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An Autobiography

I have sometimes wondered if it isn’t because my li fe so 

far has been such a placid and happy one, that I ha ven’t been 

able to plumb the real depths necessary to write mo re effectively. 

For if it is true, and I think it is, that through suffering, a 

fuller and deeper understanding of life can be atta ined, then 

I haven’t had the experiences to evoke such underst anding.

Wy childhood was an exceedingly happy one in Californ ia, 

where I grew up with one older sister, Secure in th e abundant 

love and affection of my parents. We lived in a sma ll bungaldw 

in Berkeley - a quiet university town - within easy  reach of all 

that San Francisco has to offer. Our yard was spaci ous and filled 

with flowers and fruit trees; and occupied at vario us times by 

three dogs, and such childhood paraphernalia as swi ngs, a sandbox, 

and later on, a hammock.

Our immediate neighbors were Swiss and Norwegian, w ith whom 

we had warm and friendly relations. The two girls o f the Norweg�

ian family were, for many years, my daily companion s 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 bein g 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. I remember many an excursion to  the Can
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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 se e some of 

its excellent art exhibits.

We travelled together, too, on at least one trip a year, 

if not more. Each New Year’s we drove to Los Angele s to visit 

Grandmother, who lived with my invalid aunt, uncle and six cousins. 

Sometimes, we drove down to spend a week or two wit h them during 

the summer, stopping off atWsemite or Sequoia Natio nal Park on 

the way. In Los Angeles, we had fabulous family reu nions, with 

quantities of food, talk, laughter, and callers. Be ing the 

youngest member of these gatherings, I was at once the recip�

ient of special affection from my older cousins, an d a certain 

amount of disdain from the two youngest girls, who,  being a few 

years older than I, had already succumbed to the co ncerns of 

clothes, boys, and dancing. I think now, that the s udden bursts 

of temperature which afflicted me .just before many  of our trips 

to Los Angeles had their source in my unspoken resi stance to 

being with these seemingly worldly cousins.

Our family took two trips of rather large proportio ns during 

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

trip to New York, stopping off at such points as th e Grand Canyon, 

New Orleans, Washington, Niagara Falls, and Chicago , where we saw 

the Worlds Fair. Another summer, we took Grandmothe r, and went 

to Japan for three months. I wasn’t old enough at t he time to 

appreciate fully a trip of this scope, and came bac k to tell 

friends that our visit to Japan was a succession of  social calls, 

where I usually found nothing better to do than to count the 

number of times my parents and their friends exchan ged bows.
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Although my upbringing was thoroughly American, I d on’t v 

think I can say it was typically so, because of the  Japanese 

customs and ways of my parents. For 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 un til March 

of every year. Then, they would be placed on a tabl e with 

a red cloth, a spray of peach blossoms would be pla ced 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 o f green tea , 

to all our callers, no matter what time of day it m ight be. 

Whenever a visitor appeared in our living room, I u sually 

put on the kettle in the kitchen without having to be told, 

and we would all sit down to chat over a cup of ste aming tea. j

My mother often read stories to us from Japanese bo oks 

so that I became acquainted with many Japanese folk  tales, and 

a few years ago, rewrote several of them for Americ an children 

in a book which was published by Earcourt Brace. I 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 e ver felt, as 

some Nisei have, the need to renounce all things Ja panese in 

order to assert their Americanism.

Ours was a home constantly filled MLth company. T c an’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 

ythink of Saturday nights, I recall the sound of th e knife
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chattering noisily on the cutting board, and the pu ngent smells 

of cooking food seeping out from the kitchen as lat e as 9:00 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 fro m Japan, 

who had come to study at the Pacific School o^ Reli gion or at 

the University of California. My parents were gradu ates of 

Doshisha University in Kycfco, and the majority of these students 

came with letters of introduction from a fellow alu mnus. Seized 

with homesickness or a longing to hear their native  tongue and 

taste Japanese food, these students would appear of ten and stay 

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

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

an embarrassing ingenuousness. Sometimes, just as w e were about 

to go off to the movies, someone would appear and f orce us to 

abandon our plans. I remember how, if we planned so mething 

special, we would often rush' from the house, fearf ul that if 

we lingered, someone might drop in. Until recently,  even iLth  

an apartment of my own, undisturbed by importunate callers,

I sometimes felt an urgency to get things done befo re someone 

came to interrupt me.

Callers at our home weren’t confined to students fr om abroad. 

We also had another strange circle of friends who e manated from 

our church. My parents had been members of the Japa nese Congre�

gational Church in Oakland since its early days, an d have always 

remained one of its staunch supporters. For some re ason, 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 congre gation, and 

was peopled by a rather motley group. The congregat ion consisted 

of such Issei as grocery men, shoe repair men, owne rs of laundries j 

or cleaners, day workers in Caucasian homes, and ga rdeners. Often | 

their calls to our home would be prompted by the ne ed for financial ! 

help or of mediation in some family dispute - and m y parents al�

ways responded generously. The children of these pe ople came to 

Sunday School in modest clothing, and my sister and  I were often 

not permitted to wear our ”dress up” clothes to chu rch for fear 

of embarrassing them. My parents carefully and rigi dly curbed 

any tendencies we might have had to bragging of our  possessions 

or activities, and I think because of this, I have always been 

sensitive to other peopled situations and feelings.

It is rather strange to think of the two completely  dif�

ferent and separate worlds to which we were simulta neously ex�

posed. There was the sphere of our church - provinc ial and 

proletarian - to which we were bound by my parent’s  loyalty. I

Then, there was the other sphere of my fathers busi ness ac- \

quaintances - families of men employed by Mitsui & Co, where, 

for many years, my father was assistant manager, we  saw these 

people and their children at special parties and di nners, where 

drinks were served and the talk was worldly and sop histicated.

We didn’t feel quite at home in either of these two  realms, and 

I suppose, found our best friends in individuals wh o fell in 

neither category.

As for my personal social life, I think it was in H igh School

that thirst felt the social distinctions made betwe en Caucasians
T
/
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and Orientals. Through High School, my friends were  largely ,

Caucasian, and as we approached our senior year, I began to

feel excluded from their social activities. It was partly because t
\

the Nisei of my generation were more immature than the Caucasian 

youngsters of that time, and I simply wasn't ready for beaux or
I

dating. It was also y«i b'iy because I wasn't invit ed to their 

private parties, although, I think I would have bee n too reticent 

to go, even if I had been.

When I went to the University of California, I was just 16, 

and a new world of social activity opened up for me . I began 

only then, to take an interest in boys, and my circ le of friends 

soon became almost exclusively Nisei. Since the sor orities and 

fraternities of the University didn't invite Nisei to membership, 

we had to organize our own social life. Thus, the m ajority of 

the Nisei at the University belonged to the Japanes e Men and 

Women's Student Clubs. I plunged into these new-fou nd social 

activities with a vigor, and was a member of the wo men's Club 

cabinet each of my four years, eventually becoming its president 

in my senior year. I wish now, of course, that I ha d had the 

sense to participate in other non^Nisei activities.  I think it 

was mainly the fear of being rejected and snubbed t hat kept 

most of us from branching beyond our own Nisei soci ety, where 

we were secure in the knowledge that we would be ju dged for 

ourselves rather than for our racial heritage.

As for the community in general, discrimination was  not 

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

keeping orientals below a certain street in the cit y, 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 sm all acts 

as insolence from a clerk or a w&iter. However, it doesftt 

take more than one or two instances to make one cau tious. I 

remember phoning one of the department stores in Be rkeley to 

ask whether they would take a Japanese-American, be fore I 

went for a h&ircut. There was one occasion when a n ewspaper 

roan tried to ease me out of a photograph he was to  take of four 

or five Girl Reserves at the YWSA. I still remember  how the 

other girls made sure that I was included. It was q uite im�

possible not to develop something of an inferiority  complex, 

or at least an air of reticence, when exposed to su ch incidents, 

and only after I came east and lived in New York, d id I lose 

this feeling.

At the University, I majored in English, History an d 

philosophy; made good grades, and had a gay time, s ocially.

My carefree life there ended, however, not with gta duation, 

but abruptly and unexpectedly, because of the Peafl . harbor 

attack.

The full story of the evacuation would take several  dozen 

pages. Briefly; my father, because of his connectio ns with 

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

Harbor attack. He was held in San Francisco with se veral hundred 

other Japanese men, and was sent in a few weeks to an internment 

camp in Montana. He remained there until May when h e was per�

mitted to join us in the Assembly Center at Tanfora n.

The weeks following the outbreak of war were filled  with
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rumors of the impending evacuation. As incredible a s such an 

act seemed, false reports of sabotage in Hawaii, ec onomic pressure | 

from agricultural groups, and general hysteria, eve ntually made 

it an actuality. In May, my mother, sister and I ha d to clear 

out our home in which we had lived for 15 years, an d prepare to 

be evacuated. We sold things we should have kept, a nd 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 decisi ons every day, 

about our car, our dog, our furniture - about all o ur worldly 

possessions. We were then moved with 8000 other Jan anese in our 

area to the Tanforan stace Tracks where, for six mo nths, we lived 

in the cold stables of that windswept and abandoned  race track. 

Conditions were miserable for the first several wee ks and life 

was pretty bleak. We walked the muddy track to the grandstand 

for our meals, standing in long, winding lines, wit h fork in 

hand, to receive beans or potatoes or weiners from huge tubs and 

vats. It was a fantastic undertaking - where men an d women, 

old and young, perverts and neutotics, healthy and unhealthy, 

with only their racial heritage in common, were thr own together
l

in a mad, confused jumble.

When things became a bit more organized, I voluntee red to 

work as a teacher in the elementary schools, and wa s eventually 

placed in charge of a primary grade unit. My teachi ng at that 

time was completely empirical, even though my diplo ma arrived in 

a neat cardboard roll and was handed to me by the m ailman. My 

children gave me their whole-hearted devotion and a ffection, and 

I could only hope that I gave them a little learnin g in return.
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When we were transferred to the more permanent Relo cation Center

in Utah, I again taught school - this time a group of 3rd graders 

whom I enjoyed immensely. I liked children, I wante d to learn 

more about teaching methods, and decided I would li ke to study 

further to become a bona fide teacher.

In June of 1943, I left the center to come to Smith  Gjillege) 

where I received a fellowship in the Department of Education.

I spent a year of intensive study at Smith, practic e teaching

y

in their Day School and at the Springfield Public S chools, 

where, being something of annovelty ( their first N isei student 

teacher), I was received most warmly.

After getting my Masters in Education, I went to Ph iladel�

phia, to become teacher of grades 1 and 2 at Erankford Friends 

School, a small private Quaker school. I was thrill ed to have 

my own classes, but the school was small and our re sponsibilities 

were heavy. Teaching seemed to be a 24 hour job of planning 

lessons, correcting papers, preparing seat work, me eting parents, 

and because it was my first job, I worked terribly hard. At 

the end of the first school year, I collapsed from overwork, 

and had to resign from the school staff. My parents  had been 

with me for about a year then, and in 1946, the thr ee of us 

decided to move to New York and join my sister, who  was teaching

at Walden School.

I felt I didn’t want to go back to teaching for a w hile, 

and decided to do work that would be less taxing. A fter one
t-OitHCI I

or two temporary positions, I went to the United st udent Christian^
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where I have been secretary to its Executive Secret ary 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.ro. and 

9:00 am» The roan for whoro I work, and his Finnish  wife, are won�

derful people, and have become close personal frien ds of mine.

t  cHii n prfiat deal, and have visited my parents ¿fi*  ;x - «1 1

in California during summer vacations. Last summer,  I fulfilled . 

one of my major ambitions by taking a marvelous tri p to vurope 

with my cousin.

As for my writing — ifcave always liked to do it, a nd remember 

making booklets out of wrapping paper as a child, a nd filling 

them with my own brand of animal stories1 I began w riting seri�

ously about 5 years ago, when the book of Japanese folktales 

was published. Last fall, Scribners published a boo k about a 

japanese-American child, called "New Friends for Su san.« I've 

also attempted some picture books, one of which may  develop into 

something this fall. In the adult field, I have wri tten several 

articles for the Army's orientation program, and ha ve been sub�

mitting short stories to the New Yorker for the las t two or three 

years. They have written me encouraging letters, as have the 

editors of TTarner's and Charm Magazine, but I can' t quite seem to 

get over the final hump.

I realize I still have much to learn, not only in w riting 

techniques, but in the observation of life itself. I hope, 

above all, that my portrayal of it will be honest a nd genuine.

Mr * * *
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I have sometimes wondered if it isn’t be cause my life so
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far has been such a placid and happy one, that I ha vehft been 

able to plumb the real depths necessary to write mo re\effeetively.

fuller and deeper understanding of life can be atta ined, then 

I haven’t had the experiences to evoke such underst anding.

where I grew up with one older sister, secure in th e abundant 

love and affection of my parents. lived in a small bunga!6w 

in Berkeley - a quiet university town - within easy  reach of all

with flowers and fruit trees; and occupied at vario us times by 

three.dogs, and such childhood paraphernalia as swi ngs, a sandbox, 

and later on, a hammock.

Our immediate neighbors were Swiss and Norwegian, w ith whom 

ve ha warm and friendly relations. The two girls of  the Norweg�

ian family were, for many years, my daily companion s in such en�

deavors as transforming our sandhgx 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 bein g 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. I remember many an excursion to  the ran

For if it is true, and I think it is, that through suffering, a
M

t*y  childhood $ an exceedingly barmy one in California

that San Francisco has to offer. Our yard was spaci ous and filled



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 Los Angele s to visit  

Grandmother, who lived with �� invalid aunt, uncle and six cousins.  

Sometimes, we drove down to spend a week or two wit h them during  

the summer, stopping off atYfsemite or Sequoia Nationa l ^ark on  

the -ay* . In Los Angeles, we had fabulous family reun ions, with  

Quantities of food, talk, laughter, and callers* Being the  

youngest member of these gatherings, I was at once th e recir-  

lent of .special affection from my older cousins, a nd a certain  

amount of disdain from the two youngest girls, who, be ing a few
�� ��� /ir J\ � ����� �� ���	� �� ���

years p|Per\ than I, had already succumbed to the con cerns of  

clothes, boys, and dancing. I think now, that the sudden  bursts

Pi* temperature which afflicted me just before many  of our trips  

to Los Angeles had their source in �� unspoken resistance to

being,' wi th these seemingly worldly cousins.

I j Our family too*c two trips of rather large prop ortions during

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

jtrip .to New York, stopping off at such points as th e Grand Canyon,

New Orleans, Washington, Niagara Falls, and Chicago,  where we saw

the/Worlds Fair. Another summer, we took Grandmothe r, and went

to Japan for three months. I wasn’t old enough at t he time to

appreciate fully a trip of this crbpe, and came back to tell

Criends that our visit to Japan was a succession of social calls

J|fi ■ ■ ■  I'_■ ■■■• • |
where I usually found nothing better to do than to coun t the

number of times my parents and their friends exchan ged bows.
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Although my upbringing was thoroughly Ameri can, T don’t \ 

think T can say it was typically so, because of the  Tananese j 

customs and ways of my parents. For example, there was the 

pollfs 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 un til *yarch 

of every year. fhen, they wou^d be placed on a tabl e with 

a red cloth, a spray of peach blossoms wou^d be Pla ced beside 

them, and our friends won*d coroe M  see them over |  cur of tea. 

As in most Japanese homes, we always served a rot o f green tea 

to all our callers, no natter what time of day it m ight be. 

Whenever a visitor appeared in our living room, f u sually 

put on the kettle in the kitchen without having to be told, 

and we would all sit clown to chat over a cup of st eaming tea. Í 

ffy  mother often read stories to us fro» Japanese book s 

fteko -that I became, acquainted with many '.Tawane se folk tales, and

rl-Jf
f »  a few years ago, rewrote several of them for Ame rican children

• it? .• C ' "• ‘ - ' ������ ' .• • ••. ■ ' '■  ' ■ . ■ •- ■  ' ‘ • • • , v *- ■ • ' : ,jfeaBlgH Ilf
in a book which was published by Farcourt Brace. T am grate�

ful to my parents for having brought us up  In this way to ar- 

predate the good books, music, art and customs of b oth American 

and I’apanese cultures, and am gird that f haven’t ever felt, as 

I some; Nisei have, the need to renounce all things  Japanese in 

ováfv  to assert their Americanism.

jjjfl Ours was a home constantly filled M.th compan y, t  can’t 

recall a Funday when my parents didn’t bring h^me a  car full 

of students from church to give them funday dinner.  jpg when 

,i>1i think of Saturday nights, I recall the sound of the knife
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chattering noisily on the cutting board, and the pu ngent smells 

of cooking food seeping out from the kitchen as lat e as 9*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 fro m japan, 

who had come to study at the Pacific School or Reli gion or at 

the University of California. My parents were gradu ates of 

Doshisha University in Kyd&o, and the majority of t hese students 

came with letters of introduction from a fellow alu mnus. Seized 

with homesickness or a longing to hear their native  tongue and 

taste Japanese food, these students would appear of ten and stay 

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

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

an embarrassing ingenuousness. Sometimes, just as w e were about 

to go off to the movies, someone would appear and f orce us to 

abandon our plans. I remember how, if we planned something 

special, we would often rush from the house, fearfu l that if 

we lingered, someone might drop in. Until recently,  even tth  

an apartment of my own, undisturbed by importunate callers,

� sometimes felt an urgency to get things done befor e someone 

came to interrupt me.

Callers at our home weren»t confined to stu’ents fr om abroad. 

We also had another strange circle of friends who e manated from 

out church, ffy  parents had been members of the Japanese Congre�

gational Church in Oakland since its early days, an d have always 

remained one of its staunch supporters, wor some re ason, this 

church was small, seemed always to have a minister who could not
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gain the respe ct or affection of a dwindling congregation, and 

w ,s peopled by a rather motley group. ^he congrega tion consisted 

of such Issei as grocery men, shoe repair men, owne rs of laundries 

or cleaners, day workers in Caucasian ho^es, and ga rdeners, often 

their calls to our home would be promoted by the ne ed for financial 

help or of mediation in some family dispute.- and m y parents al�

ways responded generously. The children of these pe ople came ’to 

Sunday School in modest clothing, and my sister and  f were often 

not permitted to wear our »»dress u p *» c1othes to church for fear 

of embarrassing them. My parents carefully and rigi dly 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 situations and feelings .

ft is rather strange to think of the two completely  dif�

ferent and separate worlds to which we were simulta neously e:x> 

posed* There was the sphere of our church - provincial and 

proletarian  - to which we were bound bv ay parent’s loyalty.

Then, there was the other sphere of ay fathers busi ness ac- \ 

quaintances — families of men employed by Mitsui & f*o, where, 

for many yeafs, my father was assistant, manager, m e sow these 

people and their children at special parties and di nners, where 

drinks were served and the talk-was worldly and sop histicated, 

we didn’t feel quite at home in either of these two  realms, and 

I suppose, found our best friends in individuals wh o fe11 in 

neither category.

As for my personal social life, T think it was in P igh fchool

that Ifirst felt the social distinctions made betwe en faucasians
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and Orientals, Through High School, �� 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 �� generation were more immature than the Caucasian 

youngsters of that time, and T simply wasn’t ready for beaux or 

dating* It was also uertiy because I wasn’t invited  to their 

private parties, although, I think T would have bee n too reticent 

to go, even if X had been.

i%en T went to the University of California, I was Just 16, 

and a new world of social activity opened up for me . | began 

only then, to take an interest in boys, and my circle of friends 

soon became almost exclusively Nisei, pi nee the so rorities and 

fraternities of the University didn’t invite Nisei to membership, 

we had to organize our own social life. Thus, the m ajority of 

the Nisei at the University belonged to the Japanes e «en and 

Women’s student Clubs. I plunged into these new-fou nd social 

activities with a vigor, and was a member of the ^o men’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^Nlsei activities.  T think it 

was mainly the fear of belng^relected andjsnubbed t hat Vent 

most of us from branching beyond our own Nisei soci ety, where 

we were secure in the knowledge that we would be ju dged for 

ourselves rather than for our racial heritage.

As for the community in general, discrimination was  not 

unknown there, by any means, ^here were real estate  agreements 

keeping orientals below a certain street in the cit y, and some



- ? -

swimming pools and re creational spots made it kn^vn that orientals 

t  ere not welcome * Sometimes it was felt in such sm all acts 

as insolence from a clerk or a wtiiter. however, it  doesftt 

take more than one or two instances to make one cau tions. pT 

remember phoning one of the department stores in Be rkeley to 

ask whether they would take a Japanese-American, be fore T 

went for a hi|rcut. There was one occasion when a n ewspaper 

man tried to ease me out of a photograph he was to take of four 

or five Girl Beserves at the yF&A. I still remember  how the 

other girls made sure that T was Included. Tt was q uite im�

possible not to develop something of an inferiority  complex, 

or at least an air of reticence, when exposed to su ch incidents, 

and only after I came east and lived in Hew work, d id t  lose 

this feeling.

At the University, I majored■ in English, History an d 

Philosophy; made good grades, and had a gay time, s ocially, 

vy carefree life there ended, however, not with gra duation, 

but abruptly and unexpectedly, because of the. °efa i harbor 

attacm.:, S »

The full story of the evacuation would take several  do?en 

pages. Briefly; my father, because of his connectio ns with 

Hitsui , was taken by the FBI only a few hours afte r the nearl 

Harbor attack. He was held in Pan ^ranci sco th sev eral hundred

other Japanese men, and was sent in a few weeks to an internment 

camp in Fontana. He remained there until Fay when h e was ner- 

mittel to Join us in the Assembly Tenter at Tanfora n.

iff The weeks following the outbreak of war were fi lled with



rumors of the impending eva cuation, As incredible as such an 

act seemed, false reports of sabotage in Hawaii, ec onomic pressure 

from agricultural groups, and general hysteria, eve ntually made 

it an actuality. In May, mv mother, sister and X ha d to clear 

out our home in which we had lived for 15 years, an d prepare to 

be evacuated, sold things we should have kept, and stored fool

Ish odds .and ends, not knowing whether we vrotTd b e gone two 

weeks or two years, ^e had to make dozens of decisi ons every day, 

about our car, our dog, our furniture - about all o ur worldly 

possessions, we were then moved with 8000 other Jap anese in our 

area to the Tanforan ©ace Tracks whore, for six mon ths, we lived 

in the cold stables of that windswept and abandoned  race track. 

Conditions were miserable for the first several wee ks and life 

was pretty bleak. We walked the muddy track to the grandstand 

for our meals, standing in long, winding lines, wit h|fork in 

hand, to receive beans or Potatoes or welners from huge.tubs and 

vats. Tt was a fantastic undertaking - where men an d women, 

old and young, perverts and Bentoties, healthy  ̂and unhealthy, 

with only their racial heritage in common, were thr own together

in a mad, confused jumble.

When things became a bit more organized, I voluntee red to 

work as a teacher in the elementary schools, and wa s eventually 

placed in charge of a primary grade unit, wy teachi ng at that 

time was completely empirical, even though my diplo ma arrived in 

a neat cardboard roll and was handed to me by the m ailman. Wy 

children gave me their whole-hearted devotion and a ffection, and 

I could only hope that X gave them a little learnin g in return.
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r*hen we were transferred to the more permanent Rel ocation renter

in TJtati, T a^ain taught school ~ this time a grou p of 3rd graders 

whom I enjoyed immensely. I liked children, X wante d to learn 

more about teaching methods, and decided T would li ke to study 

further to become a bona fide teacher,

Tn June of 1945, I left the center to come to Smith  College, 

where I received a fellowship in the nenartment of education.

T soent a year of intensive study at Smith, practic e teaching 

in their nay school and at the suringfield Public s chools, 

where,ibeing something of a ̂ novelty f their first Hisei student

teache r>, T was received moot warmly,

getting my Masters in education, T went, to nhilaie l—

phia, to become teacher of grades 1 and | at Lankfo rd friends 

�������� a small private Ouaker school, I was thrilled to ha ve 

my own classes, but the school was small and our re sponsibilities 

were heavy. Teaching seemed to be a 24 hour. Job of  planning 

lessons, correcting papers, preparing seat work, me eting parents, 

and because it was roy first job, T worked terribly  hard, st 

the end of the first school year, I collapsed from overwork, 

and had to resign from the school staff. W  parents had been 

with me for about a year then, and in 1946, the thr ee of us 

decided to move to Hew vork and join my sister, who. was;teaching

at Walden school,

I felt I dion»t want to go back to teaching for a w hi|e, 

and decided to do work that would be less taxing, * fter one 

or two temporary positions, I went to the United st udent Christian
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where I have been secretary to its Executive Secret ary for the  

past five years, T..e 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 wi fe, are won�

derful people, and hove become close personal- friends of mi ne,

I still travel a great deal, and have visited my par ents  

in California during summer vacations. Last sumn^r, J  fulfilled  

one of my major ambitions by taking a marvelous tri p to ^urope  

with ny cousin,

As for my writing - Jhave always liked to do it, and re member 

making booklets out of wrapping paper as a child, and f illing  

them with sy own brand of animal sfcoriesi I began wr iting seri�

ously about 5 years ago, when the book of Japanese folkta les  

was published. ■ Last fall, Scribners nub1ished a boo k!about a  

.Japanese-Araerican child, called ffNew Friends for n usan.** I ’ve  

also attempted some picture books, one of which may ^eyeIon into  

something this fall. In the adult field, I hdve written  several  

articles for the Army’s Orientation program, and have b een sub�

mitting short stories to|the New Yorker for the last  tw^ or three  

years. They have written me encouraging letters, as h ave |he  

editors of Harper’s and Charm Magazine, but I can’t  quite ŝ eis to  

get over the final hump.

T realize I still have much to learn, not only in writ ing  

techniques, but in the observation of life itself. f hope,  

above all, that ray portrayal of it will be honest and gen uine.

*f ifif if if
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Itter  two years of aprtment living in Hew York and Philadelph ia, I find  

myself increasingly grateful to hare grown up and gone to schoo l in California.

A typical Californian's remark, no doubt! Although born in  Alameda, Calif.,  

on Hovewber 24, 1921, our family (which consists of my parents and an ol der 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 t rees, a  

lovely garden, a sandbox and swing, and a beautiful pet Collie; and I have only  

the pleasantest of memories of that phase of ray life. Some highlights during  

those years were 2 visits to Japan, via Hawaii; trips to the Northwest and to  

the East coast when we adeoapanied my father on a projected business trip*

After completing lower and se condary schools, I entered the University of

California. There I majored in English, Philosophy and History, and enjoyed

life as only a college student eanl Extra-curricular activities we ro of equal

importance as studies to t o , and I believe I learned as much from participation

In these as from actual academic subjects.
war-time

In May 1942, the/ evacuation of all persons of Japanese ancestry (citizen  

and non-citizen alike), cut short ray education jus t one month before I was to  

receive my degree. We were sent with 8000 other Japan ese in our area, to a  

temporary assembly center created at the Tanforan Race Tracks. T here, /* of vm  

lived in a horse stall previously occupied by one horse! It was  there, one day  

in June, that the mailman handed me a cardboard scroll con taining ay 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 men tion that we were  

transferred after 6 months, to the Topaz Relocation Center, l ocated in the midst



of the most barren and desolate desert I have ever seen. 1 taught a group of  

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

decided then, that I should like to eater the teach ing profession.

In June 1943, I was awarded a graduate fellowhip in the Education  Dept, of  

Smith College, which enabled me to obtain a release  from the Relocation Center.

I specialised primarily in Elementary Education, an d did a great deal of practice  

teaching in the Smith College Day School and Rurser y School. I was also fortunate  

in being able to do some practice teaching in Sprin gfield, Hass., 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 p osition  

as teacher in charge of grades 1 and 2 at a Quaker School in Philadelphia. Teach�

ing 2 grades in one classroom, without an assistant , proved to he quite a task,  

and eventually led to a breakdown in health due to over-work. Since then, I have  

felt that teaching was too much of a physical and e motional drain on me, and de�

cided to stay out of the field for the time being. We moved to He w York about a  

year and a half ago, and for the past ten months 1 worked with the Institute of  

Pacific Relations where I was in charge of their me mbership work.

I have always had a keen interest in children1» lit erature, 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 actually do. I hope  

that ay adaptations of Japanese folk tales will hel p children of this country to  

appreciate and understand some of the culture of Ja pan, but more especially to  

realise that all children - no matter in what count ry they may live - have the  

same love for fun and a good story.
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BIOGRAPHICAL DATA : YOSHIKO UOHIDA

A "native Californlan*1 - born November 24# 1921 in Alameda, C alifornia

Schooling: completed In Berkeley, California  

attended University of California

majored in: English, Philosophy, History  

president* Japanese Women's Student Club, Sr. year  

A.B. rac'd* cum laude, May 1942 - but couldn't attend grad uation  

due to mar-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 hor se!...  

witnessing the innumerable tragedies and disappointments which su ch  

an upheaval can create ... working with the education departme nt,  

teaching grades 1 - 3 (in charge one school unit.)

From there, we were sent to the War Relocation Cent er  

at Topaz, Utah ... spent nine months in the barren wastelands of  

Utah • •. taught grades 1 - 3  .. • decided I would like to ent er the  

teaching profession.

Fellowship to Smith College: receipt of a graduate fel lowship in the Dept, of  

Education at Smith College in June 1943 brought a release from the  

Relocation Center ... at Smith - specialized in Elementa ry Education.••  

did much practice teaching - which included some time in the Spr ing-  

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

developed a keen Interest in lntereultural education.
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Masters Degree In Education received* May 19 ����

Teaching? Taught grades 1 and 2 in a Quaker School In Phil adelphia,.*

ill health foroed me to leave after a year ... moved to MI C.

Work in H1C> included some time with a research and e ducational foundation  

in charge of their membership work ... am now with the United  

Student Christian Council, the American member of th e 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 colo rs and oils)...  

in music ( play some piano) ... and in politics (about which I  

must learn more!)

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

Interest along the way  

Japan twice.

awe visited Hawaii twice • • • visited
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Yoshiko Uchida

Although I was born and reared In California (Alame da and

Berkeley respectively), my life has always been rat her closely

linked to Japan, the native country of my parents* Fo r on© thing,

we seemed to entertain an endless stream, of friend s from Japan,

and we observed various Japanese customs such as th e Dolls * Festival

in March, when dosons of tiny dolls would emerge fo r display from

the depths of my mother *s trunk* We ate Japanese d ishes as often

as American, and cups of steaming green tea were usu ally served

to all our guests* My sister and I heard Japanese fo lk tales and
a

stories / which grew as familiar to us as MWinnie the Poo h?,,J and  

many of these were letcr incorporated into my first collection of  

folk tales*

vlhen I was about 12, our family went to Japan for a  summer*s  

visit, but my sensibilities were such that I did such  things as  

count the number of bows my parents exchanged with their friends*

A good many years later - in 1952 - I returned to Japa n on a fellowsh  

from the Ford Foundation to collect material for my w riting* I  

stayed two years, and this time did more than count  bows J It was  

during this time that � � collected the stories for 	��� ������ LISTEN-  

���� ����� as well as background material for other writing, i ncluding,  

TAKAG ���� GRANDFATHER*S SUORD. I also became very much Intere sted  

in Japan*s folk craft* I travelled to several rural  kilns, became  

acquainted with many potters, and wrote a series of a rticles rbout
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them for the JAPAN TIMES» Sine© Returning to the States,  raj interest  

in crafts has continued,jsaarf I have written sever al articles for
* O ̂  w-Hi j  $ A uaNul̂  ,

CRAFT HORIZONS, AI even studied a little pottery, but  discovered that  

for me, writing about a potter is easier than throwin g a good potI  

As to educations I have an AB,with honors, from the University  

of California and a Masters in Education from Smith Co llege, where I  

went on fellowship*

I taught Elementary School for a while fin the Relocation Center

where all west coast Japanese were evacuated during  Wop  Id War II,

§
and also j&t a Quaker School in Philadelphia* I hav e done,and still

do,some office work, but merely as the necessary comp lement to  

writing to earn a living*

I have written articles for the Army Civil Affairs D ivision,  

GOURMET, and W O M A N S  DAY, and other miscellaneous magazi nes* I  

have also don© a number of short stories, and still  hope someday,  

to get beyond the encouraging letters from the NEW Y ORKER*

In addition to the two years in Japan, I spent a summ er in  

Europe and have crossed the U,S# a number of times*

My published juvenile books are as followsi  

THE DAHCIHG KETTIE -  tfS . ,c' + <̂

HEW FRXBHDS FOR SUSAN -C%.,  l4i 1 ,

' _ _ no • vtasr.-r- •■ ydU-ta. Wiw �

IHB MAGIC LISTEHIXJG CAP -ft® * n  ; j  j._ ...... 'P:

THE FULL CIRCLE (on assignment for the Joint Commissi on on

Missionary Educ*n of the National Council of Churches ,

for their !i Japan Yoar,r’) - 1.93"1
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2. My undergraduate work at the University of Califo rnia was in  

the area of Liberal Arts and I received my Bachelor of Arts degree in  

19lj.2 shortly after being evacuated with all west coast Japanese to a  

Wartime Assembly Center* I taught grades 1-3 in the Ce nter and con�

tinued teaching after being sent to a War Relocation  Authority Camp  

in Utah, In September 19ii3, I was awarded a graduate  fellowship to  

Smith College and there did my major work in intercul tural education.  

After receiving my Master’s degree in 19l|l}., I ta ught 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 wri ting and decided  

then that it could not be combined with the demands of  teaching, I  

thereafter limited my employment to office work and d evoted more  

time to writing.

My first juvenile book, THE DANCING KETTLE (a colle ction of Jap�

anese folk tales which I retold in Jhglish), was pub lished by Harcourt,  

Brace & Co, in 19lj.9, In the preface, I included a statement of my  

hope that these iblk talcs, along ti th thdse of oth er countries, would  

help American children understand and respect the cul tural heritage  

of other peoples, and thereby servo as a email begi nning toward the  

establishment of “one world,11 I have held this hop o for my subsequent  

writing as well.

In 1950 	 the editor of  Charles Scribners suggested that I write  

the story of a Japaneso-Amorioan child, agd in Septemb er 1953.* she  

published NEW FRIENDS FOB SUSAN, which told of a Nisei child in Calif�

ornia,

Concurrent with my lnteroat in writing for children  was an inter�

est in writing adult material as well, I did a serie s of articles  

for the Reorientation Branch of the U,S* Array which was transmitted  

to Japan as a means of informing the nationals of v arious aspects of



� � 2� �2 (cont*d) - 2 - Yoshiko Uchida

American life. (Please see public* list), X also wro te a number of

short stories and studied for 6 months with Martha Foley in the Ad�

vanced Writing Workshop at Columbia University*

r In September 19$2, I received a Foreign Study and Re search Fellow�

ship from the Ford Foundation to spend a year in Ja pan to collect fur�

ther material for my writing. This gave mo the opport unity to pursue  

an established intorest in Japanese arts as well# a nd I bocame partic�

ularly interested in folk craft*, X remained an add itional year beyond  

my fellowship period to study and travel in connect ion with this inter�

est and secured much first-hand data* I visited man y xural kilns whore  

traditional pottery is still produced, and I also h ad the privilege of  

becoming well-acquainted with Dr, Soetsu Yanagi, Me * Kanjiro Kawai and  

Mr* Shoji Hamada, the 3 men who founded the Japanese Folk Art Movement  

and were instrumental in preserving traditional craf ts. In August 195^>  

they invited me to spend somo time vi th them in Mat sumoto whero they  

collaborated with tho British potter, Bernard Leach, in writing a book  

entitled, ”The Way of tho Potter”, I participated in th eir discussions  

and also vo rked with Dr, Yanagi in translating his article on Hakeme  

Pottery, This period of intense study lith these me n gave me much in�

sight into their philosophy and gave impetus to my h ope that I might  

someday write a book incorporating their ideas. Rece ntly», at Dr, Yana�

gi *s request, I translated his article on Shoji Ham ada, which appeared  

ip the January 1958 issue of KOKORO magazine.

In Tokyo, I wrote a series of feature articles about Ja panese  

craftsmen and the Folk Art Movement* These appeared  in the NIPPON TIMES,  

the largest English language daily in Japan* (Please  see public, list),

I was also asked by the Pblk Art Society of Kyoto to write a booklet  

about the potter,Kanjiro Kawai, This was published i n 1953«

While in Japan, I completed work on a second collect ion of Japan-
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oso folk tales for which I also did the illustration s and jacket design.  

This book, THE MAGIC LISTENING CAP, was published b y Harcourt, Brace  

in 1955 end was named one of the Honor Books in the  N.Y* Herald Tribune  

Spring Book Festival of 195$.

There followed an assignment frem the Joint Commiss ion on Missionary  

Education of the National Council of the Churches of Christ to write  

their study book for the Jr. High age group in connect ion with their  

Japan Emphasis Year. Tho book was a fictional account  of the daughter  

of the evangelist, Kagawa, and I was called to New Hav en to confer with  

Miss Kagawa who was then studying at Yale Divinity Sc hool. I did the  

line drawings and jacket design for this book also, a id it was published  

under the title, THE PULL CIRCLE in the spring of 1957.

In March 1957 I returned once more to a combination o f office work  

and writing, asid have been working since then for Gl enn T. Seaborg, now  

Chancellor of the University of California in Berkele y.

During the past few years, I have also written for C RAFT HORIZONS, 

the national magazine of the American Craftsmen^ Co uncil, undertaking  

several assignments to interview local craftsmen fo r them. Since Februr  

ary 1958» I have been their Correspondent for the Ba y Area and cover  

all craft exhibits of this area. I now have a regul ar “Letter from  

San Francisco“ in tho Exhibitions Section of each is sue.

In February 1958, my fifth juvenile book, TAKAO AND GRANDFATHER1S 

SWORD, was published by Harcourt, Brace �  Co, X drew on my experiences  

in Japan for this book, etoi tho story is one of the  young son of a  

potter in Kyoto.

In July of this year, I completed my most recent ma nuscript, tontar  

tively entitled, A YEAR TO TRY, and this book will be  published by Har�

court, Brace &  Co.in the fall of 1959.
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Fbr the Press and Periodi cals Section, Dept, of the Army, Reorienta�

tion Branch, articles for transmission to Japan and  subsequent use 

in Japanese periodicals:

“Courage of the Issei" - 191+9 

“Travelling on a Budget �� - 19i|9 

“Education for Democracy"- 19ii9

"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" WomanT s Day Oct. 1952 New York City

"Japanese New Year" Gourmet Jan. 1955 New York City

"Tea and Tempura" Gourmet June 1957 New York City

"A Stick of Candy and  
a Paper Show"

(Reprinted in Irish E d fn)

Far East Feb. 1957 St, Colobans

"Folk Art of Japan" Craft Horizons Sept,-Oct, 1955 NYC

"The Pottery of Tamba" Craft Horizons July-Aug# 1956 NYU

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

"A San Francisco Jewelry  
Shop"

Craft Horizons August 1957 NYC

"The Morrises: Pottery Is  
Their Business"

Craft Horizons December 1957 NYC

"Taro Maruyama: E&g Mosaics" Craft Horizons to be scheduled - assigned

"Richard Hieb: Potter" Craft Horizons t i  » II. a

"Win Ng: Potter" Craft Horizons tl u It u

"Ernest Ziegelf, Jeweler" Craft Horizons it u It u

"Letter from San Francisco" Craft Horizons 
(Coverage of local exhibits )

in each issue since Fob  
1958
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Series of feature articles for the Nippon Times, Tokyo, Japan

"Kanjiro Kawai: Potter, Poet, Philosopher” Nov. 2, 1953  

”K* Tomimoto: Potter” Dec. 7, 1953

“The Work of Claude Laloux, Potter"

“Trip to Tachikui: Tamba Pottery"

"Rural Arts in Polk Art Museum”

"Bernard Leach, Potter in Japan"

"U.S. Potter, Apprentice to Hamada"  

"Woman Potter, to learn Local Methods"  

"Matsumoto Group Crafts”

WE DO NOT WORK ALONE Polk Art Society
(Booklet on K. Kawai)
Reproduced in Pottery Quarterly , Pendley

Dec. 23, 1953  

Apr. 6, 195k  

June 16, 1951}-  

June llj., 195k  

July 30, 195̂4-  

Aug. 3, 19514-  

Sept. 22, 195*4-  

Kyoto, Japan 1953  

Manor, England,Winter 1957

Juvenile Books:

THE DANCING KETTLE 
And Other Japanese  
Folk Tales

NSW FRIENDS FOR SUSAN

THE MAGIC LISTENING CAP  
More Folk Tales From  
Japan

Herald Tribune Honor Book

THE FULL CIRCLE

TAKAO AND GRANDFATHER*S 
SWORD

Harcourt, Brace & Co. NYC Fall 1914-9

Charles Scribners NYC Fall 1951

Harcourt, Brace & Co. NYC Spring 1955

Friendship Press NYC Spring 1957

Harcourt $ Brace & Co. NYC Spring 19 5^
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As a Japanese-Ameriean, I have always hoped to dire ct my creative  

effort toward an increased understanding between the  /American and Jap�

anese people. In the past, I have approached this ai m through writing  

adult articles and books for children* Since spendi ng two years in  

Japan and becoming acquainted with her traditional folk craft, however,  

I have wanted to record the story of its revival, p articularly in pot�

tery, as an area through which fresh insight into Japa nese culture migh  

be gained* I would like to write a book relating Ja panfs contemporary  

folk pottery to the establishment and growth of the  Folk Art Movement  

and envisage it somewhat as fol lows:

THE CONTEMPORARY POLK POTTERY OP JAPAN 

Uhat is folk pottery? A  definition*

A Description of Principal Kilns in the Kyushu, San- in, Kansai, Kanto
and Tohoku /ireas:

Methods of work at each kiln site
Type of ware produced (design and form) - using phot ographs  
Materials used and methods of preparation (clay bod ies, glaze)  
Kilns used (community, climbing), methods of firing  
Equipment (wheels, tools)
Leading potters in each area? their relation to the  artisans  
Problems of design (preserving traditional forms), marketing,  

and industrial competition

The Folk Art Movement: Its Influence on Contemporary Pol k Pottery

A Brief History; Some 35 yoars ago the word t!mingo in (folk art)  
was non-existent in the Japanese language. Today ther e are  
3 national folk art museums, a folk art movement vi  th �����
members, ltmingeiu sections in leading department s tores, and  
many retail outlets for folk craft* This remarkable  revival  
was accomplished primarily by the three founding men #

Yanagi. Kawai and Hamada: Pounders of the folk art m ovomont;  
tnoir unique position in relation to Japanese folk craft;  
their background and philosophy of w> rk; (religion  as a  
central and unifying force); the role of Kawai and Ham ada  
as artist potters.

The Folk Art Movement in Relation to Rural Potters:

Key craftsmen who maintain standards of good tradit ional  
design; Annual Conferences, local meetings; Exhibit s and  
prizes; Coordination of marketing, publications suc h as Kbgei*
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The Philosophy of Potters Working in the Folk Tradit ion:

Enphasis on functionalism rathor than expressionism  or experi�
mentation; on anonymity rathor than individualism; avoidanco  
of intellectualism end solf-consciousncss; influenc e of Zen  
thought; i!the way of reliance11 as a unifying force in their  
work.

The Future of Folk Pottery in Japan,

To carry out this project, I should like to spend a yoa r in Tokyo  

and Kyoto, travelling from those two cities to thos e rural kilns of Kyu�

shu and Northern Japan, which I was not able to includ e during my travel?  

of 1953* I should like to talk to the craftsmen at ea ch kiln sito about  

their work as related to the Polk Art Movement, thei r working methods,  

their philosophy, and their problems of design and m arketing* Because  

I can converse fluently in Japanese, I believe I jf oeuld have no difficulty  

in communication.

In Tokyo, my principal rosource person wuld be Dr. Soetsu Y anagi,  

director of the National Polk Art Museum and prime m otivator of tho  

revival of folk craft and the founding of the Polk Ar t Movement, He  

has already written, inviting me to make full use of  tho facilities of  

his museum, should I bo able to undertrke this projec t, and has informed  

mo of the willingness of craftsmen throughout Japan  to assist me. He  

would be of invaluable aid in reconstructing tho histor y of the Polk Art  

Movement and in interpreting tho religious concepts th at sustain it.

Another resource person in Tokyo would be Dr, Hachi ro Yuasa, Presi�

dent of the International Christian University,with whom I am well ac�

quainted. He is not only an eminent educator, but al so an authority  

on folk art.

At tho Mashiko kiln site (near Tokyo), I would gain m uch insight  

into the �� ole area of contemporary folk pottery from Shoji Ham ada, one o  

Japan*s greatest contemporary potters, I would have o pportunity 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 therei n are resolved.

In Kyoto, I would work closely dth Kanjiro Kawai, vho as writer  

and artist-potter, is an extremely influential figu re in the &  lk craft  

movement* Having heldmany talks with him in the pas t, I know he would  

contribute much to my farther understanding of the ph ilosophy of the  

folk potters.

In Kurashiki, I would also confer with Mr* K* Tonomu ra, director  

of the Kurashiki Polk Art Museum, with whom I am in c ontact.

I have kept in close touch wl th the above-mentione d leaders as  

well as other craftsmen of the Polk Art Movement, a nd therefore, would  

be able to proceed with my research and writing imme diately upon arri�

val in Japan. Further, the usual period of orientation in a foreign  

country would be minimized for me because of ray fami liarity with the

country, the  

It has  

ing pottery  

am familiar

people, and the methods of travel*  

also been helpful for me to have spent several month s study  

in Berkeley with Faul Volkening, during 1956, so th at I  

>i th the technical terminology of pottery as well as t he

concerns of potters and other craftsmen,

I should like to add that neither Dr* Yanagi (who is 70) or Mr*.  

Kawai (who is 68) is particularly robust, and I therefor e feel some  

urgency in proceeding with my pio ject in order to t ap the vast fund  

of first-hand and unrecorded knowledge which they b oth possess con�

cerning the folk arts of Japan.

I believe that a book such as the one I hope to write would make  

a valid contribution to the field of arts and crafts bec ause, to my  

knowledge, material in English on contemporary Japa nese folk pottery  

or the Polk Art Movement itself, is almost non-existe nt. 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 e ncouraged me to  

proceed with my project. As a writer, rather than an art historian,

I would hope to make this a readable account, with a ttention to indi�

viduals and ideas, as well as the historical facts of  the Japanese  

craft scene* I would thereby hope to make this book  of interest to  

the ityman as well as thos«> with a professional in terest in crafts*

Upon completion of this book, I would hope to submit i t to my  

New York publisher, Harcourt, Brace & Co, or to a phb liphoc?. specialis�

ing in books of Japan, such as the Grove Press.

As to my ultimate purpose as a writer, I hope to oo ntinue writing  

along lines that will promote intercultural underst anding. It seems  

to me that we must urgently seek understanding on a  people-to-peo pie  

level if we are to survive, add further, that underst anding in the  

area of the arts is one of the most direct and fundame ntal forms of  

communication we can achiever I should like to cont inue writing books  

for children, but hope to delve deeper into a study of Jqp snese folk  

craft so that I might eventually write additional bo oks in this field.  

Having familiarised myself with local crafts throug h my work for CRAFT  

HORIZONS, I would also hope that I might interpret western thought and  

crafts to the Japanese people as well, and thereby func tion as an  

effective liaison between east and west.
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My undergraduate work was done at the University of  California 

where I re ceived an AB in Liberal Arts; my graduate work at S mith College, 

where I received a Masters in Education.

In 1952, I received a Foreign Study and Research Fe llowship from 

the Ford Foundation and spent 2 years in Japan coll ecting material for my 

writing. While there, I completed work on my second  collection of folk tales, 

THE MAGIC LISTENING CAP, for which I also did the I llustrations 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 w rote a 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 Society of Kyoto, 1953)*

On my return to the States, I was given an assignme nt from the 

National Council of Churches to write their Jr. Hig h study book for their 

Japan Emphasis Year. THE FULL CIRCLE, based on the life of the daughter of 

the evangelist, Kagawa, was published in 1957» I al so did the illustrations 

for this book.

For the past seven years, I have written for CRAFT HORIZONS, the 

national magazine of the Ameriaan Craftsmen's Counc il. In addition to doing 

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

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

in each Issue of the magazine.

TAKAO AND GRANDFATHER'S SWORD was published in 1958  * a story of a 

Japanese potter's son. This book has now been trans lated into German and Dutch.
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THE PROMISED YEAR and MIK AND THE PROWLER were publ ished in 1959 and i ���, 

respe ctively.

Last year, at the urging of the Director of the Fol k Art Museum, I 

spent 5&onths in Japan to research more craft artic les and to collect further 

material for Juvenile books. While in Tokyo, I assi sted the potter, Shojl Hamada, 

by translating portions of his new book into Englis h, worked on a series of 

educational art slides entitled, ’’Living Forms of Japan”, and wrote serveral 

pieces for CRAFT HORIZONS.

I am working at present on a book about a gecond ge neration Japanese 

farm family in California, and hope next, to do a b ook giving some insight into 

the vast changes Japan in undergoing. ROKUBEI AND THE THOUSAND RICE BOWLS is 

my first published attempt in the area of picture b ooks.

All of my books so far have been about Japanese or Japanese-American 

children. I have wanted to draw on my own cultural heritage in the hope that 

by sharing it with American children, I might stren gthen their own intercultural 

understanding and education.

* * *
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YOSHIKO UCHIDA

a u th o r  o f  � �  FRIENDS FOR SUS AST

Y osh iko  Uohida was b o rn  in  A lam eda, C a l i f o r n ia  and  grew  up in  

B e rk e ley *  NBK FRIENDS FOR SUSAN i s  s e t  i n  B e rk e le y  and t e ll s  o f  a  

h ap p y  home and sc h o o l l i f e  such  as  was th e  a u th o r* s own*

In  1942 I.'Nss U chida g ra d u a te d  CUM IAUDE from  th e  U n iv e rs i ty  o f  

C a l i f o r n ia *  B e fo re  commencement she had  b een  e v a c u ate d  t o  a W artim e 

A ssem bly C e n te r ,  so re c e iv e d  h e r  d eg ree  ” i n  a b s e n t ia * ” A t th e  C e n te r  

she ta u g h t ’ i n  th e  p r im a ry  g rad es*

A f t e r  th e  w ar she to o k  h e r  m a s te r* s  d e g re e  i n  e d u c at io n  a t  Sm ith  

C o l leg e  th e n  ta u g h t  i n  F ra n k fo rd  F r ie n d s*  S ch o o l i n P h i la d e lp h ia #

She i s  w o rk in g  a t  p r e s e n t  w i th  th e  U n ited  S tu d e n t  Ch r i s t i a n  C o u n c il

FOLK TALES. •

She say s " F r ie n d s  have a sk ed  me w h e th e r  NSI FRIENDS FOR SUSAN is  

a u to b io g r a p h ic a l#  I t  i s n ’t  m eant t o  b e — a lth o u g h  th er e  i s  some o f  my 

own e x p e r ie n c e  i n  i t ,  and I  su p p o se , so m eth in g  o f  me, to o *  W hat I  

w an t m ost from  t h i s  book  i s  t o  hav e  th e  c h i l d r e n  who re a d  i t  somehow 

r e a l i z e  t h a t  a l l  c h i l d r e n  a re  b a s i c a l l y  a l i k e  no n at t e r  w h a t t h e i r  

r a c i a l  b ack g rounds may b e * ”
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BIOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION

I believe the fa ct that I am a Japanese-Amerlean and that my 

parents retained much Japanese culture and thought in our family 

life was the one factor that has most influenced my  life and writing* 

Looking back on my childhood, I recall being taken to museums, 

concerts and the opera, but also recall the celebra tion of such 

occasions as Dolls Festival Day on March 3rd when m y mother would 

display dozens of her tiny Japanese dolls, with a s pray of peach and 

a dish of sweets beside them* My mother was a gentl e woman, and 

also a poet, and instilled in my sister and me many  of the gracious 

ways that were a part of her life in Japan. She nev er failed to 

serve tea to any callerj she read many Japanese sto ries to us, and 

tried to teach us to read and write the Japanese la nguage. I went 

to a small Japanese church in Oakland and my parent s entertained 

Innumerable guests from Japan, especially from thei r university. 

Because my father was assistant manager for Mitsui �� Co, a large 

Japanese firm, our friends from this circle too wer e from Japan*

My mother frequently entertained all these friends,  serving to 

them the Japanese dishes they missed so much*

Memories of my childhood are a warm happy blend of the orient 

and the west, and most of my writing has been Influ enced by this 

background. Some of the people who frequented .our home have found 

their way into my writing - both adult and juvenile  fiction and 

JOURNEY TO TOPAZ includes a fair amount of my own e xperiences as well*

* # *

Writing is my chief occupation, although until now,  I could 

not devote full time to it because of other respons ibilities* I have 

always liked to write ~ even as a child - and used to make books 

out of brown wrapping paper and fill them with my o wn stories,
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I am very  m u c h  in teres ted  in a l l  ar t  forms, but hav e the  

most knowledge about  handcraf ts.  My in terest  in thi s a rea  deve l �

oped as a  resu l t  of a  t r ip  to Japan  on a  Ford  Found a t ion  Fe l l owsh ip  

in 1952, S ince then, I have s tud ied some pot tery  an d  Jewelry�

mak ing  and wr i t t en  several  ar t ic les and rev iews per ta in ing to  

crafts, main ly  for  CRAFT HORIZON magazine, My  inter est  in  this  

area  o f ten  efcters into my books and three ma jo r  character s  in my  

Juveni le books are  Japanese potters,

I l ike to paint, go to the theatre, the art  museums,  and to  

concerts, and for  th is  reason pre fer  l iv ing in the city, I a lso  

enjoy garden ing and whe n  I recent ly  moved  to an  apa rtment,  brought  

a long �� pot ted p lants to my balcony, where  I now nurse a lo ng  

"bonsa i ” , azaleas, roses, bamboo and maple  among ot hers,

* *

I enjoy t rave l l ing  an d  have been to Japan  a number  of times.

My longest  s tay there was  for  2 years and  m y  most  r ecent  t r ip  was  

in 1967. Because  mos t  of  my books are about  Japanes e young people,  

I fee l  it is Impor tant  fo r  me to go there per iod ica l ly  to keep  

abreas t  of the many  changes tak ing p lace in that  co untry and to  

re f lect  them in my  books. I toured Europe many years  ago and  

hope to go aga in  some day.

# # *

My In terest  in ch i ld ren  began  in the war t ime re loca t ion  centers ��

f rom there, I  wen t  onto teach ing and eventual ly  to w r i t i ng  books.  

A l though  I have wr i t t en  several  adul t  short  stories,  I am concent ra t �

ing now on Juveni le books.

A l l  of my  books have been about  Japanese or  Japanes e-Amer ican  

young people, because I fe l t  that I cou ld  make the b est  cont r ibu t ion  

in  th is  area, I wou ld  ga in  much  sa t is fac t ion f rom t he knowledge  

that  my books w e r e  cont r ibut ing in some way  to  incr eas ing respect  

and



and understanding of other cultures and people amon g American  

young people.

With the Increased Interest now In the minority gro ups of  

the United States, I am hoping to examine further t he relatively  

unexplored history of the Japanese in America and t o write of  

their life in this country. This would contribute, I hope, not  

only to the understanding of American youth, but also to thatcof  

the third generation Japanese-Americans (Sansei), wh o are now  

looking to their own cultural background to find iden tity as  

Aslan-Americans,
tells of

JOURKEY TO TOPAZ jfs one Important segment in the h istory  

of the Japanese in the U.S, The evacuation about whic h it tells,  

was the first time this country had ever incarcerated  a group of  

its own citizens on the basis of race alone, Although  the event  

itself was staggering in its dramatic impact and its t aagedy,  

the story I wanted to tell In this book was of the q uiet day by
; • ■  7$  -,-7 i f j i  ; |  . , |  y  ■ . \

day courage exhibited by the Japanese during this u pheaval, the  

grace with which they accepted it and the loyalty of  the vast  

majority to the U.S,

# * #

Other biographical data listed in CONTEMPORARY AUTH ORS, Vol,  

13-1^, and MORE JUNIOR AUTHORS 1963,

# # #
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Yoshiko Uchida

Although I was born and reared in California, my li fe has always 

been rather closely linked to Japan, the native cou ntry of my parents.

We seemed to entertain an endless stream of friends  from Japan, and we 

observed various Japanese 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 g uests. During our 

childhood, my sister and I heard many Japanese folk  tales and stories, 

some of which were later incorporated into my first  collection of folk tales* 

When I was a 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 frie nds. A good many years 

later ( in 1952 ), I returned to Japan on a fellows hip from the Ford Founda�

tion to collect material for my writing. I stayed t wo years, and this 

time did more than count bows. It was during this t ime that I collected 

the stories for THE MAGIC LISTENING CAP, as well as  background material for 

Other writing, including TAKAO AND GRANDFATHER'S SW ORD. I also became very 

much interested in Japan's folk craft. I travelled to several rural kilns, 

became acquainted with many potters, and wrote a se ries of articles about 

them for the JAPAN TIMES. Since returning to the St ates, my interest in 

crafts has continued. I have written several articl es for CRAFT HORIZONS 

and am now serving as their Bay Area correspondent.  I even studied a little 

pottery, but discovered that it is easier for me to  write about potters 

than to throw a go<|d pot.
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As to edu cations I have an AB with honors from the Universit y 

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 magaz ines. 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 Japan, I spent a su mmer in Europe 

and have crossed the U.$. a number of times.

My published Juvenile bocks are as follows :

THE DANCING KETTLE Harcourt, Brace and Co. - 1$&9

NEW FRIENDS FOR SUSAN - Charles Scribners ����

*THE MAGIC LISTENING CAP - Harcourt, Brace t  1955

*THE FULL CIRCLE - 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 - ����

���	

* * *

* - These two books, I illustrated myself.

March 195®
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Oakland 9| Calif* 
August -1$, 19$7

Hiss If crrlel Puller 
Hudson View Osrdens 
Apartment L-4j.l 
116 Pinehurst Avenue 
No-; York 33* $f. Y,

Dear Miss Puller:

Ttank you so much for your very nice 
letter of July lhth* X was pleased to: know 
you liked the autobiographical sketch as well 
a.s' the photograph, and 'Will look forward to
see ■the book n¡ ’'"C yea.r *

My publisher I IAS returned the
to !S© r so X am enclosing : it again for
use 1 | K?r.wa i sorry to hav e to trouble
it, but \ I wasn!t success ful in having
cate ma do | ilion©' ver you r  ¿iib, is made
atjn reel prg having it 2?01# urned.

All good, w; ishc t : M \

üchidí
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T H E  H .  W .  W I L S O N  C O M P A N Y
P U B L IS H E R S  O P  IN D E X E S  A N D  R E P B R E N C E  W O RK S 

950-972 U N IV E R S IT Y  A V E N U E  •  N E W  Y O R K  52, N .Y .

READERS’ GUIDE TO 
PERIODICAL 
LITERATURE

July llj., 195>7

ABRIDGED READERS’ 
GUIDE 

�

INTERNATIONAL 
INDEX TO 

PERIODICALS

Miss Yoshiko TJehida  
������ ���� Street  
Oakland 9, California

INDUSTRIAL ARTS 
INDEX Dear Miss TJehida:

AGRICULTURAL
INDEX

EDUCATION INDEX

Thank you so much for a very interesting autobiograp hical  

sketch. I t ’s about 1^0 words too long but I 'm hoping  I
ART INDEX

INDEX TO LEGAL 
PERIODICALS

won ’t have to cut. I ’m  waiting until all the copy is in ;

then will see how much has to cane out.
CUMULATIVE BOOK 

INDEX

UNITED STATES 
CATALOG

The picture, too, is excellent. You are so pretty! I t  

should reproduce well and I'll ask that it be returne d

BOOK REVIEW 
DIGEST

STANDARD CATALOG 
FOR PUBLIC 
LIBRARIES

to you*

We are hoping MORE JUNIOR AUTHORS will be published in

STANDARD CATALOG 
FOR HIGH SCHOOL

19f>8, probably the fall.

LIBRARIES

CHILDREN’S CATALOG

Sincerely yours .  �

BIBLIOGRAPHIC
INDEX

ESSAY INDEX 

LIBRARY LITERATURE

Muriel F uller  
Editor
MORE JUNIOR AUTHORS

VERTICAL FILE 
SERVICE

UNION LIST OF 
8EKIALS

mf/ o

REFERENCE SHELF

BIOGRAPHY INDEX

CURRENT
BIOGRAPHY

EDUCATIONAL FILM 
GUIDE

FILMSTRIP GUIDB

P.S.Wilson has just forwarded your letter of June 2 8.
We haven’t begun to make t he cuts yet and w o n ’t fo r  
some time, so I ’m  returning the picture herewith.  
When you get it back, please send it to us again.  
Thank you*

WILSON LIBRARY 
BULLETIN



6ij5 63ml street 
Oakland 9, Calif*  
Hay 1, 1957

�	��� ���	��� Fuller ■
Hudson: View hardens-, :y4a gHBjft  
116 Finehurst Avenue  
Hewïork. 33# .H'* Y»

Dear Miss Fullers j S H p j  |||§|f|t*

X am enclosing, herewith* an autobiographi�
cal sketch and a snapshot of myself for inclusion Ilf  
in your MORE JUNIOR AUTHORS* X hope they are satis�
factory and will meet your needs* I would appreci�
ate having the snapshot returned when you are throu gh  
with it* ¿MgSEjJ

¡If When dog you anticipate publication of ihis.|S  
voibm©? Xilook- forward toljseeing it* 1

���� ����� �

Enel* Yoahiko Uchida
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Although I va* b o m  in^Càlifornia, a good bit of' Ja pan  

■ was Inside- of  ma 'tìl along, Éàflp  this- twsiithmr$eQix&1â r:&QM,*which |Jj||  

my parents cane, .¿Father was a businessman In San Francisco, asid  

w© lived «r ry parents ¿¿tsj  older© slater and Kj~ In a small hottso  

with a large yardi;-' in Berkeley, | Our house seem ed always to; b©  

filled with guests* Many of them were lonely homesi ck students  

from Japan, with flat wallet© and enormous appetite s, who came  

to be consoled# to apeak11.Japanese, and to-eat vas t quantities of  

Mother’s Japanese cooking« But It was not Just the food, there  

were-other Japanese touches ‘In bur home too * &n t he 3rd of .Marchi  

jpCr*; Inst ance, we- always celebrated ̂ olls Festi val  

Mother^® tiny Japanese dolio would .emerge. from’,,  her trunk for the  

occasion and of ten,| friends I would come torace I them and have a eiralf  

of' tea, Sometimes Mother would wear her kimono for  a party and  

occasionally, she dressed my sister and me in ours for ■ .special |§3  

programs at school. Then, of course, gthere'were al l, t h e 'fascini  

ating- stories: read to us 'from, the book® , that cono fros? Jpptxi » 

aome of these went into my first collection of folk  tales which  

l,*wa® to ,pirite many years later#

In spite of all this#| moct of the-time* ̂’I'-feltt llllK any other  

American' child and lived a-life somewhat" éiÉllar to luàftn’x in M
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NEW FH1EHTD3 FOB SUSAN* I X  ha d  a 'hammbdk s t rung b e t w e e n  a ■ peach'- a n d ' SB§|  

an  apr ico t  tree «here  I l i ked  to sit  and wr i t e  stor ies on  sheets  

of  w r a p p i n g  paper*  X l iked, always, to draw. |  X h a d  a  co l l ie  who  

p lagued  me by  runn ing  away several  times a year* Someday» X adored  

school  m d � some&ays � � d i d n ’t; and sorostimes, � � q u a r r e l e d w i t h  m y� sister*  

Summers-*!welbf t e»"‘in?ayelled#;’;I j&a&,  year'*we went  to ¿New p o r k  Ci ty  

w i t h  stops a l l  a l o n g  the: way*f|  Ano ther  year# w a ' w e h t ' bu t  ip:

was old enougfe m l f  t o  g rumbl^  about  v i s i t i ng  ;eo inany re la t i ves  a n d p *  

counted  the number  of  bows  m y  pa ren ts  exchanged  vdt h the i r  ft iends*

Xbe record at one meeting was thirteen I

I went to school In Berkeley and probably wouM have  spent»Jd  

most of my lire, üiere 1J it hadnHi been for W&rld-'Wm  IX1* i was' a||  

senior at the University of California when Pearl H árbof tras attacked,  

Before. X could.'finish -schools all Japanese were evacuated from the  

west coast and my diploma came through the mails in , a cardboard roll*
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PUBLISHERS OF INDEXES AND REFERENCE WORKS
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March 29, 1957

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

Dear Mr. Uehida:

We are happy to tell you that your name has been se lected 
for inclusion in MORE JUNIOR AUTHORS, the long-awai ted companion 
volume to THE JUNIOR BOOK OF AUTHORS. The latest ed ition of 
THE JUNIOR BOOK OF AUTHORS is one of the most widel y used of the 
Wilson Company*s reference tools, especially in sch ool and public 
libraries, and we expect the library demand for MOR E JUNIOR AUTHORS 
to be equally great.

Your name was selected on the basis of a poll of re presen�
tative children*s and young people*s librarians fro m all sections 
of the country. No one can buy admission to this wo rk, nor is 
there any obligation on your part to buy the book w hen it is ready.

May we ask you to s end us an autobiographical sket ch of 
approximately $00  words, together with a photograph (glossy print, 
if possible)? Enclosed are four examples of such au tobiographies 
from THE JUNIOR BOOK OF AUTHORS. Of especial intere st (in addition 
to place and date of birth, and formal education) a re those 
incidents in your childhood or youth that turned yo u to your chosen 
career, as well as any aspects of your life that ha ve been reflected 
in your books•

In addition to the autobiographical sketch, will yo u please 
give us a short list of your principal books (not m ore 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 f it space 
limitations but we trust that this will not be nece ssary. We 
will appreciate as prompt a response as possible. A  stamped 
addressed envelope is enclosed for your convenience  in replying*
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Muriel Fuller 
Editor
MORE JUNIOR m THORS
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Roger Duvoisin
1904̂̂ ,

I l l u s t r a t o r , a n d  A u t h o r  o f  

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. I 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 I 
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.
*  *  *

Mr. Duvoisin now lives in Gladstone, 
New Jersey.

Elizabeth Enright
������

A u t h o r  a n d  I l l u s t r a t o r  o f  

Thimble Summer, Then There Were Five, 
The Four-Story Mistake, Etc.

Autobiographical sketch of Elizabeth En�
right:

��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 I 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 
really 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,

A u t h o r  o f

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 litt le 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 I 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 I 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 'W riting 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-

A u t h o r  o f

Betsy-Tacy, Heaven to Betsy, Etc.

Autobiographical sketch of Maud Hart 
Lovelace:

n  EADERS 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 into 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.

I
<

/

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.



Y o s h i k o  U c h i d a
1921-

Yoshiko Uchida, about three, and sister Keiko

M
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 El emen�
tary School in Berkeley, California. The sun could be 
shining in a clear blue sky and the rainy season lo ng 
gone, but I always had to have this reassurance fro m 
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 bett er 
than I, and who could make me do just about anythin g 
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 dif ferent  
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 t o ask,  
“Do you cut Japanese hair?” There was also the time  
when a stranger on the street shouted to me, “Go ba ck 
where you came from!”

All I longed for in those early years was to be lik e 
everyone else and to be viewed as an American. I wa s 
bom 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 mo th�
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 reme m�
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. Th ere  
flowed from my parents not only love and warmth and  
caring for Keiko and me, but the richness of the Ja pa�
nese culture, values, traditions and beliefs that w ere 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 t he 
custom of the day, their marriage was an arranged o ne.  
Seeing their long and happy marriage, however, I ha ve 
always thought the professors who arranged the matc h 
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 C om�
pany, a large Japanese business firm where he event u�
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

269



Yoshiko Uchida Something about the Author Autobiography Series, Volume 1

Family portrait with paternal grandmother, 1931

small Japanese church (now Sycamore Congregational  
Church), to which they devoted much of their time a nd 
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 te ach 
Sunday school class. This meant that Keiko and I  
could never miss a Sunday either, and because my pa r�
ents were giving and caring people, unable to be in dif�
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 fami ly,  
and her creativity existed on the fringes of her li fe. 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 t o 
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 wh o 
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 ha nd 
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 al ways 
bulging, and our home seemed constantly filled with  
visiting friends from Japan. Many were Doshisha  
alumni or professors and others were seminary stude nts  
or long-winded ministers. The students usually spen t 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 an d 
polished, with their squeaky shoes, their hair slic ked 
down with camellia hair oil, they appeared for afte r�
noon tea and stayed for supper, and I hated them wi th  
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 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 t imes 
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 s elf  
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 writin g 
stories when I was ten, and being the child of frug al  
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 f irst  
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 kep t  
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 da y 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 a nd 
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 an d 

more alienated and excluded, especially from the so cial  
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 s ix�
teen, immature and naive. There the exclusion of Ja pa�
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 Japan ese 
students clubs. We had our own dances, weenie roast s,  
picnics and parties, and I finally discovered the p lea�
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 p ast  
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 dreamin g 
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, an d 
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 wo rd  
from him. Finally we learned that he as well as hun �
dreds of other Japanese American community leaders  
had been seized on December 7 th and were being hel d 
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 pressu re  
groups, and extremely troubling rumors about a “mas s 
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 Execut ive  
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.
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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 bel ieve  
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 prepar e 
for our forced removal by clearing out the house we  
had occupied for fifteen years. We worked frantical ly,  
selling things we should have kept and storing thin gs 
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 d rop  
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 day s 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, t he 
four of us lived for five months in a horse stall p revi�
ously occupied by a single horse. Only thin wood pa r�
titions divided the families jammed into rows of ho rse  
stalls, and privacy became something we could only

remember with longing. I, of course, missed my grad u�
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 suppl y, I  
signed up to teach a class of second graders. My si ster,  
with a degree in child development from Mills Colle ge,  
organized the camp’s two nursery schools.

By September, however, the entire camp was  
again uprooted. This time we were sent to a desolat e 
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, (non e of  
which were complete when we arrived), surrounded by  
a barbed wire fence with guard towers at each comer .  
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 wa lls  
allowed white powder-like dust to sift into the roo ms 
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 whi ch 
we lived. The children and I often sat in our class room 
bundled up in coats and scarves, shivering in morni ng 
temperatures of thirty degrees. On other days when the  
frequent raging dust storms swept through the deser t  
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 gentl e 
nurturing way, tried to make a home in our bleak ba r�
rack room for our family and friends.

But life in a concentration camp, ringed by a  
barbed wire fence and guarded by armed sentries, gr ew 
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 per mis�
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 l ike a  
full-fledged teacher, I accepted a job teaching a c om�
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 energ y

for writing. So I ended my brief teaching career an d 
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 sh ort  
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 abo ut  
my concentration camp experiences.

I never made the New Yorker, but the article I  
wrote for them became the core of material which, a f�
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 lite ra�
ture anthologies for young people.

Although I did place one short story at Woman’s 
Day, I 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 andl(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 firs t 
meeting (the most was thirteen!).

This time I loved everything about the country,  
and my years there were as restorative and enrichin g 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 o f 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 beau ty  
of handcrafts made by rural villagers, taught me mu ch 
about contemporary Japanese pottery and even about  
Zen which, for some fleeting moments, I thought I a c�
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. I 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 w ere  
often lopsided, my jewelry sometimes fell apart, an d I  
could complete only one tapestry. I decided my tale nts  
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— Takao 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 Tokyo 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 th em 
and to give them what support and sustenance I coul d.

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

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 ask,  
“To tell about the camps? To tell how you felt?” Bu t  
eventually, they come up with the right answer. “Yo u 
wrote them so it won’t happen again,” they say. And  I  
always make sure they understand that freedom is ou r  
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 h uman 
spirit.

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

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

In Samurai o f Gold H ill I told the story of the first  
Japanese colonists who came to California shortly a fter  
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 edito rs  
and publishers, it has yet to find a home. The one thing  
I have learned as a writer, however, is to be patie nt; I  
still have hope that one day it will be published s ome�
where when the time is right.

My two picture books, The Birthday Visitor and The 
Rooster Who UnderstoodJapanese, were attempts to fill the  
void about Japanese Americans in books for younger  
children. But most of my writing has been for the e ight-  
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
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Uchida (second from left), with the British potter, Bernard Leach, and friends, Japan, 1953

Signing books after a school talk, Sacramento, 1975
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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 te ll 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 aga in  
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 tra vel  
when I please. I think that kind of freedom is a lu xury  
to be cherished.

I meet occasionally with a group of fellow writers

in this area for sharing, support, and sometimes sy mpa�
thy, and enjoy meeting other writers when I speak a t  
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 spe ak to  
them about my books. They often write me wonderful  
letters after my visits; I especially enjoyed one f rom a  
young man whose class I visited in Texas. “Thanks a  
lot for visiting our school,” he wrote, “and gettin g 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 w ill  
bring me the good fortune to continue writing many  
more books, and as one child wished for me, “the ha p�
piest life you will ever have!”

BIBLIOGRAPHY

FOR CHILDREN 

Fiction:
The Dancing Kettle, and Other Japanese Folk Tales (illustrated by 

Richard G. Jones). New York: Harcourt, 1949.

Uchida at home in Berkeley, about 1980
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tragedy so nothing similar would ever happen again.  And so 

I wrote JOURNEY TO TOPAZ and its sequel JOURNEY HOM E.

In these books, Yuki and her family endure mu ch of what 

my own family did, although the sequel is not our s tory. Yuki 

felt the same despair I did when I was sent to a co ncentration 

camp. She also had the same longing for home, and r ealizes, 

as I eventually did, that home is wherever those we  love are 

gathered together.

My parents taught me much about the importance of f amily, 

hard work, loyalty, a sense of purpose and affirmat ion, and 

holding onto ones dreams. In a JAR OF DREAMS and it s two 

sequels, I evoke similar beliefs and values in Rink o's family 

because I think they are still important« today .

Although these books are totally fictional, there i s 

something of me in Rinko. She, however, learns to f eel proud 

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

fiction. Events can be telescoped^ and one can some times create 

satisfying situations not always possible in real l ife.

I did not have an Aunt Waka, but my parents and the ir 

friends were strong, courageous people who, like Au nt Waka, 

were proud of their heritage and encouraged me to f ollow my 

dreams. Mrl-my life, they passed on to me their str ength and 

Japanese spirit, and when I finally learned to acce pt myself 

for what I was - American and Japanese, I became wh ole and happy,

just as Rinko did.
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gt ijne— uj —luiAx — —  

my mother * * * - & £ * * *  the two pen pals with whom she had 

corresponded since college. We were the first Asian s to visit 

this village and one smj^ingwoman shook my hand war mly and 

^  beautifully ��

StUnnC^

ana-dismay®d. She had seen my Japanese face and ">e  _

u K .  s H r S K r S f 5B S ^ h , t  I »o,id b.



different, even— though 

wae-r

-though I was"-an AmeilCdii ciLlZell, j juslr—as— sh^

UA/Jhlfy** *
It wasn't until both the world and I had changed-a- g$5aE=:

j �££c£ that I finallyf'tame proud of the uZ^ne^lmy

wa«¡&*̂ Tap~ipcirrr̂ a s  well as the p^i^—of__̂ rneyCha t was American.

By then I had survived the World War II uprooting, when

the~Uri � t.ed"^fnf~n ^ ”nrnmQnf uprooted and incarcerated �������

Japanese Americans without trial or hearing.^ We ha d done nothing
/Vv

wrong- Tfe was just that—wo wore a -,group—oJ 

like the enemey.

^1 wanted all Americans to know what happened, so i t would^

not happen again. / I aiee wanted young Jpnse Ameri cans to .
n ftL'- LJTUr.r i T hf rtf*-

what" happened" Li)r their parents and grandparents  and bo proud

of—how^they-survived this o rdea^

ini «asssTwrote JOURNEY TO TOPAZ and its sequel JOU RNEY

HOME ̂ l̂TrtlTese~t)̂ C>ks', Yuki and her tamily~eTid uie much of- Whatx

my own family did, a l t h o u g h i s not

)ur story; *-StST, Yuki felt the same despair I did  when I was

uprooted from my Berkeley home and sent to a concen tration camp.
GyjjJiSL v *'■

She also had the same^lonling for home and- finally y î xe-same 

gPrinp rs-f  fpm �� y ;md,Jihe realization that home is wherever those

we love are gathered ypgothor.- .

My parents and theii goneration, taught me much ctb uut wlrat

is _important i-n— life - family,hard work, loyalty, a s ense of

purpose and affirmation, and holding onto ones drea ms, 

young—people—fee—understand—these—values as well, a nd wrote of



\siiw L n  fy
them through Rinko's family in the trilogy, of whi ch JAR OF 

DREAMS is the first book.

0$l$iese  books are fiction and-not- about my own f̂ milyr St flir 

there is a lot of me in Rinko,as llieie waybill Yuk i^ and a lot 

of my mother and father in VW^r parents .,Jc  and In YQki’s). Rinko

hgj-pg hping Hif.£p rpH— 7 ����������������� jn%€dL_as_JT di d.—

^Milowever, sj*€ learns to feel^^^ttd^of- herself e arlier than 

I did - which is fi^ice of fiction. One can co^^Sae "

l^fe and create satisfying endings sometimes not po ssible in 

real life.

I did not have an Aunt Waka, but my own parents and  their

people who, like Aunt Waka,friends were (bourageous

were always proud of their heritage and encouraged me to follow

my dreams. They passi^^ on to me-their own s-feeeag
«- ArW l hjLuJUf h>

Japanese spirit all my life, but"-it tbok a long ti me tor m

ss and for the world

tQ^gS£§^t~ �B*e- for what I
O L l ( i f  ^ J y ¥ V'~  v� ��� � � � � �

When- this came about, I too became

whole and happy as Rinko ■—to—do i



a

i

was aWhen I was growing up in Berkeley, Califrnia, the wo rld  

very di fferent place. I had toask such quest ions as , "Can we ,rMin
>Y

or "Will the neighbors \ 

I went to a beauty parlor

haircut, I ica 11 ̂¡£¡1 first to ask, "Do you

cut Japanese hair?"

There were stores and restaurants and— Fred-ei. s wh re J p s e
----------- u . - „ . r ---------------- f! = ----------------- V r i i H n ' t  n o

AMs were not w e l c o e d L f  I often encoutnered sales cl erks who toaî fred—

on— everyone— else _£4rf*s-t— and treated me as though I didn' t  exist.

More than any t h n g , I hated being ignored and made t ocj^eel worth

------—     —  ---------------------------------— — — —    ■ ^

l e s s S l f t r  m^ny y e a r s ^ l  never t o ^ w h ^ t e  p,ersolY^4^sr t'7^jwle^

. t w a s /a fî* i e n p X /k new weTri''. ^ — ho ted  heel in g like a Big Nothing.I / /  V yX

xifcxwasxx
-- -- -— and was careful to avoid being . hurt.

i/c„ r  wf*. ^ v
. \•*• hnmi f\ was ceertainly Î h^ k x  sfteltered and loved. My parents

V *-- --------

'gave my older sister an djjg&-jB*a€rr'ly a r m , lovi ng support. We never wanted

\ ____ 'uMfr  . ... . . ..  . - ^
for anything, tnd ^hey insti 1 led lin us the^Japan ese spiri t  a n J v W l u s s ^  

they had brot w �r�d	*Jsi%eiTXfro^ Japan. x. We were surrounded in our ho me 

by -̂ i ^ ^ r l e n d s  . K n *‘w pS np'g^ Jpnse art and culture,

They read Jpnse stor ies to u X ^  ¿aught us Jpnse song s ,r  and— &e4eb»«"bed  

<rsu c h Jpnse fest ivals X^N^he  Dolls Festival  on M arch 3 r d / y  

We observed many Jpn^e-cdstorni^ate Jpnse food as w ell as wetern,  

and went ter a Jpnse c h u r c h .

, ^ i ^ a y ^ ^ b e c a u s e  Iwas try ing so hard to be like my w hite

American friends, longing to be accepted — sor i ety -,—
ft. Uu&7-$rpC&^^  fv/vwhv̂ ) OO ****

- rah refusal to learn to read and write

4y\—
often rejected my Japaneseness

____ '___________  Lfl ~P ~ '
Jpnse as rriy motTTer waTTEed me to dp.ro-r LlidL,; OT

mar̂ o '̂idTfTeT^~ht”“f'rorTT“'Tny— wliilie cirasS'rtr stesT

xxxxxxxAwd yet  an-e— atrTnriTer̂  ̂ was““



summer, my Father took our Family on a trip to the  

East Coast. One oF our stops was a small vi l lage in Conn, where my  

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

W m *cor responded since h e r d a y s  ajt—■-O o ahichc— On iv . in Japan. We were  

the First Asians to visit this village, and «¿W-e4̂ e welcomed w a r m l y - ^

□  ne woman a-pp1' udul m m , shook my hand warmly and  said with a

Friendly smile, TTM y , you speak English so beau t iFu l l y ! "

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

� ����� ����� ���� ������ � ��� � ������ � � ������������������������  ���!�� ��� �"���#������� ���

sho was. I real ized then, that I would always be ^¡¿&Ir ^ b s  being

diFFerent, when I wanted so much to be like everyon e else.

It wasn't  until both the world and I had changed a great deal

that I Final ly came to understand who I was, and to  be proud oF the

U-xJLX-.
part oF me that was Jpnse, as 'ftccrcsh as the part  oF me that was American.

By then I had lived through thfe^World W a ^ 3^  t H # ;=g #tr4matj^±njeJ^c j i on  

-my— ri_w'h n rnpTTt̂ ry 9 \ I  was uprooted From my home and incarcerated

with 120,□ □ □  other Jpnse Americans without trial or  hearing^  

done r̂ kthlrl g wrong.
\r̂ y

i-t— was simply T h a t  we looked like the enemy.

 ̂y #
I wanted all Americans to know what DDce happened s en this countrv

ApAx. C (A  5 <s r t  *

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

wanted young Jpnse Americans to know what once happ ened to their parents  

and g randpa ren ts , and to be proud oF them For havin g survived this  

ordeal with courage and strength.

And so, I wrote JOUrnew to Topaz and its sequel Jou rney Home.

In these books, Yuki and her Family endure much oF what my own Family  

did, a l though the return to CaliF. is not our story.  Still, Yuki

f4ias the same longing For home id the same despair thdt I Felt #5hen

I was uprooted and hacKto leave behind our home, ou r Fr iends and my

dxD xQ.
dog, Laddie.



/ /
H�

And because ¿ixisxfixKiiHX these books are f iction,  based on  

actual fact, X was able to give Yuki an older broth er who volunteers1 -  \

-Fan the Army . as many young men did.
rs^^î^î ier

V >W>w*aMfc=afeĵ sUud and to include other characte rs that whose

* +�,��-.,/0���.�.1#�2�!�3#�3#�4(&56&�76&'"�("''�����8��67��'(� �9 $�6:�$���8��

She also re-aJJLzes that as
w » o M

4 I—I 4r kii
vj

thatthe tKîe^slnse ôf f y in i 1-y-v'

■ hat home is wherever those she love are gathered c lose.

4
4 j  .
�� ��

My mother and father and their generat ion (called t he Issei )  

taught me so much about what is truly important in life - a sense  

oof family, hard work, loyalty, H a x Z tiQ  a sense of purpose H ^ f i r m a t  ion

of life, holding on to ones dreams I wanted t o d a y ’s young people

to understand these values as well, and incorporate d them in the t r i logy

Rinko Trilogy, of which JAR is the f irst book.

Again, the books are fiction, but there'1 is a lot of me m  R m k o ,

and a lot of my parents in her mother and father. R inko Ekbs  hates

being di f fernet and left out, just as I dick M y ^ i h e r  wdb a bUZTTR^Tsman

and my iupt.hfir. had «innl̂  h lj»^ ^ e X p - - w l u ag,.. a r e ,t,haSg -̂Q-W--R"3:nko S
«■ .........

(
¿Pathos.

Tv di dn T — a -n Aunt— W-a-k-a— w-h-e— o-a-m-e from Ja p-an

But she learned to |5eel proud of h e r s e l f , long bef ore I did

which is the nice thing about f ic t ion^  ^ns can spee d 'Llliiiyi=— tIp"'Snd

shier). GPeate"‘'Trrar'rz~Eut:ir)f:y ing endings th an sometim&g— bg_R̂ er)..-.in Cga i .

life. I did not have an Aunt Waka who came to make me Feel proud.

But as I grew older, I understood that my parents w erexil*® the strong

courageous people like AW. who were always proud of  their own heritage,  
ana wna encouraged me to fol low m§! dreams.

They had been passing on to me their Jpnse spiri t  a nd sol all my life,  

but it took a long time for me to learn to stop re j ect ing my Jpnseness  

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

to do. ByxKeaBliisig



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

3cfexi I hope by reading my books, not only Asian A m s , but all  

people will be able to be proud of themselves, and to hold on

young

to their ^

d r reams .
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Yoshiko Uchida
1921-

M
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 ^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- arliite. 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 
bom 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 Connectidit 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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3.029 flowed from my parents not only love and warmth and
3.030 caring for Keiko and me, but the richness of the Japa-
3.031 nese culture, values, traditions and beliefs that were an
3.032 integral part of their lives and which thus became a
3.033 vital part of our own as well.
3.034 My mother, Iku Umegaki, the eldest daughter of
3.035 a prefectural governor in Japan, came to the United
3.03« States in 1916 to marry my father, Dwight Takashi 
3,037 Uchida, who had preceded her to America in 1906. 
3,03« Both were graduates of Doshisha University, one of the
		$	% early Christian universities of Japan, and _ J3
3.040 C  as was the custom of the day, their marriage was
3.041 an arranged one. Seeing their long and happy mar-
	�&�'� ���(�)� �*+����)� �� ����� ��+�,�� ��*�(��� ���� ��*����*��

3.043 who arranged the match must have taken great pride
	�&��� ���������������*��������������*��

3.045 After a few early years in Portland, Oregon, my 
3.04« parents lived in Oakland, California, and my father 
3.047 worked in the San Francisco offices of Mitsui and Com- 
3,04« pany, a large Japanese business firm where he eventu-
3.049 ally became assistant manager. They moved later to
3.050 Berkeley, the city which has always been and is now
3.051 “home” for me.
3.052 My parents were early and active members of a
3.053 small Japanese church (now Sycamore Congregational
3.054 Church), to which they devoted much of their time and
3.055 energy. Every Sunday morning we piled into Papa’s
3.05« Buick, picked up three or four children on the way, 
3.057 and got to church in time for both my parents to teach 
3m Sunday school class. This meant that Keiko and I 
3,059 could never miss a Sunday either, and because my par-
3.°«o ents were giving and caring people, unable to be indif-
	�&-. ferent to the needs of others, we learned early the im-
3.062 portance of being responsible for our fellow human
3.063 beings.

3.064 The written word was always important in our
3.065 family, and my mother often wrote poetry—the thirty-
3.066 one-syllable Japanese tanka. Like most women of her
3.067 day, however, she focused her attention on her family,
3,06« and her creativity existed on the fringes of her life. She
3.069 wrote her poems on scraps of paper and the backs of
3.070 envelopes, and they were published by a friend in a
3.071 small Japanese newsletter.
3.072 My mother also loved books, and our house was
3.073 filled with them. Although she didn’t find time to read
3.074 much for herself, she often read Japanese stories to
3.075 Keiko and me. Many of these were the Japanese folk- 
33176 tales which I later included in my first published book, 
3,077 The Dancing Kettle.

3.07* Unlike my gentle dreamer mother, my father was
3.079 a cheerful, practical, and energetic businessman who
3.080 handled all the business matters of our house with
3.081 great efficiency. He was also an avid letter writer, and
3.082 influenced by my mother, he eventually tried his hand
3.083 at writing tanka as well.
3.084 Between the two of them, my parents carried on a
3.085 voluminous correspondence, mostly with friends and
3.086 relatives in Japan. As a result, our mailbox was always
3.087 bulging, and our home seemed constantly filled with
3.068 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 child̂ 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 stikiyaki 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 elementaiy 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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3.148 white student for fear of being rebuffed, and never
3.149 went out socially with a white man until many years
3.150 later. Although my closest friend now and for the past 
3.131 twenty-five years happens to be a white man, I prob-
3.152 ably would not have spoken to him nor gone out with
3.153 him had we met during my college years.
3.154 It was during my senior year in college that the 
3,153 bombs fell on Pearl Harbor and my whole world fell
3.156 apart. We were having Sunday dinner when we heard
3.157 the unbelievable news on the radio. Assuming it was 
3,138 the act of a fanatic and certainly not even dreaming
3.159 that it was the beginning of war with Japan, I went to
3.160 the university to study for final exams.
3.161 When I returned home toward evening, my father
3.162 was gone. The FBI had taken him for questioning, and
3.163 we had no idea when he would return. We left the
3.164 porch light on all night, hoping he would return
3.165 shortly, but for three days and nights we had no word
3.166 from him. Finally we learned that he as well as hun-
3.167 dreds of other Japanese^American community leaders
3.168 had been seized on December 7th and were being held
3.169 at the San Francisco Immigration Headquarters. Soon
3.170 after, they were shipped to various prisoner-of-war
3.171 camps, and my father was among those sent to Mis-
3.172 soula, Montana.
3.173 Those were anxious days filled with false rumors
3.174 of sabotage by the Japanese Americans in Hawaii 
3,173 (later completely refuted), growing campaigns of ha-
3.176 tred and vilification by longtime anti-Asian pressure
3.177 groups, and extremely troubling rumors about a “mass
3.178 evacuation” of all the Japanese Americans from the
3.179 West Coast. None of us believed our government
3.180 would imprison its own citizens, but on February 19,
3.181 1942, President Franklin D. Roosevelt issued Executive
3.182 Order 9066 which would uproot 120,000 Japanese
3.183 Americans and imprison us behind barbed wire, with-
3.184 out trial or hearing, simply because we looked like the
3.185 enemy. Two-thirds of us were American citizens, and I
3.186 was one of them.
3.187 Looking back on that tragic event today, I find it
3.188 hard to believe that our government leaders could
3.189 have violated our constitution so ruthlessly. I believe
3.190 their betrayal was not only against the Japanese
3.191 Americans, but against ALL Americans, for they dam-
3.192 aged the very essence of our democratic beliefs.
3.193 By March a five-mile travel restriction and an
	�.%�� ���������������+�+�����"�*����*����)������*��������#�

3.195 two months my mother, sister, and I tried to prepare
3.196 for our forced removal by clearing out the house we
3.197 had occupied for fifteen years. We worked frantically,
3.198 selling things we should have kep,t and storing things
3.199 we should have thrown out. Although friends came to
3.200 help us, our task was made doubly difficult by the ab-
3.201 sence of my father. It was distressing to have to drop
	�'&'� *��� ��*"� ���� ���������,)� /��� *��� *������ �������� "*�

	�'&	 ments was having to part with our aging collie who 
3-204 died only a few months after he was separated from us.
3.203 On April 21, 1942, removal orders were issued for
3.206 the Japanese of Berkeley, giving us exactly ten days to
	�'&0 clear out of the area. On May 1, some fourteen hun-
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3.26« Master’s degree in education, and feeling at last like a

3.270 bined class of first and second graders in a small
3.271 Quaker school on the outskirts of Philadelphia. But
3.272 after my first year, I had the first of many bouts with
3.273 mononucleosis and also realized that teaching was a
3.274 twenty-fourhour job that left me no time nor energy for
3.275 writing. So' I ended my brief teaching career and
3.276 headed for New York City where my sister was teach-
���		� ���������������������� �

3.280 was able to write in the evenings. I was writing short
3.281 stories at the time, sending them to the New Yorker,
3.282 Atlantic Monthly and Harper’s—and routinely receiving
3.283 printed rejection slips. After a time, however, the slips
3.284 contained encouraging penciled notes and a New Yorker 
3285 editor even met with me to suggest that I write about 
3,286 my concentration camp experiences.
3287 I never made the New Yorker, but the article I
3,288 wrote for them became the core of material which, af- 
3289 ter years of revisions, additions, submissions, and Sim-
3.290 ply languishing in my files, eventually became my
3.291 book for adults, Desert Exile: The Uprooting o f a Japanese
3.292 American Family. And many of the short stories I wrote
3293 during those days were published eventually in litera-
3294 ture anthologies for young people.
3.295 Although I did place one short story at Woman’s
3.296 Day, I discovered soon thereafter that I could be more
3.297 successful writing for children, and in 1952 a Ford
3.298 Foundation Foreign Area Fellowship enabled me to es-
3.299 cape my life as secretary/writer to spend two years in
3joo Japan. I had been there before as a child, but my
3201 memories of th?it visit were of such things as long bor-
3202 ing afternoons when I’d counted the number of times
3203 my parents and their friends exchanged bows on first
	'&�� "�����(�@����"*���+�����������H$�

3205 This time I loved everything about the country.

««* v .uuucm  p im u aupuci o u c i iu  l<}liag l a n a  iw o  o i j a-  

32» pan’s leading potters, Shoji Hamada and Kanjiro Ka-
	'.- wai. They opened my eyes to the honest, simple beauty
3217 of handcrafts made by rural villagers, taught me much
	'.= about contemporary Japanese pottery and even about
3219 Zen which, for some fleeting moments, I thought I ac-
3220 tually understood.
3221 I translated such poems by Kanjiro Kawai as “I
3222 am you/ the you that only I can see,” and many of
	''	 them, along with a monograph about his life work,
	''�� +������/����������������/**4��������)�We Do Not Work
	''B Alone. I also wrote several articles dealing with Japa-
	''- nese crafts for the Nippon Times, and later for Craft Ho-

3.269 full-fledged teacher, I accepted a job teaching a com-
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3j27 rizotts, whose West Coast correspondent I was for a 
3j28 time.

3j3o handcrafts myself, and studied pottery, jewelry-mak- 
3J3i ing, and frame loom tapestry. I discovered, however, 
3,332 that none of it was as easy as it looked. My pots were 
3j33 often lopsided, my jewelry sometimes fell apart, and I 
3j34 could complete only one tapestry. I decided my talents 
3*335 lay not in creating handcraft, but in writing about it, 
3,336 and I soon discovered potters turning up in some of my 
3*337 children’s books as well—Takao and Grandfather’s Sword, 
3j3a Rokubei and the Thousand Rice Bowls, and Makoto, The 
	J	% Smallest Boy. And of course many of my subsequent 
3j4o books incorporated aspects of Japanese life that I had 
3,341 absorbed during my two years there—The Forever 
3*342 Christmas Tree, Sumi’s Prize, Sumi’s Special Happening,
		�	 Sumi and The Goat and The Tokyo Express, In-Between
		�� Miya, ��� �Hisako’s Mysteries.
		�B Most important, however, my years in Japan had
3346 made me aware of a new dimension to myself as a
		�0 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
		B. and to give them what support and sustenance I could.
		B' W hen my mother died in 1966, m y father was
				 already partially  paralyzed from a stroke, and I felt 
		B� moved to write a  book especially for them and the 
			B o ther first-generation Japanese (the Issei), who had en-
		B- dured so much and been so strong.
		B0 The book I wrote was Journey to Topaz, the story of
		B= young Yuki Sakane and her family, based largely on
		B% 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.

		0' eventually, they come up with the right answer. “You
		0	 wrote them so it won’t happen again,” they say. And I
		0� always make sure they understand that freedom is our 
		0	 most precious possession.

		0= cially the Issei—survived this devastating tragedy, for I
		0% believe their survival was truly a triumph of the human

33«2 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
3385 self. I wanted not only to reinforce their self-knowledge
		=- and pride, but to give them and all young people a

On returning to California I was eager to try some

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.

3366

3367

3368

3369 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

3376

		00

I also hope they get a sense of the strength and 
courage with which most Japanese/Americans—espe-

		=&� �������

3,381 Since Journey to Topaz, all of my books have been
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3j87 sense of continuity and kinship with the past.
3.388 In Samurai o f Gold H ill I told the story of the first
3.389 Japanese colonists who came to California shortly after 
	j %o the gold rush to establish their ill-fated tea and silk 
3.391 farm. About the same time I also wrote a novel for 
3j92 adults about a Japanese immigrant woman, but unfor-
	�	%	� �������,)������������*���(��(�+*������*"�"��,�����*��

	�	%� and publishers, it has yet to find a home. The one thing 
	)	%	 I have learned as a writer, however, is to be patient; I 
3.396 still have hope that one day it will be published some- 
	�%0 where when the time is right
	�%« My two picture books, The Birthday Visitor and The
3499 Rooster Who UnderstoodJapanese, were attempts to fill the
	.�00 void about Japanese-Americans in books for younger
	.�01 children. But most of my writing has been for the eight-
	��&'� �*��+����� (�*��)� ���� ",� ������ ������� /**4�� ��� ����

3.403 category have been about Rinko, a young Japanese/
3.404 American child growing up in Berkeley during the dc-
3.405 pression years: A Jar o f Dreams, The Best Bad Thing, and
3.406 The Happiest Ending.
3.407 These books arc not based on my own life, for
3.408 Rinko’s family had more of a struggle to survive in
3.409 those difficult times than we did. Still, there is much of
3.410 me in Rinko; she has many of the same feelings and
	.�11 longings I had as a child. But she discovers pride in
	.�1' herself as a Japanese-American much earlier than I
3.413 did, and she has much more gumption as well. She
	��.� dares to be bold and feisty when necessary, and she
	��.B doesn’t let her older brother push her around or tell her
3.416 w hat to do.

3.417 Writing these three books was a real joy for me,
3.418 for they brought back so many happy memories of the
3.419 times and people I knew in my childhood. I felt again
3.420� ���� ������� *�� �*��� ���� �����"���*�� ���,� �#�������)

	��'.� +����� ���*������*���,����*�",������������+����

3.422 All my books have been about the Japanese or
	��'	 Japanese-Americans, but while I cherish and take
3.424 pride in my special heritage, I never want to lose my
3.425 sense of connection with the community of man, for I
	��'-� ����� ����/��������"�����*����"����,������������� ������

	��'0� *����������(��� <

	��'= T  am now happily settled again in Berkeley and feel
3.429 X very lucky to be a writer, doing what I love best. I
	��	&� �*��� ���� �����*"� *��/���(� �/��� �*� ����������",� *+�

3.431 days—to work or play or to see my friends or to travel
	��	' when I please. I think that kind ofj freedom is a luxury
����� ���be cherished.
	��	� I meet occasionally with a group of fellow writers
3.435 in this area for sharing, support, and sometimes sympa-
3.436 thy, and enjoy meeting other writers when I speak at
	��	0� �*����������*��"�����(��

3.438 But I also enjoy the contact with college students
3.439 when I speak about Desert E xil ând it is great fun to be .A
3.440 with fourth, fifth, and sixth graders when I speak to
3.441 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
	���B out of our afternoon classes.” That kind of letter keeps
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	���- me humble.
3.447 And perhaps the seven hundred folded-paper 
	.��« cranes given to me recently by some fifth graders will
3.449 bring me the good fortune to continue writing many
3.450 more books, and as one child wished for me, “the hap-
3.451 piest life you will ever have!”
� �� ��____________ _________________________
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Dear Author:

Enclosed with this note is a final proof of your 
biographical sketch as it will appear in the forthcoming 
edition.

Would you please check it carefully, directing my 
attention to any errors or omissions, and return it as soon as 
possible? A return envelope is enclosed.

Many thanks,

Waterford, Conn. 06385

A FURTHER NOTE INSIDE



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 inclusion in 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_______________________________________ __________________ _

Payment Information (No charge for freight handling)

EH Check or money order enclosed 
CH Charge to credit card

CD Visa EH MasterCard □  American Express

Account No. (ah  digits)| __I__I__I__I__I__I__I__1__I__I__1 I I I 1 Expiration Date

Signature



Jun e  17, 1987

D ear Ms. Y osh iko  U ch id a ,

The e d i t o r s  have r e v is e d  and u p d a te d  y o u r b i o - b i b l io g r a p h i c a l  e n t r y  f o r  a 
fo r th c o m in g  volum e o f  SOMETHING ABOUT THE AUTHOR. Se le c t io n  f o r  r e v i s io n  
i s  b ased  on c o n t in u e d  c o n t r i b u t i o n  to  c h i l d r e n s  l i te r a t u r e .  We a sk  t h a t  
you exam ine th e  e n c lo s e d  r e v is e d  s k e tc h  m aking c o r re c t i o n s  and a d d i t i o n s  a s  
n e c e s s a ry .  S p e c i f i c  q u e s t io n s  to  co m p le te  y o u r s k e tc h  a r e  a t ta c h e d .

May we h av e a r e c e n t  p h o to  s u i t a b l e  f o r  r e p ro d u c t io n  to  in c lu d e  w ith  you r 
s k e tc h ?  ^7}

I n d ic a te  any p r e f e re n c e s  you m ig h t have  f o r /a n )  
yo u r s k e tc h  v��

i l l u s t r a t i o n  to  be u sed  w ith

We a sk  t h a t  you pay p a r t i c u l a r  a t t e n t i o n  to  th e  " S id e l i g h t s ” s e c t i o n  w here 
an  a t te m p t h a s  been  made t o  h i g h l i g h t  im p o r ta n t  p a rt s  o f  yo u r l i f e  and 
c a r e e r  by u s in g - th e  r e s e a r c h  s o u rc e s  a v a i l a b l e  to  us .  We a r e  i n t e r e s t e d  in  
YOU a s  a p e rs o n . F e e l  f r e e  to  add f u r t h e r  comments—and to  r e p ly  a t  
l e n g th .  S p e c i f i c  q u e s t io n s  we have to  h e lp  make yo u r " S id e l ig h t s "  co m p le te  
fo l lo w .

�
/

Many th a n k s  f o r  y o u r a s s i s t a n c e .  

S in c e r e ly ,

E u n ice  P e t r i n i  
A s s is ta n t

v /  �� � � �i / i m 1  , / . ,  a

Om M  t U m M ,  A *  ' L ^  ^

��� : � � (
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Have any o f  you r w orks been  a d a p te d  i n to  o th e r  m ed ia , su ch  a s  f i l m s t r i p s ,  
m o v ies , r e c o r d in g s ,  e tc ?  I f  s o ,  may we have t i t l e ,  book b ased  o n , 
p ro d u c t io n  company and d a te  o f  p ro d u c t io n ?

F o r w hat work d id  you r e c e iv e  th e  Award o f  M e r i t  from  th e  C a l i f o r n ia  
A s s o c ia t io n  o f  T e a c h e rs  o f  E n g l is h  i n  1973?

Do you have any work i n  p ro g re s s ?

0,
QjbtoU U l L£ ShL V

ajvyjut J  U  f L S l + M i  f>

'VX ju J L  -
&
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A
yf

if .n

U n L ( L &  L t u

' x i *  * « * & * ' '
Cuaj M  , t i u M y  jz, i r w / 4’ m  f

tf&T) - “3 1 ^ 0  Auun COiU, !U_ 6 u m > " ^/yli  
(UvuJCti f l'ira icfaw / H  7 3



SO M E T H I N G  

A B O U T  T H E  A U T H O R GALE RESEARCH COMPANY 81 R OSWEGATCHIE RD.. WATERFORD. CT 06385

UCHIDA, Y osh iko  1 921 -

PERSONAL: Surname i s  p ro n o u n ced  "Oo- c h e e - d a h " ; b o rn  November 2 4 , 1921, in  

A lam eda, C a l i f . ;  d a u g h te r  o f  Dw ight T a k a sh i (a  b u s in e ssm a n ) and Ik u  (a  

p o e t ;  m aiden nam e, U m egaki) U c h id a . E d u c a t io n ; U n ive rs i ty  o f  C a l i f o r n i a ,  

B e rk e le y , A .B . (cum l a u d e ) ,  1942; S m ith  C o l le g e , M .E d ., 1944 . P o l i t i c s :

JU,
D em o cra t. R e l ig io n ; P r o t e s t a n t .  R e s id e n c e ; B e rk e le y , C a l i f .

-Eìl e n - Le v in e ,  C u r t i - s - Brown L t d . ,  575 M ad iso n 1 Aveircre~,~ New Yor ky-N .Y» 10022^.

CAREER: E le m e n ta ry  s c h o o l  te a c h e r  i n  J a p a n e s e  r e l o c a ti o n  c e n te r  in  U tah , 

1942; F ra n k fo rd  F r ie n d s *  S c h o o l, P h i la d e lp h ia ,  P a . , t e a c h e r ,  1 9 4 4 -45 ; 

I n s t i t u t e  o f  P a c i f i c  R e la t i o n s ,  New York C i t y ,  m em bership ' s e c r e t a r y ,  1 9 4 6 ^ /  

4 7 ; U n ite d  S tu d e n t C h r i s t i a n  C o u n c i l ,  New York C i t y ,  s e c r e t a r y ,  19 4 7 -5 2 ; 

f u l l - t i m e  w r i t e r ,  1 9 5 2 -5 7 , 1962— ; U n iv e r s i t y  o f  C a li f o r n i a ,  B e rk e le y , 

s e c r e t a r y ,  1 9 5 7 -6 2 .

AWARDS, HONORS; Ford  F o u n d a t io n  r e s e a r c h  f e l lo w  in  Ja p a n , 1952; New York

H e ra ld  T r ib u n e ’ s  C h i l d r e n ’ s  S p r in g  Book F e s t i v a l  Honor Book, 1955 , f o r  The

M agic L is te n in g  Cap; More F o lk  T a le s  from  J a p a n ; S il v e r  M edal f o r  b e s t

j u v e n i l e  book by a  C a l i f o r n i a  a u th o r  from  th e  Commonwealth C lub o f

C a l i f o r n i a ,  1972 , f o r  S am ura i o f  Gold H i l l  and 1982, f o r  A J a r  o f  D ream s:

Award o f  M e r i t  from  th e  C a l i f o r n i a  A s s o c ia t io n  o f  Te a c h e rs  o f  E n g l is h ,  1973

f o r  » c i t a t i o n  from  th e  C o n tra  C o s ta  C h a p te r  o f  J a pa n e s e  A m erican

C i t i z e n s  L eag u e, 1976 , f o r  o u ts ta n d in g  c o n t r i b u t i o n to  th e  c u l t u r a l

d ev e lo p m en t o f  s o c i e t y ;  Jo u rn e y  Home was s e le c te d  one o f  I n t e r n a t i o n a l
A L

R ead ing  A s s o c ia t io n ’ s ^ C h i l d r e n ’ s  C h o ic e s , 1979; M o rr is  S . R o s e n b la t t  

Award from  th e  U tah  S t a te  H i s t o r i c a l  S o c ie t y ,  1981 , f o r  a r t i c l e ,  "T opaz,

MORE
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S tu d ie s  and th e  C h i l d re n ’ s  Book C oun c il ,  1 982 ; The B e st  Bad T h ing  was 

J  s el e c te d  a s  one o f  S ch o ol L ib r a r y  J ou rn al ’ s  ’’B e s t  Books o f  t h e  Y e a r, ” and 

one of  New Y ork Pu b l i c  L i b ra r y ’s  c h il d r e n ’ s  B o o k s, b oth  1983 ; Bay A rea Book 

R ev iew ers  A s s o c ia t io n  Book Award f o r  C h i l d r e n ’ s  L i t e ra t u r e ,  1986 , f o r  The

H a p p ie s t  E n d in g »• 4 a '» /  ̂ ^  A T o a

*>*

WRITINGS; The D anc ing  K e t t l e  and O th e r  J a p a n e s e  F o lk  T a le s  ( i l l u s t r a t e d  by

R ic h a rd  J o n e s ) ,  H a r c o u r t ,  1949 New F r ie n d s  f o r  S usan ( i l l u s t r a t e d  by H enry

/JhL
S u g im o to ) , S c r i b n e r ,  1951; We Do Not Work A lo n e : /  T h o u g h ts  o f  K a n j i r o  Kawai

* -
( a d u l t  f i c t i o n ) ,  F o lk  A r t  S o c ie ty  ( J a p a n ) ,  1 953 ; The M agic L i s te n in g  Cap:

^  7?. PdjUAkt-tA i /  'v ”

More F o lk  T a le s  from  Ja p a n  ( s e l f - i l l u s t r a t e d ) , H a r co u r t ,  1955;) The F u l l

C i r c l e  ( s e l f - i l l u s t r a t e d ;  j u n i o r  h ig h  s c h o o l  s tu d y  b o o k ) , F r ie n d s h ip  P r e s s ,

1957; Takao and G r a n d f a th e r ’ s  Sword ( i l l u s t r a t e d  by W il l ia m  H u tc h in s o n ) ,

H a rc o u r t ,  1958 ; The P ro m ised  Y ear ( i l l u s t r a t e d  by W. H u tc h in s o n ) ,  H a rc o u r t ,

Mik and th e  P ro w le r  ( i l l u s t r a t e d  by W. H u tc h in s o n ) , H a r c o u r t ,  1960; 

( t r a n s l a t o r  o f  E n g l is h  p o r t i o n s )  S o e tsu  Y a n a g i, e d it o r ,  S h o j i  Hamada, A sah i 

Shimbun P u b l i s h in g ,  1961 ; R okubei and th e  T housand R ic e  Bow ls ( i l l u s t r a t e d  

by Kazue M izu m u ra), S c r ib n e r ,  1962; The F o re v e r  C h ris tm a s  T re e  ( I l l u s t r a t e d  

by K. M izum ura), S c r ib n e r ,  1963 ; Sum i’ s  P r i z e  ( i l l us t r a t e d  by K. M izum ura) 

S c r ib n e r ,  1964 ; The Sea o f  G o ld , and O th e r  T a le s  from  Ja p a n  ( i l l u s t r a t e d  by

tk  ri , CUsU-wt  &aÌJ BJc Cò , I V * >

1959.

MORE
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M ari an n e  Y am aguch i), S c rib n er ,  1965^ S u mi 's  S pe c ia l  H appen ing  ( i l l us t ra t e d  

by K. M izum ura), S c rib n er ,  1966 ; In-B e tw e e n  M iya ( i l l us t ra t e d  by S usan  

B e n n e t t ),  S c rib n er ,  1967; Hi sa k c /s  M y s ter i es  ( i l l u s t ra t e d  by S . B e n n e t t )  

S cr ib n er ,  1969; Sumi and th e  G oat and  th e  Tokyo E x press  ( i l l u s t ra t e d  by K. 

M izum ura), S c rib n er ,  1969.

M ako to, th e  S m a l les t  Boy ( i l l u s t ra t e d  by A k ih i to  S h ira k a w a ), C ro w e l l,  1970;

Jo u rn e y  t o  T opaz: A Sto ry  o f  t h e  Ja p a n ese -A m e ric a n  E v a c u a t io n  (ALA N o ta b le  

Book; i l l u s t r a t e d  by D onald C a r r i c k ) ,  S c r ib n e r ,  1971 , r e v i s e d  e d i t i o n ,

C r e a t i v e  A r ts  Book, 1985; S am ura i o f  G old H i l l  ( i l lu s t r a t e d  by A t i  

F o r b e r g ) ,  S c r ib n e r ,  1972 , r e v i s e d  e d i t i o n ,  C r e a t i v e A r ts  Book, 1985; The 

H is to r y  o f  Sycam ore C hurch ( a d u l t  n o n f i c t i o n ) ,  p r i va t e l y  p r i n t e d ,  1974; The 

B i r th d a y  V i s i t o r  ( i l l u s t r a t e d  by C h a r le s  R o b in s o n ) , S c r ib n e r ,  1975 ; The 

R o o s te r  Who U n d e rs to o d  J a p a n e s e  ( i l l u s t r a t e d  by C. R o b in s o n ) , S c r ib n e r ,

1976 ; Jo u rn e y  Home ( s e q u e l  t o  Jo u rn e y  t o  T o p az ; A S to ry  o f  th e  J a p a n e s e  

A m erican E v a c u a t io n ; J u n io r  L i t e r a r y  G u i ld  s e l e c t i o n;  i l l u s t r a t e d  by C.

R o b in s o n ) , A theneum / 1978.

A J a r  o f  Dreams ( J u n io r  L i t e r a r y  G u ild  s e l e c t i o n ] ^  A theneum ^/1981 ; D e s e r t  

E x i l e ;  The U p ro o tin g  o f  a  J a p a n e s e  A m erican  F am ily  ( a d u l t  n o n f i c t i o n ) ,

W l
U n iv e r s i t y  o f  W ash ing ton  P r e s s ,  1982 ; The B e s t  Bad T h in g  ( s e q u e l  t o  A J a r  ��

o f  D ream s; ALA N o ta b le  Boolc^, A th e n e u m ^ l9 o 3 ; T a b i ;  J o u rn e y  th ro u g h  T im e, .« �

I�
i(A .  

ÌP

K V

S t o r i e s  o f  t h e  J a p a n e s e  i n  A m erica , U n i te d  M e th o d ist  P u b l is h in g  H ouse,

fttfV B ĉ k.
1984 ; The H a p p ie s t E nd ing  ( s e q u e l  t o  The B e s t  Bad Th in g ; . J u n i o r  L i t e r a r y  

G u i ld  s e le c t io n ^ y ^ th e n e u ^ |^ ^ i9 o 5 Cn The Two F o o l is h  C a ts  ( i l l u s t r a t e d  by 

M argo t Z em ach), Afcheneum., 1987;- P i c t u r e  B r id e  ( a d u lt  n o v e l ) ,  N o r th la n d , 1̂  M l

u *  : 

K " '

MORE
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P e o l  U t°r  ° f  J " V e n l le  Sh°r t  S t ° r le s !  S c r ibn er  A nth o lo g y  f or  Tn„ n .

7 ° P '*  Cr ib n er ’ 1976? ����� S C 0 t t ’ Foresman > 1977; Im age. S c o t t .  
F oresman, 1977 ; Q u e st i o n ■ Bd _ro n i  l n  ^

— a c a  a  r a s , Addlson-Wesler. 1 9 8 1. ;  � � �� � �

C o n tr ib u to r  to e x h i b i t  c a ta lo g u e .  M argare t  da P „ tr .
1Q7,  „  ------a ar e t  a a  F a t t a, o f  O ak land  Museum,

9 7 6. C o n tr ib u to r  o f  a d u l t  s to r i e s  and ar t i c l e s  to  new
c_Les to ^news pa p ers  and

p er i o d i c a ls,  in c lu d in g  W oman's Day Gourmet m

E as t  C ra f t  »  • ----------  ^ - t e r l c a l  Q u a r t e r ^ ,  F a r
_ E .  a i i L J a » « ,  t e 2 2 ^ att Mllotii„  , „ „ „ r  —

_W0Rg IM PROGPggg.
~~~ * p tjixSLCrCJ*'

(//v -iv f Ĉ AĴ eA- irK
ituuW^

SIDELIGHTS; November 24 .%'. n
^  „  — ^ ^ i ^ Born -  A lam eda, C a l i f o r n i a .  "W henever I

* « " <  ■ * « «  . .  s t u . „  S t r / e t T t ^ f d r i v .

& l k  J ” "  - 7  c o ld e r
K e ik o , and I  g rew  u p . v—'

I  rem em ber th e  sunny  y a rd  I n  back  w i th  t h e  p each  and
n e  p each  and a p r i c o t  and f i g

I  rem em ber th e  s w e e tp e a s  t h a t  g rew  h ig h e r  th a n  my he a d , and  th e  

enorm ous chrysan them um s t h a t  m easu red  s e v e n te e n  in ch e s  a r o u n d . . . ,  rem em ber 

J  a t  e r  i n  h i s  g a rd e n in g  c l o t h e s ,  r a k in g  t h e  y a rd  and  f i l l i p  t h e  dusky

7 7 �*,r w1“  “ • .. « - » * * ... ...... „ . „ th„
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b e l l  b e c a use  she  d i d n ’ t  l i k e  c a l l i n g  o u t  t o  br i n g  us  in  f o r  s u p per .

" I t  w as a  sun n y, p l e a s a nt  thre e -b e dro o m  h o use  we r e n te d,  and t h er e  was 

n o th in g  p ar t i c u l a r l y  u n us ua l  a b o u t o ur  l i v i n g  t h er e  e x c e p t  t h a t  we w ere 

J a p a n ese  A m ericans. And i n  th ose  d ays  be for e  th e  Second W orld W ar, few  

J a p a n ese  f a m i l i es  in  B erk e le y,  C a l i f o r n i a ,  l i v e d  above Grove S tr e e t  w i th  

th e  e x c e p t io n  o f  some e ar l y  s e t t l e r s . . . .

’’B ecause my f a t h er  was a  sa l ar i e d  man a t  M i ts u i,  o u r  li v e s  were m ore se c ure  

and somewhat d i f f er e n t  from  many o f  o ur  Ja p a n ese  f r i e n ds,  e s p e ci a l l y  th ose  

whom we knew a t  t h e  s ma l l  J a p a n ese  c h urc h  we a t te n d e d .  F or them  l i f e  i n  

th e  1930s was a  d ark  d es per a te  s t r u g g le  f or  s u rv i v a l  i n  a  c o u n tr y  w here 

th e y  c o u ld  n e i t h er  becom e c i t i z e ns  n or  own l a n d .  Many spo k e  l i t t l e  

E n g l is h .  Some o f  t h e  m o th ers  to o k  i n  sew ing  or  d id  work i n  w h i te  

h o m es .. . .Most o f  t h e  f a t h er s  s t r u g g le d  t o  k eep  open su ch  s ma l l  b us in es ses  

as  d ry  c le a n er s,  l a u n d ri e s,  g r o c e ri e s,  o r  sh o e  r e p ai r  s ho ps, and  th e y  

som etim es came t o  as k  my fa t h er  f o r  a d v ic e  and  h e lp .

"My f a t h er  un d ers to o d  t h e ir  s t r u g g les  w e l l ,  f o r  he  to o  had  grown up i n  

p o v er ty  i n  J a p a n . H is  fa t h er ,  a  fo rm er  sa m ura i turn e d  t e a c h er ,  had  die d  

when he was te n .  H is  mo th er ,  m a r rie d  a t  s i x te e n  and w idowed a t  t h ir t y ,  

s e nt  h er  f i v e  c h i l dr e n  t o  l i v e  w i th  v ar i o us  re l a t i v es ,  and my f a t h er  n e v er  

f o r g o t  th e  sa d n es s  o f  t h ose  lo n g  sn o w -co v ered  ro a ds  he w alked  t o  r e a c h  th e  

home o f  th e  u n c le  who to o k  him  i n .

"My f a t h er  worked h is  way thro u g h  D osh isha  U n iv er s i t y  by de l i v er i n g  m i lk  i n
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th e  m orn in gs, w o rkin g  as  a  te le p h o n e  o p er a tor  a t  n i g h t,  and l at e r  ser v in g  

as  a  c l er k  i n  a  b a n k .

"B ecause  b o th  my p ar e n ts  had  le ar n e d  t o  be fr u g a l  i n  t h e ir  y o u th  and  had 

w orked h ard  f o r  a  l i v i n g ,  th e y  w ere n e v er  w as te f u l  or  se l f - i n d u l g e n t  even  

when th e y  h ad  th e  m eans. They a lso  f e l t  much co m p ass io n  f o r  an y o n e  in  

n e e d . When one o f  o ur  n e ig h b or s  on S t u ar t  S t re e t  l os t  h i s  jo b  d ur i n g  th e  

d e pr es s io n,  and  hi s  w i fe  so ld  homemade br e a d,  my m oth er n o t  o n ly  b o u g h t h er  

b re a d,  b ut  ar ra n g e d  t o  l e ar n  Fre n c h  from  h er  as  w e l l ,  t o  g iv e  h er  t h e  

a d d i t i o n a l  in co m e . . . .

"My p ar e n ts  a lso  pro v id e d  so la c e  and  fr e q u e n t  m e a ls  to  l o n e l y  h o m esick  

s tu de n ts  from  Ja p a n  who w ere  s tu d y in g  a t  t h e  U n iv er s i t y  o f  C a l i f o r n i a  or  

th e  P a c i f i c  S ch o o l o f  R e l ig io n .  T hese s tu de n ts  seem ed t o  come t o  o ur  home 

i n  an  u n en d in g  pr o c es s io n,  much t o  th e  d ismay  o f  my s i s te r  and  I  who found  

them  i n or d i n a te l y  d u l l . . . . T h e y  crow ded aro u n d  o ur  ta b l e  on m ost ho l i d a ys,  

on f r e q u e n t  S u n d ays, and  th e y  o f te n  dro p p ed  i n  u n in v i te d  f or  a  cup  o f  t e a . "  

[Y o sh iko  U c h id a, D e s e rt  E x i l e ;  The U pro o t in g  o f  J a p a n ese  A m erican  F a m ily, 

U n iv er s i ty  o f  W ash in g to n  Pr es s,  1982. ]

"B u t now th ese  p e o p le  who w ere  so  d u l l  and an n o y in g  t o  me as  a  c h i l d,  

p rov id e  w o n d er fu l  m a t er i a l  f o r  my w r i t i n g ,  and  I  rem em ber them  n o t  o n ly  

w i th  f a s c in a t i o n,  b ut  w i th  some g u i l t  f or  th e  shab b y  way I  tr e a t e d  th em . I  

a lso  rem em ber t h e  l a u g h t er ,  t h e  w o n d er fu l  s m e l l  o f  s u k iya k i  c o o k in g  a t  t h e  

t a b l e,  and th e  a f t er - d i n n er  s in g in g  aro u n d  o ur  p ia n o,  and r e a li z e  t h a t  i n  

s p i te  o f  o ur se l v es,  K eiko  and  I  o f t e n  had  good t im es  a t  t h ese  g a t h er i n g s . "
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T hese s tu de n ts  were o n ly  p ar t  o f  t h e  d e lu g e  from  J a p a n, T h e re  w ere a l s o  

v i s i t i n g  m i n is te r s,  c o u nt l e s s  a lu m n i from  D osh isha  U n iv er s i t y ,  and 

som etim es the  pr es i de n t  o f  t h e  u n i v er s i t y  h im se l f .  I  f e l t  as  tho u g h  o ur  

ho use  was the  u n o f f i c i a l  a lu m n i h e a d q u ar ter s  fo r  D osh isha  and I  one o f  i ts  

most re l u c t a n t  m em bers.

”My m o th er was a  g i v in g  and  d e e p ly  c ar i n g  p erso n . *Don’ t  e v er  be 

i n d i f f e r e n t,  sh e  u sed  t o  sa y  t o  us .  *I n d i f f e r e n c e  is  the  w ors t  f a u l t  o f  

a l l . *  And sh e  h e r s e lf  was n e v er  i n d i f f e r e n t .  She c are d  and  f e l t  d e e p ly
Am

a b o u t e v ery th in g  aro u n d  h er .  She c o u ld  f i n d  Joy  i n  a  dr i v e  t o  t h e  p ar k ,  a  

rain b o w  i n  t h e  s k y, a  s lim  new m oon, o r  an  i n t e r es t in g  weed a p p e ar i n g  among 

th e  ir i s e s . . . . " ^

"The w r i t t e n  w ord was a lw a ys  im po r ta n t  i n  o ur  f a m i ly ,  and  my m oth er  o f te n

w ro te  p o e tr y  t h e  t h ir t y - o n e —s y l l a b l e  J a p a n ese  t a n k a . L ik e  mnlost women o f
<sL

h er  da y, h o w ev er, sh e  fo c use d  h er  a t t e n t i o n  on h er  f a m i ly ,  and h e r  

c r e at i v i t y  e x i s te d  on th e  fr i n g es  o f  h er  l i f e .  She wro te  h er  poems on 

s c ra ps  o f  p a p er  and  th e  b a c ks  o f  e n v e lo p es,  and th e y  w ere p u b l is he d  by a 

f r i e n d  i n  a  s ma l l  J a p a n ese  n e ws le t t er .

"My m o th er a lso  lo v e d  b o o ks, and  o u r  h o u se  was f i l l e d  w i th  th em . A l th o u g h  

she  d id n ’ t  f i n d  t im e  t o  re a d  much f or  h e r se l f ,  sh e  of te n  re a d  J a p a n ese  

s to r i e s  to  K eiko  and  me. Many o f  t h ese  w ere  th e  J a p a n ese  f o l k t a l es  w h ich  I  

l a t er  i n c lu d e d  i n  my f ir s t  p u b l is he d  b o o k, The D ancing  K e t t l e .

" I t  seems to  me I ’ve b een  i n t er es te d  i n  books and wr i t i n g  f or  as  lo n g  as  I
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can  rem em ber, I  w as w ri t i n g  s to r i e s  when I  was te n,  and  b ein g  th e  c h i l d  o f  

f r u ga l  im m igra n t p ar e n ts,  I  w rote  them  on brown wrap p in g  p a p er  w h ich  I  c u t  

up and bound i n t o  b o o k l e ts,  and b e c a u se  I  am su c h  a  s av er ,  I  s t i l l  h av e  

them . The f ir s t  i s  t i t le d ,  *Jimmy Chipmonk and  H is  F r ie n ds :  A S h o rt  S tory  

f o r  S mall C h i ld re n .*

”1 n o t  o n ly  wro te  s to r i e s ,  I  a l s o  k e pt  a  J o ur n a l  o f  im p or ta n t  e v e n ts  w h ich  

I  began  th e  day  I  gra d u a te d  from  e le m e n tary  s c ho o l .  Of c o urse  my sa v er  

se l f  k e p t  t h a t  J o ur n a l  as  w e l l ,  and  even  to d a y  I  ca n  re a d  o f  t h e  s pe c i a l  

e v e n ts  o f  my young l i f e,  su ch  a s  th e  t im es  my par e n ts  to o k  us  to  an  o p era  

o r  co n c er t  i n  San Fr a n c is co ,  o r  th e  day I  g o t  my f ir s t  do g, o r  t h e  sa d  day 

i t  d ie d,  when I  d rew  a  to m bs to n e  f or  him  in  my j o ur n a l  and  d e c ora te d  i t  

w i th  f l o r a l  w r e a ths .

"By p u t t in g  t h ese  s pe c i a l  h a p p e n in gs  in t o  w ords and  wr i t i n g  them  down, I

was t r y i n g  t o  h o ld  on  t o  and  somehow pr eser v e  th e  m ag ic  as  w e l l  as  t he  jo y

and sa d n es s  o f  c er t a i n  moments in  my l i f e ,  and I  g u e s s  t h a t * s  re a l y  w hat
A

books and w ri t i n g  ar e  a l l  a b o u t . "

� �

1931. T hro u g h o u t h er  c h i ld ho o d,  U ch ida  lo n g ed  t o  be a c c e p te d  as  an

����
A m erican . A l th o u g h  h er  f a m i ly  gave h er  much se c ur i t y ,  sh e  f e l t  i n t im id a te d

A
by th e  o u ts ide  com m un ity . "O ur l i v e s — my s i s te r * s  and  m ine— w ere  q u i t e  

th oro u g h ly  i n f use d  w i th  t h e  c us to m s, t r a d i t i o n s ,  and  v a lu es  o f  o ur  Ja p a n ese  

p ar e n ts,  whose own li v e s  had  b een  s t r u c tu re d  by t h e  sa m ura i  co d e  o f  

l o y a l t y ,  h o n o r , s e lf - d i s c i p l in e ,  and f i l i a l  p i e t y .  T h e ir  l i v e s  a lso  

r e f l e c t e d  a  b le n d  o f  B u d d h is t  p h i loso p h y  d o m in a ted  by C hr i s t i a n  f a i t h .  So

\
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i t  was t ha t  we grew  up w i th  a  s t ro n g  d ose  o f  t h e  Pr o t es ta n t  e t h i c  c o u p le d  

w i th  a  f e e l i n g  o f  r es pe c t  f or  o ur  te a c h er s  and  s u per i o r s ;  a  h ig h  r e g ar d  f o r  

su ch  q ua l i t i e s  as  f r u ga l i t y ,  h a rd  w o rk , p at i e n c e,  d i l i g e n c e,  c o u rtes y ,  and 

l o y a lt y ;  and  a  se nse  o f  r es po n s i b i l i t y  and  l o v e,  n ot  o n ly  f o r  o ur  p ar e n ts  

and  f a m i ly,  b ut  f o r  o ur  f e l l o w  m an.

"My p are n ts*  J a p a n ese n es s  was n e v er  n a t i o n a l is t i c  in  n a tur e .  They h e ld  th e

I m p er i a l  fa m i ly  i n  a f f e c t i o n a t e  and  r es pe c t f u l  r e g ar d ,  a s  did  a l l  J a p a n ese

o f  t h e ir  g e n er a t i o n .  B ut t h e ir  f i r s t  l o y a l t y  was a lw a ys  to  t h e ir  C h r i s t ia n

God, n ot  t h e  Em peror o f  J a p a n . And t h e ir  l o y a l t y  and  d e v o t io n  t o  t h e ir

a d o p te d  c o u n tr y  was v ig o ro us  and s t ro n g .  My f a t h er  c her is he d  c o p ies  o f  th e

D e c lar a t io n  o f  In d e p e n d e n c e, th e  B i l l  o f  R ig h ts,  and th e  C o ns t i t u t io n  o f

th e  U n ite d  S t a t es,  and on n at i o n a l  h o l id a ys  he  hune w i th  gr e a t  pr id e ^ a n  | ��

) *
enormous A m erican f l a g  on o ur  f r o n t  p or c h,  ev en  th o u g h  a t  t h e  t im e,  t h i s  

co u n try  de c lare d  t h e  f ir s t  ge n er a t i o n  J a p a n ese  im m igra n ts  to  b e  ’a l i e ns  

i n e l i g i b l e  f or  c i t i z e ns h i p .* "

When she  was te n,  U ch id a*s  fa m i ly  to o k  a  tr i p  to  C o n n e c t ic u t,  and th e  

im p res s io n  o f  b e in g  K ic e iv e d  as  a  f or e i g n er  rem a in ed  w i th  h er  th ro u g h o u t  

h er  l i f e t i m e .  "We v is i te d  se v er a l  e as ter n  c i t i e s ,  b ut  m ost im po r ta n t  t o  my 

m o th er was a  s pe c i a l  tr i p  we made t o  t h e  s ma l l  v i l l a g e  o f  C orn w a l l,

C o n n e c t ic u t,  t o  v i s i t  one o f  h er  f o rm er  D osh isha  i n s t r u c to r s . . .a n d  t o  m eet 

f o r  the  f i r s t  t im e  tw o w h i te  women pen  p a ls  w i th  whom she  had c or res po n d e d  

s in c e  c o l l e g e .  B o th  my m o th er  and  f a t h er  w ere  gr e a t  l e t t er  w r i t e r s  and 

k e p t  up a  v o lu m in o us co r res po n d e n c e . They c h er is he d  t h e ir  many fr i e n ds  and 

I  d o n ’t  b e l i e v e  e i t h er  o f  them  e v er  l o s t  one  f or  n e g le c t  on t h e ir  p a r t .
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"We w ere  pro b a b ly  t h e  f ir s t  A sia ns  e v er  to  v i s i t  Corn w a ll  and one o f  i ts  

r es i d e n ts ,  an  e l d e r l y  w hi te  woman, p at t e d  me on th e  h ead  and  sa i d ,  *M y, b ut  

you spe a k  E n g l is h  so  b e a u t i f u l l y . *  She had  lo o k e d  a t  my J a p a n ese  f a c e  and 

a d dres se d  o n ly  my o u ter  perso n, and a lth o u g h  she  had  m eant t o  co m p lim en t 

me, I  was th oro u g h ly  a b ashe d  t o  be p erce iv e d  as  a  f o r e i g n er . . . . " ^

1 9 3 4 . ** As I  a p p ro a c h e d  a d o le s c e n c e ,  I  w anted  m ore th a n  a n y th in g  t o  be
''V'l'W

a c c e p te d  as  any  o t h er  w h i te  A m erican . Im bued w i th  t h e  m e l t in g  p o t  

m e n ta l i t y,  I  saw  i n t e gr a t i o n  i n t o  w h i te  A m erican  so c ie t y  as  the  o n ly  way to  

overcom e th e  se nse  o f  r e j e c t i o n  I  had  e x p er i e n c e d  i n  so  many ar e as  o f  my 

l i f e .  The i nso le n c e  o f  a  c l er k  o r  a  w a i t er ,  t h e  p e t t y  ar ro g a n c e  o f  a  

b ur e a u cr a t,  d i s c r im in a t i o n  and d e n ia l  a t  many es ta b l is h m e n ts,  e x c lu sio n  

f rom  th e  so c i a l  a c t i v i t i es  o f  my w h i te  c las s ma tes —a l l  o f  t h ese  a f f e c t e d  my 

se nse  o f  p er so n a l  w or th .  They r e i n f o r c e d  my f e e l i n gs  o f  i n f e r i o r i t y  and 

th e  se l f - e f f a c e m e n t  I  had  a bsorbe d  from  th e  J a p a n ese  w ays o f  my p ar e n ts  and 

made me r e t i c e n t  and  c a u t i o us .

"When I  was in  j u n i o r  h ig h  s c ho o l,  I  w as t h e  o n ly  J a p a n ese  A m erican  t o  j o i n  

t h e  G ir l  R eserv e  u n i t  a t  o ur  s c ho o l  was a c c e p te d  w i th in  t h e  gro u p  as  an  

e q u a l .  On one o c c as io n,  h o w ev er, we w ere  t o  b e  p h o to gra p h e d  by th e  l o c a l  

n e wspa p er, and  I  was among t h e  g ir l s  to  be in c lu d e d .  The p h o to gra p h er  

c as ua l l y  t r i e d  t o  e ase  me o u t  o f  t h e  p i c t ur e ,  b ut  o ne  o f  my w h i te  fr i e n ds  

j u s t  as  s tu b bo r n ly  i n s i s te d  on k e e p in g  me i n .  I  t h i n k  I  w as f i n a l l y  

i n c lu d e d,  b ut  t h e  r e a l i z a t i o n  o f  w hat t h e  p h o to gra p h er  was t r y in g  t o  do 

h u r t  me m ore th a n  I  e v er  a d m i t te d  t o  a n y o n e .
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" In  h ig h  s c ho o l,  b ein g  d i f f e r e n t  was an  even  gr e a t er  hard s h ip  tha n  i n  my 

y o u n g er y e ar s .  In  e le m e n tary  s c ho o l  one o f  my te a c h er s  had  s in g le d  o u t  th e  

J a p a n ese  A m erican c h i l dr e n  i n  c l as s  to  p o in t  t o  o ur  un i fo rm ly  h ig h  

s c ho l as t i c  a c h ie v e m e n t. ( I  a lw ays  worked h ard  to  g e t  A’ s . )  B ut i n  h ig h  

s c ho o l,  we w ere sin g le d  o u t  by o ur  w h i te  p e er s,  n ot  f o r  p ra ise ,  b ut  f o r  

t o t a l  e x c lus io n  from  t h e ir  so c i a l  f u n c t i o ns . . . .  **•“ 4

"Unhappy i n  h ig h  s c h o o l ,  I  c o u l d n ' t  w a i t  t o  g e t  o u t.  I  i n c r e a s e d  my c l a s s  

l o a d ,  g ra d u a te d  i n  tw o and  a  h a l f  y e a r s ,  and  e n te r ed  th e  U n iv e r s i t y  o f  

C a l i f o r n i a  i n  B e rk e le y  when I  w as s i x t e e n ,  im m atu re and n a iv e .  T h e re  I  

found  th e  a l i e n a t i o n  o f  th e  N is e i  [se c o n d  g e n e r a t ion  J a p a n e s e ]  from  th e
4

w o rld  o f  th e  w h i te  s tu d e n t s  ev en  g r e a t e r  th a n  i n  h ig h  s c h o o l .  A s ia n s  w ere 

n o t  i n v i t e d  to  j o i n  t h e  s o r o r i t i e s  o r  f r a t e r n i t i e s , w h ich  a t  t h e  t im e  w ere 

a  v i t a l  p a r t  o f  t h e  cam pus s t r u c t u r e .  M ost o f  t h e  Nis e i  a v o id e d  g e n e ra l  

cam pus s o c i a l  e v e n ts  and  j o in e d  i n s te a d  th e  tw o J a pa n e s e  A m erican s o c i a l  

c lu b s — th e  J a p a n e s e  W omen's S tu d e n t  C lub and  t h e  J a pa n e s e  M en 's  S tu d e n t 

C lu b . We had  o u r  own d a n c e s , p i c n i c s ,  open  h o u s e s , and s p e c i a l  e v e n ts  in  

g r e a t  a b u n d an ce . T h ese  a c t i v i t i e s  c o m p r ise d  my o n ly s o c i a l  o u t l e t  and  I  

had  a  w o n d e r fu l t im e  a t  th em .

(V
"F o r  many y e a rs  I  n e v e r  sp o k e  t o  a  w h i te  p 4 so n  u n les s  h e  o r  sh e  spoke t o  me 

f i r s t .  A t one o f  my f re sh m a n  c l a s s e s  a t  t h e  u n i v e r si t y ,  I  fo u n d  m y se l f  

s i t t i n g  n e x t  t o  a  w h i te  s tu d e n t  I  had  known s l i g h t ly  a t  h ig h  s c h o o l .  I  s a t  

s i l e n t  and t e n s e ,  n o t  ev en  tu r n i n g  t o  lo o k  a t  h e r  be c a u se  I  d i d n ' t  w an t t o  

sp e ak  f i r s t  and  be r e b u f f e d .  F i n a l l y ,  sh e  tu r n e d  t o me and  s a i d ,  'Y o s h i ,  

a r e n ' t  you g o in g  t o  sp e a k  t o  me?*
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“O nly  th e n  d id  I  d are  s m i le,  ack n o w led g e  h e r  p r e s e n c e ,  and  become th e  

f r i e n d l y  s e l f  I  w an ted  t o  b e .  Now, my c l o s e st  f r i e n d  f or  th e  p as t  twe n ty  

y e ar s  has  been  a  w h i te  p er so n,  b ut  i f  I  had  m et him  i n  c o l l e g e,  I  m ig h t 

n e v er  hav e  spo k en  t o  h im, an d  I  p ro b a b ly  w ould n ot  h av e  gone o u t  w i th  

h im .” ^

Decem ber 7, 1941. U ch id a  w as b u sy  s tu d y in g  f or  her  f i n a l  exams a t  t h e  

U n iv er s i t y  o f  C a l i f o r n i a  when w ar be tw een  Ja p a n  and  th e  U n i te d  S t a t es  was 

d e c lar e d .  When she  r e tur n e d  home from  th e  l i br a r y ,  h e r  f a t h er  had  b een  

se iz e d  by th e  FBI and  ta k e n  t o  t h e  San Fr a n c is co  Im m igra t io n  H e a d q u ar ters .  

“E x e c u t iv es  o f  J a p a n ese  b us in es s  f i r m s,  s hip p in g  l i n es ,  and  b a n k s , men 

a ct i v e  i n  l o c a l  J a p a n ese  as so c i a t i o ns,  t e a c h er s  o f  J a p a n ese  la n g u a g e  

s c ho o ls,  v i r t u a l l y  e v ery  l e a d er  o f  t h e  J a p a n ese  A m erican com m unity a lo n g  

th e  W est Co as t had  b een  se iz e d  a lm os t  im me d ia te ly .

“ A c tu a l ly  t h e  FBI had  come t o  o ur  ho use  tw ic e,  o n ce  i n  t h e  a bse n c e  o f  my 

p ar e n ts  and  s i s te r  who, s t i l l  n o t  r e a l i z i n g  th e  ser i o us  n a tur e  o f  t h e  

a t t a c k,  had  gone o ut  t o  v i s i t  f r i e n ds .  T he ir  a bse n c e, I  s u p p o s e , had  been  

c a u s e  f o r  s u s p ic io n  and  t h e  FBI or  p o l i c e  had  bro k e n  i n  t o  se ar c h  o ur  ho use  

w i th o u t  a  w ar r a n t .  On r e t ur n i n g ,  my f a t h er ,  b e li e v in g  t h a t  we had  b een  

b u r g lar i z e d,  im m e d ia te ly  c a l l e d  t h e  p o l i c e .  Two p o l ic e m e n  a p p e are d  

pro m p tly  w i th  t hr e e  FBI men an d  s u g ges te d  t h a t  my f a t h er  c he ck  t o  se e  i f  

h i s  v a lu a b les  were  m is s in g .  They w ere, of  c o ur se,  u n di s tu r be d,  b ut  t h e ir  

l o c a t i o n  was ther e b y  r e v e a le d .  Two o f  t h e  FBI men r e q u es te d  t h a t  my f a t h er  

accom pany them  ’ f or  a  s ho r t  w h i le *  t o  b e  q u es t io n e d,  and  my f a t h er  w en t 

w i l l i n g l y .  The o th er  FBI man rem a in e d  w i th  my m o th er and  s i s te r  to
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i n t e r c e p t  a l l  phone 

in d is po se d .

c a l l s  and t o  in form  anyone who c a l l e d  t h a t  th e y  w ere

"One p o licem an  s ta t i o n e d  h imse l f  a t  th e  fr o n t  d o or and  t h e  o th er  a t  th e  

r e ar . When two, of  o ur  w h i te  fr i e n ds  came to  se e  how we w ere, th e y  w ere n o t  

p erm i t te d  t o  e n t er  o r  spe a k  t o  my m o th er and  s i s te r ,  who, f o r  a l l  p r a c t i c a l  

p urposes, w ere p ri so n er s  in  o ur  hom e.

"By th e  t im e  I  came hom e, o n ly  one FBI man rem ain ed  b u t  I  w as a larm e d  a t  

th e  s ta r t l i n g  t ur n  o f  e v e n ts  d u r in g  my a bse n c e . I n  s p i te  o f  h er  own 

a n x ie ty,  Mama i n  h er  u s ua l  th o u g h t f u l  way was serv in g  t e a  t o  t h e  FBI a g e n t .  

He tr i e d  to  be fr i e n d l y  and c o ur te o us,  r e a s s u rin g  me t h a t  my f a t h er  would 

r e t ur n  sa f e l y  i n  d ue t im e .  B u t I  c o u ld n * t  s hare  my m o th er* s  g ra c io us  

a t t i t u d e  to w ard  h im . Papa was go n e, and  hi s  a bru p t  c u s to d y  i n t o  t h e  h an ds 

o f  th e  FBI seem ed a n  om inous po r t e n t  o f  w orse  th in gs  to  com e. I  had  no 

i n c l i n a t i o n  t o  h a v e  t e a  w i th  one o f  i ts  a g e n ts,  and  w ent a br u p t l y  to  my 

room, slam ming t h e  d o or  s h u t . " ^

F e bruary ^19, 1 9 4 2. Pr es ide n t  Fr a n k l i n  D. R o ose v e lt  is s ue d  an  E x e c u t iv e  

O rder im p r iso n in g  J a p a n ese  A m ericans in  " r e l o c a t i o n  c a m ps ."  U c h id a fs  

f a t h er  was se n t  t o  a  pr i so n er - o f - w ar  camp i n  M is so u la, M o ntan a . "U p o /^  

re a c h in g  M ontana, my f a t h er  w ro te  im m e d ia te ly, h i s  ma jor  co n c ern  b e in g  

w h e th er  we w ould h a v e  enough  money f or  o ur  d a i l y  n e e ds . He and  my m o th er  

w ere now c l as s i f ie d  as  *enemy a l i e ns*  and h is  bank  a c c o u n t  had  b e e n  b lo c k e d  

im m e d ia te ly . F or  w eeks t her e  was to t a l  c o n fus io n  r e g ar d in g  th e  am ount t h a t  

c o u ld  be w ith draw n  fro m  su c h  b lo c k e d  a c c o u n ts  fo r  l i v i n g  e x p e nses, and
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"B oth  th e  F i f t h  and  F o ur te e n th  Amendments to  t h e  C o ns t i t u t io n  pr o v id in g  f o r  

'd ue  pro c es s  o f  la w 1 and  ’ e q u a l  pr o t e c t i o n  u n d er  t h e  law  f or  a l l  c i t i z e n s , '  

w ere f l a gr a n t l y  ig n ore d  i n  th e .n a m e  o f  m i l i t ar y  e x p e d ie n c y, and th e  f orce d  

e v i c t i o n  was car r i e d  o u t  p ur e ly  on t h e  b as i s  o f  r a c e,

'S tu n n ed  by t h is  un pre c e d e n te d  a c t  o f  o ur  go v ern m e n t, we N i se i  w ere  fa c e d  

w i th  t h e  a n g u is h in g  d ilem m a o f  c o n tes t in g  o ur  go v ern m e n t 's  o r d er s  and 

r i s k i n g  im pr iso n m en t ( as  a  few  c o ura g e o us  N ise i  d id )  or  o f  com p ly in g  w i th  

t h e  governm en t e d i c t,

"B ecause  th e  FBI had  i n ter n e d  m ost o f  th e  Is se i  [ f i r s t  ge n er a t io n  J a p a n ese ]  

l e a d er s  o f  t h e  com m un ity, ef f e c t i v e l y  d e c im a t in g  Is se i  or g a n i z a t i o ns,  t h e  

vacuum i n  l e a d er s h ip  was f i l l e d  by t h e  J a p a n ese  A m erican  C i t i z e ns  Le a g u e, 

th e n  l e d  by a  gro u p  o f  r e l a t i v e l y  young N ise i,  The JACL m et i n  em ergency  

ses s io n  a t te m p t in g  t o  ar r i v e  a t  t h e  b es t  po s s ib le  so lu t i o n  t o  an  

i n t o l e r a b l e  s i t u a t i o n .  P er c e iv in g  t h a t  a  com prom ise w i th  t h e  gov ern m en t 

was im po s s ib le,  and  r ej e c t i n g  a  s t ra t e g y  o f  t o t a l  o p p os i t i o n ,  b e c a u s e  i t  

m ig h t le a d  t o  v io le n c e  and  b lo o ds he d, t h e  JACL l e a d er s  de c id e d  t h e  o n ly  

c h o ic e  was to  c o o p era te  'u n d er  p ro tes t*  w i th  t h e  g o v ern m e n t.

"My s i s te r  and I  w ere  a n gry  t h a t  o ur  co u n tr y  co u ld  d e pr i v e  us  o f  o ur  c i v i l  

r i g h t s  in  so  c a v a l i er  a  m an n er, b ut  we had  b een  r a ise d  t o  r es pe c t  and  t o  

t r u s t  tho se  i n  a u t h or i t y .  To us  res i s ta n c e  or  c o n fr o n t a t i o n,  su ch  a s  we 

know them  to d a y  was un th in k a b le  an d  o f  c o urse  w ou ld  h av e  had  no s u p po r t
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f rom  th e  A m erican p u b l i c .  We n a iv e l y  b e l ie v e d  a t  th e  t im e  t h a t  co o p era t in g  

w i th  th e  governm en t e d i c t  was t he  b es t  way t o  h e lp  o ur  c o u n tr y . ” *

7  £¿fl. íwtst\:
v’t , /  >VI- -1■v Vf*' t: • * <• : f  • %u.. ̂ vw t (r , y • * >■  /  ' , /V /; . . . . . . .  • r • '■  ' v

A pril^21^JL 942^. Rem oval o r d e r s  w ere  i s s u e d  f o r  Uctyida*s f a m i ly ,  a s  w e l l  a s

th e  o th e r  Jap an ese^ A m er ican  f a m i l i e s  l i v i n g  i n  th e  a re a ,</^ ¿ ^ c a t f r t o
A

arm y -g u ard ed  b a r r a c k s  a t  t h e  ab andoned  T a n fo ra n  R ace T ra c k . T hese f a m i l i e s  

had te n  d ay s  t o  d is p o s e  o f  t h e i r  hom es and  p e rs o n a l p o s s e s s io n s .  "D u rin g  

th e  l a s t  few  w eeks on cam pus, my f r i e n d s  and I  became s e n t im e n ta l  and  to o k  

p i c t u r e s  o f  e a c h  o th e r  a t  f a v o r i t e  cam pus s i t e s .  The w ar had  j o l t e d  u s  

i n t o  a  c r i s i s  whose im p a c t w as to o  enorm ous f o r  u s  t o  f u l l y  co m prehend , and 

we need ed  th e s e  s m a l l  rem em brances o f  h a p p ie r  t im e s t o  ta k e  w i th  u s  a s  we 

w ent o u r  s e p a r a te  ways t o  v a r io u s  g o vernm en t camps th ro u g h o u t  C a l i f o r n i a . ” 1

t/W

M a y t h e  T a n fo ra n  R ace T ra c k , w h ich  h o u sed  e ig h t  

th o u sa n d  u p ro o te d  J a p a n e s e  A m erican s i n  i t s  s t a b l e s and b a r r a c k s .  The ^  

fa m i ly  l i v e d  f o r  t h e  n e x t  f i v e  m o n th s i n  a  h o r s e  s t^ f e ^ o S n d e d ^ b y 'b a r b e d
CÀ h

w i r e .  "When we re a c h e d  s t a l l  num ber 4 0 , we p u sh ed  open th e  n a rro w  d o o r  and 

lo o k ed  u n e a s i l y  i n t o  t h e  v a c a n t  d a rk n e s s .  The s t / l l was a b o u t  t e n  by 

tw e n ty  f e e t  and  em pty e x c e p t  f o r  t h r e e  f o ld e d  Army c o ts  l y in g  on th e  f l o o r .  

D u s t, d i r t ,  and wood s h a v in g s  c o v e re d  th e  l in o le u m  t h a t  had  been  l a i d  o v e r  

m an u re -co v e red  b o a rd s ,  t h e  s m e l l  o f  h o r s e s  hung i n  t h e  a i r ,  and  th e

w h ite n e d  c o rp s e s  o f  many i n s e c t s  s t i l l  c lu n g  t o  t h e h a s t i l y  w h ite -w a sh e d  

w a l l s .

< & $ ■

"H igh on e i t h e r  s id e  o f  t h e  e n t r a n c e  w ere  two s m a l l w indows w h ich  w ere o u r  

o n ly  s o u rc e  o f  d a y l i g h t .  The s t a l l  w as d iv id e d  i n t o two s e c t i o n s  by D utch

MORE
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.. ¿uJt JnUsd[

A p r i l  2 1 , 1942. ]

th e  o th er  Ja p a n ese / i l  

arm y -g uarded  b ar ra c l  

had te n  d ays  to  d isj  

t h e  l as t  few  w eeks 

p i c t u res  o f  e a c h o t l  

i n t o  a  cr i s i s  whose 

we need ed  th ese  smal 

w ent o ur  se p ar a te  wi

evacua do

would askreader- •

baied theeyerifSare

L
^ ; a p a C Z ^ r  C ^  member tha^ a r a c t e r s  portray

1942 and to recall tharfh i '̂  lW ^ -woriJiĥ T

j voice of Martin Luther Kin'^K °, T n ° Ŵ  In 1*2  the  
[pride was yet unborn Th 8 ^  not ^  been heard and ethnic I
t%ht, a„dyr e ^  ’

, stradons of protest. Most Amer * ** °m  marches or d emon- i

|a war they considered just didTrff*“PPOrtin* :their countrY«n
Iremoval, and might well h * °. ^  t0 protest our forced J

tried to resist or pm *«  "  C° nS'dered " bad we i

we had no choice but to tru ^  d°'ng “  °Ur country «shed, )
know then, We-Jidnoi

economic p res su re  e ro u D s ' "V- ** ^  aCCeded to political and

ledge that L r ac Z  w T  “* W“h fu" k"°w
unnecessary:"-| . , ,{ *  s " ° * ^  «»constitutional, but totally

VIII

foshikjypcbida
Berk e p ^ C a l t f o p i tp 

lanuary'l984

<1

h  I
¿¿¿¿-e />. o 
 ̂vji

W ^ y ^ l^ l9 4 2 ^ ^  -Reloc^l 

th o usa n d  u pro o te d  J  

f a m i ly  l i v e d  f o r  t h | |

’ <-\, i ,i • •' ' ■ - # I
w i r e .  "When we rea<

r r "  0 ,m
lo o k ed  u n e as i l y  i n t o  t h e  v a c a n t  d ar k n es s .  The s t ^ / l l  was a b o u t  t e n  by 

tw e n ty  f e e t  and em pty e x c e p t  f or  t h re e  f o ld e d  Army c ots  l y in g  on th e  f l o or .  

D u s t, d i r t ,  and  wood s h av in gs  co v ere d  t h e  l in o le u m  t h a t  had  b een  l a i d  o v er  

m an ure -c o v ere d  b o ard s,  t h e  s m e l l  o f  h or ses  hung i n  t h e  a ir ,  and  th e  

w h ite n e d  c orp ses  o f  many i nse c ts  s t i l l  c lun g  t o  t h e  h as t i l y  w h ite -w ashe d  

w a l l s .

"H igh on e i t h er  s i de  o f  t h e  e n tr a n c e  w ere  two s ma l l  w indows w h ich  were  o ur  

o n ly  so urce  o f  d a y l i g h t .  The s ta l l  w as d iv id e d  i n t o  two se c t i o ns  by D u tch
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< £ o r s  worn down by  t e e t h  m ark s, an d  e a c h  st a l l  i n  t h e  s ta b l e  was se p ar a te d  

f ro m  th e  a d jo in in g  o n e  o n ly  by ro u g h  p ar t i t i o n s  t ha t  s to p p e d  a  f o o t  s ho r t  

o f  t h e  s lo p in g  r o o f .  T h a t s pa c e,  w hi le  p erha ps  a  good so urce  o f  

v e n t i l a t i o n  f or  t h e  h or ses,  d e p riv e d  us  o f  a l l  b u t  v is ua l  pr i v a c y,  and  we 

c o u ld n ’t  ev en  b e  s u re  o f  t h a t  b e c a use  o f  t h e  cr e v i c es  and k n o th o les  in  th e

d iv id in g  w a l ls .

" O ur s ta b l e  c o ns i s te d  o f  tw e n ty - f i v e  s ta l l s  fa c in g  n or th  w h ich  were b ack  t o  

b ack  w i th  an  e q u a l  num ber f a c in g  so u th,  so  w e' w ere jro r ro u n d e d  on t hr e e  

s i d es .  L iv in g  i n  o ur  s ta b l e  w ere  a n  as so r tm e n t  o f  p e o p le — m ostly  s ma l l  

f a m i ly  u n i ts — t h a t  in c lu d e d  an  ar t i s t ,  my f a t h er ’ s  barb er  and  h is  w i fe,  a  

d e nt i s t  and h is  w i f e,  an  e l d e r l y  r et i r e d  c o u p le,  a  g ro u p  of  K ib e i  b a c h e lor s  

( Ja p a n ese  b orn  i n  t h e  U n i te d  S t a t es  b u t  e d u c a te d  i n  J a p a n ), a n  in s u ra n c e  

sa lesma n  and  h is  w i f e,  and  a  widow w i th  tw o d a u g h t er s . . . . ”

The " pr i s o n er s ” q u ic k l y  o rga n iz e d  s c ho o ls,  c h u rc h e s ,  and r e c r e at i o n  

c e n t er s .  U ch id a  ta u g h t  seco n d  gr a d e .  ” 1 lo v e d  te a c h in g  and  d e c id e d  I  

w ould  l i k e  t o  w ork f o r  a  te a c h in g  cr e d e n t i a l,  f o r  I  now had  r e c e iv e d  my 

d e gre e  from  t h e  u n i v er s i t y .  My c las s ma tes  and I  had  m isse d  commencement by 

tw o w eeks and  my d ip lo m a, r o l l e d  i n  a  c ard bo ard  co n ta i n er ,  had  b een  handed  

t o  me i n  my h or se  s ta l l  by t h e  T a n fora n  m ailm an .

H er mem ories of t h e  f i v e  m onths s pe n t  a t  T a n fora n  w ere  o f  p o or  f o o d, a  la c k  

of  supplies and hot water, and a^lecfeof p r i v a c y .  A f te r  t h re e  m onths o f  

communal l i v i n g,  t h e  l a c k  o f  pr i v a c y  b eg an  t o  gr a t e  on my n er v es .  T here  

w as no p la c e  I  c o u ld  go t o  b e  c o m p le te ly  a lo n e — n o t  i n  th e  w ashroom, th e
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l a t r i n e ,  t h e  sho w er, o r  my st a l l .  I  c o u ld n ’ t  w a lk  down th e  tr a c k  w i th o u t  

se e in g  som eone I  knew . I  c o u ld n ’ t  a v o id  t h e  p e o p le  I  d i d n ’ t l i k e  or  cho ose  

th ose  I  w ishe d  t o  b e  n e ar .  T here  w as no p la c e  t o  cr y  and  no p la c e  t o  h id e .  

I t  was im po s s ib le  t o  es ca p e  from  th e  c o ns ta n t  n o ise  and  human pr ese n c e .  I  

f e l t  s t i f l e d  and  s u f fo c a te d  and  so m etim es wan ted  t o  s c re a m . B u t i n  my 

fa m i ly  we d i d n ’ t  sc ream  or  c r y  o r  f i g h t  o r  ev en  h a v e  a  m a jor  arg u me n t, 

b e c a u se  we knew th e  n e ig h b ors  were  a lw a ys  o n ly  in c h es  a w a y . . . . ”

S e p te m b er, 1 9 4 2. • S e n t t o  T o p az , a  c o n c e n t r a t io n  camp lo c a te d  i n  t he  U tah  

d e s e r t .  ” I n  i t s  f r a n t i c  h a s te  t o  c o n s t r u c t  t h i s  b a rr a c k  c i t y ,  t h e  Army had 

rem oved e v e ry  g ro w in g  t h i n g ,  and  w hat had  o n ce  b een a  p e a c e f u l  l a k e  bed was 

now c h u rn e d  up i n t o  one g r e a t  m ass o f  l o o s e  f l o u r - li k e  s a n d . W ith  e a c h  

s te p  we sa n k  tw o t o  t h r e e  in c h e s  d e e p , s e n d in g  up sw i r l s  o f  d u s t  t h a t  c r e p t  

i n t o  o u r  e y e s  and  m o u th s , n o s e s  and  l u n g s .  A f te r  two lo n g  s l e e p l e s s  n i g h ts  

on t h e  t r a i n ,  t h i s  su d d en  e n c o u n te r  w i th  t h e  s u n , th e  g l a r i n g  w h i te  s a n d , 

and t h e  a l t i t u d e  made me f e e l  weak and  l i g h t - h e a d e d . We w ere  a l l  w o r r ie d  

a b o u t my m o th e r , and  I  th o u g h t  I  m ig h t c o l l a p s e  m y se l f ,  when we f i n a l l y  

re a c h e d  B lo ck  7 .

’’Each b a r r a c k  was one h u n d red  f e e t  i n  l e n g t h ,  and  d iv id e d  i n t o  s i x  room s 

f o r  f a m i l i e s  o f  v a ry in g  s i z e s .  We w ere  a s s ig n e d  t o  a  room i n  t h e  c e n t e r ,  

a b o u t tw e n ty  by e ig h te e n  f e e t ,  d e s ig n e d  f o r  o ccu p ancy  by f o u r  p e o p le .  When 

we s te p p e d  i n t o  o u r  room i t  c o n ta in e d  n o th in g  b u t  fo u r  arm y c o t s  w i th o u t  

m a t t r e s s e s .  No i n n e r  s h e e t r o c k  w a l l s  o r  c e i l i n g s  h ad y e t  b een  i n s t a l l e d ,  

n o r  h ad  t h e  b la c k  p o t - b e l l i e d  s to v e  t h a t  s to o d  o u t si d e  o u r  d o o r .  C ra c k s  

. w ere  v i s i b l e  ev e ry w h e re  i n  t h e  s id i n g  and  a ro u n d  t h e  w indow s, and  a l th o u g h

MORE
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o ur  f r i e n ds  had  swep t o u t  o ur  room b e f or e  we ar r i v e d,  t h e  d us t  was a lr e a d y  

se e p in g  i n t o  i t  a g a in  from  a l l  s i d es .

f jX .  ?  ~ 7 > XUaaJ ' '  /  (n 4 Uf\Kj-J-tSsJ' f.oJ- ®-\./ì'JÌ-C£-Lt t' 04 A mj J

h

» m

�
� i n s t r u c t io n  s he e t  a d v ise d  us  n o t  t o  p u t  up any  s he lv es  un t i l  th e

» e n ters  ar r i v e d  from  T a n fora n  t o  i ns ta l l  t h e  s he e tr o c k  w a l ls .  In  f a c t,  

t n r e e  p ara gra p hs  were d e v o te d  t o  r e as s u r in g  us  t ha t  p le n ty  o f  s c ra p  lu m b er

----.. rv^
was a v a i l a b l e  and t h a t  a c o m m ittee  h ad  b een  org a n iz e d  t o  s u per v i se  i t s  

d i s t r i b u t io n .  A ro u g h  e st im a te  o f  4 0 0,0 0 0  b o a rd  f e e t  o f  lu m b er i s  now 1

� a v a i l a b l e,  one p a ra g ra p h  st a t e d .  'S in c e  s u f f i c i e n t, wood i s  a v a i l a b l e,  ^

. Y q  t h er e  v 111 be n °  n e c es s i t y  fo r  ho ard in g  or  n o c tur n a l  commando r a i d s .*

2 # ■■T h ere  was a lso  a  p ara gra p h  a b o u t w ord s . *You a r e  now i n  T o p az, U ta h,*  i t  

VV  �� r e a d .  H ere we say  D in in g  H a l l  and  n o t  M ess Ha l l ;  S a f e ty  C o u n c i l,  n ot

I n t e r n a l  P o l i c e ;  R es ide n ts,  n ot  E v a c u e es ; and  l as t  b u t  n o t  l e as t,  M enta l 

^  C l im a te,  n ot  M ora le .*  A f te r  o ur  lo n g  and  e x h a us t in g  or d e a l,  a  p at r o n i z i n g  

s he e t  o f  i ns t r u c t io n s  was t he  l as t  t h in g  we n e e d e d .

V * ^ o n e  o f  us  f e l t  w e l l  d ur i n g  o ur  i n c ar c e r a t i o n  i n  T o p az . We a l l  c a u g h t

[ J %  a  \  v „  , .
1 f r e q u e n t  c o lds  d u r in g  th e  h ar s h  w in ter  mon ths and  h ad  fr e q u e n t  s tom ach

' V
■  u pse ts .  I l l n es s  was a  n u isa n c e,  e s p e ci a l l y  a f t e r  we b eg an  t o  w ork , f o r

<y>K ^  memos from  a  d o c tor  w ere  r e q u ir e d  t o  o b ta i n  s i c k  le a v e .  Much o f  o ur  e n erg y  

s im p ly  wen t i n t o  k e e p in g  o ur  room d us te d,  sw e pt, and  mopped t o  b e  r i d  o f  

th e  c o ns ta n t  a c c u m u la t io n  o f  d us t,  and  i n  t r y i n g  t o  do a la u n dry  when th e  

w a ter  was r un n in g . ” ^

M a y ^ l9 4 3 . W ith  th e  h e lp  o f  t h e  S tu d e n t  R e lo c a t io n  Com m ittee ( a d m in is ter e d
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by t h e  A m erican  Fr i e n ds  Ser v ic e  C o m m ittee ), U ch id a  w as a b le  t o  le a v e  Topaz

by o b ta in in g  a  f e l l o ws h ip  to  do gra d u a te  w ork a t  S m ith  C o l le g e,

N o rth am p to n, M a s s a c h u s et tes .  " . . . I  had  p as se d  up an  e ar l i e r  o p p or tu n i ty  t o  

go t o  S m ith  C o l le g e  from  T a n fora n  b e c a use  I  f e l t  I  s ho u ld  s ta y  w i th  my 

f e l lo w  i n t er n e es  an d  make some p os i t i v e  c o n tr i b u t i o n  t o  o ur  s i t ua t i o n »

Now, h o w ev er, I  lo n g e d  t o  g e t  o u t  o f  t h is  d re ar y  cam p, r et u r n  t o  

c i v i l i z a t i o n ,  and  c o nt in u e  my e d u c a t io n »  I  a p p l ie d  f or  e nro l lm e n t  i n  t h e  

E d u c a tio n  D e p ar tm e n t a t  S m ith  C o l le g e  i n  N ortham p to n, M a s s a c h u s et ts,  b ut  

d is co v ere d  t h e  e ar l i e r  o p e n in g  t h er e  was no  lo n g er  a v a i l a b l e,  I  a l s o  

d i s co v ere d  t h a t  t h e  pr o c es s  fo r  o b ta in in g  a  le a v e  c le ar a n c e  w as lo n g  and  

te d io us »  One d id  n o t  d e c id e  t o  le a v e  and s im p ly  wa lk  o u t  t h e  g a tes »  I  

w a i te d  im p a t i e n t l y  an d  w i th  in cr e as in g  f r u s t ra t i o n  as  t he  w eeks pas se d .

" S tu d e n ts  were  among t h e  f ir s t  in t er n e es  to  le a v e  t h e  cam ps, and  ot h er s  

f o l lo w e d  t o  m id w es tern  and  e as ter n  c i t i e s  w here  pr e v io us ly  few  J a p a n ese  

A m ericans had  l i v e d . . . . T h e  N a t io n a l  J a p a n ese  A m erican  S tu d e n t  R e lo c a t io n  

C o u n c i l  e v e n tu a l l y  as s i s te d  some thr e e  th o usa n d  s tu de n ts  to  l e a v e  t h e  cam ps 

and e n ter  o v er  f i v e  h u n dred  i ns t i t u t io n s  o f  h ig h er  l e ar n i n g  thro u g h o u t  th e  

c o u n tr y .

” 1 l e f t  T opaz d e term in e d  t o  w ork hard  and pro v e  I  w as as  lo y a l  as  any  o th er  

A m erican . I  f e l t  a  trem en d o us  se nse  o f  r e s po n s i b i l i t y  t o  make g o o d, n ot  

j u s t  fo r  m y se l f ,  b ut  f o r  a l l  J a p a n ese  A m ericans . I  f e l t  I  was re pr ese n t i n g  

a l l  t h e  N ise i,  and  i t  w as so m etim es an  awesome b urde n  t o  b e ar .

"When th e  w ar was o v er ,  th e  br i l l i a n t  r e c or d  o f  t h e  h ig h ly  d e c ora te d  N ise i
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com bat te a ms, and  f a v or a b le  comm ents o f  t h e  G Is re tur n in g  from  J a p a n, 

h e lp e d  a l l ev i a t e  t o  some d e gre e  th e  h a tr e d  d ir e c te d  a g a ins t  t he  Ja p a n ese  

A m ericans d u r in g  t h e  w ar . A l th o u g h  ra c is m  had  by no m eans been  e l im in a te d,  

new f i e l d s  o f  em p loym ent, p r ev io u s ly  c lo se d,  g r a d u a l ly  opened  up f o r  many 

N i se i .  I n  t im e  th e y  w ere a lso  a b le  t o  p urc hase  and  r e n t  homes w i tho u t  

b e in g  r e s t r i c te d  t o  g h e t to  ar e as  as  the  I s se i  had  b e e n . ”

( S/ j ? foA l)

U ch id a  ta u g h t  s c ho o l  i n  P h i l a d e lp h ia,  P e n n s y lv a n ia  f or  a  y e ar  and w orked as
JU

a  se cr e t ar y  i n  New Y ork C i ty  f o r  spc ye ar s .  In  1952 she  w as aw arded  a  

f e l l o w s h ip  to  s tu d y  in  J a p a n . ” 1 s pe n t  tw o y e ars  in  Ja p a n  as  a  F ord  

F o u n d a t io n  F ore ig n  A rea F e l lo w  and  becam e a c q u ain te d  w i th  th e  r e l a t i v es  and 

f r i e n ds  who u n t i l  th e n  had  b een  o n ly  s t ra n g er s  to  m e . . . . I  c l im b e d  t o  rem o te  

wooded te m p le  c e m e ter i es  to  p o ur  w a ter  on t h e  to m bs to n es  o f  my gr a n d f a th er s  

and  m a tern a l  gran d m o th er  * to  r e f r es h  t he i r  s p i r i t s, *  and  I  tr a v e le d  th e  

c o u n tr y s ide,  f i n d in g  i t  i n cr e d ib l y  b e a u t i f u l .

” A l th o u g h  I  w en t pr im ar i l y  as  a  w r i t e r  t o  c o l l e c t  m ore f o l k t a l es ,  I  becam e 

e q u a l l y  im m ersed i n  t h e  m a g n i f ic e n t  ar t s  and  cr a f ts  o f  J a p a n . The s t re n g th  

and  h o n es ty  o f  i t s  fo l k  a r t  es pe c i a l l y  a p p e a le d  t o  me, and  I  f e l t  an 

im m ed ia te  k ins h ip  w i th  the  J a p a n ese  cra f ts m e n  I  m e t. I  w as p r iv i l e g e d  to  

becom e a c q u a in te d  w i th  t h e  t hr e e  f o u n d ers  o f  t h e  M in g e i ( f o l k  ar t )  movement 

i n  J a p a n — th e  p h i l oso p h er - w r i t er  So e tsu  Ya n a g i, and  t h e  n o te d  p o t t er s  S ho j i  

Hamada and  K a n j ir o  K aw ai. T h e ir  Z e n - or i e n te d  p h i loso p h y, t h e ir  w ho le n ess  

o f  s p i r i t ,  and  t h e ir  t o t a l i t y  as  human b e in gs  e nr ic h e d  me im m easu rab ly  and 

made a  l as t in g  im p a c t on my th o u g h t  and  wr i t i n g .
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1

has been many years since I first wrote Journey to Topaz and 
more than forty years since the United States government 

Bguprooted 120,000 West Coast Japanese Americans, without trial 
or hearing, and imprisoned them behind barbed wire. Two-thirds 
of those Japanese Americans were American citizens, and I was 

lone of them. We were imprisoned by our own country during 
¡[World War II, not because of anything we had done, but simply

; because we looked like the enemy.
Nfoday we know, in spite of the government claim at.the time, 

that there was no military neces^tyioiy^mSr^atSwon. loday we 
know this gross violation of our Constitution caused one of the 
most shameful episodes in our country s history. Our leaders 
Defrayed not only thejapanese Americans, but all Americans, for ^

by denying the Constitution, they damaged the very essence of 

our democratic beliefs.
tin 1976 President Gerald R. Ford stated, "Not only was that 

evacuation wrong, but Japanese Americans were and are loyal

e71

\ i

^evacuauuu w iuug, uui —----- ---------- * j

Americans. . .(we have learned from the tragedy of that long-agô --  
. __ f___ . iinrl justice for each-1-/experience forever to treasure liberty and justice for each- 

^individual American."^ In 1983 a Commission of Wartime 
Relocation and Internment of Civilians established by the United 
States Congress concluded t?hat a grave injustice was done to

” JOURNEY TO TOPAZ

Japanese Americans and that the causes of the uprooting were 

race prejudice, war hysteria and a failure of leadership, !

o f  s p i r i t ,  and  t h e i r  t o t a l i t y  a s  human b e in g s  e n r ich e d  me im m easu rab ly  and 

made a  l a s t i n g  im p a c t on my th o u g h t  and  w r i t i n g .
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TIMy e x p er i e n c e  i n  J a p a n  w as as  po s i t i v e  and  r e s to r a t i v e  as  the  esa&uatdlon--

h ad  been  n e g a t iv e  and I  came home aw are  of. a  new d im e ns io n  t o

m yse l f  as  a  J a p a n ese  A m erican  and  w i th  new r es pe c t  and a d m ir a t io n  f or  t h e  

c u l t u r e  t h a t  had  made my p ar e n ts  w hat th e y  w ere . The c ir c l e  was co m p le te,^  

I  f e e l  gr a t e f u l  to d a y  f or  t h e  J a p a n ese  v a lu es  and  tr a d i t i o ns  the y  i n s t i l l e d  

i n  me and k e p t  a l i v e  i n  o ur  hom e, and  u n li k e  th e  d ays  o f  my y o u th, I  am 

p ro u d  t o  b e  a  J a p a n ese  A m erican  and  am se c ur e  i n  t h a t  know ledge o f

W h ile  i n  J a p a n, U ch id a  wro te  ar t i c l e s  on h a n d cr a f ts  and  f o l k  ar t i s t s  fo r  

t h e  N ippon T im es. Upon h er  r e t ur n  t o  t h e  U n ite d  S t a t es,  sh e  c o nt in u e d  t o  

w r i t e  ar t i c l e s  fo r  C ra f t  H or iz o ns  mag a z in e, and stu d ie d  w e a v in g, p ot t e r y ,  

and  je w e lry -m a k in g  h er s e l f ,

1 9 7 2 , Awarded a  si l v e r  med a l f or  b es t  j u v e n i l e  book from  th e  Commonwealth

C lub  o f  C a l i f or n ia  f o r  Sam ura i o f  Gold H i l l . A l th o u g h  U c h id a fs  e ar l y  books

+W*- /V |fYV.
d e a l t  w i th  th e  c h i l dr e n  o f  J a p a n, sh e  tu rn e d  t o  wr i t i n g  a b o u t  J a p a n ese  �����

e x p er i e n c e d  i n  t h e  l a t e  1 9 6 0s . " I  f e e l  t h a t  c h i l dr e n  n eed  th e  se nse  o f  

c o n t i n u i t y  t h a t  com es th ro u g h  know ing a b o u t  t h e  p as t .  A l l  o f  u s  m ust 

un d ers ta n d  o ur  own p as t  in  or d er  to  move ah ead  i n t o  t h e  f u t ur e .  I  f e e l  

i t * s  so  im p or ta n t  f or  Ja p a n ese  A m erican— and a l l  A sian  A m erican— c h i l dr e n  

t o  be aw are o f  t h e ir  h i s to r y  and  c u l t ur e ,  and  t o  u n d ers ta n d  some o f  th e

t r a d i t i o n s ,  fae-j.-x-ngs, and  v a lu es  o f  t h e  e ar l y  im m ig ra n ts . A t t h e  same 

t im e,  I  w r i te  f o r  a l l  c h i l d r e n,  and  I  t r y  to  w r i t e  a b o u t v a lu es  and 

f e e l i n gs  t ha t  ar e  u n i v er sa l .

m y se l f . ” *

$ )  j u )  f  A Bj i J  A)  A /

S ‘j p u ^  6  pÀM

t'JjJbki vl  «
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" I .h o p e  my b o oks ar e  m e a n in g fu l  t o  a l l  c h i l dr e n ^  I  tr y  to  s t re s s  the

a p os i t i v e  as pe c ts  o f  l i f e  t h a t  I  w an t c h i l dr e n  t o  v a lu e  and  c h er i s h ,  I  hope
�/ l(fj§P
l Ja  !"# t h e y ca n  b e  o ar i n g  human b e in gs  who d o n * t t h in k  i n  term s  o f  l a b e ls —

f o r e i g n er s  o r  A sia ns  o r  w ha te v er— b u t  t h in k  o f  p e o p le  as  human b e in gs .  I f  

W y  t h a t  com es a cr o s s,  th e n  I * v e  a c c o m p lishe d  my p ur p o se . ” [ C a th er i n e  E,

^  . i r ^ .  S tu d ier  C hang, " P r o f i l e :  Y osh iko  U c h id a,"  L anguage A r t s .  Volume 6 1, num ber 

2 , F e b ru a ry , 1 9 8 4.^ ]

$%&$� R ece iv ed  t h e  U n iv er s i t y  o f  Oregon*s D is t in g u is he d  S er v ic e  Award f o r  

s  s i gn i f i c a n t  c o n tr i b u t i o n  t o  t h e  c u l t ur a l  d ev e lo p m en t o f  so c i e t y , ”

U ch ida  h as  w r i t te n  num erous c h i ld re n *  s  bo o ks, in c lu d in g  c o l l e c t i o ns  o f  

J a p a n ese  f o l k t a l es ,  st o r i e s  o f  J a p a n ese  c h i l dr e n  l i v i n g  i n  Ja p a n  or  the  

U n i te d  S t a t es,  and  hi s to r i c a l  f i c t i o n  a b o u t  J a p a n ese  A m erican c h i l dr e n  i n  

A m erica d ur i n g  th e  1930s and  1 9 4 0s . ” Today as  a  w r i t e r  o f  books fo r  young 

p e o p le,  I  o f t e n  spe a k  a t  s c ho o ls  a b o u t  my e x p er i e n c es  as  a  J a p a n ese  

A m erican, I  w ant t h e  c h i l dr e n  t o  p er c e iv e  me n o t  as  a  f o r e i g n er ,  a s  some 

s t i l l  d o , o r  a s  th e  s te r e o t y p i c  A sia n  th e y  o f te n  se e  on f i lm  and 

t e l e v is io n , ,  b ut  as  a  human b e in g,  I  t e l l  them  o f  my pr i d e  i n  b e in g  a  

J a p a n ese  A m erican to d a y, b ut  I  a lso  t e l l  them  I  c e l e br a t e  o ur  common 

h u m a n ity, f o r  I  f e e l  we m ust n e v er  l o se  o ur  se nse  o f  c o n n e c t io n  w i th  th e  

human r a c e .  I  t e l l  them  how i t  w as to  grow  up as  Ja p a n ese  A m erican  i n  '
A

I  t e l l  them  a b o u t t h e  Is se i  who p erse v ere d  i n  a  la n d  t h a t  

d e n ie d  them  so  m uch, I  t e l l  them  how o ur  own c o u n tr y  i n c ar c er a te d  us — i t s  

c i t i z e ns — d u r in g  W orld  War I I ,  c a u sin g  us  to  l o se  t h a t  m ost p re c io us  o f  a l l  

p os ses s io ns,  o u r  f re e d o m .

a f Aifi  .<yf/

�� (  MORE
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flThe c h i l dr e n  as k  me many q u es t io ns,  m ost o f  them  a b o u t my w artim e  

e x p er i e n c es,  ' I  n e v er  knew we had  c o n c e n tr a t io n  cam ps in  A m e ric a,' one

c h i l d  t o l d  me i n  as to n is h me n t .  ' I  th o u g h t  th e y  w ere  o n ly  i n  Germany and 

R u s s ia .1

"And so  th e  s to r y  o f  t h e  w ar t im e  i n c ar c er a t i o n  o f  th e  J a p a n ese  A m ericans, 

a s  p ain f u l  as  i t  may b e  t o  h e ar ,  n e e d s  t o  b e  t o l d  and  r e t o l d  and  n e v er  

f o r g o t te n  by s u c ce e d in g  g e n er a t i o ns  o f  A m ericans .

" I  a lw ays  as k  t he  c h i l dr e n  why th e y  t h in k  I  wro te  Jo urn e y  t o  T opaz and 

J o urn e y  Home, i n  w h ich  I  t e l l  o f  t h e  w artim e  e x p er i e n c es  o f  t h e  J a p a n ese  

A m ericans . 'To  t e l l  a b o u t  t h e  cam ps?* th e y  as k .  'To  t e l l  how you f e l t ?

To t e l l  w hat h ap p en ed  t o  t h e  J a p a n ese  p e o p le ? ' *-

" 'Y e s,*  I  a nswer, b ut  I  c o n t in u e  t h e  d is c u s s io n  u n t i l  f i n a l l y  one o f  them  

w i l l  sa y,  'You w ro te  th ose  b o o ks so  i t  w o n 't  e v er  hap p en  a g a in . * "
�

198$f. Wrote th e  a w ard -w in n in g  c h i l dr e n 's  bo o k, The H a p pies t  En d in g��

� A
U c h id a 's  books hav e  b een  tr a ns la t e d  i n t o  German and D u tch j  )� �

I m

" I . . . f e e l  v ery  lu c k y  to  b e  a  wr i t e r ,  d oin g  w hat I  lo v e  b es t .  I  lo v e  th e

” W I

" I . . . f e e l  v ery  lu c k y  to  b e  a  wr i t e r ,  d oin g  w hat I  lo v e  b es t .  I  lo v e  th e

V'W* VA '
f reed o m  o f  b e in g  a b le  t o  s t r u c t u re  my own d a ys— to  w ork o r  p la y  or  to  se e  

my f r i e n ds  o r  to  tr a v e l  when I  p l e ase .  I  t h in k  t h a t  k in d  o f  freed o m  is  a  *���� +

lu x u ry  to  be c h er i s he d . "

When she  i s  n o t  w r i t i n g ,  U c h id a  e n jo ys  t he  t h e a t er  and  v is i t i n g  mu is.

MORE
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She a lso  e n jo ys  wa lk in g  and  h as  de ^ o p e d  a  new i n t er e s t  in  w r i t i n g  p o e tr y .  

" A n y th in g  t h a t  is n ’ t  w r i t i n g ,  I  c o n sid er  p la y .  I  seem  t o  m anage t o  p la y  

q u i t e  a  l o t ! "

ß

Uchida*s books have been, translated into German and Dutch!0 Her work s are

in c lu d e d  i n  th e  K er l a n  C o l l e c t i o n  a t  t h e  U n iv er s i t y  o f  M in n eso ta  and  h er
( ' 9 *  � ¿A* i .

m a n us c r ip t  co l l e c t i o nAi s  a t  t h e  U n iv er s i t y  o f  Oregon L ibr ar y ^ E u ge n e,

| CjUx̂ riX̂ . ̂  £ Wu X l ^  .

HOBBIES AND OTHER INTERESTS: F in e  ar t s ,  f o l k  c r a f t s .

FOR MORE INFORMATION SEE: M ur i e l  F u l l er ,  e di t o r ,  More J u nio r  A u th ors, H.W. 

W il so n, 1963; Young R e a d e rs ’ R ev iew . J a n u ar y ,  1967 ; C h i l d r e n ’s  Book W orld , 

November 5 ,  1967 ; M a rth a  E . Ward and  D oro th y  A . M arq uard t, A uth ors  o f  Books 

f o r  Young P e o p le . 2nd e d i t i o n,  S c a re c ro w  P r e s s ,  1971 ; D. L . K i r k p a tr i c k ,  

T w e nt ie th -C e n tury  C h i l d re n ’s  W r i te r s . S t .  Mar t i n ’ s  P res s,  1978 , 2nd 

e d i t i o n ,  1983 ; C a th er i n e  E . S tu d ier  C hang, " P r o f i l e :  Y osh iko  U c h id a,"  

L anguage A r t s, F e b ru a ry ,  1 9 8 4.

# # #
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30, 1983; Montana Standard (Butte), July 31, 1983, Cenö-e 
Daily News (San Francisco, Calif.), August August
13 1983; San Francisco Journal, August 14, 1983 Publishers 
Weeklv, August 19, 1983; San Francisco Chronicle .Septem�
ber 2Î. 1983 December 11, 1983; Gives Kids His�
tory, Entertainment,”  Asian Week, October 14, 1983.

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

THOMPSON, Harlan (H oward) 1894-1987 
(Stephen Holt)

OBITUARY NOTICE—S et sketch in SATA Volume 10: Bom 
December 25, 1894, in Brewster, Kan.; died October 9, 198/, 
in Pasadena, Calif. Rancher and author. Thompson, who was 
raised 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, PhantomRoan 
Stormy, Prairie Colt, which was awarded a Boys Club ot 
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 m 19/2.

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

UCHIDA, Yoshiko 1921-

PERSONAL: Surname is pronounced Oo-chee-dah , born 
November 24, 1921, in Alameda, Calif.; daughter of Dwig 
Takashi (a businessman) and Iku (a poet;; m a r i t a i n a i '  
gaki) Uchida. Education: University of California.| Berkeley 
I n .  (cum laude), 1942; Smith College, M.Ed.,1944. Poll 
tics: Democrat. Religion: Protestant. Residence: Be e ey,

YOSHIKO UCHIDA

AWARDS, HONORS: Ford Foundation Foreign Study and Re�
search Fellowship to Japan, 1952; New York Herald]'rlb^  * 
Children’s Spring Book Festival Honor Book, 1955,
Magic Listening Cap: Silver Medal for Best JuvendeBook by 
a California Author from the Commonwealth Club of Calitor 
nia 1972, for Samurai o f Gold Hill and 1982, for A Jar of 
Dreams; Award of Merit from the California Association ot 
Teachers of English, 1973, for her body of woric; 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 Internationa 
Reading Association’s Children’s Choices, 1979, an e 
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 ,(J . lld^ n 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 ^¿ ra ry 
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 E nd ing™ chosen 
one of Child Study Association of America s Children s Bo o k s 
of the Year, 1985; Young Authors’ Hall of Fame Award from 
the San Mateo and San Francisco Reading Associations, 1985, 
Bav Area Book Reviewers Association Book Award for Chil�
dren’s Literature, 1986, for The Happiest Ending;^Friends ot 
Children and Literature Award, 1987, for A Jar of Dreams.

WRITINGS—For young people, except as noted: The Da/icmg 
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 self-il�
lustrated), Harcourt. 1955, new edition. Creative Am 1987, 
The Full Circle (self-illustrated; junior high school study book), 
Friendship Press. 1957; Takao and Grandfathers (ll-
lustrated by William M. Hutchinson), Harcourt, 1958, 7he 
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 l us- 
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- 
rinl Hanoenine (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; 
Sunti and the Goat and the Tokyo Express (illustrated by K. 
Mizumura), Scribner, 1969.

Makoto, the Smallest Boy: A Story o f 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 o f Gold Hill (illustrated by 
Ati Forberg), Scribner, 1972, new edition, Creative Arts, 1985; 
The History o f 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 o f 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 o f 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

I never thought one small lady from Japan could 
make such a big difference in my life, but she did. ■  
(Jacket illustration by Kinuko Craft from A Jar o f 
Dreams by Yoshiko Uchida.)

How did I ever let M am a talk me into this. . . . ■  
(Jacket illustration by Kinuko Craft from The Happi�
est Ending by Yoshiko Uchida.) *

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; Arbuthnot Anthology o f 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 o f 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 Patta, of Oak�
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 
stoiy from The Sea o f 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. Bom 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.

“ I remember 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. . . .  I 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, Desert Exile: The 
Uprooting o f Japanese American Family, 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 I 
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 I 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. ■  
(Jacket illustration by Kinuko Craft from The Best 
Bad Thing by Yoshiko Uchida.)*



alumni headquarters for Doshisha and I one of its most reluc�
tant members.

“ My mother was a giving and deeply canng^rsom  Don t 
ever be indifferent,’ she used to say to us. indifferenceisthe 
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 stones to Keiko and me. Many o 
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 stones 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 Fnends: A bhort 
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 elem^nt^y  
school. Of course my saver self kept that journal as well, and 
even today I can read of the special events of my young Me, 
such as the times my parents took us to an opera or conce 
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 ana 
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.”

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. «(From The Two Foolish Cats by Yoshiko Uchida. Illustrated by 
Margot Zemach.) ̂
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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.’ ” ■

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

Family portrait, with Yoshiko Uchida second from  left.
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1934. “As I approached adolescence, I 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 I 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.’’1

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 
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.” '

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�
ernment 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 o f the Japanese-American Evacuation, re�
vised edition, Creative Arts, 1985. Amended by the author.2]

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 ail 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 bom in the United States but educated in Japan), an 
insurance salesman and his wife, and a widow with two 
daughters. . . .” '

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, 
I 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 tom 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.’’1 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.” 1

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. I 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. 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 midwestem 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 Imndred institutions of higher learning 
throughout the country.

“ I 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 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.” 1

“ 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 all 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.” 2

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. I 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.” 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 mag�
azine, and studied weaving, pottery, and jewelry-making herself.
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A man was shouting in angry and agitated tones. ■  
(From Journey to Topaz by Yoshiko Uchida. Illus�
trated by Donald Carrick.)

1972. Awarded a silver medal for best juvenile book from the 
Commonwealth Club of California for Samurai o f Gold Hill. 
Al though Uchida’s early books dealt with the children of Ja�
pan, she turned to writi ng about the Japanese American ex�
perience in the late 1960s. *1 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 I want children 
to value and cherish. I 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.1]

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 I hoped to evoke in my trilogy__
A Jar o f 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. I 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 
pnde 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.

“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 thev 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 I 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 adults, 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, 

t in 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? ■  (From Journey Home by Yoshiko 
Uchida. Illustrated by Charles Robinson.) »

When she is not writi ng, 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!”
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for Young People, 2nd edition, Scarecrow Press, 1971; D. L. 
Kirkpatrick, Twentieth-Century Children’s Writers, St. Mar�
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“ 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 
is lying as in magic preservation in the pages of books.

—Thomas Carlyle
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