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THANKS A

.. .for the many hours they spent in the
preperation of our meiden issue, ond in
sympathy for the gray hairs they must
have scouired, we here give thenks to
Roy Hameiji and Yosh Cgits, first and
' succeeding editors respestively of the
PULSE.
+++both heve relochted but were it not
for their initiel plens end effort, the
PULSE could not heve been, May this

first issue merit their spprovel




FOREWORD

WITH.THIS ISSUE #WE INTRODUCE §§£§§, L MAGKZIVE
SUPPLEMZNT TO THE GRANADA PIONEER. TO AMACHE,‘A
CITY CUT INTO THE DRY PRAIRIE AND FULLY POPULATED
IN A PERIOD OF ONE MONTH, ﬁE DEDICATE THIS PURLI-
CATION, IT I3 OUR PURFPOSE AND DESIRE Td FEEL AND
REPCRT THE PULSE OF OUR CITY THRQUGH THE ¥EDIUM
OF STORY, ESSAY, A¥D 1'OBM. MAI PULSE EXPRESS TR~
1y OUR THCUGHTS, OUR PLANMS, CUR HAPFINESS, QUR

SADNESS. MAY IT RECORD THE HEARTEEAT OF AMACHE.

Qoe O e 2utlard

Joseph H. McClelland
. Reports’ Officer
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‘Seeped away their voices,

A watchtower 1onely on the pralrle
Goggled its gray monocls in the. hlgh w1nd.
Watching the slownsss of the changing color
Of winter day, from ‘deep purple of dawn 3
To yellow noon and to dark brown of -dusk,
The prairig knew no‘strangers from the West

Uprooted into the center of Ameflca 2
To slip between military~cup and polltlco 1ip.
Zut the pralrle was yellow from the beglnnlng

Its dlreotlon every day.
But the prairie stood unmoved,
Nonchalant of rlse and fall of life

One ‘snow-is-coming day
Strivped cottonwcod trees rlpped (
The shoulder seams of the prairie,
~-Don't carry high you chip.
The wind is sharp, 'mough to blow you “down
You, down-gnd-outer ! RS, _
And the low diving clouds menaced the wounded homage
There a wise old men said, "Seek the firesids.
Cf the meakness, under the cover of ‘yallow
Skin of thg prairie." (like cattle safe in the corral)
Defied a young-man =--Stand hlgh against

The- wind of hatred, and shout the very battle-cry of the War:
The expanse of the winter dasolatlon 5

i o

As frost thawed under - sagebrushes =
“And the earth was as black as it could be

A watchtower lonely on the prairieSJ
Goggled its gray monocle in the high wind..
—-vﬁnder 1t, 8 corral of sh%pped dapanese.




this vay; Juokson hus & dabo,
In fact, he hag two datus,

t vas
soo?

Seturday mornin® he ‘usks a fruil tos

2 donce thot night ond she cccepts be-
cause Jackson ain't the type to take no
for an answers That same afternoon he

makes onother dete, plumb forgettin!

asbout the first one.

Comes evenin' and the ugly situation
devme on him; he's up « stump, But do
you think Jackson is worried? Shueks,
no. He's pretty dern certain cbout his
ability +to snake out of such predica-
ments. He Just
white teeth. TYou see, he sends his kid
brother tc tell the ohicks he was sorry
but he wouldn't be cble to meke it that
night; he was gsicl: somdthin' owful,. .

The kid brother -comes back with gooey
‘messages of regrets whieh makes Juckson
feel pretty good. He pats himself on
the baeck, thinkin' sll the time thot
he hos o smert heudy But stayin' at
home clone don't jibe so goed with his
restless necture, so he culls overvihe

gang cnd sitsin on o gume of pinochlée .

Along  about eight otelock, comes
knock on the door; Jacksen yells, "Come

smiles and shows his,

ori.in M pob soundin’
in walks one of the gals ho doted. Nob
aminute loter the cther chick hikes in,

“mind you now; in good faith these
guls come . cver Ho noy their respects
in perscny they come separabgly though,
beonuse cne don't know about the other,

6iCh wy —iiy ond

ind there's Jackson deslin' out unother
hond =s slick as you pleuse.

The  tension was terrific. Ne one
said nothin'...not even the guls, They
just,. stood there,burnin' up inside, and
eye-balléd Juckson with o slice of 1ece
that froze him plenty. Brother, it was

-~ the firsttime Isee Jackson wnd he can't

say nothin'e I'm tellin' you, Juckson
was reclly sick thens..in fact he wa
kinds green and he looked like he wanted
to crawl in between a crack in the briek
floors

ees¥hich reminds me thob Jackson
ain't been so cureless about his dates
since them,and he ain't quite as cocky
as ho wuvsed to be, and he don't like
nobody tc sty nothin' cbout ite Funny
bhing, cin't 1t? :

Ty
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ﬂﬁaro siammed the office door bohind
4 him and slowly headed for home mut-
tering, "Gee, I can't -let the geng duwn."

His tortured expression reflécted
the struggle his troubled thoughts were
fighting, = concerning the coming party
the office force iwas planning. The
gang expected, him'tc date a girl for
the affair
entire life been able to gather enough
courage to ask any girl to anything.
How did they expect him to do it now?
They just didn't realize the difficulty
he had with girls...especially when it
concerned girls.

He rewembered with a smile the happy
days
work end the determination to get some-
where in the world, iorkingin a stuffv
office all day and then attending night
classes at' the business college were
nothing compared with whathe was going
through +‘today. True, his classmates
often hailed him with; "How's the book
worn, today " orf "Hello, how's ths walk-
ing library?" but he didn't mind. He'd
Just as soon Sﬁudy s look at a girl,
anyway. Girls scarsd him,

Life . in the center proved a little
more comblipﬁting, however,
50 much leisure time on hand Taro no
longer had a legitimate excuse for nob
accepting sédcial invitations. The of=-
fice stafii always razzed whenevsr he
said anything anti-sccial. OUnce, one
‘of the girlsin the office even offered
to ”arrange a blind date for him,'much
to his embarrassment.

This time he hagt to go through with
the party, girl and'all, «fter all, it
was a sbaff affair anid the buoys really
tried <o help him out by advising him
on how to go about asking-a girl for a

dete, "Just hand her the' invitation,'
they said. That sounded easy enocugh.
"I wonder if I should step by and

I‘ ' ol
I ¥ @ ,l rl I‘T"_,.‘ i
j.i i e o/ i ‘z,’fh’}g,, ¢

By SUYE ,2*

‘me out.

wheri he had never in his’.  friends back home," he contlnuea

_,crossed his fingers while he
when his only worries were home- ,

for with :
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ask Hanako? Naw, she probably wouldn't
go with me. Maybe scomsone else already
asked her. Oh well, I gusss 1t woen't
hurt to ask anyway," he thought, as he
whistled feebly and turned nis steps
toward her spartment.

 "She's a good sport. She might help
-After all, we were. pretty good
ha 1?
praying..

48, Het approached her dopr, Tars's
stcmaoh turned-cold and beads of ver-
spiraticn. formed ¢n his brow, but ha
raised his {fist
three - times. He held his breath and
walted.
The . door cpened and pretty Hanako
said, "Why, hello, Tarc, wonl't you come
ln?l!

"o - nu,charks, ‘T -~ I just want to
ask you something.” he stammered.,

"Yes, what is it?" her sweebt viice
asked. :

"4h ~ er - it's likethis - ah - mey=
be this will expilain betier than T can,"
he falfered as he fished in his puckets

~and drew cut the invitation o the party.

He jerked it toward her.

Hanako btock it gently and resd it.
She smiled warmly as she looked up-and.
said, "Why surely, I'1ll be uniy too
glad to go." ’ :

Tarc's jaw dropped

swallowed and gasped, "G = gosh, thanks
a million!® as he stumvled ocut, almost

Tor,etting to say gocdbye .,

A sigh of relief escaped him as he .
continued toward home.

"Now, that wasn't so bad," he sang,
almest gally. Then suddenly he stopped
end groaned "Oh, g-gosh, Tthat pardy is
tonzght and now I'1l ‘have to go. Maybe
the worst isn't over after all,"

CTHE END

bravely and knocked .

in surprise and . .
. his voice failed him for & mument. He . .
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Nt was buck in Santa Anita amid the .o
! o ans - . .
‘-~ prevalling confusion, strife, and
bitterness, that Shozi Oniki was in=-"
spired to write this pcem.

He has truly captured the feeling
which all nisei felt st the time,

Because of the love he feels for hi
country, Shozi recently dou¢%dmme

the niseil combat mwma F N
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+{You mmq%ﬁﬁm / :
: in equkl ¢ in the battle of 13%
“You accmwﬁ se believe in the right for

13fel Huwoww%h and the pursuit of happiness
So when ¥ m% ‘ironically ask, do you believe?
T proudly mﬁ wer, with my head held high;
1 am an Américen, . :

cume the memorable December the Seventh.
ecause of the blood that flows in ‘my veins;
~Ppeople were forsaken and shunned,
Discriminated, they were put intoc camps. !
. Oh, how my heart was sore with grief;
"' For my hmerica had lost @ chance %o
prove hersell to the world.

Today, forsaken, discriminated, trampled, and shaken,

I 5%ill believe in you, 5% hmericn,
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My america is not that America which put me hsre.
My ifmerica is fur greauter, more domScwawh

s pperiH

the living dream, of our forefathers. L
= Perhaps, that america is dsad for soms %]

. But for me, it is living underneath in the H—
: hearts of true imericans, 3

\A\f\ﬂdo no matter how hard the test,
The suffering 1 may “endure;
My destiny is forever linked with yours.
I still love you, my Amerioca.
4




A YOUNG
IS WISH

‘aggello, Jos.
- # The same as usual?',

1 nodded to the big man behind the
white counter. "Yeah,.gimme ia cupof
coffes and a couple of doughmits.™

It was o warm night. Outside, the
sidewalks wera orowded with people en-
Joying the night air. They were geing
to movies, on their way to s~me amuse-
ment  spet, Wwindow shopping, or Just
walking, S

Automobiles

MAN GOT
BUT. ¢

What'll it be toulght? ~

were rolling along the
streets. Gay, young people in open
roadsters, sophisticated looking people
in 1u_gP oiack gars, ordinary peopls
in-ordinary cars,all drlv:ng somewhere
in the w9rmAn1ght.

heross the street, the neon sign on

ths theater merquee wes gaily flashing
the iatest attractions. The ewer chang-
“ing Lights of the treffic signals blink-
ing red and green, the bright headlights *
of automobiles, the Dblus fluorescent
11gnts in the' largp windows ofstores,’

*he reflestion of the lights on the
SUrﬂe% oar railss all.added to the gay—
ness and warmth of the nlgbt

' "Here you are, Jos. ~The coffee's
fresh, I just made it a few minutes
The big man
the soffee and doughnuts before

I was ti1l thinking of the night
tossed 5 dime on the counter., "It

"of-this state,

was smiling as he’

AT AN LT

.-‘%—

| b
sures-is a mnice night, ain't it?" I said
looking outside again.

"Yes, this (alifornia weather is
really wonderful. I never saw such
beautiful weather when 1 was back Rast.”

I poured Two spoensful of sugar from
the glass contaliner and stirred my cof-
fee, 1 took a bite of doughnut ang
swallowed it with a gulp of coffac,

The bigman added, "Yas, we're lucky
te Have nice weather like this.,"

Taking another sip off goffea, T said,
“hw, I don't know. I been livin! hers
all.my life and fever been out of +the
state. And another thlng, the weather
ai n't sc hot somebimes."

The man bshind “the counter gazad
cutside and said thoughtfully, "Well,
I certainly would be happy *to stay in
Califernia for the rast of my life,"

"Hot me ! I wanra get the hell out
Eell, T'm tired of liv-
in' in the same ol! place...I wenna
travel aroun'. You know how it is,"

The. bilg man smiled at ms as if he
krsw how I felfs The deor opansd and
several peopl: walksd into the placs
and sat down. The mer nodded to them



and went to gst their crdars.

I locked into my coffue and thought
atout California and its weathor. Ny
restless mind traveled to other places
«vsoplaces that I'd heard about and read
about. ‘

i{j slammed the doorishut and weaved my
way to the coffee counter. The
place was crowded with people. There
were stooped figures of old men and wo-
men, young men wearing khaki jackets,
short girls in slacks, children wear-
ing gay plaid shirts.,,sll with red
eyes, and dusty yellow fgees.

The young Japanese girl behind the
counter came up 4o me and said, "May I
help you?" as if +the words came out
automatically.

"I wanna cup of coffee and a couple
of doughnuts.”

It was noisy inside the store. The
bells on the cash registers could be
heard amid the confusing voices of peo-
ple. Somewhere a door was banging.
Outside, the wind was blowing fiercely,
picking up dust and sand as it -swept
along the rows of barracks., Dust was
all over everything and everybody. It
found its way into the houses, the mess
Halls, the steres, the offices~-~every-
where, :

Behind the counter, the girl was
busy pouring coffes into a paper cup.
She added &  little sugar and cream,
took two doughruts from a cellophane
bag and placed them before me. 1 gave
her & dime and leaned comfortably agazns
the counter,

The door opensd ‘and  from the dust
outside, 1 saw Mas coming in. U"Hey,
Ias, come on over here and have some
coffes I" 1 yelled toward him.

lMas looked over the heads of the
people and finally spying me, he mada
his way beside me. Rubbing his Hlood-
shot eyes, he said, "Hiya Joe, what do
you kncw?" , ,
'hout

®Oh, nothin® much. How some
coffee?"
"Naw, I just came in to light my

cigarette,. It's too damned windy out-

- 1'11 be seedin! you, Joe."

. Golorado, and the rain in

Then,as if talking to himself,
he added, "It sure is a hell of a day!

Sidec”

"Yeah," 1 agreed. "By the way, did
you hear the radio last night? They
were sure slamming the Los Angeles Cham-~
ber ofCommerce about the ralny weather
out there,

"1t was Bob Hope or Red Skelton,
wasn't it? Anyhow, itmust have rained
like hell back there in L.A.," Mas
said, lighting a cigaretie.

T stirred my ceoffee with the peper
spoon, tryving %o make it sweater, but
it wasn't any better.

Mas was combing the sand out of Hls-
hair. He lcoked at his comb and muts
tered, "I'd rather have rain than this
wind, any ol' day," ‘

1 agrsed. "Yeah, I sure would like
to be back in Californis now, rain or
no rain. This wind out here in Colo-
rado is gettin' me downi"

Mas moved toward the door. He took
a short.puff on his cigarette and said,
"Well, 1 gotta Dbe shovin' off, now.

I watched him open the door and lean
into the swirling dust. Chewing on my
doughnut, I thought about the wind in
Cglifornia.
Thinking about these thivgs, I knew now

that 1 wouldn't mind living incCalifor-
nia for +the rest of my 1i.e, And 1%
wasn't only becauee of +the weather,

either.



%%fzth the coming of summer to south-
eastern Colorado; there will be:
1. Increased fly and louse (the crawl~
ing type) population. _ '
2, Very hot weather. (WNo kiddin')
3, The Murray's hair grease melting
and running down all over your face.

Along with the above mentioned con-
ditions, will come the' boys' frantic
attempts to fix things so that life can
be & little more bearable.

One - of the most desperate means is
the tonsorial art, or ‘more commonly
known as haircutting. It is. more fun.
. Ainyone cando it, Ope does not have
to be a cum laude graduate of & barber

college in order to perform a haircut-,

ting project which will produce the
type of coiffure that is being discussed.

The only equipment necessary 1is a
pair of shears., It makes no difference
whether the shears are regular barbers!
type or mot. Mo sir, it makes no dif-
ference at all. However, the blumter
the point of the scissor, the better
it is... There will be less chance of
poking holes into the unfortunate vic-
tim's cranium.

If there happens to He a mirror lying
about, for Gawd's sakes, getridof 1t..
The victim, if he has an ounce of pride,
will, if given the misfortune to view
himself in the mirror, after the "strict-

~ By \F‘LFT)if\’\iR"""“:‘—'"“““’

Mpastel skinhaid".

¥
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ly for summertime-weer in Amache" hair-
cut, undoubtedly commit hari-kari (Eng-
lish eguivalent afhara—klrl), Or WOorse
still, eat a meal at the 10K mess hall
{oh, what unspeakable horror and tor-
ture), - 10K mess hall ~is the one that
was awarded the "D" pennant, the "D’
standing for you know what,.heh, hehl!
There 1is only one real, genuine
"strietly for summertime-wear in Amache"
haircut. It is the "five o'clock shad-
ower', alias thg_”qpeball”, ‘alias the

It is the vef§ ul-
" timate goal of the heat and louss . suf~-

ferer. A very close-cut affair that's
finished uvp with a sharp razor.

With this coiffuré, one does not
have to suction or give away his jJar
of Murray's. It can well be utilized
as a polish for ‘the azure -skinhaid.
Just apply it with a- brish or swab 'and
finish the Jjob with a, .clean soft cloth.

Oh ves, if a blue tinted head is qnot
desired,another method (very ingenious,
this one) may be used tp obtain-the
skinhaid. Merely yank the hair out by
the roots. 4 loecal anesthetic may be
applied with a ©baseball bat to ease
some of the discomfort while carrying
out this method. Care must be used in
applying +the anesthetic, dus to the
fact that the btat may break, and the
local recreation department may charge



you' . for the damage.

After +the desired skinhaid is a-
chieved, there will be 2 great change.
Modern design makes the big difference.
Due <to the low-gut, and streamlined
shape of the head, the Wwind . will cause
no trouble +to the head. TFlying sand

will not be attracted to the‘sklnhaaq,_

because there aré no greasy. hair to
cling and gather upen. In other words,
combs may be.discarded. .

Naturally, as with every other good

fhzng, there are a few bugs inthe set-

ups There:.have been cases of skin-
haided people, both young and old, suf -~
fering from sunstroke and flopping on
their kissers, when they Ileft their
uninsulated head exposed to the burning
rays of the sun., Bud this can be ayold-
ed by protecting the vulnerable craniuvm
with & hat or some other such things.
#lso, onemust avoid seeing the chill~

er +thriller movie serials +that are
J— g
;%.,,,i'. I_T Bf ‘ I H ii!x Ji »
.'., 'Jb

Though we are in the relogation camp,
We tye thankful for the

We are all thankful for bthe g

Reneath the clear cerulean heaven;

We are all grateful for our daily bread,

')solutron for those who must
'nlng'"renaazvouus (plurai, you
" would be to get hold of a wig or toupes.

‘tlessings we can share
Though we have less privileges than others,
zift of prayer;
We are grateful for the right Yo teside

being. shown in Amache, The hair raising
scenes will cause grest ~mbarrussment.
if. the hair does rise, it is time for

‘4" hairgut,

And then, there 's ih- danger of
cafchlmg pridumonia from running around
at""hight with.a nakvi skinkaid, The
keep eve~
£NOW )

In this case, glue is an ebsolute ne-
cessity due.to the evening windstosrs.

There are many other solutions for
these ' few problens, but knowing that

- the Japanese are dastardly clever peo-

pla, Wwe shell leave you now, assured
that - there will be very few, if any,
unfortunate incidents - resulting from

the application of the "five o cloc?" )
"pastel

alias the, "eusball", alias the
klnhald" hair aut, this SURme ,

And .most of all, our gallant, firhting men.

Jogeph S.

T 4l
Tunayafna

I

That in the brief inmterval

of Time which links

The planting and the reaping,

The Hand that sowed the seed

Did net impart a wore loving care
And let the wind frow a ruddy planet
Seatter the seeds afar,

Some to the saline depth of sea

ind some to a lonely .desert hill.

Anenymous

Is it not strange, Hruiese



. haven't ~they been- grand?

_aﬁehowa this artidle'shéuldfﬁ known

as o “ecard of thanks". The Escort

Guard feel that there are many. th1ngs

for which we are gratefuls

You Americans of Japanese ancestry
have been grands we like your attitude,
your patriotism, your industriousness,
and your friendly smiles. Shucks, any
situation can be made a paradise if our
mental  attitudes are all right. Of
coursa, a bit of dust mey blow into our
"Fden", but then if there’ were’ no dust,
we would beglnim expéct too much of our
“E1y31an Fields". Keep grinning, folks,
we're all gettlng away with it.

Our friends across the' street, toos
We mean the
WRA officials. They lend a willing ear
to our requests, pull the necessary
strings, and beheld, another Aladdin
has.been pulled out of the: silk hat,

Just telking, am I7 Say, Jim Ras~
mussen and Mr., Wroth are still wondsr~
ing in which rat hole we are pouring
paint.

Chief Tomlinson is running out of
nails, wire ones, keeping +the guards
appeased by spiking warehcuse windows.

Seriously, we appreciate the Rad-
cliffe-Smith motor vehisle, lepd-lease
aot, That mnightly %trusk to Lamar is
value enough, say nothing about the

— 8

garage scrv1ce,thered“0hev1es o BMONE
them the famous "honeymoon Special" or
"Love Bug".

Mr. Mitehell, have you notlced how
those two pool itables are being used?
Several times. I thought the nisel were
playing basketball in the canteexn.

Mr. Turk and Corporal Saunders have
kept the pictures moving, cooperatively.
Last night, our movie helped out inthe
Center' tomorrow night, we may have “to
say '"please" again to Mr. Turk. FHow
these men get around with their films!

© Thanks again, WRA. You're all swell
peoole. 'Insldentally, we promise you

. that" the new pass system will soon be
_ mastered, and Hope to see the day come,

when all warshouse windows will be elosed
securely sach evenings Xeeps from cast-
ing reflections, doesn'™ it? And I
don't mean in the glass,either.’ Thanks
folks. .

.God "bless you nisei who have gons
into the sérvice, We will miss all of
yous; from "Casanova' in the orchestra,
to YSuperman'. lay good pals meet a-

gain, and then'mayiﬁw‘world be a place

in which all of us can live in peace,
respeoting . the rights of others. Be
seeing you, pals! God bless you all.

e THE ENG
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SCOOLDIER
The ¥.P, s my protecio:
I shall not straye.
He maketh me to abide by Military law;
he retuvrneth me to camp.
He restoreth my property;
he leadeth me in the path of righlteousness
fer my own sake. )
Yeéa, though I walk through Avenus of Tempta
I will fear no evil,
for they are with me;
thsir brassards and their guns;
they comfort ms. ]
They represent a pguard before me
in the pressnce of mine enemies;
they hold me with a steady hand
when my cuns runneth over,
Surely Army e¢gulation shall direct me
21l my days here at camp.
Or T shall dwell in ths guard-house forsver.

PGS Fort Custer, Michigan ™

The above poem was submitted to us
by Captain Karpen  of the 355th Escort
Guard. He felt that the feeling of the
poem could be applied to the residents
of imache, The name of the persen who
T wrote it, is unknown.

‘ﬁ/ﬁ %
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g
Up wheJe £ f
Fresh and sweet;
Up where the sky and
The mountairn meet:
I will go,
Singing.

__Beijiro K¥atsui



i 50 vcnderful
i how this thing celled
1wst could find the small-
st orevigce in the hap-
hagard strugture that we
21l homs and ©ill it up
gso ovenly 211 arourd the
room.  QOne, can sweep and
dust in the morning. The
wind blows again in the
zfterncon. - Housekeeping
does hecoms a too fre-
guent meonotony. With a-
pologies to the Ancient
Weriner, here is how it
feuls.,

Dust, dust, everywhere,
And everybody did grumble.
Dust, dust, gverywhere,
Lots of unnecgssary sample.

Dust here, in my hair,
Around the room, not & miss.
- Look, more than my share! :
Might 1 devélop pncum0ﬂ0n1051s?

5

“gewapqpers are not the necessary éom-
B nmodity of 1ife as in the past.
£rs yseful in starting the fire, and
alge in wrapping up the rubbish, . but
The so obviously colored presentations
Peats are nauseating, Sometimes, I
siotder what is happening in the Gasoline
Alley strip, how good ol' Dick Tracy

is getting along and what embarrasshent’

tas now befallen Dagwood, And I miss
ths good sports commentating.. The week-
iy magazines supply me with all of -the
LZ0s nfﬁ, and I am satisfied. s

t&?hcrfvmr one goes, one findssmesort
S & papsr flower arrangsment -in
21l rooms.  Vomen find it their meln
intersst along with the usual gabking,
snd the interests of husbands and house-
ES erz running strong seconds at

‘“D:ng
bast, If someone weuld only bottle the

i.

feflagrance
They-* &

of én'E'ater 1lily, we shall
ave an 1mper;shable flower 'for that
glad eccasion..

fima,

ﬁﬁkt home, .and qt places that I havo
7=, o lways bfeu ablo‘ualook up and sse
a mountain in the distanece., I like the
passage inthe 121st Psalw, "I will Tift.

-my eyes unto the hill from whenee comes

my help--." It sesmed to be a dyrbol
of the dignity and the majesty of tran-
quil meditetion &and solitude. 4s-a
friend said once, that here in comp,
one ¢ould have ankylesis «of the varte-
braes and still ses . the top of the
"hiil". Now that inconsistent spring
is here, dust is everywhare instesd of,
the green grasses and colorful fiowkrs
that we ars used Lo, but efen the dust
cannot hide the threc outstanding Amache
skvline, the weter tower, the hospifal

it
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FES MEND WAS Futt OF
UMCERTAINTY AND DOUBT
THERE ARE THCUSANDS LKk
HEIMOIN RELOCATION JENTERS,

e

CCHI G ARR

A

@%atoru‘s poor stature, silhouetted
¥ against the evening light, was for-
lorn on the hilltep. & dusty sun was
cuddled in an arm cof the plain, and an
orang® clcud splashed inte the sky.
thy smoke in the wind?' came 2 volee
behind him. "Tobaceo doesn't tauste good
in the wind, I hear.” . .
The shadow split in two, and became
one again. Sotoru put his arm around

- her waist.,

"It is my poor eifort to sweetben The
air, I suppose.”

iind the wind is robding.your sweet
endezvor?" @

"Damn that cesspool ! ’

He looked dowm at her. Le smelled
her hair. 1t wes tussled, ond dusty,
.with & faint trace cf feminimi®y.

Wgne is tired," hs thought. But he
didn't knowif he mean®t the wind or his
‘companion. They walked in silenca;

- well sware that they were peading toward

o dead end. . :

His pipe weather-cocked the veloeity
of ‘the wind., HEis wes rether a poor
gesture of defiance against the wind.
For the wind had played its full ferocity
during the day snd was comflortably tired.

The day was done, snd the wind was
going home for a late supper, one by

one, leavin wehind it, ripplss and
Purrows of sand on the roud, and between
the barracksy )

The  smoke from his pipe lingered
around the bowl, Tthen the left-behind
wind carried it away. Reluctance of the
smoke to ‘leave the pipe marksd a blue
wake. Tt wes a memery of & steumer's
smoko-stack on the high sesy or of &
song of factory chimneys in the city.
~ But the memeory of eivilization was

unbecoming on the barrack infested hili,
surrcundedby'barbedmwires;&nd'isolated
in the midst of wild nothingness of the
prairie.
_ The girl looked up ut his pipe and
bsgan to say scmething. She stopped.
She pulled out an orange from her coud
pocket and tossed 1% in the ailr.

Nyou' know," she said, end tossed the
orange again.

"I Ymow & lot of things, bub can't
exploin them," Sgtoru said.

"you laow," shs said, and put the
orenge in her poeket. "I'd like te see
you smoke an evening pipe in a soft lit
living room. Ywu are huried in en over-
gtuffed chair., No war news. No Japs.
ind @ string quartet is playing on the
radio."

Satoru

felt a sting of dangorous

13



warning in hsr words. D2ut she puv it
in such o sweel way that hewas carricd
awny momentarily.

“ind you ure watching tho ashes fall-
ing from my pipe upon the heavy ruge”

"itmnot going to scold you for that.”

“ah gkip it ! It's aboub time we stop
droaming.” His voice was harsh. He
had been dangerously and clesely tracing
the same thought the girl had been trac-

ing, And. he couldn't help bubt nut a
stop to it. He felt sorry for her.
Be also felt uncomfortabls when beling

subjected to domestieation by wiman,
even in mockery.

They came to the dead -ond. The
parbed wire fence loomed in their path.
Satoru lmocked the ashes from his pipe
and pub it in his breast pocket. The

girl watehed him stonily. -Satoru spat |

the bad taste from his mouth cnto the
ground, He watched the
intc the sand. .

The ~ wind-possessed land was 4ry.
Except for the occasicnal visit of
snow, his six months on this land wos
dry. The land was called the badkbone
of mmerica. But. the fermers of this
vicinity shunned o drive the plough
into this land, The land must be the
ynuckle of the backbone, and it was us
dry as bone.
coming as dry =s this land. His imag-
inzbion was in wand of water. The black
spot  where his salivs fell, wes fast
drying.

Satoru
took her arm. They sturted to walk
dovm-hill. Lights began to appear from
the rows of barracks on the sicpe. The
ehill of the March evening drew the girl
cleoser to Satorw. an old womdn was S8EL
Hurriedly taking in the dust stained
clothes from the wash line between the
barracks.

MT opn stand an orappe.t  Saboru
broke the silence, He pulled his un-
cocupied hand from his G. L. coat pocket,
and pretended that he was tossing some-
thing into Tthe alir.

BYoy veel it for me. The skin 1s 8o
hard, this Texas orange.'

seliva seep .

Satoru was afraid of be-.

eircled sround the girl and

- to marry Satoru.

The girl handed the orange to him.
She had¢ brought it from the mess hall.
Tt wes the dessert from the supper she
had. The skin. of the orange bore the
brand "eolor added".

He gave half of the orange to the
girl' snd they began to e¢ct. Ths juice
was soothing to the dry throats. Satoru
was Thumble. in his senbiment, sharing
.an orenge with a demure Japanese girl.
Why does he torture this simple, girl?
It was too obvious that this girl wanted
Meybs £his girl wasn't
simple at all, Only her scheme to lead
him to .look #t the things in her way,
revesled the sppearance of her reticent
MEnmners: ' .

"ou know what? 4 man has to have
confidence ir himself to meke a go. 'Butf
in this camp, how canhe have confidence
in his future?”" Seriousness overcamg
Sateru's casual Hure. ’

BT have confidence in you. Doesn't
it help you? I think you are afraid
of white supremacy propagenda. I know
it's protty toughtomoke a living out-
sids tho camp sven without the prejudice.
But you don't want to beeome an Indian,
de you? ‘Hhutyouwant is the confidence
that somebodyis pelieving in you. OCh,
Sutoru, can't you see that I'm for you?"

She +%ried o be cool znd logical.
But Satoru's irresclute munuer, she had
known, drove her to break into a plead-
ing tone. She suspected Satoru weighed
more on the security pooled by his folks
then his adventure in the fuburz.

Thegirl chenged her voice toa sooth-
ing monotone. "I liked it when you
suid you couldn't get ewey from the
guilty conscience when you wrotc "if
drafted" to the question of volunteer-
ing. I would be disappointed in you
if you'd volunteered just Lo get awsy
fromthis comp and...” The girl wanted
to edd, "o get away from me and all, "
but refreined.

W] souldn't wvolunteer and I can't
just sit Dboeks.oncw I wish thuat 1I'd
vilunteered."  Sateru wus somewhat de-
jected abcut himself.

"] know it isn't your folks, that's

14
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‘ageustomed to expres

holding you back." The girl 1 couldn!
help but let an ironieca 1tore aome into
her words. )

"o,  You kaow darn well ﬂhat I

not going to live their lives"

"Rut vcu couldn't tear yourself
from ther

Satoru kﬁpu silent to this.

Dusk had gathered around the lighted
barracks. . The hill was ccngenially
checkered with bloeks of welleow and
black, of 1light and darkness. On an
empty lot, a see saw wes playing soli-
taire in thé slight wind znd the dark-
ness. The roag loomed fogzy white up-
en their path.

"Itm afraid that the longer I stay
here, the better I'm going ts like this
place, You know, a sortof a gatisfac-
tiqncﬁ‘bojnw domesticated. £ fat yal~
low Indian, if you like %o eall it.
it's dangereus. Disintegration of mo~
rale. Day Wy day, we eat the wind and
blow the wind, and we know no direction
of tomorrow's wind." Satoruwas poetic.
fle' had a tendendy to doll ur his sen-
tences when it was difficult to snatoh
up a diction to suit his expresslion.

+ "Quoting from whem?" The girl gueb
ried, sarcastically. .She knew that
Satoru was original. She liked himwhen
he frowned., Satorv wasn't sure of what

AWEY

of the time.

he was saying most She
knew that he was a fellew who was un-
C sing his heart in
conversation.

They'd come to, the dead crossing of
the center. A Pire station,a reception
hall, administestion barracks, and the
military polies barraciks cooupied the
corners of the erbdssing. Far down the

slopo, a sentry was a tha mate unk
“spot lights They ed toward
%ospltal on the dprm ding road.

"You know what? This ration business.
Of sourse we are all affectsd, but we
don'% go to rarksts to adlard subtract
the points as the gensril putlic do.
We ‘are f@mote from the living pulse of
war-time America, And that scriof ra-
tions you thoughts too, doesn't ity
Satoru wasn't sure she would understand.

"You are rnot tallkl ing azout Wall
Street, ars you? Ttfs i et like reading
+he stock quotations, when J +hiok sbout
buying my greceries on the point system.”
The girl wasn't ashamed of revealing
her‘weaknessillecnmomios, Lut she only
made a little frown.

WLucky you are not buying it. The

government takes cave of a1l that, "And
that'“ the whole trouble, living inthis
campa. You lose ‘the phvs ‘cal contact
with the living strear of cubiic.®
" Wyag, and how! That's why you must
scel employment outside, if you thLa
of your. fature...”
) Pruture...” The word echoed in
Satoru's heart. Damu it, what {future
can he plan in this damned camp and in
this damned war, "Future?" he1HQUMh%.
"o, I mustn't rot in'this camp.'

Employment offers were gteadily inm=
creasing to the Japapese Americans in
relocation centers. Many nigel have
gone out to rese ++le themselves. BSatoru
too, had thought of applyimg for a job
outside. Put he had onlv thought about

t
urn
pin

it, He didn't want To admnit what was
holdirg him back., What she said about
his folks holding him back g%ung his

conscience once more. He merely” ad-
mitted €6 himself that he didn't want
to go out aldéne. into ‘the hostile. public
and that he didn't like to go out with
a gang, to be a laborer.
4t the ocurve, a white wall of “he
'hospjtal deepened the darinesd of the
‘gurrounding emptiness. Somebody must
have Tbeen dywqw in the hespital. It
was too dark. The flat ons-sfory hos~
pital was 11ke a coffin washed uf on a
derk island.

*h
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They too, were ship~wrecked passen-
gers washed ashores ona sitrange island,
Becauss the captain was drunk, and the
crew were appeased by a few cabin pas-
sengers, theywere dumped into the trou-

ied sea to save the ship...just be-
cause they werec steerage passengers...
these Japanese Americans who were e-
vacuated from the West Coast. But the
boats were coming to the island to .pick
them up, at long last. Though there
were squabbles among former passangers,
the captainhad sobered up and the crew
wanted tomaks amends. A few nisel re-
sented the sdving hands and resolved to
renain on the island. Everyone had
drunk the bitier water when they were
dumped. But.only a few kespt the bitter
water in their bellies. Many had strong
kidneys. They secured return passage
to test again their strong kidneys.

Satoru doubted the strength of his
kidneys. Andthe girl suspected it too.
Fut the pirl secretly enjoyad nursing
Satoruts susceptible kidneys.

The wind was comlng:nlfor the night
shift. It began to scoop up the sand,
You could feel +the sadd crespihg into
your shoes. The sand hit your face.
You had to sguirm your body and facs,
to  dodge the:blows.  Satoru tightencd
his grip o the girl's shoulder as they
staggered toward her barracl.

"Fhew ! What a blow ' ‘

Once, safely behind the barrack, they

et out +the breaths which thoy were.

holding. Satorn let the girl go from
his arm, and reached for his breast
pockst. )

"I'm not going in," he said,
The girl looked up at him, with an
amus ing smils in her eyes, and watched

him bite ths pipe. He knaw that it was
a poor goestwress, He searched for the

tobacco pouch, but he rualkfw 25 search-
ing for the words. How cduld he put
inte words, that gotting a job outside,
and gotiing the girl was the same per-
pl&x:ng, and yet exeiting problem”

"Trouble with vou," started the girl.

"eonble with us," sald Satoru at
the sam: time.

“to be

. PASS 101,

Satoru yisld-
He knew what was coming.

"Go ahead and say it,"
ed smilingly.
"Trouble with you is that ‘you want

in the best position possible,
before you make any mova.” The: girl
let out.

"Trouble with us..." bewﬂn ‘Batoru,
but the girl took it away and finished
it for him. "...is that we are not
married," '

Satoru grabbed her shoulder and looked
into her eyes. He knew the girl hada
strong hold on his weakness and he knew

that she was the one to supplemsnt that’

weakness. Satoru closced his- eyes, and
reached for her lips, dropping his pipe
on the sand. Her 1ips clung to his,
It was hard to tcar away.

"I've made up my mind..." Satoru
eculd not continuve. The girl kissed
him. again. It was a California-~brsd
Her mouth tasted like orange.

When she said, “Where is ths moon,
tonight?" Satoruwas looking at her foot
stepping on his pipe. The pipe was
buried inthe sand under her foot, 4 1y~
way, he didan't have toweathsr-cock the
wind withhis pipe tomorrew. the wind
was blowing now an? was carrying away
the sand, )

"What was she saying?! Satoru re-
flected... "Oh, the moon. What an im-
pertinent question in the sandstorm.®

"But last night about now, the moon
was justcoming up fromthe plain.” 8he
was saying it again, and it rescunded
in Satoru's heart.

"here is ths moon, tonight?"

THE END

<
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en to Mrache at last.

It is scheduled for that afterncon, & i3 io

fetzacted drizzle. oo aibv:at - piteh and ke has heard that Mary will

5 wring from *he clouns.uu he there. ‘Course he doesn't give s

v thore is a fresiness in the  hoot 'hout girls 'n stuff, but still

. nostrils  take in  the damp he'd like 2 chance 1o show her he disn't
11 he couniryside with welcor?  such a dutat baseballas he isaf "math".
relie?, It is & respite from the now 1€ 4% raing much more, the seme will t

familiar dust, wind, and heat... callad offae..

of one of +he barracks,

i the
ool s gniffs the air with a nod of
gatisfaction, then bends low over his
govi. Frown and withered qanﬂﬂ care-

tend a iature_
and mornling gior The
shoots, stalwartly breﬂrtuH.alien
“ rws s0il, bring reward to the i
1 yardener, and o 1ift to the passers-
twv. The soil is theman's true love aned
he cuisetly rejoices in the rain that is
g-giving to his plants...even as
i in other years as he stood on
rest of a hill under California

fully and lovingly
plot of iris

tPaJG

4]
o
fomd

. b

skism ov vlooling}ﬁs vast truck fields.
in the barrack classroom, the school
hov sits rastlessiys - The rain bodes
e%fl.‘ Thars is & Dhig softball pame

desk, the pretty 1ittle

g sits andé idlv doodlas
on a sad. "Falnd.o.zood 0ld
rain are dreamy as she re-
calls countles rides ia the little
FRroon ccnvertlble coupe  with Shic.
They ‘toth loved the patter patter of
ralin on the canves car top and the swish
of ths tirss on ths wet puved roads.
Ship is with

the Military Intelligence
Now-—-g OmEWhere OVersSasS...
"Hey, Yuri! Quit daydreaming aid
B 1
tvpe out a reguisitl on,'"ll_ vet’
"Okay

Olkay, slave
Yuri chee

n

driver i grins
rfﬂ].]y, although inside, thore
is the ever=-preosent parng of lonsliness
as she thinks silantly... "1 wonder if
itts raining over thevs., I wonder

=+
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he's remembering too..."

In the end unit, the mother rigs up
% sxtra lines across the cramped guar-
ters of the btarrack. <Clothes have to
be washed, rain or shine. Diapers,
shirts, denim slacks, work socks; hang
in rows across the room. The coal stove
is burning in the cormer and the smell
of the clean, drying wash pervades the
air.

She is ever-busy, but as she pauses
to brush back a wisp of hair with her
hands, the mother looks out the window
to the north. Her glance takes in the
green alfalfa fields in the distancs
beyong the oonfines of the camp. The
green stands out  in-welodme relief a-
gainst a yellow and barren landscape.
She turns to pick up the baby and un-
nongsiously begins to hum softly, "Haru
za kita, haru ga kita..." Spring is
here, spring is here...

%ﬁﬁes, spring is making its little bow
* to Awache. Former springsinCali-
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fornia were symbolized by birds singing,
beautiful flowers, trees, and sunshine,
It is a gloomy sky that looks down on
Amache this day, but the rain somehow
has brought with it e consciousness of
spring to the hearts of residents.

The delicate gresn of the Chinsse
¢Ilm seems more pronounced as the jewel-
like drops of water eling, shimmering
in the breeze.

Desert blooms shooting up at random
beside the squat brown barracks command
new attention as they dot the terrain
with coler. :

Even as these ‘thoughts have been
written, however, the clouds have gath-
sred in e skies againas theugh pucker~
ing wp for another ecry... Wind comes
through the open window and sendsthe
curtains dancing... The skilas.arewery
dark... Then rain, real rain, comes
slanting down,

— M END

ﬁgﬁe fope you lik=d > first issue ef

Y the vULSE. We tried to bring o

Jou the kindof magazine that is inter-

esting; with the types of features that
5

nave anuniversal appesl. As we continus
with the vublication of this magazine,
we hope to make many improvements. If
you have uny suggestions as to the tyve
of  literature vyou would like to s=se,
don't hegtitate fo let us know.

We wish to express our appreciation
to the many people who contributed their
whole haarted efforts, making this issue
possibla.

k8 you now know, the PULSE contains
veriocus types of litérature.
are short stories, poems and other fea-

There:

,tures. Some are sericus, and others
express humor. The feelings and emo~
tions of the svacuses are expressed. in
the PULSE.

In any conmunity, there are countless
mumbers of peoples who love teo write.
¥eany of them male writing their hobby.
Unfortunately, some of these people
are 0o shy or %timid te have their work
published,thereby depriving others of
immense pleasure. .

Anyone may submit their manuscripts
to the PULSE. Since the PULSE welcomes
any ‘type of literature, we urge more-
people to write. Send inyour literary
contrikutions tce the PIONEER building.

« o THE EDITOR
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