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A Tribute

We were preparing to go
down to Athens, Obhio, to
witness son Stan's gradua-
tion from Ohio U. in 1975.
With the family focus pretty
much centered on that hap-
Dy occasion, it triggered my
thoughts towards the
graduates of the ten War
Relocation Center schools.
Thus, the adjoining cartoon
was created.

As time goes by, it
becomes more and more
apparent just what great ser-
vice our educators rendered
during some trying times.

It took a special breed of
people who were willing to
come to a U.S. style con-
centration camp and teach
the interned Japanese
American youths behind
barbed-wire fences.

In Poston I, a block of tar-
papered barracks was desig-
nated as our “campus.”

| was a sophomore in
1942 and | remember we
were asked to go to our
respective messhalls to get
empty crates or boxes which
were to serve as our chairs in
class until classroom fur-
nitures could be built.

In the fall of 1943, a
youthful lady from Wiscon-
sin named Joan Smith
joined the Poston Il faculty.
was in one of her junior
Core Studies classes which
encompassed English, So-
cial Studies, and U.S.
History. After all these
years, | consider her the
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most dynamic and in-
novative teacher | have ever
seen — the epitome of the
teaching profession.

She couldn’t have come
at a better time so far as |
was concerned. Following a
fruitful frosh year at Salinas
High School, | had become
disgusted and disillusioned
by the sudden turn of events
following Pearl Harbor. |
had been programmed into
a pre-engineering course in
the beautiful stuccoed Sa-
linas High School. Sudden-
ly, we were thrown into a
make-shift tar-papered
school behind M.P. guarded
fences. Aside from the re-
quired Core Studies, my
sophomore curriculum was

filled with goof-off courses

. . arts and craft, machine
shop and the like.

I didn’t cut classes like a
lot of my peers, but I did drift
through that school year
without gaining much —
academically speaking.

The following junior year,
though, was a whole new
ball game. Miss Joan Smith
came to Poston. From the
very first day in her class I
knew we were in for some
nose-to-the-grindstone stu-
dying. She gained im-
mediate respect from all of
us.

She threw quizzes at us
frequently. And some big
exams periodically. We
were required to work on

projects outside the regular
daily class assignments
throughout the school year.
I remember one that I hand-
ed in was entitled “A Car-
toon History of the United
States.” [ drew up the
highlights of all of our
presidents’ administrations
from George Washington to
FDR. (The one cartoon |
recall in the series was the
page on William Henry Har-
rison. He caught a cold the
day he was inaugurated and
died 30 days later. So | drew
his tombstone to symbolize
his term.)

Come to think of it, that
project must have been my
first venture into the realm of
political cartooning. Need-
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The Community Center
Crew

Every ready fire crew.
The “well stocked”
canteen,
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'43-'44 Homecoming
Queen and Attendants
Adult Education Staff
Serenity in the hostile
desert.

Adult Education Graduates
‘44

[ love a parade.
“Practicing” for the
Cottonwood Bowl Talent
Show

Camp Il model block 229
left. 207-208 right.
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