whenever I
B 0 T e (Eu&g&q )
am in the neighborhood, I find myself drawn back to Stuart Streetk to drive

once more past the stucco bungalow Jjust above Grove, where my oﬁlder sister

Keiko, and I grew up,

««s.] remember
my father in hig gardening clothes, raking the yard and filling the dusky
evening air with the wonderful smell of burning leaves, and my mother

standing at the back porch, wearing her big apron, ringing a small black
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bell because she didn't like calling out to bring us in for supper.

"It was a sunny, pleasant three-bedroom house we rented, and there was
nothing particularly unusual about our living there except that we were
Japanese Americans. And in those days before the Second World War, few
Japanese families in Berkeley, California, lived above Grove Street with

the exception of some early settlers....

"Because my father was a salaried man at Mitsui, our lives were more secure

and somewhat different from many of our Japanese friends, especially those

whom we knew at the small Japanese church we attended. For them life in
the 1930s was a dark desperate struggle for survival in alcountry where
they could neither become citizens nor own land. Many spoke little
English. Some of the mothers took in sewing or did work in white
homes....Most of the fathers struggled to keep open such small businesses
as dry cleaners, laundries, groceries, or shoe repair shops, and they

sometimes came to ask my father for advice and help.

"My father understood their struggles well, for he too had grown up in
poverty in Japan. His father, a former samurai turned teacher, had died
when he was ten. His mother, married at sixteen and widowed at thirty,
sent her five children to live with various relatives, and my father never
forgot the sadness of fhose long snow-covered roads he walked to reach the

home of the uncle who took him in.

"My father worked his way through Doshisha University by delivering milk in
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the mornings, working as a telephone operator at night, and later serving

as a clerk in a bank.

"Because both my parents had learned to be frugal in their youth and had
worked hard for a living, they were never wasteful or self-indulgent even
when they had the means. They also felt much compassion for anyone in
need. When one of our neighbors on Stuart Street lost his job during the
depression, and his wife sold homemade bread, my mother not only bought her
bread, but arranged to learn French from her as well, to give her the

additional income....

"My parents also provided solace and frequent meals to 1oﬁe1y homesick

students from Japan who were studying at the University of California or
the Pacific School of Religion. These students seemed to come to our home
in an unending procession, much to the dismay of my sister and I who found
them inordinately dull....They crowded around our table on most holidays,
on frequent Sundays, and they often dropped in uninvited for a cup of tea."

[Yoshiko Uchida, Desert Exile: The Uprooting of Japanese American Family,
1
]

University of Washington Press, 1982.

"But now these people who were so dull and annoying to me as a child,
provide wonderful material for my writing, and I remember them not only
with fascination, but with some guilt for the shabby way I treated them. I
also remember the laughter, the wonderful smell of sukiyaki cooking at the
table, and the after-dinner singing around our piano, and realize that in

spite of ourselves, Keiko and I often had good times at these gatherings."




4%—,

uchida, yoshiko—7
"These students were only part of the deluge from Japan. There were also
visiting ministers, countless alumni from Doshisha University, and
sometimes the president of the university himself. I felt as though our
house was the unofficial alumni headquarters for Doshisha and I one of its

most reluctant members.

"My mother was a giving and deeply caring person. 'Don't ever be

indifferent,' she used to say to us. 'Indifference is the worst fault of

-all.' And she hérself was never indifferent. She cared and felt deeply

about everything around her. She could find joy in a drive to the park, a
rainbow in the sky, a slim new moon, or an interesting weed appearing among

AR 1
the drizesi . "

"The written word was always important in our family, and my mother often
wrote poetry—the thirty-one-syllable Japanese tanka. Like é;gst women of
her day, however, she focused her attention on her family, a;E’her
creativity existed on the fringes of her life. She wrote her poems on

scraps of paper and the backs of envelopes, and they were published by a

friend in a small Japanese newsletter.

"My mother also loved books, and our house was filled with them. Although
she didn't find time to read much for herself, she often read Japanese
stories to Keiko and me. Many of these were the Japanese folktales which I

later included in my first published book, The Dancing Kettle.

"It seems to me I've been interested in books and writing for as-long as I
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can remember. I was writing stories when I was ten, and being the child of
frugal immigrant parents, I wrote them on brown wrapping paper which I cut
up and bound into booklets, and because I am such a saver, I still have

them. The first is titled, 'Jimmy Chipmonk and His Friends: A Short Story

for Small Children.'

"I not only wrote stories, I also kept a journal of important events which
I began the da} I graduated from elementary school. Of course my saver
self kept that journal as well, and even today I can read of the special
events of my young life, such as the times my paregfs took us to an opera
or concert in San Francisco, or the day I got my first dog, or the sad day
it died, when I drew a tombstone for him in my journal and decorated it

with floral wreaths.

"By putting these special happenings into words and writing them down, I
was trying to hold on to and somehow preserve the magic as well as the joy
and sadness of certain moments in my life, and I guess that's realy what

A
books and writing are all about."

1931. Throughout her childhood, Uchida longed to be accepted as an

NN )
love amd

American. Although her family gave her much security, she felt intimidated
A

by the outside community. "Our lives-—-my sister's and mine—were quite

thoroughly infused with the customs, traditions, and values of our Japanese

parents, whose own lives had been structured by the samurai code of

loyalty, honor, self-discipline, and filial piety. Their lives also

reflected a blend of Buddhist philosophy dominated by Christian faith. So
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it was that we grew up with a strong dose of the Protestant ethic coupled
with a feeling of respect for our teachers and superiors; a high regard for
such qualities as frugality, hard work, patience, diligence, courtesy, and
loyalty; and a sense of responsibility and love, not only for our parents

and family, but for our fellow man.

"My parents' Japaneseness was never nationalistic in nature. They held the
Imperial family in affectionate and respectful regard, as did all Japanese
of their generation. But their first loyalty was always to their Christian
God, not the Emperor of Japan. And their loyalty aA& devotion to‘their
adopted country was vigorous and strong. My father cherished copies of the
Declaration of Independence, the Bill of Rights, and the Constitution of

)
enormous American flag on our front porch, even though at the time, this

the United States, and on national holidays he hun%§with great pridg/?n
)

country declared the first generation Japanese immigrants to be 'aliens

ineligible for citizenship.'"1

When she was ten, Uchida's family took a trip to Connecticut, and the
impression of beingﬂgg;eived as a foreigner remained with her throughout
her lifetime. "We visited several eastern cities, but most important to my
mother was a special trip we made to the small village of Cornwall,
Connecticut, to visit one of her former Doshisha instructors...and to meet
for the first time two white women pen pals with whom she had corresponded
since college. Both my mother and father were great letter writers and

kept up a voluminous correspondence. They cherished their many friends and

I don't believe either of them ever lost one for neglect on their part.
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"We were probably the first Asians ever to visit Cornwall and one of its
residents, an elderly white woman, patted me on the head and said, 'My, but
you speak English so beautifully.' She had looked at my Japanese face and
addressed only my outer person, and although she had meant to compliment

me, I was thoroughly abashed to be perceived as a foreigner...."1

;Bgéc "As I approached adolescence, I wanted more than anything to be

accepted as any other white American. Imbued with the melting pot
mentality, I saw integration into white American society as the only way to
overcome the sense of rejection I had experienced 55 so many areas of my
life. The insolence of a clerk or a waiter, the petty arrogance of a
bureaucrat, discrimination and denial at many establishmeﬁts, exclusion
from the social activities of my white classmates--all of these affected my
sense of personal worth. They reinforced my feelings of inferiority and
the self-effacement I had absorbed from the Japanese ways of my parents and

made me reticent and cautious.

"When I was in junior high school, I was the only Japanese American to join

arih

the Girl Reserve unit at our schoo%awas accepted within the group as an
equal. On one occasion, however, we were to be photographed by the local
newspaper, and I was among the girls to be included. The photographer
casually tried to ease me out of the picture, but one of my white friends
just as stubbornly insisted on keeping me in. I think I was finally

included, but the realization of what the photographer was trying to do

hurt me more than I ever admitted to anyone.
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/ﬁ//"in high school, being different was an even greater hardship than in my
younger years. In elementary school one of my teachers had singled out the
Japanese American children in class to point to our uniformly high
scholastic achievement. (I always worked hard to get A's.) But in high
school, we were singled out by our white peers, not for praise, but for

total exclusion from their social functions...." g

"Unhappy in high school, I couldn't wait to get out. I increased my class
load, graduated in two and a half years, and entered the University of
California in Berkeley when I was sixteen, immaturewand naive. There I
found the alignation of the Nisei [second generation Japanese] from the
world of the white students even greater than in high school. Asians were
not invited to join the sororities or fraternities, which at the time were
a vital part of the campus structure. Most of the Nisei-avoided general
campus social events and joined instead the two Japanese American social
clubs—the Japanese Women's Student Club and the Japanese Men's Student
Club. We had our own dances, picnics, open houses, and special events in

great abundance. These activities comprised my only social outlet and I

had a wonderful time at them.

o
"For many years I never spoke to a white pgson unless he or she spoke to me fb/

first. At one of my freshman classes at the university, I found myself
sitting next to a white student I had known slightly at high school. I sat
silent and tense, not even turning to look at her because I didn't want to
speak first and be rebuffed. Finally, she turned to me and said, 'Yoshi,

aren't you going to speak to me?'
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'Cnly then did I dare smile, acknowledge her presence, and become the
friendly self I wanted to be. Now, my closest friend for the past twenty
years has been a white person, but if I had met him in college, I might
never have spoken to him, and I probably would not have gone out with

him."1

December 7, 1941. Uchida was busy studying for her final exams at the

P S T P T i et S

University of California when war between Japan and the United States was
declared. When she returned home from the library, her father had been

seized by the FBI and taken to the San Francisco Immigration Headquarters.

"Executives of Japanese business firms, shipping lines, and banks, men

active in local Japanese associations, teachers of Japanese language

schools, virtually every leader of the Japanese American community along

the West Coast had been seized almost immediately.

"Actually the FBI had come to our house twice, once in the absence of my
parents and sister who, still not realizing the serious nature of the
attack, had gone out to visit friends. Their absence, I suppose, had been
cause for suspicion and the FBI or police had broken in to search our house
without a warrant. On returning, my father, believing that we had been
burglarized, immediately called the police. Two policemen appeared
promptly with three FBI men and suggested that my father check to see if
his valuables were missing. They were, of course, undisturbed, but their
location was thereby revealed. Two of the FBI men requested that my father
accompany them 'for a short while' to be questioned, and my father went

willingly. The other FBI man remained with my mother and sister to
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intercept all phone calls and to inform anyone who called that they were

indisposed.

"One policeman stationed himself .at the front door and the other at the
rear. When two of our white friends came to see how we were, they were not
permitted to enter or speak to my mother and sister, who, for all practical

purposes, were prisoners in our home.

"By the time I came home, only one FBI man remained but I was alarmed at

the startling turn of events during my absence. In spite of her own

anxiety, Mama in her usual thoughtful way was serving tea to the FBI agent.
He tried to be friendly and courteous, reassuring me that-my father would
return safely in due time. But I couldn't share my mother's gracious
attitude toward him. Papa was gone, and his abrupt custody into the hands
of the FBI seemed an ominous portent of worse things to come. I had no
inclination to have tea with one of its agents, and went abruptly to my

room, slamming the door shut."!

Esgggggz/lglblgfz: President Franklin D. Roosevelt issued an Executive
Order imprisoning Japanese Americans in "relocation camps." Uchida's
father was sent to a prisoner-of-war camp in Missoula, Montana. "Uporw
reaching Montana, my father wrote immediately, his major concern being
whether we would have enough money for our daily needs. He and my mother
were now classified as 'enemy aliens' and his bank account had been blocked
immediately. For weeks there was total confusion regarding the amount that

could be withdrawn from such blocked accounts for living expenses, and
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early reports indicated it would be only $100 a month.

"Both the Fifth and Fourteenth Amendments to the Constitution providing for
'due process of law' and 'equal protection under the law for all citizens,'
were flagrantly ignored in the. name of military expediency, and the forced

eviction was carried out purely on the basis of race.

"Stunned by this unprecedented act of our government, we Nisei were faced

with the anguishing dilemma of contesting our government's orders and

risking imprisonment (as a few courageous Nisei did) or of complying with

the government edict.

"Because the FBI had interned most of the Issei [first generation Japanese]
leaders of the community, effectively decimating Issei organizations, the
vacuum in leadership was filled by the Japanese American Citizens League,
then led by a group of relatively young Nisei. The JACL met in emergency
session attempting to arrive at the best possible solution to an
intolerable situation. Perceiving that a compromise with the government
was impossible, and rejecting a strategy of total opposition, because it
might lead to violence and bloodshed, the JACL leaders decided the only

choice was to cooperate 'under protest' with the government.

"My sister and I were angry that our country could deprive us of our civil
rights in so cavalier a manner, but we had been raised to respect and to
trust those in authority. To us resistance or confrontation, such as we

know them today was unthinkable and of course would have had no support




o~ uchida, yoshiko—15

from the American public. We naively believed at the time that cooperating

with the government edict was the best way to help our country," nl

M W @ (' (e AU\ )

April 21 1942 Removal orders were issued for Uckida's family; as well as
E;:A;:;:;ng;;;ese American families living in the areagﬁt;c:Z;z;ﬁtgufo
army-guarded barracks at the abandoned Tanforan Race Track. These families
had ten days to dispose of their homes and personal possessions, "Durlng
the last few weeks on campus, my friends and I became sentimental and took

pictures of each other at favorite campus sites. The war had jolted us

into a crisis whose impact was too enormous for us to fully comprehend, and

we needed these small remembrances of happier times to take with us as we

went our separate ways to various government camps throughout California."1

WM’\-

May 1, 1942, }kelocate&~to the Tanforan Race Track, which housed eight
A~ ;
thousand uprooted Japanese Americans in its stables and barracks. The o

‘.(\ antive ca mp wa<
family lived for the next five months in a horse stallp?urrounded by barbed

A )

wire. "When we reached stall number 40, we pushed open the narrow door and
looked uneasily into the vacant darkness. The sq;il was about ten by
twenty feet and empty except for three folded Army cots lyiné on the floor.
Dust, dirt, and wood shavings covered the linoleum that had been laid over
manure—cdvered boards, the smell of horses hung in the air, and the

whitened corpses of many insects still clung to the hastily white-washed

walls.,

"High on either side of the entrance were two small windows which were our

only source of daylight. The stall was divided into two sections by Dutch
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looked uneasily into the vacant darkness. The stJfll was about ten by

twenty feet and empty except for three folded Army cots lying on the floor.

Dust, dirt, and wood shavings covered the linoleum that had been laid over

manure-covered boards, the smell of horses hung in the air, and the

whitened corpses of many insects still clung to the hastily white-washed

walls.

"High on either side of the entrance were two small windows which were our

only source of daylight. The stall was divided into two sections by Dutch
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/Vg:;rs worn down by teeth marks, and each stall in the stable was separated
from the adjoining one only by rough partitions that stopped a foot short

of the sloping roof. That space, while perhaps a good source of
ventilation for the horses, deprived us of all but visual privacy, and we

couldn't even be sure of that because of the crevices and knotholes in the

dividing walls.

"Our stable consisted of twenty-five stalls facing north which were back to
back with an equél number facing south, so we werevsurrounded on three
sides. Living in our stable were an assortment of people—-mostly small

family units—that included an artist, my father's barber and his wife, a

 dentist and his wife, an elderly retired couple, a group of Kibei bachelors

(Japanese born in the United States but educated in Japan), an insurance

salesman and his wife, and a widow with two daughters...."1

The "prisoners" quickly organized schools, churches, and recreation
centers. Uchida taught second grade. "I loved teaching and decided I
would like to work for a teaching credential, for I now had received my
degree from the university. My classmates and I had missed commencement by
two weeks and my diploma, rolled in a cardboard container, had been handed

to me in my horse stall by the Tanforan mailman."1

Her memories of the five months spent at Tanforan were of poor food, a lack

deotald loss)
thzg;k of privacy. “After three months of

of supplies and hot water, and
communal 1living, the lack of privacy began to grate on my nerves. There

was no place I could go to bg completely alone——not in the washroom, the
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létrine, the shower, or my stall. I couldn't walk down the track without
seeing someone I knew. I couldn't avoid the people I didn't like or choose
those I wished to be near. There was no place to cry and no place to hide;
It was impossible to escape from the constant noise and human presence. I
felt stifled and suffocafed and sometimes wanted to scream. But in my
family we didn't scream or cry or fight or even have a major argument,

because we knew the neighbors were always only inches away...."1

September, 1942, ' Sent to Topaz, a concentration camp located in the Utah
ANV A

desert.  "In its frantic haste to construct this bé;rack city, the Army had
removed every growing thing, and what had once been a peaceful lake bed was
now churned up into one great mass of loose flour-like sand. With each
step we sank two to three inches deep, sending up swirls of dust that crept
into our eyes and mouths, noses and lungs. After two long sleepless nights
on the train, this sudden encounter with the sun, the glaring white sand,
and the altitude made me feel weak and light-headed. We were all worried
about my mother, and I thought.I might collapse myself, when we finally

reached Block 7.

"Each barrack was one hundred feet in length, and divided into six rooms
for families of varying sizes. We were assigned to a room in the center,
about twenty by eighteen feet, designed for occupancy by four people. When
we stepped into our room it contained nothing but four army cots withoqt
mattresses. No inner sheetrock walls or ceilings had yet been installed,
nor had the black pot-bellied stove that stood outside our door. Cracks

. were visible everywhere in the siding and around the windows, and although




o uchida, yoshiko—-18

our friends had swept out our room before we arrived, the dust was already

/

seeping into it again from all sides. gis y e Aucd frea
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The instruction sheet advised us not to put up any shelves until the
carpenters arrived from Tanforan to install the sheetrock walls. In fact,
three paragraphs were devoted to reassuring us that plenty of scrap lumber
was available and that a committee had been organized to supervise its
distribution. 'A rough estimate of 400,000 board feet of lumber is now
available,' one pafagraph stated. 'Since sufficient wood is available,

there will be no necessity for hoarding or nocturnal commando raids.'

"There was also a paragraph about words. 'You are now in Topar, Urany' 1t
read. 'Here we say Dining Hall and not Mess Hall; Safety Council, not
Internal Police; Residents, not Evacuees; and last but not least, Mental
Climate, not Morale.' After our long and exhausting ordeal, a patronizing
'*%@fi she
\)\5‘/ J o b
ATl

v

et of instructions was the last thing we needed.

W
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Qkﬁ;ﬁf&""None of us felt well during our incarceration in Topaz. We all caught
#pw
b

1}} upsets. Illness was a nuisance, especially after we began to work, for

f
L)I ‘frequent colds during the harsh winter months and had frequent stomach

\

e}
QD}J (. memos from a doctor were required to obtain sick leave. Much of our energy

6yﬂ 1 <, Simply went into keeping our room dusted, swept, and mopped to be rid of
\ _
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the constant accumulation of dust, and in trying to do a laundry when the

water was running."

May, 1943. With the help of the Student Relocation Committee (administered
N~~~ ]
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By the American Friends Service Committee), Uchida was able to leave Topaz
by obtaining a fellowship to do graduate work at Smith College,
Northampton, Massachusettes. "...I had passed up an earlier opportunity to
go to Smith College from Tanforan because I felt I should stay with my
fellow internees and make some positive contribution to our situation.
Now, however, I longed to get out of this dreary camp, return to
civilization, and continue my.education. I applied for enrollment in the
Education Department at Smith College in Northampton, Massachusetts, but
discovered the earlier opening there was no longer available. I also
discovered that the process for obtaining a leave giearance was long and

tedious. One did not decide to leave and simply walk out the gates. I

waited impatiently and with increasing frustration as the weeks passed.

"Students were among the first internees to leave the camps, and others
followed to midwestern and eastern cities where previously few Japanese
Americans had lived....The National Japanese American Student Relocation
Council eventually assisted some three thousand students to leave the camps
and enter over five hundred institutions of higher learning throughqut the

country.

"] left Topaz determined to work hard and prove I was as loyal as any other

American. I felt a tremendous sense of responsibility to make good, not
just for myself, but for all Japanese Americans. I felt I was representing

all the Nisei, and it was sometimes an awesome burden to bear.

"When the war was over, the brilliant record-of the highly decorated Nisei
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/Tzngat teams, and favorable comments of the GIs returning from Japan,
helped alleviate to some degree the hatred directed against the Japanese
Americans during the war. Although racism had by no means been eliminated,
new fields of employment, previously closed, gradually opened up for many
Nisei. In time they were also able to purchase and rent homes without

Qﬁbﬁ being restricted to ghetto areas as the Issei had been."

( :

Uchida taught school in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania for a year and worked as

‘ L
‘%ﬁjfj) a secretary in New York City for i% years. In 1952 she was awarded a

\}kppﬁ‘ fellowship to study in Japan. "I spent two years ih Japan as a Ford
Foundation Foreign Area Fellow and became acquainted with the relatives and
friends who until then had been only strangers to me....I climbed to remote
wooded temple cemeteries to pour water on the tombstones of my grandfathers
and maternal grandmother 'to refresh their spirits,' and I traveled the

countryside, finding it incredibly beautiful.

"Although I went primarily as a writer to collect more.folktales, I became
equally immersed in the magnificent arts and crafts of Japan. The strength
and honesty of its folk art especially appealed to me, and I felt an
immediate kinship with the Japanese craftsmen I met. I was privileged to
become acquainted with the three founders of the Mingei (folk art) movement
in Japan—the philosopher-writer Soetsu Yanagi, and the noted potters Shoji
Hamada and Kanjiro Kawai. Their Zen-oriented philosophy, their wholeness
of spirit, and their totality as human beings enriched me immeasurably and

made a lasting impact on my thought and writing.
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fmore than forty years since the United States government

° ‘.?uprooted 120,000 West Coast Japanese Americans, without trial
iy

. or hearing, and imprisoned them behind barbed wire. Two- thirds
of those]apanese Americans were American citizens, and I was
,one of them. We were imprisoned by our own country during
¥ World War II, not because of anything we had done, but simply
Mbecause we looked like the enemy.
i Today we know, in spite of the govern‘rnncfgﬁ‘cslgfgjax’t t.hcj tnme_\
‘that there was no military neces?lty foq/thls:aaxon Today we |
’-‘know this gross violation of our Constitution caused one of the |
most shameful episodes in our country’s history. Our leaders |
’bctrayed not only the Japanese Americans, but 2// Americans, for |
by denying the Constitution, they damaged the very essence of | LT
6ur democratic beliefs. '
)(: In 1976 President Gerald R. Ford stated, “Not only was that
¢ ‘vacuatxon wrong, but Japanese Americans were and are loyal

11
cxpenence forever to treasure liberty and justice for each>

’57' mdxvxdual Amencan)ln 1983 a Commission of Wartime

’ Relocatxon and Internment of Civilians established by the United
States Congress concluded that a grave injustice was done to

¥

JOURNEY TO TOPAZ

&) Japanese Americans and that the causes of the uprooting werc

race pre _Judlce, war hysterla and a failure of leadershxp,

R

of spirit, and their totality as human beings enriched me immeasurably and

made a lasting impact on my thought and writing.

‘Amencans @'e have learned from the tragedy ofrhat long- ago¢ NUJ
¥
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y experience in Japan was as positive and restorative as the at»on—

had been negative and depleting. I came home aware of a new dimension to \\\
myseif as a Japanese American and with new respect and admiration for the
culture that had made my parents what they were. The circle was complete.&ﬂz
I feel grateful today for the Japanese values and traditions they instilled
in me and kept alive in our home, and unlike the days of my youth, I am
proud to be a Japanese American and am secure in that knowledge of

myself."1

While in Japan, Uchida wrote articles on handcrafts and folk artists for

the Nippon Times. Upon her return to the United States, she continued to

write articles for Craft Horizons magazine, and studied weaving, pottery,

and jewelry-making herself,

}8133 Awarded a silver medal for best juvenile book from the Commonwealth

Club of California for Samurai of Gold Hill. Although Uchida's early books

: ] +he A At
dealt with the children of Jifgs she turned to writing about Japanese war
x)

experienceg in the late 1960s>~~ "I feel that children need the sense of
continuity that comes through knowing about the past. All of us must
understand our own past in order to move ahead into the future. I feel
it's so important for Japanese American--and all Asian American--children
to be aware of their history and culture, and to understand some of the
traditions, fggiiigg, and values of the early immigrants. At the same

time, I write for all children, and I try to write about values and

feelings that are universal.
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I hope my books are meaningful to all chlldren \ I try to stress the
A
%2;1; ] positive aspects of life that I want children to value and cherish. I hope

}Wb} bﬁk they can be caring human beings who don't think in terms of labels—

{%[ f* ) uchida, yosh1ko—~22
M”L ( :
n

3
N%%Jﬁ foreigners or Asians or whatever—but think of people as human beings. If

that comes across, then I've accomplished my purpose." [Catherine E.
)
1, it Studier Chang, "Profile: Yoshiko Uchida,™ Language Arts, Volume 61, number

2, February, 1984, ]

}33&: Received the University of Oregon's Distinguished Service Award for

"a significant contribution to the cultural development of society."

i

m»ﬂ% s i sz“ C oo ey Ll thrdal V'@Q?ﬂSQ&@ﬂ“u
Uchida has written numerous children's books, including éollectioné of
Japanese folktales, stories of Japanese children living in Japan or the
United States, and historical fiction about Japanese American children in
America during the 1930s and 1940s. "Today as a writer of books for young
people, T often speak at schools about my experiences as a Japanese
American. I want the children to perceive me not as a foreigner, as some
still do, or as the stereotypic Asian they often see on film and
television, but as a human being. I tell them of my pride in being a
Japanese American today, but I also tell them I celebrate our common
humanity, for I feel we must never lose our sense of connection with the
human race. I tell them how it was to grow up asjﬁapanese American in
California. . I tell them about the Issei who persevered in a land that
denied them so much. I tell them how our own country incarcerated us—-its
citizens——during World War II, causing us to lose that most precious of all

possessions, our freedom.

.
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"The children ask me many questions, most of them about my wartime
experiences. 'I never knew we had concentration camps in America,' one
child told me in astonishment. 'I thought they were only in Germany and

Russia.'

"And so the story of the wartime incarceration of the Japanese Americans,
as painful as it may be to hear, needs to be told and retold and never
forgotten by succeeding generations of Americans.

e

"] always ask the children why they think I wrote Journey to Topaz and

Journey Home, in which I tell of the wartime experiences of the Japanese

Americans. 'To tell about the camps?' they ask. 'To tell how you felt?

To tell what happened to the Japanese people?'

"!Yes,' I answer, but I continue the discussion until finally one of them
will say, 'You wrote those books so it won't ever happen again.'"
’ 4/,1 y?\un e Cetr

1985{ Wrote the award-winning children's book, The Happiest EndlngJ\

IV\/\—-’\-
Uchida's books have been translated into German and Dutch UZH)aJmesc and A£}thaan“l

‘Cf?,'T Firsl novel for adutts | Pictunt Bvou WM f:u. hodtt Lo ud Preeo, J/Z‘J'
“Thte vu’\,J R8I /6 Ha S,l L/Uw t CIV,)»L@Q, IS fﬁo e ant Y Qf\,«q ll«z'?’d N L,m/mw W >k 4,[.{»“
j(rn)»#

"I...feel very lucky to be a writer, doing what I love best. I love the il ’ﬂuy‘a,

freedom of being able to structure my own days—to work or play or to see V'L’/uﬁu
; A ok ﬁ 11'1{
my friends or to travel when I please. I think that kind of freedom is a Nle

luxury to be cherished.”

When she is not writing, Uchida enjoys the theater and visiting mu%ﬁ%?s.
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She also enjoys walking and has de{yQOped a new interest in writing poetry.
"Anything that isn't writing, I consider play. I seem to manage to play
quite a lot!"
ke

i

X

w( Uchida's books have been translated into German and Dutchj? Her works are

included in the Kerlan Collection at the University of Minnesota and her

.

(W*‘D \q%') ro

' Lt 9
manuscript collection,is at the University of Oregon Librarx;TEugene. ﬁﬁfwwwdgptf2°ﬂ
@ I( {LU. \ i
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HOBBIES AND OTHER INTERESTS: Fine arts, folk crafts.

FOR MORE INFORMATION SEE: Muriel Fuller, editor, More Junior Authors, H.W.

Wilson, 1963; Young Readers' Review, January, 1967; Children's Book World,

November 5, 1967; Martha E. Ward and Dorothy A. Marquardt, Authors of Books

for Young People, 2nd edition, Scarecrow Press, 1971; D. L. Kirkpatrick,

Twentieth-Century Children's Writers, St. Martin's Press, 1978, 2nd

edition, 1983; Catherine E. Studier Chang, "Profile: Yoshiko Uchida,"

Language Arts, February, 1984.
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Helga P. McCue, Associate Editor
SOMETHING ABOUT THE AUTHOR
81R Oswegatchie Road

Waterford, CT 06385

Phone: 203-444-2586

November 7, 1988

Dear Yoshiko Uchida,
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30. 1983; Montana Standard (Butte), July 31, 1983; Centre
Daily News (San Francisco, Calif.), August 1, 1983, August
13. 1983; San Francisco Journal, August 14, 1983: Publishers
Weekly, August 19, 1983; San Francisco Chronicle, Septem-
ber 21, 1983, December 11, 1983; <*pie-Biter Gives Kids His-
tory, Entertainment,’’ Asian Week, October 14, 1983.

THOMPSON, Harlan (Howard)
(Stephen Holt)

1894-1987

OBITUARY NOTICE—See sketch in SATA Volume 10: Born
December 25, 1894, in Brewster, Kan.; died October 9, 1987,
in Pasadena, Calif. Rancher and author. Thompson, who was
mised on a ranch in Canada, turned to writing after an injury
forced him to abandon his strenuous life-style. He wrote a
number of books for children based on his experiences as a
rancher, many of which were published under the pseudonym
Stephen Holt. His works include Wild Palimino, Phantom Roan,
Stormy, Prairie Colt, which was awarded a Boys’ Club of
America gold medal in 1948, and Spook, the Mustang, which
received a Commonwealth Club juvenile silver medal in 1957.
Thompson’s novel Silent Running was adapted for film in 1972.

FOR MORE INFORMATION SEE: Contemporary Authors,
Permanent Series, Volume 1, Gale, 1978; Who's Who in the
West, 18th edition, Marquis, 1982. Obituaries: Los Angeles
Times, October 14, 1987.

UCHIDA, Yoshiko 1921-

PERSONAL: Surname is pronounced “Qo-chee-dah’’; born
November 24, 1921, in Alameda, Calif.; daughter of Dwight
Takashi (a businessman) and Iku (a poet: maiden name, Ume-
gaki) Uchida. Education: University of California. Berkeley,
A.B. (cum laude), 1942; Smith College, M.Ed.. 1944. Poli-
tics: Democrat. Religion: Protestant. Residence: Berkeley, Calif.

YOSHIKO UCHIDA

CAREER: Elementary school teacher in Japanese relocation
center in Utah, 1942-43; Frankford Friends’ School. Phila-
delphia, Pa., teacher, 1944-45: Institute of Pacific Relations,
New York City, membership secretary, 1946-47; United Stu-
dent Christian Council, New York City, secretary, 1947-52;
full-time writer, 1952-57, 1962—; University of California,
Berkeley, secretary, 1957-62. Exhibitions: Oakland Museum,
1972.

AWARDS, HONORS: Ford Foundation Foreign Study and Re-
search Fellowship to Japan, 1952; New York Herald Tribune’s
Children’s Spring Book Festival Honor Book, 1955, for The
Magic Listening Cap; Silver Medal for Best Juvenile Book by
a California Author from the Commonwealth Club of Califor-
nia, 1972, for Samurai of Gold Hill and 1982, for A Jar of
Dreams; Award of Merit from the California Association of
Teachers of English, 1973, for her body of work; citation from
the Contra Costa Chapter of Japanese American Citizens League,
1976, for outstanding contribution to the cultural development
of society; Journey Home was selected one of International
Reading Association’s Children’s Choices, 1979, and The
Happiest Ending, 1985; Journey Home was selected as a No-
table Children’s Trade Book in the Field of Social Studies by
the National Council for Social Studies and the Children’s
Book Council, 1979, A Jar of Dreams, 1982, and The Hap-
piest Ending, 1985.

Morris S. Rosenblatt Award from the Utah State Historical
Society, 1981, for article, ““Topaz, City of Dust’’; University
of Oregon’s Distinguished Service Award, 1981, for *‘a sig-
nificant contribution to the cultural development of society’’;
The Best Bad Thing was selected as one of School Library
Journal's Best Books of the Year, and one of New York Public
Library’s Children’s Books, both 1983; Award from the
Berkeley Chapter of the Japanese American Citizens League,
1983, for ‘*her many books which have done so much to better
the understanding of Japanese culture and Japanese American
experiences in America’’; The Happiest Ending was chosen
one of Child Study Association of America’s Children’s Books
of the Year, 1985; Young Authors’ Hall of Fame Award from
the San Mateo and San Francisco Reading Associations, 1985;
Bay Area Book Reviewers Association Book Award for Chil-
dren’s Literature, 1986, for The Happiest Ending; Friends of
Children and Literature Award, 1987, for A Jar of Dreams.

WRITINGS—TFor young people, except as noted: The Dancing
Kettle and Other Japanese Folk Tales (illustrated by Richard
C. Jones), Harcourt, 1949, new edition, Creative Arts, 1986;
New Friends for Susan (illustrated by Henry Sugimoto), Scrib-
ner. 1951; We Do Not Work Alone: The Thoughts of Kanjiro
Kawai (adult nonfiction), Folk Art Society (Japan), 1953; The
Magic Listening Cap: More Folk Tales from Japan (self-il-
lustrated), Harcourt, 1955, new edition. Creative Arts, 1987;
The Full Circle (self-illustrated; junior high school study book),
Friendship Press, 1957; Takao and Grandfather's Sword (il-
lustrated by William M. Hutchinson), Harcourt.  1958; The
Promised Year (illustrated by W. M. Hutchinson), Harcourt,
1959.

Milk and the Prowler (illustrated by W. M. Hutchinson), Har-
court. 1960; (translator of English portions) Soetsu Yanagi,
editor, Shoji Hamada (adult), Asahi Shimbun, 1961: Rokubei
and the Thousand Rice Bowls (illustrated by Kazue Mizu-
mura), Scribner, 1962; The Forever Christmas Tree (illus-
trated by K. Mizumura), Scribner, 1963; Sumi’s Prize (illus-
trated by K. Mizumura), Scribner, 1964: The Sea of Gold and
Other Tales from Japan (illustrated by Marianne Yamaguchi),
Scribner. 1965, new edition. Creative Arts, 1988; Sumi’s Spe-
cial Happening (illustrated by K. Mizumura), Scribner, 1966;
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In-Between Miya (illustrated by Susan Bennett), Scribner, 1967;
Hisako's Mysteries (illustrated by S. Bennett), Scribner, 1969:
Sumi and the Goat and the Tokyo Express (illustrated by K.
Mizumura), Scribner, 1969.

Makoto, the Smallest Boy: A Story of Japan (illustrated by
Akihito Shirakawa), Crowell, 1970; Journey to Topaz: A Story
of the Japanese-American Evacuation (ALA Notable Book:
illustrated by Donald Carrick), Scribner, 1971, revised edi-
tion, Creative Arts, 1985; Samurai of Gold Hill (illustrated by
Ati Forberg), Scribner, 1972, new edition, Creative. Arts, 1985;
The History of Sycamore Church (adult nonfiction), privately
printed, 1974; The Birthday Visitor (illustrated by Charles
Robinson), Scribner, 1975; The Rooster Who Understood Jap-
anese (illustrated by C. Robinson), Scribner, 1976; Journey
Home (sequel to Journey to Topaz; Junior Literary Guild se-
lection; illustrated by C. Robinson), McElderry Books, 1978.

A Jar of Dreams (Junior Literary Guild selection), McElderry
Books, 1981; Desert Exile: The Uprooting of a Japanese
American Family (adult nonfiction), University of Washington
Press, 1982; The Best Bad Thing (sequel to A Jar of Dreams;
ALA Notable Book; Junior Literary Guild selection), Mc-
Elderry Books, 1983; Tabi: Journey through Time, Stories of
the Japanese in America, United Methodist Publishing House,
1984; The Happiest Ending (sequel to The Best Bad Thing;
ALA Notable Book; Junior Literary Guild selection), Mc-
Elderry Books, 1985; (reteller) The Two Foolish Cats (Junior
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I never thought one smail lady from Japan could
make such a big difference in my life, but she did. =
(Jacket illustration by Kinuko Craft from A Jar of
Dreams by Yoshiko Uchida.) o,

How did I ever let Mama talk me into this. . . . m
(Jacket illustration by Kinuko Craft from The Happi-
est Ending by Yoshiko Uchida.) w

Literary Guild selection; illustrated by Margot Zemach),
McElderry Books, 1987; Picture Bride (adult novel), North-
land, 1987.

Contributor of juvenile short stories: Flight Near and Far,
Holt, 1970; Scribner Anthology for Young People, Scribner,
1976; Arbuthnotr Anthology of Children’s Literature, 4th edi-
tion, Scott, Foresman, 1976; Courage to Adventure, Crowell,
1976; Sense, Scott, Foresman, 1977; Sharing Literature with
Children, D. McKay, 1977; Image, Scott, Foresman, 1977;
Clues and Clocks, Harper, 1977; Echoes of Time: A World
History, McGraw, 1977; The Secret Life of Mr. Mugs, Ginn,
1978; With the Works, Scott, Foresman, 1978: Riding Rain-
bows, Allyn & Bacon, 1978; Handstands, Allyn & Bacon,
1978; The Big Ones 2, Allyn & Bacon, 1978; Standing Strong,
Allyn & Bacon, 1978; Literature and Life, Scott, Foresman,
1979; Changing Scenes, Harcourt, 1979: And Everywhere
Children, Greenwillow, 1979: Many Voices, Harcourt, 1979;
Tell Me How the Sun Rose, Ginn, 1979; Question and Form
in Literature, Scott, Foresman, 1979; Japan: Change and
Continuity, Rigby, 1980; Full Circle, Macmillan, 1980: Fairy
Tales of the Sea, Harper, 1981; Here and There, Holt, 1981;
Spinners, Houghton, 1981; Banners, Houghton, 1981; The
Abracadabras, Addison-Wesley, 1981; Wingspan, Allyn &
Bacon, 1981; Another Earth, Another Sky, Harcourt, 1982;
Understanding Literature, Macmillan, 1983; Anthology of
Children’s Literature, Scott, Foresman, 1984: Strategies for
Reading, Harcourt, 1984; Exploration, Houghton, 1986.
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Contributor to exhibit catalogue, Margaret da Parta, of QOak-
land Museum, 1976. Contributor of adult stories and articles
to newspapers and periodicals, including Woman’s Day, Gour-
met, Utah Historical Quarterly, Far East, Craft Horizons,
Nippon Times (Tokyo), Motive, and California Monthly.

ADAPTATIONS: ‘“The Old Man with the Bump’’ (cassette;
based on a story from The Dancing Kettle), Houghton, 1973;
“The Two Foolish Cats’” (filmstrip with cassette; based on a
story from The Sea of Gold), Encyclopedia Britannica Edu-
cational, 1977; ““The Fox and the Bear’’ (cassette; based on a
story from The Magic Listening Cap), Science Research As-
sociates, 1979.

WORK IN PROGRESS: A poetry collection; a picture book
interpretation of a Japanese folk tale.

SIDELIGHTS: November 24, 1921. Bomn in Alameda, Cali-
fornia. **“Whenever I am in the neighborhood, I find myself
drawn back to Stuart Street [Berkeley], to drive once more
past the stucco bungalow just above Grove, where my older
sister Keiko, and I grew up.

“Iremember the sunny yard in back with the peach and apricot
and fig trees. I remember the sweetpeas that grew higher than
my head, and the enormous chrysanthemums that measured
seventeen inches around. . . . [ remember my father in his gar-
.dening clothes, raking the yard and filling the dusky evening
air with the wonderful smell of burning leaves, and my mother
standing at the back porch, wearing her big apron, ringing a
small black bell because she didn’t like calling out to bring us
in for supper.

““It was a sunny, pleasant three-bedroom house we rented, and
there was nothing particularly unusual about our living there
except that we were Japanese Americans. And in those days
before the Second World War, few Japanese families in Berke-
ley, California, lived above Grove Street with the exception
of some early settlers. . . .

““Because my father was a salaried man at Mitsui, our lives
were more secure and somewhat different from many of our
Japanese friends, especially those whom we knew at the small
Japanese church we attended. For them life in the 1930s was
a dark desperate struggle for survival in a country where they
could neither become citizens nor own land. Many spoke little
English. Some of the mothers took in sewing or did work in
white homes. . . . Most of the fathers struggled to keep open
such small businesses as dry cleaners, laundries, groceries, or
shoe repair shops. and they sometimes came to ask my father
for advice and help.

“My father understood their struggles well, for he too had
grown up in poverty in Japan. His father, a former samurai
turned teacher, had died when he was ten. His mother, married
at sixteen and widowed at thirty, sent her five children to live
with various relatives, and my father never forgot the sadness
of those long snow-covered roads he walked to reach the home
of the uncle who took him in.

““My father worked his way through Doshisha University by
delivering milk in the mornings, working as a telephone op-
erator at night, and later serving as a clerk in a bank.

““Because both my parents had learned to be frugal in their
youth and had worked hard for a living, they were never waste-
ful or self-indulgent even when they had the means. They also
felt much compassion for anyone in need. When one of our
neighbors on Stuart Street lost his job during the Depression,

and his wife sold homemade bread, my mother not only bought
her bread, but arranged to learn French from her as well, to
give her the additional income. . . .

““My parents also provided solace and frequent meals to lonely
homesick students from Japan who were studying at the Uni-
versity of California or the Pacific School of Religion. These
students seemed to come to our home in an unending proces-
sion, much to the dismay of my sister and I who found them
inordinately dull. . . . They crowded around our table on most
holidays, on frequent Sundays, and they often dropped in un-
invited for a cup of tea.”” [Yoshiko Uchida, Deserr Exile: The
Uprooting of Japanese American F. amily, University of Wash-
ington Press, 1982.']

“‘But now these people who were so dull and annoying to me
as a child, provide wonderful material for my writing, and [
remember them not only with fascination, but with some guilt
for the shabby way I treated them. I also remember the laugh-
ter, the wonderful smell of sukiyaki cooking at the table, and
the after-dinner singing around our piano, and realize that in
spite of ourselves, Keiko and [ often had good times at these
gatherings.”’

“These students were only part of the deluge from Japan.
There were also visiting ministers, countless alumni from
Doshisha University, and sometimes the president of the uni-
versity himself. I felt as though our house was the unofficial

The barn was filled with huge, bright-colored kites. m
(Jacket illustration by Kinuko Craft from The Best
Bad Thing by Yoshiko Uchida.)»
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alumni headquarters for Doshisha and [ one of its most reluc-
tant members.

**‘My mother was a giving and deeply caring person. ‘Don’t
ever be indifferent,’ she used to say to us. ‘Indifference is the
worst fault of all.” And she herself was never indifferent. She
cared and felt deeply about everything around her. She could
find joy in a drive to the park, a rainbow in the sky, a slim
new moon, or an interesting weed appearing among the
irises. . ...”"

““The written word was always important in our family, and
my mother often wrote poetry—the thirty-one-syllable Japa-
nese tanka. Like most women of her day, however, she fo-
cused her attention on her family, and her creativity existed
on the fringes of her life. She wrote her poems on scraps of
paper and the backs of envelopes, and they were published by
a friend in a small Japanese newsletter.

““My mother also loved books, and our house was filled with
them. Although she didn’t find time to read much for herself,
she often read Japanese stories to Keiko and me. Many of
these were the Japanese folktales which I later included in my
first published book, The Dancing Kettle.

«“It seems to me I’ve been interested in books and writing for
as long as I can remember. I was writing stories when I was
ten, and being the child of frugal immigrant parents, I wrote
them on brown wrapping paper which I cut up and bound into

~ - ————T

booklets, and because [ am such a saver, [ still have them.
The first is titled, ‘Jimmy Chipmonk and His Friends: A Short
Story for Small Children.’

““I not only wrote stories, I also kept a journal of important
events which I began the day I graduated from elementary
school. Of course my saver self kept that journal as well. and
even today I can read of the special events of my young life,
such as the times my parents took us to an opera or concert
in San Francisco, or the day I got my first dog, or the sad day
it died, when I drew a tombstone for him in my journal and
decorated it with floral wreaths.

“By putting these special happenings into words and writing
them down, | was trying to hold on to and somehow preserve
the magic as well as the joy and sadness of certain moments
in my life, and I guess that’s really what books and writing
are all about.”

1931. Throughout her childhood, Uchida longed to be accepted
as an American. Although her family gave her much love and
security, she felt intimidated by the outside community. **Our
lives—my sister’s and mine—were quite thoroughly infused
with the customs, traditions, and values of our Japanese par-
ents, whose own lives had been structured by the samurai code
of loyalty, honor, self-discipline, and filial piety. Their lives
also reflected a blend of Buddhist philosophy dominated by
Christian faith. So it was that we grew up with a strong dose
of the Protestant ethic coupled with a feeling of respect for

Uchida (left) about three years old with sister.
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He just went right on, weighing and munching, weighing and munching, until at last he had
eaten up both rice cakes. m (From The Two Foolish Cats by Yoshiko Uchida. Illustrated by
Margot Zémach.) ® :

.
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our teachers and superiors; a high regard for such qualities as
frugality, hard work, patience, diligence, courtesy, and loy-
alty; and a sense of responsibility and love, not only for our
parents and family, but for our fellow man.

““My parents’ Japaneseness was never nationalistic in nature.
They held the Imperial family in affectionate and respectful
regard, as did all Japanese of their generation. But their first
loyalty was always to their Christian God, not the Emperor of
Japan. And their loyalty and devotion to their adopted country
was vigorous and strong. My father cherished copies of the
Declaration of Independence, the Bill of Rights, and the Con-
stitution of the United States, and on national holidays he
hung, with great pride, an enormous American flag on our
front porch, even though at the time, this country declared the
first generation Japanese immigrants to be ‘aliens ineligible
for citizenship.” "
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When she was ten, Uchida’s family took a trip to Connecticut,
and the impression of being perceived as a foreigner remained
with her throughout her lifetime. ‘*We visited several eastern
cities, but most important to my mother was a special trip we
made to the small village of Comwall, Connecticut, to visit
one of her former Doshisha instructors . . . and to meet for the
first time two white women pen pals with whom she had cor-
responded since college. Both my mother and father were great
letter writers and kept up a voluminous correspondence. They
cherished their many friends and I don’t believe either of them
ever lost one for neglect on their part.

‘“We were probably the first Asians ever to visit Cornwall and
one of its residents, an elderly white woman, patted me on the
head and said, ‘My, but you speak English so beautifully.’
She had looked at my Japanese face and addressed only my
outer person, and although she had meant to compliment me,
[ was thoroughly abashed to be perceived as a foreigner. . . .""!
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Family portrait, with Yoshiko Uchida second from left.
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1934. *‘As I approached adolescence, [ wanted more than any-
thing to be accepted as any other white American. Imbued
with the melting pot mentality, I saw integration into white
American society as the only way to overcome the sense of
rejection I had experienced in so many areas of my life. The
insolence of a clerk or a waiter, the petty arrogance of a bu-
reaucrat, discrimination and denial at many establishments,
exclusion from the social activities of my white classmates—
all of these affected my sense of personal worth. They rein-
forced my feelings of inferiority and the self-effacement I had
absorbed from the Japanese ways of my parents and made me
reticent and cautious.

“When I was in junior high school, I was the only Japanese
American to join the Girl Reserve unit at our school and was
accepted within the group as an equal. On one occasion, how-
ever, we were to be photographed by the local newspaper, and
I was among the girls to be included. The photographer ca-
sually tried to ease me out of the picture, but one of my white
friends just as stubbornly insisted on keeping me in. I think I
was finally included, but the realization of what the photog-
rapher was trying to do hurt me more than I ever admitted to
anyone.

““In high school, being different was an even greater hardship
than in my younger years. In elementary school one of, my
teachers had singled out the Japanese American children in
class to point to our uniformly high scholastic achievement.
(I always worked hard to get A’s.) But in high school. we
were singled out by our white peers, not for praise, but for
total exclusion from their social functions. . . .

““Unhappy in high school, I couldn’t wait to get out. I in-
creased my class load, graduated in two and a half years, and
entered the University of California in Berkeley when I was
sixteen, immature and naive. There I found the alienation of
the Nisei [second generation Japanese] from the world of the
white students even greater than in high school. Asians were
not invited to join the sororities or fraternities, which at the
time were a vital part of the campus structure. Most of the
Nisei avoided general campus social events and joined instead
the two Japanese American social clubs—the Japanese Wom-
en’s Student Club and the Japanese Men’s Student Club. We
had our own dances, picnics, open houses, and special events
in great abundance. These activities comprised my only social
outlet and I had a wonderful time at them.

““For many years [ never spoke to a white person unless he or
she spoke to me first. At one of my freshman classes at the
university, I found myself sitting next to a white student I had
known slightly at high school. I sat silent and tense, not even
turning to look at her because I didn’t want to speak first and
be rebuffed. Finally, she turned to me and said, ‘Yoshi, aren’t
you going to speak to me?’

“Only then did I dare smile, acknowledge her presence, and
become the friendly self I wanted to be. Now, my closest
friend for the past twenty years has been a white person. but
if I had met him in college, I might never have spoken to him,
and I probably would not have gone out with him.""'

December 7, 1941. Uchida was busy studying for her final
exams at the University of California when war between Japan
and the United States was declared. When she returned home
from the library, her father had been seized by the FBI and
taken to the San Francisco Immigration Headquarters. “‘Ex-
ecutives of Japanese business firms, shipping lines, and banks,
men active in local Japanese associations, teachers of Japanese
language schools, virtually every leader of the Japanese Amer-

ican community along the West Coast had been seized almost
immediately.

““Actually the FBI had come to our house twice, once in the
absence of my parents and sister who. still not realizing the
serious nature of the attack, had gone out to visit friends. Their
absence, I suppose, had been cause for suspicion and the FBI
or police had broken in to search our house without a warrant.
On returning, my father, believing that we had been burglar-
ized, immediately called the police. Two policemen appeared
promptly with three FBI men and suggested that my father
check to see if his valuables were missing. They were, of
course, undisturbed, but their location was thereby revealed.
Two of the FBI men requested that my father accompany them
‘for a short while’ to be questioned, and my father went will-
ingly. The other FBI man remained with my mother and sister
to intercept all phone calls and to inform anyone who called
that they were indisposed.

“One policeman stationed himself at the front door and the
other at the rear. When two of our white friends came to see
how we were, they were not permitted to enter or speak to my
mother and sister, who, for all practical purposes, were pris-
oners in our home.

“By the time I came home, only one FBI man remained but
[ was alarmed at the startling turn of events during my absence.
In spite of her own anxiety, Mama in her usual thoughtful way
was serving tea to the FBI agent. He tried to be friendly and
courteous, reassuring me that my father would return safely
in due time. But I couldn’t share my mother’s gracious attitude
toward him. Papa was gone, and his abrupt custody into the
hands of the FBI seemed an ominous portent of worse things
to come. [ had no inclination to have tea with one of its agents,
and went abruptly to my room, slamming the door shut.””!

February 19, 1942. President Franklin D. Roosevelt issued an
Executive Order imprisoning Japanese Americans in “‘relo-
cation camps.’’ Uchida’s father was sent to a prisoner-of-war
camp in Missoula, Montana. ‘‘Upon reaching Montana, my
father wrote immediately, his major concern being whether we
would have enough money for our daily needs. He and my
mother were now classified as ‘enemy aliens’ and his bank
account had been blocked immediately. For weeks there was
total confusion regarding the amount that could be withdrawn
from such blocked accounts for living expenses, and early
reports indicated it would be only $100 a month.

“Both the Fifth and Fourteenth Amendments to the Consti-
tution providing for ‘due process of law’ and ‘equal protection
under the law for all citizens,” were flagrantly ignored in the
name of military expediency, and the forced eviction was car-
ried out purely on the basis of race.

“Stunned by this unprecedented act of our government, we
Nisei were faced with the anguishing dilemma of contesting
our government’s orders and risking imprisonment (as a few
courageous Nisei did) or of complying with the government
edict.

“‘Because the FBI had interned most of the Issei [first gener-
ation Japanese] leaders of the community, effectively deci-
mating Issei organizations, the vacuum in leadership was filled
by the Japanese American Citizens League, then led by a group
of relatively young Nisei. The JACL met in emergency session
attempting to arrive at the best possible solution to an intol-
erable situation. Perceiving that a compromise with the gov-
emment was impossible, and rejecting a strategy of total op-
position, because it might lead to violence and bloodshed, the
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JACL leaders decided the only choice was to cooperate ‘under
protest’ with the government.

““My sister and I were angry that our country could deprive
us of our civil rights in so cavalier a manner, but we had been
raised to respect and to trust those in authority. To us resis-
tance or confrontation, such as we know them today was un-
thinkable and of course would have had no support from the
American public. We naively believed at the time that coop-
erating with the government edict was the best way to help
our country.”""

““The world then was, of course, totally different from the one
we know today. In 1942 the voice of Martin Luther King had
not yet been heard and ethnic pride was yet unborn. There
was no awareness in the land of civil rights, and there had yet
been no freedom marches or demonstrations of protest. Most
Americans, supporting their country in a war they considered
just, did nothing to protest our forced removal, and might well
have considered it treasonous had we tried to resist or protest.

“Told to demonstrate our loyalty by doing as our country
asked, we had no choice but to trust our government leaders.
We did not know then, as we do now, that they had acceded
to political and economic pressure groups and imprisoned us
with full knowledge that their action was not only unconsti-
tutional, but totally unnecessary.’” [Yoshiko Uchida, Journey
to Topaz: A Story of the Japanese-American Evacuation, re-
vised edition, Creative Arts, 1985. Amended by the author.’]

April 21, 1942. Removal orders were issued for Uchida’s fam-
ily, as well as the other Japanese American families living in
the area. . . . These families had ten days to dispose of their
homes and personal possessions. ‘‘During the last few weeks
on campus, my friends and I became sentimental and took
pictures of each other at favorite campus sites. The war had
jolted us into a crisis whose impact was too enormous for us
to fully comprehend, and we needed these small remem-
brances of happier times to take with us as we went our sep-

arate ways to various government camps throughout
California.””"

May 1, 1942. Incarcerated in the Tanforan Race Track, which
housed eight thousand uprooted Japanese Americans in its sta-
bles and barracks. The family lived for the next five months
in a horse stall and the entire camp was surrounded by barbed
wire. “When we reached stall number 40, we pushed open
the narrow door and looked uneasily into the vacant darkness.
The stall was about ten by twenty feet and empty except for
three folded Army cots lying on the floor. Dust, dirt, and wood
shavings covered the linoleum that had been laid over manure-
covered boards, the smell of horses hung in the air, and the
whitened corpses of many insects still clung to the hastily
white-washed walls.

““High on either side of the entrance were two small windows
which were our only source of daylight. The stall was divided
into two sections by Dutch doors worn down by teeth marks,
and each stall in the stable was separated from the adjoining
one only by rough partitions that stopped a foot short of the
sloping roof. That space, while perhaps a good source of ven-
tilation for the horses, deprived us of all but visual privacy,
and we couldn’t even be sure of that because of the crevices
and knotholes in the dividing walls.

““Our stable consisted of twenty-five stalls facing north which
were back to back with an equal number facing south, so we
were surrounded on three sides. Living in our stable were an
assortment of people—mostly small family units—that in-

cluded an artist, my father’s barber and his wife, a dentist and
his wife, an elderly retired couple, a group of Kibei bachelors
(Japanese born in the United States but educated in Japan), an
insurance salesman and his wife, and a widow with two
daughters. . . .7

The ‘‘prisoners’’ quickly organized schools, churches, and
recreation centers. Uchida taught second grade. I loved
teaching and decided I would like to work for a teaching cre-
dential, for I now had received my degree from the university.
My classmates and I had missed commencement by two weeks
and my diploma, rolled in a cardboard container, had been
handed to me in my horse stall by the Tanforan mailman.

““ After three months of communal living, the lack of privacy
began to grate on my nerves. There was no place I could go
to be completely alone—not in the washroom, the latrine, the
shower, or my stall. I couldn’t walk down the track without
seeing someone I knew. I couldn’t avoid the people I didn’t
like or choose those I wished to be near. There was no place
to cry and no place to hide. It was impossible to escape from
the constant noise and human presence. I felt stifled and suf-
focated and sometimes wanted to scream. But in my family
we didn’t scream or cry or fight or even have a major argu-
ment, because we knew the neighbors were always only inches
away

September, 1942. Sent to Topaz, a concentration camp located
in the Utah desert. ‘‘In its frantic haste to construct this barrack
city, the Army had removed every growing thing, and what
had once been a peaceful lake bed was now churned up into
one great mass of loose flour-like sand. With each step we
sank two to three inches deep, sending up swirls of dust that
crept into our eyes and mouths, noses and lungs. After two
long sleepless nights on the train, this sudden encounter with
the sun, the glaring white sand, and the altitude made me feel
weak and light-headed. We were all worried about my mother,

and I thought I might collapse myself, when we finally reached
Block 7.

““Each barrack was one hundred feet in length, and divided
into six rooms for families of varying sizes. We were assigned
to a room in the center, about twenty by eighteen feet, de-
signed for occupancy by four people. When we stepped into
our room it contained nothing but four army cots without mat-
tresses. No inner sheetrock walls or ceilings had yet been in-
stalled, nor had the black pot-bellied stove that stood outside
our door. Cracks were visible everywhere in the siding and
around the windows, and although our friends had swept out
our room before we arrived, the dust was already seeping into
it again from all sides.””"

Dust continued to be a constant problem and the severe dust
storms were particularly terrifying. ‘‘One day about noon, I
saw gray-brown clouds massing in the sky, and a hot sultry
wind seemed to signal the coming of another storm. I waited
for word that schools would be closed for the afternoon, but
none was forthcoming.

“I dreaded the long seven-block walk to school, but shortly
after lunch, I set out with a scarf wrapped around my head so
it covered my nose and mouth as well. By the time I was half
way to Block 41, the wind grew so intense, I felt as though I
were caught in the eye of a dust hurricane. Feeling panicky,
[ thought of running home, but realized I was as far from my
own barrack now as I was from school, and it was possible
some children might be at the school.

‘Soon barracks only a few feet away were completely ob-
scured by walls of dust and I was terrified the wind would
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knock me off my feet. Every few yards, I stopped to lean
against a barrack to catch my breath, then lowering my head
against the wind, I plodded on. When I got to school, I dis-
covered many children had braved the storm as well and were
waiting for me in the dust-filled classroom.

“I was touched, as always, to see their eagerness to learn
despite the desolation of their surroundings, the meager tools
for learning, and, in this case, the physical dangers they en-
countered just to reach school. At the time their cheerful re-
siliency encouraged me, but I’ve wondered since if the be-
wildering trauma of the forced removal from their homes
inflicted permanent damage to their young psyches.

““‘Although I made an attempt to teach, so much dust was
pouring into the room from all sides as well as the hole in the
roof that it soon became impossible, and I decided to send the
children home before the storm grew worse. ‘Be very careful
and run home as fast as you can,’ I cautioned, and the other
teachers of Block 41 dismissed their classes as well.

““That night the wind still hadn’t subsided, but my father went
out to a meeting he felt he shouldn’t miss. As my mother,
sister, and I waited out the storm in our room, the wind reached
such force we thought our barrack would be torn from its
feeble foundations. Pebbles and rocks rained against the walls,
and the newspapers we stuffed into the cracks in the siding
came flying back into the room. The air was so thick with the
smoke-like dust, my mouth was gritty with it and my lungs
seemed penetrated by it. For hours the wind shrieked around
our shuddering barrack, and I realized how frightened my mother
was when I saw her get down on her knees to pray at her cot.
I had never seen her do that before.’’' But the barrack held.

““None of us felt well during our incarceration in Topaz. We
all caught frequent colds during the harsh winter months and
had frequent stomach upsets. Illness was a nuisance, especially
after we began to work, for memos from a doctor were re-
quired to obtain sick leave. Much of our energy simply went
into keeping our room dusted, swept, and mopped to be rid
of the constant accumulation of dust, and in trying to do a
laundry when the water was running.’”!

May, 1943. With the help of the Student Relocation Commit-
tee (administered by the American Friends Service Commit-
tee), Uchida was able to leave Topaz by obtaining a fellowship
to do graduate work at Smith College, Northampton, Massa-
chusetts. *“. . . I had passed up an earlier opportunity to go to
Smith College from Tanforan because I felt I should stay with
my fellow internees and make some positive contribution to
our situation. Now, however, I longed to get out of this dreary
camp, return to civilization, and continue my education. I ap-
plied for enrollment in the Education Department at Smith
College in Northampton, Massachusetts, but discovered the
earlier opening there was no longer available. [ also discovered
that the process for obtaining a leave clearance was long and
tedious. One did not decide to leave and simply walk out the
gates. [ waited impatiently and with increasing frustration as
the weeks passed.

“‘Students were among the first internees to leave the camps,
and others followed to midwestern and eastern cities where
previously few Japanese Americans had lived. ... The Na-
tional Japanese American Student Relocation Council even-
tually assisted some three thousand students to leave the camps
and enter over five hundred institutions of higher learning
throughout the country.

“I left Topaz determined to work hard and prove [ was as
loyal as any other American. I felt a tremendous sense of

responsibility to make good, not just for myself, but for all
Japanese Americans. I felt I was representing all the Nisei,
and it was sometimes an awesome burden to bear.

““When the war was over, the brilliant record of the highly
decorated Nisei combat teams, and favorable comments of the
GIs returning from Japan, helped alleviate to some degree the
hatred directed against the Japanese Americans during the war.
Although racism had by no means been eliminated, new fields
of employment, previously closed, gradually opened up for
many Nisei. In time they were also able to purchase and rent
homes without being restricted to ghetto areas as the Issei had
been.’”!

“Today we know, in spite of the government.claim at the
time, that there was no military necessity for our imprison-
ment. Today we know this gross violation of our Constitution
caused one of the most shameful episodes in our country’s
history. Our leaders betrayed not only the Japanese Ameri-
cans, but a/l Americans, for by denying the Constitution, they
damaged the very essence of our democratic beliefs.

“In 1976 President Gerald R. Ford stated, ‘Not only was that
evacuation wrong, but Japanese Americans were and are loyal
Americans’. . . . In 1983 a Commission of Wartime Relocation
and Internment of Civilians established by the United States
Congress concluded that a grave injustice was done to Japa-
nese Americans and that the causes of the uprooting were race
prejudice, war hysteria and a failure of leadership.’”?

Uchida taught school in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania for a year
and worked as a secretary in New York City for six years. In
1952 she was awarded a fellowship to study in Japan. *‘I spent
two years in Japan as a Ford Foundation Foreign Area Fellow
and became acquainted with the relatives and friends who until
then had been only strangers to me. . .. I climbed to remote
wooded temple cemeteries to pour water on the tombstones of
my grandfathers and maternal grandmother ‘to refresh their
spirits,” and I traveled the countryside, finding it incredibly
beautiful.

“‘Although I went primarily as a writer to collect more folk-
tales, I became equally immersed in the magnificent arts and
crafts of Japan. The strength and honesty of its folk art es-
pecially appealed to me, and I felt an immediate kinship with
the Japanese craftsmen I met. [ was privileged to become ac-
quainted with the three founders of the Mingei (folk art) move-
ment in Japan—the philosopher-writer Soetsu Yanagi, and the
noted potters Shoji Hamada and Kanjiro Kawai. Their Zen-
oriented philosophy, their wholeness of spirit, and their totality
as human beings enriched me immeasurably and made a last-
ing impact on my thought and writing.

““My experience in Japan was as positive and restorative as
the uprooting and imprisonment had been negative and de-
pleting. I came home aware of a new dimension to myself as
a Japanese American and with new respect and admiration for
the culture that had made my parents what they were. The
circle was complete. I feel grateful today for the Japanese
values and traditions they instilled in me and kept alive in our
home, and unlike the days of my youth, I am proud to be a
Japanese American and am secure in that knowledge of
myself.””!

While in Japan, Uchida wrote articles on handcrafts and folk
artists for the Nippon Times. Upon her return to the United
States, she continued to write articles for Craft Horizons mag-
azine, and studied weaving, pottery, and jewelry-making herseif.
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A man was shouting in angry and agitated tones. m
(From Journey to Topaz by Yoshiko Uchida. Illus-
trated by Donald Carrick.)

1972. Awarded a silver medal for best Jjuvenile book from the
Commonwealth Club of California for Samurai of Gold Hill.
Although Uchida’s early books dealt with the children of Ja-
pan, she turned to writing about the Japanese American ex-
perience in the late 1960s. ‘‘I saw the need to reinforce the
self-knowledge and pride of young Japanese Americans. to
give them a remembrance of their culture and their own par-
ticular history.”’

I feel that children need the sense of continuity that comes
through knowing about the past. All of us must understand
our own past in order to move ahead into the future. I feel it’s
so important for Japanese American—and all Asian Ameri-
can—children to be aware of their history and culture, and to
understand some of the traditions, hopes, and values of the
early immigrants. At the same time, I write for all children,
and I try to write about values and feelings that are universal.

“I try to stress the positive aspects of life that [ want children
to value and cherish. [ hope they can be caring human beings
who don’t think in terms of labels—foreigners or Asians or
whatever—but think of people as human beings. If that comes
across, then I’ve accomplished my purpose.’ [Catherine E.
Studier Chang, ‘‘Profile: Yoshiko Uchida,’ Language Arts,
February, 1984. Amended by the author.?]

1981. Received the University of Oregon’s Distinguished Ser-
vice Award for ‘‘a significant contribution to the cultural de-

velopment of society.’” ‘“‘In Desert Exile, my non-fiction ac-
count for adults, I emphasized the dignity and strength with
which most of the first generation Japanese endured that trag-

edy, for I felt this was truly a triumph of the human spirit.

That same strength and spirit [ hoped to evoke in my trilogy—
A Jar of Dreams, The Best Bad Thing, and The Happiest
Ending.

““Most of all, I wanted to convey in my trilogy the values that
gave those early immigrant families their strength, and to con-
vey the strong sense of family that sustained them. I always
try to give young readers a sense of hope and affirmation and
purpose in life, and the courage to dream big dreams.

““Although all my books have been about the Japanese people,
my hope is that they will enlarge and enrich the reader’s un-
derstanding, not only of the Japanese and the Japanese Amer-
icans, but of the human condition. 1 think it's important for
each of us to take pride in our special heritage, but we must
never lose our sense of connection with the community of
man. And I hope our young people will, through the enriching
diversity of the books they read, learn to celebrate our common
humanity and the universality of the human spirit.”’

Uchida has written numerous children’s books. including col-
lections of Japanese folktales, stories of Japanese children liv-
ing in Japan or the United States, and historical fiction about
Japanese American children in America during the 1930s and
1940s. **Today as a writer of books for young people, I often
speak at schools about my experiences as a Japanese Ameri-
can. I want the children to perceive me not as a foreigner, as
some still do, or as the stereotypic Asian they often see on
film and television, but as a human being. I tell them of my
pride in being a Japanese American today, but [ also tell them
I celebrate our common humanity, for I feel we must never
lose our sense of connection with the human race.

“The children ask me many questions, most of them about
my wartime experiences. ‘I never knew we had concentration
camps in America,’ one child told me in astonishment. ‘I thought
they were only in Germany and Russia.’

““And so the story of the wartime incarceration of the Japanese
Americans, as painful as it may be to hear, needs to be told
and retold and never forgotten by succeeding generations of
Americans.

““I always ask the children why they think I wrote Journey to
Topaz and Journey Home, in which I tell of the wartime ex-
periences of the Japanese Americans. ‘To tell about the camps?’
they ask. “To tell how you felt? To tell what happened to the
Japanese people?’

““Yes,” I answer, but [ continue the discussion until finally
one of them will say, ‘You wrote those books so it won’t ever
happen again.’”"!

1985. Wrote the award-winning children’s book. The Happiest
Ending. Uchida’s books have been translated into German,
Dutch, Japanese and Afrikaans.

1987. First novel for aduits, Picture Bride. published. ‘“This
novel tells of the strength and courage of the early Japanese
women immigrants and of one early Japanese American com-
munity in which they played a vital role.

“I. .. feel very lucky to be a writer, doing what I love best.
I love the freedom of being able to structure my own days—
to work or play or to see my friends or to travel when I please.
I think that kind of freedom is a luxury to be cherished.”’
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How can I pack our whole life into boxes and cartons
in just ten days? m (From Journey Home by Yoshiko
Uchida. Illustrated by Charles Robinson.) %

When she is not writing, Uchida enjoys fine arts, folk crafts,
the theater and visiting museums. She also enjoys walking and
has developed a new interest in writing poetry. ‘‘Anything
that isn’t writing, I consider play. I seem to manage to play
quite a lot!”’

FOR MORE INFORMATION SEE: Muriel Fuller, editor, More
Junior Authors, H. W. Wilson, 1963; Young Readers’ Review,
January, 1967; Children’s Book World, November 5, 1967;
Martha E. Ward and Dorothy A. Marquardt, Authors of Books
for Young People, 2nd edition, Scarecrow Press, 1971; D. L.
Kirkpatrick, Twentieth-Century Children’s Writers, St. Mar-
tin’s Press, 1978, 2nd edition, 1983; Catherine E. Studier Chang,
“‘Profile: Yoshiko Uchida,”’ Language Arts, February, 1984;
New York Times Book Review, February 9, 1986.

Filmstrip: ‘“What Makes a Story’ (filmstrip and cassette),
Filmedia, 1978.

Collections: Kerlan Collection at the University of Minnesota;
University of Oregon Library, Eugene (manuscript collection
prior to 1981); Bancroft Library, University of California.

Berkeley (manuscripts, papers and all published materials since
1981).

All that mankind has done, thought, gained or been: it
_islyingas in magic preservation in the pages of books.
—Thomas Carlyle
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