until the camps were closed), someone else passed
out box linches for the trip, and we climbed
ﬂh[]ar{i-

I had never been outside Los Angeles County,
never traveled more than ten miles from the coast,
had never even ridden on a bus | was full of ex-
citement, the way any kid would be, and wanted
to look out the window. But for the first few hours
the shades were drawn. Around me other people
plaved cards, read magazines, dozed, waiting. I set-
tled back, waiting too, and finally fell asleep. The
bus felt very secure to me, Almost half jts pras-
sengers were immediate relatives. Mama and my
older brothers had succeeded in keeping most of
us together, on the same bus, headed for the same
camp. I didn't realize until much later what a job
that was. The strategy had been, first, to have every-
one living in the same district when the evacug.
tion began, and then to get all of us included under
the same family number, even though names had
been changed by marriage. Many families weren't
as lucky as ours and suffered months of anguish
while trying to arrange transfers from one camp to
another.

We rode all day. By the time we reached our
destination, the shades were up. It was late after-
noon. The first thing 1 saw was 3 vellow swirl
across a blurred, reddish setting sun. The bus was
being pelted by what sounded like splattering rain.

18



