the threat that frightened us, their fearful looks,
and the noises they would make, like miniature
Sarmurai, in a language we couldn't understand.

At the time it scemed we had been living under
this reign of fear for years In fact, we lived there
shout two months. Late in February the navy de-
cided to clear Terminal jsland completely. Even
though most of us were American-born, it was
dangerous having that many Orientals 50 close to
the Long Beach Naval Station, on the opposite
end of the island. We had known something like
this was coming. But, like Papa’s arrest, not much
could be done ahead of time. There were four of
us kids still young enough to be living with Mama,
plus Granny, her rmother, sixty-five then, speak-
ing no English, and nearly blind. Mama didn't
know where else she could get work, and we had
aowhere else to move 0. Om February 25 the
choice was made for us. We were given forty-eight
hours to clear out.

The secondhand dealers had been prowling
around for weeks, like wolves, offering humiliating
prices for goods and furniture they knew many of
us would have to sell sooner of later. Mama had
left all but her most valuable possessions in (Jcean
Park, simply because che had nowhere to put
therm. She had brought zlong her pottery, her
silver, heirlooms like the kimonos Granny had
brought from Japan, tea sets, lacquered tables, and
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