
THIS CHAPTER covers the period between Michi’s migration to
Australia and her settling down in this country. She arrived in Australia
full of hope of establishing a new and happy life for herself and family.
However, various difficulties awaited her as she needed to adapt to the
new language and culture. Her narrative will reveal her struggle to
realise stability and peace in her marriage and family.

Japanese immigrants in Australia before the arrival 
of war brides

Japanese migrated to Australia from the late nineteenth century mainly as
contract labourers in the pearl and sugar cane industries in northern
Australia. Wool buyers also arrived before the turn of the century and the 
first wool was exported by the Japanese buyers in 1890. At the beginning of
this century, there were about 3,500 Japanese in Australia. After the
Immigration Restriction Act was introduced in 1901, the number gradually
decreased until the start of the Pacific War. The number of Japanese female
migrants was never significant throughout the history of migration to
Australia. In the early stages of Japanese migration, almost all of them were
prostitutes. In 1897, the Commissioner of Police for Queensland reported
that there were 116 Japanese women in the colony and that all but one, the
consul’s wife, were engaged in prostitution. Since the Immigration Restriction
Act prohibited Japanese men from bringing their wives and fiancées to
Australia, the number of Japanese women was always limited.15
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At the start of the Pacific War in 1941, over 1,100 Japanese were in
Australia, and were held in the internment camps as enemy aliens. Out of
those, just over fifty were repatriated to Japan in 1942 as part of the prisoner
exchange between Japan and Australia. The rest of them had to spend the
war years in Australia with other Japanese internees who were sent from
overseas, mainly from the Dutch East Indies. Later in the war, a number of
Japanese POWs were also interned in various camps in Australia. After the
war ended in the Japanese defeat, the decision was made by the Australian
Government that all the Japanese nationals, resident or not, local or not,
were to be repatriated. Exemption was given to just over 150 people including
children, who were either Australian-born Japanese or married to an
Australian or British-born spouse. Even the old pearl divers who had been
living in Australia for over forty years were deported against their wishes to
Japan, where they could no longer find any close relatives.16 Consequently,
when the Japanese women arrived in the 1950s, the Japanese population in
Australia was negligible and the Japanese community non-existent.

From the first war brides’ entry in 1952, the women were exempted from the
notorious dictation test, but they were granted only five-year temporary visas:
the government could deport them if it was thought necessary. They had to
wait until 1956 for the government to change the requirements for citizenship
applications so that they could obtain equal eligibility for citizenship with other
immigrants. Most of the women became naturalised as soon as they were
eligible, even though naturalisation meant the loss of their Japanese
citizenship. There were several reasons for their swift action. Some women
and their husbands were worried that the law could be reversed and their
eligibility taken away. A lot of women believed that a wife should take up the
nationality of her husband and children as a matter of course. Some women
actually worried that, in the event of another war between Australia and
Japan, Japanese citizens would be interned or deported just as in World
War II. Some women whose husbands remained in the military services felt
that, by retaining their Japanese nationality, they would hinder their
husbands’ career and promotion.

From the government’s point of view, the assimilation process was completed
when the women took up Australian citizenship. While the women were
“dinkum Aussies” on paper, many women still had problems with the language
and in adapting to the Australian way of life. However, those problems were
buried in their busy family lives and the women turned to their husbands or more
often to their children when they encountered language and other problems.
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In the early 1950s when Japanese war brides arrived in Australia, the general
sentiment towards Japan was not favourable. The memories of war were still
vividly present in society as memoirs of Australian soldiers who were prisoners
of war were published and war criminal trials were carried out.

Assimilation policy for immigrants

The war brides’ arrival in the 1950s coincided with the entry of new
immigrants to Australia mainly from the United Kingdom and other
European countries. However, until the end of the war, Australia was
predominantly Anglo-Celtic. According to the 1947 statistics, 89.7 per cent
of the country’s population was categorised as Anglo-Celtic, while Asians
comprised only 0.8 per cent. The mass migration scheme, which was
announced by Arthur Calwell, Minister for Immigration in the Chifley Labor
government, was launched in 1945 in order to bring people to Australia with
an unofficial slogan, “Populate or perish!” Between 1947 and 1952, there
were 721,800 permanent arrivals, out of which 359,800 were British and
362,000 were non-British.17 It was the non-British element, unprecedented
in scale, that was transforming post-war Australia. By 1983, the total
number of post-World War II immigrants had reached three million.
However, it was ironic that Calwell, who was the enthusiastic advocate of
immigration, remained the most fierce and persistent opponent of the
admission of the Japanese wives.

Australia welcomed those new immigrants and expected them to be
assimilated into existing Australian society as soon as possible. Australia’s
official attitude towards immigrants can be seen in the following statement
made opposing the United Nations statement on minority rights. Here,
Australia had “insisted that voluntary immigrant groups were intended to be
assimilated into the community rather than be encouraged in an awareness of
their different origin”.18

A strong expectation of the government and the general public towards new
immigrants was that they should and would adjust themselves to Australia
and its predominantly British way of life. Harold Holt, who made the decision
to admit Japanese war brides into Australia as Immigration Minister, stated at
the 1952 Citizenship Convention that the government’s intention in the
immigration policy was to retain the British character as follows:
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The British … are a mixture of races. Australia, in accepting a
balanced intake of other European people as well as British, can still
build a truly British nation on this side of the world. I feel that if the
central tradition of a nation is strong this tradition will impose itself on
groups of immigrants, even if they are comparatively large.19

When the war brides walked up the gangplank in Kure to board the boats
which would take them to Australia, they were determined to establish their
new lives in their husbands’ country. However, it was beyond anybody’s
anticipation, including their own, how difficult it would prove to be to become
Australians. Michi’s narrative in this chapter covers this in detail.
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Michi’s story

In March 1953, I left with Sumiko and George from Kure for Australia
on a boat called the Changte. Sumiko was four years old and George was
two. I packed our clothes and the presents for Gus’s family into two tea
chests to bring with us. Because the boat was leaving from Kure, the
children and I travelled there with my mother and a brother and sister
who wanted to see us off. Many villagers also gave me some money as a
farewell present. It was nice to visit Kure again after a year and fond
memories of when Gus was still in Japan came back to me vividly. The
number of Australian soldiers did not seem to be as large as before, but
they all walked with their Japanese girlfriends on their arms. I felt like
calling out to those women and telling them that my Australian
husband was taking us to Australia. I wanted to wish them the same
luck as we had.

There were about twenty Japanese women on board the boat. Some of
them were travelling with their husbands and some others were joining
their husbands with their children like me. On the boat, just before the
departure, the father of another war bride said to us, “As you are all
going to a new country, I hope you will help and look after each other.”
He was getting emotional and almost choked with his words. His words
still remain fresh in my memory.

When I was leaving Kure, I was not feeling sad at all. Actually, I just
could not hide my joy and could not help smiling because I was so
happy to join Gus in Australia. I also thought I was heading for a dream
land and leaving all the hardship of the war behind. I thought I would
not have to worry where tomorrow’s food would come from once
I arrived in Australia. In contrast, my mother was very sad to see us go.
She cried aloud and shed so many tears that I thought her kimono
sleeves were soaking wet. When I look back now, I understand how she
must have felt then and feel sorry for her.

It took us almost a month to reach Australia. The boat stopped in Hong
Kong for three or four days and we all went ashore. Although store
vendors were trying to sell their goods to us by shouting, “Cheap!
Cheap! Ten yen! Ten yen!” in Japanese, I could sense strong anti-
Japanese feelings among the people there. Originally, we were going to
travel on the previous boat, the New Australia, but I was told that there
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were going to be many single Australian soldiers on board the New
Australia and those of us who were travelling without husbands were
advised to travel on the Changte. On our boat there were about three
other Japanese women who were accompanied by their husbands.

On the boat, I managed to get to know the other women and we
exchanged our addresses in Australia. What we mainly talked about was
where we were going to live in Australia. We managed to keep in touch
for a while after our arrival, but I don’t know how they are doing now. 
In contrast to the devastation which was still evident in Japan, the
standard of fitting and furnishing in the boat was beyond my belief. I felt
as if I was already in the dream land. The food on the boat was Western-
style and I got bored with it quickly as the weather got stickier near the
equator. All I could think of was the urge to have something which was
not so greasy, such as pickled cucumber with ochazuke (a bowl of rice
with green tea poured over it).20 We discussed among ourselves what
kind of food we would eat once we got off the boat. Some mentioned
so–men (cold noodle dipped in sauce) and others mentioned kakigo–ri
(flaked ice with syrup). We never thought that such day-to-day Japanese
dishes would be a rarity in Australia. I used to say that if I could eat
pickled Chinese cabbage, I would be happy to die. A friend of mine
heard about it and served it for me in Sydney many years later.

After stopping in Brisbane, the boat finally entered Sydney Harbour at
night. I remember that the Harbour Bridge was lit up at night and it
was very beautiful. I was excited, but at the same time I started to feel
worried about the new life in Australia because I realised that I could
not understand the language at all. Gus and his brother were there to
meet us and I was so happy to see Gus after almost a year. I dressed
myself in a green suit with a green hat for they were Gus’s favourite.
Sumi and George were overjoyed when they saw their father after many
months. I was very glad to see their happy faces. I told myself that
I should do whatever was necessary to hold on to this happiness. On
our way to Gus’s parents’ house in Auburn, he taught me my first
English sentence. It was “I laiki [like] Australia” and he told me to say it
to everybody I would meet. This sentence was the first one and the last
one that Gus ever taught me. He used to say that it was much easier for
him to say things in Japanese than teaching me to speak English. When
his mother came out to meet me and kissed me on the cheek, I repeated
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this sentence. I remember she was pleasantly surprised. Gus told me
that she said, “I thought she did not speak a word of English, but she
does.” After I went into the house, I realised I could not understand
what people were saying at all and I wondered how long it would take
before I could adjust myself to the new life. It came to my mind that
eating rice with pickled cucumber had to wait for a long time.

Gus is the ninth son in the family before a daughter was born finally
after him. I saw a photo of young Gus when he was dressed more like a
girl. After the arrival of the long-awaited girl, I guess he was not paid
much attention. I found out that two of his elder brothers were killed in
New Guinea during the war, fighting against the Japanese. His mother,
however, did not mention a thing about them to me. His other brothers
were also nice to me, but I had problems with one of their wives. She
was quite hostile to me and ignored me completely for a long time,
almost for twenty or thirty years. She worked as a nurse in New Guinea
during the war and did not like Japanese at all. I remember she said, 
“It smells Japanese here” when she came into the kitchen when I was
helping my mother-in-law. When Gus suggested to her that she talk to
me, she said that she would not because I did not understand English at
all. They eventually moved to Adelaide and we had more occasions to
visit each other. However, she still refused to come into our house when
I was present. She used to wait in the car while her husband was visiting
us. When we visited their house, she did not talk to me at all. But she
softened eventually and became nicer to me many years later. She
started to ask after my health and even invited me to her parties. Of
course, I did not bear a grudge against her when she wanted to be
friendly, but it is not easy to forget how she had treated me initially.

Since I was admitted into Australia as a fiancée, Gus and I had our
wedding ceremony at his mother’s house on the fifth day after our
arrival. I dressed myself in a kimono for the occasion. We already had
two children and we had lived together for six years, so I felt as if I was
remarrying somebody with my own children.

A week after the wedding, we left for Darwin where Gus was working at
the Army base. I felt we were going on a honeymoon trip together. As
we flew from Sydney to Darwin via Brisbane, we saw a wide spread of
the land with pastures, sand, trees and jungles. When somebody told us
that there were many crocodiles in those rivers, I realised we had come
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a long way away from
Japan. It had been a
bit chilly in Sydney,
but in Darwin, it was
very warm. Later, 
Gus used to complain
that he had to pay 
for our travel from
Sydney to Darwin
when other war
brides’ travel expenses
were covered by the
government. After I
arrived in Darwin, 
I was told that I was the first Japanese resident since the war. The
destruction caused by Japanese bombing around the port was still
evident. Although people were generally nice to me in the Army camp,
I could sense a cold reception towards me as a Japanese in the town.
When I went shopping, occasionally shopkeepers served other people
first and kept me waiting even though the others came into the shop
later than me. At that time, since I was unfamiliar with the country, 
I was not sure whether the shopkeepers saw me or not. But I could sense
that something was going on.

Darwin was bombed 64 times by Japanese aircraft between February 1942 and
November 1943. The first two attacks which took place on 19 February caused
the biggest damage with 243 casualties and between 300 and 400 injuries. In
these air raids, twenty military aircraft were destroyed, eight ships at anchor in
the harbour were sunk, and most civil and military facilities in Darwin were
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destroyed. As Darwin residents and military personnel believed that the
Japanese invasion was imminent, a large-scale exodus to the south occurred
afterwards. Approximately half Darwin’s civilian population ultimately fled and
this incident later became known as “The Adelaide River Stakes”.

One day, a man stopped me in the town and asked me if I was from Japan.
When I answered yes to his question he introduced himself. He was
a Japanese Australian and kept his father’s Japanese family name,
Hasegawa, during the war in spite of the hostility towards the Japanese.
He asked me why I came to Australia. I did not know why he asked the
question then, but later I realised he actually wanted to ask me why I had
chosen to come to Australia where discrimination against the Japanese
was still very strong. I never saw him again. On another occasion, an old
Chinese man in a fish shop started to speak to me in Japanese. He said,
“There used to be many Japanese in Darwin and they were all nice
people. They all went back to Japan after the war. I used to know a lady
whose name was Yoshiko. I cannot forget about her and am still waiting
for her return.” He told me that he wanted to talk about many things
with me and asked me to return with a deep bow. I was expecting my
third child then and went back to the shop some weeks after the birth of
the baby. He was not there any more and I was told he died only four days
before. I regretted that I could not have visited him earlier.

Several months after our arrival, a colleague of my husband brought two
Japanese men to our house. A Japanese fishing boat came into Darwin
for the first time after the war and its crew wanted to visit me when
they heard there was only one Japanese woman living in Darwin. I was
so overwhelmed to see Japanese faces and hear Japanese that I started to
cry in front of them. They invited Gus and me to their boat and served
us sukiyaki. Gus was happy to drink sake and I was so happy to see two
slices of pickled radish on a plate.

Gus started to drink soon after we settled in Darwin. After work, he
went straight to the canteen and did not come home till one or two in
the morning. I used to stay up and wait for his return at night. One
difficult custom I had to get used to in the camp was to attend parties in
the evenings with my husband. That was the hardest thing I had to do
because I hated to leave my children on their own at night without
anybody to watch them. Sumiko was only four and George was two. We
had to put them in bed and lock the bedroom door before we left.
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I heard many couples did the same. I was so worried about my children
and felt awful thinking of them crying in the dark. Yet, I had no choice.
Gus kept drinking and drinking and did not come home unless
I attended those parties with him. I did not enjoy being at parties
because I could not speak English and I did not drink or smoke. Gus
used to move to his friends’ table to drink and I was left alone by myself
all through the evenings.

I had a funny experience around that time. One night, Gus brought his
friend home after a drinking session. In Japan, when a husband brings
his guests home, his wife should entertain them well. Therefore,
I served them food and other things in order to entertain them. Then,
Gus started to bring his friends back to our house more frequently and
I had to do a lot of work for them late at night. It was also getting
expensive to serve them with food and drinks. I started to feel
desperate, but I still thought a good wife should look after her husband’s
friends well. Finally, I asked him why his friends started to visit us more
often. Gus was surprised to hear me ask this question, and said he did
that because I enjoyed looking after them. I was doing all that work just
to please Gus, not for myself!

Sumiko started preschool in Darwin soon after we arrived and started to
learn English very quickly. Although I was planning to study English
after I arrived in Australia, I did not have a chance to do that at all. 
I became pregnant with my third child in Darwin and was busy looking
after two small children. Gus used to tell me to learn English, but what
could I do? He did not teach me any and did not find a teacher for me. 
I did not have money for lessons and time to study. I could say “Hello”
and “Good morning” to our neighbours, but my English was not good
enough to hold any meaningful conversations with them. In our
household, Gus and I were speaking in Japanese and I used to talk to
my children in Japanese with some English words. The children always
answered in English. They never wanted to speak Japanese. I did not
know how it worked, but my children could understand what I was
saying. For example, when I said to them “bring a broom” in Japanese,
they did bring a broom. When the children were a bit older, they
sometimes complained that they could not understand what I was
saying, especially when I was scolding them. According to them, I used
to get upset further when I heard their complaints and told them to go
to a Japanese school to learn Japanese. I do not remember saying that,
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but that was what Sumiko said to me. The funny thing is that Sumiko is
now attending a Japanese language course at night. Finally, she is in
a Japanese school.

Initially I wanted to go to church in Australia because I had attended
church for six months in Japan before I came. At that time, I needed to
have a reference from a minister to obtain a permit to come to this
country. The minister had suggested to me that I should be baptised
once I settled in Australia. I attended a few church services in Australia
but I did not know what they were saying. So I stopped going. The
problems with the language occurred when I went shopping soon after
we arrived in Australia. I could not understand the price of goods so
I used to pay in notes and receive change in coins. We used to end up
with a big pile of coins at home!

Payment of £16 every fortnight was made to me by the Army as an
allotment. The money Gus had sent us in Japan was more than
sufficient there, but in Australia it was hard to make ends meet with
that amount. The amount was directly paid from the Army to me and
I did not know how much Gus actually earned. Gus kept the rest of his
salary for himself and spent it for his pleasure. I never thought of asking
him how much he had been paid, or of asking him to increase the
amount of my allotment. I somehow believed that I needed to manage
within the amount I received. Actually, the payment from the Army
did not increase at all although the number of the children increased
steadily. So child endowment from the government was the only other
source of income for me. Although the amount from the government
increased according to the number of children, it was not easy to
manage the growing household.

Our time in Darwin was a very difficult one for me. By the time I had the
third child, Wayne, I had to make up my mind to settle down in
Australia. I realised that there was no option for me to go back to Japan.
But I often thought later that I would have walked back to Japan with my
children if I could. Since there was an ocean between Australia and
Japan, I could never do that. Around this time, I remember Shibayama
often appeared in my dreams at night. In those dreams, he just stared at
me with a concerned look without saying anything. I felt he still cared
about me. I used to think about him often when I was faced with hardship
and sadness. Then I told myself that I should persevere in the hardship so
that I should be able to secure happiness at the end.
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After eighteen months in Darwin, Gus was transferred to Wallangarra in
northern New South Wales. We moved often because of Gus’s work. In
fact, we moved eight times in eleven years! I guess he must have asked
for transfers for himself. He never asked me if I wanted to move or stay.
At the same time, I did not object to his decision. Basically, I did not
mind moving because I liked to see new places and the Army moved our
furniture for us. But packing and unpacking were a lot of work. Often,
we found the sizes of windows were different in each house and it was
awkward to hang ill-fitting curtains on them. When we arrived in a new
place, Gus went to the camp for drinks to see his mates straight away,
and I was left to do the unpacking on my own. I wished Gus would help
me, but I almost gave up on him. At the same time, I was worried he
might leave us if I made too much fuss. I knew a few cases in the camps
when husbands left their wives and the women had to fend for
themselves. I would not have known what to do on my own with small
children in a country where I did not know the language. I had no idea
where and how I could support my children and myself. Yet, probably, it
would have been better if I had stood firm and expressed my opinions to
him then. With the transfers, the children needed to change their
schools often and that was hard for them. I do not know how many
schools Sumiko went
to. I think she went
to several different
primary schools and
high schools.

40

Michi’s Memories

Michi and baby
Frances outside their

house in Wallangarra
in 1956.



After leaving Darwin, we went to Sydney to stay with Gus’s mother
until a house was ready for us in Wallangarra. She was not very
welcoming at the beginning and did not seem to be pleased to see a new
grandson, Wayne. Although she herself had ten children, she never
approved of me having many children. She often spoke as if it was my
own fault for having so many children, and not her son’s. After
spending about a week with her, we moved to Wallangarra on an
overnight train from Sydney. There I met a Japanese woman, Fumiko,
who had also married an Australian soldier and we became firm friends
for many years to come. There were some other Japanese women in the
camp, who had married Australian soldiers. We went shopping together
and talked in Japanese among ourselves at parties. I had not realised
how much it meant for me to have friends who spoke the same
language. I felt I could laugh from the bottom of my heart only when
I spoke Japanese.

We spent two years in Wallangarra. It was a quiet place with pasture all
around the camp and I had my fourth and fifth children, Frances and
Robert, there. After that period, we moved to Bogan Gate near Parkes.
When I was in Bogan Gate, I wrote an essay and sent it in for an essay
contest run by a Japanese women’s monthly magazine, Shufu no tomo.21

I won the contest and the essay was published in Japan under the title
“The Rough Road a War Bride Had to Take”.

Michi did not have a copy of the essay with her when I interviewed her in
Adelaide. However, she told me the title and approximate year of publication,
and this enabled me to locate it in the Shufu no tomo Archive in Tokyo. The
essay was published in 1958 and Michi’s account during the interviews
accurately matched the essay which was written over forty years ago. The
following section is mainly based on an excerpt from the essay.

After we settled in the Wallangarra Camp, Gus started to stay
away from home till late on many evenings. He always had some
excuses, such as attending meetings, playing card games, or
listening to his friends’ woes. I tried to believe him but I could
not deny his attitudes towards the family had changed. He was
not caring for the children and shouted at me for trivial things.

On a pay day, two weeks before Christmas, he did not come
home for lunch or dinner and at midnight he was still not home.
Cars approached from the distance, but all of them passed our
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house and drove away, just lighting the windows. I was 
distressed and started to cry. When I looked outside through the
window, I could see a house with bright lights on and I was just
gazing at it with my teary eyes. The house belonged to a woman
whose husband was away on duty. She had a bad reputation in
the camp. The lights went off and on and I wondered what she
was doing in the middle of the night. Then a man left the
house, was seen off by a woman, and got into a car. The car
arrived at our house with Gus.

Shocked to realise what was happening, I shouted at him. Gus
tried to tell me that I saw the wrong person, but I was not
convinced. Finally, I asked him if I could do anything to change
the situation. Then he said, “You don’t know anything about
Australia and you do not understand English.” He probably
wanted to say that was why he felt lonely. I was really hurt by
his words and shouted, “You knew that already when you
married me, and you said that was fine. You do not even try to
teach me anything. You are a bad husband.”

The next day, I went to the woman’s house with all of his
clothes from the previous night. When she answered the door in
her nightgown and realised I was there, she was surprised and
asked if I wanted to come in. I refused to go in, but demanded
that she clean the clothes and return them to me. Gus was so
surprised with my strong reaction that he apologised and asked
for forgiveness. Thereafter, I tried to do my best to keep his
attention from anything other than home and myself. You
might think it was ridiculous, but I would not let him go out at
night. I used to go to pick him up from the parties when he was
late. I was desperate to keep him.

I also repented myself. I realised that I had neglected Gus
because of the children. I also did not look after myself enough
to be attractive to him. I used to blame him for various
problems. So I tried to do things differently. It took almost a
year before our relationship was mended, but eventually we
went back to our normal selves and the children were also
happy to be in a peaceful atmosphere.

42

Michi’s Memories

 



After two years in Wallangarra, we moved to Bogan Gate,
another country town near Parkes. Our house was away from the
camp and stood by itself in the woods. I hardly saw anybody other
than my children. I had five children by then. Sumiko was eight
years old. She helped me around the house and looked after her
younger brothers and sister after she came home from school. On
weekends, she prepared breakfast for me and brought it to my bed
because she said, “Saturday and Sunday are Mummy’s holidays.”
She was the top student in her class even though I could not help
her with her schoolwork at all. The children learned Australian
history at school and taught me about it at home. I occasionally
heard that they had a hard time because they were part-Japanese.
In those instances, I said to them, “You are proper Australians.
Study hard and do better than those who bully you.”

Probably, I was expecting too much from Gus. In spite of my
efforts, Gus did not seem happy and started gambling on horse
races. I tried my best to cheer him up, and tried not to complain
about his gambling. I put on a cheerful face even when he came
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home late. But one weekend he did not return home. He made
an excuse and said that he was playing poker games till late.
I could not trust his words at all and accused him of not caring
for his family properly. He listened to my woes silently and said,
“I won’t be happy if you are not happy.”

I knew he had some worries. I heard that he had a fight with
somebody who said that all the Japanese women who came to
Australia were ex-prostitutes. I also heard that those servicemen
who had married Japanese women would experience difficulties
getting promotions at work. I was the only Japanese in Bogan
Gate and I could sense some people were looking at me with
unfavourable perspective. I thought our marriage was near to
breaking up and wanted to go back to Japan. When I asked my
children if they wanted to go back to Japan with me, Sumiko
said, “I would go for a visit, but not to stay there for good.”
However, Gus told me he wanted to apply to go to Malaya by
himself for two years and suggested I should wait for him in Japan
with the children. Since I did not know what to do, I finally
decided to go to see Fumiko, who was still in Wallangarra.

I took the two younger children with me to Wallangarra and left
the older ones with Gus. It was nice to see Fumiko after many
months. I talked about the problems we had at home. In
contrast to our home, Fumiko’s home seemed to be surrounded
by warmth and I wondered what went wrong for Gus and me.
However, soon after we arrived there, I received an urgent
telegram which read that Gus had left for Darwin and I should
get back as soon as possible as the children were being looked
after by our neighbour. I could not understand what was going
on. Did Gus decide to leave for Malaya from Darwin after all?
Did he leave us behind? I had to rush to catch the next available
train to get back to my children.

When I arrived back in Bogan Gate after two days’ travel from
Wallangarra, the children were very happy to see me and started
to tell me what happened while I was away. Sumiko said she was
the first in a running race and won a toy as a prize. Then the
next thing she said devastated me. She said a man and a woman
came to visit while I was away. The man went home, but the
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woman stayed behind and Gus drove her home the next
morning. Then, Wayne complained that his father did not play
with him much because there was a lady visiting the house.
When I heard it I had to go out of the house because I could not
control myself in front of my children.

Michi told me in detail what the children said about the woman when 
I interviewed her. When Sumi said, “The lady spent her time on Mummy’s
bed and she had a nightie with her in a bag,” Michi burst into tears in front of
the children. Realising the distress those words caused her mother, Sumiko
quickly stopped her brothers reporting further.

In spite of those heartbreaking experiences, I decided to remain
in Australia and bring up our children as Australians. I just
hoped that Gus would eventually realise his responsibilities as a
father. They do not have anybody else as their father other than
Gus. After spending two months in Darwin, Gus came back and
behaved as if nothing had happened between us. I did not object
to that because I also wanted to have a fresh start.

(End of excepts from the Shufu no tomo magazine article)

I was happy to win the essay contest. Not only was the essay published,
but I was also awarded some prizes. The editor wrote to me to say that
they would send me some Japanese goods instead of money because it
was not easy to transfer money to Australia. I remember receiving
Japanese foods, such as miso paste, in Bogan Gate. It was such a treat for
me. However, some time later, I found out that my mother had read the
essay in Japan. She was so distressed to learn that I had a hard time in
Australia with my husband, that she could not sleep at night with worry
for almost two months! I regretted that I had written that essay and felt
sorry for my mother. After that I never wrote an essay nor a letter with
anything bad or worrying to my family in Japan.

When we were living in Bogan Gate, one day Sumiko came home and
asked me if her father was stupid. I wondered why she asked me such
a question. She said somebody at school said to her that her father must
have been stupid to marry a Japanese woman when there were many
women in Australia. Of course, I answered “no” to her question, but
I assumed the children must have heard those comments occasionally
outside home. However, they did not talk much about those incidents
with me.
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The next camp we moved to was Moorebank near Sydney in 1960 and
I had my seventh and last child there. It was nice to live in an Army
camp with other families again. When I heard that there was another
Japanese wife in the camp, I wanted to see her desperately. At the same
time, I was worried whether I could speak Japanese properly. While
I was in Bogan Gate, I did not have anybody to speak Japanese with for
three years. When I finally saw the lady, I felt as if I saw my own sister
after many years of separation and could not stop crying.

There, I met a Scottish woman called Betty, who had married an
Englishman. She persuaded me to go out and mix with people. Until
then, I did not have much chance to meet people because I had so
many children to look after. My English did not improve much and
I could exchange greetings in English, but not much more. Betty said,
“Michi, you should not stay only at your house. You can rely on Sumiko
to look after the younger ones. You need to spend an hour or two
outside your home.” She suggested I should learn to play darts with her.
While we were playing together at the canteen, she taught me English.
She talked to me in English and I wanted to understand her and
respond to her. That was how I learned English. After those “lessons”,
I finally managed to have enough confidence to carry out conversations
in English. So, it took me almost ten years before I could have
conversations in English.

Sumiko told me that she used to accompany her mother as an interpreter from
a young age and had responsibility for looking after her brothers and sister
while her parents were out. Michi said she brought Sumiko along to the
hospital when the younger ones had measles and chicken pox. Sumiko
understood Michi and interpreted her words to the doctors. When I asked
Sumiko how she felt doing those tasks for her mother, she answered, “It was
not so difficult, but it surely made me grow up faster.”

I applied for Australian citizenship and was naturalised in 1962 while we
were in Moorebank. Gus said that I should become an Australian citizen
and arranged everything for me. I did not need to prepare for a test as war
brides in the United States had to do. I could not have done that then
because I did not understand much English. At the ceremony, as
everybody else was handing his or her passport in before receiving a new
Australian passport, I handed my Japanese passport in as well. Later, a few
friends of mine showed me their Japanese passports even though they 
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had Australian citizen-
ship. When I asked
them why they kept
their passports, they
said, “Since nobody
told us to return our
Japanese passports,
we kept them.”

At one of those
parties in the camp, 
I wore a Japanese
shawl over my dress.
While many people
admired it and made
nice comments, a

woman in her fifties approached me and pulled the shawl off my shoulders.
After rolling it up, she threw it on the ground and stepped on it. She
shouted me and said, “Go back to Japan.” She was obviously drunk. Gus
watched the incident but did not intervene or say a word. He might have
been suffering from the inferiority complex of having a Japanese wife.

In 1963, we moved to the Broadmeadows Camp in Melbourne. It was
getting more and more difficult to manage a household with seven children
with the limited amount of income. The allotment from the Army did
not seem to increase even though I had seven children by then. The
children’s endowment did increase, but it did not cover the cost of
bringing up growing children and educating them. One day, our neighbour
suggested that I should go out to work. She said, “Michi, why don’t you
go out to work. It must be difficult to manage with so many children.
I will look after your younger kids.” She offered to mind my youngest son,
who was about preschool age, for five dollars a week during the day.
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A Japanese friend who was working in a telephone factory suggested that
I apply there because they needed people who were clever with their
hands. The language was not a problem at all because we did not have to
talk much. It was more a matter of skilfulness of the fingers. They
showed me where the wires needed to be connected and I soldered them
at the appropriate sections. So I started to work in the wiring section
between seven and four every day. I really enjoyed working there.
I never realised how much fun it was to work because I could get out of
the house and mix with people. My supervisor was very happy to have
me because I could finish five items while others were struggling 
to finish three. I worked there for about a year and a half until we moved
to Adelaide because of Gus’s transfer. Before leaving for work, I set
breakfast on the table in the morning and prepared dinner for the family
after coming home in the afternoon. Gus was not involved in the family
life at all. Although my older children helped me around the house, such
as collecting firewood for the hot water, I was too busy to remember how
I brought my children up. To tell the truth, I do not remember about
Frances when she was young at all. Why don’t you ask her how I brought
her and the other children up when you see her? Sumiko told me I used
to place rows of bread slices on the table to butter them and make many
sandwiches, but I do not remember that either.

While we lived in Melbourne I joined the So–ka Gakkai.22 I had so
many problems with Gus, but I could not ask for help from my parents
who were so far away. I felt other Japanese women avoided me when
I was in Melbourne. Maybe because I had too many children, we started
to have a reputation that our children were unruly. A Japanese wife told
other women that my house was always messy. But with five sons, how
could we keep them under control all the time? Also they might have
worried that I would visit them with all my children if they invited me.
One day, Miyuki, another war bride in Melbourne, asked me if I was
interested in attending a So–ka Gakkai meeting. She did not know
much about the religion, but was curious because the religion came
from Japan and chanted some Buddhist chants which had been familiar
to me. At the first meeting, I was impressed to see an Australian man
chant seriously while he sat on the floor with folded legs. Also I felt
people who gathered there seemed pleasant. Those things really moved
me and I decided to join the sect straight away and came home with a
sacred scroll, a string of prayer beads and a scripture book. I could
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understand what they were teaching as well. Basically, they were
teaching that we were the ones who needed to solve problems, but the
religion can give us some help. Even though I had to leave Melbourne
soon after I joined, I have been a member of the sect ever since.

After Melbourne, we moved to Adelaide in 1965. All of us travelled
together for the first time on the train. When we arrived at Adelaide
railway station, I remember a waitress’s astonished look when Gus and
I and our seven children were having breakfast at a station restaurant.
Sumiko had graduated from high school in Melbourne and started a job
at the Commonwealth Bank there, but she asked for a transfer to
Adelaide. She actually wanted to become a teacher, but gave that up in
order to help me and her younger brothers and sister financially. George
was studying at a technical school in Melbourne, but he was also
transferred to another technical school in Adelaide. I did not want to
move any more because of the children’s education and work.

Although neither Gus nor myself were attentive enough toward our
children’s education, most of them did very well at school. I did not have
any spare time to worry about their schooling because I was busy working.
Gus was not interested in the children at all. If a school teacher wanted
to talk to us about a child, neither of us wanted to see the teacher. Gus
did not want to be involved with family matters and I could not
understand English very well. Actually, I did not know our third son,
Robert, won a Commonwealth scholarship with the top score among 500
students, until a Japanese friend whose husband worked for a newspaper
congratulated me. In spite of winning the scholarship, he did not want to
continue his schooling so that he could go to university. I was worried
that he was missing a great chance, but Gus was not interested in his son’s
decision, so I consulted George, our eldest son. George said that it was up
to Robert whether he wanted to go to university or not. If he did not
want to go, George said, nobody could force him to go. I was not
convinced, but maybe that is the way people think in Australia. What he
did instead was to leave home with his friends without telling us the
destination. Later, I learned that they went fruit-picking. Parents of his
friends thought Robert was the leader and came to see us to find out
where they had gone. We did not know either. I felt worried and
embarrassed at the same time. Robert’s friends came home before long
because they found fruit-picking was too much hard work. But Robert did
not come home for a while because he thought it was such fun.
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