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(Keprinted from s Foilette!s magazinz, "The Progressive")

Sato, if you ars still aiive, and whersver you umay be, 1 address this to
you. Perhaps I do wrong in writing for you are a Japunese, and at the moment
we must hete the Japanese, just as we must hate the Germans and the ftaiians and
the Vichy French and the Finns and the Fascists of Norway and humania and many
scattered precincts of the giobe. Age, there ars mi.lions of peopie we must hate,
but, especially, must we hold contempt for the Japanese, for "remember Pearl Har-
bor .

I do remember Pearl Harbor, and the nemory huris, for the act was evii. And
it was precisely because your countrymen, Sato, at the beheet of lunatic war-
lords who control them, committed this evil act that I feei an obiigation to write
you, lest you and wmen like you, and I feel that there are many, bs lumped with the
viliains. 1 do remasmber Psarl Harbor but I also remembsar Seattle and you, Sato.

L2t me racall. The story is personal, perheps unimportant, but trus. There
was a season in Seattie when I was despesrately down in my iuck. Penniiess, work-
1288, and without a friend in a strange city. In the frantic quest for jobs, it
was the habit of me and a hundred othzrs like me to crowd into an aileyway behind
the press room of thz Post-Inteliigencer long bzfore daybreak. w2 waited for the
first city =dition of thz morning newspaper to roll off ths pressss, and whsn the
news boys emerged with their bundles, we scrawbled for their wares. Under the arc
light we flipped open the paper to the want-ad section and scanned the columns
with practiced eyes. We sought some nugget of hope in the mass of the fake-ads
and blind-ads, and when we found that nugget we ran iike demons in the dawn to be
the first in line when shop or oifice opsned in the worning.

Many a race I lost, Sato, but in the end I won both a job and your friendship.
One dawn under the are light I read "wanted, Short oraer cook: must be experienced;
appliy Night ilanager, Palace Restaurant." The address was a mile distant but my
ilegs were long and I won the rate, leading & cozem of others of the hungry horde
by a full block.

Breathliess, disheveled, I burst into the Palace Restaurant. Fortunateiy the
Night ilanager was stiii there, behind the Cashier's counter. I stiii held the
crumpled newspaper in my hend, and I indicated the want-ad.

"Experienced?", asked the ilanager.

I had never cooked in 21l my iife, but I blurted desperately, "Two yesars.
Spokane, walla-walla, Portiand.”



"wWell, I'1l try you out. Eight dollars a wesk, plus meals, of course, Hours
6 P.ii. to 6 A.l.; hall day off Sundays. Go back to the Kitchen, and Sato, the head
cook, wiii tell you what to do."

I went into the kitclian, re.ieved but scared. You were there, Sato, in clean
cap and cozt and apron, fussing over ths nots on the nuge range, and when you looked
up at me I seid siaply:

"I'm ths new short-order cook. I lied to the uanager. I gaid I had experience
but I've never even boiled an 2gg. I liisd becauge I wss hungry cnd I need a job."

I remember, Sato, that you stopped stirring something in a big coppsr kettle
and you looked at we for what szemed 2 long, iong time. Then you said in your ex-
cellent and precise English,

"I, too, have known hunger. Take oif your coat, put on the white jacket and
apron there in the closet. And then come and I will show you.™"

Sato showed me. Sato corrected my ewkward fumblings, taught me short cuts
and tricks of the trade. Sato covered up for me. ihen the Night ldanager looked
in, later, Sato said in the pidgin he affescted for some people:

"Plenty good cook, this young feller."

I knew he lied, for he had done much more than half my work for me and when
the Night ilanager, smiling, had left, and I biurted out sonme poor words of gratituds,
Sato said: ;

"Say no more on this matter. I could ses at once when you came in that you
did not hate Japanese. This gives me wuch happiness."

At that time, so green was I on the coast, I did not get the full meaning of
his remark. I did not know that it was the part of ail good race-conscious whites
to despise the yellow men. Aand though I might never have shared the common con-
tempt, my blessed ignorance eased the way towards a friendship between me and Sato
which became real and enduring.

On our precious half-Sunduys off, and on many an sarly afternoon, Sato and I
would meet at an agresd spot and set out on iong walking trips. We explored the
water-front, remote inlets oi the sound and the thickly wooded sheores of Lake Washe—
ington. BSato always carriad a camesra. Ah, the sgy! But if investigators had stud-
ied his negatives as I did, thsy would have falt thwarted. For on them there was
naught but the silhouette of a pine branch ageinst ths sky, his favorite theme, or
a pattern of tangled spars of some batterzd coast-wiss freighter or the strange
traceries that bilge and oil lzave on still water, er the span of a guil's wings when
it settles, stiff-legged, on the crest of a wave. Nothing suspicious there, unless
groping toward fugitive beauty comes under the ban.

*8ato was young, though I never knew his exact age, but his talk was always con-
sidered and thoughtful. I remember once, when h% broached a subject that weighed
heavily on him, racial intolerance, he observed;

-

"It is not true, most certainly, that all men are brothers under the skin. But
that is only because the leaders, the strong ones, do not wish it so. The strong
ones thrive on dissension, for without dissension there would bs no need for . great
military machine, and without & great military machine the strong ones would lack
something which is both their passion and their crutch,"

"I regret that in wy own country the strong ones are making a great noise, but
the day will surely come when they and their guns will cease to talk and then we will
hear the little voices, ‘the small voices, but lifted in a great chorus. Listen, do
you hear?"

I listened. I am still listening, still hoping. And because I stiil hope, I ad-
dress this to you, Sato, a little voice but one of deep understanding. "I, too, have
known hunger. Come, I will show you." A4, what a theme for the little voices. Wait,
Seto, we are coming. g
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