isolated racially in Ocean Park. But for me, at
age seven, the island was a country as foreign as
India or Arabia would have been. It was the first
time | had lived among other Japanese, or gone
to school with them, and I was terrified all the
time.

This was partly Papa's fault. One of his threats
to keep us younger kids in line was “T'm going to
sell you to the Chinaman." When I had entered
kindergarten two years carlier, [ was the anly Ori-
ental in the class. They sat me next to a Caucasiap
girl who happened to have very slanted eyes. |
looked at her and began to scream, certain Papa
had sold me out at last. My fear of her ran so deep
I could not speak of it, even to Mam a, couldn't ex-
plain why | was screaming. For two weeks | had
nightmares about this girl, until the teachers fi-
nally moved me to the other side of the room.
And it was still with me, this fear of Oriental
faces, when we moved to Terminal Island.

In those days it was a company town, a ghetto
owned and controlled by the canneries. The men
went after fish, and whenever the boats came
back—day or night—the women would he called
to process the catch while it was fresh. One in the
afternoon or four in the morming, it made no dif-
ference. My mother had to go to work right after
we moved there. I can still hear the whistle—two
toots for French’s, three for Van Camp’s—and she
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