It wasn't rain. This was my first look at something
I would soon know very well, a billowing flurry of
dust and sand churned up by the wind through
Owens Valley.

We drove past a barbed-wire fence, through a
gate, and into an open space where trunks and
sacks and packages had been dumped from the
bagzage trucks that drove out ahead of us. I could
see a few tents set up, the first rows of black bar-
racks, and beyond them, blurred by sand, rows of
barracks that seemed to spread for miles across
this plain. People were sitting on cartons or mill-
ing around, with their backs to the wind, waiting
1o see which friends or relatives might be on this
bus. As we approached, they tumed or stood
up, and some moved toward us expectantly. But
inside the bus no one stirred. No one waved or
spoke. They just stared out the windows, omi-
nously silent. [ didn't understand this. Hadn't we
finally arrived, our whole family intact? | opened a
window, leaned out, and yelled happily. "Hey! This
whole bus is full of Wakatsukis!"

Outside, the greeters smiled. Inside there was an
explosion of laughter, hysterical, tension-breaking
laughter that left my brothers choking and whack-
ing each other across the shoulders,

We had pulled up just in time for dinner. The
mess halls weren't completed yet. An outdoor
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