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“Basically human beings are alike the world 

over, with similar joys and hopes. ”

Award�winning author Yoshiko Uchida will speak to fifth grade students and their parents in 

Sherman’s elementary schools during the last week in March. Miss Uchida will tell about her ex�

periences as a Japanese American during World War II. She will also describe her development as 

a writer and will detail the writing and publishing processes.

Yoshiko Uchida graduated with honors from the University of California and received a 

master’s degree from Smith College. A Ford Foundation Fellowship enabled her to study and 

work in Japan.

Miss Uchida is the author of more than twenty published titles for young people. She has also 

written numerous short stories, articles, and an adult novel.

Her recently published book, The Best Bad Thing, received the coveted Notable Book designa�

tion of the American Library Association. People Magazine (December 19, 1983) and the School 

Library .Journal (December, 1983) both praised her depiction of the Japanese and Japanese� 

Ameriean cultures.

Speaking of her own writing, Yoshiko Uchida said,

“All of my books have been about Japan and its children or 

about Japanese�Amerieans because I felt I would make the best 

contribution in this area. I wanted American children to become 

familiar with the marvelous Japanese folk tales I had heard in my 

childhood. 1 wanted them to read about Japanese children, 

learning to understand and respect differences in customs and 

cultures, but realizing also that basically human beings are alike 

the world over, with similar joys and hopes.”

) osltiko Uchida s visit to Sherman is scheduled in conjunction with “Images of Japan: 

Bridging Time and Space,” a series of events sponsored by the Sherman Public Schools. Austin 

College, and the Friends of the Sherman Public Library. The Texas Committee for the Humani�
ties provided funding.

An Invitation

Students and their parents are cordially invited to meet Yoshiko 

Uchida at an autograph party in the Sherman Public Library from 
4:30 � 5:30 p.m. on Thursday, March 29, 1984. Books written by 

Miss Uchida will be available for purchase from ����Friends of the 
Sherman Public Library.
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Yoshiko Uchida (pronounced yoh shee koh oo chee dah ) is  

a prominent Japanese American author who has won ma ny awards  

for her stories which depict the Japanese culture w ith under�

standing, honesty, and accuracy. She strives to giv e young  

Japanese Americans a sense of their past and, at th e same time,  

dispel the stereotypic image still held by many non -Asians  

about the Japanese by writing about them as real pe ople. In  

addition to her original stories, she is well-known  for her  

adaptations of Japanese folk tales.

Miss Uchida's books have been translated into Germa n and  

Dutch. She speaks Japanese and French. Her special interests  

include fine arts and folk craft. She has illustrat ed some of  

her books herself.

In her own words, here are some reminiscences of Yo shiko  

Uchida on her life and her writing:

A LTHOUGH I was horn in California, a�

**  ̂ good bit of Japan was inside of me al!�
along, for this was the country from which�
my parents came. Father was a business�

man in San Francisco, and we lived—my�
parents, my older sister and I,—in a small�

house with a large yard, in Berkeley. Our�

house seemed always to be filled ,with guests.�

Many of them were lonely, homesick stu�

dents from Japan, with flat wallets and�

enormous appetites, who came to be con�

soled, to speak Japanese, and to eat vast�
quantities of Mother’s Japanese cooking. But�

it was not just the food. There were other�

Japanese touches in our home too.

On the third of March, for instance, ,wo�

always celebrated Dolls Festival Day. All�

of Mother's tiny Japanese dolls would�

emerge from her trunk for the occasion and

often friends would come to see them and�

have a cup of tea. Sometimes Mother would�

wear her kimono for a party and occasion*�

ally she dressed my sister and me in ours�

for special programs at school. Then, of�

course, there were .all the fascinating stories�

read to us from the books that came from�

Japan. Some of these went into my first�

collection of folk tales which I was to write�

many years later.

In spite of all this, most of the time I felt�
like any other American child and lived a�
life somewhat similar to Susan’s in ����
�����	�� ���������� I had a hammock strung�

between a peach and an apricot tree where I�

liked to sit and write stories on sheets of�

wrapping paper. I liked, always, to draw. I�

had a collie who plagued me by running�

away several times a year. Some days I�

adored school, and some days I didn’t; and�

sometimes I quarreled with my sister.



Summers, we often traveled. One year 

we went to New York City with stops all 
along the way. Another year we went to 

Japan, but I was old enough only to grum�

ble about visiting so many relatives and to 

count the number of bows my parents ex�

changed with their friends. The record at 
one meeting was thirtccnl

I went to school in Berkeley and probably 

would have spent most of my life there if it 

hadn’t been for W orld W ar II. I was a 

senior at the University of California when 

Pearl Harbor was attacked. Before I could 

finish school, all Japanese were evacuated 

from the West Coast and my diploma came 

through the mails in a cardboard roll. My 

family was sent, with about eight thousand 

other Japanese, to a relocation center in the 

midst of a Utah desert, and there I taught 

second grade in a drafty barracks where 

snakes and scorpions sometimes came to 

share the room with us. After a year, a fel�
lowship came from Smith College, and I 

spent a year there getting my master’s de�
gree in education.

artist asked me to work with him on a pic�

ture book based on a Japanese folk tale. 

That book didn’t work out, but I kept on 

working with Japanese folk tales until I had 

enough for my collection. As soon as I be�

gan to write, I knew this was what I wanted 

most to do. I wrote some stories and articles 

for adults as well as for children. Some of 

those were published and some were not, so 
I worked in an office too.

In 1952, the Ford Foundation granted me 

a fellowship to Japan, to collect material for 

more books. I was to stay a year, but I 

liked it so well I stayed two. This time I 

did more than count bows. I was happy to 

be able to retell and illustrate a book of folk 

tales that Japanese children still read and 

enjoy. I think it would be such a fine world 

if we could keep on sharing, not only our 

stories but our ideas too.

A book of mine, published in 1957, was 

6)-�A*((� ����(-, and curiously, my ���� life 

seems to have made a circle too, for I am 

back once more in California where I am

My first job was teaching a class of first 

and second graders in a small Quaker school 

near Philadelphia. It was fun, but I felt 

there might be a better way �! which I 

could work with children. The answer came

doing a number ol things, but enjoying writ�
ing most of all.

6����!%����.����*����������$�� �� ������� ��� 
#�������� ��� ���$�� �� �����,�!���#���� ��#�$��� �� ����� �� #�$�� 
!�.�� ���� ����� #������$����� ��� ����� ����&� �� ������� �!���#�� 
#�������� �����#�!����!����������� ����!��*���$���� ������ ���. 
������ �� ���� ������ ��� !%� #��������&� �� ������� ���!� ��� ���� 
���$�� �� ������ #��������� ��������� ��� $���������� ���� ��� �#� 
��������#��� ��� #$���!�� ���� #$��$���� �$�� �����7���� ����� ���� 
����#���%� �$!�����������������.�� �����������*���� ����� ��!���� 
2�%�� ���� �� ��&

6�� ��*����������������������������������� �������������������� 
#��������� �������� ��� �����#� �� ���������� ��� ��*���  
���������� �������������##$ �������  ���� �� � �� ��� ��!������ �� 
���� $�$��� ������� 8����#�!��� ��!�� ���!� ��������#��1� �� ��%� �� 
!�.��  ������#� ��� �� ��� �� ��� ��� .�� � �������� ��� ���� *��� 
#������� ��� ���� #�$���%� ���� ��� �����#�� ������ ��� !%� ���.�&9

when I moved to New York City, where an
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Yoshiko Uchida is the author of several children's 

stories, one of which is "Uncle Kanda's Black Cat." 

Yoshiko's answers to the interviewer's questions tell 

much about her love for people and for writing.

������������ 	�����������������������������������������

���������� ��������������������

Ms. � � � � � � � Yes. I kept a book of "Important Events 

in My Life. 1 also wrote stories on brown wrapping 

paper, which I made into books. I still have some that 

I wrote when I was about ten years old.

�����������������������������������������

Well, I really wanted to become a teacher, which I did. I 

always enjoyed young people. I like their honesty, 

warmth, and spontaneity. Then one day an artist friend 

asked me to help him with a picture book he was pre�

paring. It made me interested in writing for children. 

Some years later I had sold three books and received a 

Ford Foundation Fellowship to write more. By this time 

I had pretty well decided that I was going to write for a 

living.

 ���������!��������!��������������������"����������������

��������

No. I really didn't have any one favorite. But I liked 

mysteries. Oh, yes. I remember that I liked Dr. Doolittle 

and all of Louisa May Alcott's books.

���������������#��#��� ������������������� ����������������

 ���������!������!������

I guess I would have to say that my favorites were 

those from the folk tales of Japan. My mother used to 

read them to my sister and me. I remember one called



"The Old Man Who Made the Flowers Bloom." The 

people in these stories seemed very real to me.

����#��#������������������������������������������������������

�������������"�������

That is like asking a mother to choose which child is her 

favorite.

������������������������#��#�����������������������!������������

�����$�����������������%����&�����#��#���

Often, yes. When I was a child in Berkeley, California, 

an old man often came to visit my parents. I was 

frightened of him until I came to understand that he 

was lonely and had few friends. I always remembered 

him. Years later he provided the idea for the lonely old 

Uncle Kanda. The story about Uncle Kanda and his cat 

did not really happen. But I hope it describes the feel�

ings of real people.

$������������������������#��#����'#���������������������������

Yes, definitely. I try to deal with relationships between 

people—the kind that are caring, warm, and giving. I 

think it is important to show the goodness of human be�

ings. Also, I write about the people of Japan. I like to 

show that people are different in their cultures but the 

same in their humanity. What I mean is that even 

though customs may be different, feelings among 

people aré the same the world over.

 ��������!����!��������������#��#���������������������

Two things. First, read as much as possible—good 

books, fine books. Expose yourself to good writing. 

Then, start writing. Write journals, stories, anything. 

And keep at it. Self�discipline is important. Keep trying. 

And above all, believe in yourself.



������ �������� ������ �� 
� 6�

Whenever I see my cat sitting very 

still, dreaming his quiet cat dreams, I 

wonder if he is thinking of old Uncle 

Kanda.

He wasn't really my uncle. He was 

just a friend of Mama and Papa's. I 

never talked to Uncle Kanda unless I 

had to because, like all the other kids, I 

was sort of scared of him.

He was a tall, bony man who looked 

as though he had always been old. His 

face was full of wrinkles, like crumpled 

up paper. His hair and his shaggy eye�

brows were white, and there were milky 

rims around the pupils of his eyes. I re�

member that his clothes always seemed 

worn and wrinkled, as though he'd been 

wearing them for a long time.

The kids in the neighborhood said he 

had magic powers and could cast an evil 

spell on anybody he didn't like. They 

said he kept lizards and snakes and 

toads in his room and that he dried 

them and ground them up to make 

medicine. Sometimes 1 wished I could 

go see his lizards and toads. Maybe he'd 

give me one for a pet. But on the other 

hand, I didn't want to risk having him 

cast an evil spell on me.

The reason I finally did go to see

Uncle Kanda one day was because 
Mama felt sorry for him. She had made

a big bowl of vegetables and vinegared 

nee, which I loved, and she had fixed up 

a plate for old Uncle Kanda. She made a 

small mountain of rice on a paper plate 

and decorated it with strips of egg and 

dried seaweed and red ginger. Then she 

wrapped it all in wax paper.

"Will you take some osushi to Uncle 

Kanda, Rinko?" she asked.

1 tried saying, "Why can't Ko take it?" 

Ko was my little brother and wasn't 

much use to anybody.

"Because he's too young," Mama 

answered. "You're older, Rinko. Be a 

good girl and go, will you?"

And so I went. Uncle Kanda lived 

a block away from us in a room above an 

old garage on Carleton Street.

I climbed the creaky steps and reached 

for the door. As I knocked, a big black 

shape suddenly leaped from the roof 

and pounced on me with a yowl. I let 

out a scream and dropped the osushi. 

Then I saw that it was only Uncle Kan� 

da's big black cat.

"Scat, you dumb cat!" I said, stamp� 

ing my foot. I picked up what I could of 

the osushi and piled it back on the plate. 

It had a little dirt mixed in with it now, 

but I explained it was all the cat's fault.
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Uncle Kanda sort of smiled then and 

said a little bit of dirt wouldn't hurt him.

Another time, when Mama made a 

cake for her Ladies Aid meeting, she cut 

a big slice and asked me to take it to 

Uncle Kanda.

"Aw, Mama . . ."

"Please," Mama said. "You know 

how lonely he is."

I didn't know anything about being 

lonely. How could anybody be lonely? 

There were millions and zillions of 

people in the world. And millions and 

zillions of books to read. There were 

hills to climb and movies to see and 

stores to go to. What was the matter 

with Uncle Kanda that he was always 

lonely?

I carried my thoughts with me as I ran 

to Carleton Street. Maybe, I thought, I'd 

just knock and leave the cake by his 

door and run. Then I wouldn't have to 

talk to him. But today the front door was 

slightly open. This was strange because 

Uncle Kanda always kept it locked. His 

black cat sat guarding the door, looking 

just like one of those great lions that 

guard the temple gates in Japan. I glared 

at the cat, and it glared right back at me. 

Now I couldn't put the cake by the door 

because the cat would eat it up.

I knocked on the door, but didn't hear 

the shuffling of Uncle Kanda's slippers. I 

was wondering what to do when he 

called out. "Rinko, is that you?"

I didn't answer. 1 could still run. But 

he called again. "Rinko, will you please 

come in?" He sounded as though he 

were talking from inside a hollow box.

I pushed open the door and went in. I 

looked quickly around the small room. 

The shades were drawn, so it was dark 

and gloomy. But I could still see what a 

mess it was. There were stacks of old 

books and magazines and newspapers 

all over the floor. There was a gray cof�

feepot and a dirty cup on a table in the 

middle of the room. I was disappointed 

because I didn't see one toad or lizard or 

snake. But on a bookcase, I saw a faded 

photograph of a Japanese lady in a ki�

mono. I was wondering who she was, 

when Uncle Kanda called me again.

There was a screen in the far corner ot 

the room, facing a small sink and stove. 

Behind the screen Uncle Kanda was 

lying in bed, all wrapped up in an old 

patchwork quilt. He didn't look a> 

though he could cast an evil spell on 

anybody. He just looked tired and pale 

and old.

Rinko, he said quietly. "Go home 

quickly. Ask your mama to call Dr. 

Yamata for me."

I knew then that Uncle Kanda was 

really sick. I forgot I was still holding 

Mama s cake, and I ran all the way 

home with it. The funny thing was that 

Uncle Kanda's black cat came with me, 

as though he had to make sure I'd do 

as I was told. After Mama called the 

doctor, I gave the cat some milk and 

cold toast. He ate as though he hadn't 

eaten in weeks.
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Dr. Yamata fixed Uncle Kanda up 

with some medicine. It turned out that 

his heart wasn't in such good shape. But 

that wasn't all. Dr. Yamata was just as 

worried about Uncle Kanda's stomach.

"He just isn't getting enough to eat," 

the doctor said.

Mama was shocked. "Oh, poor Mr. 

Kanda," she said. "We'll see that he gets 

some proper food."

After that, she and Papa went to the 

corner grocery and bought a bag full of 

food. They filled Uncle Kanda's cup�

board. Then they both spent hours 

cleaning his room.

When Uncle Kanda got stronger, I 

was the one who went over almost 

every day. I took whatever Mama fixed.

Now that I knew Uncle Kanda was 

just a plain human being who didn't 

grind up dried lizards and toads, I even 

began to like him a little bit.

"Stay a while, Rinko," he'd say. "Tell 

me what you've been doing."

Then I'd tell him about being in the 

school play, or about how I hated prac�

ticing the piano. I even told him about 

the new dress I got for my birthday.

"Will you wear it for me one day?" he 

asked.

"Sure," I answered. I was surprised 

that he was even interested in dresses.

He kept me talking all the time he ate. 

I could see how it would be more fun 

than eating all alone, so I stayed until he 

was finished.
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One day I asked him about the lady in 

the photograph. "Who is she anyway?" 

1 wondered.

Uncle Kanda put down his chopsticks 

and looked over at the photograph, as 

though he hadn't seen it there every 

single day of his life.

"That lady? Why she came over from 

japan to marry me."

I was so surprised, I just sat there 

with my mouth open. It never occurred 

to me that anyone would even think of 

marrying Uncle Kanda.

"When was that?" I asked at last.

"A long, long time ago. When I was 

young and strong. When I used to work 

for sixteen hours a day, picking fruit in 

the valleys. When I steamed up to 

Alaska in the summer to work in the 

canneries. When I used to wash win�

dows and floors for the rich people who 

lived up in the Oakland hills."

It was hard to think of Uncle Kanda as 

a young man.

"And so she came from Japan and 

married you?"

Uncle Kanda grew very still, as 

though his body and soul had drifted 

back to that time long ago.

"No," he whispered. "She died of 

influenza one month after she arrived, 

before we could be married."

I felt a shiver go down my back It 

was as though the ghost of the ladv 

had suddenly drifted into the room to 

tell Uncle Kanda how sorry she was 

that she'd not been able to marry him.

With a small cry, Uncle Kanda's cat 

suddenly leaped into my lap. I stroked 

his silky black body and rubbed under 

his chin and heard him begin to purr.

Issa likes you," Uncle Kanda said. 

"He doesn't like most people."

"1 know," I said.

It had taken Issa a long time to get to 

like me. As I rubbed the cat's soft chin, I 

suddenly began to like him back. I had 

never had much use for cats until then.

One afternoon not long after that, 

when I took over some meatloaf for 

Uncle Kanda, he didn't answer the door. 

It was locked from the inside, and when

I knocked, I didn't hear anything except 

Issa's mev/ing on the other side of the 

door.

Mama looked worried when I came 

home with the meatloaf. She and Papa 

went to see what was wrong with Uncle 

Kanda.

When they came back, they brought 

Issa with them. I knew something had 

happened to Uncle Kanda.

"Is he sick again?" I asked.

Mama shook her head. "No, Rinko. 

Old Uncle Kanda has died."

"But you mustn't feel too sad," Papa 

said. "We found a letter for you."



Papa handed me a long thin envelope 

with my name on it The writing was 

shaky, like a very old man's handwriting 

would be. The letter inside was short.

"Dear good friend Rinko," it said. "I  

want to give you the one thing I love 

most, my faithful cat Issa. Please be good 

to him. Uncle Kanda."

So now Issa is my black cat. And 

when I see him sitting very still, dream�

ing his own small dreams, I think maybe 

he is remembering old Uncle Kanda. 

Then I remember him, too, and wish 

he were still there at the top of those 

creaky, old steps, waiting for me to 

come to see him again.

Y oshiko U chtoo

Check Point

1. At the beginning of the story, why didn't Rinko and 

the other children ever talk to Uncle Kanda?

2. Did Rinko want to take the oshushi to Uncle Kanda? 

What was her reason?

3. Why did Rinko begin spending more time with Uncle 

Kanda?

4. How did Rinko's feelings about Uncle Kanda change 

between the beginning and the end of the story?



This story is taken from The Magic  
Listening Cap, folktales from Japan  
retold and illustrated by Yoshiko  
Uchida. It is a Junior Great Books  
selection.

6)-�6-���,(-�;-&/

One rainy night, long, long ago, a small boy sat with his�

grandmother and grandfather around a charcoal brazier.�

Warming their hands over the glowing coals, they told�

stories and talked of many things. Outside, the wind blew�

and the rain splattered on the thatched roof of the cottage.

The old man looked up at the ceiling saying, “I surely�

hope we don’t have a leak. Nothing would be so terrible�

as to have to put up a new thatched roof now when we�

are so busy in the fields.”

The little boy listened to the lonely wail of the wind�

as it whipped through the bamboo grove. He shivered,�

and turned to look at his grandfather’s face. It was calm�

and smiling and unafraid.

“Ojii,san,” the little boy said suddenly. “Is there any�

thing you’re afraid of?”
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stead of falling to the ground, he fell right on the back�

of the wolf.

The wolf gave a frightened yelp. From somewhere�

above him in the dark night, something had leaped on�

his back and was clutching his neck. “This must be the�

terrible leak the old man talked about,” thought the wolf,�

and with his tail between his legs, he ran pell,mell into�

the woods.

Now the thief did not know he had landed on the back�

of a wolf. He knew he had fallen on the back of some�

thing large and cold and full of fur. What’s more, it had�

given a wild yelp and begun to run. The thief was so�

frightened he couldn’t even call for help. Instead, he�

clung to the neck of this creature that seemed to be flying�

through the night into the forest

“I  must be on the back of the terrible leak the old man�

talked about,” he thought fearfully, and closing his eyes�

tight, he hung on. The harder the thief clung to the wolf’s�

neck, the faster the wolf ran.

As they got deeper and deeper into the forest, branches�

of trees swung low and scratched the thief*s face. Finally,�

when he felt a big branch sweep past, he caught it and�

swung himself up into a tree. But the wolf did not know�

what had happened, and he ran on and on until he came�

to his cave at the farthest end of the forest. When he

finally stopped, he realized the thing on his back was�

gone.

“Ah, the leak has dropped off somewhere!” he thought,�

and he sighed a great sigh of relief.

Early the next morning, the wolf went to see his friend,�

the tiger.

“Mr. Tiger, Mr. Tiger! What a terrible fright I had�

last night,” he said, panting at the very thought of it. “Do�

you know what kind of creature a leak is?”

The tiger shook his head. “Why, I don’t believe I ’ve�

ever heard of anything called a leak,” he said. “What�

is it?”

“It is something human beings fear more than any�

thing else in this world,” said the wolf. “And do you�

know, one of those terrible creatures jumped on my back�

last night? I ran all night through the forest with this�

leak hanging onto my neck, for it clutched at me and�

almost choked me to death!”

The tiger grunted sympathetically. “Ah, how terrible�

that must have been,” he said.

The wolf took a deep breath and went on.

“The leak dropped off somewhere after I got into the�

forest, but I ’m sure it must still be here. I f we don’t cap�

ture it, none of us will ever be safe again. Will you help�

me to find it?”

The tiger nodded. “Certainly, I ’ll help,” he said. “Be�

+
.
+
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And so the tiger and the wolf set off to look for the ter�

rible leak. As they prowled through the forest, a monkey�

sitting in a tree peered through the leaves and saw them�

below.

“Say, Mr. Tiger! Mr. Wolf!” he called. “Where are�

you going with such worried frowns on your faces?”

“We are searching for a thing called a leak,” they�

answered. “It'is something so terrible that human beings�

fear it more than a thief or a wolf. It must surely be the�

most fearsome thing in the whole world, and we cannot�

live safely in this forest until we capture i t”

The monkey listened carefully. “A leak?” he asked.�

“Why, Fve never heard of such a creature. Surely, you�

must be mistaken.”

But the wolf shook his head. “No, no! I am not mis�

taken, for this very creature clutched at my throat and�

rode on my back all the way into the forest last night. It�

dropped off somewhere, and must be hiding near us this�

very minute!”

Now the monkey had seen the wolf running through�

the forest the night before, with the thief hanging on to�

his neck. He suddenly realized that this terrible thing�

they feared was only a human being, so he said in a loud,�

bragging voice, “Why, if that is the thing you are search�
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The tiger and the wolf looked over at the tree where�

the monkey pointed. Sure enough, there, on one of the�

branches, sat a creature looking somewhat like a human�

being. The tiger growled and bared his long, sharp teeth.�

The wolf looked up at the sky and howled a long, pierc�

ing yowl. The thief heard their cries, and trembling with�

fear, he fell off the branch and went tumbling into a hole�

in the trunk of the tree.

As the three animals saw him fall, they ran over to�

the tree and stood around the hole where the thief was�

hiding.

“Now, how shall we go about capturing this leak?”�

they said to one another.

“Whoever captures him will become king of the forest,”�

the tiger said. “For he will surely be the bravest and�

strongest of all.”

“That is an excellent idea,” said the monkey. Then,�

because he knew this leak was only a human being who�

was frightened himself, he marched right up to the hole�

in the tree trunk. He thrust his tail inside and flipped it�

about saying, “Are you in there, Mr. Leak? Are you�

inside?”

The thief had heard the animals as they talked outside



the tree. ‘It will never do to let them capture me/’ he�

thought. “For if they catch me, they will surely kill me.”

He decided he must do something to frighten them�

away, so he grabbed the monkey’s tail and pulled as hard�

as he could. Then, he growled and shouted fiercely, try�

ing to sound more terrible than the tiger and the wolf put�

together.

“Help!” shouted the monkey as he felt his tail being�

pulled.

The thief pulled hard, but the monkey pulled even�

harder, for he didn’t want to be dragged into the hole in�

front of the tiger and the wolf. They both pulled so hard�

the monkey s tail broke off with a snap, and the monkey�

went sprawling onto the ground.

“My tail, my tail! My beautiful tail!” he shrieked, and�

he ran off into the forest, disappearing into the leaves of�

a tall cedar tree.

“The leak is certainly a fearful thing,” said the wolf,�

shaking his head, and with a great howl he ran off into�

the woods after the monkey.

“It is best to leave such fearful things alone,” said the�

tiger in a soft voice, and he went slinking off into the�

woods after the monkey and the wolf.

When all the animals had gone, the thief crept out of�

the tree trunk. He looked about carefully to make sure
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that nothing was following him, and then he ran as fast�

as he could out of the forest.

The thief never learned that what he thought was the�

terrible leak was only a frightened wolf. And the wolf�

never discovered that what he thought was the most ter�

rible thing in all the world was only a frightened thief.

And the little boy and his grandmother and grandfather�

didn’t have to be afraid of a leak in the roof after all,�

for in the stillness of the night the rain stopped, the moon�

came out bright and clear, and the next days were full�

of the promise of sunshine.
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THE JAPANESE' INTERNMENT

During World War II, after the Japanese attack  

on Pearl Harbor, many Japanese-Americans living on  

the west coast of the United States were taken from  

their homes and moved to internment camps throughou t  

the desert areas of the United States. Many lost  

their homes or land or had to sell them at very low  

prices.

Over 110,000 men, women and children were kept  

in the camps under guard and in crowded conditions.

At least 73% of these people were United States  

Citizens and many others had lived in this country  

for many years. They were not imprisoned because  

they had done anything wrong or illegal, but simply  

because of their race.

This action was a violation of their constitu�

tional rights which guarantee that we all stand bef ore  

the law equal in freedom and rights regardless of r ace,  

creed, color or sex.

Many Japanese-Americans fought honorably for  

the United States during the war, and no Japanese-  

American was ever convicted of spying against the  

United States.

The story of the internment camps is a sad  

example of what can happen when people allow their  

f , suspicions and anger to control their actions.
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Today there is a memorial plaque to the Japanese-  

Americans who suffered at Relocation Camp Manzanar which  

reads:

"May the injustice and humiliation suffered  

here as a result of hysteria, racism and economic  

exploitation never emerge again."
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A STORY OF THE JA PA NESE� 

AM ERICAN EVACUATION

F.�'�� ���

1

Japan in December 1941,1 was one of several thousand Japanese 

living in California. Almost immediately, our lives were trans�

formed. Our parents, who had come to America from Japan and 

by law were never permitted to become American citizens, sud�

denly became "enemy aliens.” Those of us who were American 

citizens of Japanese ancestry were also looked upon with suspi�

cion. Wild rumors, such as those of sabotage by the Japanese in 

Hawaii (later proved to be completely untrue), helped create an 

atmosphere of hatred and fear all along the West Coast of the 

United States.

On February 19, 1942, President Franklin D. Roosevelt issued 

an executive order which authorized the Secretary of War "to 

prescribe areas from which any or all persons may be excluded.”

This order cleared the way for the indiscriminate removal of 

110,000 persons of Japanese ancestry, without hearings of any 

kind, from the entire West Coast. All Japanese were uprooted 

from their homes and sent to inland camps to be held behind 

barbed wire. Two�thirds of these people were American citizens,

and I xwas one of them. W e went because, at the time, it was the 
only way in which we could prove our loyalty to the United 

States, and this we were determined to do.

<�*�!-�����6�5&9 is the story of one Japanese family and what 

happened to them as a result of the evacuation orders. Although 

the characters are fictitious, the events are based on actual fact, 

and much that happened to the Sakane family also happened to

���2&! �4-2G  
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mv own.

T was only the first week in December, but already 

Yuki could feel the tingling excitement of Christmas in the air. 

There was, of course, no sign of snow, for it never snowed in 

Berkeley except for the winter when she was six and a thin flurry 

of flakes had surprised them all. Yuki remembered how she had 

run outside, stretched her arms wide and opened her mouth, 

thrusting out her tongue so she could feel the snow and taste it 

and gather it to her in any way she could before the flakes 

reached the ground and disappeared. Today looked like snow� 

weather for the sky was gray and murky, but only with fog that 

blew in cold and damp from San Francisco Bay.

 ̂uki stood close to the fireplace with its burning oak logs and 

lifted her skirt to feel the warmth as she waited for Mother to fix 

lunch. On such a cold gloomy Sunday, it felt especially good to 

be close to a fire and think glowing thoughts about Christmas. It

Y. H�
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wouldn’t be long before a tall fir tree with its fresh green forest 

smell would be standing in the corner of the living room and the 

kitchen would be filled with the wonderful scent of Mother’s 

butter cookies.

Yuki thought happily of the presents that would soon gather 

under the tree. She had already decided to get Mother a soft blue 

chiffon scarf to go with her Sunday church coat, some wool socks 

for Father and maybe a tie or a record for her older brother, Ken. 

It was hardest to find something good for Ken. Now that he was 

going to the university, he seemed to live in a changed world and 

to be almost a different person. He was eighteen and suddenly it 

was no longer football and baseball and basketball alone that fas�

cinated him. He liked girls.

"I ’m a girl,” Yuki reminded him periodically. "W hy don’t 

you take me to the movies?”

But Ken only laughed. "I  like girls over sixteen,” he ex�

plained. "Y ou’ve still got five years to go, and besides that, 

you’re my sister. That makes you an entirely different specimen 

altogether!”

Yuki sometimes looked at herself in the mirror, wrinkling her 

nose at the round full face and the straight black hair that fell to 

her shoulders. She would push aside her bangs and contemplate 

the possibilities. How would she look when she was sixteen any�

way? Not very good, she decided, but she wasn’t going to let 

that bother her, at least for now.

"Yuki Chan!” Mother roused Yuki from her reveries about 

Christmas and her older brother. "Lunch is ready. Will you go 

outside and call your father?”

Yuki hurried toward the back door, stopping on the way to

STRANGERS AT THE DOOR

get some dog biscuits for Pepper. Father was out in the yard 

tying up the last of the white chrysanthemums and burning old 

leaves. He hadn’t been home from church an hour and already he 

was hard at work outdoors where he loved to be.

Father went to church each Sunday because he believed it was 

the proper thing to do. He didn’t read the Bible each day as 

Mother did, and Yuki wasn’t even sure he said his prayers every 

night before going to sleep. In fact, she suspected that if he had 

his way, he would have preferred working in his garden on Sun�

days to sitting in the small dark Japanese church in Oakland lis�

tening to Reverend Wada, their minister from Japan, and hear�

ing the drone of the reed organ wheezing out the seemingly 

endless hymns. "You know,” he had once said to Mother, 

"sometimes God seems closer out there in the fresh air with the 

flowers and trees than in that sanctuary.” But when he talked 

like that, Mother wouldn’t even dignify his comment with an an�

swer.

As Yuki went out the back door, Pepper came bounding up 

the steps to meet her, barking and wagging his tail and running 

in circles around her. He knew Yuki had some biscuits for him, 

just as he knew that Mother or Father or Ken would. They all 

spoiled Pepper terribly, but in return, Pepper gave them every 

ounce of love that he had stored in his lively black body.

"Down Pepper!” Yuki commanded, and then, still playing 

with Pepper, she shouted to her father. "Come on in, Papa. 

Lunch is ready.”

Father raised his shears to show that he had heard, but he 

quickly disappeared again behind the chrysanthemums. Yuki 

knew she’d have to call him at least two more times before he’d
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even begin to think about coming inside. She took her time, 

stopping to peer into the fishpond, stirring the water to see if the 

big gray carp would rise to the surface, his mouth open wide ex�

pecting some food. It was a shabby trick, but one that Yuki 

couldn’t resist occasionally just to see if the old carp was alive 

and alert.

As Yuki studied the murky depths of the fishpond, she heard 

Mother ringing her small black bell. Mother didn’t like shouting 

to people, so instead she rang her bell and when she did, it 

meant that everyone should hurry.

Yuki called once more to Father and then ran inside to wash 

up and set the table with chopsticks, rice bowls, and tea cups. 

Sunday dinners were usually Japanese meals and Mother would 

cook a pot of rice in the morning before church and leave it 

bundled in a quilt on her bed to keep warm. I f guests were com�

ing, she would prepare the night before some chicken �-���&/� 

and vegetables cooked Japanese style with soy sauce and sugar 

and ginger. Today, however, there were no guests and Yuki was 

glad. She wasn’t terribly fond of the Japanese students from the 

seminary who seemed to cluster under Mother’s protective wing.

"They’re lonely and miss their families in Japan,” Mother 

would explain. But Yuki didn’t like the smell of camellia oil that 

lingered on their thick glossy hair, and she didn’t much care for 

their conversations about the Old Testament or the Sunday ser�

mon. Today, they all had other places to go for Sunday dinner 

and Ken had gone off to study at the library, so there were only 

the three of them for dinner.

"Good, no company today,” Yuki said cheerfully to her ca�

nary, Old Salt. Yuki knew that was not the most appropriate
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name for a canary, but she .had given him that name for Mrs. 

Jamieson’s sake.

Mrs. Jamieson was the widow who lived across the street. 

When her parrot, Old Salt, had died, she had been so disconso�

late that Yuki had been moved to name her own new canary 

after the parrot.

"Why that’s a lovely idea, Yuki dear,” Mrs. Jamieson had said 

brightly, and then quickly added, "Now you’ll have a Salt and a 

Pepper,” and she laughed so at her own small joke that she got a 

stitch in her side and had to sit down.

When Father came in from the garden he turned on the radio 

before sitting down at the table. Then he gave a short quick 

grace that fit in nicely just before the voice from the radio filled 

the room.

"This is a repeat of the news bulletin,” a newscaster said 

harshly, his voice trembling with urgency. "Japanese planes have 

attacked Pearl Harbor . . . The United States Fleet has been 

heavily damaged . . . Fires are raging over the waterfront . . .”

Father put down his chopsticks and listened intently. Mother 

brushed away a piece of hair that had strayed from her bun and 

pinned it back into place. A frown swept across her pleasant face 

and she didn’t even attempt to eat her lunch. Only Yuki had a 

mouthful of chicken and sat chewing silently, looking first at 

Father and then at Mother, trying to understand what had hap�

pened.

"I t’s a terrible mistake, of course,” Father said at last. "I t must 

be the work of a fanatic. That is, if it really happened.”

Mother agreed. "O f course,” she said. "It must be a mistake. 

Why would Japan ever do such a foolish thing?”

_____________________ . a m
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They sat in silence, listening in disbelief as the newscaster 

continued to tell of the attack. Yuki shuddered. The news was 

like a burden of darkness suddenly blotting out the light of day.

Father turned from the radio and saw the frightened look on 

Yuki’s face. He saw Mother’s hands tremble as she picked up her 

cup of tea, and rising abruptly, he switched off the radio.

"Maybe it is only a drama,” he suggested. "Maybe it is not 

really news at all. In any case, let’s not let it spoil our dinner,” he 

said, trying to smile. And pushing his glasses up on his nose, he 

turned his attention to the food on the table.

Yuki knew, however, that Father was more than a little upset. 

He always pushed up his glasses when he was disturbed about 

something, and she knew by his silence that the program had al�

ready spoiled his dinner.

It wasn’t long before the telephone rang and Father got up to 

answer it. It was Mr. Toda, one of the men who lived upstairs in 

the building behind their Japanese church which served as a 

bachelors’ dormitory. Mr. Toda was a frequent Sunday dinner 

guest too because Mother said he was old and lonely and needed 

their friendship. He hadn’t come today because he thought he 

was catching a cold.

Yuki liked Mr. Toda better than the seminary students be�

cause he was more open about his feelings. I f he liked you, he let 

you know, and if he didn’t, he was equally frank. Yuki liked peo�

ple like that. She knew that the old man liked her too. They 

were both fond of dogs and birds and fish, and he always had 

especially pleasant ways of showing his friendship. Whenever he 

came, he usually brought her small bags of pastel�colored candy 

rhat oozed sweer mouthfuls of fruit�flavored juices. Yuki loved 

the purple gra}>c flavor best and saved those for the last.
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Father told Mr. Toda the same thing he’d told Yuki and 

Mother. It had to be a mistake, he said over and over. And yes, 

he would surely keep him informed if he heard anything further.

As soon as dinner was over, Father went back to his garden 

and Mother went to the kitchen to bake a cake. Mother usually 

baked when she was going to have company or when she was 

too nervous to settle down to do anything else. Yuki didn’t care 

what prompted her to bake as long as she did it. She made the 

best cream puffs and chocolate cakes of anyone she knew, Mrs. 

Jamieson included.

When the doorbell rang, Yuki was sure it must be Michelle 

Nelson who lived next door. Mimi usually came over on Sunday 

afternoons to see if she and Yuki could find something inter� 

esting to do together.

Yuki ran to the door and flung it open only to find three 

strange men standing on the porch. They were not Japanese and 

looked as though they might be business associates of Father’s 

from San Francisco. "Is your father home?” one of them asked. 

He was not unfriendly, but he did not smile.

Yuki nodded. Then she saw two uniformed policemen come 

up the stairs behind them.

"Just a minute,” she said unsteadily, and leaving the screen 

door latched, she ran to tell Mother and then rushed outside to 

call her father.

Father hurried inside and let the men in. He spoke quietly to 

them and then told Yuki to call Mother.

"These gentlemen are from the FBI,” he explained calmly. "It 

seems the news on the radio was true after all. Japan has attacked 

Pearl Harbor. They would like me to go with them to answer a 

few questions. They would also like to search . . to look
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around the house,” Father said. His voice was strained and the 

color had drained from his face.

"But why?” Mother asked nervously. "You have done noth�
#$$%
mg�

"W e have orders to apprehend certain men who work for 

Japanese firms in this area,” one of the men answered briefly. 

"Your husband, Mr. Sakane, is employed by one of Japan’s 

largest business firms.”

"I  see,” Mother said. She was pale and tense.

Yuki could hear the men opening bureau drawers and closet 

doors. What in the world were they looking for? What did they 

think Father had hidden?

Soon the men led Father toward the front door. "I  am in my 

gardening clothes,” Father explained. "Permit me to change to 

my business suit.”

The men shook their heads. "There isn’t time, Mr. Sakane,” 

they said, and they just gave him time to put on a jacket. Father 

looked small and frail beside the two large FBI men and one 

took a firm grip on his arm as they went down the steps.

"I ’ll be back soon,” Father said, trying to sound casual. "Don’t 

worry.” And then he was gone.

Two of the FBI men went with Father and the third stayed 

behind, sitting down beside the telephone. The two policemen 

stayed too. One stood at the front door and the other at the back 

door.

"W e won’t try to leave,” Mother assured them.

But the policemen told Mother they weren’t worried about 

that. "W e have orders not to let anyone in,” he explained.

Although the FBI man and the policemen tried to make polite

conversation with her,�Yuki didn’t feel the least bit friendly. 

When they asked her name and how old she was, she replied 

tersely, "Y uki” and "eleven.” They had taken Father off like a 

common criminal and Yuki didn’t like it at all.

"Can I go see Mimi?” Yuki asked, looking at Mother but 

knowing it was the FBI man who would decide.

"Sorry,” he said gently, "but you’ll have to stay home awhile.”

As things turned out, they not only had to stay home, no one 

could come in or even talk to them by phone. Yuki looked out 

the window and saw Mimi standing in front of their house, 

trying to see inside and waving frantically when she caught a 

glimpse of Yuki’s face. She also saw Mrs. Jamieson standing on 

her front porch peering anxiously in their direction. The tele�

phone rang several times, but to each caller the FBI men simply 

answered that the Sakanes were indisposed and could not come 

to the phone.

It was a strange feeling to be a prisoner in one’s own home. 

Still, Yuki felt no fear, for at the time she had no way of know�

ing that this was only the beginning of a terrible war and that 

her small comfortable world would soon be turned upside down.
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watching for arriving friends, were hundreds of Japanese who 

had been evacuated earlier from the Bay Area. The first familiar 

face Yuki saw was Mr. Toda. She waved eagerly and he waved 

back in an awkward sort of salute. Yuki waved again and again, 

feeling better just at the sight of someone she knew.

As they got off the bus, they were directed to an area roped off 

beneath the grandstand where each family registered, filled out 

forms, and went through a brief medical inspection. The baggage 

they carried was inspected for contraband and then they were as�

signed living quarters.

"Barrack 16, Apartment 40,” Ken read from the slip handed to 

him.

Golly,’ Yuki said impressed, "we get an apartment!” She
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had never lived in an apartment and found the prospect intri�

guing. She moved eagerly now, keeping close to Ken.

"Hey, Ken!” It was Ken’s classmate Jim Hirai.

Hey, Jim! Ken shouted back, and they pounded each other 

on the back as though they hadn’t seen each other for ten years.

"I ’ll help you find your quarters,” J im offered.

But now Mother was surrounded by her church friends who 

had arrived two days earlier. She was bowing and greeting them 

as though they were meeting on the sunny walk outside their 

church in Oakland. They quickly exchanged barrack numbers

and Mr. Toda and the minister promised to come visit them 
later.

"I  am in the Bachelors’ Quarters here,” Mr. Toda said rather 

dismally. "I  must share a room with five other men. It is a 

strange new life,” he added, and he did not look happy.

Yuki was anxious to see where they would be living. "Come 

on, Mama,” she urged, and they quickly followed Ken and Jim 

down the racetrack.

It had rained the night before and the track was muddy and 

pocked with puddles. Yuki’s new saddle shoes were soon covered 

with mud and Mother’s blue kid shoes were oozing with it. "I ’m 

glad I packed rubber boots for us,” she remarked, and she held 

on to Yuki’s arm to keep from slipping.

As they walked along, Yuki saw that wherever there was 

room tar�papered army barracks had been put up for the eight 

thousand Japanese who would soon be living there. Barrack 16, 

however, was not among them. Now Ken and Jim were leaving 

the northern end of the track and disappearing beyond a cluster

HOME IS A HORSE STALL

of eucalyptus trees. When Yuki and Mother caught up with 

them, they were going up the wide ramp of a stable that stood 

about a foot above the ground. There was a sign tacked to a cor� 

ner of the stable that read "Barrack 16.”

This isn t a barrack at all,” Yuki said, disappointed. "I t’s just 
a dirty old stable.”

They followed Ken and Jim along the narrow walk that took 

them past a dozen stalls, each marked with a number, and then 

stopped in front of the one marked "40.”

Well, this is it, J im said, nudging the door open.

The stall was narrow and dark, with two small windows high 

up on either side of the door. It measured about ten by twenty 

feet and was empty except for three army cots that lay folded on 

the floor. There were no mattresses or bedding of any kind. Dust 

and dirt and woodshavings still littered the linoleum that had 

been hastily laid over the manure�covered floor, and Ken sniffed 

at the lingering odor left by the former occupants.

"Boy,” he said wrinkling his nose. "There’s no mistaking who 

lived here before us.”

Yuki looked around the stall feeling as though she’d been 

handed an empty ice cream cone. "This is an apartment?” she 
asked, dismayed.

That, my dear child, is what is known as a euphemism,” Jim 

said to her. "Y ou’ll get used to things like that here.”

Yuki didn’t know what Jim meant, but she didn’t want to 

show her ignorance. She grinned at him and went to inspect the 

rear half of the stall which was separated from the front by a 

dutch door worn down with teeth marks. The walls had been
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whitewashed so hurriedly that insects hadn’t had time to escape, 

and their small white corpses still clung to the walls along with 

cobwebs and horseshoes and rusty nails.

Even Mother, who usually found something cheerful to say 

about most difficulties, seemed at a loss for words. "W ell,” she 

said at last, "the first thing we need to do is sweep out this place. 

Can you help us find a broom, Jim?”

In the two days he had been in camp, J im had quickly learned 

where to find things. "Sure,” he said, "and you’ll need some mat�

tresses too. Come on, Ken, let’s go.”

The boys set up the cots before they left, putting up two in 

the inner half of the stall for Yuki and Mother and one up in 

front for Ken. Yuki blew off the dust from the springs and 

Mother brushed away what she could with her handkerchief. 

Then she sat down, took off her hat and gloves and put them 

down on the cot beside her.

"Oh, Mama,” Yuki said, laughing, "you sure didn’t need a hat 

and gloves to come live, in a horse stall!”

Mother never went anywhere without a hat and gloves, not 

even to the comer to mail a letter. It was a habit she had ac�

quired when she first arrived in America, and she had never 

changed since. She was a perfect lady, and Yuki supposed she al�

ways would be.

She smiled now at Yuki and brushed the dust from her hands. 

"Y ou’re right, Yuki Chan,” she said, wistfully. "I  guess I will 

hardly be needing a hat when I go out here.”

Everyone who had been at Tanforan for more than a day 

seemed to be dressed in slacks and sweaters, wearing a bandana
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because of the dust and wind. Mother didn’t even own a pair of 

slacks, and Yuki had never seen her put anything but a hat on 

her head.

"I ’ll lend you one of my scarves,” she offered, and then she 

left Mother to rest on the cot and went out to investigate the sur�

rounding area.

The latrines and washroom for their section were about a hun�

dred feet away, and when Yuki saw those, she knew that Mother 

would have much more to worry about than not having slacks or 

a scarf. None of the toilet cubicles had doors and neither did the 

showers. There were no wash basins, but only a long tin trough 

that seemed more appropriate for horses.

Yuki hurried back to their stall and shouted as she burst in�

side. "Golly, Mama, you should sec the latrines!” She stopped 

when she saw Jim. "Oh,” she murmured, embarrassed.

But Jim just kept right on sweeping and Ken said, "That’s 

OK, Yuki. We know what they’re like. No doors.” Apparently 

Jim had already told Ken all about the inadequacies of camp life.

Yuki flopped down on one of the cots and bounced tentatively 

on the mattress the boys had just brought back. It rustled noisily 

and scratched her legs.

"I t’s stuffed with straw!” she shouted. "This must’ve been left 

over from the horses.”

But Jim quickly told her she was lucky to have any mattress at 

all. "We got the last three they had,” he explained.

8&)3@ Mother sighed. Already she was worried for the peo�

ple who would come later and discover that there were no mat�

tresses for them. ^
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As Yuki sat squirming on the prickly straw mattress, she sud�

denly realized that she was famished. "N o wonder,” she mused 

aloud. "W e didn’t have any lunch.”

"That’s right,” Ken said wearily. "I  thought I was beginning 

to grow weak.” It was probably the first time in Ken’s life that 

he’d gone for more than four hours without food of some kind.

"Well, supper’s at five o’clock and you’d better get to the 

mess hall early,” Jim warned them. "The lines are long and it 

takes forever to get inside.” Then, glancing at his watch he hur�

ried to his own quarters to take a shower before supper.

By the time Yuki, Ken, and Mother got to the mess hall in 

the grandstand, people were streaming toward it from all parts of 

the hundred�acre camp. Already several long lines had formed 

and those who had received their baggage were holding the 

plates and utensils they’d been instructed to bring. They stood 

silently and patiently, waiting for the lines to move.

The sun was going down now and the wind whipped through 

the open stretches of the racetrack sending swirls of dust in ev�

eryone’s face. Yuki shivered and turned her back to the wind, 

huddling close to Mother to try to keep warm.

It was almost an hour before they got inside the gloomy mess 

hall and to the serving table. A white�aproned man was using his 

fingers to put two canned sausages on each person’s plate from a 

dishpan piled high with sausages. Another man gave each of 

them one boiled potato and a piece of bread.

"Is this all?” Ken asked.

The men nodded silently. At home Ken would have consid�

ered this only an appetizer.

The enormous room was filled with wooden picnic tables, but 

with five thousand people milling about, it was hard to find a va�
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cant table. At last they found one they could share with an old 

man and a young family with two crying babies. When they sat 

down, however, Yuki no longer felt like eating. The sight of the 

sausages heaped high in the dishpan hadn’t helped. Mother must 

have felt the same, for Yuki saw her quietly slip her sausages on 

Ken’s plate and take only a few bites of her potato.

They left as soon as Ken finished eating, walking carefully 

along the dark muddy track. Tanforan wasn’t equipped for night�

time use and there were few lights to help them find their 

way.

Their small stall now looked more bleak than ever, and the 

single electric bulb that dangled from the ceiling made only a 

forlorn effort to brighten the darigiess. Their stall faced north 

and the cold wind that blew in from the crevices around the win�

dows and door made the light bulb sway and cast eerie shadows 

on the wall.

Yuki pulled her coat tightly around her/and sat hunched on 

Ken’s cot. "I ’m beginning to hate this place already,” she mur�

mured.

n +



In the next stall live Emi and her grand�
parents. She and Yuki become friends and move  
with them when the camp is shipped to the new  
site at Topaz.
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JOURNEY TO TOPAZ

Everyone was hot and tired and sleepless, and even Emi’s 

grandmother seemed to have lost her energy. Yuki noticed how 

pale Emi looked and how quiet she had grown during the jour�

ney. She hadn’t even wanted to play cards with her and Yuki had 

finally wheedled Ken into a game of Hearts.

When they were seated in the buses and saw the surrounding 

countryside, however, there was a general lifting of spirits.

"Topaz is such a beautiful golden name,” Mother said hope�

fully, "it surely can’t be too bad a place. And look,” she added 

cheerfully, "everything looks so fresh and green.”

There were houses with flowering gardens and leafy shade 

trees and fields full of growing things. Yuki began to feel better. 

I f Topaz was going to be like this, it might be a wonderful place.

"Didn’t I tell you Utah might be nice?” she asked Ken. But 

he was saving his opinion for later.

"W e’re not in Topaz yet,” he observed.

The buses moved quickly through the small town, passed a 

few farms, and then entered the Sevier Desert. Gradually the 

trees and the grass and the flowers began to disappear. Soon 

there was no vegetation at all and they were surrounded by a vast 

gray�white desert where nothing grew except dry clumps of 

grease wood.

The eager hopeful voices on the bus died down and soon 

stopped altogether. Mother said nothing more and Yuki herself 

grew silent. At the western rim of the desert they could see a tall 

range of mountains, but long before they reached their sheltering 

shadows the buses made a sharp left turn, and there in the midst 

of the desert, they came upon rows and rows of squat tar�papered 

barracks sitting in a pool of white dust that had once been the
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bottom of a lake. They had arrived at Topaz, the Central Utah 

War Relocation Center, which would be their new home.

Ken turned to look at Yuki. "Well, here we are,” he said 

dryly. "This is beautiful Topaz.”

The minute Yuki stepped off the bus, she felt the white pow�

dery dust of the desert engulf her like a smothering blanket. The 

Boy Scout Drum and Bugle Corp had come out to welcome the 

incoming buses, but now they looked like flour�dusted cookies 

that had escaped from a bakery.

Yuki coughed while one of the team of doctors inspected her 

throat and then she ran quickly to talk to Emi while Ken 

finished registering the family.

"W e’ve been assigned to Block 7, Barrack 2, Apartment C,” 

she informed her. "Try to get the room next door.”

Emi nodded. "OK,. I ’ll tell Grandma,” she said, for they both 

knew that if anybody could manage such an arrangement, 

Grandma could.

A boy about Ken’s age offered to take them out to their new 

quarters. He had come in one of the earlier contingents and al�

ready knew his way around the big, sprawling barrack city.

"I t’s a mile square,” he explained as they started toward Block 

7, and like a guide on a tour he told them all he knew about 

Topaz.

"There’re forty�two blocks and each block has twelve barracks 

with a mess hall and a latrine�washroom in the center,” he 

pointed out. "When the barracks are all finished and occupied, 

we’ll be the fifth largest city in Utah ”

"Imagine!” Mother said. j

It sounded impressive, but Yuki thought she had never seen ^
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more dreary place in all Jier life. There wasn’t a single tree or a 

blade of grass to break the monotony of the sun�bleached desert. 

It was like the carcass of a chicken stripped clean of any meat and 

left all dry, brittle bone. The newly constructed road was still soft 

with churned up dust and they sank into it with each step as 

though they were plowing through a snow bank.

"Whoever built this camp wasn’t very bright,” Ken observed 
as they struggled along.

"W hy?” Yuki asked, although she could think of several rea�

sons herself. For one thing, she certainly wouldn’t have covered 

all the barracks with black tarpaper. It made the camp look so 

bleak and uninviting. She would have painted the barracks all 

different colors. Maybe one block would be pink and lavender 

with rose�colored chimneys and roofs, and another block would 

be blue and green with some sunny yellow roofs. "Why?” she 

asked Ken again.

I f they d left some of the greasewood growing, the roots 

would have held down some of the dust,” he explained. "As it is,

they ve churned up this whole camp site like one big sack of 
loose flour.”

"Y ou’re right,” their guide agreed. "You should see one of 

our dust storms. You’ll wish you’d never heard of Topaz when 

you’ve been in one of those.”

Yuki shuddered. It sounded horrible. It was bad enough even 

without the wind, for the dust just hung in the air, sifting into 

her eyes and into her nose and mouth with each breath.

Mother was holding a handkerchief over her nose and mouth 

so Yuki could see only her eyes, her lashes fringed with dust 

The sun blazed down on them making Yuki feel dry and parched

deep down inside. Her heart felt shriveled and her lungs seemed 

to be drying up. Her head felt light, as though it were floating 

on somebody else’s body, and when the guide said something 

about the altitude, his voice sounded far away.

"W ell, here we are,” he said at last. "Your room is in the cen�

ter of the barrack. The center rooms are for smaller families, the 

end rooms for couples and the ones in between are for big fami�

lies.”

Yuki was glad to see that their new room was bigger than the 

horse stall, measuring about eighteen by twenty, but it was just 

as bleak. There was nothing in the room except three army cots. 

The inner sheetrock walls hadn’t yet been installed, so dust had 

filtered into the room from every crack in the siding and around 

the windows. It covered the floor, gathered in drifts in the cor�

ners, and hung in the air so that Yuki could taste it in her 

mouth.

Their guide pointed to the small black pot�bellied stoves that 

stood outside their door, warning, "Don’t touch those stoves 

until the crews come to install them, and don’t put up any 

shelves yet because you’ll just have to take them down when 

they put in the sheetrock walls and ceiling. OK?”

Ken nodded. "OK . Thanks.”

Well, good luck,” the young boy said, and he left quickly as 

though he didn’t want to be around when they began to feel dis�

couraged.

Mother sat down carefully on the dust�covered springs of one

of the cots and looked around. "I  suppose we should look for a

broom,” she said wearily, but she didn’t seem to have the heart ^
vo

to start cleaning. 1
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Yuki flopped down on another of the cots and glanced 

through the instruction sheet that was given to them when they 

registered.

Listen, she said, reading aloud, " 'You are now in Topaz, 

Utah. Here we say dining hall, not mess hall; Safety Council, not 

Internal Police, residents, not evacuees, and last but not least, 

mental climate, not morale.’ ”

Ken groaned. "Never mind,” he objected. "I  don’t want to 

hear any more of that junk.”

But Yuki went on reading to Mother that there would eventu�

ally be four bathtubs installed in each block. "Emi’s grandmother 

will be glad,” she said with a grin, "and listen, it says there’ll be 

individual basins too. No more tin troughs!”

Yuki felt cheered enough to do some investigating. "I ’ll go 

see if it s as good as they say,” she said, hurrying off to make an 

inspection. She discovered, however, that the facilities were still 

far from complete. There were no seats on the toilets, no hot 

water in the laundry, and no lights anywhere. And while Yuki 

was splashing cold water on her face, the water became a weak 

dribble and then stopped completely. Their water supply was 

coming from nearby artesian wells and already it was strained 

from overuse.

Yuki went back to their barrack and reported her findings. 

"You know something, Mama,” she said bleakly, "my 'mental 

cli mate’ is lousy.”

"Well, Topaz isn’t exactly a summer resort, Yuki,” Ken an�

swered, and he went off to look for some mattresses and a broom.

It took several days for them to get used to the heat and alti�

tude of Topaz. The doctors gave out salt tablets, but they only
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made Yuki feel worse, and she stopped eating altogether when 

the refrigerators broke and the entire block came down with food 

poisoning.

It was so cold in the mornings that Yuki wore her heaviest 

slacks and sweater, but by afternoon even her summer shorts felt 

hot. It was as though summer and winter had gotten mixed up 

and arrived together here in the desen to confuse and confound 

them. The time Yuki liked best was just after sunset when the 

air was still and the sky became a roaring blaze of color. The des�

ert sky, uncluttered by city smoke, was the most beautiful sight 

Yuki had ever seen. She loved the night sky too when the stars 

danced across the vast blackness and seemed almost to rush 

toward her in their dazzling brilliance. The stars seemed much 

closer than in Berkeley and the moon was an enormous yellow� 

orange ball that looked like a nighttime sun. Yuki felt sure there 

must be some poetry in the desert sky, but the right words didn’t 

seem to come even to Mother.

Journey to Topaz has both happy and tragic  
moments. Emi developed tuberculosis and spent  
many months recovering in the camp hospital. Her  
grandfather, engrossed in searching for arrow  
heads in the desert sand, wandered to close to  
the fence and was shot by the guard.

On Christmas Eve, after an entire year of  
being separated, Father was sent from Montana  
to join his family in Utah. In the spring, a  
sponsor was found for Yuki's family and they  
were allowed to move to Salt Lake City. Her 1  
brother enlisted in the U.S. Army. Most  
Japanese-Amerleans, knowing no one outside of  
California to sponsor them, remained in the  
into rr.mcnt camps .
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"THE SOURCE OF THE SUN''
The Japanese derive the name of their country from a Chinese  

phrase meaning “the source of the sun.“ the characters for which  

are at left. The phrase describes the country's geographical po�

sition east of China. The word “Japan“ came from Marco Polo 's 

attempt to render the Chinese pronunciation of the phrase in I tal�

ian after his return from China in the 13th Century. The Japanese  

themselves, however, usually give the characters a sound that i s 

rendered in English as “Nihon.” The top character means sun."  

the bottom one source. Originally the Japanese built up a wri t�

ten language by taking Chinese characters and adapting them to  

their own radically different spoken language. To these charac�

ters— like the two shown here--they later added a kind of alph a�

bet of their own. making the two written languages also different.
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Japanese vowels are pronounced as  

in Italian, consonants as in English  

(except that g” is always hard). For  

most purposes it is best to give each  

syllable the same weight. A long mark  

over a vowel means not that it should  

be accented, but that it should be pro�

nounced twice as long as it usually is.  

as if it occurred two times in a row.  

The pronunciation of various words  

found in this book is shown below

FUJIWARA:  Foo jee wah rah  

MINAMOTO:  Mee nah mo to  

GENJI:  Ghenjee  

ISE:  Ee seh  

SUMO:  Soom o-o  

GEISHA:  Gay-sha  

HAIKU:  High ku
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bento -  

bonsai -  

furoshiki  

gcta -

haiki -  

hibachi -  

ikebana -  

j ima -  

kawa -  

kimono -  

machi -  

mah, mah  

mandarin  

mochi -  

mura -  

Nippon or  

Obaa-san  

obi -  

oi -

ojii-san  

sakura -  

samurai -

san -

shi -  

shogun -

sukiyaki ■

tatami -  

yama -  

zashiki -  

zaybuton •

MORE JAPANESE WORDS

a packed lunch of rice, fish and vegetables  

miniature trained trees

a square cloth used to wrap and carry things

wooden sandals with strips of wood to raise  
the foot off the ground

seventeen-syllable Japanese poem

a pot with glowing charcoal used for heating

Japanese flower arrangement

island

river

a Japanese dress  

town

expression, such as "my, my."  

like a tangerine  

cakes made of pounded rice  

village

Nihon - Japan

grandmother or old woman

wide belt used to fasten the kimono

exclamation, such as "hey."

grandfather or old man

cherry tree

warrior and highest-ranking class � � � � � � � � � �

period. The samurai often helped govern the  
lord's fief.

added to a person's name, it is a polite  
form of address, as in Koichi-san

city

military ruler of Japan during the feudal  
period

a dish of meat and vegetables cooked on a  
brazier on the table

thick rush mat laid over the floor

mountain

the main room of the house  

a flat cushion used to kneel or sit on
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%��� 17-SYLLABLE HAIKU

A  • m a g a e r u  

B a s h o  ni no r i  te,

So yo g i  k e r i .

A little frog

Riding on a banana leaf,

Trembling.
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-*!/

@
Fold your paper to make a crease line  

A-B to use as a guide.! I )

Fold ����� A down on 	����	 �����so thol  
'• meets C-D.(5)

+�

+�

Fold corner C in to center line.(2)  

Fold corner D in to center line.{3)

Now your paper looks like this.(4) Be  

sure your folds are well creased.

N o ;  (old your paper in Kali br,„gi„g  

corner G lo corner F.(6) Turn your paper

� � � � ,Ke ,olded ed9e , ,h'

7

1

Fold pent B backward on dotted lme.(7)

]@� Z 5

Your pope» will look like fhis.(8) Your fish  

•s finished. Add on eye and some scales.

*
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4 pm - Baseball, SHS W h ite  JV  & V a rs ity  
at G reenville

4  pm - Baseball, SH S M aroon J V  vs.
Pottsbo ro , Here

5 pm  - Soccer, SH S J V  & V a rs ity  at
Lew isville

1 pm  - Baseball, SH S M aroon J V  vs.  
W h ite  J V , Here

T ra ck , SH S Boys & Girls Varsities  
at Den ison T rack  M eet  

SH S C ho ir M em bers to  U lL  S o lo /  
Ensem ble Contest

---------------------  8 am  - Tenn is , SH S V a rs ity  to  D uncanv ille  T o u rn am en t

4  pm - Baseball, SHS M aroon JV  vs.
D enison, Here  

G o lf SHS V a rs ity  to  Paris

Regional Sw im  M eet in F t. W o rth -

8 �.

Texas Public Schools Week

Perrin Paren t-Teacher-S tudent Invo lve�
m ent W eek. Goal: T o  have at least  
one parent o f every Perrin student  
visit school during the week

��

18

25

9 am - D is tric t Spelling Bee, Board  
Room

10 am - Perrin , A ll-grades Spelling Bee
4  pm - Baseball, SH S W h ite  JV  & V ars ity

vs. G reenville, Here
5 pm - Soccer, S H S  J V  & V a rs ity  vs.

B erkner, Here

1 pm  - Perrin , D r. Ly le  Froese presents  
“ H o w  Com puters  A re  Used”

3 :3 0  pm - Tenn is , SHS V a rs ity  vs. G reen�
v ille, Here

4 pm - Baseball, SH S M aroon JV  vs.  
Bells, Here

7 :3 0  pm - C ru tch fie ld  P T A

1 0 :4 0  am - Perrin, Georgiana G o ff  
presents “ Assertive D iscip line fo r  
Parents”

N oon  - C o m m u n ity  Education B row n  
Bag Luncheon a t the  Sherm an Pub�
lic L ib ra ry , "T h e  Shogun Age: Th e  
Source o f Japanese T rad it io n a l  
B ea u ty ,” a slide show fro m  the Dallas  
Museum o f A rt

4 pm - Baseball, SHS M aroon JV  at  
Plano C lark

9 am - 4  pm
and - Perrin Science Fa ir  

6 :3 0 -8  pm
3 :1 5  pm - Tenn is , D illing ham  vs. G reen�

v ille, Here
4 pm - Baseball, SH S W h ite  J V  at Potts�

boro
6 :3 0 -8 :3 0  pm - ld en ti-a -ch ild  at J e ffe r�

son
7 :0 0  pm - Jefferson P T A , F ilm s tr ip  &  

Panel Discussion on “ M others W ho  
W o rk  Outside the H o m e ”

7 :3 0  pm - C ho ir Contest C oncert, SHS  
L it t le  Th ea te r

G o lf , SHS V a rs ity  to  D en ton

T rack , SHS Boys V ars ity  to  W .T . W h ite  
T rack  M eet

8 am - Tenn is , SHS V a rs ity  to  Irving T o u rn am en t
10 am - Perrin M ath  Contest  
SHS Cheerleader & S tud en t Body O f f i �

cer Elections

T ra ck , SH S G irls  V a rs ity  to  F t . W o rth  T rack  M eet

-S H S  Band to  U lL  Concert � S ight-reading C ontest-

5A 13 14

4 pm - Baseball, SHS W h ite  JV  & V ars ity  
vs. G ainesville, Here pm  - Baseball,  

M c K in n e y , Here
SHS V a rs ity  vs.

N oon  - C o m m u n ity  Education Brown  
Bag Luncheon at the Sherm an Pub�
lic  L ib ra ry , “ G u ilty  by  Reason of  
R ace,”  a f ilm  about the in te rnm en t  
o f Japanese-Americans during W orld  
W ar 11

2 pm - Baseball, SHS M aroon J V  &  
V a rs ity  at Gainesville

.Sp ring V a c a t io n . .Sp ring  Vacatlon_i_ Spring V acation

19 20 A5

5 pm - Baseball, SHS W h ite  JV  vs. Savoy,  
Here

3 pm - Tenn is , SHS V a rs ity  at Denison
4  pm & 6 pm - Baseball, S H S  V a rs ity  vs.

Paris, Here
7 pm  - W akefie ld  P T A , Bob M oore  

speaks on “ Tes ting ”

N oon  - C o m m u n ity  Education B rown  
Bag Luncheon at the Sherm an Pub�
lic L ib ra ry , H iroe Morisawa & Fa ith  
D an ie l, “ Japanese & Am erican  
R ota ry  Exchange S tudents Exchange  
V iew s”

4  pm - Baseball, SHS M aroon JV  at D en i�
son

26 27 28
F a irv iew  EPO Book Fair F a irv iew  EPO Book Fair

Fa irv iew  EPO Book Fair

Baseball, SH S V a rs ity  to  M cK in n ey  T o u rn a m e n t-

15 16 17

.Baseball, SHS V a rs ity  to  A rd m o re  T o u rn a m e n t.

Spring V acation

AA

4 :3 0  pm - Baseball, SH S M aroon JV  &  
V ars ity  vs. F t . W o rth  Eastern H ills,  
Here

29
F airv iew  EPO B ook Fair

A u th o r  V osh iko  Uchida speaks to  f i f th  graders and p arents at six e lem en tary  schools.

5 pm - Baseball, SHS W h ite  JV  at Savoy

3 :3 0  pm - Tenn is , SHS V a rs ity  vs.
D u ran t, Here

4 pm - Baseball, SH S V a rs ity  at W ich ita  
Falls

7 :3 0  pm - D illingham  Band Concert  

------------------------------------------------------  SHS C ho ir C lin ic

N oon  - C o m m u n ity  Education B rown
Bag Luncheon at the Sherm an Public  
L ib ra ry . D r. M ark  W ilk inson o f  
A ustin  College speaks on “ Am erican  
Perceptions o f Japan B efore the  
In te rn m e n t”

Tenn is , SHS V ars ity  at Lewis-  

SH S W h ite  JV  vs. Bells,

3 :3 0  pm  
ville

4  pm - Baseball  
Here

4 :3 0  pm - A u tog raph P arty  fo r au tho r  
Y osh iko  Uchida at the Sherm an  
Public L ib rary

7 pm - Piner C ho ir, U lL  Music Concert
7 :3 0  pm - D illingham  P T A  & Spring  

Choral Concert

Spring Vacation

23 24

1 pm - Baseball, SHS W h ite  JV  vs. Plano  
C lark , Here

3 pm - Baseball, SH S M aroon JV  vs.  
Plano C la rk , Here

T ra ck , SHS Boys & G irls Varsities to  
Gainesville T rack  M eet

____________  8 am - Tenn is , SHS V a rs ity  to  L . D. Bell Tenn is  Fes tival
4 :3 0  pm - Baseball, SHS M aroon J V  &

V ars ity  at F t. W orth  Eastern H ills

30
Fa irv iew  EPO Book Fair

8 am - Tenn is , S H S  V ars ity  to  W ich ita  
Falls T o u rn am en t

5 pm - Baseball, SH S V a rs ity  vs. D en ton ,  
Here

31
A C T

Noon - A u th o r  Y o sh iko  Uchida speaks  
on “ L istening to  the Past”  at Book-  
an d -A u th o r Luncheon at A us tin  C o l�
lege. Call 8 9 3 -3 1 0 8  fo r reservations.

1 pm - Baseball, SHS V ars ity  at Lew is�
ville

1 pm - Baseball, SHS M aroon JV  vs.  
Lew isv ille , Here

T ra ck , SHS G irls  V ars ity  to  Bonham  
Track  M eet
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“Basically human beings are alike the world 

over, with similar joys and hopes. ”

Award�winning author Yoshiko Uchida will speak to fifth grade students and their parents in 

Sherman’s elementary schools during the last week in March. Miss Uchida will tell about her ex�

periences as a Japanese American during World War II. She will also describe her development as 

a writer and will detail the writing and publishing processes.

Yoshiko Uchida graduated with honors from the University of California and received a 

master’s degree from Smith College. A Ford Foundation Fellowship enabled her to study and 

work in Japan.

Miss Uchida is the author of more than twenty published titles for young people. She has also 

written numerous short stories, articles, and an adult novel.

Her recently published book, The Best Bad Thing, received the coveted Notable Book designa�

tion of the American Library Association. People Magazine (December 19, 1983) and the School 

Library Journal (December, 1983) both praised her depiction of the Japanese and Japanese� 

American cultures.

Speaking of her own writing, Yoshiko Uchida said,

“All of my books have been about Japan and its children or 

about Japanese�Americans because I felt I would make the best 

contribution in this area. I wanted American children to become 

familiar with the marvelous Japanese folk tales I had heard in my 

childhood. I wanted them to read about Japanese children, 

learning to understand and respect differences in customs and 

cultures, but realizing also that basically human beings are alike 

the world over, with similar joys and hopes.”

Yoshiko Uchida s visit to Sherman is scheduled in conjunction with “Images of Japan: 

Bridging Time and Space,” a series of events sponsored by the Sherman Public Schools, Austin 

College, and the Friends of the Sherman Public Library. The Texas Committee for the Humani�

ties provided funding.

An I naitation

Students and their parents are cordially invited to meet Yoshiko 
Uchida at an autograph party in the Sherman Public Library from 
4:30 � 5:30 p.m. on Thursday, March 29, 1984. Books written by 
Miss Uchida will be available for purchase from the Friends of the 
Sherman Public Library.



April 15/ 1984

To the 5th Graders of the  
Sherman Public Schools

Dear Boys and Girls:

It was wonderful to visit you in Sherman, and I want  

to thank you, your principals, teachers and parents  

for the warm Texas 'welcome you gave me.

I.loved all the posters and signs in your halls, and  

the letters and pictures you have sent me. But most  

of all, I enjoyed getting to know all of you.

I hope you will all keep reading and enjoying good  

books.

All the best,

T�"���HH_�� z o j � ������ poeu  
*3� ���� HH'$ � H . � < H � j � ���HH� � �� ��� � � � � ��

�̀ \* � T �'H�H� H��'� < � '���)��H���� ����<���
�HH� (��$������ �H� #��)����� *+��,� * � Q!Q�

E � ''H��/

•qdxeH oq Axxe  
-toadso �� eueM 'axuuog oq sbuxqoajf)

•dxaq JnoA xog  
s^ueqq Aueĵ  ¿pessnosxp e/i sb  sxooqos  

aqq oq sxoqqax pasoxoua oqq aqnqxjq  
-sxp pue aqeoxxdnp oosaxd noA xiTM

¡A ba  xnoA sqqbnoqq OAxqxsod buxpuas  
SBA I *TTa>A quaA sduioo xnoA adoq oa

:Aoueq xeaa

$ M�!a���



April 15, 1984

To m y friends at Crutchfield  

Elementary School

A very special thank you for that delightful  

tasting party you held for me when I visited  

your school. It was a very special event'  

during my visit, and I appreciated the time  

and effort of all those who participated.

Thank you, too, for your lovely pictures  

and letters. I enjoyed them all.

Sincerely,

( j qonui Ax g a  noA  

t̂treqj,) ¡o^WErxe ouiba *maqg ge qooi I amxg  

� � � � � � no A go quxqg i -eTqeg uioox Su t a t j  

Am uo s t  sgouuoqsniq go gu0uis5uexxe aqg  

pue spueixg Am ije Aq paxxmpe qonm uaaq seq  

5[j o a  xno^ °dem s b x b j , geexS aqg apxsux axan  

qoxqA srnaod ingxapuoA aqg pue gauuoqaniq  

aqg go spuahaq aqg Suxpeax paAOi i 9Tooqos  

xnoA pagxsxA i uaqA am aAeh hoA qoxqA sggx6  

Tngxgneaq aqg xog noA queqg xexoads Axa a  y

Xooqos Axeguamaia  

uogfiuxqseM qs spuexxg Am ox

HRS6 "ST TTjdV
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A community education event sponsored by

The Sherman Public Library • Austin College

The Friends of the Sherman Library  
Supported By

A Grant From The Texas Committee For The Humanities
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Award�winning author 

Y oshiko Uchida will 
speak to fifth grade stu�
dents and parents in 
Sherman’s elementary 
schools this week.
M iss Uchida, who was 

interned with her family 
during World War II  in 
concentration camps, 
will tell about her experi�

YOSHIKO UCHIDA, to 
tell of wartime years.

ences as a Japanese� 
American during World 
W arIL
Her Sherman visit is 

scheduled in conjunction 
with “Images of Japan: 
Bridging T ime and 
Space,” sponsored by the 
Sherman Public Schools, 
Austin College, and the 
Friends of the Sherman 
Public Library.
She also will describe 

her development as a 
writer and will detail the 
writing and publishing 
processes. M iss Uchida 
began writing when she 
was 10 years old.
The author graduated 

with honors from the 
University of California 
and received a master’s 
degree from Smith Col�
lege. A Ford Foundation 
Fellowship enabled her 
to work and study in 
Japan. M iss Uchida, a 
former elementary 
school teacher,has writ�
ten numerous short sto�
ries, articles and an 
adult novel.
6)-� %-'�� %&1� 6)�!.3 

her recently published 
book, has received the 
coveted Notable Book 
designation of the Ameri�

can Library Association.
Of her own writing, she 

said, “I wanted Ameri�
can children to become 
familiar with the mar�
velous Japanese folk 
tales I had heard in my 
childhood. I wanted them 
to read about Japanese 
children, learning to un�
derstand and respect dif�
ferences in customs and 
cultures, but realizing 
also that basically hu�
man beings are alike the 
world over, with similar 
joys and hopes.”
Students and parents 

are invited to meet Miss 
Uchida at an autograph 
party from 4:30 p.m. to 
5:30 p.m. Thursday at 
Sherman Public Library.
She will speak Tuesday 

at 9 a.m. at Perrin Ele�
mentary School; at 1:30 
p.m. Tuesday at Crutch�
field Elementary; at 9 
a.m. W ednesday at 
Washington Elementary; 
at 1:30 p.m. Wednesday 
at Wakefield Elementa�
ry; at 9 a.m. Thursday 
at Jefferson Elementa�
ry; at 10:45 a.m. Thurs�
day at Fairview  
Elementary and at noon 
Saturday in the Moseley 
Room of Austin College.
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Thursday, March 29, 1984

Japanese�American tells of wartime ordeal
by CATHERINE CHRISS 

Staff Writer
During World War I I, Yoshiko 

Uchida and her Japanese�Ameri�
can family lived six months in a 
smelly horse stall at a race track. 
Her home, if it could be called 
that, was surrounded by armed 
guards and 8,000 other Japanese� 
Americans.

She says she’ll never forget that 
experience, or the second intern�
ment that followed. M rs. Uchida, a 
popular author of children’s books 
and lecturer, wants today’s gener�
ation to know what happened to 
Japanese Americans after Japan 
bombed Pearl Harbor on Dec. 7, 
1941.

“There were 120,000 Japanese� 
Americans put behind bars with�
out a trial, without a hearing. 
What happened to the Constitu�
tion? What happened to the Fourth 
and Fifth A mendments?’’ she 
asked W akefield Elementary 
School fifth graders here Wednes�
day. “I want you boys and girls to 
read books like this so that you’ll 
see that this never happens 
again.”

During a five�day visit here, 
Mrs. Uchida is talking to fifth 
graders about her life as an author 
and about her experiences during 
the war.

When she was growing up in 
Berkeley, Calif., Mrs. Uchida was 
ashamed of her dark hair and 
Oriental features, she said. She 
and her older sister talked to 
Caucasians only after they spoke 
first, for fear of rejection, she 
said. And her family, because of 
their heritage, was allowed to live

only in certain parts of town.

There were difficulties imposed 
on her life that she said she hopes 
no one will ever have repeated.

“Today we learn to appreciate 
our differences. In those days we 
used to think the white American 
was the best one,” she told the 
audience.

A dimunitive woman who likes 
to communicate, M rs. Uchida 
walked among the students while 
she talked, showing illustrations 
from her books.

She urged the fifth graders,

Women due honor
AUSTIN, Texas (AP) — Gover�

nor Mark White will inaugurate 10 
outstanding women into the state’s 
first Texas Women’s Hall of Fame 
on Sept. 13 during a “Women in 
Texas Today Week” celebration in 
Austin, the governor’s office an�
nounced Wednesday.

White, members of the Gover�
nor’s Commission for Women and 
a group of citizens will select one 
winning nominee from each of 10 
areas of achievement: arts and 
humanities, business and finance, 
communications, community lead�
ership, civic and volunteer in�
volvement, education, health 
professions, law, public service 
and science and technology.

most of whom had read some of 
her books, to read and write as 
much as possible. She said she 
wrote her first story “ J immy 
Chipmunk and His Friends” when 
she was 10.

Since then, she’s written 23 chil�
dren’s books and one adult book. 
One book, The Best Bad Thing, 
received the Notable Book desig�
nation of the American Library 
Association. Through a Ford Foun�
dation Fellowship, she spent two 
years in Japan after receiving a 
master’s degree from Smith Col�
lege.

“If you read good books, no 
matter what you’re going to be, 
it’s always going to be something 
that will enrich your lives,” she 
said.

She’s now working on a sequel to 
The Best Bad Thing. And the 
Public Broadcasting System is 
considering televising Journey 
Home, she said.

The fifth graders, asking numer�
ous questions, were clearly in�
trigued and impressed by Mrs. 
Uchida. They asked her why Japa� 
nese�Americans were treated so 
poorly, how often she wrote books, 

which book she enjoyed most 
(which she compared to asking a 
parent which of their children is 
the favorite), how she became

interested in writing...
“It really and truly turns them 

on. To know that they (authors) 
are real people makes a differ�
ence,” said Jean Abies, Wakefield 
reading specialist. “I ’m not sur�
prised that the kids responded so 
well.”

Students and teachers have been 
preparing for her visit, scheduled 
in conjunction with Images of Ja�
pan: Bridging Time and Space 
since early February.

They’ve sung Japanese songs, 
studied Japanese characters, writ�
ten Haikus and done some origa�
mi. The Texas Committee for the 
Humanities funded the project, 
that was sponsored by Sherman 
public schools, Austin College and 
the Friends of the Sherman Public 
Library.

Fifth graders presented Mrs. 
Uhida with a bowl of Texas blue�
bonnets and a book in the shape of 
Texas, among many welcome 
signs during the author’s first trip 
to Texas.

Mrs. Uchida came here partially 
through an invitation of Dr. Harry 
E. Smith, Austin College presi�
dent. The two met when they both 
were involved in the United Stu�
dent Christian Council in New 
York City 30 years ago. Since 
then, they’ve stayed in touch.

�-������1	�-�����	01-��4*�3��������
by MARK STUTZ 

Staff Writer
SOUTHMAYD — Residents here 

angered about what they claim is 
a threat to their safety will meet 
at 7 p.m. tonight with Grayson 
County Sheriff L.E. “Jack” Dris�
coll.

More than 50 residents gathered 
Monday night at the Southmayd 
City Hall to meet with William 
French of the sheriff’s office. 
They wanted to discuss a traffic 
accident that occurred Sunday af�
ternoon outside the woman’s 
home.

riding a motorcycle in the area.
The witnesses claim that the 

woman sat in her car for at least 
a half an hour with the engine 
running, and then pulled out as 
Nicholas, a resident of South�
mayd, drove past on the motorcy�
cle.
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Author Yoshiko Uchida addresses fifth graders at Wakefield
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Tuesday, March 27 
through

Thursday, March 29

Thursday, March 29

Friday, March 30
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Author Yoshiko Uchida speaks to fifth  graders and their parents at 
Sherman's six elementary schools

Friends of the Sherman Public Library host an autograph party for 
Yoshiko Uchida from 4:30 to 5:30 p.m. at the Sherman Public Library. 
Everyone is cordially invited. Books by Miss Uchida will be available for 
purchase.

Author Yoshiko Uchida meets with Austin College and Sherman High 
School students. Luncheon sponsored by the Austin College Chapel.

Saturday, March 31 Book and Author Luncheon at noon in the Moseley Room at Austin 
College. Yoshiko Uchida speaks on "Listening to the Past." Sponsored 
by the Friends of the Sherman Public Library. $4.50 per person. Make 
reservations by March 29. Mail check to Mrs. James Francis, 1419 
H¡Merest, Sherman, Texas, 75090.

Tuesday, April 3 Private tour of "The Shogun Age: The Source of Japanese Traditional 
Beauty" at the new Dallas Museum of Art. A Japanese lunch at the 
Benihana Restaurant follows the 10 a.m. tour. $12.00 per person 
includes tour and lunch. Call Community Education, 892-9115.

������������ ���������

Wednesdays at noon in the Community Room of the Sherman Public Library

March 7

March 14

March 21

March 28

"The Shogun Age: The Source of Japanese Traditional Beauty"

A slide show describing the first major travelling exhibition to be 
presented in the new Dallas Museum of A rt

"G uilty  by Reason of Race"

A documentary account of the Japanese who were interned during 
World War II

"Rotary International Exchange Students"

Faith Daniel and Hiroe Morisawa share their impressions of Japan and 
America

"American Perceptions of Japan Before the Internment"

A talk by Mark Wilkinson, Ph.D., East Asian specialist in the Austin 
College History Department

a community education event sponsored by

The Sherman Public Schools • Austin College • The Friends of the Sherman Public Library

supported by

A grant from the Texas Committee for the Humanities
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YOSHIKO UCHIDA was born in Alameda, California, and  
grew up in Berkeley, where she is now living. She was gradu�
ated with honors from the University of California with a BA  
in English, Philosophy and History and has a Masters in  
Education from Smith College, where she was awarded a  
graduate fellowship.

Like the child in her book, A Jar o f Dreams (winner of the  
Commonwealth Club of California Juvenile Book Award  
Medal), Yoshiko Uchida experienced the alienation and  
rejection felt by many Japanese Americans in an often hostile  
society, and during World War II she and her family were  
among thousands of Japanese uprooted from their homes  
and incarcerated by the government. They were sent first to  
live in a horse stall at Tantoran Race Track and then to T opaz,  
a bleak concentration camp in a Utah desert. She has written  
of this experience in two books for young peopl e, Journey to 
Topaz (an ALA Notable Book) and Journey Home, as well as  
in a short story entitled, "The Bracelet." Her first adult  
book on the subject, Desert Exile, was published in April,  
1982, by the University of Washington Press, and an excerpt  
from the book that appeared in the Utah Historical Quarterly 
won its best general interest article award for 1980. Her latest  
book, The Best Bad Thing (an ALA Notable Book), received a  
favorable review in the December 19, 1983, issue of People 
Magazine.

Her interest in writing began early, and when she was ten  
years old, she was writing short stories in books she had made  
of brown wrapping paper. She is now the author of over  
twenty published titles. Her first published book, The Dancing 
Kettle, was a collection of the favorite Japanese folk tales sh e 
had heard as a child. Later a Ford Foundation Foreign Study  
and Research Fellowship to Japan enabled her to collect  
additional folk tales for The Magic Listening Cap (a Herald  
Tribune Honor Book), one of two books she has illustrated  
herself. The Sea o f Gold was her third collection of Japanese  
folk tales.

While in Japan she wrote a series of feature articles about  
craftsmen for the Nippon Times, as well as a booklet about  
one of Japan's major potters for the Folk Art Movement. On  
her return to the United States, she served as West Coast

correspondent and wrote many articles for Craft Horizons 
magazine, and her continued interest in handcraft led her to  
study some weaving, pottery and jewelry-making herself.

In addition to articles, Ms. Uchida has written several adu lt  
short stories and a recently published adult novel. Her short  
stories for young people have appeared in several anthologies,  
and she recently wrote an Asian-oriented church school curric�
ulum for fifth and sixth graders.

Although many of her earlier books dealt with the young  
people of Japan, with Journey to Topaz and Samurai o f  Gold 
H ill (winner of the Commonwealth Club of California Juvenile  
Book Award Medal), she turned to writing about the Japanese  
experience in the United States.

Of her recent work she says, "I hope to give young Asians a  
sense of their past and to reinforce their self-esteem and s elf-  
knowledge. At the same time, I want to dispel the stereoty pic  
image still held by many non-Asians about the Japanese and  
write about them as real people. I hope to convey as well the  
strength of spirit and the sense of hope and purpose I have  
observed in many of the first generation Japanese. Beyond  
that," she adds, "I write to celebrate our common humanity,  
for I feel the basic elements of humanity are present in all our  
strivings."

Among the honors she has received is the University of  
Oregon's Distinguished Service Award in 1981 for "having  
made a significant contribution to the cultural development of  
society . . . and . . .  helped to bring about a greater understand�
ing of the Japanese American culture."

Although at one time she was a secretary in New York City  
and taught elementary school for a short time in Philadelphia,  
Yoshiko Uchida is now a full-time writer. She works near a  
window where she can see the flowers and bonsai on her patio,  
as well as the sky, trees and a variety of birds. "The view,"  she 
says, "is also nice for day-dreaming."

When she isn't working or speaking to children, she enjoys  
meeting friends for lunch, or going with them to the theater,  
museums and art exhibits. "Anything that isn't writing, I  
consider play," she says, concluding, "I seem to manage to  
play quite a lo t!"
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W  hut a shoco  is Shogunl
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The Shogun Age Exhibition is being held in hopes of  
imparting a better understanding of Japanese history and  
traditional culture to the American people.

The family of the Tokugawa shoguns exerted its autho rity  
in every aspect of Japan's pre-modern period as the supreme  
power in the land. In particular, the culture developed by the  
shogunal family was revered by the common people as the  
ideal culture of that time, and has been regarded as the s ource  
of traditional Japanese art.

This exhibition is mainly composed of articles used by the

daimyo (such as swords, armor, household effects, and tea  
ceremony utensils), which have been handed down from  
generation to generation for more than three hundred years  
within the Tokugawa family -- the family that played a s ignifi�
cant role in the pre-modern history of Japan.

Approximately three hundred items have been carefully  
selected from the collection of The Tokugawa Art Museum in  
Nagoya for exhibition. Most of these valuable items have never  
been allowed out of Japan before.

�����

The Shogun Age will be on exhibit at the DMA from Sunday,  
March 18, until Sunday, May 27. The exhibition will be clo sed 
April 9, 10, 11 and May 2, 3 ,4 .

�����

Daily except Thursday: 11 a.m.-6 p.m.
Thursday: 11 a.m.-10 p.m.
Last public admission to the exhibit will be one hour prior to  
closing.

� ��������!��

DMA Members .......................................................................... FREE

Adults.................................................................................................$4

C hild ren ............................................................................................$2

�! �� � � + & � � � !
�������"�� �������

Museum members will be admitted to the exhibition free of  
charge. Museum members must present their Museum member�
ship card plus one additional piece of identification at the  
ticket box office.

Tickets
As of January 1, advance reserved time tickets for public  
admission may be purchased through any Ticketron outlet.  
There will be an $.85 charge per ticket purchased at any out let  
except the Museum box office. There will be no extra servic e 
charge on tickets purchased at the Museum. Mail order for  
tickets may be sent to: Ticketron, The Shogun Age, P.O. Box  
5243, Arlington, Texas 76011. There will be a $1.00 per t icket  
service charge for mail orders. For people living in the Dallas/  
Fort Worth metropolitan area, tickets may also be purchase d 
by calling 265-0789. If calling from outside the metropolitan  
area, (817) 265-0789 should be used. There will be a $1.00  
per ticket charge for telephone orders. Reserved time tickets  
may also be purchased at the Dallas Museum of Art.





�AA>�NT:

%�%%>N�%T��E�
7TN:>PNE6 May 14, 1984

8�T>;OE�PT�8Q��;N�
H>�N�7TN:>PNE6

;>:��%�>;NO�
:N�TN6�TO

%>;;�8��;=TN�

6TN�:=TNT
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Dear Yo:

Please accept our apologies for the delay in  
payment to you of the additional $6.00. It  
is enclosed.

We are still of the opinion that this has been  
our most sucessful project. To a great extent,  
you are the reason why it was so well received.  
Your visit to Sherman will not be forgotten.

C�7N���;;NT

� ��� � � �� � � We look forward to seeing you again.
�>;;>:�C�:6>EQ:�
�C�>T8�E�;>%T�TO�%��TP

Sincerely yours,

Hope Waller  
Library Director  
Sherman Public Library

HW/sdr

Enclosures
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April 13, 1984

Yoshiko Uchida
1685 Solano Ave. No. 102
Berkele y, Ca. 94707

Dear Yoshiko:

To have you in Sherman for a week was indeed a rare  
privilege. You possess a gift of warm communication  
ability with adults and children.

Those of us who have been involved all agree that this  
has been our most successful author visit. These po s�
itive results are primarily attributed to you. Further  
more, our husbands were very impressed and enjoyed very  
much the opportunity to visit with you.

There were 84 books sold. This is the breakdown:

We are enclosing a check for $457.56. I will submit  
the additional $6.00 charge and send it to you soon.

Once again, I consider it an honor to have made your  
acquaintance. Thanks so much!

Sincerely,

Desert Exile  
Journey Home  
Jar of Dreams

29
16
16
23Best Bad Thing

Hope Waller  
Library Director  
Sherman Public Library

HW/sdr

SHERMAN, TEXAS ALL-AMERICA CITY



April 6/ 1984

©ear Hopes

That was such a wonderful week in Sherman! I enjo yed eve r y  
minute of m y visit and thank y ou for all y ou did to make it  
such a pleasant one. It was one of the best school visit s  
I've had, and I thought the book signing at y our beautiful  
librar y was a g reat success,thanks to y ou and y our staff.

I know that y ou and Bonnie, Nanc y & Nana spent a g reat deal  
of time and effort in preparing for m y visit and think y our  
communit y sh ould be proud of the wonderful job y ou all did.

The dinner at Tanglewood was a high point of m y visit, and  
I enjo yed so much meeting all the 13men folk.” M y thanks to  
y ou and A.W. for y our warm hospitalit y and please tell A.W.  
how pleased I was to have him come to the Saturda y lunche on.

Please also conve y my thanks t o^the Friends of the Public  
Librar y for hosting such a lovel y lunche on and for inviting  
the Smiths and the Deschners as guests. It meant a g reat  
deal to me to have them there.

I had a wonderful visit in Dallas and we all thoroughl y en�
j oyed the beauti ful new museum and the Shogun Ekhibit. 1  
appreciated your securing tickets not onl y for me, but for '  
the Deschners as wel l •

I *m enclosing two more receipts, Hope. John Deschn er and I  
both left Dallas on Monda y m orning so we took the Limo out  
to the Dallas Airport ($6.), and the Airport Limo fro m Oakland  
to m y h ome was $24.

I know y ou*ve been awa y at the TRA, so there's no hurr y with  
the ab ove. I hope y ou were able to meet Maureen Ha yes and  
Neal Porter. The y' re both nice people!

b#+�<2V� c �!���� Q
One more requests When y ou've t ime .� will y ou let me know
the number of each book$ sold? I got the totals for t he Librar y
signing, but didn't get the c ount for the Fri. and Sat. lunches/

Thanks again for ever ything and I hope we'll meet again!

Affectionatel y,

Enel �





April 5, 1984

Dear Bonnie/ Nanc y and Nanas

This is m y " official" letter which I hope y ou won't mind  
sharing (I'm writing separatel y t o Hope who I know is awa y  
now at the TRA), since I want to tell all of y ou how ver y  
much I enjo yed my w onderful week in Sherman. You all seem  
like good friends now and I miss seeing each of you.

That was such a glorious week. I have never been mo re warmly  
welcomed by schools nor had better preparation/ pub licity  
and promotion for my talks/ and I know this is a re sult of  
the time./- care and effort each of you put into pla nning for  
my visit. As I said 5t the lunch/ Sherman is lucky to have  
such committed/ caring and talented people working for their  
community and schools.

I truly enjoyed every minute of my stay/ from the momen t I  
saw your smiling faces at the airport/ Bonnie and N ana? to  
my daily "travels" with Nancy/ and on through all th e acti�
vities of the week to the lovely luncheon at Austin Col lege.  
Please convey my thanks to the Friends of the Library  for  
sponsoring such a pleasant occasion on my final day.

I appreciated so much your warm friendship and will  always  
remember my visit to Sherman as a very special time  in my  
life. I hope our paths will cross again some day.

Affectionately/

P.S. Nancy/ if by any chance you haven't sent my ma terial  
on to me yet/ could you include a few more copies of "Im ages  
and the Feb. 26th "Focus". Many thanks.

T�T



DMA EDUCATION SERVICES
@����*����$�������$��
SCHOOL GROUPS: (free) ADULT GROUPS: ( GS a person) 
9:00 am to 9:40 am 9:50 am to 10:40 am
Monday�Friday Monday�Friday

10:00 am to 10:40 am 
Saturday

For additional tour and reservation information, 
please call (214) 922�0220, ext. 239

:��.�����������3�!����������������B$���# 
�����#��*�����D
On weekends during the exhibition, various artist demon�
strations and on�going public art activities are available in 
conjunction with 6)-�:)�.*!��.-� They will take place in 
the Museum’s new education wing, the Gateway Gallery

Artist Demonstrations: Sundays �  1:30 to 3:30 pm 
Public Art Activities: Saturdays �  10:00 to 4:30 pm

) �#������������1���������D
These classes will relate to the exhibition and will be 
available through the Gateway Gallery on a fee paid, 
enrollment basis.

For information on program schedules, call the Dallas 
Museum of Art Gateway Gallery at (214) 922�0220, ext. 250.

>=�����������������D

Paintings and scrolls
Calligraphy
Furnishings
Musical instruments
E� masks and E� costumes
Armor, swords, and weapons

)%! ���$!

An educational symposium with renowned Japanese 

scholars participating will be offered free to the public on 

April 6 & 7 from 9 a.m. until 5 p.m.

Friday, April 6

C �'�����&!1��*(�*�-�� ��6)-�:)�.*!��.-

Saturday, April 7

6)-�� ��'��!�6�/*.&0&�<&5&!

For more information, please contact the DMA Education 

Department at (214) 922�0220, ext. 229.

■  Dallas Museum of Art ■  Museum Parking
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COVER

Conceptual illustration for The Shogun Age  exhibition. Produced by Shusei Nagaoka. The 

image illustrates the Japanese archipelago and expresses the idea that beginning in the 

14th century Japan was viewed as a “golden kingdom floating on the eastern edge of the 

ocean!’ The helmet symbolizes “The Shogun Age!’

The Shogun Age

����)�$�#������� ������������������-��$�% 
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The first major travelling exhibition to be presented 

in the new Dallas Museum of Art will be 6)-�:)�.*! 
�.-3 organized by an Exhibition Executive Committee 
from the Tokugawa Art Museum and sponsored by 
Minolta Camera Company, Ltd., Japan. Additional 
support for educational programming includes a 
generous grant from the Texas Commission for the 
Humanities. Only two American cities, Los Angeles 
and Dallas, will host the international exhibition 
before it travels overseas to Paris and Munich.

The Tokugawa Art Museum is the source of the 
exhibition and the repository of the Tokugawa family 
treasures which embody the culture and life style of 
the feudal aristocracy that ruled Japan for twenty 
generations. Describing the new Dallas Museum as 
“a most beautiful and sophisticated facility,” Mr. 
\bshinobu Tokugawa, the Executive Committee’s 
honorary chairman, has said that “the opportunity 

to exhibit Tokugawa artifacts at such a prestigious 
art museum is a great honor and joy for us!’

The Tokugawa Art Museum is the source of the 

exhibition’s 300 objects which date from a two and 
one�half century time span that is universally regarded 

as one of the golden ages of Japanese culture.
The rare exhibition is intended to enhance Western 

understanding of Japanese art and craftsmanship and 

focuses on the life style of the Shogun Court during 
the Edo era, also known as the Tokugawa period, 
which began in the early 17th century and lasted 

until 1867. The practice of designating a “Shogun,” 
or leader of a military government, was introduced 

and established by the '&+*�&� warrior class at the 
end of the 12th century. The works in the exhibit 

represent the personal collection of the Tokugawa 
Shoguns. Also included among the exhibition objects 

are 1&�+�� (feudal lord) possessions that date back 
to the mid�l4th century Muromachi era. The exhibi�
tion will be installed in such a way as to vividly and 
accurately illustrate the manner in which the diverse 
objects were actually used.

B������%���!������

Museum members will be admitted to the exhibition free 
of charge. Museum members must present their Museum 
membership card plus one additional piece of identifica�
tion at the ticket box office.

��!�������'��
DMA M embers..................................................................FREE
A dults................................................................................... $4
Children under 12.............................................................  $2

��#.���
Advance reserved time tickets for public admission 
may be purchased through any Ticketron outlet.
There will be an $.85 charge per ticket purchased at 
any outlet except the Museum box office. For people living 
in the Dallas/Fort Worth metropolitan area, tickets may be 
purchased by calling 265�0789. I f calling from outside the 
metropolitan area, (817) 265�0789 should be used. There 
will be a $1.00 per ticket charge for telephone orders.

3����
Sunday, March 18, until Sunday, May 27. The exhibi�
tion will be closed April 9,10,11 and May 2, 3,4.

��$��
Daily except Thursday: 11 a.m.�6 p.m.
Thursday: 11 a.m.�lOp.m.
Last public admission to the exhibit will be one half 
hour prior to closing.

�����!�����
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April 5, 1984

Dear Nanc y and Ralph:

I can't tell y ou what a great jo y it was for me to  
meet y ou both during m y visit in She rman!

Nanc y, y ou were so sweet and thoughtful about taking  
care of m y eve r y need, and I reall y d on't know what  
I would have done without you. There are not many  
Library Coordinators I felt so at home with that I  
could ask to borrow her curlers! Also, many thanks  
for the shopping bag which enabled me to get my Tex as  
bluebonnets home safely.

I was so impressed with the tremendous amount of  
preparation Iron fajdvisit. I'm not sure if I told  
you I showedwffirything to the Smiths and they thought  
the blue booklet was so professional they thought mv  
publishers had printed it!

The marvelous evening at Tanglewood was truly one of  
the highlights of my visit, and Ralph, I want to than k  
you for being such a gracious host. The beautiful  
sunset over Lake Texoma, the delicious and elegant  
dinner, and the delightful company were like an  
oasis of serenity and joy in a rather hectic week.  
Thank you so much for your gracious hospitality  
and for showing me that Texas isn't all flat and dry!

Having the men come to the Saturday lunch was also  
a great joy for me, and now that you've read one  
children's book, Ralph, I hope you'll read many  
more.

Good luck on your Comps, Nancy. I'll keep my finger s  
crossed for you. And Ralph, I'll think of you every  
time I see the name Oscar Meyer!

Have a glorious time in Spain and I hope our paths  
will cross again some day.

Affectionately,



April 5, 1984

Dear Bonnie and Steve:

I can't tell y ou what a great joy it was for me to  
meet you both during my visit in Sherman1 After our  
many phone calls# Bonnie# I felt as though you were  
an old friend# and you were every bit as charming  
and lovely as I'd pictured you to be!

I felt so fortunate to be under your loving and  
thoughtful care# and do thank you for being so con�
siderate of my every need - even providing me with  
a bag lunch when I needed it like a good mother!

As I wrote in my "official letter"# I have never  
had a better coordinated or publicized visit# and I  
know you were the center from which all that energy  
and care flowed out* The Smiths# too# were very  
impressed with everything as I shared it with them*

The evening at Tanglewood was truly a highlight of  
my visit - the beautiful sunset over the lake# the  
elegant & delicious dinner# the delightful company#  
and dessert in your beautiful home# were such, a  
special treat* It was like an oasis of serenity  
and' joy in a busy week of talks# and I do thank you  
both for your gracious hospitality. I also enjoyed  
meeting your lovely daughter and i t 's good to be  
able to picture all of you in your home with bits  
of Japan from Masaharu Jones and his family!

I also appreciated the men taking time from their  
busy Saturdays to come to the luncheon# and Steve#  
now that you've read one children's book# I hope  
youwill read many more*

Incidentally# a friend of mine knows Bill & Phyllis  
Draughn of Commerce (one of whom teaches spec. ed.  
at West Texas College). Wouldn't it be a coincidence  
if you knew them!

Thank you again for everything# and I hope our  
paths will cross again some day.

Affectionately#
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� A personal story recalls a sordid episode in American history  
endured with fortitude and hope

����, ��<����

By YASHIKO UCHIDA
���	������������	�����

U.S. Sen. Daniel K. Inouye, D�Hawaii, 
wrote of this book that “It is not a his�
tory of the decisions that were made dur�
ing this period (1942 and following 
years), but, rather, it is the story of the 
human lives touched and molded by those 
decisions. As such it is infinitely more 
important and infinitely more precious.” 
Sen. Inouye is absolutely right in his ap�
praisal.

Readers of ������������  may wonder, 
what would I do and what would my fam�
ily do if we were suddenly uprooted for 
no reason other than having specific an�
cestral ethnicity—say, Chinese Ameri�

cans, Afro�Americans, Polish�Americans 
or, for that matter, even Scottish�Ameri�
cans? A normal life is suddenly interrup�
ted, not by natural disaster, but by ill� 
advised decisions of certain powerful 
people, without charge and without trial. 
You are forced to abandon all you pos�
sess, or sell it at a throw�away price; and 
then you are herded into a place which no 
decent human society would call livable.

In 1942, nearly 120,000 American citi�
zens of Japanese descent and Japanese 
residents of the United States were 
forced into this type of situation. The 
Uchidas, the author, her parents and 
Keiko, the author s older sister, were one 
of those families. From the stucco bunga�
low with “the sunny yard in back with

8$����1� �9���:� ��������	�� ��� �������	��� ������ ���		���

1982. 154 pp. $13.98
6

the peach and apricot and fig trees” on 
Grove Street in Berkeley, Calif., the 
Uchidas — minus Papa — were forced to 
convene at the First Congregational 
Church, Berkeley, which was designated 
as the Civil Control Station. Papa Uchi� 
da, a prominent Christian gentleman and 
businessman, had been taken earlier by 
the FBI along with the other Japanese 
men and sent to Montana on suspicion of 
espionage — without charge or trial.

From Berkeley, with bayonet�holding 
armed guards standing by, the Uchidas 
were transported by buses to Tanforan, a 
racetrack stadium across the Bay. The 
Uchidas’ new living quarters were in a 
horse stall in the compound, surrounded 
by barbed wire and armed guards. This 
was their home for four months.

The life there, with 8,000 men, women 
and small children, was absolutely un�
bearable and “everything was erratic and 
[in] short supply.”

In this chaos, however, the people be�
gan to organize themselves. They estab�
lished a school system, began a co�op 
canteen and set up various committees 
and councils to govern themselves.

They were then ordered to move fui � 
ther into the interior from the West 
Coast. They were again accompanied by 
military police on the train, which was 
“an old model, undoubtedly released 
from storage, with shades lowered and 
lights out. They reached a new home af�
ter riding three days and two ngihts.

Their new home was unfinished bar�
racks, hurriedly put together in the mid�
dle of the desert, called Topaz, Utah.

Topaz was the Uchidas’ home — and 
that of 8,000 other Japanese Americans 
— for more than !"� years. Despite all 
sorts of people among them, once again, 
the Uchidas showed their endurance and 
creativity to face day�to�day living in the 
one�square�mile camp. The most — and 
probably the only — happy moment was 
when Papa was returned to the family 
from the camp in Montana. At least the 
family of four was now together.

Yoshiko Uchida kept a diary from 
which ������������ is reconstructed. She 
recorded not only the daily events of 
their lives at Topaz, but also the emo�
tions, questions and discussions which 
prevailed among the people there. She 
speaks particularly of the Niseis (second� 
generation Japanese A mericans). A 
striking comment describes the agony of 
the Niseis who were denied the oppor�
tunity to serve their own country.

We admit today that the incarceration 
of the Japanese Americans without 
charge and without trials was unconstitu�
tional; but Yoshiko brings up a crucial 
right and obligation of citizens of a 
nation: the right to serve one’s country. 
She pays tribute to those Nisei volun�
teers in combat duties — fellow internees 
at Tanforan and at Topaz who joined the 
422nd Battalion and never returned to 
their country.

The book’s epilogue is particularly 
poignant. She writes, “Perhaps I sur�
vived the uprooting and incarceration be�
cause my Issei parents taught me to en�
dure, and then, “looking back now, I 
think the survival of the Japanese • 
through those tragic and heartbreaking 
days was a triumph of the human spirit.”

THE PRESBY TERIAN OUTLOOK

Y A SH IK O  UCH IDA  W ILL  BE I N  THE � � � � � � � � �

ROOM, FR I D A Y , MARCH 3 0 , AT NOON �  

EV ERY ONE I S  I N V I T ED  TO COME AND 

HAVE LUNCH W ITH H ER.



This was submitted to Commentary for publication

THE PARADOX OF "SCIENTIFIC CREATIONISM"

By John Lomanaco
i

Since its proposal over one hundred years ago, the theor y of  
evolution has been the subject of a debate in which the ideas of  
Creationism have been set forth in opposition to it. Th is "conflict"  
has left little room for a reconciliation of ideas, an d has often  
ended in a total refutation of one doctrine at the exp ense of the  
other. It is the náture of this "conflict" which I wish to discus s  
further.

The areas which both ideas concern themselves with deal, in part,  
with the origin and progression of life on this plan et. Both science  
and theology have justifiable "claims" in this area. Scien ce neces�
sarily deals with cause and effect relationships; a  mechanism to  
account for the "first cause" is obviously important.  Theology, in  
turn, must address the questions of individual origin and personal  
identity. Although both fields have an interest in t he same area,  
and offer their own internally consistent explanati ons, this should  
not automatically imply a debate. If we examine the d ifferences in  
approach of science and -theology, this becomes obvio us. The methods  
of inquiry are entirely different. Essentially, sci ence relies on  
pragmatic reasoning, whereas religious beliefs are based intrinsically  
on faith. This does not imply in any way that faith and re ason are  
incompatible; they are simply different modes of th ought characteristic  
to the two fields. It is because of these differences , though, that  
we cannot discuss creationism within a scientific f ramework. "Scientifi  
Creationism" therefore becomes a paradox of terms. Evolution and  
creationism are incomparable as a result, and a deb ate between the  
ideas becomes meaningless-. Several arguments suppo rt this.

Creation would have been a single act by a divine C reator.
It cannot be repeated, and is therefore inaccessibl e to the scientific  
method. The current theory of evolution, though, is  testable, since  
evolution (as scientists currently define it) is oc curing now! The  
act of Creation is revealed through the Bible, and de tails are given  
in scripture. Darwinian evolution, though like any t heory,/is simply  
a tentative explanation.for what we see. It can, and  has, been mod�
ified. It could also be refuted, if appropriate experimenta l evidence  
were presented. The "tentative explanation" model o bviously does  
not apply to the Bible, but most biology students wil l agree: a  
two-year old genetics•book soon becomes scientifica lly archaic.

Creationism must also be excluded from the bounds o f science because  
of its reliance on a supernatural, directive force. Since science  
must on y be involved with the observable and testable , there can be  
no provision for such a force. Finally, the Christian model of  
creation is one of the many creation models in the wo rld; if it were  
treated in absolute terms, as the "one mechanism," it wou ld become  
scientifically dogmatic. Should not other explanati ons also be sought?

In light of the above arguments, the different appro aches of  
science and theology should be clear. The applicabil ity of both modes  
of thought are indisputable, if kept within their b oundaries. Creation  
ism suits its purpose in just this way. The question o f origins can�
not currently be answered by science; no adequate ex perimental evi�
dence can account for "order" arising from "chaos." Experiments  
in molecular evolution, and the like, may eventually fill these gaps  
m  understanding. The creation theory, however, has no gaps. Through  
scriptural revelation and faith, one may achieve und erstanding and  
personal fullfillment.
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March  1 0 ,  1984

Dear Bonnie*

Thanks so much for your publicit y mate rial which looks abso�
lutel y ma rvelous! I think youdid a wonderful job with ever y�
thing, Will y ou save me some extra copies of Focus., . and  
Images.,, for m y files, my publishe r, sister, etc..?

Sorr y t o be raising more questions, but I thought m y m orning  
sessions were going to start later, and wonder if +� Tues.  
and Wed. morning sessions could be moved up to about  10*45  
or so (as at Fairview). My p resentation, including questions,  
takes onl y ab out an hour, and if I began at 9*00 I would have  
two extra hours to fill until lunchtime. (Unless I coul d return  
to the Smiths until the aft. session.)

I ’m just getting over another 2 week spell of fatigue & low  
energ y and am a fraid 9*00 to 2*30 or 3*00 will be too long a  
day for me. Unfortunatel y, I find it tiring just being with  
people - especially when I am meeting new friends each, day.
I do hope everyone will understand if I don’t spend th ose two  
extra hours at the schools as I want to be careful t o have  
enough energy for the Saturday talk & booksigning.

On Friday, I assume the college and U.g, students are goi ng to  
ask questions at the luncjff and I ’m not preparing any pres enta�
tion for them.

I ’ll just wait for your call the week of the 19th for your  
replies to the above, unless you nweed to discuss the cha nges  
with me before then.

If the Deschners haven’t contacted you re the lunch before I  
arrive, I ’ll check with them when I see them, as I se e reser�
vations can be made up to 3/29.

Thank you so much for all you are doing to prepare for my  
visit. I know it is taking a lot of your time and energy.

Looking forward to seeing you very soon!

Hastily,
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2-6-84

Dear Bonnie:

Maureen Hayes, Mgr. Library Services of  
Atheneum Pub., just called me wondering  
about the number of books that had been  
ordered for my visit.

She thought the number ordered (I believe a  
total of 31 Copies of each title)for 6  
schools + the luncheon signing seemed rather  
low and wondered if you understood that any  
unsold copies can be returned.

We've found that it's always better to have  
more copies on hand than not enough, so  
you may waat to reconsider. In fact, by  
the time you get this, Maureen may have  
called you, as I gave her your phone no.

It just occurred to me that maybe children  
would like to purchase my books at each  
school immediately after I've talked to them.  
If you'd like to arrange that, that might  
be easier for the children than having to  
come to a separate signing.

PleaSi JUST do whatever is best for you.
If you'd like to call Maureen, her number  
is (202) 486-2669.

Hastily,
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Janua r y 10, 1984

Yoshiko Uchida
1685 Solano Ave. #102
Berkele y, Ca. 94707

Dear Ms. Uchida;

We are very excited about your visit to Sherman in the  
spring of this year. It will certainly be an honor.
This project is funded with a grant from the Texas  
Committee for the Humanities. It is a cooperative  
effort between the Sherman Public Schools, the Sherm an  
Public Library, and Austin College. An agenda of the  
anticipated events is attached.

This will confirm our financial arrangements. There  
is an allocation of $500.00 for your travel and relat ed  
expenses while you are in Sherman. For each presentat ion  
which you make to the schools there will be $100.00 .
The honorarium for the author luncheon on Saturday,
March 31, 1984, is $300.00. Please contact me if you  
have any questions about the arrangements.

It is my understanding that you will be a house guest  
of Dr. Harry Smith, President of Austin College and  
his wife, Anne.

Once again, we appreciate your participation in this  
project.

Sincerely,

Hope 'Waller  
Library Director  
Sherman Public Library

HW/sdr

CC; Dr. Bonnie Avard, Director of Community Educati on,  
Sherman Public Schools
Anne Smith, Lay Citizen and friend of the author

Enclosure: Agenda of Scheduled Events

SHERMAN, TEXAS ALL-AMERICA CITY



Februar y 5, 1984

Dear Mas! and John:

How wonderful it was to talk to you! Now I'm more eager than  
ever to see you!

In the euphoria of our phone reunion, I wasn ’t clear w hether  
John was free on Saturday 3/31 or not, but I ’d love to  have  
you both come to the lunch, (At Sherman College in Aus tin, Texas  
right???)

In fact, I've written Bonnie Avard (Dir, of Community Edu c’n,  
Sherman School District, P,0. Box 1156, Sherman, Tex. 75090) ,  
who is coordinating my visit, that I'd invited you both to be  
there. Please drop her a note or call (214) 892-911 5, to let  
her know if you can be there and I've asked her to send you  
tickets and details re time and place upon hearing from you.

Khwn after lunch and the booksigging, we could all r eturn to  
Dallas together, and I'll wait to collapse until af ter we get  
to your place. I think you did say you'd come to ge t me  
that day. Or was I m«bxed up on that too! I'm not used  to  
3-way phone conversations, especially with two emin ent pro�
fessors!

I dug out Bonniefs letter to me of July 1983 and her e is the  
official info, so Masi will have everything straights My 
invitation is from the Sherman Public Schools, the Sherman  
Public Library and Austin Austin Austin College, ba sed on a  
grant from the Texas Committee on Humanities. Evide ntly  
Sherman is holding a series of community acfaitirties in con�
junction with the Shogun Exhibit at the new Dallas J yimseum of  
Art.

Oh yes, I also asked Bonnie to secure 3 tickets for us  for  
the exhibit;for Sun. 4/1.

I'll be staying with Harry and Anne during my week in Sherman,  
so you can reach me there if you need to.

I guess that covers everything for now. I can hardl y wait  
to see you!

Love,



Februar y 5, 1984

Bonnie Avard  
Sherman Public Schools  
Sherman# Texas 75090

Dear Bonnies

I've made m y reservations for March and am getting ver y excited  
about m y Texas trip! I ’ll arrive on Monda y# Ma rch 26 via American  
Airlines #464# which leaves Oakland at 8 s56AM and ar rives Dallas  
at 2:05PM. I believe y ou said someone would meet me and I ’d ap�
preciate knowing who to look for later on.

On Saturda y# Ma rch 31# m y friends from Dallas# Prof. & Mrs. John  
Deschner (also good friends of the Smiths)# said th ey c ould pick  
me up. Would it be possible to invite both of them t o the lunch#  
as Mrs. Beschner especiall y exp ressed interest in hearing m y talk?  
1*11 ask them t o drop y ou a note if the y can make it# and I*d  
appreciate y our sending them tickets and details as to time and  
place.

They als o said the y’d be glad t o take me to the Shogun Exhibit  
on Sunda y# s o I wonder if I might impose on y ou and accept y our  
kind offer to secure tickets for me. We'll need thre e for Sunda y#  
April 1# and if the y a re distributed b y time segments as our big  
exhibits are# I think earl y a fternoon would be the 1st choice#  
and ma ybe m orning if nothing else is available.

In case y ou ’d like to contact them directl y he re is their address  
and phone numbers 3211 Drexel Dr.# Dallas 75205# (214)5 28-6898.  
They both teach at SMU.

Please let me know if there is anything further I sho uld know  
about my schedule in Sherman hp^otidfrom what we discuss ed by phone.

And my deepest thanks to you for all you are doing to coordinate  
my visit. I ’m so looking forward to meeting you.

All the best#

P.S. Do please thank Hope Waller for her kind letter a nd ask  
her to forgive me for not acknowledging it. I ’m swa mped and  
trying to cut down on letter writing where I can.



B,ah»aByy55# 1984

Dear Anne and Harr y:

Just a quick n ote to let y ou know I've made m y reservations  
and am getting ver y excited ab out m y t rip to Texas! I'll  
arrive in Dallas at 2:05 PM on Monda y* Ma rch 26th and Bonnie  
Avard is arranging for someone to meet me. So I think  I should  
be inSherman about 3:30 or 4:00 PM.

Perhaps Bonra® has alread y t old y ou about m y schedule# but ve r y  
Briefl y - I speak at 2 elementary schools on Tues. and Wed.
(1 am and 1 early aft.): 2 schools Thursday morning# with a  
booksigning in late afternoon. Friday# I'm meeting i nformally  
with some HS students and maybe with some students on campus(?)  
She mentioned that she had talked with you about th e latter#  
and I think I can manage as long as I just answer ques tions  
and don't have to give a presentation. Saturday wil l be the  
luncheon talk and tjooksigning.

John and Masi thought they could come pick me up on  Saturday#  
and Masi mentioned wanting to hear my talk# so I've wr itten  
Bonnie to ask if we could invite them both to the lun ch.  
Wouldd't it be nice to have them there? Then I'll ri de back  
to Dallas with them that afternoon and spend Sat. and Sun.  
night with them# leaving early on the morning of 4/2.

I can hardly wait to see all of you! What a glorious reuni on  
we'll have!

By the way# I'd like to take the two of you to dinner on e  
night (any day except Thursday which is my heaviest day)#  
so will you save an evaaing for me?

Well# I think this is all the news for now. If you need  any  
further details re my schedule# please check with B onnie as  
she is making all the arrangement.

See you before long!

Fondly#



THE SHERMAN PUBLIC LIBRARY TEXAS COMMITTEE FOR THE HUMANITIES

IMAGES OF JAPAN: BRIDGING SPACE AND TIME  
AGENDA

MArch 7  

March 14  

March 21 Experiences of Japanese and American exchange stude nts ( High school  
Rotary students will discuss their experiences.)

March 28 American Perceptions of Japan before the I nternment ( Dr. Mark Wilkinson  
will lead a discussion concerning this topic.)

March 31 Author Luncheon with Ms. Yoshiko Uchida

Week of  
March 25

Week of  
March 28

5

Presentation to parents and students by Yoshiko Uchid a concerning her  
books andv̂ Tapanese. culture land history.

# � a
��  � !

Public Exhibit anff slide show for public viewing at  Sherman Public Library

-Apri1 2 _-— - Autograph Party; Ms. Yoshiko Uchida will autogr aph her books at the Sherman
Public Library.

April 2 Tour of Shogun Display at Dallas Museum of A rt. This would be a group
(tentative) tour from Sherman to the Shogun exhibit.
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December 28, 1983

Bonnie Avard  
Sherman Public Schools  
P.0. Box 1156  
Sherman, Texas 75090

Dear Bonnies

Have you had an y news yet re the grant?

I'm sure nothing can happen during the holida ys, but it w ould be  
most helpful if 1 could have word one wa y or the other as soon as  
possible. I’ve promised to repl y t o some invitations for this  
spring b y ea rl y Janua r y and need t o know what m y plans for March  
will be. Also won’t the schools need at least 3 months so the  
children can start reading m y b ooks?

I’d appreciate a call when you have definite word. (415)524 -1152.  

Hope you had a good holiday, and best wishes for the ne w year.

All the best,

3  J j u p

• p < J } <  i > u j  *
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Janua r y 6, 1984

Dear Anne and Barr yi

I just had word from Bonnie Avard this week that th ey received  
their grant. So I'm coining! I’m coining! It will be wonderful  
to visit you and to see Mas! & John as well. I do appreciate  
so much  y our gracious invitation to sta y with y ou.

I'm scheduled to be in Sherman the last week of March  with  
3 da ys of talks at 6 elementar y sch ools (2 talks per da y is  
all I can manage), a talk and a book signing at a luncheo n 
on Sat. 3/31 (at your college, I tiling.) And I've decided  
I'd better not tr y t o do an y more as I still have to be careful  
not to over -extend myself and to get plenty of rest.

I'll be planning a definite schedule before long, b ut tenta�
tively, I'll probably arrive on 3/26 and leave Dalla s on 4/1  
or 4/2, and go on to NYC and Conn. Bonnie thought 1 should  
try to see the Shogun Exhibit in Dallas, so am hoping  I can  
work that in sometime �

This means I might be staying with you a whole week a nd this  
seems like a very long visit for a house guest! I k now you  
must be very busy with your college activities, so do please  
let me know if this isn't convenient. I mentioned th is to  
Bonnie and she said she could make other arraugments  for me  
if necessary. So please don't hesitate to let me kno w.

In any case, I'm sure your March calendar is alread y filled,  
so please don't worry about me. I'm very content to  stay home  
and go to bed early these days! Had a physical yester day &  
some blood tests today & we'll see if the Dr. can he lp me get  
my energy level up before spring, I think it's just  that I  
have fed much to do.

Anyway, I'm sc> looking forward to seeing you, and th ank jiou  
again for making this visit possible.

Affectopiaately,



Janua r y 6, 1984

Dear Has! and John:

Here I am with ver y belated g reetings for the new year!
It was good to hear from you and Frances last year, John,  
and this is a quick note to tell you that I hope finall y 
t o be able to see bbthDeschners in March,

The Sherman Public Schools and Librar y had invited me t o 
come Jul y (thanks t o Anne and Harr y), but I didn't
know until this week whether the y g ot the grant that would  
enable me to come. I was waiting till I knew things w ere  
definite before letting you know.

I’ll be Breaking at 6 elementar y sch ools over 3 da ys and  
at an auth or's lunch and booksigning on 3/31. M y plans  
are still tentative, but I'll probabl y be in Texas from  
about 3/26 - 4/1 or 2. My visit is timed to coincide with  
the big Shogun Exhibit, which I hope to see if possi ble.

But my biggest joy will be ir seeing you two and Harr y 8  
Anne. Imagine, this is my first trip to your state!

I've had problems with low energy all last year, inbe tween  
a frenzy of acitivity, but I'm hoping I'll be more fit  by  
March *

SEE YOU SOON! I certainly hope you'll both be in twim  
when I come!

Fondly
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m Nativity • Anonymous Mola, Panama. I llustration from the book "Molas, 

Folk Art of the Cuna Indians” by Ann Parker and Avon Neal. Design 

contributed to benefit the United Nations Children’s Fund (UNICEF). m 

Nativité • Mola, anonyme, Panama. Illustration du livre "Molas, Folk Art of 

the Cuna Indians” par Ann Parker et Avon Neal. Composition offerte au 

Fonds des Nations Unies pour l’enfance (UNICEF). m Natividad • Mola, 

anónima, Panamá. Ilustración del libro "Molas, Folk Art of the Cuna In�

dians” por Ann Parker y Avon Neal. Contribución al Fpndo de las Naciones 

Unidas para la Infancia (UNICEF). m PóamecTBO • AnnjiHKanHH H> � � �� �  

HeH3BecTHoro xyfloJKHHKa (Mojia), IlaHaMa, H3 % � � � � � «Mojia, Hapo«Hoe 

HCKyccTBo HHfleñueB KyHa», >� � �üapicep � �>� �� � �& � � � ��PaóoTa nepê aHa 

HeTCKOMy d>oHAy OpraHH3auHH Oó'beAHHeHHMx Hannñ (K)HHCE4>) �  

finaroTBopHTeJiBHbix uejiax. m
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Bonnie Avard

cation

Sherman, TX 75090

1685 Solano Ave., #102  
Berkeley, Ca. 94707  
Nov. ?, 1983

Bonnie Avard  
Sherman Public Schools  
P.C. Box 1156  
skflTfcman, Texas 75090

Dear Bonnie:

I'm having to make a decision next week about a  
commitment for early May 1984, and this will depend  
on HreYnlSier  I visit you the week of March 26th-27th as  
we had tentatively discussed, or whether it will be  
in April. The reason being, I hope to go east from  
Texas,and need to leave some time to rest up after I  
return to Calif.

I know you can't make firm plans or commitments  
until you know abcnirt the funding, but if it comes  
through, may I assume the dates will be in March?

In order to clarify things I wonder if you'd  
be good enough to call me upon receipt of this  
letter. (415)524-1152.

The group inviting me for May must get its  
publicity out in mid-November since many schools  
and children are participating in a reading program  
which will culminate with my visit in May. Hence  
they are pressuring me for a response, and I just  
need the date confirmation from you. I do anderstand  
the dates will be cancelled if there is no funding.

Yoshiko Uchida

i��j 8 ; ��%� Z

Hastil



1685 S olano Ave., #102  
Berkele y, Ca. 94707  
August I!, 1983

Ms* Bonnie Avard  
Director of Community Edue’n  
Sfefcrman =�&���� Schools  
£.0. Box 1156  
Sherman, TX 89690

Dear Bonnie*

Thank you so much for your lovely letter inviting  
me to Sherman next spring if funding is approved* I would  
be totally delighted to visit Sherman, not only to meet  
you and to visit my good friends, Ann and Harry Smith, b ut  
also to see the Japanese Art Exhibit at Dallas which should  
be fascinating*

I must tell you, however, that because I have problem s  
with low energy (the result of recurring mononucleosis symJifciMai)  
I must be very careful not to over-extend myself* So ordin�
arily* I don’t do more than two school talks a day.  These  
are one hour sessions in which I speak for about :9 minutes  
and 1 answer questions for :9� ��  minutes* And I prefer  
speaking to elementary school children since my current books  
are for grades approximately 4-6. I ’ve found it best not to  
have the groups too large, so 1 can show galleys, m anuscripts,  
sketches etc*

If I were to visit your six elementary schools, I ’d  
probably have to do it over three ��#�.� if that ������ be 
convenient. And if #��� ������� "�� to � ���� at an Author’s  
Luncheon, that would have to be on a separate day.

About finances* I would appreciate receiving RT air�
fare, lodging and meals for my visit. And recent fees I ’ve  
received have been $100 for an hour session at a school and  
about $300-400 as principal speaker at a luncheon or meeting.

Having � ������� the above, I want you to know that I  
realise it is important for you to submit an application w ith  
realistic goals likely to be approved, so please feifel fre e 
to discuss the financial arrangements further with me if  
necessary. If you’d care to call, my number is (415) 524-11 52,  
and no one will answer if I am out.

If you’d like to work in a book-signing some time,  
this might be a way to add to your budget as Atheneum gives  
a 40# discount (minus shipping costs), to groups sponsori ng 
an author visit. Unfortunately, many of my books are now  
out of print, but my 3 Atheneum titles, 1 folk tale collection  
and DESERT EXILE (my adult book) would be available, if yo u’re  
interested. And Atheneum toould provide bios and other publicity



� � A

material' you might need.

I ’m enclosing toda y a c opy of  my bi o and a list of  
published works which I thought might be useful when  y ou 
submit your application for the grant.

I ’ll look forward to hearing from you again* and  
will keep a good thought in hopes I ’ll be able to visit  
Texas next spring.

Do give my warmest greetings to Ann and Harry Smith.

All the best*

Enel : Yoshiko Uchida

b

�



S h e rm a n  Indep end en t S ch o o l D is tr ic t

July 29, 1983

M s . Yoshiko Uchida  
1685 Solano Avenue  
Apartment 102  
Berkele y, CA 94707

D e a r M s . U c h i d a , 0  fft, M  ̂  ' $ � � ^

I am writing to you at the suggestion of Ann and Hatty Smith of Austin College  
here in Sherman. The Sherman Public Library, in coope ration with the Sherman  
Public Schools, is preparing to submitja'-grant application to the Texas Commit�
tee on the Humanities. We- will ask for' funding to hol d activities in our com�
munity in conjunction with the exhibit ito b® held nex t spring in the new Dallas  
Museum of Art (Sherman i:s' 60 miles north;i|bDa 11 ds) • The exhibit is "The Shogun  
Age: The Source of Japanese Traditional Beauty." Enclosed ’ please find newspaper
articles about it. §)  N* f |% '%r yf,

Let me tell you also that last spring Jlhe-fSl̂ ririan P ublic Schools brought chil�
dren's writer/illustratdr Brinfcaii^XjirA^ speakf' at our six elemen�
tary schools. By now you can probably see'“where th is is leading. We are hoping  
that you might consider coming to Sherman next ’s p r i n g p r o b a b l y  late April. The  
Smiths would be delighted to have you stay with them. Hopefu l l y ,  the grant will  
be approved and will pay your^fe^^ >transpprtabldhii ̂and-;;' pther expenses.

Please write and let us know your daily and weekly fees  and if you would consider  
coming to Sherman, Texas in the spring of 1984.

Everything, of course, is very tentative at this point,  but possible activities  
here would be programs at elementary schools, perhaps at  the two middle schools  
and the high school also and an Author Luncheon at Aust in College would be won�
derful .

234�W e s t 5���&�P .O . B ox 2267�• S herm an , T e x a s  7 5 0 9 0  *(21 4 ) 8 9 2 -9 1 1 5
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M s . Yoshiko Uchida A Jul y 29, 1983

I wish I could give you more definite details, but I know you understand our situation.
We are looking forward to hearing from you and hope that before long you will be our guest  
here in Sherman.

Sincerel y,

Bonnie Avard
Director of Community Education

ks

enclosure



Japanese art tour 
to include Dallas
-%�������C$����
��������������6)-�E-0'

T
HE FIRST MAJOR traveling show in the 
new Dallas Museum of Art will be 300 
treasures representing the golden age of 
Japanese culture, director Harry S. Parker an�

nounced this week. Opening on March 17, will be 
‘‘The Shogun Age, The Source of Japanese Tradi�
tional Beauty,” an international show organized 
by The Shogun Age Executive Committee in co� I 
operation with The Tokugawa Reimeikai Foun� « 
dation.

The museum will officially open its new fa�
cility downtown in late January with a perma�
nent collection which will contain many recent 
additions not yet seen by the public, 
r* “The Shogun Age” will contain artifacts dat� „ 
ing from the 14th through 19th centuries, in� j  
eluding samurai weapons, paintings, historical | 

j documents, Noh robes, musical instruments and 
household items. The exhibition will make its J 
American debut Dec. 20 at the Los Angeles 
Cbunty Museum of Art. After closing in Dallas in 
l&te May, the show moves to Paris and Munich.

Sponsored by Minolta Camera Co. Ltd., the 
exhibition is intended to enhance Western un� 

, ftftrstanding of Japan's traditional art and cul�
ture. It focuses on the lifestyle of Shogutt fami�
lies during the Edo era, also known as the Toku� 
$awa Shogunate, which began in the early 17th 
figptury and lasted until 1867. But among the ex�
hibit's rare artifacts are pieces dating back to the 
■iaid*14th�century Muromachi era.
3? ■ The Japanese practice of designating as sho� 
�*! the leader of a military government was in� 
•froduced at the end of the 12th century. During 
'the 260 years of Tokugawa rule, a succession of 
3S shoguns unified Japan and stablilized its gov�
erning system. As a result of this leadership, 
matched by extensive cultural patronage, Japan 
Underwent virtually no social or political 
¡|&ange for more than two centuries. Almost all 

modern Japan’s customs and many aspects of 
its cultural heritage, including painting and lit� 
i erature, were spawned by the Shogun age.

All of the items featured in the Shogun ex� 
; hibit are drawn from the Tokogawa Art Museum 
•in Tokyo, the only museum in existence housing ; 
¡the entire family collection of a 1&�+��� (feudal 
‘ lord). The collection has been maintained and 
increased for 350 years, since the time of the first 

• Lord of Owari Province, Yoshinao Tokugawa, the 
ninth son of the first shogun, Ieyasu Tokugawa.

Parker credits Dallas patrons Liener and 
�Karla Temerlin with “opening the door which 
ledio this unique and historically significant ex�
hibition coming to Dallas next year.” Temerlin 
i s chairman of Bozell & Jacobs, an advertising 
Agency that represents Minolta Camera.
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Lewis & Clark
COLLEGE AND LAW SCHOOL

Lewis & Clark is an independent,  
coeducational college emphasizing  
the liberal arts and sciences. Its at�
tractive 130-acre campus in  
southwest Portland provides excel�
lent facilities for learning. Extensive  
overseas study, off-campus pro�
grams, internships, and student-  
designed majors provide opportuni�
ties for unique academic and  
personal experiences. A diversity of  
geographic origins, academic inter�
ests, and life styles distinguish the  
student body and faculty.

Phone or write Dean of Admis�
sions, Lewis & Clark College, Port�
land, Oregon 97219.503-244-6161  
x240.
Lewis & Clark College follows the letter  
and spirit of all equal opportunity and civil  
rights laws.

A coeducational  
liberal arts and science  
college located in subur�
ban Philadelphia.

27 majors in art,  
business administration  
and accounting, com�
puter science, liberal  
studies, humanities,  
social sciences, the  
sciences, medical tech�
nology, and physical  
therapy.

Small classes, 13-1  
student faculty ratio.

Dean of Admissions  
Beaver College  

Glenside, PA 19038

(215) 572-0132

V J

Make the most of what you are 
at Austin College, Sherman, Texas

Austin College, a 134&year&old Presbyterian college,
features:

• an excellent academic reputation

• innovative programs in the liberal arts and pre�

professional studies which focus on spiritual, intellec�

tual and emotional growth

• a distinguished, dedicated faculty in a small, caring�

residential community (93 full&time faculty members,�

1,150 students)

• an extraordinary acceptance rate of AC graduates to�

medical schools and other graduate and professional�

schools

• a comprehensive student financial aid program

Call or write: Admissions Office�

Campus Box N�

Austin College�

Sherman, Texas 75090�

(214) 892&9101

ners. Martha could have felt even more 
the love and caring from her good friend 
and Ms. Madison would have had less 
anguish over not knowing how to help. 

�&��(�!-�:5-�(�!. 
�&')�!.��!3�P���

Thank you for the article, “ Journey 
Through My Friend’s Death.” As both 
a cancer patient and friend to cancer pa�
tients, I found it refreshing to see an arti�
cle that portrays life more the way it usu�
ally is than some of those “highly inspi�
rational” pieces in other religious publi�
cations.

Not every Christian woman finds the 
power to be honestly cheerful, accepting 
and courageous under such circum�
stances. One should not have to feel that 
she has failed somehow if she is not al�
ways a model of faith and courage. I 
want neither to have to pretend for thé 
sake of others nor to feel guilty when 
faith, acceptance and serenity are not 
evident.

:&!1�&�N��;&''0-(( 
_-(�-!5�(-, 7-!!'�(2&!�&

REAGAN HELPS NEEDY  
In reflecting on your otherwise excellent 
editorial in March ��P� (“The Bible in 
Our Future’ ’), there is one portion that I 
must challenge—your statement that 
President Reagan overlooks concern for 
the poor. Mr. Reagan has expressed re�
peatedly and demonstrated his concern 
and determination to provide help for 
the truly needy.

Why not focus some attention on the 
manipulations of politicians and labor 
leaders who hide behind a facade of an�
xiety for the poor and downtrodden, 
while primarily looking after their own 
interests? Why not weigh more carefully 
the merits of our entitlement programs 
and eliminate those unworthy of our 
support?

Furthermore, I do not appreciate 
your cartoons, with their leftist implica�
tions. I deeply resent questionnaires 
sponsored by the media, pitting bread 
against bullets and then happily an�
nouncing that polls are in favor of a 
nuclear freeze. These problems are far 
too serious to be dealt with simplistically.

;-�!&�N��6&�(�� 
P�1.-����� ; K&!'&'

PAGE 8 / JUNE A.D. 1983



�������

A FOCUS ON ORLANDO  
Sarah Cunningham’s news analysis, 
“Thé Dilemma of Orlando” (Focus, 
April ��P�), struck me as being very 
much on target. For a president to iden�
tify himself too closely with a certain re�
ligious viewpoint in order to exploit it 
for political gain must result in the loss 
of perspective. A  decent tolerance for all 
sincerely held religious convictions re�
quires a detachment attained only by 
distancing oneself politically from any 
one persuasion. I f we get to the point 
where the White House promotes a cer�
tain religious viewpoint—and through 
political clout seeks to promote its bias 
—then we have opened the door to dic�
tatorship.

6��C�0&�1��/(&!1 
;-)�.)����-'3�A(���1&

The dilemma is not and was not in Orlan�
do, but in the minds of Christians like 
myself, trying to assess the “real” ob�
jectives of ��P� and our denomination�
al leaders who support such positions.

Ms. Cunningham, left�handedly, crit�
icized President Reagan for supporting 
school prayer and for opposing aboli�
tion. She criticized him further by using 
someone else’s quote comparing him 
with Adolf Hitler. Later, she quoted a 
seminary president who admonished 
Reagan “not to identify a democracy 
with God.”

We need to rethink our objectives. On 
what basis do we deny recognition of 
God in our government and in our de�
mocracy? On what basis do we compare 
our president with Hitler and, at the 
same time, endorse abortion and the 
killing of millions of babies? On what 
basis do we use four pages in ��P. to sell 
the idea that “the church is alive” in the 
Soviet Union (April ��P�� when we 
all know it is persecuted?
��P� is not only out�of�focus, it is out 

of touch with its constituency. The loss 
of credibility is becoming incredible.

T��)&�1�6&�(�� 
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HAIL AN ELEGANT FRUGALITY  
“Elegant Frugality”—this significant 
phrase in the title of an article by 
Richard Austin in March ��P� struck a 
very responsive note for me, expressing

neatly what I have been feeling for some 
time___

Austin points out, for instance, that 
Disney’s dream, Epcot, was conceived 
before the energy crisis. I find it interest�
ing that my 15�year�old granddaughter 
was bored by it during her visit there at 
Christmastime. As Austin implies, and 
as my granddaughter found it, Epcot 
was already out of date.

Austin believes, as do I, that simplify�
ing our lives can enrich them truly. Let 
us do away with over�stimulation and 
clutter. Let us invoke closer contact with 
the rest of the living world and develop 
an “elegant frugality.”

�&��(�!-�%��:+��) 
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COUNSELING CANCER PATIENTS  
As a recovered terminal cancer patient 
(never victim) and the director of the 
Cancer Counseling Institute in Wash�
ington, D.C., I wish that Nancy Madi�
son had known about cancer counselors 
in order to include them in her list of ex�
perts to call for helping her friend and 
herself (“Journey Through My Friend’s 
Death,” March A .D.). Cancer counsel�
ors are professional psychotherapists 
who are trained to help cancer patients 
move out of the helpless, hopeless con�
dition that Martha experienced. Pa�
tients learn to take charge of their lives 
and to mobilize the defenses of the body 
against the disease in order to allow the 
medical treatment to do its best work. 
At minimum, patients can learn to be 
aware of their emotional needs and get 
them met, thus putting some pleasure in 
each day that is lived. Martha could 
have learned that it was not necessary to 
“be strong for the family,” thus giving 
all of them an opportunity to help each 
other while there was life and to say 
goodbye with appropriate grief and less 
guilt and frustration when the time 
came. Trained counselors have the skills 
needed to teach this.

Ms. Madison spoke of holding Mar�
tha “briefly.” I wish that she had held 
Martha much, much more—to fulfill 
their bonding needs, helping each other 
to be physically close and emotionally 
open. The sharing of such bonding is 
one of the greatest pleasurs and a contri�
bution to the well�being of both part�

��������#������$�
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THE FACE 
OF PRAYER
Abraham M enashe, award�
winning photographer of >!!-� 
Q�&�-3 brings together 50 extraor�
dinary photographs of people of 
many different faiths, around the 
world, in the act of prayer.

"Splendid!"* 
says Henri J. M. Nouwen 

k�  book that profoundly mani�
fests the universality of prayer."

Cloth $25 • Paper $15 • Knopf
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Specify Lake Shore L ifetim e  
Alum inum , to  be sure o f yeort o f  

trouble-free service.
�!�Repointing, Rustproof.

Custom designed fo r you olone.  

PHONE FREE) 800-458-0463 
FREE CATALOG

WRITE, WIRE OR PHONE 814-456-4277

�%)�� ������ (%�)����� ��	,
P. O. BOX 59 AD ERIE, PA. 16512
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