[image: image1.jpg]Papa had been home, he would have cut the
first iris blossom and brought it inside to
Mama. “This one is for you,” he would have
said. And Mama would have smiled and
said, “Thank you, Papa San”! and put it in
her favorite cut-glass vase.

But the garden looked shabby and
forsaken now that Papa was gone and
Mama was too busy to take care of it. It
looked the way I felt, sort of empty and
lonely and abandoned. o

When Mrs. Simpson took us to the Civil
Control Station, I felt even worse. I was
scared, and for a minute I thought T was
going to lose my breakfast right in front
of everybody. There must have been over
a thousand Japanese people gathered at
the church. Some were old and some were
young. Some were talking and laughing, and
some were crying. I guess everybody else

‘was scared too. No one knew exactly what

was going to happen to us. We just knew we
were being taken to the Tanforan Racetracks,
which the army had turned into a camp

for the Japanese. There were fourteen other
camps like ours along the West Coast.

What scared me most were the soldiers
standing at the doorway of the church hall.
They were carrying guns with mounted bayo-
nets. I wondered if they thought we would try
to run away and whether theyd shoot us or
come after us with their bayonets if we did. @)

1. San (sahn): Japanese term added to names to indi-
cate respect.

A long line of buses waited to take us
to camp. There were trucks, too, for our
baggage. And Mama was right; some men
were there to help us load our duffel bag.
When it was time to board the buses, I
sat with Keiko, and Mama sat behind
us. The bus went down Grove Street
and passed the small Japanese food
store where Mama used to order her
bean-curd cakes and pickled radish. The
windows were all boarded up, but there was
a sign still hanging on the door that read,
“We are loyal Americans.”

The crazy thing about the whole evacu-
ation was that we were all loyal Americans.
Most of us were citizens because we had
been born here. But our parents, who had
come from Japan, couldn’t become citizens
because there was a law that prevented
any Asian from becoming a citizen. Now
everybody with a Japanese face was being
shipped off to concentration camps.

“It’s stupid,” Keiko muttered as we
saw the racetrack looming up beside the
highway. “If there were any Japanese spies
around, theyd have gone back to Japan
long ago.”

“T'll say;” I agreed. My sister was in high
school and she ought to know, I thought.

~ When the bus turned into Tanforan, there
were more armed guards at the gate, and I saw
barbed wire strung around the entire grounds.
I felt as though I were going into a prison, but

I hadn't done anything wrong. (1]

O e am Setting What mood does the author
create with her description of the setting? Think of two adjectives
that describe the feelings evoked by this scene.

(© |Read and Discuss| What picture of events is the author

describing for you now?
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€ |Read and Discuss| How does Ruri’s sense that they are going

to prison connect to the horse track and how the family is being
treated?

Vocabulary forsaken (fawr SAY kuhn) adj.: abandoned.




[image: image2.jpg]We streamed off the buses and poured |

into a huge room, where doctors looked
down our throats and peeled back our eye-
lids to see if we had any diseases. Then we
were given our housing assignments. The
man in charge gave Mama a slip of paper.
We were in Barrack 16, Apartment 40.
“Mama!” I said. “We're going to live in
an apartment!” The only apartment I had
ever seen was the one my piano teacher
Jived in. It was in an enormous building in
San Francisco, with an elevator and thick-
carpeted hallways. I thought how wonder-
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ieWihg and Interpreting How does this scene of »an.yint‘ernm'e‘nt 't,amp'co'mpare'
with the picturein your mind of the camp where Ruri and her family lived?

ful it would be to have our own elevator.
A house was all right, but an apartment
seemed elegant and special.

We walked down the racetrack, looking
for Barrack 16. Mr. Noina, a friend of Papa’,
helped us carry our bags. I was so busy
looking around I slipped and almost fell on
the muddy track. Army barracks had been
built everywhere, all around the racetrack
and even in the center oval.

Mr. Noma pointed beyond the track
toward the horse stables. “I think your bar-
rack is out there.”
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