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ODY, Wyo. — The drive
from the Montana ski
town that I call home to
Heart Mountain Interpretive Center near Cody
crosses the high plains of northwestern Wyoming, a vast area dotted with
sagebrush and fleet-footed pronghorns. To the north, east and south,
there is nothing for miles but prairie
and sky. To the west, the land buckles
and then rises to become the Absaroka
Mountain Range — literally the wall
that divides this region from the bubbling, steaming wonders of Yellowstone National Park.
To me, this wild, windswept country is thrilling, a source of inspiration.
I moved here by choice. For the 14,000
people of Japanese descent who were
moved here against their will — to the
camp hastily erected on the land
where the Interpretive Center now sits
— there were no thrills, no choice.
Imagine this: It is the spring of
1942, a few months after the bombing
of Pearl Harbor, and you are told you
must abandon your home, your livelihood, and most of your possessions.
Along with 120,000 others of Japanese
descent, including those only 1/16th
Japanese, you are herded to overcrowded assembly centers up and
down the West Coast. Within a few
weeks, you arrive by train at this bleak
Wyoming outpost, 740 windblown
acres enclosed by barbed wire. Armed
guards stroll the grounds and stand
sentinel in no fewer than nine watchtowers. They are there to watch you.
Your crime is your ancestry. You will
live here until the war your country is
waging against the land of your ancestors is over.
On Feb. 19, 1942, with Executive
Order 9066, President Franklin D.
Roosevelt authorized the removal of all
people of Japanese descent from the
coast to 10 internment camps located
in the country’s interior. Heart Mountain Relocation Center was one of
them. Built to house 10,000 people, at
its height it was home to nearly
11,000. During the camp’s three-year
existence, from August 1942 until November 1945, a total of 14,025 intern-

ees came through. About two-thirds
were US citizens; the rest were Japanese-born. A 20-block grid of barracks,
mess halls, and latrines separated by
unpaved roads, the relocation center
was, however briefly, Wyoming’s thirdmost populous “town.”
Today, several camp structures remain standing: two hospital buildings,
the hospital’s boiler house with its towering red chimney, an administrative
building, a concrete vault, an enormous root cellar and a large excavation
that once served as a swimming hole.
The railroad line that brought the internees here — the one long thread to
the places and lives they left behind —
is still in use today.
After 15 years of fund-raising and
organizing, much of it by camp survivors, Heart Mountain Interpretive
Center opened in August 2011. Featuring a war memorial, a walking tour,
and a victory garden, at the heart of
the National Historic Landmark site is
an 11,000-square-foot visitors center.
From the outside, the building is low
and stark, reminiscent of the tarpaperlined barracks the internees were
crammed into. Inside, the museum is
light and airy, as if to allow its visitors
the contemplative space to digest the
stories it tells. Through photos, artifacts, oral histories and film, visitors
get a sense of the day-to-day experiences of the interned: first, being uprooted from their lives on the coast, and
then, slowly, adapting to life in this
new and unforgiving place.
Upon arrival, visitors receive a replica of the identification tags given to
the internees. Today these serve as admission tickets to the visitors center,
but the Japanese-Americans and resident Japanese who were rounded up
were forced to display the tags on their
clothing and possessions until they arrived at Heart Mountain. Just inside
the building’s foyer stands a large print
of Dorothea Lange’s iconic photograph
of the Wanto Co. Grocery in San Francisco, where a banner proclaimed, “I
am an American,” beneath a “sold”
sign. In the center’s theater, visitors
watch the introductory film “All We
Could Carry” by Academy Award-winning documentarian Steven Okazaki.
The title refers to the belongings the
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IF YOU GO . . .
HEART MOUNTAIN
INTERPRETIVE CENTER
1539 Road 19, Powell, Wyo.
307-754-8000
heartmountain.org
Run by the Heart Mountain Wyoming
Foundation, a nonprofit governed by
former internees and their descendants, the center is open 10 a.m.5 p.m., daily May 15-Oct. 1 and WedSat Oct. 2-May 14. Adults $7, seniors
and students $5, under 12 free.
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The war memorial (top) in
Powell, Wyo., lists the
names of Heart Mountain
internees who served with
the US military during
World War II. Two of the
three hospital buildings
still stand (above).

internees could bring to Heart Mountain: one suitcase per person. Privacy,
a key element of Japanese culture, was
unheard of at Heart Mountain. Up to
six families shared each barrack, and
the washrooms and restroom facilities
were open and unpartitioned. Today,
in the center’s public restrooms, mirrors positioned at odd angles in the

stalls quite successfully demonstrate
the lack of privacy the people endured.
A re-created barrack scene delivers a
similar message.
Despite their extraordinary circumstances, Heart Mountain’s prisoners
eventually formed a makeshift community and established a certain
rhythm to their daily lives. They
worked as nurses, editors, and teachers. They managed fire, police, and judicial systems. They formed sports
teams. There were even Boy Scout and
Girl Scout troops. Farmers among the
interned cleared the hardscrabble land
to plant vegetable gardens and fruit
trees. They built two enormous root
cellars and one smaller cellar. Just as
the center’s exhibits tell of the injustic-

es of the internment experience, they
also tell this story of resilience. Photos
depict prisoners bundled against the
January cold and snow, but they also
show a certain triumph of spirit: a sumo wrestling match; a woman in her
flower garden, laughing; members of
the camp’s Camera Club on an outing;
a long queue outside one of the camp’s
two movie theaters. There are family
portraits and a photograph of kimonoclad women dancing at a Buddhist festival. Copies of The Heart Mountain
Sentinel, a weekly camp newspaper
edited by Bill Hosokawa, an interned
journalist, are on display.
The last of the internees left Heart
Mountain on Nov. 10, 1945, three
months after Japan’s surrender. They
were given $25 and a one-way ticket to
anywhere in the United States. For
most, there was no place and nothing
to return to, for when they were “evacuated” in 1942, they were forced to sell
off their homes, farms, shops, furnishings, and clothing — all of the possessions that would not fit into that single
suitcase.
Heart Mountain Interpretive Center offers a powerful lesson in a chapter of US history often neglected in the
classroom and textbooks. It also leaves
visitors grappling with the irony and
complexity of the Japanese internment
experience and its interpretation today. For example, does one call the
people who lived at Heart Mountain
residents, internees, evacuees, or prisoners? Was Heart Mountain a relocation center or is it more accurate to call
it a concentration camp? Perhaps none
of this matters today; perhaps it matters more as more is forgotten. In either case, this museum located between the Wyoming towns of Cody and
Powell, just 50 miles east of Yellowstone National Park, makes for a poignant — and surprising — stop on any
tour of the Greater Yellowstone region.
Alexis Marie Adams can be reached at
poulithra@gmail.com.
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LONG THE GREAT
OCEAN ROAD, Australia
— Before the end of our
two weeks in Australia,
we were already overwhelmed with the sights. The vibrant
coral reefs and the ancient rain forests,
the warm beaches and the gleaming
urban skyscrapers. We had snorkeled
with moon jellies, and come up close
to wild penguins and wallabies.
Now, feeling vacation fatigue starting to creep in, we were off to see the
Great Ocean Road, the scenic roadway
that follows the ocean on the southern
coast of the state of Victoria.
This was my second trip to Australia and to the Great Ocean Road. I had
visited about four years earlier because
my cousin and his family live in Melbourne. This time, I brought my husband, Jack.
But I wondered, would this long
day trip be worth it? Would it live up to
the expectations I had built for Jack?
Would it be as magical as I remembered? Maybe we should have slept in
and devoted the day to two other wonders of Australia: the cappuccinos and
the dim sum.
We arrived at the tour bus at 7:45
on a cool, cloudy morning. Our guide,
Peter, greeted us with a smile and a
very Aussie “How you going?” We settled in near the front of the bus, my
feet atop the wheel hump. These
would be our seats for the next 15
hours. Somehow, this little white bus
our guide had named “Albert” fit two
dozen passengers.
We left the work-hour rush in
downtown Melbourne and headed
southwest toward the smaller city of
Geelong, then on to the region’s surf
capital of Torquay. We stopped briefly
at Bells Beach, where a few determined surfers were hitting the waves
despite the chill in the air.
This was just the beginning of the
Great Ocean Road, a byway created
nearly a century ago by thousands of
soldiers returned from World War I.
The soldiers needed work, the towns
along the coast needed a better connection, and so the Great Ocean Road
was born. The road winds its way

along the coast for 170 miles, ever
changing. It passes sandy beaches and
sparkling waters, but also green hills,
dense forests, and soaring cliffs. It goes
up, then down, curves right here,
swings left there. Our bus, little Albert,
slowed for every sharp turn, then accelerated again. Good thing I don’t
have motion sickness.
A couple of hours into the trip, we
took a coffee break at a beach in the
town of Lorne. A flock of brilliant yellow-crested cockatoos picked at the
crumbs of our banana bread.
Peter prepared us for our next stop
with a little lecture about one of Australia’s most lovable creatures, the koala. These tree dwellers sleep most of
the day and spend their waking hours
eating eucalyptus leaves. But do not,
Peter warned, call them koala bears.
They are marsupials — animals that
have pouches in which their young develop after birth. Koalas are cousins of
the kangaroo, not the grizzly.
A few minutes later we were in
what appeared to be a trailer park.
This is where we went koala spotting. I
found the first one, a ball of brown fur
sleeping high up in a gum tree. Eventually we saw a couple of others, all
perched precariously among the highest branches of the trees, oblivious to
the gawkers below.
We got back on the bus and headed
to our lunch stop, the seaside town of
Apollo Bay. There was just enough
time to down a plate of pad thai and
visit one souvenir store before continuing our journey.
After Apollo Bay, the Great Ocean
Road turned from what’s known as the
Surf Coast to the Green Coast. Still
near the ocean, we were suddenly in
an ancient rain forest. These forests
date to an era millions of years ago
when most of Australia was covered in
trees. We stopped at Maits Rest, a footpath that led us on a 30-minute hike
through a dense forest of ferns, mosses, lichens, and enormous trees. Dead
trees lay decaying, with new plants
sprouting from the rotting bark. Sunlight barely reached the cold ground
here. I could have stayed much longer,
just absorbing the quiet and the history of this forest.
It was an unexpected but welcome
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break from the ocean, and a reminder
of just how much there is to see in this
ecologically diverse country.
The next leg of the trip took us
through gently rolling hills, where
cows and sheep grazed in open meadows. Then we entered the Shipwreck
Coast. This, as the name implies, is
where the challenging geography of
the coast once spelled doom for sailors. Now it’s a magnet for tourists, the
highlight of the Great Ocean Road.
Late in the afternoon, we arrived at the
Twelve Apostles, an iconic formation
of limestone towers standing in the
ocean. We had signed up for a helicopter ride — a first for Jack and me —
and so instead of viewing the Apostles,
we spent the next hour standing in line
for the helicopter.
Finally, it was our turn. Jack and I
buckled into window seats in the back.
The helicopter lifted smoothly off the
ground. We floated over the parking
lot, and suddenly, we were above the
ocean. The Apostles poked out of the
water. We could see for miles. The view
from above was magnificent, and we
were quickly rid of the worry that this
15-minute ride may not have been
worth the wait and the money.
When the helicopter landed, Peter
gave us the OK to run over to the viewing platforms to see the Apostles from

Sights along the Great
Ocean Road: the Twelve
Apostles rock formations
from the viewing platform,
and a cockatoo from across
the picnic table.

the ground. From here we saw how big
these rock towers truly are, how odd
they look standing in an otherwise
blank ocean, and how they are gradually crumbling into the water.
Running to catch up with the bus
again, we were suddenly awake and
exhilarated. Surely, we thought, we
wouldn’t see anything better than this.
But the crescendo continued at our
next stop, just a few minutes away: the
Loch Ard Gorge. This place, blessedly,

was not overrun with tourists, so we
could explore without slipping into the
background of a stranger’s selfie. From
the top of a cliff, we walked down a
stairway into the heart of the gorge.
For a few moments, we were the
only ones there, with sand in our
shoes, the cliffs behind us, the gorge
like a wide letter V in front of us, and
the waves lapping at the shore. The
setting was so perfect, it seemed oddly
fake. We could not have been farther
from the snowbanks of Massachusetts.
Our final stop on the Great Ocean
Road was called London Bridge, a rock
formation that looked like a bridge —
until the middle fell into the ocean in
1990. Now it’s two big pieces of rock
with a gaping hole in the middle.
Then it was back to Melbourne. The
return journey took us on faster inner
roads. We stopped only for a quick dinner at McDonald’s. It was pitch-dark
by the time we got back to the city, and
close to midnight by the time we
reached my cousin’s house in the suburbs.
It was the longest, most tiring day
of our trip. It turned out to be the best.
Priyanka Dayal McCluskey can be
reached at priyanka.mccluskey@
globe.com. Follow her on Twitter
@priyanka_dayal.

