month, depending on the fish. From the wharf we
waved good-bye—my mother, Bill's wife, Woody's
wife, Chizu, and me. We yelled at them to have a
good trip, and after they were out of earshot and
the sea had swallowed their engine noises, we kept
waving. Then we just stood there with the other
women, watching. It was a kind of duty, perhaps
a way of adding a little good luck to the voyage,
or warding off the bad. It was also marvelously
warm, almost summery, the way December days
can be sometimes in southern California. When
the boats came back, the women who lived on
Terminal Island would be rushing to the canneries.
But for the moment there wasn't much else to do.
We watched until the boats became a row of tiny
white gulls on the horizon. Our vigil would end
when they slipped over the edge and disappeared.
You had to squint against the glare to keep them
sighted, and with every blink you expected the
last white speck to be gone.

But this time they didn't disappear. They kept
floating out there, suspended, as if the horizon had
finally become what it always seemed to be from
shore: the sea's limit, beyond which no man could
sail. They floated awhile, then they began to grow,
tiny gulls becoming boats again, a white armada
cruising toward us.

“They're coming back,” my mother said.

“Why would they be coming back? Chizu said.
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