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				INTRODUCTION

				Bridge to the Sun tells the little-known story of the U.S. Army’s Japanese American soldiers who fought in the Pacific theater during World War II, and their decisive role in the defeat of Japan. Thousands of Nisei—first-generation American citizens born in the United States whose parents were immigrants from Japan—served as interpreters, translators, and interrogators throughout the Pacific, participating in all the major battles. Guadalcanal. New Guinea. Solomons. Iwo Jima. Burma. Leyte. Okinawa. Tantamount to a secret weapon in the war against Japan, they were intent on proving their loyalty even as their families were being held in internment camps. They fought two wars simultaneously: one, against their ancestral homeland; the other, against racial prejudice at home.

				After America’s declaration of war against Japan following the surprise attack on Pearl Harbor, the Japanese immigrants (Issei) living in the U.S. were branded as “enemy aliens.” Their Nisei offspring were seen by many Americans not as fellow countrymen but as the face of the hated enemy. It was unsafe for them to walk down the streets of some U.S. communities. As a result of this nation’s failure to correctly gauge their loyalty and patriotism, coupled with the widespread xenophobia regarding anyone and anything Japanese, President Franklin D. Roosevelt signed Executive Order 9066 in February 1942 that authorized the removal of some 110,000 men, women, and children of Japanese ancestry from four western states to hastily built camps run by the War Relocation Authority. An estimated two-thirds of them were U.S. citizens. Stripped of their constitutional rights, they were rounded up and forced into internment camps.

				In a few short months, the War Department, desperate to find sufficient numbers of Japanese speakers to serve in the Military Intelligence Service (MIS) in the Pacific, concluded that training the Nisei for this vital role might be the answer. But there was a key question to be addressed: Would Japanese Americans be willing to fight against their ancestral homeland? The Army sent recruiters to relocation camps to find out. In one camp after another, the irony was inescapable to the internees. They were being kept behind barbed-wire fences because the U.S. government questioned their loyalty, and now the Army needed them to volunteer in the war against Japan, the very country they were suspected of being sympathetic toward? Even the most patriotic Nisei harbored strong feelings that their rights as U.S. citizens had been violated. And yet, from their bleak, barracks-like quarters inside guarded compounds in desolate locations, waves of young Japanese Americans answered their nation’s call. Implored one tearful mother to her departing nineteen-year-old son as he left to join the Army: “Make us proud.”

				In 1942, the first Nisei recruited by the U.S. Army for the newly opened Military Intelligence Service Language School (MISLS) arrived at Camp Savage, Minnesota. Initial plans called for a new class to graduate every year, but the pressure to have Japanese-speaking MIS teams in the field resulted in a compressed timetable, with graduation in half that time. The War Department ordered the school to supply enough Japanese-language teams to support every division fighting in the Pacific. As a result, each succeeding class was larger than the one before it, with the curriculum ever more focused and specialized. By spring 1946, the MISLS had produced nearly six thousand graduates.

				The war planners in Japan believed their language so complex that few Westerners would fully understand it. As a result, many Japanese military communications were sent in the open without being coded. Trained Nisei linguists in the field were able to rapidly translate these messages and other captured documents and provide U.S. commanders with timely intelligence about enemy defenses and plans, the condition and morale of its troops, and technical specifications of their weapons, all of which were put to use in winning battles and saving American lives.

				The story of the Japanese American soldiers who served in the Pacific theater is one of action, pride, courage, and sacrifice. That U.S. combat units fighting throughout the Pacific had the ability to understand the enemy’s language and read their communications was among the best kept secrets of the war. In the decades that followed, a veil of secrecy stayed in place over matters pertaining to military intelligence. Even when the World War II records started to be declassified decades later, much of this story remained untouched in dusty storage bins at national archives. The buried and scattered records of their service were often incomplete or not easily found. The fact that their small intelligence teams were attached to larger units made finding detailed accounts of their wartime activities all the more challenging. Astonishingly, no roster of the Japanese American soldiers who served in the Pacific was ever compiled by the Army. (See Appendix for the first list of more than three thousand Nisei veterans of the Pacific war.)[*]

				For decades, there were no reunions of the MIS Nisei; they had gone through the war without having much contact with others like themselves except for the few men on their own team. After the war, they were disinclined to join veterans’ organizations, as their race and ancestry made them unwelcome in the usual circles of military fraternal groups. Some local posts of the Veterans of Foreign Wars prohibited Japanese Americans from joining. Many Nisei veterans, satisfied with having done their duty and proven their loyalty to America, did not speak openly of their wartime experiences for years, even to their families.

				Bridge to the Sun tells this dramatic, poignant, and inspirational story at a pivotal time in this country’s history. Japanese Americans, with ancestral ties to a nation with which we were at war and distrusted for that reason, became huge assets to the U.S. military because they knew the enemy better than anyone and were highly motivated to defeat them. In an America that too often prejudges people based on race and ethnicity, their timeless message of courage and patriotism should not be forgotten.

				Bruce Henderson

				Menlo Park, California

			

			
				Skip Notes

				
					* Before the war ended, approximately thirty-one thousand Nisei served in uniform, the majority of them sent to Europe. While more than three thousand Japanese American soldiers served in the Pacific with little public notice due to wartime secrecy around intelligence activities, the exploits of the all-Nisei infantry units—the 100th Infantry Battalion and the 442nd Regimental Combat Team—fighting the Germans in North Africa and Europe received widespread recognition during and after the war.

				

			

		

	
		
			
			
				PROLOGUE

				Tokyo Bay: September 2, 1945

				The sky was dull gray with low-hanging clouds over the battleship on which the war that began with the attack on Pearl Harbor more than a thousand days before was to now end with Japan’s formal surrender.

				The USS Missouri’s trio of sixteen-inch guns mounted in forward turret No. 2 had hurled one-ton, armor-piercing projectiles in bombardments of Iwo Jima and Okinawa months earlier, and more recently at the Japanese homeland. But now the sixty-six-foot-long barrels were pointed straight up to provide headroom on the verandah deck, where some of the highest-ranked military leaders of the victorious Allied nations were standing in designated spots. The teak deck shone with the colors of red-striped Russians, beribboned British, olive-drab Chinese, and khaki-clad American admirals and generals. In the center of the narrow space was a long, collapsible table borrowed at the last minute from the crew’s mess and covered with a coffee-stained green cloth from the officers’ wardroom—stand-ins for a showy mahogany table (a gift from the British Navy for the momentous occasion) that proved too small to spread out the surrender documents for signing. A straight-back chair had been placed at either side of the table. In the superstructure rising high above, every level and catwalk was filled with hundreds of cheering white-capped sailors gawking at the scene below as the ship’s band played a rousing rendition of the Navy march song, “Anchors Aweigh.”

				Standing thirty feet away on a subdeck with a group of U.S. news correspondents was twenty-seven-year-old Thomas Sakamoto, a tall Japanese American with thick black hair and large, penetrating eyes whose intelligence and dedication to duty had been rewarded with two promotions in the past four months. Born in San Jose, California, he now wore a single gold bar collar device as one of the newest second lieutenants in the Pacific. On a chain around his neck was the same “Press” tag worn by the newsmen he had escorted from Manila two days before as their official interpreter.

				At precisely 9:04 a.m., the gaiety aboard the battleship ceased when a small launch came along the starboard side carrying a delegation of Japan’s government officials and military officers. One by one they climbed a steep ladder to the Missouri’s gangway. First to the top was Foreign Minister Mamoru Shigemitsu, who had trouble on the ladder because of his wooden leg—the result of a Korean terrorist attack a decade earlier. No American reached out to help as he pulled on the ship’s ropes to bring himself up the last rungs. Like his two aides from the Foreign Office behind him, Shigemitsu was dressed in formal attire: a frock coat, striped trousers, and a silk top hat. Leaning heavily on a cane, he awaited the rest of his party, which included three representatives each from Japan’s War and Navy Departments. He then hobbled slowly with them to where they were directed to stand mid-deck near the signing table. Shigemitsu was known in diplomatic circles for his efforts to stave off armed conflict with America; a year before Pearl Harbor, he spent two weeks in Washington trying to arrange a face-to-face meeting between Prime Minister Fumimaro Konoe and President Franklin D. Roosevelt, a summit that never took place. Shigemitsu had been appointed foreign minister a year before. By signing the surrender on behalf of Japan’s government this day, Shigemitsu would be formally ending a war he had never wanted.

				Next to Shigemitsu stood Japan’s other signee to the surrender: a grim-faced General Yoshijiro Umezu of the Imperial General Staff, his uniform replete with dress gloves and knee-high boots, and his chest covered in campaign ribbons and draped with loops of gold braid. His dress uniform usually included his steel-bladed samurai sword, but this morning he was not wearing his prized shin-guntō. Umezu, who had commanded armies in China and Manchuria, had opposed surrender to the last moment. Even after the atomic bombs were dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, killing more than a hundred thousand of his countrymen, he had lobbied to fight on and force the U.S. and their allies to sustain such heavy losses in an invasion of the homeland that Japan would be able to negotiate for peace under better terms. Considering himself a soldier born to command an army, he had threatened to commit hara-kiri in protest if ordered to sign the surrender. It took the emperor’s personal persuasion before Umezu reluctantly accepted his appointment as the signee to the instrument of surrender on behalf of Japan’s armed forces.
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						Surrender ceremony aboard the USS Missouri in Tokyo Bay, September 2, 1945

					
				
				In the hush that followed the delegation’s arrival, Tom Sakamoto could hear only his own breath. The Japanese party waited, not knowing what to expect, as there had been no rehearsal or other instructions given them. Nothing spelled defeat more than having to board their enemy’s massive battleship anchored in the bay of their own capital city, and they were left to stand as the vanquished before a thousand hate-filled stares. A Chinese general swiped his hand under his chin in a cut-the-throat gesture. It reminded Sakamoto of the thumbs-down sign that sealed the fate of defeated gladiators in the Roman Colosseum. The Japanese, their downcast eyes having gone dull, stood like statues in the harsh silence. Had they looked at a nearby bulkhead, they would have seen the gray surface painted with row after row of miniature rising suns representing the number of Japanese planes and ships shot down or sunk by the Missouri.

				When General Douglas MacArthur at last stepped out from a sea cabin, he strode stiffly to a cluster of microphones. The only sign of emotion Sakamoto detected from the man who had orchestrated the defeat of Japan in a strategic island-hopping campaign through the Southwest Pacific was the slight trembling of his hands as he held his prepared remarks.

				“We are gathered here, representatives of the major warring powers, to conclude a solemn agreement whereby peace may be restored,” he said in the sonorous voice familiar to many. “It is my earnest hope, and indeed the hope of all mankind, that from this solemn occasion a better world shall emerge out of the blood and carnage of the past—a world founded upon faith and understanding, a world dedicated to the dignity of man and the fulfilment of his most cherished wish for freedom, tolerance, and justice.” Promising to discharge his duties as supreme commander for the Allied powers in the peaceful occupation of Japan with “justice and tolerance,” MacArthur said, “I now invite the representatives of the emperor of Japan and the Japanese government and the Japanese Imperial General Headquarters to sign the Instrument of Surrender at the places indicated.”

				Sakamoto realized that no attempt was made to translate MacArthur’s message for the Japanese delegation, and he wondered just how many of the vanquished understood the words of the victor.

				Shigemitsu was the first to sit at the table. He signed his name in three distinct Japanese ideographs inside a pair of forty-by-twenty-inch bound books; one held the surrender document in English that would be taken to Washington, and the other had a Japanese translation he would take to Tokyo later that day. Next came Umezu, the swordless old warrior who had pushed for his country to fight on.[*]

				As MacArthur approached the table, he motioned forward two of his generals, Jonathan Wainwright, who was captured when Corregidor fell, and Arthur Percival, the British commander who surrendered Singapore; both had been prisoners of the Japanese since 1942 until being freed two weeks earlier. Hurriedly flown in the day before to attend the surrender ceremonies, they were still shockingly emaciated. With pressed uniforms hung on bony apparitions but heads held high, Wainwright and Percival stood at attention behind MacArthur, who took from his pocket five silver-tipped fountain pens. He began his signature, then stopped and handed the pen to Wainwright, who saluted and stepped back. Percival received the next pen. Of the three remaining pens MacArthur used to complete his signature, one was for him, one would be kept aboard the Missouri for posterity, and one sent to President Harry S. Truman. Then a succession of representatives of the nine Allied nations at war with Japan strode one by one to the signing table to add their signatures.

				Studying the American generals and admirals lined up on the deck, Sakamoto could almost read their expressions. Most of them were in their fifties and sixties, and they looked as if they knew this was not only the end of the war but the climax of their long military careers. They were dressed informally in khaki uniforms with open collars and no ties. “We fought them in our khaki uniforms,” MacArthur had decreed, “and we’ll accept their surrender in our khaki uniforms.” In the front row was Fleet Admiral Chester Nimitz, whose ships and planes had defeated the Japanese fleet at Midway six months after the surprise attack on Pearl Harbor in the first decisive victory for the U.S. in the Pacific. Directly across from Sakamoto stood Admiral William “Bull” Halsey, who was MacArthur’s favorite admiral because he wasn’t afraid to risk losing ships while aggressively taking the fight to the enemy. And there was General Joseph “Vinegar Joe” Stilwell, who the Time correspondent Theodore H. White, standing nearby, thought “bristled like a guard dog” at the enemy officials as they came aboard. Stilwell had been traveling with the British army when the Japanese chased them out of Burma in 1942, but he returned eighteen months later with two well-equipped, U.S.-trained Chinese infantry divisions and a band of tough American jungle fighters called Merrill’s Marauders to kick the Japanese out of northern Burma and open the crucial Allied supply route into China.

				Sakamoto felt honored to be a witness to history—something he appreciated even more when he learned that he was one of only three Japanese Americans in attendance. But he was discomfited by all the double-takes he received from sailors who he knew must be wondering who the hell he was and what he was doing here with all the brass.

				After twenty-five months spent in the Southwest Pacific, Sakamoto was greatly relieved that the harrowing savagery of the war with Japan was over. Like millions of GIs, he was eager to return home. But that morning aboard the Missouri, he experienced a range of other emotions.

				A decade earlier, he had spent four years at a boarding high school in Kumamoto, Japan, where his immigrant parents in California sent him to learn about their homeland. His schoolboy memories of Japan were mixed in with the scenes of devastation he had seen the past few days in a country he knew well but now barely recognized. He thought about the families he had known and the school friends he had made in Kumamoto, just across Shimabara Bay from Nagasaki. How many had survived the war? And what kind of life and future would they have in a wrecked nation rife with homelessness and poverty? He knew he was likely one of the few Americans aboard the Missouri that day who had even an ounce of empathy for the people of Japan. His feelings weren’t solely because this was his parents’ homeland, but because he had lived among the people of Japan and knew them to be a peaceful and humble people, not the cartoonishly evil, bucktoothed, myopic, war-mongering “Japs” portrayed by much of the U.S. press. The average Japanese conscript—many had been farmers before the war—fought well and hard and sacrificed much, believing in their cause as much as the American GIs believed in their own. But Sakamoto did blame the most fervent of the Japanese, and the country’s military and government leaders, for the war that had cost so many lives on both sides.

				Sakamoto did not have divided loyalties. He was an American by birth and upbringing, and Japanese by ancestry. He was proud of his lineage, but during his years in Japan he had been a student of the culture, not a convert. He didn’t have dual citizenship like many Japanese Americans, whose parents only had to register a child’s birth in America with a Japanese consulate for them to receive dual citizenship. Military training was mandatory in high schools in Japan, and Sakamoto, a good student, had excelled in his military studies. Knowing he was an American, some students ribbed him that one day they could face each other on a battlefield, not realizing the truth of their foretelling. With his graduation only days away, he had been summoned to the office of the school’s military commandant, a major in the Imperial Japanese Army who went around campus in his dress uniform complete with a long sword rattling at his side. He required any of his young charges who came before him to stand rigidly at attention. Once Sakamoto was in the proper stance with head up, stomach in, and chin out, the major announced that he had been selected to become a probationary officer in the army.

				Sakamoto understood that it was a supreme compliment. By then—the spring of 1938—Japan had been at war in China for nearly a year, and its army had already captured Shanghai and the Chinese capital of Nanking. Martial arts songs about the nobility and purity of dying for the emperor were played nonstop on the radio, and were sung by children of all ages in assemblies in the nation’s schools. Every morning at his high school, students gathered in the chapel and prayed for their country’s warriors. He had been dispatched with other students to bid farewell to trainloads of soldiers going to war in China from stations packed with family, friends, and neighbors waving flags and cheering, “Banzai!” On the trains, officers held their swords high in salutes, and young soldiers recited aloud Psalm 23 as they prepared to walk through the valley of the shadow of death and fear no evil because they believed that dying for the emperor was the greatest honor, as did their families, who were ready for their sons to earn such an honor even though it meant losing them. In the Japanese army, young men went off prepared to sacrifice their lives, having been taught that anything short of victory was a disgrace to their family. It was the opposite in the U.S. Army, Tom later learned; soldiers went off to do their duty with every intention of returning home. But those days in Japan, the atmosphere of militarism and patriotism was all-encompassing and impossible to escape. The best students with a demonstrated acumen for the military who were given the opportunity to become officers after graduation were expected to jump at the chance, and most did. All of this made what Sakamoto knew he had to say to the major not easy to vocalize, but he steeled himself and did so anyway, explaining that he was not a Japanese citizen but an American, and he would not be accepting the military appointment but going home. Before dismissing the young man, the major angrily berated him for being a traitor to the emperor.

				Then eighteen, Sakamoto returned that summer of 1938 to America, where he borrowed $800 from the Farm Bureau to lease forty-three acres in California’s Santa Clara Valley, carpeted with orchards and several million apricot, plum, citrus, and other fruit trees. He rented a farmhouse, bought a used tractor and an old truck, and grew fruit and produce for the wholesale market until he was drafted in early 1941.

				The journey that brought Tom Sakamoto to the Missouri that morning began a month before the attack on Pearl Harbor, when he reported with fifty-seven other Japanese American soldiers to the Army’s new Japanese-language school at the Presidio in San Francisco. Nearly all of them had spent at least a few years attending school in Japan, and as a result were fluent in the language. A small cadre of Army intelligence officers who had been stationed in Japan in the 1920s and 1930s had sounded the alarm in Washington as tensions worsened between the two countries that there would be enormous language difficulties in the event of war with Japan. They argued that very few Americans of European ancestry had a real mastery of the incredibly complex Japanese language, and a school was needed to start training interpreters, translators, and interrogators.

				When Sakamoto arrived at the new school in November 1941, he entered an old, empty hangar at Crissy Field on the edge of the San Francisco Bay. The cavernous space with cement floors had been used to park mail delivery planes in the 1920s; it had no seats, no tables, and no sleeping quarters. Before classes could start, the student-soldiers brought in abandoned orange crates and boxes for chairs and desks, built wooden partitions to separate classrooms from offices and sleeping quarters, and constructed three-tiered bunks. Typewriters and other supplies were borrowed from wherever they were found. Bookstores and libraries were searched for old Japanese-language books, and using a decade-old Japanese army manual as a reference, a handful of newly hired civilian teachers assembled course materials. When classes began, the students faced a challenging curriculum of not only advanced Japanese reading, writing, translation, and interpretation, but also the social, political, economic, and cultural background of modern-day Japan. They pored over documents and maps, and studied Japanese military structure, organization, and technical terms. Fifteen of the students dropped out when they failed to meet the academic rigors and were returned to their units. By the time the first class graduated in May 1942, the U.S. and Japan were at war, and American field commanders in the Pacific were clamoring for Japanese-language teams to read captured enemy documents and interrogate prisoners of war. Thirty-five of the first graduates were dispersed throughout a vast theater of operations, ranging from Alaska in the north to Guadalcanal and Papua New Guinea in the Southwest Pacific. The remaining ten—all top-ranked graduates, including Sakamoto—were retained to join the teaching staff at the new Military Intelligence Service Language School being set up at Camp Savage, Minnesota. With the push on for more Japanese-language teams, the next two classes graduated nearly six hundred students. Sakamoto taught at Camp Savage for a year before his request for overseas duty was granted in July 1943, and he was sent to the Pacific in charge of his own ten-man Military Intelligence Service team.

				The surrender ceremony aboard the Missouri took no more than thirty minutes from the time the Japanese delegation came aboard until they were curtly given the signal to leave shortly after MacArthur proclaimed, “These proceedings are closed.”

				As if on command, the skies parted and the sun broke through the clouds. Rays of light found the slate-gray hulls of the nearest ships, and a distant drone soon turned into a deafening roar. Several hundred U.S. bombers and smaller fleet carrier planes rumbled over the armada of Allied ships anchored in the bay in a final salute to victory.

				For Tom Sakamoto and many others, it had been long in coming.

			

			
				Skip Notes

				
					* Japan’s two signees to the surrender instrument took divergent postwar paths. Umezu was convicted of multiple war crimes, most committed by his forces in China, and sentenced to life in prison, where he died in 1949 at the age of sixty-seven. Despite his well-known opposition to the war and over the objection of U.S. officials, including Joseph Grew, a former U.S. ambassador to Japan, Shigemitsu was convicted of “waging aggressive war” against the Allies. After serving five years in Sugamo Prison in Tokyo, he was elected to the Lower House of the Diet of Japan, and in 1955 became the deputy prime minister of Japan.
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			THE TYPE OF SOLDIER WE WANT

			Kazuo Komoto was born in the heart of California’s Central Valley. He was the first of six boys. His father, Yoshikazu, had immigrated on his own from Japan at the age of seventeen in 1907. Landing in Seattle, he worked as a railroad and field laborer for ten years before returning to Japan and marrying Hisano Waki from their hometown of Okayama, a city on the western shore of Japan’s main island of Honshu, bounded on the south by the Island Sea and known for its traditional gardens and a samurai-era castle. Together, the newlywed couple migrated to America in early 1918, settling in Sanger, California. Kazuo was born nine months later.
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					Infant Kazuo in arms of his mother, Hisano, 1919

				
			
			It was a hardscrabble life on cracked, sunbaked land made fertile thanks to the miracle of irrigation. Hisano, who had a comfortable upbringing in Japan, cried herself to sleep the first night in her new home. The wind howled through the slats of the shack in the middle of a treeless field, and stars were visible through holes in the roof. This was not the life she had envisioned. As the years passed and her babies came, she grew concerned about what she saw as America’s discriminatory society weighted against Japanese immigrants and their children, fearing that it would be difficult for her sons to get ahead in life. She had seen many young Nisei men unable to find decent jobs, having to work as farm laborers or in produce stands. In her mind, acquiring an education was paramount. To complement the local public school, she enrolled seven-year-old Kazuo and his school-age brothers in a Japanese school two miles away. She walked them there every Saturday, signaling to her young sons the importance she placed on their education.

			By the time Kazuo was ten years old, his father was making a decent living growing grapes and strawberries on twenty acres, much of which he delivered himself to the 7th Street farmers’ market in Los Angeles over the winding road through the Tehachapi Mountains known as the Grapevine. Like other immigrants from Japan, Kazuo’s parents were not allowed to hold U.S. citizenship. And since they were ineligible for citizenship, under California’s restrictive Alien Land Laws of 1913 and 1920, they could not own land or hold long-term leases, which meant Kazuo’s father could farm only rented land. A quiet man who worked long hours, he didn’t have much time or energy for the children, and they were largely reared by their strong-willed mother. It was she who, in 1928, decided to take her oldest son to Japan so he could learn more about his ancestral culture and receive a traditional Japanese education.

			Kazuo gave his mother no argument when she left him in the care of his paternal grandparents in Okayama and returned to California. His grandfather, a Shinto priest, made an immediate impact on young Kazuo, although the boy was influenced more by his elder’s conduct than his words. The old man lived, to the end, a disciplined life, yet was always kind to others. Kazuo tried his best to follow his grandfather’s example.

			It didn’t take Kazuo long to learn firsthand that Japan had its own immigrant discrimination. Anyone of Japanese ancestry coming from America (and elsewhere) was considered lower class by native-born Japanese. Being the only American in school targeted him for teasing and bullying. He looked like them, but the other kids did not accept him as one of their own. In America, he was Japanese; in Japan, he was American. But the personable boy dismissed the insults and began to make friends.
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					High school student Kazuo in Japan, 1937

				
			
			After two years in elementary school, Kazuo entered intermediate school. He read voraciously, anything he could find, which helped him with basic Japanese grammar as well as memorizing some two thousand commonly used ideographs known as kanji—characters adopted from Chinese that are used in the Japanese writing system—which the students were expected to know by the sixth grade. Thanks to his extracurricular reading, his vocabulary expanded greatly. After graduating from sixth grade, he took the admission test for preparatory high school. Of the more than one thousand students in the region taking the exam, 250 passed. Kazuo was one of them. Already thinking about what he would study after high school at university, he seemed on track to get the education his mother wanted for him. By then, both grandparents had passed away, and Kazuo was living with his mother’s sister.

			During his decade in Japan (1928–38), Kazuo witnessed the country moving steadily toward militarism. Japan’s national policy to spread influence politically and militarily led to the 1931 invasion of Manchuria, which was colonized and used as a base from which to attack China in 1937. In this rising tide of imperialism, the legions of the soldiers going off to “protect Japan” were revered as saviors. But protect and save Japan from what? Kazuo often wondered. It seemed that Japan was always the aggressor. But this was not an opinion he could freely express. On occasion, in fact, he had to stand compliantly with other students cheering trains filled with soldiers yelling the slogan first used centuries ago to express respect for the emperor but which was now a battle cry.

			“Banzai! Banzai! Banzai!”

			Playing with friends one day in a park, Kazuo watched a platoon of Japanese army reservists drilling, then breaking for lunch. When three of the soldiers returned a few minutes late, their sergeant beat them, one by one, first with his fists, then kicked them after they fell to the ground. The soldiers took the beatings without a whimper, as the other soldiers and their officer watched. Although only twelve at the time, Kazuo wanted to yell at the sergeant to stop. Why are you beating your own soldiers?

			As he grew older, Kazuo worried that if he stayed in Japan he would be drafted and sent off to some faraway war. His high school years passed quickly; he was a good student, popular with his peers, and a star on the track team, setting school records in the hundred yard dash. After his graduation in June 1938, he wrote his mother saying he wanted to come back to the U.S. for college. Although he had enjoyed his time in Japan, he had strong feelings that he did not belong, and did not see himself spending the rest of his life here. He disliked how the people were conditioned to think and act the way the government wanted them to. Here, it was about conforming, and being docile. When a teacher made a statement, that was it, right or wrong, with no discussion. The students didn’t dare ask questions that might embarrass the teacher. As early as first grade, children were taught in shushin (ethics) courses about virtues such as fidelity, diligence, and frugality, and also to obey the emperor and be willing to die for him. Life itself was but a feather, they were told, compared to their obligation to the emperor. But through all the indoctrination, Kazuo never forgot he was an American, and he never accepted all the fuss about what he later derided as “emperor love.”

			But there was more to Kazuo’s desire to leave Japan. He had brothers he had not seen in ten years; the youngest ones he hardly knew. He missed his intelligent and supportive mother, and even his father, although he was at times harsh. Kazuo was crestfallen when his mother wrote to him to stay in Japan for college. But his mind was made up. When it was apparent she wasn’t going to send the money for his return, he borrowed enough from his sympathetic aunt for a steamship ticket to California. He didn’t tell anyone at home he was coming, but waited to telephone them when his ship docked in San Francisco. Within a few days of arriving back in Sanger, he told his parents of his plan to enroll in college and become an American diplomat—maybe even one day the U.S. ambassador to Japan, a lofty notion first put in his head years before by his dear grandmother in Okayama.

			His father had other ideas. Enough school! As the eldest son, you must work on the farm and work for the family.

			Kazuo now understood why his mother had wanted him to stay in Japan for college; she must have known of his father’s plans to put him to work. She protested now, but to no avail. Kazuo felt guilty about being away so long and not helping the family. He was nineteen, and he had never earned a penny, while his brothers had been working on the farm and had part-time jobs in town. Kazuo agreed to put his dream on hold.

			He worked hard on the farm, and enjoyed making new friends. His chiseled good looks, quiet sense of humor, and winning smile made him popular with the girls, Japanese as well as Caucasian. But he soon discovered that when he went on a Friday night date in town he could not expect to receive table service anywhere other than the Chop Suey House.

			Two years after returning home, he received his draft notice from the Selective Service, and was inducted into the peacetime U.S. Army in March 1941. He was sent to Camp Roberts near San Luis Obispo for ninety days of basic training. One sweltering June day, after finishing a grueling run in the back hills with a full pack, he was ordered to clean up, change his uniform, and report to an administrative office on the double.

			Waiting for him was a tall, square-jawed Army officer named Kai Rasmussen, who was touring camps to interview Nisei soldiers as possible candidates for the new Japanese-language school starting up that fall at the San Francisco Presidio. Rasmussen had immigrated to America from Denmark at the age of twenty in 1922, unable to speak a word of English on his arrival. He enlisted in the U.S. Army, and two years later won admission to West Point, graduating in the class of 1929. From 1936 to 1940, he served as a military attaché at the U.S. embassy in Tokyo, during which time he learned Japanese, which he spoke with a heavy Scandinavian accent. For six months, he had embedded as an observer with the Imperial Japanese Army in China. Few U.S. military officers knew Japan and its military as well as he did. Now, with tensions rising between the two countries, he had been among a handful of career officers the War Department had charged with organizing the school to train Japanese-speaking soldiers for military intelligence work. That summer, Rasmussen and two other Japanese-speaking officers were visiting camps to interview more than a thousand Nisei soldiers on active duty. Rasmussen had presumed that many young men raised by Japanese immigrants would be fluent in their parents’ language, but he discovered that was not the case. His unofficial survey found that less than 10 percent of Nisei soldiers could read, write, and speak Japanese. The rest had been so thoroughly Americanized in U.S. schools and society that they knew little or no Japanese. Those findings were a shock to Rasmussen as well as the War Department. The statistics would have been even more discouraging were it not for the Kibei—literally, “returned to America”—the name given to those Japanese Americans who came back to the U.S. after receiving some schooling in Japan. Rasmussen estimated that one in ten Nisei had gone to school in Japan. While their years in Japan and retention of the language varied, many of them had returned home to the United States speaking Japanese as well as or better than English. They were a unique generation that was both Japanese and American in language, attitude, and cultural heritage. And Rasmussen recognized early on just how valuable they would be to the U.S. Army in the event of war with Japan.

			Kazuo was astonished when the blond, fair-skinned officer launched into passable Japanese. In turn, Rasmussen was impressed with Kazuo’s ten years of education in Japan. He handed Kazuo a Japanese military field manual and asked him to translate some passages, which Kazuo did with the ease of reading the Sunday comics. In truth, after spending the majority of his school years in Japan, Kazuo was now more fluent in Japanese than English. They talked about his time in Japan—some of the same years Rasmussen had been there—and of places they had both been and the natural beauty of the Land of the Rising Sun. They shared stories and memories of the country they both loved. However, in the course of their conversation, it became clear to Rasmussen that Kazuo had fully assimilated back into life in America, and his loyalty to the United States, the country of his birth, was clear and unambiguous.

			After explaining the Army’s plans for the new language school, Rasmussen said, “Private Komoto, you are the type of soldier we want. I’d like you to volunteer for the school. You’ll be trained in intelligence work. Should war break out with Japan, we’ll have a special job for you.”

			The word volunteer popped out at Kazuo.

			“You want volunteers, sir?”

			“Yes, the school is voluntary.”

			Kazuo didn’t want to volunteer for anything. Truthfully, he was fed up with others telling him what he should be doing with his life.

			“Sir, I was drafted for one year of military service. When I get out I want to go to college. I’m sorry, but I’m not interested in volunteering.”

			A disappointed Rasmussen said he understood.

			Six months later, Pearl Harbor was attacked. When Kazuo, still at Camp Roberts, heard the terrible news that morning, he thought, It finally happened. He was not shocked by Japan’s aggression like many Americans because of the direction in which he had seen the militarists taking the country, but he hated the thought of fighting his parents’ homeland, where he had left behind many relatives and friends. But he knew he had no choice. First and always, his loyalty was to the country of his birth. The United States of America.

			The next day, Kazuo’s platoon boarded a Greyhound bus to Barstow, a railroad town in the California desert. For the next three weeks they protected the switching yards from sabotage. Then, on December 28, his unit was sent to Downey, near Los Angeles, to guard an aircraft manufacturing plant. Kazuo and another Nisei soldier happened to be on duty at the front gate one day when a local newspaper reporter and photographer arrived to tour the plant. A few pictures were taken, and the next day a photo of the two men ran on the front page below the alarming headline:

			
				 

				JAP SOLDIERS GUARDING AIRCRAFT PLANT!

				 

			

			Later that day, the company commander called Kazuo and the other soldier into his office. “Boys, I gotta take you off the front gate,” he said. “You’ll guard the back gate from now on.”

			Kazuo heard reports of Nisei soldiers being kicked out of the Army, and how those who had spent time in Japan were being particularly targeted. He recalled the officer recruiting for the Japanese-language school saying how valuable those same individuals would be in event of war with Japan. That they were now being culled from the ranks seemed nonsensical.[*]

			Not long after, Kazuo and other Nisei soldiers mysteriously pulled from their units boarded a train to El Paso, Texas, where they were placed in segregated barracks at Fort Bliss, with no regular duties. Rumors circulated about what the Army had in store for them. When he received new travel orders a few weeks later, Kazuo’s first thought was that he was being booted out of the Army. When he was bused to the train station with thirty other Nisei from Fort Bliss, he was convinced of it.

			They arrived in the middle of the night in St. Paul/Minneapolis, where they loaded into a convoy truck. Let out in the dark after a bumpy ride, they were herded into dimly lit, log cabin barracks filled with cots and not much else. It wasn’t until morning that they found out that the gloomy cabins had most recently been a state home for indigent elderly men.

			Soon, there were two hundred Nisei soldiers in camp. They were to comprise the first class of the Military Intelligence Service Language School at Camp Savage, the expanded successor to the Fourth Army’s language school at the Presidio that had graduated fewer than fifty students (including Tom Sakamoto) in May 1942. Hundreds of Japanese-language interpreters, translators, and interrogators were urgently needed now for the war in the Pacific.

			So much, he thought, for not volunteering.

			But it was war now, and Kazuo Komoto was ready to do his part.

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				* A confidential War Department communiqué, dated January 23, 1942, sent to all commanding generals in the U.S. Army, ordered that soldiers of Japanese descent “not be assigned to positions in units or installations where they might gain valuable information or be able to execute damage to important installations.”
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			“HARM THEM…HARM ME”

			Nobuo Furuiye was born in the spring of 1918 in a Colorado farmhouse near the base of the eastern slope of the Rocky Mountains twenty miles north of Denver. It was here, about two miles outside the hamlet of Lafayette, where Nobuo’s nomadic father, Daijiro, had at long last put down roots a decade earlier to become a farmer.

			Daijiro had left Japan in 1900, at the age of seventeen, to work for his own father, a sugarcane plantation foreman in Hawaii. Three years later his father returned to Japan, where his wife had stayed behind with their other children when he went to Hawaii for work. But Daijiro decided against going back to Japan, and thereby avoided being drafted into the army, as many young Japanese men were for the Russo-Japanese War (1904–05), which, eerily similar to the attack on Pearl Harbor thirty-seven years later, began with Japan’s surprise attack on the Russian fleet at Port Arthur three hours before the Russian government received Japan’s declaration of war. By the time that conflict ended, it had taken the lives of some 150,000 Japanese and Russian soldiers.

			Daijiro worked his way to America in 1903 as a deckhand on a freighter bound for San Francisco. He picked hops in the Central Valley during the summer harvest, and after long days in the fields went to night school to learn English. He signed on with the Western Pacific Railroad and laid untold miles of tracks in California. After a stint working in coal mines in Wyoming, he drifted to Colorado, where he found a job at a Pueblo steel mill. When a Chinese immigrant was badly beaten by workers who were angry that he had taken a job away from a white man, Daijiro decided to hit the road again. He ended up in Denver, where the only work he could find was as a dishwasher in a restaurant. However, it was there that his fortunes began to change, when he met a man from a small Japanese community north of Denver who convinced him there was a future in farming. Daijiro found a Caucasian landowner willing to rent him acreage near Lafayette. With a borrowed horse and plow, he set out to succeed in farming, which he eventually did. But as he neared thirty, he knew what was missing in his life, and he wrote to his father in Japan asking for help in finding a suitable wife willing to join him in America.

			Daijiro’s father knew a young woman and her parents, who lived in Kamotogun, a neighboring village in Kumamoto Prefecture.[*1] Her name was Tamaye Tsukamoto. She was nineteen years old, and could read and write. Deeming her worthy of becoming his son’s wife, Daijiro’s father approached her family and made the arrangements. Like many Japanese immigrant couples of the era, the spouses-to-be had never met, but only exchanged photographs. In those days, “picture brides” were married by proxy before departing, and traveled under their new married name. When Tamaye’s ship, the Sado Maru, arrived in Seattle on August 29, 1912, an eager Daijiro was there to meet her. But during a medical examination in U.S. Customs, Tamaye was discovered to have conjunctivitis, an eye infection that had to be cleared up before she entered the country. After being quarantined for a month, Tamaye was allowed entry on October 7. Daijiro was again waiting to greet her. They walked downtown to the Buddhist church where he had arranged for a traditional wedding ceremony. After stopping at a nearby Japanese tailor shop that made Western clothing for new arrivals, Daijiro took his bride home to the farm. Nine months and three weeks later, Tamaye gave birth to Albert, their firstborn.

			There were several Japanese families in the Lafayette area, and Nobuo, the third of six children born to Daijiro and Tamaye, grew up playing with those children as well as his own siblings. He didn’t have much chance to make Caucasian friends until he started at the two-story, redbrick schoolhouse that went from first through fourth grades downstairs and fifth through eighth upstairs, with one teacher per floor. Coming from a Japanese-speaking household, he didn’t know enough English when he started school to tell his teacher when he had to go to the bathroom. The teacher was sympathetic, and allowed him to slip out of class without asking for permission whenever nature called.

			Nobuo had daily chores to perform before and after school. He was up before dawn to milk their old Guernsey cow, which provided the family’s milk, cheese, and butter, and to feed the plow horses a mixture of grass hay and alfalfa for their upcoming day of labor. Come afternoon, another milking, then mucking out the stalls, which, for a time, he thought was the worst job on the farm. But Nobuo came to enjoy caring for livestock so much that he joined the local 4-H club. His specialty was steer raising, and one year his steer won third place at the county fair. Summer was not vacation time for Nobuo, as he worked every day in his father’s fields, weeding and irrigating, and harvesting tomatoes, lettuce, cabbage, and cucumbers to be crated and then trucked into Denver, where they were sold to produce houses. Most Japanese farmboys had similar responsibilities; they, like Nobuo, became hardworking and serious before their time. Nobuo did, however, envy the way some white friends spent their summers, swimming and fishing.

			The nearest high school was in Denver. When Nobuo graduated from eighth grade, his father arranged for him to board at a Buddhist temple in the Mile High City. About a dozen other Nisei boys were staying at the temple. Every day after school, they were required to come back to the temple for two hours of Japanese classes, which were taught by visiting teachers from Japan who were enrolled at the University of Denver or the Colorado School of Mines. Over the course of three years, Nobuo learned much about the language, customs, and history of his parents’ homeland. His two older siblings had gone to school in Japan for several years, not an uncommon practice among families with Japanese-immigrant parents who could afford it. But he had never been to Japan, and his curiosity was piqued. Nobuo’s chance came as he was finishing at Manuel High School in Denver. When his father asked if he wanted to go to Japan, Nobuo said yes. The only catch was that his father wanted him to enroll in high school there in order to learn more about the country of his ancestors. While he wasn’t excited about spending more time in high school, Nobuo thought it would be worth it for the experience of seeing Japan. Graduating in Denver a semester early, he arrived in Japan in the spring of 1936 to stay with his father’s cousin, a schoolteacher in the city of Kumamoto, about sixty miles from Nagasaki. Because of his studies at the temple, Nobuo did well enough in a placement exam to enter the third year at a private boarding school, Kyushu Gakuin, one of the top high schools in Japan.

			Nobuo was surprised that English was taught to all the students at Kyushu Gakuin. In fact, they had to take three courses: conversational English; translating Japanese to English; and translating English to Japanese. Nobuo had his own work to do improving his skills in advanced Japanese writing, grammar, and literature. Whether one was American or Japanese, becoming fluent in both languages was difficult and challenging. He soon won friends by offering to tutor them in English in exchange for them helping him in math and science courses, which included biology, chemistry, physics, horticulture, botany, algebra, geometry, and trigonometry. There were no electives as in U.S. high schools, only academic subjects necessary for graduation.

			For Nobuo, the hardest aspect of living in Japan, and his biggest culture shock, were the rules, regulations, and restrictions on daily life. Many of the freedoms that young people took for granted in America were nonexistent in Japan. It partly had to do with Japanese culture, which required children to obey their elders without protest. There were also traditional walls of separation between the genders that didn’t exist in American society. For instance, all the high schools were single-sex. The increased militarism in 1930s Japan also impacted personal liberties. Male students in high school wore dark-colored military-style uniforms with collar devices that identified each student by his class and group. While on the streets, they had to wear caps and salute upperclassmen and any military men they passed. Young Japanese males were taught about Bushido, the code of the samurai, in mandatory classes led by Japanese military officers assigned full-time to schools. Many of these officers preached that until a young male became a military man, he was not a man at all.

			Of all his courses, Nobuo most dreaded the military classes, two hours every Tuesday and Thursday. They were taught at Kyushu Gakuin by an artillery major who Nobuo decided was looking for another war to fight before he got too old. Every semester he made the students take a thirty-six-hour forced march, carrying a full military pack while lugging a heavy, bolt-action rifle. It was always an agonizing ordeal for the boys.

			Kumamoto had five military bases, and was home to the 6th Infantry Division of the Imperial Japanese Army. This division, Nobuo learned, was revered throughout the country for capturing Port Arthur in 1905 during the Russo-Japanese War. The division paid a price for its glory, as nearly half of its men were killed in the battle before the port finally fell.[*2]

			Also in the city was a unit of the Kenpeitai, the secret police arm of the Japanese army composed of fanatical nationalists. With duties similar to the Nazi SS, these military police sometimes wore civilian clothes to blend in and other times a uniform and white armband with the kanji characters representing ken (law) and hei (soldier). They carried swords, bayonets, and pistols, and watched everywhere for enemies or suspicious persons, both military and civilian. Nobuo and the other dozen or so Nisei in his school were warned by their teachers that the Kenpeitai kept close watch on Americans in Japan—adults and teenagers—and knew who they were by the way they “walked, talked and acted.” The teachers told the students to be careful about what they said or did publicly or they could be taken in by the Kenpeitai for interrogation. Nobuo and the other Americans kept a low profile and didn’t dare step out of line.

			During Nobuo’s second year in Japan, the country went to war with China, following the Marco Polo Bridge Incident on July 7, 1937, a two-day battle between Chinese and Japanese army units in Peking. He and the other students heard the news at school, and talked about it after class. Most of the boys didn’t consider it a major concern that would affect them. In fact, Nobuo had observed that many of his classmates resented the army types as much as he did, and a few really hated their guts, especially the Kenpeitai, who strode down the streets like bantam roosters. The boys he knew had no desire to go forth and die for Japan or the emperor in a foreign war.

			When he graduated from Kyushu Gakuin in early 1938, Nobuo was twenty years old. He was surprised to learn for the first time that he had dual citizenship as a result of his American birth having been registered with the Japanese consulate. With the war in China going full tilt, Nobuo did not want to stay in Japan and chance being drafted into the army. (Some of his Nisei classmates at Kyushu Gakuin, he would later learn, stayed too long in Japan and were drafted into the Imperial Japanese Army.) So he said farewell to his father’s cousin, who had been so hospitable during the previous two years, and on March 9, 1938, boarded the Taiyo Maru, an ocean liner heading to California, on a third-class ticket paid for by his father.[*3]

			During the voyage, Nobuo met a pretty Nisei woman who was three years older. California-born Toshie Suminaga was returning with her mother to their home in Redondo Beach after visiting relatives in Japan. He and Toshie saw each other daily aboard ship, sitting together for meals and trading stories about their experiences in Japan and growing up in America with fathers who were farmers. She had an innocence and quiet strength that Nobuo found appealing. As the ship slipped under the Golden Gate Bridge on March 24 and Nobuo prepared to leave the ship—Toshie and her mother stayed aboard to disembark in Los Angeles two days later—he asked Toshie for her address and promised to write to her.

			Nobuo took the train to Denver, where he was met by his parents. It was good to be home, and he was happy to once again be helping his father on the farm. Come winter, he took the train to California, where he visited a Nisei classmate from Kyushu Gakuin, who lived in San Jose. They contracted with orchard owners to trim their fruit trees, and Nobuo did that until it was time to return and help his father with spring planting. But before he left California, he paid a visit to Redondo Beach to see Toshie, with whom he had been corresponding. Again in her company, he felt the same connection he had on their voyage across the Pacific. Given their age difference, Toshie was cooler toward the idea of becoming serious with the tall, stocky Nobuo, although he looked older and more sure of himself than his years suggested. She told Nobuo she had broken off an earlier engagement to a man in Japan that had been arranged by their families. Facing the reality of marrying someone she didn’t know, she reneged, and it would have meant living in Japan when she couldn’t even read or write the language. “I am American,” she told Nobuo. “I didn’t want to live in Japan.” Nobuo didn’t take anything she said as a rejection of him or their blossoming friendship. But as he headed back to Colorado, he knew he had a long way to go to win the heart of the woman he loved.

			Nobuo worked on the family farm during the spring and summer of 1939, then over the winter lull he got a job at a Japanese import store in Denver called Nippon Mercantile, which had the largest selection of Japanese foods in the city. The position came with a room upstairs in the back of the store where he could stay. The owner, a widow named Mrs. Uyehara, who knew his parents, appreciated Nobuo’s intelligence and the fact that, unlike many young Nisei, he could read and write Japanese. She soon had him on an assistant managerial track. She also agreed that Nobuo could leave in the spring and summer to help his father on the farm. For the next year and a half, that was Nobuo’s routine: working in Denver until spring, then leaving to work on the farm, and returning to the store for the fall and winter.

			When Congress enacted a draft in 1940, Nobuo had to register, but due to his farmwork he was granted an agricultural exemption. He read in the newspapers about the tensions between Japan and the United States, but like many Americans he considered that the realm of international relations and believed it would have little to do with his daily life. Yes, he well knew that the militarists were in power in Japan, but he had also seen for himself that it was a nation of limited resources and manufacturing capabilities. In reality, Japan was a poor nation, lacking a modern transportation system and many other conveniences that were taken for granted in America. And, of course, they were already fighting one war in China; he couldn’t imagine Japan wanting to fight America at the same time. It would be such a reckless act. The day soon came, of course, when he realized how mistaken he was, and how his life and the lives of so many others in both countries would be forever changed.

			On that fateful day—December 7, 1941—Nobuo was at the farm for Sunday lunch. As was often the case, his parents had invited his employer, Mrs. Uyehara, to join the family, and Nobuo rode with her from Denver. They were all seated around the table, eating and chatting, when a little past noon the music on the radio stopped mid-song for the startling news bulletin about Japan’s surprise attack on Pearl Harbor.

			The room was stunned to silence.

			His father spoke first. “What a stupid thing to do!”

			Mrs. Uyehara had a stricken expression. “We’d better hurry back, Nobuo! There might be vandalism at the store.”

			Nobuo and Mrs. Uyehara jumped in her car and rushed the twenty-five miles back to Denver in record time. When they reached the store, they were relieved to see it was quiet in front, with no sign of any anti-Japanese protests. The store was located downtown on Larimer Street, and there were several other Japanese businesses in the neighborhood, but Mrs. Uyehara’s was by far the biggest and best known. As a precaution, she had Nobuo get a ladder, take down the sign above the entrance, and scratch out NIPPON. When he put the sign back up, it read MERCANTILE.

			Like countless Americans, Nobuo decided to enlist within days of Pearl Harbor. When he told his parents, they supported his decision, even though they knew it meant he would be fighting against their ancestral homeland. “This is your county,” his father said, not at all sadly. “It’s been good to you. Serve it.”

			Daijiro and Tamaye had always wanted their children to know their homeland, but in that moment Nobuo realized that their truest loyalties lay not with their own country of origin, but with America, the land that had taken them in and where their children had been born and they had built lives for them all. While his parents would worry about the safety of relatives in Japan, with whom they would not be able to correspond for years, that country was to receive no sympathy or support in the Furuiye household in its war with the United States.

			Nobuo drove to his draft board in Boulder, twelve miles away, and told them he no longer wanted an agricultural exemption.

			“I’m volunteering for the draft,” Nobuo said.

			The official found his name in their records, then looked at a long list of draftees. “Tell you what, son,” he said. “We’ve had so many volunteers this month, we’ll call you up next month.”

			“Okay, thank you.”

			That gave him another month as a civilian. Nobuo now faced having to tell Toshie, who, after his many letters and phone calls and another visit to California, had at last agreed to marry him even after turning down his first proposal. But now, more than three years after they met crossing the Pacific, their wedding plans would have to be postponed indefinitely. He decided a letter was better than a phone call. It was a sad and difficult missive for him to write because he didn’t want to lose her. But he tried his best to explain his desire to do his part in the war, and only hoped she would understand and wait for him.

			In early January it was announced that all Japanese residents must turn in their firearms and cameras to local authorities. Everyone knew that Daijiro was good friends with the county sheriff, who for years had come out to the farm to buy his produce, so a lot of guns and cameras were dropped off at the house for Daijiro to turn in. It was quite a collection, and Nobuo helped his father, who was turning in his own shotgun and camera, load the contraband into the back of their old pickup. They drove into town together.

			The sheriff took one look at the stockpile and complained, “I don’t need all this stuff!” But he really had no choice but to take it. He had a deputy unlock a cell in the back of the jail and Nobuo and Daijiro stacked everything inside, then the cell door was shut and locked.

			“I’ve known you folks thirty years,” the sheriff said. “I know you aren’t going to do anything.” He shook his head. “But orders are orders.”

			The official at the local draft board made good on his promise, and Nobuo received instructions to report for active duty on January 16, 1942. He started telling friends he would soon be leaving, and a few of them lived in Longmont, ten miles up the road. Somehow word got to the editor of the Longmont newspaper, who contacted Nobuo and confirmed the date he was leaving. Since he was the first local boy to leave for the war, the editor added, “Let’s see if we can have a send-off for you.”

			Sure enough, a few days before he left, there was a big farewell party for Nobuo at the Elks Lodge in Longmont. Friends, neighbors, and some residents he didn’t even know showed up to say goodbye and wish him good luck. He left feeling how lucky he was to be living where Pearl Harbor and the war with Japan had not gotten in the way of the long-standing goodwill between local Caucasian and Japanese residents. Many of their white neighbors gave the local Japanese much credit for arriving in the country penniless and working hard to establish themselves.

			On January 16, Nobuo reported to Fort Logan, a military post in southwest Denver. There he was processed into the U.S. Army, given a haircut, issued uniforms, and assigned to a barrack. More men poured in daily, and four days after his arrival, Nobuo was in a group of inductees herded onto a troop train and sent south to Camp Roberts, in California, the largest Army basic training installation in the nation, to undergo an intensive seventeen-week training cycle to mold them into fighting men. After all his hard labor on the farm, Nobuo was quick to adjust to the physical demands
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