from the wharf joining the line of hoate heading
out past the lighthouse, into the harbor.

‘Papa’s boat was called The Nereid—long, white,
low-slung, with a foredeck wheel cabin. He had
another smaller boat, called The Wikq (a short
version of our name), which he kept in Santa
Monica, where we lived. But The Nereid was his
pride. It was worth about $25,000 before the
war, and the way he stood in the cabig stecring
toward open water you would think the whole
fleet was under his command, Papa had a mus-
tache then. He wore knee-high rubber boots, a
rust-colored turtleneck Mama had knitted him,
and a black skipper's hat. He liked 1o hear himself
called “Skipper.”

Through one of the big canneries he had made a
deal to pay for The Nereid with percentages of each
catch, and he was anxious 1o get it paid off He
didn't much like working for someone else if he
could help it. A lot of fishermen around San Pedro
Harbor had similar contracts with the canneries.
In typical Japanese fashion, they all wanted to be
independent commercial hshermen, yet they al-
most always fished together They would take off
from Terminal Island, help each other find the
schools of sardine, share nets and radia equipment—
competing and cooperating at the same time.

You never knew how long they'd be gone, a
couple of days, sometimes 2 week, sometimes a

4




