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Your Honor, Judge Griffith, members of the Commissioners Court and residents of Jefferson County:


I am George Hirasaki.  I was born in Beaumont and raised in Orange County as a descendent of Kichimatsu Kishi.  I graduated from Lamar Tech (now Lamar University) and presently am the A. J. Hartsook Professor in Chemical Engineering at Rice University.  I am the president of the Houston Chapter of the Japanese American Citizens League.


I would like to explain why we wish to change the name of “Jap Road.”  We all come from different heritages.  We may be identified as Irish, Cajun, Hispanic, or African American.  To be called as such means that we are Americans that descended from different countries.  However, to Japanese Americans after World War II, the label, “Jap” meant that we were the enemy. Our loyalty as Americans was questioned when we were identified as “Jap.”


When I started school, one year after World War II, some kids would point their finger at me and call me, “Jap.”  I would explain that I was born in Beaumont and, “I am a Japanese American.”  Most kids would understand but some would say, “No! You are a Jap.”  I had no recourse but to fight and after a few incidents; the kids understood that I am a Japanese American.


Dealing with adults was another matter.  One day, a substitute school bus driver stopped the bus one-half mile from our home and opened the door.  I explained that the regular bus driver took us to our home.  He said, “You Japs can walk.” What else could I do?  He was an adult and I was a child.


As soon as I was old enough, I volunteered in the United States Marine Corps Reserves.  Although the draft was not mandatory, I wanted to join the toughest branch of the service and the one that fought in the Pacific to prove my loyalty as an American.  While in the Marines, not one person called me a Jap.  To the contrary, some veterans of the Pacific theater took me aside and told me how much respect they had for the Japanese soldier. 


My personal struggle with racial prejudice is behind me.  I am seeking a change of “Jap Road” for those Japanese Americans who suffered much worse than me and cannot be here to express their feelings.  During World War II, Japanese Americans living on the West Coast had to leave their homes and relocate to concentration camps.  When they returned, they were faced with signs that said, “Japs go home!”  Even though they were born in America, they were told that America was not their home.


My California cousin’s late husband said that he was high school age when he returned home from camp.  He said that white kids would call him Jap, chase him down and beat him up.  Larry died this spring.  It is for Japanese Americans who cannot be here to express their feelings, I plea to you to please change the name of Jap Road.  


Thank you.

