chow line snaked around a half-finished building
that broke a good part of the wind, They issued us
army mess kits, the round metal kind that fold
over, and plopped in scoops of canned Vienna
sausage, canned string beans, steamed rice that had
been cooked too long, and on top of the rice a
serving of canned apricots, The Caucasian servers
were thinking that the fruit poured over rice
would make a good dessert. Among the Japanese,
of course, rice is never caten with sweet foods,
only with salty or savory foods. Few of us could
edt such a mixture. But at this point no one dared
protest. It would have been impolite. [ was horri-
hed when I saw the apricot syrup seeping through
my little mound of rice, | opened my mouth to
complain. My mother jabbed me in the back to
keep quiet. We moved on through the line and
joined the others squatting in the lee of half-raised
walls, dabbing courteously at what was, for almost
everyone there, an inedible concoction.

After dinner we were taken to Block 18, a clys-
ter of fifteen barracks that had just been finished a
day or so earlier—although finished was hardly
the word for it The shacks were built of one thick-
ness of pine planking covered with tarpaper. They
sat on concrete footings, with about two feet
of open space between the floorboards and the
ground. Gaps showed between the planks, and as
the weeks passed and the green wood dried out,
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