and Chizu would be out of bed in the middle of
the night, heading for the Cannery.

The house we lived in was nothing more than a
shack, a barracks with single plank walls and rough
wooden floors, like the cheapest kind of migrant
workers' housing, The people around us were hard-
working, boisterous, a little proud of their nick-
name, yo-go-re, which meant literally uncouth one,
or roughneck, or dead-end kid. They not only
spoke Japanese exclusively, they spoke a dialect
peculiar to Kyushu, where their families had come
from in Japan, a rough, fisherman's language, full
of oaths and insults. Instead of saying ba-ka-ta-re a
common insult meaning stupid, Terminal Islanders
would say ba-ka-yva-ro, a coarser and exclusively
masculine use of the word, which implies gross
stupidity. They would swagger and pick on out-
siders and persecute anyone who didn't speak as
they did. That was what made my own time there
so hateful. I had never spoken anything but En-
glish, and the other kids in the second grade de-
spised me for it. They were tough and mean, like
ghetto kids anywhere. Each day after school I
dreaded their ambush, My brother Kiyo, three
vears older, would wait for me at the door, where
we would decide whether o run straight home
together, or split up, or try a new and unexpected
route,

None of these kids ever actually attacked. It was
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