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The United States was at peace with that nation, and, at the solicitation of
Japan, was still in conversation with its government and its Emperor looking
toward the maintenance of peace in the Pacific.

Indeed, one hour after Japanese air squadrons had commenced bombing in
the American island of Oahu the Japanese Ambassador to the United States and
his colleague delivered to our Secretary of State a formal reply to a recent Amer-
ican message. And, while this reply stated that it seemed useless to continue the
existing diplomatic negotiations, it contained no threat or hint of war or of
armed attack.

It will be recorded that the distance of Hawaii from Japan makes it obvious
that the attack was deliberately planned many days or even weeks ago. During
the intervening time the Japanese Government has deliberately sought to deceive
the United States by false statements and expressions of hope for continued
peace.

The attack yesterday on the Hawaiian Islands has caused severe damage to
American naval and military forces. [ regret to tell you that very many American
lives have been lost. In addition, American ships have been reported torpedoed
on the high seas between San Francisco and Honolulu.

Yesterday the Japanese Government also launched an attack against Malaya.

Last night Japanese forces attacked Hong Kong,

Last night Japanese forces attacked Guam.

Last night Japanese forces attacked the Philippine Islands.

Last night Japanese attacked Wake Island.

And this morning the Japanese attacked Midway Island.

Japan has therefore undertaken a surprise offensive extending throughout the
Pacific area. The facts of yesterday and today speak for themselves. The people of
the United States have already formed their opinions and well understand the
implications to the very life and safety of our nation.

As Commander in Chief of the Army and Navy, I have directed that all
measures be taken for our defense, that always will our whole nation remember
the character of the onslaught against us.

No matter how long it may take us to overcome this premeditated invasion,
the American people, in their righteous might, will win through to absolute
victory.

I believe that I interpret the will of the Congress and of the people when I
assert that we will not only defend ourselves to the uttermost but will make it
very certain that this form of treachery shall never again endanger us.

Hostilities exist. There is no blinking at the fact that our people, our terri-
tory and our interests are in grave danger.

With confidence in our armed forces, with the unbounding determination
of our people, we will gain the inevitable triumph. So help us God.

I ask that the Congress declare that since the unprovoked and dastardly
attack by Japan on Sunday, Dec. 7, 1941, a state of war has existed between
the United States and the Japanese Empire.
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Life in a Japanese
Internment Camp (1942)

As World War II began, more than 100,000 people of Japanese descent were living in the
United States, mainly along the West Coast. After the surprise attack on Pearl Harbor,
rumors spread that Japanese in America would hinder the war effort in “fifth column”
(espionage or sabotage) actions. Reacting to old suspicions, ignorant fears, and racial preju-
dice toward all Asians, the federal government ordered Japanese Americans—regardless of
loyalty or American citizenship—to abandon their homes and businesses and be placed in
“relocation centets.” Nearly 110,000 people were incarcerated in centers that resembled
concentration camps or prisons. Among those relocated were Ted Nakashima and his fam-
ily. Shortly after being interned, Nakashima wrote the following article for The New
Republic, a journal that published commentaries on political and social issues. Nakashima
revealed his frustrations with the sweeping “relocation,” the label placed on his family, and
the camp conditions they endured.

Questions to Consider

1. In what ways is Ted Nakashima frustrated with being “relocated”?

2. According to Nakashima’s account, is his “relocation center” better than a
penitentiary?

3. What does Nakashima’s article reveal about the situation of Japanese
Americans during World War II?

Were the relocation centers necessary?

5. In this war-time situation, what did the American people believe were good
Americans?

Unfortunately in this land of liberty, I was born of Japanese parents; born in
Seattle of a mother and father who have been in this country since 1901. Fine
parents, who brought up their children in the best American way of life. My
mother served with the Volunteer Red Cross Service in the last war—my father,
an editor, has spoken and written Americanism for forty years.

Our family is almost typical of the other unfortunates here at the camp. The
oldest son, a licensed architect, was educated at the University of Washington,

SOURCE: Ted Nakashima, “Concentration Camp: U.S. Style,” The New Republic 106 (15 June 1942): 822-23.
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has a master’s degree from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology and is a
scholarship graduate of the American School of Fine Arts in Fontainebleau,
France. He is now in camp in Oregon with his wife and three-months-old
child. He had just completed designing a much needed defense housing project
at Vancouver, Washington.

The second son is an M.D. He served his internship in a New York hospital,
is married and has two fine sons. The folks banked on him, because he was the
smartest of us three boys. The army took him a month after he opened his office.
He is now a lieutenant in the Medical Corps, somewhere in the South.

I am the third son, the dumbest of the lot, but still smart enough to hold
down a job as an architectural draftsman. I have just finished building a new
home and had lived in it three weeks. My desk was just cleared of work done
for the Army Engineers, another stack of 391 defense houses was waiting (a rush
job), when the order came to pack up and leave for this resettlement center
called “Camp Harmony.”

Mary, the only girl in the family, and her year-old son, “Butch,” are with our
parents—interned in the stables of the Livestock Exposition Buildings in Portland.

Now that you can picture our thoroughly American background, let me
describe our new home.

The resettlement center is actually a penitentiary—armed guards in towers
with spotlights and deadly tommy guns, fifteen feet of barbed wire fences, every-
one confined to quarters at nine, lights out at ten o’clock. The guards are
ordered to shoot anyone who approaches within twenty feet of the fences. No
one is allowed to take the two-block-long hike to the latrines after nine, under
any circumstances.

The apartments, as the army calls them, are two-block-long stables, with
windows on one side. Floors are shiplaps on two-by-fours laid directly on the
mud, which is everywhere. The stalls are about eighteen by twenty-one feet;
some contain families of six or seven persons. Partitions are seven feet high, leav-
ing a four foot opening above. The rooms aren’t too bad, almost fit to live in for
a short while.

The food and sanitation problems are the worst. We have had absolutely no
fresh meat, vegetables or butter since we came here. Mealtime queues extend for
blocks; standing in a rainswept line, feet in the mud, waiting for the scant por-
tions of canned wieners and boiled potatoes, hash for breakfast or canned wieners
and beans for dinner. Milk only for the kids. Coffee or tea dosed with saltpeter
and stale bread are the adults’ staples. Dirty, unwiped dishes, greasy silver, a star-
chy diet, no butter, no milk, bawling kids, mud, wet mud that stinks when it
dries, no vegetables—a sad thing for the people who raised them in such abun-
dance. Memories of a crisp head of lettuce with our special olive oil, vinegar,
garlic and cheese dressing.

Today one of the surface sewage-disposal pipes broke and the sewage
flowed down the streets. Kids play in the water. Shower baths without hot
water. Stinking mud and slops everywhere.

Can this be the same America we left a few weeks ago?
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As I write, I can remember our little bathroom—Ilight coral walls. My wife
painting them, and the spilled paint in her hair. The open towel shelving and the
pretty shower curtains which we put up the day before we left. How sanitary
and clean we left it for the airlines pilot and his young wife who are now enjoy-
ing the fruits of our labor.

It all seems so futile, struggling, trying to live our old lives under this useless,
regimented life. The senselessness of all the inactive manpower. Electricians,
plumbers, draftsmen, mechanics, carpenters, painters, farmers—every trade—
men who are able and willing do all they can to lick the Axis. Thousands of
men and women in these camps, energetic, quick, alert, eager for hard, construc-
tive work, waiting for the army to do something for us, an army that won’t give
us butter.

I can’t take it! I have 391 defense houses to be drawn. I left a fine American
home which we built with our own hands. I left a life, highballs with our American
friends on week-ends, a carpenter, laundry-truck driver, architect, aitlines pilot—
good friends, friends who would swear by us. I don’t have enough of that Japanese
heritage “ga-man”—a code of silent suffering and ability to stand pain.

Oddly enough I still have a bit of faith in army promises of good treatment
and Mrs. Roosevelt’s pledge of a future worthy of good American citizens. I'm
banking another $67 of income tax to the future. Sometimes I want to spend the
money I have set aside for income tax on a bit of butter or ice cream or some-
thing good that T might have smuggled though the gates, but I can’t do it when
I think that every dollar I can put into “the fight to lick the Japs,” the sooner I
will be home again. I must forget my stomach.

What really hurts most is the constant reference to us evacuees as “Japs.”
“Japs” are the guys we are fighting. We’re on this side and we want to help.

Why won’t America let us? Ted Nakashima
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Women in the Home-Front
War Effort (1942)

World War 11 altered the economic status for many American women. As millions of men
entered military service and the demand for labor increased dramatically, old stereotypes and
barriers preventing women from entering the industrial workplace and the military were
relaxced. Several hundred thousand women enlisted in the female versions of the military




