
[image: Cover: My Nest of Silence, by Matt Faulkner, illustrated by Matt Faulkner]


“Readers of all ages will come away with a deeper appreciation for [Japaneses Americans’] endurance, sacrifices, and resilience.”

—Susan H. Kamei, author of When Can We Go Back to America?

My Nest of Silence

Asian/Pacific American Award for Literature Winner

Matt Faulkner




[image: My Nest of Silence, by Matt Faulkner, illustrated by Matt Faulkner, Atheneum Books for Young Readers]




Dedicated to the memory

of

Robert Bly and

Malidoma Patrice Somé

And for my wife, Kris

Always




BEFORE we go any further, you should know a few things:


1. After Japan bombed Pearl Harbor, the US government took me away from my home, my school, and my friends and stuck me and my family in a prison camp in the desert just because we’re Japanese American.

2. Now that my brother, Mak, has turned eighteen, he’s signed up for the army, and they’re sending him off to war.

3. I’ve stopped talking for the duration of the war. Or at least until Mak comes home.

4. My father thinks I’m abnormal.

I’m not.

Mama says I have an overdeveloped imagination.

But that just makes me exceptional.

Not abnormal.
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1. THAT’LL TEACH THEM

It was a greyhound, my father said, a kind of dog, painted on the side of the bus. It didn’t look like a dog. Not in the least. Trust me. If I were going to draw a dog, it wouldn’t look like that thing. I was trying to figure out what this “dog” thing actually looked like when the bus pulled away, taking my brother off to the army. I waved to him. The windows were so dirty, I couldn’t tell if he was waving back. So I waved harder. While I was waving, I noticed a suspicious-looking dust cloud rising up behind the bus. It loomed over my parents and me and took on the appearance of a hammer. I was sure it was up to no good. Luckily, a breeze grabbed ahold of it and tossed the dust hammer onto the side of the road.

I wish I hadn’t been so concerned about the dust-cloud hammer, because by the time I’d confirmed that it wasn’t going to clobber us, I realized that the bus was very, very far away. A moment later it and Mak were gone, disappearing behind a distant hill. I kept waving anyway.

If he’d been there, Mak would’ve laughed at me.

Hey, kabocha-head! I could hear him say. Get a load of you worrying about a dust cloud. You and your crazy imagination!

I rubbed my head where I imagined Mak would’ve applied his noogies. Funny thing was, I’d always hollered and squealed in the past when he rubbed my head with his knuckles. But now I actually missed them, Mak and his noogies. I pictured Mak’s face, his eyes and eyebrows and the silly-looking glasses he wore, the way the little scar over his lip would tilt upward when he smiled. I jumped when Mama called my name.

“Come along, Mari,” said Mama as she and Father started the long walk back to the barracks. (Like all the other grown-ups at the camp, they always spoke in Japanese. They had emigrated from Japan and didn’t learn English when they were growing up, the way Mak and I did. We spoke in Japanese too when we talked with them, though when it was just Mak and me, we spoke English like the other kids. So as you read, just imagine our conversations are all in Japanese.)

“Mari!” said Father. “It’s dinnertime! Come along.”

Dinner? Honestly, Father! Mak is going to war on a dirty bus with a stupid dog thing painted on the side of it, and all you care about is dinner. I stood there for a moment, furious, thinking about dust clouds that looked like hammers, about my selfish big brother who’d made a stupid decision to go to war without discussing it with me first, and about my father needing to go eat another piece of boiled SPAM in the mess hall.

It was right then that I decided I wouldn’t talk anymore.

I remember saying to myself, I know what’ll teach them. I’m not going to talk anymore. Later on I added, Or at least until Mak comes home. But I didn’t add that part till I’d spent a few days not talking. Take it from me, not talking is not easy.

“Mari! Please,” hollered Father.

I spun about, stomped after my parents, and caught up to them. As we passed the guard post by the front gate, the sentry smiled at me. I stuck out my tongue.

That’ll teach him, too.
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2. TWO WEEKS IS A LONG, DUSTY TIME IN MANZANAR

Bad news: no mail from Mak! Not a single letter! I’d already written to him three times! And these weren’t your average letters, either. These were four-page letters with long descriptions and drawings. I drew a picture of me and Mama and Father and the sentry by the front gate. And I drew the weird dog thing that was on the side of his bus and the dust cloud that turned into a hammer. The envelopes were stuffed and they needed extra postage to mail. Father made me pay for the extra stamps.

And still no mail from Mak. Do people forget how to write when they join the army? Maybe he didn’t even get there. Maybe he jumped off of that dirty bus and joined the circus and he was too busy cleaning up after the elephants to write to me. Anyway, I couldn’t believe he hadn’t written to me yet.

And just so you know, being silent hadn’t been easy. Not long after I’d made my vow, I started wishing I’d thought of some less difficult manner of teaching everyone a lesson. It was about then that I came up with a good reason for keeping silent: maybe by staying quiet I was somehow helping Mak come home safe. I know, it’s kind of crazy and I’m not sure about the logic of that, but it felt like a better reason for keeping my vow than just to irritate Father.

For as long as I could remember, I was the one who’d done most of the talking in my family. Singing, too. And while Father was not a fan of my talking, he very much disliked my singing. He would put up with it, though, in that grumpy way he puts up with things he doesn’t like. As far as my more recent decision not to talk was concerned, well, I was fairly certain he hated it. You’d think he would’ve appreciated my silence, seeing as he disliked my “jabbering” as much as he did. But not so. Mama, on the other hand, took my silence much better than Father. That was understandable. In the best of times, Father was a surly grump and Mama was, well, Mama. She could make sweet things out of sour.

I remember after Pearl Harbor when the FBI came and took our radio. Mama waited till they’d driven out of sight and then put a record on the phonograph, turned it up loud, and went right back to doing whatever she’d been doing before they arrived. Father? He stomped outside and slammed the front door, something he never did. And when we learned that the government was sending us to live in this dusty, frying-pan prison camp, Mama simply got busy: busy selling the farm and busy packing. Father? He fumed and snorted, staring at our fields and mumbling to himself about how little money we’d received for the farm and that we were being punished for a crime we didn’t commit.

I remember waking one night to the sound of him smashing stuff in the kitchen. This scared me. But it didn’t last. Father may come to a boil pretty quick, but he cools down even quicker.

Okay, back to my decision to stop talking; as I said, it was something that Father simply couldn’t accept. Not only was it not acceptable, it was, to him, abnormal. And for Father, abnormal is the worst thing a person can be. One night during our walk home from the mess hall, Father knelt down and took my hands in his and looked me in the eye.

“Mari, this willful silence of yours must end. It is abnormal,” he said.

“Ichiro, please,” said Mama. “She’s just upset over Mak leaving.”

Father stood, frowning, his arms folded.

“Aki, we cannot simply ignore Mari’s abnormal behavior.”

Abnormal. There it was again. That word came out of Father’s mouth like it tasted bad.

“She is becoming the object of scorn!”

Mama took my hand and started walking us back to our barracks.

“Mari is fine,” Mama said over her shoulder. “Please relax, Ichiro. You’re going to have a fit.”

“I do not feel like I will have a fit,” Father grumbled as he fell in behind us. (I made a mental note to myself: Draw Father having a fit when we get home.)
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3. THE CLUCKING SISTERS

Still no mail came from Mak. What was wrong with him? How could he do this to me? He made me so angry! If he had been there right then, Mak would’ve been the person I wouldn’t talk to the most! Ha! But honestly, three weeks was a long time to wait for a letter in a sweaty, nowhere place like Manzanar with nothing to do.

Well, that wasn’t exactly true. There were things to do. Such as chores. There were always lots of those. Giving me chores to do was Father’s way of paying me back for being abnormal. I hated chores. And doing laundry was the worst one of all. Oh, I just hated folding the laundry. Why fold it when you’re only going to wear it again anyway?

But let’s not dwell on laundry. On the bright side, I’d gotten pretty good at being silent. And I was quite proud of myself, because it hadn’t been easy. A lot of grown-ups seemed to take my silence as a personal insult. They’d ask me a question and I’d just smile at them and wouldn’t answer. Most grown-ups hate when kids do that kind of thing. But others thought my being silent was just a silly thing, something to laugh at and forget.

Being silent did, however, bring some pleasant surprises. For instance, I was happy to notice the irritation my silence caused our gossiping neighbors, the Chiba sisters. They lived next door to our barracks. Father called them the Clucking Sisters because they were always gossiping. They couldn’t stand my silence. I couldn’t stand their clucking. I spent many happy hours drawing the Chiba sisters. I really enjoyed turning them into chickens.

There was a big open space where everyone in our barracks hung their laundry. On Tuesday mornings it was my job to collect the dry clothes from the line. Many days the clothes were covered with dust, and I’d have to beat them with a stick to get the dust out before folding. Have I said how much I hate folding laundry? Anyway, I remember the Clucking Sisters watching me as I watched them. When I’d finished folding, I picked up my basket and walked past them, heading for home.

“Good morning, Mari,” said Clucker #1.

“Hello, Mari,” said Clucker #2.

I smiled at them and kept on walking.

“Mari,” said Clucker #1. “It’s rude not to say hello.”

They didn’t care about me saying hello. I’d walked past them dozens of times and they’d never even smiled at me. They just wanted to trick me into talking, that’s all. Instead I did a little pirouette and walked on. I could hear them clucking behind me.

“Such a strange child,” said Clucker #1.

“Cluck, cluck, cluck,” said Clucker #2.

Inside our barracks, I began to fold our clothes. Father stepped in. He was holding a small bundle of mail. MAIL!

“Mari, where is Mother?” said Father.

I dropped what I was folding and rushed over to make a grab at the mail. Father saw me coming and held everything above his head.

“Hey, stop it!” he cried.

Then he dropped it all on the floor.

“Look what you’ve done!” said Father. “I hope there was nothing breakable in this package.”

I looked at the address. It was from Mak to me! Father picked the package up. I tried to grab it. He held it above his head. I danced around him, jumping and grabbing.

“Mari!” said Father. “Would you please stop it!”

I stopped jumping and stepped back. Father sat on his bed. I tried begging and gave him my best wide-eyed, suffering-child look.

“Stop this silliness, Mari! You’re not the only one to get mail from your brother. You can open this when you have found your mother and brought her here.”

I frowned.

“Hurry now, go,” said Father, waving his hand in the direction of the door.

I knew exactly where Mama was. I raced out the door and through the camp, kicking up dust. I turned a corner and ran right into Mama. She was making her way back from taking a shower in the washing barracks.

“Oh! Mari!” cried Mama.

I grabbed her arm and started to pull.

“What’s going on?” she said.

I gave her my best smile, waggled my eyebrows up and down, then nodded in the direction of our barracks.

“What do you want?” asked Mama.

I continued pulling and waggling my eyebrows.

“Oh, all right, Mari, I’m coming,” laughed Mama.

We made our way into the space for drying laundry. The Chiba sisters were still there, folding and gossiping. I was walking backward, shuffling along as I pulled Mama. I wasn’t looking and bumped into one of them.

“Oh, honestly!” said one Clucker.

“Have you ever…?” said another.

“I’m sorry. Please excuse us,” said Mama, bowing.

The Chiba sisters continued to cluck, something about the “rudeness of today’s youth.” Mama and I bowed one more time, and I took her arm and tugged her away from the Cluckers, all the way back to our barracks. Inside we found that Father had arrayed our mail on the small table.

“Oh, Aki, I’m sorry,” he said. “Did she stop you from taking your shower?”

“No, no, I was finished,” she replied. “Is there mail from Mak?!”

“Yes,” said Father.

I grabbed the package addressed to me, flopped to the floor by my bed, and tore into it. Inside I found beautiful, wonderful things. There was a letter from Mak and a knitted army cap! I quickly put the cap on my head. It was much too big, but to me it was a perfect fit. This was obviously the best hat ever made. How could it not be a perfect fit?

I unfolded the letter, but for some reason I just couldn’t read it. This was odd because I’m a good reader. I stared at the marks Mak had made on the paper and couldn’t figure them out. I told myself, Stop being silly and read Mak’s letter! But I just couldn’t. I was startled when drops of water slid off my face and onto the paper, further blurring the words.

“Mari, what’s wrong?” asked Mama. “Has Mak written something sad?”

I looked at Mama, held up the letter, and wobbled the pages, hoping she’d understand that to mean, For some reason I’ve forgotten how to read. She sat herself on the floor beside me.

“Oh, my dear,” she said. “Here, let’s read it together, shall we?”

Mama pulled a hanky from her pocket, sat beside me, and wiped the tears from my face. I rested my head on her shoulder and she read Mak’s letter out loud.
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Our drill sergeant is an okay guy. He likes to give us a pep talk before lights-out each night. That’s about all there is to say here. I hope you like your hat. It’s probably too hot to wear it right now, but I thought you’d like it anyway. Be good for Mom and Pop.

Love, your brother Mak



Mama and I sat quietly for a minute. I thought about Mak and his letter. There was something about what Mak was saying, or maybe about what he wasn’t saying, that seemed strange to me. Everything sounded so happy, as if his joining the army had all been just a sunny, fun day at the lake. It didn’t sound real. And it just didn’t sound like the Mak I knew.

I looked around and saw that Father was gone. I hadn’t noticed him leave. My eye caught the framed photo of Mak that sat on Mama’s bureau. He wore that crooked smile of his in this photo, and he seemed to be saying, That’s right, kiddo. Can’t put anything over on you. Things ain’t what they appear in this here army.

Mama used her hanky again to wipe my eyes and then her own.

“I see that Mak has sent you a nice hat,” Mama sighed. “He is a good brother.”

I grabbed the sides of the hat and pulled it down over my eyes. Mama hugged me.

“And you are a silly girl.”
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4. DUST. FOOD. MORE DUST.

Don’t get me started on the food. Okay, I have to say at least one thing about it. When we first arrived at Manzanar, the food was horrible. No, it was worse than horrible. How do I help you understand just how horrible? Hmmm… let me see, oh, I know—this is one of the things they gave us to eat the first week we arrived. (You better be sitting down, because this is gonna make you feel sick.) Here we go—canned peaches over cold rice. That’s right. Peaches and rice! For dinner! They also dumped these little meat things they called Vienna sausages on top of that disgusting pile of mush. These Vienna sausages weren’t the wonderful sort of sausage you might eat with eggs and toast for breakfast. They were these little meat blobs, mushy and tasteless. It’s true that, as time went on, the food got better. It helped that Issei and Nisei (first- and second-generation Japanese Americans) with cooking experience took over the job of making the food. But c’mon, peaches and sausages on cold rice!

Horrible, right?!

This particular day Mama and I rose early and made our way to the mess hall. I brought my drawing pad with me. Mama had ordered me some drawing pencils from Sears Roebuck. They had been shipped to the camp, and Father had brought them home from the mail room the night before. I couldn’t wait to try them out. The wind was quiet that morning for a change, and so we arrived at the mess hall without the usual coating of dust.

Dust. From our first day at Manzanar, we battled with the dust and the windstorms and we always lost. It didn’t matter whether we were inside or out. The dust was so fine that it found its way into everything. Our clothes, our mouths, our food, our eyes. Everything.

We found Oba-chan Yuki waiting at the door to the hall all alone. She was one of the oldest people in the camp. “Oba-chan” means “auntie,” but she wasn’t really my aunt. We called all the older ladies Oba-chan. I liked that. And I liked Oba-chan Yuki not just because she was nice to me, but because she was a really good storyteller. Sometimes she would give us a quick story after breakfast. I liked to draw while she talked. I was glad I’d brought my sketchbook.

“Good morning, Oba-chan Yuki,” said Mama, bowing.

“Good morning,” she replied, bowing in return.

The door opened. We shuffled inside with Oba-chan, got our breakfast, and made our way to a table. I was, of course, wearing my new cap. While I still felt it to be the finest cap in the world, I’d noticed that it had a definite downside—it itched. Not just a little itchy, but fiercely itchy. That didn’t matter, though. The hat could itch me until all the skin on my head





































e9781534477643/images/f0002-01.jpg
MANZANAR RELOCATION CENTER
APRIL 1944

T e B






e9781534477643/images/f0025-01.jpg
Miss Marid Asar
712-20-10
Moanzanar,

il California






e9781534477643/images/f0029-01.jpg
Once we arrvived at boot
carnp, There was no end fo
the exciterent! Our drill
sergeants et us at the bus—
not-a bad bunch of fellows.

72

i

%

WL,
7y
To CAMP
SHELBY.






e9781534477643/fonts/Damion-Regular.ttf


e9781534477643/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781534477643/images/f0006-01.jpg
LOOKS KINPA LIKE
A CHURCH IN HERE, POESN'T ITZ?
LIKE THAT CATHEPRAL IN
SAN FRANCISCO.

1T'6 80
PRETTY.

KABOCHA-HEAD.
LET'S 60
DRAW.

i

R

NONE OF
YOUR BUSINESS.
THIS IS A COMPETITION.
BEST PRAWING WINS.
YOU PROMISEPD.






e9781534477643/images/f0016-01.jpg
A FooL!
THAT'S ALL T
AM TO YOU,
FATHER?Z!

m
STILL HERE,
FATHER.

ﬁ‘é.{-ﬁg SHOULD I TALK \!
s“% IF HE WILL NOT
IR

fii

LISTENZ






e9781534477643/images/f0041-01.jpg
| WELL, LOOKIT THIS! ALL REAPY FOR BEPD.
— HOW NICE. PIP EVERYONE HAVE FUN ON THEIR

YOU TRYIN’
WITH THEM _ 1}) LOOK LIKE MR.
GOOFY TOJO, THE EMPEROR OF
JAPANZ SPEAK UP,
Boy!

BECAUSE THAT'S
THE LAST FUN YOU'RE GONNA
HAVE FOR THE NEXT SIX
Weeks!

UH... N-NO,
SERGEANT!

You,
FOUR EYESI






e9781534477643/images/f0009-01.jpg
You're RIGHT! ‘ -
SOMETHING SPECIAL, sPECIAL! NOT You're

KIPPO. ABNORMAL. Now
LET'S 60 EAT. T'M
STARVING.

aALwars
\ STARVING,

BUT NOT
ABNORMAL,
RIGHTZ!

W/ 1T's GONNA : BUT PO IZ |
I B€ FUN TO WATCH ) THE JUDGES ARE
YOU PO ALL THE ' UNPECIDED. YA WHAT--WE’'LL
LAUNDRY. - eaLLIT A

GET ITZ?
we’LL caLL 1T
A PRAW!

OH,
ALL RIGHT.






e9781534477643/images/f0035-01.jpg
...YOU BOYS
JUST KEEP ON PISAPPOINTIN'

MY GOODNESS.

S0 sLow.






e9781534477643/images/f0039-01.jpg
Heaps P!
SHOULDPERS BACK!

THAT GATE WITH
PRIDE!

THIS IS
VERY PISAPPOINTING. WHAT APOLOGIZE, CORPORAL. IT'S N
IS THE REASON FOR YOUR NOT YOUR FAULT. IT'S THESE
TARPINESSZ %

SORRY, -
SERGEANT. NO
EXCUSE.

THEY'RE THE WORST RECRUITS I'VE EVER
SEEN! A BUNCH OF SLOW, STUPID, SLOVENLY
NUMBSKULLS! A PISGRACE
TO THE ARMY!






e9781534477643/fonts/SpecialElite-Regular.ttf


e9781534477643/images/f0031-01.jpg
ALL RIGHT,
LISTEN UP! I AM

SERGEANT PEVERS. IT IS MY

JOB TO TURN YOU SORRY sLOBS
INTO SOLPIERS. YOU WILL APPRESS
ME AS SERGEANT, NOT SIR.

IS THAT CLEAR?Z
SOUNP OFF!






e9781534477643/images/f0026-01.jpg
Jane zo, 1944
Conrnp Shelby
Mississippr
Heg, kiddo,

How goes life? How are Morn and Pop?
I hope you are all well and hoppyy. I ara
doing just fine. And Ln sorvy I hoven?t
written sooner. But this is the first-fine Ive
been able 1o sit down with a pen and poper.

Man, what a long bus ride.






e9781534477643/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: That’ll Teach Them


		Chapter 2: Two Weeks is a Long, Dusty Time in Manzanar


		Chapter 3: The Clucking Sisters


		Chapter 4: Dust. Food. More Dust.


		Chapter 5: Camouflage


		Chapter 5A: I Lost My Sketchbook!


		Chapter 5B: Okay, I Found It


		Chapter 6: Oba-Chan Yuki’s Cave


		Chapter 7: Good Bones


		Chapter 8: Red Rover, Red Rover


		Chapter 9: Not Like in the Movies


		Chapter 10: Is This a Private Fight?


		Chapter 11: Getting My Wings


		Chapter 12: Baby Medicine


		Chapter 13: Les Enfants Et Les Traîtres


		Chapter 14: Go Home


		Chapter 15: Mak’s Face


		Chapter 16: Feathers for My Wings


		Chapter 17: That “Feeno” Shot


		Chapter 18: Just Me


		Chapter 19: War is Expensive


		Chapter 20: Standard Operating Procedure


		Chapter 21: Wetness Around His Eyes


		Chapter 22: One Peg at a Time


		Chapter 23: Home-Front Commandos


		Chapter 24: A Famous Place for Corn


		Chapter 25: Twenty-Five Dollars for Three Years


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author and Illustrator


		Selected Resources Bibliography


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author and Illustrator


		Selected Resources Bibliography


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378








e9781534477643/fonts/LondrinaSolid-Regular.ttf


e9781534477643/images/common01.jpg





e9781534477643/images/f0015-01.jpg
THEY WILL CALL YOU A TRAITOR!

I PON'T CARE WHAT
PEOPLE CALL ME,

YOU MUST STOP THIS!

I mape
MY CHOICE, FATHER. T'M
GONNA PO THIS.

WHY WON'T YOU
LISTEN TO ME?

I COULP ASK YOU
THE SAME QUESTION.

RESIGN! QUIT THE ARMY
NOW BEFORE IT’6 TOO LATE! I HAVE A FOOL FOR A SON!

'M IN.
AND T'M
GONNA PO
MY PART.






e9781534477643/images/9781534477643.jpg
ages will come
'1% er appreciation
mericans’]
acrifices, and






e9781534477643/images/f0042-01.jpg
7 ""{,‘A %
07
MY EYE ON

YOU, MR. TOJO.

AIN'T GONNA BE

NO EMPEROR OF
JAPAN IN MY

{

BUMS
ToO!

&O0P.
HIT THE SACK.
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BOYS,
IT’6 MY JOB TO TURN Y’ALL
INTO A FIERCE FIGHTING

WANNA BE A
FIERCE FIGHTING

weLL,
PONCHAZ!

y e f
ANP BE 6ENTLE
WITH THESE BOYS. IT'S THEIR
FIRST PAY. WE PON'T
WANT TO TIRE THEM OUT.

LET'S &Ive
THESE BOYS
A LITTLE TOUR
OF THE CAMP
BEFORE
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./ INOTuusT
| reLL vou To noT

CALL Me
sIrR2!

WHAT A BUNCH
OF PEA BRAINS. THEY JUST
KEEP GETTIN' PUMBER AND
PUMBER.

ALRIGHT,

AND GET THEIR
HeAps
SHAVED.

TIME FOR A
LITTLE TRIM OFF THE TOP, BOYS!
LEFT FACE. FORWARD,
MARCH!

OUTTA POCKETS,
KNUCKLEHEAD!
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I PON'T KNOW.
MY PRAWING 1S S0 &OOP.
I PON'T WANT TO
EMBARRASS YOU.

C'MON, MAK.
PUT YOUR PRAWING
NEXT TO MINE.

BUT I WARNED

I &uess
I JUST LET MY EYES
TELL MY BRAIN TO MAKE MY
HAND DRAW WHAT I've
BEEN LOOKING AT.

WHAT PO YOU MEAN, “WHATZ"2
THIS 1S AMAZING! THE SWALLOW LOOKS
LIKE IT COULP FLY OFF THE PAPER!

OH, C'MON!
IF IT WERE THAT SIMPLE,
EVERYONE couLp

I PUNNO.
PRAWING MAKES ME
FEEL 600D,
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T'M 6LAD
THEY PIPN'T TEAR
IT POWN WHEN THEY
STOPPED MAKING
A CAMOUFLAGE.

PROBABLY
BE MORE WORK
T0 TEAR IT POWN
THAN TO LEAVE
ITUR

Like
MAYBE A WAREHOUSE.

..T0 5TORE
NOOGIES FOR YOUR NOGGIN
WHEN T'M NOT AROUND.

THEY MIGHT
WANNA USE IT
FOR SOMETHING

I KNew You
WERE GONNA PO THAT,
YOU BI& JERK!

sucH
FOUL LANGUAGE!
T'M GONNA TELL

Noocles
CAN CAUSE BRAIN BRUISES,
Y’KNOW! YOU COULP STUNT
MY GROWTH!

OH, CALM POWN. y
YOU POURED WATER UP MY ¥
NOSE WHILE T WAS ASLEEP
LAST WEEK. CONSIDER
Us eveN.
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HOW couLp
YOU JOIN THE ARMY, MAKOTOZ
THEY ARE THE ONES WHO PUT
US IN Here!

o IT'6 THE RIGHT -
THING TO PO, FATHER.
ANP YOU KNOW IT.

PON’T YOU REMEMBER
HOW IT WAS WHEN WE GOT HEREZ
( THe RI0TS! MEN WERE SHOT BY THE SOLDIERS!
PEOPLE WERE BEATEN FOR WORKING WITH
THE APMINISTRATION!

I WAS HERE.
I SAW ALL OF IT. YOU'RE
NOT GOING TO CHANGE
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LISTEN UP.
I'M CORPORAL SCHMIPT.
THE SERGEANT WANTS ME TO LEAP
YOU ON SOME LIGHT
EXERCISE.

FoLLow
\¢
CAPENCE!
FORWARD-

LEFT, RIGHT, LEFT!
YOU HAP A ¢00P JOB
BUT YOU LEFT!
YOU LEFT, RIGHT,
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T GONNA

RUBBING
ANY FASTER!
GIT OUT THERE AND
TOE THAT LINE!

IT AIN

N
9
g
o
3
9
~
J
e
w
v
g
2

NUMBSKULL!

\FORWARD TO THIS.
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It took us guite a while
7o get fron Manzanar

to Coanvp Shelby in
Mississipp. We zigzagged
boack and forth, picking

up other recraits along

the way. I hope I never

have to sleep on a bus

ever agan!
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LOoKIT
THAT!

YOU'RE PRAWING THE IT I8 NOT. 6TOP\
SAME THING I AM! THAT'S GOOFING AROUND
AGAINST THE RULES. AND DRAW.

LOOK WHAT "\ 5 BECAUSE I COULD PRAW THAT

YOU PID, MAK! ; BIRD WITH MY EYES
' 7o eLosep!

NO PRAWING WITH
EYES CLOSED. THAT'S
AGAINST THE RULES

sToP
BEING SILLY ANP )

TIME’S UP!
COMPARE.
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= NO, THAT :
THEY'RE HOPELESS. ( WOULPN'T BE FAIR TO THE)
T JUST DON'T KNOW WHAT NAVY, CORPORAL.
TO DO WITH THEM. e

WE COULD SHIP 'em
OVER TO THE NAVY.

A ARE YOU
I HAVE IT! T SURE ABOUT THIS,
WON'T SHIP THEM SERGEANTZ
OUT! INSTEAD T'LL /
DEDICATE EVERY
WAKING MOMENT
TO MOLPING THESE
BUMS INTO THE

FINEST COMPANY
IN THe
ARMY!

WILL PO,
SERGEANT.

IN THE MEANTIME, LET'S
GET THESE NITWITS OFF TO
BED. YOU MAY PROCEED,

ENTER THE
BARRACKS.
LIGHTS OUT IN
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&'BYE, MOM.
I’LL BE BACK
LATER TO GET

MY STUFF.
WHEN HE'S NOT

THE BUS
FOR BOOT cAMP
LEAVES TOMORROW
AFTERNOON FROM
THE FRONT
GATE.

&00PBYE,
FATHER.
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I look pretty good
with short had, f I do
say so myself: Right

aftfer we got our hadr
cut; ﬂzeq sent us over
7o the equiprment
depot-to get our

gear. Now I have
evergthing I need to
ot least look (ke a
soldier.

I PO HOPE I'M NOT
BEING TOO ROUGH ON YOU BOYS.
HOW 'BOUT Y'ALL TROT OVER TO YOUR
BARRACKS, PUT ON THEM NICE, NEW

I'D REALLY LIKE
FOR US TO BE
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I'M GONNA

WE PASSED VOMIT!

FIVE MILES ABOUT FIVE
MILES AGO.

/' SAYING “vOmIT.”
YOU’'RE GONNA MAKE
iﬂ\.k ME THROW UP!

§ )l

(777

AND YOU'RE GONNA FIND THE
BUSINESS END OF MY BOOT
ON YOUR BUTT! {
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&oLLy!

YOU FELLAS MUST
BE PLUMB WORE OUT
AFTER THAT LONG
BUS RIPE. HOW'S
YOUR BACK?Z

ACTUALLY,
MY BACK IS KINDA
SORE. THANKS FOR
ASKING.

I PON'T
GIVE A RAT'S
FUZZY BUTT
ABOUT How

S0RE YoU

THAT BUS!

ALITTLE TURP
LIKE YOU &IT
INTO MY
ARMY!

TAKE THAT UGLY \.
FACE OF YOURS OVER
THERE AND TOE THAT

LINE. MOVE [T,
Boy!
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