scuttled out the door, heading for the next house.
When he was gone she stood there smashing cups
and bowls and platters until the whole set lay
in scattered blue and white fragments across the

wooden (loor,

The American Friends Service helped us find a
small house in Boyle Heights, another minority
ghetto, in downtown Los Angeles, now inhabited
briefly by a few hundred Terminal Island refugecs.
Executive Order X066 had been signed by Presi-
dent Roosevelt, giving the War Department au-
thority to define military areas in the western states
and to exclude from them anyone who might
threaten the war effort. There was a lot of talk
about internment, or moving inland, or something
like that in store for all Japanese Americans. [ re-
member my brothers sitting around the table talk-
ing very intently about what we were going to do,
how we would keep the family together. They had
seen how quickly Papa was removed, and they
knew now that he would not be back for quite a
while. Just before leaving Terminal Island Mama
had received her first letter, from Bismarck, North
Dakota. He had been imprisoned at Fort Lincoln,
in an all-male camp for enemy aliens.

Papa had been the patriarch. He had always de-
cided everything in the family. With him gone, my
brothers, like councilors in the absence of a chief
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