that wasn't easy. It was hitter cold when we ar-
rived, and the wind did not abate. All they had to
use for room dividers were those army blankets,
two of which were harely enough to keep one
person warm. They argued over whose blanket
should be sacrificed and later argued about nojse
at night—the parents wanted their boys asleep by
9:(0 p.m.—and they continued arguing over mat-
ters like that for siv months, until my sister and
her husband left to harvest sugar beets in Idaho, It
was grucling work up there, and Wages were piti-
ful, but when the call came through camp for
workers to alleviate the wartime labor shortage, it
sounded better than their life at Manzanar. They
knew they'd have, if nothing else, a room, perhaps
a cabin of their own,

That first night in Block 16, the rest of us
squeezed into the second room—Granny, Lillian,
age fourteen, Ray, thirteen, May, eleven, Kivo, ten,
Mama, and me. | didn't mind this at all at the
time. Being youngest meant | got to sleep with
Mama. And before we went to bed [ had a great
time jumping up and down on the mattress, The
boys had stuffed so much straw into hers, we
had to flatten it some so we wouldn't slide off [
slept with her every night after that until Papa
came back.

22



