
Jimmie-san — The lucubrations, for what they are worth. They 're a good 
deal meagerer'than I had thought they would "be. 

8/2/42 — This even, went to a meeting of young christians,  which was 
ghastly. L'esprit nisei .just isn't lively enough for me. O ne told 
a tearful story of a young girl with a father and a mother.( imagine) 
and they are terrible people. But all that is to the good , the young girl 
remaining christisnly courageous and patient. So then, i t is necessary 
that we bv, also as courageous as this brave child bec ause one  SXXM can 
see that it pays to be courageous, etc. etc. I couldhave tol d the whole 
story before it was told, and t)ie whole moral too. I kept won dering 
during this whole nauseating process what would think, wi th 
his ideas on the nisei. All that happened was a confirmatio n of what he 
thinks of them. Of course, his idea is skewed too since he is kibei. 
How complex things are. Tut. 

I will never go again. 
8/3/42 — They wish to include among the courses to be offere d at thé 
high school one in etiquette. But truly, it will be imposs ible to 
teach the youngster even the simplest rules of behaviour.  At times, I 
must employ all my will-power not to see them in the di ning hall. 
Doubtless, they come from the farms where decent conduct  (bonne mime) 
doesn't maftftK figure as an important thing. If they ask m e to take 
one of these classes, I shall refuse. 

What is one to do. At times I want with all my heart to rid m yself 
of this camp. But one must realize that above all one is of the color 
of one's birth. What can one do outside of one's group or  of one's 
nation? Must realize that clearly. So then, it is a matte r of educa-
tion, and if I have~ ideas to propagandize, what better mean s than the 
schools. This is all too superficial, too unthinking, too conscious of 
appearances — in short, too too. There's the sore point. Even those 
who think in laége terms find themselves lost, out-side of  cliques, 
marked by the people as a little odd. To put it in a nutshel l, the 
nisei are tiresome. 
8/6/42 — Monday night went to a meeting of writers. Ten peo ple:_ 
4 women, the rest men. One was in the process of reading a sh ort history 
by Farrell, whose Studs Lonifcan was much admired by Hand. This story 
is full of cuss words and disreputable women. Everyone did th eir best 
not to appear put out by all this. The pronouncement was mad e 
that Farrell had much "social consciousness", that he had an  "admirable" 
style, and then another story was read. Same procedure,  ''/hat a farce. 
Always it seems to me that  i"  hold back, that I can never say exactly 
wfcat I want to say. But finally, that evening, I had to say that in 
my view, a certain author used too many words to describe wh at should be 
said indirectly through the actions of the character. T oo true, says 
the leader, but perhaps the author didn't want to do tha t. Finish. Ah 
me. And this group are the intellectuals among the Nise i? What is 
one to do. And if I insist upon an examination less super ficial of 
things, it is very possible that one will find me insuffera ble pedantic, 
full of amibition to trot out my little meausre of intell igence. Where 
can I find a milieu to my taste?  -

Also went t ) a class in human relations, according to rumo r. The 
instructor is perhaps twenty-five.  •  The dangers of petting were dis-
cussed. The instructor was much discomfited; after man y hesitations, 
he confided o the class that he wished to teach economic s and not 
human relations. Followed the fatal explanation. It was h orrible. 



8/7/42 — I am in now the department of adult education to  teach English 
to the Japanese. Dr. Frances prefers 
what she calls the direct methods; that is to say, MKXK KXXlXKXSKKSSa 
English only is used in the class. One starts by using pict ures of very 
simple things. McArthur, etc. Much repetition. But what  gives me 
great joy is that all of them are so eager to learn that the y make much 
effort. 
8/8/42 — Today, I went to another meeting of the write rs where Mr. 
Cook judged our work. What shocked me is the naivete, t he terrible 
lack of style,  ±ks.  of a regard for words, in short the lack of everything , 
and the presence of nothing. For example: a wringing histor y in which 
figure a drunken man, a saintly patient woman who loves hi m and six — 
truly, six — children, dirty, and without clothes. .Wha t a paradox — 
there is a war, but there is also this holy love. God sa ve us. The 
poor young author became red with chagrin and did his bes t to explain 
his philosophy. Ah dear. And this Mr, Cook — he stinks. 

I onday, I will have my first class in English. And I fin dmyself 
quite nervous, but what must be remembered is that the people are interested 
in the lesson and not in me. I hope I can remember this. 

At times, the critic in me is too much in evidence. And yet I do 
not have either the courage or the ability to insist or to e xplain my 
point of view. Necessary to do this mysterious thing called "growing 
up," When I first went to see Dr. Frances, she asked if I  were the. 
little girl for the sewing, R.I.P. 

8/8/42 (????) — Went to a meeting of the little theatre  club of which 
the leader is this famously charming . Very much at his ea se. 
Scenes from Winterset, the Women ? Golden Boy, etc. read — scenes full 
of passion,anger, etc. Several of them quite good. Espec ially the boy 
who read the role of Garth. A little exaggerated, but a€ l east, he gives 
signs of being alive. 

After that, they sought to formulate the aims of the clu b, which 
demonstrated once more the ineptitude of the Nisei in discuss ing these 
matters. It was decided that it was necessary to state t hat the 
club wished to spread "cultural refinement." "Lord love us. Followed 
a grand discussion — what is culture, etc. What does one sa y now. 

Yesterday, visited the after the school. Discussion of 
translations of Japanese words. Especially those words so vivid 
shibui and .gorotsuki. Very amusing, because they made faces, elaborate 
gestures, small scenes to explain.~ And I in turn the same t o explain 
shibui. Sage observations on the importance of usage, of  connotations, 
etc, 
8/12/42 — Sunday even, went to the home of , the most intell i-
gent nisei I have met among the nisei. He speaks slowly, wit h a certain 
deliberation and reminds me of Frick. We spoke of the te ndency of 
people to use words which say nothing. E.G., "Cultural ref inement." 
Much gratified at the immediate response — negative. And r elieved, 
because if I had tried to explain myself even at the , I k now 
there would have been no reaction. 

We talked of methodology also — can the humnistic studies c ome 
under the aegis of science, etc. 

Everything can be aired here. Or can it. 
had already related the little adventure in the class of 

human relations. suggested that we go en masse, but I d isagreed. 
Doubtless the instructor is an ass, but after all it is his class. We 
don't have the right to go to mock him only. 



Monday evening, another meeting of these so-called writ ers. Scored 
immense triumph as this abominable Cook smiled upon m y offering. But 
it is his function to admired all that he can. This gangly read 
also; he as a veritable flair for words, but what he rea d struck me as 
too flamboyant. Scenes of love a la Hollywood, and actual ly in Hollywood. 
He is perhaps twentypfive. But of all the writing, I like his the best. 
He knows the way of words and how to play with them. 

8/14/42 — Already the 14th. Surprizing how quickly the tim e passes. 
Yesterday cam to see me and we talked. She's a very inte lli-
gent young girl, but if one passes time with her, one beco mes bored. 
Why, I don't know. I suspect because of her triviality ma sked under this 
intellectualistic jargon which she has absorbed parrot -like at school. 
A judgment perhaps a little severe, but I certainly am not aware of any 
prejudice against her. 

It's very warm these days. In the afternoons, I am so sleep y, I 
doze, must doze, and even in the class-room. Not so fitting . 

I have now a class of kibei — very intelligent. The majori ty are 
students from college in Japan and surprize me continu ally because they 
know grammar so very well. But, just as I experienced in s tudying a 
language, they are troubled by the simplest things. F or example, the 
use  tf  the definite article, etc. For example, one can say ver y 
correctly — the dog is kk a useful animal, but one can f t say — The 
mifck is good for children. They ask why. Long explanatio ns on usage 
and idiom, etc. At the beginning, they took me rather gr udgingly. But 
I marched out all  my  great knowledge of this and that, and they are better 
to me now. There is among them a poor Mr. who seems pro ud of 
never having gone  to  school. Undoubtedly a pretence. He is unhappy 
because we speak too much of grammar. But the knowledge o f the others 
surprises me. 
8/23/42 — Last Sunday, there was a great meeting of the f arm-workers, 
which was an experience for me. Word of the meeting was passed along 
by word of mouth, it seems and people simply congregated in one spot. 
No formal organization, etc, The poor stage hands, th ere for a Y.P.C. 
meeting, were in a spot. They yelped for the leaders of the me eting 
and finally seemed to get just a little hysterical with thei r insistence 
that they were only stage hands. Finally some young fe llow got up and 
called for quiet, saying, "From now on we'll speak in Japan ese." I got 
the impression that he, at least, was rather put out bec ause English was 
spoken so much. Of course, his resentment was due to the fa ct that he 
couldn't understand English. How many others feel so? Some  guy named 
Kato got up — very moderate. "Come on, gang, let's wait un til we 
find out exactly what's what on the food situation, befor e we do any-
thing." Fully expected to see him booed off the stage, tu t no noise. 
The crowd seemed rather surprised at its own size, and j ust a little 
afraid of its own power. So we just stoodaround. Other s peakers got 
up — all moderate. One mangai — really good. "After all, w e can't 
expect the American government to give us all its attenti on, since it 
would appear that other affairs are keeping them bus$." Lau ghter. 
Of course, a few called out remarks, etc., but on the whole a well-
behaved crowé, not because it wanted to be but because it s imply was. 
Then the meeting seemed to have been called off — but a g reat noise. 
We went back. Some poor fellow up there, all alone, doing hi s best 
to keep the crowd cool — voice cracking a little. "Come on , people, 
be good." Someone had said that such and such a messhall had no food 
for tomorrow. "O.K. What's the number. We'll go down a nd get food, 



School. As for Adult Ed, there is this to say: they come  to class "because 
they wish to come. The others, because they will have to come . But 
"outside 11, it will^mean more when one says one taught in High school, 
I think. And it will he a good experience for me; one goes a round 
picking experiences as if they were daisies. But accordi ng to what 

says, they will close the class of Kibei. Which would be a 
shame. They are so eager and it would be a bad thing to close this . 

There is something in me — I don't know what — which makes 
people uneasy when with me. E.G. who is very nice but not at 
ease when she is with me and yet comes. Why?. I like peop le who can 
offer a tussle energetically. 

9/14 — Joyouse news. A scholarship has come through. In Massachusetts, 
near to , which will be nice. Strangely, I am not so happy as 
I should be. To pick up and go, start all over. Departure  from the 
familial bosom, liust be done. 

9/17 — Have left the high-school as it isn't good for the kids t o have 
a person for one or two weeks and then someone else. But for the time 
there, I was completely disgusted. No system, no books, n othing. 
Monday — that is to say, the first day of „school — at three o'cloc k 
a meeting of the teachers. .tells us that books must be order ed 
before five o'clock. But what do I know about text-boo ks. For the 
sophomore classes ordered the books, consulting, so to s ay, 
with Miyako and me. But for the senior class — what a mess. _ _ _ , 
a model of efficiency, tells me it's upt to me. So then, the bo oks must 
be had or there will be none. I meke up an order. What a farce. 
tells me it's the same story in the grammar school. has l ost 
his head. Key tells me he had her write the book orders  7 five times. 
Walker became furioux. _ _ _ says it's absolutely stupid. Fuss, 
-fuss. But it is a new school. Perhaps there are some excuses . 

The army permit does not come through. 
9/18 — Here is in a new role. He gives me a job, with wide 
and generous dispensation. Very interesting as I am to type out 
copies of the confidential reports of block managers. T he difficulties 
revolve about: 1. wood; 2. the dining room; 3. the latrin es; 4. 
the confusion in authority and procedure; 5. lack of neces sary uten-
sils (mosp, etc.). 

10-1 — Today comes out nry poignant story of love lost. _ _ _ _ _ tells 
me it must be autobiographical. He says it with such grand assurance 
that answering is useless. At times he is too heavy abo ut his brand 
of psychology. But charming. 

No permit yet. Monday .left. Looking very much — facing 
the brave new world with courage, etc. 

If that damnable permit doesn't go through, I will go mad . 
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because the Administration has promised no one shall g o hungry." The 
Ad seems like a great white god. Random calling out of nu mbers. One 
voice saying that none of the mess-halls had food. "O.K. Wi ll the 
people who know there isn't any food please come up here o n the stage." 
Dammit — not one. Irresponsible trouble-makers. But sti ll the crowd 
wouldn't go home. Milling about, seeming to take pleasu re in it. Finally 
a darling, Bible-like old man — overalls, dirty brown coat , salt and 
pepper beard — got up. "I'm just a conceited old man, t o get up here 
at all, but don't you think we've talked enough tonight? I t's getting 
late. Let's go home, no?" And so we went home. Since then, food 100% 
better. 

The revue has made its appearnce. The little story of 
seemed more interesting, less naive, when I read it in th e review. The 
power of the printed page. 

At the meeting of the U.C. club met . A tall man, thin, 
black hair, well-defined eyebrovis — in a word, well-put t ogether .And 
with a sense of humor. Forgot all my timidity, spoke as wor ds came. 
Very funny. He toldus wishes the W.K.A. to give us clothes . 
I asked him if such a gift would not rob us of our sense of indepe ndence. 
He said he did not know. 

Monday evening — writers. The editor of the newspaper came. 
Very gentle, eyes sdc a la Peter Lorre. Smoked  -a  pipe, didn't say much. 
He pleases me. We discussed the meeting. I quoted on the 
error -the administration has made by not allowing a Japa nese newspaper. 
Consequently, the Issei don't know what happens. Three days later — an 
editorial signed by discussing the same idea, without gi ving 

or anyone else a word of acknowledgement. Mr. < how 
could you. 

9/4/42 — En© uraging letter from the National Student Re location. 
Candidate at .Smith for scholarship. I find myself pcik ed up by the news, 
but not flying. Many a slip between, etc. 

Now is a very black period for me. -Without aims, without interests. 
One must wait. Doubtless everyone finds themselves from time to time 
in this fix. There is nothing that can be done for a termper ament like 
mine. 

came at last. We talked of this and that. The next 
evening he comes to build us a bench. And yesterday, his  sister, he, and 
I go to hear this famous . But there is something wrong, a certain 
mal-aise. He tried to take my hand, but I said no. I think r eally 
that he expected to find me as before. But this is not m y responsibility. 
He tried to force the issue, to bring it to a head, at a bad ti me. And 
he is not as he was in . Less careful, more gross, less commo n 
sense. His attitude is subtly different. Which hurts me. Not he — 
but this change in him. 

Present at a meeting of high-school teachers. Very tiresom e. A 
teacher gives us instructions in excersize. Lord love us . And the 
Caucasians have for the most part a patronizing attitude toward us. 
For example when (a nise) gave a little talk, Gunderso n praises 
him for his grammar, his vocabulary, his diction etc. But w hy? When 
the others spoke, he was not moved to praise them. Surpris e at the com-
petence of a Nisei? And this abominable Cook. Same attitu de. Save 
He is unpretentious, himself, a human being. 

9/12 — How tiresome. To remain in Adult Ed or to go to th e High 


