anti-Orientalism on the west coast soon resur-
faced, more vicious than ever. Its result became
clear about a month later, when we were told to
make our third and final move.

The name Manzanar meant nothing to us when
we left Boyle Heights. We didn't know where it
was or what it was. We went because the govern-
ment ordered us to. And, in the case of my older
brothers and sisters, we went with a certain amount
of relief. They had all heard stories of Japanese
homes being attacked, of beatings in the streets of
California towns. They were as frightened of the
Caucasians as Caucasians were of us. Moving, un-
der what appeared to be government protection,
to an area less directly threatened by the war
seemed not such a bad idea at all. For some it ac-
tually sounded like a fine adventure.

Qhur pickup point was a Buddhist church in Los
Angeles. It was very carly, and misty, when we got
there with our luggage. Mama had bought heavy
coats for all of us. She grew up in eastern Washing-
ton and knew that anywhere inland in early April
would be cold. I was proud of my new coat, and |
remember sitting on a duffel bag trving to be
fricndly with the Grevhound driver. I smiled at
him. He didn't smile back. He was befriending no
one. Someone tied a numbered tag to my collar
and to the duffel bag (each family was given a
number, and that became our ofhcial designation
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