 In a message dated 7/13/2004 4:28:01 PM Central Standard Time, hehamasu@pixi.com writes:

Judge Carl R. Griffith, Jr. 
            and
Commissioners Jimmie P. Cokinos
                        Mark L. Domingue
                        Waymon D. Hallmark
                        Everette Alfred
Date:  July 13, 2004
Gentlemen, 
 My name is Edgar Akio Hamasu from Honolulu, Hawaii.  In 1900, my grandparents, Ichizo and Natsu Tashiro immigrated to Hawaii, USA, from the rice field in Kumamoto, Japan.  Today, over 100 years later, six generations of their descendants are living all across our nation.
 During WW II, while my brother, Ted, was fighting in the European Theater of Operation with the (segregated) all-Japanese American 442nd Regimental Combat Team (most decorated American fighting force for its size), I was only 11 years old and going to a 3-room elementary school house in the Hawaii countryside called Kaapahu.  
 Yes, we began first grade with the book on “Dick and Jane.”  I learned arithmetic, which I wasn’t too fond of.  Geography was my favorite where I learned that Texas was the largest State in the Union.  We sang many patriotic songs.  The one I like best was, “God Bless America.”  Ms. Iwanaga, one of the 3 teachers at Kaapahu, heard it sung by Kate Smith over the radio and taught us how to sing that song.
 Even in multi-ethnic Hawaii, we were called “Japs” by the Portuguese and Hawaiian night wardens riding on horse back.  Wartime in Hawaii was under Marshall Law, with complete blackout.  But we had to do our school homework lessons.  And, the night wardens would ride around the farming country, yelling “Hey Japs, turn the god____ light out!”  For the older guys in high school, the word “Jap” became a fighting word.  There were fights regularly after school.    
 Today, 60 some odd years later, I am fully retired.  I enlisted in the US Army during the Korean War and as a military intelligence language specialist, I interrogated captured North Korean and Chinese Communist prisoners for tactical and strategic information.  I was very proud to fight for my country.  But, I was called “Gook” by some white GIs who taught I was a native Korean.  “Gook” therefore, became a fighting word to me, like “Jap.”
 Why do we need to degrade others by using racial or ethnic slurs?  After all, we are all Americans, even if you originally came from Africa, Europe or Asia.  Is it because of inferiority feeling?  I hope not.  I am an American of Japanese Ancestry, and I’m proud of it.  But, I do not feel superior to any other persons.  Nor, do I feel inferior to others.  
 I feel that the strength of our country, USA, is in her diversity.  No other country in the world has this quality.  Because of our diversity, we are truly the leading nation of the world. 
 The word “Jap” is an ethnic slur, and is a fighting word.  So, if your aim is to honor an early Japanese rice grower named Yoshio Mayumi, why not name the Jap Road as Yoshio Mayumi Road.  
 My brother Ted was in the “Go for Broke” fighting unit which rescued the Texas “Lost Battalion.”  He became a “Honorary Citizen” of Texas, under the edict of Governor of Texas.  
 Today, as a younger brother of a Texas “Honorary Citizen,” I plead with you to rename Jap Road to Yoshio Mayumi Road.  I thank you all for your consideration.
 Edgar A. Hamasu
 P.S.  I am very fond of President Lyndon Johnson and Lady Bird Johnson of Texas.  The building of the East-West Center in the University of Hawaii Campus was the visionary endeavor of Pres. Johnson.  I like his philosophy of “Come, let us reason together!”  It gets things done, for sure.
