He didn't struggle. There was no point to it. He
had become a man without a country. The land of
his birth was at war with America; yet after thirty-
five years here he was still prevented by law from
becoming an American citizen. He was suddenly a
man with no rights who looked exactly like the
CRemy.

About all he had left at this point was his
tremendous dignity. He was tall for a Japanese
man, nearly six feet, lean and hard and healthy-
skinned from the sea. He was over hifty. Ten chil-
dren and a lot of hard luck had worn him down,
had worn away most of the arrogance he came to
this country with, But he still had dignity, and he
would not let those deputies push him out the
door. He led them.

Mama knew they were taking all the alien men
first to an interrogation center right there on the
island. Some were simply being questioned and
released. In the beginning she wasn't too worried;
at least she wouldn't let herself be. But it grew
dark and he wasn't back. Another day went by and
we still had heard nothing. Then word came that
he had been taken into custody and shipped out.
Where to, or for how long? No one knew. All my
brothers' attemnpts to find out were fruitless,

What had they charged him with? We didn’t
know that either, until an article appeared the
next day in the Santa Monica paper, saying he had
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