and in the early days of the war the FBI was pick-
ing up all such men, for fear they were somehow
making contact with enemy ships off the coast.
Papa himself knew it would only be a matter
of time.

They got him two weeks later, when we were
staying overnight at Woody's place, on Terminal
Island. Five hundred Japanese families lived there
then, and FBI deputics had heen questioning every-
one, ransacking houses for anything that could
conceivably be used for signaling planes or ships
or that indicated loyalty to the Emperor, Most of
the houses had radios with a short-wave band and
a high aerial on the roof so that wives could make
contact with the fishing boats during these long
cruises. To the FBI every radio owner was a poten-
tial saboteur. The confiscators were often deputies
sworn in hastily during the turbulent days right
after Pearl Harbor, and these men seemed to be
acting out the general panic, secing sinister possi-
bilities in the most ordinary household items:
flashlights, kitchen knives, cameras, lanterns, toy
swords,

If Papa were trying to avoid arrest, he wouldn't
have gone near that island. But I think he knew it
was futile to hide out or resist. The next morning
two FBI men in fedora hats and trench coats—like
out of a thirties movie—knocked on Woody's
door, and when they left, Papa was between them,

Fi



