Tanaka 7/27/43

Jim I. Furita (pseudonym) will have
been in Chicago exactly one month
on July 29. On that day he hopes to
be enroute "back to Manzanar."

On the dﬁy of the interview, Jim Furita said he
had been trying to "get up enough courage" to go back to
Manzanar Relocation Center. He had struggled with himself
for the past three weeks, first deciding this way, then that
way. When he called at our office, he gave all the outward
signs of a person in considerable mental distress and under
high tension and pressure. He had no real purpose in his
mind in calling on the American Friends Service Committee.
He had just wandered, he put it, rather aimlessly to the
tenth floor of the Security building in the Chicago loop.

Oh yes, he had been advised to call on us by Ken ji Nakane

of the United uinistry far Zvacuees with whom he had talked
a few days previously. Jim Furita was clam-mouthed at first.
He did not speak squarely or directly. He was evasive and
vague. The interviewer could not at first determine what
Jim bad in mind in calling on him. After a full hour and a
half of conversation, carried on with some effort by the
interviewer, Jim finally volunteered this statement:

"l sure must be in a neurotic state of mind. I've

felt right along 1 been gettin' on everyone's nerves. Lven

my roommate shows it. He don't seem to have so much use for

me hangin' around and mopin' all day."

Jim Furita is 22 years old. He is of solid,
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husky build. He stands five feet six and a half inches in
height and weighs 170 pounds. His features are clean-cut
and he is light brown of complexion; he could almost pass
for an American Indian. He seems to be in good health and
gives one the impression of a young man with strong back and
good hands capable of putting in a good day's work at stiff
manual labor. Despite the fgct he was glum, restless,
uneasy and somewhat shifty-eyed on the day of the interview,
this condition apparently due to his mental state, he has

a winning smile. He was cheerful once for a fleeting moment
during the interview. The sparkle in his expression was

an almost startling contrast to his manners and carriage

during the rest of the time.

Jim Furita was born June 21, 1921 in Los Angeles.
All his life before the past month, he has lived with his
parents, in the mental sanctuary of the family hearth. He
has en older sister and an older brother. Jim has been the
"baby" of the family. He apparently does not resent being
referred to as this, even now. He has never had to do very
much thinking for himself, and he admits he has acted "dd
the spur of the moment" and according to his impulses. Asked
if the decision to come out had been one of his own, he said:

"I never had any responsibility all my 1fie life,
but I left lianzanar with some friends the day after I told my
folks about it. I came out through the Brethren hostel. No,
ny folks were against me comin' out. My father is 60 and my
mother's not so young anymore. They told me I would have a
lot of prejudice and discrimination and trouble on the outside.

I kinda hinted around before that to them that I was going to
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leave. But L never really gave 'em much waming. I told'em
on the day before I left. It was just like that fast."

Jim arrived in Chicago without a job, but with
definite assurances, through the hostel invitation procedure,
that he could secure one through the War Relocation Author-
ity. He said:

"Mr. Smeltzer sent me and my friend to Mr. Shir-
rell's office at W.R.A. We got sent on a job lead to a
place called Kaln's in the wholesale produce market. The
man who was doing the hiring was swell and a3}l that but the
union kicked and wouldn't let us join."

This, according to Jim, was a great blow to his
expectations. He was asked:

"Was this because of your Japanese ancestry?"

"Why sure, why else?"

"You're sure of this?"

"Yeah, absolutely sure."

"Was it the C.I.0 or the A.F. of L.?"

"A.F. of L."

"But aren't there any evacuees in that same union?"

"Yeah, there's one fellow working there now. I

don't remember his name exactly, but he says the union's not

accepting any more. They've got a quota--just one."

"Have you since tried to get any other jobs?"

"NO 2 n
"Why not? "
"Oh, I dunno. I been sleeping awful late and

spending all my time in the apartment by m yself just think-
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ing. I been trying to work up enough courage to go back to
Manzanar."

"Why? Just why do you insist on going back to
Manzanar? What is it about Chicago you haven't been able to
like?"

"Oh, I dunno exactly," he looked out the window and
scratched his head. He shifted his gaze from ceiling to wall
to floor, then he said:

"I 'm fed up with this place. 1'm lost here. This
city's got a whole lot of buildings. They're all alike. They
all look square and big and just the same.™ He was gesturing
with both arms, describing a square to indicate the shape of
the buildings. He stoppéd, looked up a bit sheepishly, then
almost yawning, said:

"Yeah, L guess they'll laugh at me and say what
a failure I am, but I'm going back any way."

He was asked:

"Do you mean your friends will laugh at you?"

"Yeah, and especially my folks."

"Well, they'd be glad to see you again too, though,
wouldn't they?"

"Yeah. I know my folks. They'd be glad to see me

sure, but deep down inside, they'd wish I hadn't come back but

had made a success on the outside.”

"In thet case, wouldn't you like a job lead where
you won't be turned down by a union?"

"Well, no, I don't think so. IWhy, you got any good

leads?"
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"Your description of your skills and your applica-
tion s heet¥ here which you have £11led out show that you might
prefer to take a factory job. You don't have any particular
skill, but you do want to keep busy and be able to save. Is
that right?"

"fell, I don't know. I druther go back to Manzanar."

"You'll need train fare back, won't you?"

"oh, I gt that.”

"Well, what's holding you, then?"

"They tell me I cen't get back into lanzanar. It's
in the military zone. Besides, if I go in, I'll be stranded.
I won't have any money to get out again.”

nThen that's all the more reason why you perhaps
ought to work here, save enough money, then gO back if you
can get into the Center, say on a visit to your folks and pre-
pare to bring them out on relocation. Don't you think that's
a good idea."

"Yeah, but my older brother and my sister can dao

that all right."

"You went to save some money?"

"Sure, but I gotta work first."

"How much are you living on here in Chicago?"

"Why?"

"jjell, can you live on $60 a month, including all
your expenses.”

nsure L can do that easy. T been doin' better'n
that ."

"yell, if you will go to work at the Canfield
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Beverage Company, &nd they have just telephoned us tellingus
they need more men, you can earn, by working hard and putting
in overtime, better than $165 a month. I think you have con-
siderable capacity ror physical work, and I know fellows who
are eaming that much and more in that plant. You can have an
opportunity to keep occupied and less time for moping. You'll
be able to save and wake your financial position better. What
about it?"

Jim hadn 't been listening closely. Long state-
ments seemed to lose his attention. He looked blankly at
the application form which he had filled out incompletely
and which was lying on the desk in front of him. He looked

down at the floor. Silence.

Jim Furita is the very picture of a young man work-
ing himself mentally into a nervous state of irritation. He
is confused and shows it in every move. He is unable to make
up his own mind. He is indefinite about everything. He can't
make up his mind to go to work because he has already "made
up his mind" to go back to lanzanar, he says, then adds: "I
can't be sure about going back to ilasnzanar because ny money
will runo out and maybe they won't let me in." He can't

meke up his mind to stay in Chicago because "if I g0 t 0 lan=-

zanar, they'll never let me come to Chicago again, will they?"

He is not sure that he is goingto 1like wenzanar any better
then he is now en joying Chicago and he is not sure he will stay
in camp a second time very long. He is not sure that Chicago

is "as bad as all that" and he may even want to come here again.
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- His statements are contradictory, muddled. He is uncertain
about everything. He has done ™so much thinking about this
thing, 1 don't know whether I'm camin' or goin'." Jim Fur-
ita has been confused for several weeks. He has heard numerous
rumors and spent considerable time in digesting them . He

no longer is able to talk clearly. His thought do not runm

in understandable sequence. He jumps from one thing to ano-
ther. It is not easy to follow him. His thoughts seem dis-
jointed, and there arevlong pauses of silence between his vol-
unteered statements.

He had already apparently been emposed to consider-
able advice and suasion against his announced intentions of
going back to camp. He said:

"dr. Smeltzer doesn't even talk to me like he used
to. When we first came out, he used to call me over and every-
day as . came into the hostel, he would say: 'Well, Jim, any
luck in job hunting today?' I guess he just got disgusted with
me because I'm kinda slow and didn't show any interest. He must

have thought + was lazy too and didn't give a darn. I didn' do

mach looking. Pretty soon, he would just look up and say hello.

lhen he'd just nod his head, as if in disgust. 1 moved out of
the hostel with my friend who got a job; he's working now. I
been to see wr. Smeltzer several times. He tells me to buck up
and go to work--get a job."

He was asked:

"Why don't you?"

"I wanna g back to wanzanar. 1 have an older sis-
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ter. Bhe's in ilew York and wants me to go there. She don't
went me to go back to camp, whatever L do."

"Why don't you go to Few York?"

"Jobs aren't so good there, I.hear."

"Who told you that?"

"Oh, L hear it fraﬁ a lot of guys."

"You need only one job, you know. You may find it
in New York."

"Yes, but L drutsher go back to iLianzamar."

"Have you been to see Mr. Shirrell at the W.R.A. of fice?"

"Sure, I wnt yesterday. He told me I couldn't go back
to uManzanar. e said he wouldn't let me go back. L'd just get
as far as Reno, then 1'd need a-permit, and he said kr. Merritt
wouldn't give anyone a permit unless Mr. Shirrell said to. 1'd
a gone a long ago if 1 knew I wouldn't get stranded at Reno.

Do you know if there are any restrictions on Japaﬁese at Reno?"

"Not to my knowledge. There might be some curfew regu-.
lationé, although we have no official information. What would
you do at Reno?"

b U teléphone Mr. derritt at manzanér. They say he's a
reasonable man. Do you think he'd let me go back to llanzanar
from Reno? He couldn't tum a guy away after going all that
distance?ﬁ

"Tﬁat would be hard to say. I don't know. Why do you
want to go back to lanzanar so badly?"

"IL'd like to get another start; Just because I went

back wouldn't mean I couldn't come out again, would it?"
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"No, 1 suppose not. But you would not be eli-

gible to receive another grant. You got it once, didn't

you?™"
‘ "Yes, I did. That's right. L'd be stranded

without dough to get out. 4and they've started segrega-
tion at llanzanar today."

"How do you know they've started segregation at
Man zanar today?"

"Mr. Shirrell told me that when . saw him yester-
day."

"And you still want to go back, knowing how un-
settled things are going to be at iManzanar?"

"Yes. 4and you know, L could tell Mr. Merritt

I went back because Lw nted to be with the folks when

they were moved to another camp.™

Jim's folks are not applicants for the segregation

camp at Tule Lake apparently. While he made no definite state-

ment to that effect, he implied that they would probably go
to another camp further inland, possibly Granada. He was
asked:

"What mekes you think they're going to another
cemp? "

"Why, they're going to move everyone out of Man=-

Zanar. Haven't you heard. lr. Shirreli sald so himself.

He said that when the segregation is completed at Tule Leke,
there will be so very few people left at Manzanar, they'll
move em all out and make it a pirisoner of war camp. They(lve

only got 64 prisoners of war right now, but they expect a lot
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more later on. Yes, llanzanar peopde are going to get moved
again."

"Are you sure he said thig?"

"Sure, why what's his name; ur. Smeltzer, was
right there with me and heard this.™

"How soon is all this going to happen?®

"Well, he didn't know that."

Jim Furita has been homesick and depressed e ver
since he arrived in Chicego. He says he didn't even enjoy
the novelty of coming out and being "free." He does not
appear to be the type who mixes easily or mekes new friends
reaéily. His is an extremely reticent and introvert pers-
onality. He is close-mouthed to strangers, even those who
approach him in friendly manner; or perhaps this chareteris-
tic may have been accentuated by the nervous state in which
he has worked himself. He was asked:

"What have you done for your recreation?"

"Oh. 1 been to a coupla shows now and then.

But I don't really enjoy them. I haven't been able to have
any good time at all."

"Don't you have any friends here?"

"Oh sure, lots of 'em from Manzaﬁar, but they're
all scattered around. I don't get around much at all. I beep
spending most of my time in the gpartment. I sleep real late
and spend a lot of time thinking. I guess 1 been thinking

a. let.m"

"About what?"

"Oh, this end that, you know, everything."
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"Maybe you've been thinking too muckg and not
doing enough?"

"Ye'ah. I guess so."

"jjould you say you were the happy-go-lucky type?"

"I 'm certainly not happy." |

"You haven 't hadmeny pleasant or happy experiences
in Chicago?"

"N one worth remembering?"

"You 've had some unpleasant experiences?"

"Yeah, some." |

"Do you care to elaborate?"

"No. I'd like to know how to get back to Manzanar."

"Have you any church preference?"

"Nope." |

"Tf you go back to camp, what will you do?"

"Ok, samevas before, probably. I'll be arpolice-
man. 1'11 wait for the draft, maybe. They say they're gonna
draft us anyway,, so instead og getting a job, I might as
well go back and wait for the draft.”

"Are you 1-A?Y

"Yeah, unless something's wrong with me. I don't

tgink so, though."

Jim Furita's tmuble seemed to lie in his e inabi-
lity to meke a decision. But this vacillation seems to be
part and parcek of his character make-up. He suffers from a
tremendous inferiority complex; he is timid and afraid to
meet people. He said that if he were sure he could get back

into Menzanar, he would have gone back the first week. IHe
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did not like to admit it_at first, but he has been

lonesome and "homesick" for llanzanar. He has never been
away from his family aae in his life. He attended gram-
mar school in Van Nuys, California, and graduated Belmont
high school in Los Angeles where he majored in mathematiecs.

He also played varsity football. At this time he also

worked part-time in a retail produce market in Glendale\7 oA

and continued to do so after graduation. All this time
he lived with his parents. His father was head of the
household. |

For a young man of 22, Jime does not appear to
have attained any semblence of independence of thinking
or emotional maturity. He has made no bréak from family
ties, despite the fact he apparently has not been complete-
ly motivated by conwiderations of concern for his elderly

parents.

Jim Furita is also extremely race-conscious in that
he is sensitive and aware of his Japanese ancestry to a
very high degree. He suffers keenly from a sense of having
failed. He appears to have a definite complex of inferior-
ity. This feeling stems from two sources: (1) his sensi=-
tivity regarding his Japanese racial background and (2)
his lack of a college education. He has, however, the
frank quality of a quick and ready admission of his own
shortcomings. He says:

"The good jobs here are only for the guys with a
college education who's gotta be real good to get anything
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half decent when you're Japanese."
Jim's hobbies are stamp collecting and drafting.
He has more or less let both "go to seed" lately. He

seems bored with everything about him. He is drifting

aimlessly, and he knows it but has no idea what he can
do about it. He wants to secure a grip on himself before
he gets completely lost, he says. He was asked:

"Do you plan to continue your education?"

He replied:

"No. The draft's gonna catch up with me anyway."

"You'd be willing to go, of course?™

"Yeah, if they'll take me. Wight as well get ahold
of something."

S1lence.

He sat there and fidgeted about, his gaze looking
aimlessly out toward the Chicago river and the Civic Theatre
building towering to the west. He was then told by the
interviewer:

"One of your biggest problems--perhaps your only
real problem--is to learn how to make up your mind. I
take it you came up here for help. We want to be able to
help you. But in order to do that, we must know what you
yourself want. We can't know that unless you yourself do.
You find it difficult to make a decision. So you avoid it
by putting it off. You'd feel better if you could bring
yourself to a decision. If you are drafted, as a soldier,
you may have to make some quick decisions. If you hesitate

on the field of battle, for instance, they tell me a soldier
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may lose his life.™
He replied with a shrug:
"That'd be me all right.”

Jim Furita began to talk rather freely after an
hour of continuous interrogation by the interviewer. As
he loosened up, he seemed to be more at ease; he even
smiled on one or two occasions. The subject got around
to Jim's interests in girls. Apparently Jim is not accus-
tomed to voicing opinions about the opposite sex. He gave
the impression that he was not interested in them. He was
asked:

"Do you have a girl friend or fiancee?™

He colored slightly and shook his head. He seemed
embarrassed. The question was pressed:

"The reason why I ask you such a personal question
is because if you had one waiting for you in camp, it would
help us understand why you want to go back. You don't have

anyone waiting for you in camp then?"

"Only my folks who are there," was his reply.

Jim's oldeer brother, who is 26 and also single, 1is
currently planning to relocate from lMenzanar, Jim said.
He has not kept in reguelar touch through correspondence
with his family.

At the termination of the interview, Jim Furita
stood up and offered his hand. He said:
"Thanks a lot. You've helped me make up my mind."
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"Then you'll go out and get a job and give Chicago
a try?"

| "Nope, L™ going right back to sManzanar. RS ¥ 8

sink or swim. I'll teke the chance. That 's what you say
I ought to do--make up my mind. IL'11 do it. Thanks a
lot."

He was smiling and apparently relieved.

The interviewer was not.

Jim promised to keep in touch with the office and
said he would call on the American Friends Service Committee

by mail if he got stuck enroute.

* 0= *

Somewhere between the Friends office which he left
that afternoon and his apartment, Jim seems to have changed
his mind asgain and found himself in the same quandary. That
same day, later in the afternoon, it appears that he visited
Ralph Smeltzer of the Brethren Service Committee through
whose hostel he had originally come to Chicago. He asked
Smeltzee if he felt that Mr. Merritt would let him get back
into Manzanar. sSmeltzer said that he probebly would not be-
cause lr. Shirrell had said he would not approve of his re-
lturn and Mr. Merritt would not adgit enyone returning fram
Chicago without Mr. Shirrell's okay. Jim then asked Smeltz-
er if it wasn't true that Mr. lerritt needn't know anything
about Jim's having been in Chicago. He asked:

"If I just quietly went back to Reno end called

Menzanar from there, how would Mr. derritt know that I was

in Chicago. How would he have word from Mr. Shirrell?"
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Smeltzer replied that inasmuch as he was personally
responsible to the War Relocation Authority for the Brethren
hosteler, he would be obliged to let lir. Shirrell know if
Jim took a train west for Reno; that seems to have squelched
almost-crystallized inpentions to return to Manzanar.

According to rRalph Smeltzer, Jim Furita "left Man-
zanar tagging along with his friend, Sam Suto (pseudgnym.).
He followed along at Sam's heels for a couple of days as
Sam went out job-hunting. 1t seems that Sam was the person

who made up their minds to relocate; Sam did all the think=-

ing for the two. They came to the Brethren hostel. DBut efen

Sam seems to have got tired of Jim's backwardness after a
few days. OSem went out on his own hook and got a job when
Jim wasn't around. Jim just seemed to be completely lost
without Sam. We tried to help Jim, but he just couldn't
make up his mind on whether to take a job that paid a lot
of money but hadn't any future and a job that didn't pay so
mich but trained him for a skill that would provide a trade
or some kind of a future.. Jim just got into the habit of
hanging around the hostel. He was a bad influence on new
arrivals because he was always so pessmistic about things.
"Finally, one day Sam made arrangements to get Jim
a job at the Ace Foundry where Sam works. But Jim just
actually couldn't get the nerve to go out. He's told me
that he 's gone up to get a job and walked back and farth be-
fore a door and then, out of fear of meeting and facing the
boss, just given up and gone home. Jim has an inferiority

complex. He's not psycopathic. He's lost. He doesn't hawve
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courage enough to talk to employers to get a job. He

Just can't talk. He freezes up. He's never been on his

own. The only reason why he came out was because his pal

came out. His pal Sam is around 23 but he's much more
mature. |

"I've talked to Jim several times. I've found Job
leads for him to make connections, but he just doesn 't
have the nerve to follow through. One day, I believe it
was last Friday, he said he was taking the train back to
Menzanar. I took him on my car to Mr. Shirrell's office,
and Shirell told him right off that Merritt wouldn't let
him into Manzanar without Shirrell's okay. He said he would
not give Jim such an okay, and he would need & military pass
to get to Manzanar.

"That stopped him cold. Shirrell made Jim promise
that he would come down on llonday to the W.R.A. and regis-
ter so he could be sent out on a job offer. I don't know
whether Jim did; I think he neglected to do so.

"late Tuesday (7/27/43) afternoon, Jim came over to
the hostel again. We had a long talk. He said he had
decided to go as far back as Reno and take his chances with
Mir. Merritt. Then I laid it on thick. I said he was being
& coward and taking the easy way out. I said he was soft
and going back to Manzanar because he didn 't have the courage
to make a go of things here. This seems to have got under
his skin because he said it took courage t o go back to Reno.
When I indsted it took more courage to stay on, he then

sald he would remaein. He found himself without any avenue
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of retreat. He said he was going to stay on.

"My opinion is that we have been too soft with Jim.
He's a big baby in a sort of way. He's got to be man-
handled a little. For a while, he was ralsing excesitement
around the hostel by going around and telling everyone he

was going to commit suicide. That was when he was lowest

in his feelings, doing absolutely nothing qlli day long.

He said he might jump off a bridge. He was bad on morale
but pretty soon we didn't take his threats to jump off a

bridge too seriously. He does need help, though."
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Jim Furita has been seen quite often around the Bretheren's
Hostel recently. On the afternoon of August 18 he was sitting
around the lounge of the hostel with two or three other nisei talk-
ing about various job prospects. One young fellow who was apparent-
ly interested in finding a well paying job was inquiring about vari-
ous types of work, and Jim chimed in: "If you want a job that pays
well, get into one of these berverage companies. You gotta work hard,
but those companies pay well." The conversation turned to job pros-
pects in New York, and Jim seemed definitely interested in the infor-
mation that was being passed around. Were there any opportunities
out there, he wanted to know, and how was the housing situation?

As I observed him during this conversation, it weemed that he was
mising over the possibility of going out east, but it was quite ap~-
parent that he had no intention of making any moves to get out thers.
He just seemed to enjoy thinking and dreaming about these things.
Finally, he surprised me with a statement that I didn't expect from
him for from his appearance I thought of him as one of the rowdy
shallow type of nisei without any sense of romanticism. But he re-
marked, "I guess the trouble with me is, I've hitched my wagon to

a star, but that star is 8o far off that I can't make it."

This morning Jim again appeared at the Bretheren's hostel office.
He cornered Ralph Smeltzer and Virginia Asaka and asked for help in
getting back to Manaanar. It was evident that neither Ralph nor
Virginia had much patience with Jim any longer.

Ralph: "What's the matter now? I thought Iyou had a job. What's hap-
pened to that?"

Jim: "Aw, I quit that job. I've got to get back to Manzanar."

Ralph: "What's the matter with you anyway, Jim? What's the use of
talking about going back to Manzanar? Didn't Mr. Shirrell tell
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you that you couldn't go back to Manaanar? Why do you keep harping
about going back to Manzanar when you know you can't go back there?"

(I missed the answer to that question. I was listening in from
the next room, and falled to catch all of the conversation.)

Ralph: "What did Mr, Shirrell tell you? Didn't he say that he couldn't
get you back into Manzanar without an okay from Merritt, and that
Merritt wouldn't okay your return there in all probability? Why don't
you forget about going back there and settle down to straightening
yourself out here?

Jim: How can Meérritt stop me if I go back there? Suppose I just
took a train and got to Manzanar, they couldn't stop me from going
into the camp.

Ralph: "Oh, yes, they can. You just forget about going back there
and think about finding yourself something to do around here. (Ralph
left Jim with this remark.)

Jim: (turning to Virginia) Suppose I went back to Manzanar without
saying anything to Shirrell or anyone else, they couldn't stop me
from going into the center could they?

Virginia: You can't go into Manzamnar even if you went out there un-
less Merritt signs an order for your entry. The thing for you to do
is to sit down and write to Merritt right away giving him you reasons
for returning to Manzanar, and ask for his okay.

Jim: "How about the ¥%X N's, I hear they're going back to Manzanar.
How did they get permission to go back there?

Virginia: "They're going back on a vistor's pass, and, anyway, they've
got good reasons for getting back there. (I missed her account of
the reasons for N's return to Manaanar.)"

Jim: Suppose I went out to Reno and then wrote to Mr. Merritt that
I wanted to get into Manzanar. MNaybe that would be better.

Virginia: "But suppose you went all the way out there and Merritt
told you that you couldn't come in. Then what would you do? You
write that letter write away and find out before you go out there.

Coke Shima: (who had entered in the meantime and was listening to the
conversation) Sure, you'd better write to Merritt and find out wheth-
er he'll let you in or not, Manzanar's one of the hardest places

to get into. Even if you got as far as the gate, unless you had a
permit to return from Merritt, you couldn't get inside the camp.
There's no use running all the way out to Reno without the permit.

Jim: You mean to say they wouldn't let me in even if I got to the
gates as long as I don't have Merritt s permission?

Coke: "No Sir, you can't get in without the permit. And, besides,
you can't get as far as Manzanar without an escort. MNerritt won't
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assign an escort to you if he doesn't want you back.”

Jim: "Kay and his wife are going back there. Vhy couldn't he act as
escort, or have the same escort that takesthem in2"

Coke: "You'd still have to have the permit to get through the gate.

I heard of a couple of fellows who were going down from Tule Lake

to Manzanar. They sent for military permits to travel through the
restricted zones, and the permit came and it read, "For travel be-
tween Manzanar and Tule Lake." The permit sald "between" so it didn't
make any difference which khey direction they were travelling; it
would have been different if it had said, "From Manzanar to Tule Lake,RQ
but that's not what the permit sald. But when those fellows got down
to Manzanar, the guard wouldn't let those boys in because he under-
stood the permit to mean from Manzanar to Tule Lake. They had to

camp outside the gates for xix hours before they got the thing clear-
ed up, and they could get inside the gate."

Jim: "Yeah, I guess they had a pretty tough time of 1it, didn't they.
What would happen if I went back to San Francisco?"

Coke: "San Francisco?! You can't get into San Franclsco; that's in
the restricted zone. If they found you out there, they'd throw you
in the jul."

Jim: "But they'd send me back to Manzanar then, wouldn't they?"

Coke: "Oh, no, you'd stay in the jug. They'd give you a Prison sen-
tence., There's a law about that sort of thing, you know., "

Virginia: "Jim, you quit being such a baby, and sit down and write
that letter to Merritt. Ybu're never going to get anywhere unless
you do something about it."

(A nisei came in with an announcement of a job at decent pay
in a nearby factory.)

Coke: "Here's the man to take that job. Jim, there's a good soft

job for you. YOu better go out there and apply for that job right
away before somebody else gets it."

Virginia: "It's no use telling Jim about it. He won't go after 1v.
He doesn't want a job. Jim's just absolutely hopeless.

(Jim sat there without comment.)
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After lunch a group of nisei were sitting in the lounge, and

the talk tarned to Jim Furita's case. A nisei from Manzanar who
apparently knew Jim from camp was telling something of what he knew
about him,

Ed Mori: "I've seen him around here now and then, but I don't know
much about his case. What's the matter with him; is he lazy."

Jim's friend: "He's lazy and he's lonely."
Ed: "What was he doing back in camp? Didn't he have a job back there?"

Jim's fiiend: "He was a policeman, one of the wardens, at lManzanar.
Aw, I don't know, he was always like that. He took it pasy back
there,

Coke: "A policemen, eh?" (laughter)

Ed: "Why didn't he volunteer for the army? The army would do a lot
for a guy like that; make a man out of him. T hear they took
a helf dozen nisei from around here into' the army the other day."

Coke: "Sure, that's where Jim ought to be. Oh, here he is now.
Hey, policeman. I hear you were a cop down at Manzanar."

(Jim entered without comment. He seemed friendly and not to
mind the ribbing. Despite the obvious atmosphere of disapproval
directed toward him, Jim only showed complacency to all that was
being said about him.)

Ed: "Why don't you join the army. Kill a few of those Nazis; make
a man out of you.'"

Jim: "Naw, no army life for me. Instead of getting rif of the Nazis,
they ought to get rid of guys like me first. Yeah, that's what
they ought to do. Sure, instead of killing Hitler, they ought to
kill guys like me first. I'm no good to anybody."

(Jim made this statement as if he were making an objective ob-
servation. After all the others had left, Jim just sat around as if
pondering his own fate. He talked a little with a young nisei who
was obviously younger than Jim, and the former replied to him with
apparent condescension. I wondered that anybody would stand for this.)




