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Beyond the Betrayal is a lyrically written memoir by Yoshito Kuromiya (1923–2018), a Nisei
member of the Fair Play Committee (FPC), which was organized at the Heart Mountain
concentration camp. The first book-length account by a Nisei World War II draft resister, this
work presents an insider’s perspective on the FPC and the infamous trial condemning its
members' efforts. It offers not only a beautifully written account of an important moment in US
history but also a rare acknowledgment of dissension within the resistance movement, both
between the young men who went to prison and their older leaders and also among the young
men themselves. Kuromiya’s narrative is enriched by contributions from Frank Chin, Eric L.
Muller, and Lawson Fusao Inada. Of the 300 Japanese Americans who resisted the military draft
on the grounds that the US government had deprived them of their fundamental rights as US
citizens, Kuromiya alone has produced an autobiographical volume that explores the short- and
long-term causes and consequences of this fateful wartime decision. In his exquisitely written
and powerfully documented testament he speaks truth to power, making evident why he is
eminently qualified to convey the plight of the Nisei draft resisters. He perceptively reframes the
wartime and postwar experiences of the larger Japanese American community, commonly said
to have suffered in the spirit of shikata ga nai—enduring that which cannot be changed—and
emerged with dignity. Beyond the Betrayal makes abundantly clear that the unjustly imprisoned
Nisei could and did exercise their patriotism even when they refused to serve in the military in
the name of civil liberties and social justice. Kuromiya’s account, initially privately circulated only
to family and friends, is an invaluable and insightful addition to the Nikkei historical record. 
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ContributorsForewordLawson InadaFrom out of the abuses,From out of the cruelties,From out of
the losses,From out of the tragedies,Emerges this lucid voiceOf this honorable
person.PrefaceEric L. MullerThe book you are holding is an important document.The past
couple of decades have seen the long-overdue emergence of a significant literature on the Nisei
draft resistance movements in the War Relocation Authority (WRA) camps of World War II.
Nearly all of it, though, has been from the perspective of “outsiders” to those movements—
people like myself who were not present to witness them. What is special about this memoir is
that it is a detailed account “from within”: the penetrating narrative of the draft resistance
movement at the Heart Mountain concentration camp in northwest Wyoming from the
perspective of a thoughtful and brilliant man who actually participated in it.Several things
distinguish Yosh Kuromiya’s account of this important chapter in American history. First, Yosh—
and I will speak of him in the present tense, as he lives on through this memoir—is an
extraordinarily gifted writer, a natural if ever there was one. When I first interviewed him in the
late 1990s, it was evident to me that he had a remarkable command of language; he chose his
words carefully and deployed them with precision. But the experience of reading Yosh exceeds
even the experience of listening to him. The prose in this volume is crisp and evocative and wry



and compelling from first word to last. The draft resistance movement at Heart Mountain relied
on the words of its most senior members, pronouncements that could sometimes be stilted and
ponderous. They would have done very well to enlist Yosh as their speechwriter.Second, Yosh is
willing to acknowledge dissension and disagreement among the ranks of the young resisters
who went to jail and between that group and their leadership, the somewhat older men who
organized the resistance movement. I can’t emphasize enough how new and important this is, or
how much richness and humanness Yosh’s account adds to our understanding of the dynamics
of resistance. For decades the Japanese American community and the scant academic
literature have been largely satisfied with caricatures of the young Nisei on both sides of the
question of complying with or resisting military service. On this account, those who served were,
to a man, heroes and patriots. When the story of the resisters finally began to emerge from the
shadows, it followed the same pattern: every man who resisted was cast as a “resister of
conscience,” motivated by carefully formulated and deeply held convictions about moral and
constitutional principle. Yosh is too keen an observer of human nature for such caricatures. He
says what no other resister has dared publicly admit: that there were tensions within the
movement, that some of the resisters and even some of the leaders occasionally did things that
led him to wonder whether everyone was acting for the same reasons and the right reasons.
Yosh’s memoir reminds us that these men were beset by the sorts of conflicts in motive and
interest that would naturally emerge in any group of human beings. We would be well served by
a memoir from a Nisei veteran that comparably breaks the caricature of every single Nisei
soldier as a heroic patriot, though I do not expect to see one.Third, Yosh characterizes the
wartime and postwar experiences of the larger Japanese American community with uncommon
perceptiveness. There is a trope that the community experienced its sufferings with the stoic,
noble spirit of shikata ga nai—the notion that one endures that which cannot be changed and
then emerges with dignity. Yosh suggests that shikata ga nai became for many Japanese
Americans “a debilitating Pandora’s Box of unresolved emotional trauma,” a “personal hell.” This
is a stunning insight, rare if not unique in the literature.***There are few people I’ve known whom
I admire more than Yosh Kuromiya. I had the honor several years ago to invite him to return to
Wyoming to participate in the dramatic reading of a play documenting the actions of the Heart
Mountain resisters and their kangaroo-court prosecution in the federal courts. Yosh was ninety-
one years old. He had been reluctant to return to the scene of his wartime incarceration and
persecution, but a key feature of this particular script was its inclusion of Yosh’s own words
decrying the injustice in how he had been treated. Old Yosh had the opportunity to play young
Yosh, and he seized it. Due to his advanced age, he was unable to join the other actors on stage.
A floor lamp was brought to his shadowed seat in the auditorium so that he could read his part
from there.This is how I will always remember Yosh: seated in the warm glow of light in the
darkness, speaking words of courage and truth.AcknowledgmentsYoshito KuromiyaMy eternal
gratitude to all who, although too numerous to name, played an important role in my being who I
am today, for better or worse. And while the outward signs may be far from the image of



perfection that we all seek, it is the peace within the soul that ultimately determines the success
of each and all our endeavors.I owe special recognition to those who, while aware of my
academic shortcomings, nevertheless encouraged me to express my thoughts in words:To
professor and poet Lawson Inada, who brings music and poetry to all our senses and thereby
shares a language common to all mankind.To journalist Martha Nakagawa for actively searching
out key personalities involved in the rarely publicized aspects of our wartime history, that we
might better understand who we are.To Dr. Art Hansen, who consistently and patiently held the
doors of public awareness open to us while we struggled to find our voices. It took the better part
of a lifetime, but we could not have had a more prestigious doorman than the professor
emeritus.Also, to my four daughters, Suzi, Sharon, Gail, and Miya, without whose constant moral
support and unquestioning faith the project may well have suffered an early demise.I shall be
forever indebted to my wife, Irene, for her extreme patience, diligence, and perseverance in
typing and retyping the manuscript from my frequently illegible longhand scribbles. A special
thanks to Sharon, daughter number two, who unscrambled my jumbled thoughts for clarity and
credibility, but without streamlining to the extent that the words were no longer mine. I take full
responsibility for any lack of clarity and/or lack of academic sophistication, as well as any
grammatical errors or factual discrepancies in this manuscript.Arthur A. HansenBeyond the
Betrayal was in a profound sense a collective undertaking. Yoshito “Yosh” Kuromiya’s widow, and
my longtime friend, Irene, merits much credit and thanks for devotedly assisting Yosh in
preparing the original iteration of his autobiographical manuscript. When it was submitted for
publication consideration to a reputable West Coast university press, adroitly edited by
Professor Diane Fujino of UC Santa Barbara, it was peer-reviewed by two anonymous academic
readers. Because only one of the two of them accorded it a positive assessment, the press
decided against it being published. Although Fujino expressed a willingness to resubmit the
manuscript, with appropriate revisions, to another university press, Kuromiya, then a
nonagenarian, favored instead, in the interest of saving time, to issue his memoir as a self-
published volume in a limited edition targeted for family members and friends. Fortunately, his
four daughters by an earlier marriage (Suzi, Sharon, Gail, and Miya), drew upon their shared
appreciation for fine writing as well as their common professional background in graphic design
to convert the manuscript into a stunningly attractive book that met with their father’s approval
before his death in 2018. For voluntarily assuming this labor of filial love, the Kuromiya sisters
deserve a great deal of credit as well as my immense appreciation. Gail Kuromiya, who
afterward served as her sisters’ point person in communications with me, became, in fact if not
in name, my indispensable editorial associate.I am much indebted to the distinguished Sansei
poet Lawson Fusao Inada, who encouraged me to write an introduction to the family version of
Beyond the Betrayal, because this act led me to boldly suggest to the Kuromiya sisters that I be
permitted, with Diane Fujino’s gracious collegial blessings, to edit the manuscript so that it could
be offered for publication to the University Press of Colorado (UPC) and, if accepted, reach the
enlarged reading audience of both scholars and the general public that it so rightly warranted



(and which, at bottom, Yosh very much desired). The late Lane Ryo Hirabayashi (1952–2020), a
giant in the field of Asian American studies, then championed the cause of Beyond the Betrayal
being included within his well-regarded UPC’s Nikkei in the Americas series, a final act of
collegiality and friendship rendered to me personally and historical scholarship at large before
he added two of his UCLA colleagues, historian Valerie Matsumoto and anthropologist Tritia
Toyota, as coeditors for his series. My thanks also go to the two anonymous peer reviewers of
Beyond the Betrayal, who favored it with overall positive appraisals that were both insightful and
constructive.There are a number of contributors to the final form of Beyond the Betrayal who
combined to make it an even more special book than it would have been without their
intervention. One of these is Frank Chin, the author of the book’s powerful epigraph. It was he,
more than anyone, who was responsible for the World War II Japanese American draft resisters
of conscience—including Yosh Kuromiya—pulling their heroic wartime acts of conscience out of
their postwar closets into the harsh light of public debate and, further, preserving their stories for
the sake of posterity through his epic documentary novel Born in the USA (2002). Another
contributor is the aforementioned Lawson Inada, the imaginative writer of Beyond the Betrayal’s
foreword and afterword—the latter, “Drawing the Line,” is dedicated specifically to Yosh Kuromiya
—and someone who was allied from the beginning with Frank Chin in giving voice to the draft
resisters of conscience. Still a third contributor of note is Eric L. Muller, the author of the most
authoritative historical account of the World War II draft resistance movement, Free to Die for
Their Country (2001), who not only penned the lyrical preface to Beyond the Betrayal but also
drew upon his legal acumen as an endowed professor of law at the University of North Carolina
to correct some misleading factual errors in Yosh Kuromiya’s memoir.To three other people, all of
them notable Japanese American journalists who have been critical to the preservation and
publicization of the Nisei draft resisters of conscience story and prominent boosters of Yosh
Kuromiya, I extend my heartfelt thanks for their assistance with Beyond the Betrayal: Martha
Nakagawa, whose detailed obituaries of draft resisters are legendary; Kenji Taguma, whose
father, Noboru, was an outspoken WWII draft resister; and Frank Abe, whose documentary film
Conscience and the Constitution (2000) and website have together done so much to bring
worldwide attention to the Heart Mountain Fair Play Committee and the Heart Mountain inmates
who resisted the draft in accordance with that organization’s principled position. Another person
whose work on the Heart Mountain draft resistance movement that was exceedingly helpful to
me in editing Beyond the Betrayal was Mike Mackey, especially his too often overlooked but
extremely important edited anthology appropriately titled A Matter of Conscience (2002). In this
same vein, I would like to register my sincere obligation to two filmmakers who featured the
Heart Mountain draft resisters in their productions, Emiko Omori for Rabbit in the Moon (1999)
and Momo Yashima for A Divided Community (2012).I was indeed fortunate to have had the
opportunity to informally interview Takashi “Tak” Hoshizaki, who, along with Yosh Kuromiya, was
among the contingent of Heart Mountain men who resisted the draft in June 1944 and then were
forced to spend two years of a three-year prison sentence at the McNeil Island Federal



Correction Institute near Steilacoom, Washington, before being released and later pardoned by
President Harry Truman.Two people who merit special recognition for always having my back in
my life and in my work are my historian wife, Debra Gold Hansen, and my closest friend, Kurtis
Nakagawa.Finally, it has been my great privilege to receive the encouragement, support, and
guidance of the University Press of Colorado staff, most particularly two very exceptional
people, former acquisitions editor Charlotte Steinhardt and current acquisitions editor Rachael
Levay. Other UPC staff members that I thank for their respective contributions to the success of
Beyond the Betrayal are Darrin Pratt, director; Laura Furney, assistant director and managing
editor; Daniel Pratt, production manager; Alison Tartt, copyeditor; Beth Svinarich, sales and
marketing manager; and Lee Gable, indexer.Editor’s NoteArthur A. HansenOwing to Yoshito
Kuromiya’s manuscript, which was originally authored (but never released) by him for the
consumption of family members and selected friends, being now intended as an edited
document for a general readership, its title has been slightly modified from “Beyond the Betrayal
Lies the Real America: A Personal Account” to “Beyond the Betrayal: The Memoir of a World
War II Japanese American Draft Resister of Conscience.” Otherwise, apart from minor changes
in spelling, word choice, and sentence structure, Kuromiya’s manuscript has been faithfully
reproduced. All such alterations were transacted “silently,” both to avoid being a distraction to
readers and for aesthetic reasons. In no cases have the names of people and places provided
by the author been changed for the sake of anonymity.Although the author supplied only a scant
number of bibliographical and discursive notes, it was necessary to devise a means of clearly
distinguishing these notes from my own editorial notes. Accordingly, the memoirist’s notes
appear as footnotes, while my far more abundant notes are indicated by arabic numerals and
appear as endnotes at the back of the book. Within the memoir proper, all insertions by Yoshito
Kuromiya are enclosed in parentheses, while all bracketed insertions are mine.In respect to my
notes, some of them consist in whole or part of corrections or clarifications of Yoshito Kuromiya’s
information and interpretations that, in 2015, were rendered by Eric L. Muller, an endowed
professor of law at the University of North Carolina, Chapel Hill, and the author of the most
authoritative book on the subject of World War II Nisei draft resistance, Free to Die for Their
Country: The Story of the Japanese American Draft Resisters in World War II (2001). Muller’s
insightful and detailed critical assessment of a final draft version of the manuscript prepared by
Kuromiya, which was passed along to me by his four daughters after his death in 2018, has
been of incalculable value to me in safeguarding the historical accuracy of the present volume’s
contents.To avoid possible confusion by readers over the use of Japanese American
generational terms, their respective meanings are as follows: Issei, immigrant generation,
denied, until 1952, US citizenship; Nisei, US-born citizen children of Issei; Kibei, Nisei educated
in Japan; Sansei, third-generation Japanese Americans; Yonsei, fourth-generation Japanese
Americans. As for the term Nikkei, it is employed generically to designate all Americans of
Japanese ancestry.IntroductionA Remarkable Man of Consciousness, Conscience, and
ConstitutionalismArthur A. HansenThere are many different types of memoirs. That authored by



Yoshito “Yosh” Kuromiya (1923–2018), Beyond the Betrayal, is primarily a transformational one.
Its dominant theme is how during his lifetime he repeatedly overcame challenging
circumstances, the most significant of them by far being his 1944 decision as a World War II
Japanese American inmate at Wyoming’s Heart Mountain concentration camp to resist the
military draft. Although a total of some 300 other inmates in the ten War Relocation Authority
(WRA)–administered incarceration centers made the same choice as Kuromiya, he alone has
produced an autobiographical volume that explores in depth the short- and long-range causes
and consequences of his fateful wartime action.When reading Kuromiya’s memoir, I was
powerfully struck by three interwoven strands of his personality expressed within it that help to
explain why he is especially well suited to convey to the public the generic plight of the Nisei
draft resisters, notwithstanding that each resister’s experience is necessarily distinctive. As
foreshadowed in the title of this introductory essay, the three salient components of Kuromiya’s
character showcased in Beyond the Betrayal are consciousness, conscience, and
constitutionalism.While eluding precise definition, “consciousness” has been characterized in
common parlance as the state or quality of being aware of an external object or something within
oneself, or put a slightly different way, as the fact of awareness by the mind of itself and the
world. As for “conscience,” it has been ordinarily construed to mean the inner sense of what is
right or wrong in one’s conduct or motives, impelling one toward right action. In the case of
“constitutionalism,” it essentially describes one’s belief in and support for the basic principles
and laws of a nation or state that determine the powers and duties of the government and
guarantee certain designated rights to the people.With such operational definitions for this trio of
behavioral qualities now formulated, we can next proceed to delineate how Kuromiya has
exemplified them within the text of his life-review narrative.In respect to consciousness, although
Kuromiya does not mention this word per se until chapter 10, upon reading the four-paragraph
segment of his initial chapter about the first days he spent in August 1942 as an inmate at the
Heart Mountain concentration camp in Wyoming, we are made acutely mindful that our narrator
is a complex person, both a writer and an artist, one who assays his surroundings, scrutinizes
his place (and that of others) within them, and explores the nexus between these two processes.
“As in a strange dream,” records Kuromiya, “my US citizenship had vanished and in its place
were rows upon rows of tar-papered barracks encircled by a barbed wire fence with guard
towers at intervals, manned by armed soldiers barely visible in the wind-driven dust. It was all so
surreal; I wasn’t sure what to make of it.” Fortunately for readers, the stream of such manifest
consciousness as revealed in this passage suffuses the remaining pages of Kuromiya’s redolent
memoir.While direct and indirect references to consciousness in Beyond the Betrayal are few in
number, they are nonetheless quite significant in illuminating how exceedingly Kuromiya prized
this quality. His initial allusion to consciousness in chapter 10 relative to the new consciousness
of the so-called “Age of Aquarius” of the 1960s1 is enlarged upon four chapters later, wherein he
links this epoch to “a revolutionary transformation of man’s collective consciousness” and
foretells that this development would be a “long, arduous one . . . [with] no turning back.” In



between these two references, and more relevant to his education and budding career in
landscape architecture, Kuromiya makes mention of environmental consciousness, a concept
that he was introduced to in one of his assigned texts at California State Polytechnic University,
Pomona. This book, authored by Garrett Eckbo (who later employed Kuromiya in his noteworthy
firm), was a landmark publication entitled Landscape for Living.2 This volume impressed upon
Kuromiya that environmental consciousness “was everyone’s responsibility, and the landscape
architect must play a pivotal role in bringing about that awareness through his work.” Moreover,
when he was hired by Eckbo’s progressive company, Kuromiya viewed this opportunity as
symbolic of “a new awakening of environmentalism,” a fortuitous development that was
magnified in significance because of being coincident with the political stirrings of a new
generation of human rights consciousness that swept the US and, in the process, “upset the
status quo and challenged smug apathy.”It is perhaps one direct and two indirect references to
consciousness by Kuromiya in the latter sections of Beyond the Betrayal that serve best to
penetrate to the core significance of this state of heightened awareness for him. In recalling the
letter and telephone exchanges he had with his much-admired friend Michi Nishiura Weglyn3 in
the waning months of her life, Kuromiya writes: “We agreed that our spiritual nature was our true
identity, and that our physical manifestation was the means through which we relate to the
dimensional world that is essentially an illusion. Illusions end once they serve their purpose in
the dimensional realm, and the spirit moves on to further enhance universal consciousness.”The
two indirect references that Kuromiya makes to consciousness both revolve around a group
known as The Prosperos.4 Members of this school of thought believe that God is pure
consciousness. It was through his second wife, Ruth, that Kuromiya, who was never a member
of any church, encountered The Prosperos. He became “intensely interested” in this group,
primarily because its general philosophy was “based on the premise of teaching one how to
think as opposed to what to think.” Kuromiya was so enamored with this philosophy, in fact, that
he chose to end his memoir’s epilogue with a poetic stanza he attributed to The Prosperos:The
truth is that which is so.That which is truth is not so.Therefore, Truth is all there is.While
consciousness was assuredly the backdrop milieu and psychological precondition for everything
that transpired in Yoshito Kuromiya’s creative life, including the writing of his memoir, what
assumes the foreground in Beyond the Betrayal are his profound respect for and fierce
allegiance to conscience and constitutionalism. The coupling of these two items in terms of the
World War II Japanese American experience were accorded prominence most openly in Frank
Abe’s 2000 documentary film, Conscience and the Constitution, in which Kuromiya appeared.
But this pair of elements was also spotlighted in five other extraordinary productions that
surfaced at approximately the same time and in all of which Kuromiya played a significant part:
Emiko Omori’s documentary film, Rabbit in the Moon (1999); William Hohri’s edited compilation
of commentaries, Resistance: Challenging America’s Wartime Internment of Japanese-
American (2000); Eric L. Muller’s historical monograph, Free to Die for Their Country: The Story
of the Japanese American Draft Resisters in World War II (2001); Frank Chin’s documentary



novel, Born in the USA: A Story of Japanese America, 1889–1947 (2002); and Mike Mackey’s
edited anthology of essays, A Matter of Conscience: Essays on the World War II Heart Mountain
Draft Resistance Movement (2002).5Even though Kuromiya overwhelmingly invokes the matter
of conscience in his memoir in relationship to his 1944 decision at the Heart Mountain camp to
resist being drafted into the military, he sometimes employs it in a different context. For example,
his very first utilization of the term, which appears in chapter 1, is summoned in connection with
an incident involving his Issei father, Hisamitsu, which had occurred well before his own birth in
1923. When Hisamitsu discovered with great certainty that one of his heretofore trusted Issei
business partners had been bilking the firm’s treasury, he found himself in a dilemma. On the
one hand, he could confront his friend and alert the others partners, but he reasoned that to do
so would result in the offending friend being humiliated and himself having to bear the disgrace
of being a snitch. On the other hand, he could simply remain silent and resign from the
partnership. His wife, Hana, without hesitation, advised him to “Reveal all!” But, as Yoshito
Kuromiya surmised in his memoir, “for Hisamitsu it wasn’t that simple. Certainly, he was outraged
at being duped, especially by a trusted friend, but the issue was neither about the friend nor
even the money. It was about honor. It was about the age-old tradition of a samurai and his sense
of honor—or, if you will, his own conscience and personal integrity. His, not theirs.” So Hisamitsu,
acting on his conscience, promptly turned in his resignation. Toward the end of his memoir,
Kuromiya returns to the subject of his father’s conscience when commemorating his death in
1969. As expressed in his words, Hisamitsu “never preached virtue [but] . . . merely followed his
conscience.” This, then, was the family legacy that Kuromiya inherited, to utilize throughout his
life as his own conscience dictated. Coming increasingly to believe that “one’s conscience is in a
sense the language of one’s soul,” Kuromiya drew unfailingly upon his conscience during the
darkest days of his imprisonment at Heart Mountain and the McNeil Island Federal Penitentiary
when it was his “constant companion and solitary counsel.”On another occasion in Beyond the
Betrayal, Kuromiya utilizes the term conscience in the service of a species of gallows humor that
bears upon his imprisonment and that of other Japanese American draft resisters and
conscientious objectors at the McNeil Island prison. “One morning,” writes Kuromiya, “the
warden arrived to find a large banner strung across the second-story dorm windows which read:
‘If Warden Stevens had a conscience, he would be a CO’ (conscientious objector). He
immediately ordered the confinement to the dorms of all the COs, which was about one-fourth of
our population. He questioned them individually. One CO told us later that he had asked the
warden why he was accusing only the COs. The warden retorted angrily, ‘You’re the only
bastards on this island who know how to spell “conscience”!’ ”Kuromiya’s other references to
conscience in his memoir are anything but a laughing matter. In chapter 6 he relates that when,
in early 1944, at Heart Mountain he was informed that the US government had changed his draft
classification, along with that of other Nisei, from 4-C (enemy alien ineligible for conscription) to
1-A (eligible for conscription), he was gladdened that he was “no longer considered sinister,” but
was dismayed that the reinstatement of his civil rights had not accompanied this change of draft



status. He thus became determined that he “could not in good conscience bear arms under the
existing conditions.” Later in this chapter Kuromiya enlarges upon the rationale for his intrepid
decision. “Had the mainland United States been threatened with invasion,” he reasoned, “I would
not have taken this stand. But to join in the killing and maiming in foreign lands, not because they
were the enemy but in order to prove my loyalty to a government that imprisoned me and my
family without hearings or charges, I felt would be self-serving, irresponsible, and totally without
conscience.”Then, in chapter 8, having allowed that he had thought the name of the organization
that coalesced at Heart Mountain to champion the draft resistance movement on constitutional
grounds, the Fair Play Committee, was “rather silly,” Kuromiya quickly added that “there was
nothing silly about the issues it would soon challenge, nor the compelling principles it would
invoke to jar the conscience of all who believed in the sanctity of citizens’ rights.”Two chapters
farther along, after Kuromiya reveals that in 1947, just a few days before he and his fellow draft
resisters at the McNeil Island Federal Penitentiary were to be released, one of the most
intelligent and respected of them, Fred Iriye—to whom he dedicates Beyond the Betrayal—was
“accidentally” electrocuted when training the inmate who was to assume his vacated position as
supervisor for the penal facility’s entire electrical power system. On the train that took the
released draft resisters from Washington to California, reflects Kuromiya, they were absorbed by
silently trying to fathom a possible deeper meaning for the “unfortunate accident” suffered by
Fred Iriye. Seeking to give retrospective voice to their collective questioning on this occasion,
Kuromiya offers this reverie: “Was it some sort of bachi [retribution]? Was it instead punishment
for self-righteous arrogance? Why Fred? He certainly wasn’t guilty of arrogance. And if not Fred,
then who? Maybe all of us—and Fred paid the price. Yet, why should we be punished for what
our conscience demanded of us as the only honorable choice, given the circumstances? And
where indeed is the arrogance in defending the constitutional principles we swore to uphold?”In
chapter 15 Kuromiya first reflects back on the onset of the war when among Japanese
Americans “ethics became a matter of political expedience rather than one of personal integrity
guided by one’s conscience,” and then observes how astounded he was in the aftermath of the
war to find out how many of his fellow resisters not only “felt it best to let sleeping dogs lie” but
also even suggested that he “not be so outspoken about civil justice, constitutional
responsibilities, and matters of conscience.” Ultimately, he concluded that “one’s conscious . . . is
a very personal matter.” As a consequence, he was very transparent about his prison
experiences and on one occasion talked freely and candidly about them to his young daughters,
after which they good-naturedly presented him with a tiny doll attired in a convict’s striped suit
with a ball and chain attached to one of its ankles. Regarding this doll as a medal of honor, it
hung from Kuromiya’s desk lamp until the day he died.In the penultimate chapter of Beyond the
Betrayal Kuromiya pays homage to three special people he interacted with among many other
extraordinary personalities in the post-WWII “psychological and spiritual recovery period of the
Japanese American people”: James “Jimmie” Matsumoto Omura,6 Michi Nishiura Weglyn, and
Ehren Watada.7 For him, “all of them, in their own time and in their own way, refused to remain



silent.” Although cognizant of Weglyn’s strict adherence to conscience, Kuromiya makes
particular reference to Omura and Watada in this regard. Echoing what he had previously written
about his father, Kuromiya extols Omura by noting that, “like Papa, Jimmie never spoke of high
moral standards, nor of always following his conscience. He merely lived by them. That is, no
doubt, why I knew he was a man of impeccable integrity. He reminded me of Papa.” With respect
to First Lieutenant Watada, who in November 2006 refused on the grounds of conscience to
deploy his troops to Iraq and faced the possibility of both a court martial and prison time
because he saw no legal or moral justification for the US attacking that country, Kuromiya felt a
powerful experiential bond with him. What linked their two acts of resistance, which spanned a
period of more than six decades, was that both could bear witness to the same hard truth
—“conscience sometimes comes at a high price.”In his epilogue, Kuromiya turns from those
individuals he raptly admires to the Japanese American Citizens League, an organization that he
roundly condemns. To his mind, the JACL owed an apology to the entire Japanese American
community for “falsely claiming” to represent their interest while in actuality “conspiring with our
government to surrender our civil and human rights.” Moreover, when the JACL leadership urged
the mandatory induction of male Japanese Americans from behind the barbed wire of their
wartime concentration camps under “the pretext of proving their loyalty,” it effectively prevented
each man from exercising his right as a citizen “to serve or not according to his conscience.”As
for constitutionalism, while Kuromiya never refers in his memoir to this specific term as such, it is
pervasively evoked by him through other words with a common base, such as constitution,
constitutionality, constitutional, and unconstitutional. For example, in chapter 3, he employs this
language in conjunction with the JACL. In wantonly providing the FBI with the names of
supposedly “dangerous” Issei in the wake of Japan’s attack on Pearl Harbor on December 7,
1941, charges Kuromiya, this older Nisei-dominated organization “apparently regarded the need
to prove their loyalty to the US as a higher priority than the defense of the constitutional and
human rights of their own people.” This action made it evident to him that the JACL could not be
trusted to assume the leadership of the Japanese American community, since it demonstrated
starkly that the group’s leadership too readily set aside “constitutional principles” when
“confronted with issues of political convenience.” Indeed, these self-appointed Nisei leaders
were so anxious to accommodate government orders, however unjust, as a safe survival course
for Americans of Japanese ancestry that, in the process, “the US Constitution was
abandoned.”In chapter 5, in reference to his incarceration experience at Heart Mountain,
Kuromiya resorts to scathing irony when reacting to the War Relocation Authority’s plans to build
a new high school in the middle of the camp: “Thus, our white captors could teach our children
the beauty of our United States Constitution while in captivity.” Later in this chapter he
communicates to readers of Beyond the Betrayal what he believes to be the inescapable issue,
then and now, of the World War II Japanese American incarceration experience: “What is the
citizen’s rightful response to constitutional transgressions?”Within the succeeding chapter,
Kuromiya discusses his responses to the two key questions on the highly controversial and



contested “loyalty questionnaire” administered to all Japanese American adult inmates in early
1943 by the US government and endorsed by the JACL. He explains that he answered a
somewhat reluctant yes to question 28 (Will you swear unqualified allegiance to the United
States of America and faithfully defend the United States from any or all attacks by foreign or
domestic forces, and foreswear any form of allegiance or obedience to the Japanese emperor,
or any other foreign government, power, or organization?), precisely because he had never ever
sworn allegiance to the Japanese emperor. On the other hand, he states that his response to
question 27 (Are you willing to serve in the armed forces of the United States on combat duty
wherever ordered?) was a conditional yes, the condition being that he “first be accorded equal
constitutional rights as Caucasian American citizens.”Farther along in chapter 6, when
recollecting his attendance during the dawning of the 1944 year at a mess hall meeting of the
newly formed Heart Mountain Fair Play Committee, Kuromiya recounts that he was “captivated”
by its chair, the middle-aged Nisei from Hawai’i, Kiyoshi Okamoto, not merely because of his
direct demeanor and “brutally crude” language, laced with expletives, but also, and perhaps
chiefly, because “he seemed to have an impressive knowledge of constitutional law,
indispensable in any civil-rights forum.” During attendance at future FPC meetings, he came to
respect the other members of the group’s steering committee, seeing them as principled men
“who knowingly jeopardized their own and their families’ welfare in an effort to regain dignity, if
not justice, for all inmates.” Thus, on or about March 16, 1944, and not altogether surprisingly,
when Kuromiya received his notice to report for his physical exam prior to induction, he refused
to comply. This message reverberated in his mind: “NO! This is my country! This is my
Constitution! This is my Bill of Rights! I am here finally to defend them. I regret that I had
surrendered my freedom. I shall not continue to surrender my dignity nor the dignity of the US
Constitution!”8At the beginning of chapter 8, when ruminating about the spirit that gave rise to
the Heart Mountain draft resistance movement, Kuromiya opines that it was rooted in “the
ancient samurai tradition of honor, commitment, and perseverance.” But in America these values
were not, as in Japan, rendered on behalf of a sovereign state or lord but in support of the
“Constitution and the Bill of Rights.” Then, when taking up the six-day mass trial that he
participated in during June 1944 as a defendant with sixty-two other Heart Mountain draft
resisters of conscience at the federal district court in Cheyenne, wherein they were declared
guilty of draft evasion by the presiding judge and sentenced to three years in federal prison,
Kuromiya characterizes it as a “travesty of justice” representing “yet another blow to our now
fragile hope of ever establishing credibility in the idea that the Constitution and the Bill of Rights
are the supreme law of the land.” Still, he reasoned, an appeal of the verdict would have to be
made and a precedent set, “if, in fact, the constitutional integrity of our case was our ultimate
goal.”Following a sprinkling of references to constitutional matters throughout the next nine
chapters, in chapter 18 these matters occupy center stage. What arguably sparked Kuromiya’s
active involvement in the post–Civil Liberties Act of 1988 campaign to redress the World War II
mistreatment of the Heart Mountain draft resistance movement—an activism that had been



retarded by his “temporary self-imposed exile” from the Japanese American community—was
his participation in the February 21, 1993, dramatic program, Return of the Fair Play Committee.
Scripted by Frank Chin, the fourth-generation Chinese American playwright and civil rights
champion, it was held at the Centenary Methodist Church, located in the heart of Los Angeles’
Little Tokyo district. This event, which brought together the leaders of the FPC and draft resisters
from Heart Mountain and some of the other WRA camps with others who supported their
actions during (and even) after the war, provided the catalyst for the development of Conscience
and the Constitution, the documentary film by Chin and Frank Abe (which Abe alone brought to
completion in 2000).It was hoped by Kuromiya that this program and film and similar progressive
happenings, building upon the efforts of a select number of reform-minded Nisei and Sansei a
decade or more earlier, would bridge the “monstrous chasm” between the mainstream
community and “all who protested the inhumane, unconstitutional treatment we were subjected
to by the government—abetted by the insidious mind-control tactics of the Japanese American
Citizens League.” While he was guardedly skeptical that this healing process would occur,
Kuromiya took heart that the reform movement within his racial-ethnic community, in which he
was increasingly taking part, had as its focus “the legal and moral supremacy of the US
Constitution and a citizen’s fundamental duty to defend it.” He was also inspired by the
corresponding upsurge nationwide in cultural diversity, which in concert with technical
advancement, had the potential to propel America to world leadership “under the humanitarian
principles of our Constitution.” At the same time, he was intensely aware that if his community
and his country were to experience future redemption, people like himself who had “witnessed
the catastrophic barrage of violations of citizens’ rights, the very principles upon which our
Constitution is based and is the heart and soul of our country, must not remain silent.”Beyond
the BetrayalThe Memoir of a World War II Japanese American Draft Resister of
ConscienceFigure 1.1. The Mountain. Watercolor by author, 1943 (Division of Political and
Military History, National Museum of American History, Smithsonian Institution).1In the
BeginningAugust 1942. We arrived at Heart Mountain in the middle of a dust storm and none of
us knew what to expect. We certainly didn’t know some of us would become prisoners of war,
war heroes, draft resisters, or even deportees. As a nineteen-year-old junior college student
from California, I was awestruck to suddenly find myself somewhere in Wyoming as a “person of
Japanese ancestry.” As in a strange dream, my US citizenship had vanished and in its place
were rows upon rows of tar-papered barracks encircled by a barbed wire fence with guard
towers at intervals, manned by armed soldiers barely visible in the wind-driven dust. It was all so
surreal; I wasn’t sure what to make of it.The wind howled all that night and the dust crept in
through the cracks of our unfinished barrack room, but by daybreak all was eerily quiet. I
stepped outside as if awakening from a bad dream. Then I saw it. There on the not too distant
horizon to the west stood the mountain for which the camp was named, Heart Mountain in all its
glory, with the rising sun reflecting off its distinctive eastern face on this cloudless morning, as if
to apologize for the rude “greetings” of the night before. The mountain was majestic.In the



following days I did several sketches of the mountain in its various moods, which often reflected
my own moods. It was the only sanity I was experiencing at the time. It was the only reality I
could rely on. All else had to be an illusion, and in time would all blow away with the dust storm,
and only the mountain would remain—or so it seemed to be telling me.I tried to convey its
message to my parents, who must have been questioning the wisdom of immigrating to this
“land of freedom and opportunity” which had turned into twenty-six years of hard labor, insults,
humiliation, and finally a concentration camp in the middle of nowhere.I picture them as
newlyweds in the lush green countryside of Japan, a far cry from the desolate, windy plains of
Wyoming.***The year was 1916 in Takamatsu, a small village in the prefecture of Okayama-ken,
Japan. Here the primary occupation, as one would guess, was the tending of rice crops,
evidenced by the endless paddies flooding the land between raised dikes, the glistening
surfaces reflecting the sun’s rays not unlike the panes of a gigantic window covering the earth as
far as the eye could see. Indeed, it would seem the harvest of this humble but dedicated
enterprise could feed all the hungry of the world and still have enough for the annual local mochi
(cooked and pounded glutinous rice) festival.But on this day the unfortunate demise of the
world’s hungry was the least concern of Hisamitsu Kuromiya. Hisamitsu was twenty-nine, and
finally able to meet the baishakunin (matchmaker) who had painstakingly searched family
records to find a suitable and willing bride for him, a bride who was graced with the highest form
of feminine elegance, poise, character, and charm, as befitted a man of his samurai heritage.
After all, hadn’t he shown courage in venturing across the fearsome ocean to America at the
young age of nineteen to seek his fortunes on his own terms, and in spite of being the eldest son
and therefore heir to the family wealth had he remained in Japan? Hisamitsu was a proud man
with profound respect for tradition, but he would never allow tradition to define him. He would
never accept rewards he hadn’t earned by his own sweat. Neither would he ever surrender to
poverty—to hard times perhaps, which seemed the norm in his young life, but never to poverty.
In a sense, Hisamitsu was his own worst enemy. But he would abide by his own high standards,
for he was an honorable, if stubborn, man.Later that same day clouds would gather and the
once joyful rice paddies would darken, obediently reflecting the gloom of the skies and
becoming ominous bottomless pits ready to devour any unsuspecting soul careless enough to
venture too close to the edge of the road. The baishakunin assured him that he had faithfully
fulfilled all conditions of their agreement, except one, that the prospective mate be of no higher
education than high school. The baishakunin considered it a minor condition, but Hisamitsu
found this unacceptable. In America he had already suffered the humiliation of being regarded
as of a subhuman race by the general public, a public which he regarded as culturally inferior.
He was determined not to be humiliated in his own household by a spouse who would regard
herself his intellectual superior. Alas, the girl that the hapless baishakunin had selected did
indeed meet all the conditions Hisamitsu had requested and more, but she also had just
completed a highly respected college course and had graduated with honors. Out of fear of
losing his fees, the baishakunin begged for time to find a suitable replacement, but Hisamitsu



had to return to his “important” responsibilities in America (which turned out to be that of a
houseboy/gardener on the estate of a wealthy though kindly businessman).Unbeknownst to the
baishakunin, however, there was no need to fret. Even though Hisamitsu was adamant regarding
the terms of their agreement and was bitterly disappointed in the agent’s oversight, he had no
intention of stiffing the poor soul of his anticipated fees. For Hisamitsu was an honorable man
who would pay his debts, even if it meant returning to America empty-handed, and even though
it might be another six to eight years before he could muster the funds to resume his search for a
bride.Hisamitsu happened to spot an attractive young woman in the village square and was so
intrigued with her apparent innocence and charm he beckoned the baishakunin to check out her
background. As fate would have it, Hana Tada was sixteen years old and was expected to enroll
in college the following year. She had a brother two years older and a personal handmaid who
attended to all her needs. The family was of samurai stock, highly respected in the small village,
quite well-to-do, and had no intention of giving up their only daughter to a renegade from
America. Somehow through the incessant, desperate pleadings of the baishakunin, and
perhaps additional monetary incentives from the baishakunin himself, the reluctant parents
relented, much to Hisamitsu’s delight. The sun reappeared for Hisamitsu. But for Hana that day
was especially dark and grew darker in the days and years to follow. Little did she suspect her
carefree days of laughter and joy had vanished with the sunlight. Womanhood was thrust upon
her like a Grim Reaper. But Hisamitsu was not the villain. Hisamitsu was a lonely man seeking a
companion who would provide him with a family to share in the richness and promise of
America, Land of the Free! Land of Opportunity! Or so he dreamt.***The samurai warriors were
a product of the feudal era in ancient Japan. They were the defenders of the nobility, from whom
they received honors and were encouraged to elevate their skills as an art form. Some samurai
pursued a philosophical path of insight and self-discipline in an effort to transcend the mundane
limitations of the human condition. The samurai were also protectors of the common populace,
the merchants, the craftsmen, the artisans, the educators, the healers, the entertainers, the
fisherman, and most of all the farmers who opened their doors to them in times of impending
invasion from hostile enemy thugs. It was in the interest of the nobility that the samurai protect
the villagers on whom they themselves depended to provide all the services, comforts,
necessities, and amusement for their elite lifestyle.The basic stabilizer for this symbiotic
relationship was a social caste system which limited everyone to the preestablished
occupational level of the family of birth. Thus, once a farmer, always a farmer; once a samurai,
always a samurai. The samurai seemed to enjoy a freedom and privilege few others were
allowed. He could become a craftsman or a farmer and who would complain? Could it be the
samurai was the Joker in the ancient Japanese cultural deck of cards? In any case, perhaps
because of the uniquely superior role of the samurai in the caste system, the hiring of a
baishakunin to attest to the purity of a samurai family bloodline became a tradition which was still
common practice in 1916, long after the samurai himself became extinct.And so it was that
Hana Tada became the latest victim of this ancient custom which robbed her of the innocence of



her childhood and perhaps her dreams of meeting and being courted by one of her own
choosing. But, of course, tradition is no one’s fault, while at the same time everyone’s fault. How
was a sixteen-year-old girl in 1916 Japan to understand that?After a hasty but properly elaborate
and ritualistic wedding ceremony and reception (where Hana no doubt felt more like a spectator
than the main attraction), quick good-byes were exchanged with a few close friends and
classmates who also seemed to be in a bit of a daze as events happened so suddenly and
unexpectedly. It would take them and Hana’s parents and brother a few days to realize that Hana
was leaving them, perhaps forever, and it wasn’t Hana’s fault. Hisamitsu with his new bride
would embark for America within the next few days.***Hana was amazed at the huge liner
moored at the harbor in Yokohama. It seemed incredible that so much steel could float on water.
She looked at Hisamitsu for reassurance and received a look of impatience and exasperation.
“Of course, it’ll float! Haven’t I crossed the ocean twice without so much as getting wet?”The first
time was when he ventured to America at nineteen, and the second when he traveled back to
get Hana. Yet, he had to admit to himself the memory of his own terror when he first saw the vast
ocean and almost decided to turn back.Hana’s apprehensions would soon turn to humiliation
and disgust as they carried their handbags down each set of narrow metal steps, down, down
deeper into the bowels of the steel monster until they came upon a large open arena with a
thousand cots neatly lined up. “Nan-da, shir-do cu-ra-su?” (What, third class?) She openly
expressed her shock and dismay and silently thought to herself, “Samurai, indeed!”In spite of
Hana’s apprehensions, the ship did not sink. And though the accommodations were crude, they
proved to be less depressing than anticipated. Many of the travelers turned out to be newlywed
couples like Hana and Hisamitsu. Others were “picture brides” eager to meet their handsome
princes and future husbands in distant America. Among the women, mostly in their late teens or
early twenties, there was an air of optimism and anticipation of a new adventure free of the
social constraints of Japan. But after a few days of exchanging personal backgrounds, much of
which were, no doubt, gross exaggerations or outlandish fabrications tailored to impress new
friends, a double sickness overwhelmed many of the women. The twin ailments were
seasickness and homesickness. All the gaiety and socializing came to an abrupt end and was
replaced with incessant sobbing and moping between frantic dashes to the communal
bathroom. The dinner halls were almost empty. Of course, the choppy seas were of no help. But
later as the seas calmed down and equilibrium was somewhat restored, the tittering and
occasional shrieks of laughter gradually resumed. The ship was not sinking after all, although
some had been so miserable that they would not have cared if it did, or perhaps had hoped that
they would have to turn back due to some mechanical glitch that made it unwise to continue the
long voyage still ahead.To the delight of the already travel-weary passengers, land was
eventually sighted in the far-off haze of the horizon. The exciting news beckoned all to scamper
to the deck as the land mass became larger and larger. “Is this America?” many asked hopefully.
“No,” was the disappointing reply, “It’s just the halfway point, but we will get to go ashore for a few
hours while they replenish the ship’s fuel and our kitchen supplies.”They entered a calm, safe



harbor on the coast of an island that one day would play a critical, historic, and painfully personal
role in the life of each passenger. The island was O’ahu, Hawai’i. The harbor was most likely
Honolulu Harbor, just south of Pearl Harbor.Hana firmly gripped Hisamitsu’s hand while her
other hand had some difficulty unclenching its hold on the rope handrail. The narrow strip of
black water far below the gangplank appeared ominous, much like the rice paddies of
Takamatsu on a cloudy day. Yes, like that day that had changed her life forever. With the
impatient pushing from behind they finally reached the wooden dock, which seemed surprisingly
stable. The way everything was supposed to be, thought Hana.Suddenly a dark-skinned,
heavyset woman threw a flowery, sweet-smelling necklace over Hana’s head. Grinning from
plump cheek to plump cheek, she joyously exclaimed “Aloha!”Hana thought in bewilderment,
“Nan-da, aho-da?” (What? Stupid?). Hisamitsu quickly explained to her that it was the traditional
Hawaiian welcome, and that the lei was a symbol of friendship. Hana, embarrassed, bowed an
apology to the lady and murmured “Arigato gozai masu” (thank you very much) as the crowd
rudely pushed her along. They spent most of the afternoon visiting the small shops that were
filled with gifts and souvenirs. Hana eagerly bought trinkets for her friends in Japan until
Hisamitsu reminded her it would be a long time before she would see them again. What a
spoilsport, she thought to herself.Hana was delighted to discover many of the people there
spoke Japanese, and some were recent immigrants from Japan themselves. To her, most of the
darker-skinned people seemed friendlier, more open, and had a spontaneity and sincerity about
them. They appeared less affluent in their attire, but didn’t seem to care. And even though they
held a respectful awe of that which was regarded as traditional or sacred and not to be
questioned, they were always eager to pull out all the stops when it happened to involve a luau
or other joyful celebration.On the other hand, the lighter-skinned people seemed more self-
contained, aloof, and at times even pompous, obviously confident of inherent superiority as
providers of commerce and Christianity to the heathen islands. This, of course, turned out to be
exploitation and not salvation, much like what had almost occurred in Japan sixty years earlier.
They had little interest in the native customs and traditions, but tolerated them as harmless,
primitive indulgences. As Hana mused over the apparent disparity, Hisamitsu hustled her along
as it was almost time to reboard the ship.That night she dreamt she heard a baby crying.
Groping about in the half-light amid a chorus of off-key snoring, she followed the sobbing sound
between the steel cots and came upon an infant girl with dark, chubby, tear-stained cheeks. She
was wearing the lei that Hana had received earlier that day. Upon seeing Hana she broke out in
a wide grin, stood up, and started swaying her hips in a hula dance, laughing all the while. Then
she suddenly disappeared. Hana awoke with a start and realized it was Hisamitsu snoring
beside her. She instinctively uttered to herself softly, “Aro-ha” [Japanese-accented “Aloha”].
Hana lay awake the rest of that night wondering what it all meant. What important message was
she missing? Could it be a dark omen of what awaited her in America? Suddenly she felt
cold.Hana shared her dream with no one, not even Hisamitsu, fearful they might think her
strange or a little “different.” She spent more time alone on deck, absorbed with the vastness of



the ocean. So much of nothing, she thought, just water, lots of water. She wondered how long it
would take to reach the bottom if she somehow slipped over the rail and fell into the ocean.
Indeed, how long would it take to even hit the water, she wondered, as she viewed the waves
that lapped against the side of the ship far below as if beckoning her to join them.She wondered
also about Tomoye-san, her nursemaid-confidante and best friend, who had raised her since
she was a baby. Her brother, as the firstborn son, seemed to get all the parental attention. She
was, after all, just a girl-child. Tomoye was like a big sister. But in the rush and confusion, Hana
had had little time to exchange tearful good-byes with her. Surely, they wouldn’t keep her there,
as Hana was the only reason for her to be there and now Hana was gone, perhaps forever. She
must write to her as soon as they reached America. Who cared how deep the ocean was?
Hisamitsu came running up to her, sweat pouring down what appeared to be a new wrinkle on
his face. He was almost twice her age and she had wondered why her parents would marry her
off to such an old man, but being an obedient child, she never openly questioned their decision.
Looking after her seemed to have caused new wrinkles on Hisamitsu’s face. He tried to cover up
his panic, but nonetheless admonished her for wandering off alone. Even in Hisamitsu’s
presence Hana had felt very alone, but she obediently bowed her head in apology for her
thoughtlessness.The rest of the voyage was somewhat uneventful. Hana stayed close to
Hisamitsu except when she or he had to visit the bathroom. Observing his interactions with other
passengers and crew members, Hana realized her husband, while far from a dashing Lothario,
and not even remotely romantically inclined, held a dignity and self-assurance about himself,
exuded sincerity and honesty in his affairs, and was compassionate and generous to a fault.
Even though he exhibited traces of the traditional gender superiority of all the men of Japan,
especially those of samurai heritage, he never used it to degrade or disparage his fellow man (or
woman).Hisamitsu was truly a gentle, humble, and, yes, honorable man. She no longer saw him
as old, but rather, patient and wise. She silently thanked the clumsy baishakunin for bringing him
into her life and vowed to entrust herself to his better judgment until such a time that she would
have to care for him. Hisamitsu, meanwhile, sensed an affirmation of his instincts about the
hidden treasures lying within the outwardly frivolous teenager he had spotted in the village
square. Thus, their relationship became one of personal choice, not of tradition and obligation.
Although their voyage may have seemed uneventful to the casual observer, the inner voyage
was far greater than the depth of the ocean and the span between Japan and America. With few
words spoken and against all odds the spirit of Hisamitsu and spirit of Hana had merged into
one.***Hisamitsu, though not a highly educated man, was compassionate enough to realize that
Hana would be totally vulnerable to the many slights and insults she would encounter in
America, just as he himself had been shocked and confused to discover a somewhat different
America than he had envisioned. Hana, who knew only the security of a social structure in Japan
that favored her family in almost all respects, would be faced with the senseless hostility and
humiliation Hisamitsu had endured, being perceived as subhuman. The lust for money which
brought him here initially would prove to be the very demon that would cause others to treat him



thus, viewing him as a sly, cunning competitor. His very diligence and industriousness would
threaten those who viewed him as coveting that which they considered theirs and theirs alone,
namely the entire country. Hana would now become fair game for the same hostility.Hisamitsu
must somehow prepare Hana and protect her from her own despair that could overtake her
eventually, a despair he felt he was responsible for exposing her to. But fear was the last thing he
wanted to introduce into her heretofore unchallenged innocence. Perhaps the baishakunin was
right. Perhaps Hisamitsu had been overprotective of his own frail ego. Nevertheless, he must
now warn her of the disillusionment that surely lay ahead for her, that she should not get her
hopes too high as the reality might be quite devastating to her.Do not despair, he admonished
her. He suggested to her that whatever her initial reaction when they reached America, to
remember shikataganai (that’s how things are and there is nothing we can do about it). Fatalistic
perhaps, but realistic under the circumstances. He implied hope by imploring her to gambare (to
persevere, bearing the pain of disappointment). “The power to overcome lies within you, but will
require your forbearance until the time is right and you will see the real America which will
reinstate your hopes. Have faith in yourself! Have faith in America—the real America!”Hisamitsu
had no evidence that his words were understood by the naïve, fun-loving teenager. Indeed, he
wasn’t sure he understood them himself. But somehow in his desperation to soften the blows
that he knew lay ahead for her, he found the words tumbling from his mouth. Little did he realize
how prophetic his words would be in their seemingly impossible search for the American
dream.Hana, of course, had no idea as to what Hisamitsu was alluding. She only sensed there
was something about which he was extremely agitated. Why did he always insist on spoiling her
day? Why couldn’t he just let her be the carefree teenager she had always been? And so they
continued their voyage on the choppy sea, with Hana gradually acquiring her “sea legs” like an
old sailor, and occasionally surprising Hisamitsu with glimpses of the sturdy stuff of which this
deceptively skinny teenager was made.Eventually they sighted land again. This time it was the
real thing, America, at last. “Ah-me-li-ka, Ah-me-li-ka!” came the joyful chanting throughout the
ship, again mostly from the younger women, as it passed through the Golden Gate between San
Francisco and Marin County. The ship would moor in the dock in San Francisco and the new
immigrants would be transported by ferry to Angel Island for processing. Once on the island they
would undergo a series of tests to determine their physical and mental health and fill out reams
of reports and questionnaires.One of the earlier questions Hana was asked was “Are you
Chinese or Japanese?”“Nihonjin desu!” she stated emphatically.“I guess you mean Japanese.
We’ll just put down ‘Jap’ for short.”“Nan-da, Jap-pu?” Hana retorted, glaring at the agent. The
agent quickly moved on to the next question thinking, how quaint and sensitive, these
Japanese.Hisamitsu thought to himself, she’s really quite the spitfire. Perhaps it was he who
needed moral support rather than she. Why had he worried so much? He felt great relief from
this unexpected display of assertiveness. His initial intuition about the hidden strength and
endurance of this feisty teenager he had discovered in the village square had been, yet again,
confirmed. Gambare, indeed!After several days on the island, awaiting the endless processing



of paperwork, she was finally and officially accepted for entry into America. After hasty good-
byes to her newfound shipmates still stranded on the island, she and Hisamitsu boarded a ferry
that took them to Oakland, where they would catch a train to Los Angeles for the last leg of their
transformative journey. On alighting from the ferry in Oakland, Hana suddenly felt very small.
Had she shrunk during the long trip over the ocean? How could that be? In reality it was
everything around her that was so huge. The buildings were taller and had larger doors and
windows than those in Japan. The roads were wider (but definitely dirtier) and even the people
were larger; giants by her standards. Even the train they boarded seemed larger, noisier, and
more menacing than those she was accustomed to when traveling with her family in Japan
during summer vacations.They passed through acres and acres of farmlands and vineyards. So
much of everything, she thought, not like the rice paddies of Japan. They stopped in small towns
occasionally to let off some passengers and board new ones. They seemed to pass by people’s
backyards instead of the front. The only time she saw the front of houses was when the street
happened to cross the tracks. Whenever she heard the loud clanging of bells, sure enough,
there appeared a line of horse drawn carts or a motorized van, truck, or passenger vehicle
waiting patiently for the train to pass. The people in the cars and wagons ogled the train’s
passengers, and they in turn ogled back as if to say, “How dare you slow us down.” But some,
especially children, waved. And Hana waved back.Once out of the city and small towns, Hana
was amazed at the open land that went on and on without so much as a farmhouse or tilled land
to interrupt the vast open spaces as nature had planned. Indeed, it was only the railroad tracks
and the smoke-belching locomotive that seemed strangely out of place. And she herself was
now a part of that intrusion.The sun was setting beyond the distant mountains. She was glad
they had chosen seats on the west side of the train. Even though the afternoon sun was warm,
the beauty of the sunset more than made up for it. Hana watched the red ball slowly sink behind
the far-off peaks. As night fell, they were given snacks to eat and soft drinks as well as pillows
and blankets for those who wished them. With the rocking of the train and the rhythmic clickety-
clack of steel wheels on steel rails, Hana soon fell into a deep sleep. Her first day in free America
had certainly been an awe-inspiring one. She was happy to be in America. Someday perhaps
she could become a citizen and truly lay claim to her share of the bountiful richness of this
beautiful land. She could hardly wait.Soon, too soon it seemed to Hana, Hisamitsu was tugging
at her to awaken. They had arrived at Union Station in Los Angeles9 and must disembark or be
carried all the way to San Diego (which meant little to Hana). Sleepy-eyed, they struggled with
their bags into the waiting area of the station. Hana was astounded at the height of the ornate
ceiling and scale of the furnishings. It seemed that the huge space could easily accommodate
the locomotive that had brought them there, including the coal car behind it. They settled into the
large leather chairs to await the transportation that Hisamitsu’s master had arranged for them on
hearing of their arrival. Hana felt so tiny in the huge chair she felt she and Hisamitsu should
share a single seat as the station became crowded with early-morning commuters. Ignoring her
pleas, he placed one of their bags beside her to fill the empty space. He suggested she stop



wasting her energy bowing to everyone passing in front of them.Soon their car arrived. A tall
dark-complexioned gentleman in a uniform which made him appear as a dignified foreign
emissary searched the crowd until he spotted the familiar face of Hisamitsu. After a hearty
handshake and mutual slaps on the back, Hisamitsu introduced him in broken English to his new
bride. The driver spontaneously thrust out his hand in a sincere welcoming gesture. Hana,
somewhat unsure, reached out to meet his grasp while asking Hisamitsu in Japanese if it was all
right for her to bow now—which she did with a broad impish smile.The chauffeur grabbed not
one or two pieces of their luggage but all of them at once and led the way to the limousine
parked in a No Parking zone at the front of the station. He dropped the luggage at the red
painted curb, and with a flourish and a deep bow he opened the rear door for Hana and
Hisamitsu to enter. Once they were safely inside, he placed the luggage in the trunk, got behind
the wheel, and headed for the busy streets with his horn blaring. In that instant Hana had fallen
in love with America. She had unexpectedly got her belated honeymoon ride, American
style.The drive took them to the foothills of the Sierra Madre Mountains, where they entered the
rambling hilltop estate of Hisamitsu’s employment. On approaching the mansion, they bypassed
the imposing Italian-style villa and continued toward a large garage that housed four shiny
vehicles, much like the one that had brought them there. Stopping the car, the driver opened the
door for them to exit, grabbed the luggage from the trunk, and led them on a narrow concrete
path some distance behind and beyond the garage. Hisamitsu seemed rather confused and
annoyed and wondered where the driver was taking them. Hana was enjoying the walk and
admiring the colorful flowers along the pathway and across the expansive lawn. Soon they
arrived at a low-roofed wooden structure that showed signs of recent structural adjustments and
a fresh coat of paint. To Hisamitsu’s consternation the driver explained that this would be their
new home. The master had converted the former servant’s quarters in the mansion into a den to
house his many trophies. He had thought that Hisamitsu wouldn’t mind, anyway, because this
place would give them more privacy. Although the quarters seemed rather tight, even for small
people such as Hana and Hisamitsu, Hana had no objection. She thought it was rather cute and
cozy until she noticed the chickens. After escaping their nearby pens, they pecked at the door
and windows as if to demand entry. She suddenly realized what Hisamitsu and the chickens
were so upset about. But they never discussed it. Shikataganai! Gambare!
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