the gaps widened. Knotholes gaped in the uncov-
ered floor.

Each barracks was divided into six units, sixteen
by twenty feet, about the size of a living room,
with one bare bulb hanging from the ceiling and
an oil stove for heat. We were assigned two of
these for the twelve people in our family group;
and our official family “number” was enlarged by
three digits—16 plus the number of this barracks.
We were issued steel army cots, two brown army
blankets each, and some mattress covers, which
my brothers stuffed with straw.

The first task was to divide up what space we
had for sleeping. Bill and Woody contributed a
blanket each and partiivned off the first room:
one side for Bill and Tomi, one side for Woody and
Chizu and their baby girl. Woody also got the
stove, for heating formulas,

The people who had it hardest during the first
few months were young couples like these, many
of whom had married just before the evacuation
began, in order not to be separated and sent to dif-
ferent camps, Our two rooms were crowded, but
at least it was all in the family. My oldest sister
and her husband were shoved into one of those
sixteen-by-twenty-foot compartments with six peo-
ple they had never seen before—two other couples,
one recently married like themselves, the other
with two teenage boys. Partitioning off a room like
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