think the mask of her face would have cracked
had not Woody's voice just then come at us
through the wall. He was rapping on the planks as
if testing to sec if they were hollow:.

“Hey!" he yelled. “You guys fall into the same
flour barrel as us?

“No," Kiyo yelled back. “Owurs is full of Japs”

All of us laughed at this,

"Well, tell 'em it's time to get up,” Woody said.
"If we're gonna live in this place, we better get to
work.”

He gave us ten minutes to dress, then he came
in carrying a broom, a hammer, and a sack full
of tin can lids he had scrounged somewhere,
Woody would be our leader for a while now,
short, stocky, grinning behind his mustache. He
had just turned twenty-four In later years he
would tour the country with Mr. Moto, the Japa-
nese tag-team wrestler, as his sinister assistant
Suki—karate chops through the ropes from out-
side the ring, a chunky leg reaching from under his
kimono to trip up Mr. Moto's foe. In the ring
Woody's smile looked sly and crafty: he hammed
it up. Offstage it was whimsical, as if some joke
were bursting to be told.

“Hey, brother Ray, Kiyo," he said. “You see these
tin can lids™"

“Yeah, yeah,” the hoys said drowsily, as if going
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