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			Part 1

			Gaman

		


		
			Prologue

			Ray was eager to show off the latest addition to his favorite Japanese garden. As he explained how he’d picked up the large boulders from the side of the interstate, lugged them into his truck, and then arranged them perfectly in place, I smiled at him. He was proud of the spectacular Japanese garden he created for Mr. Busch.

			“Mr. Busch told me how much he liked my garden, and I told him the whole country likes his beer.” His grin filled his face as he spoke.

			I continued smiling, but I could only think of the irony of the moment. “Does Mr. Busch know you grew up with gardeners tending to your family gardens at your estate in Japan?”

			“Oh no, I never mention that.”

			“Ray, you have worked hard to build such a successful business. Who would have thought twenty-five years ago that you would ever be allowed to return to America?”

			We walked together through the rest of the garden as I pondered the moment. It was 1986. We lived a comfortable, quiet, simple life as middle-class Americans in St. Louis. Ray was creating Japanese-style gardens for members of the August Busch family, the American beer icons. However, during the twenty years from the onset of World War II to 1961, our lives had been anything but ordinary.

			My husband and I met in the most unlikely way, when I was assigned to be his block manager in a Japanese internment camp mandated by the United States, after Pearl Harbor changed our lives forever.

		


		
			Chapter 1

			Welcome to Internment Camp, 1942

			The process was strikingly orderly, considering we Japanese were following orders to pile all our worldly possessions into suitcases and prepare to be jailed indefinitely. No one barged into our homes or handcuffed us to take us away, as had happened to the Jewish people in Europe, although we had been shunned and chastised like the Jews since Pearl Harbor. The government simply notified all the West Coast Japanese when and where we would be moved to so-called assembly centers.

			I don’t know of anyone in Stockton, California—my hometown—who refused. Many people were fiercely angry; all were scared. Four to five thousand Japanese lived in Stockton then, and we shared the same fate at the hands of the US government: on May 10, 1942, we forfeited our homes, jobs, private lives, beloved pets, worldly goods beyond what we could carry, and all freedoms guaranteed by the Constitution of our country. Everyone I knew or knew of did as instructed by the authorities.

			An outsider watching us enter our confinement would have seen fear, sorrow, apprehension, anger, resignation, and patience in our eyes—but also peace and calm. I was proud of my people. It was part of our culture to be obedient, a tradition from ancient times, and many of us Japanese Americans coped with the government-mandated internment by clinging to peace and calmness.

			As we were about to enter prison, I was not bitter. Through the years of confinement, I was not bitter, and to this day, I am not bitter. It was wartime, and I accepted my fate. And so, the Wartime Civilian Control Administration (WCCA) took control of my life in May of 1942.

			I was twenty-two when my family joined the line to enter the internment camp. We stood together, patiently waiting, as the line progressed slowly. Mom told us to hold on to our bags and not let them get dirty. Five-year-old Tom couldn’t hold the weight of even a bag packed as lightly as possible, so big brother Will carried Tom’s bag along with his own two heavy bags.

			When it was our turn to register with the authorities, Pop asked me to help, since I was much more comfortable with English than he was. I spelled out the names of all ten Hayashis, and the lady put a checkmark by each of our names on her prepared list. Before she gave us instructions for finding our new home in the internment camp, she repeated each of our names. Then she politely looked up at me.

			“Miss Hayashi, your family may proceed on. Would you please step to the side? Our superintendent, Mr. Ben Richardson, would like to speak to you.”

			“Is something wrong?” I asked.

			“No. You will understand shortly. Please wait back here. You will be able to join your family later.”

			The other woman seated at the desk turned to me. “The Hayashi family has been assigned to block four. As a family of ten, you will have two rooms, number five and number six. You’ll find a pile of beds down the next pathway along the barracks to the left. Take one for each member of your family. Then go to your mess hall and get a mattress from the stack to put on each bed. There are separate barracks for the ladies’ and men’s restrooms and showers. You’ll eat all your meals in the mess hall at eight a.m., noon, and five p.m. Leave your bags here so they can be inspected. We’re working as fast as possible, but we’re backed up now, so you’ll just have to leave them here. You can come back later and reclaim them after they’ve been checked, and you’ll be given more instructions as needed in the mess hall. Next, please.”

			Pop didn’t want to walk away with the family and leave me behind.

			“Move on,” said the woman at the desk. “She’ll join you shortly.”

			My family begrudgingly moved on as instructed. I knew my parents did not trust anyone at that moment. How could they? Why would they? No one trusted them—that was certain. I’m sure they were just as terrified and confused as I was about what the officials could possibly want with me.

			I tried to be brave as I stood where I was told, but I was petrified.

			The bureaucrats, wearing their WCCA badges, processed us with no expression of emotion or empathy. They weren’t rude. They weren’t kind. They were just doing as instructed by the chain of command, from President Roosevelt and General DeWitt to the WCCA to the clerk at the desk. I wondered if it occurred to any of them what they were really doing to us or bothered them that they were participating in this mass incarceration of innocent people. Did they really believe we were a threat that must be dealt with or—as they told us—that we must be isolated for our own protection?

			The whole scene was surreal. On these same fairgrounds, I had sold origami and other trinkets we made at the Women’s Club. I’d walked around with my friends during the fair, an annual event in our community. My family had come here to see the fireworks on July 4. The irony of this struck me as I stood quietly where I’d been told. Independence Day, and now imprisonment day—both taking place at the same spot.

			I told myself to remember gaman—patience with dignity.

			Then Mr. Richardson, a tall, slender man with a pointy nose, approached me. He wore a shiny badge.

			“Miss Hayashi,” he said. “I understand you are fluent in Japanese and English.”

			“Yes, I am,” I said.

			“You have been assigned the job of block manager. Please follow me.”

			Off I went, following the strange man.

			Job? Block manager? What was he talking about? He led me into a room with chairs around its walls. Several Japanese men were already seated when we walked in. Mr. Richardson told me to take a seat, and I did. I was scared out of my mind. Why was I singled out from the rest of my family? What was going on? Mr. Richardson left the room. No one said anything. I waited for what seemed like an hour until another Japanese man was escorted into the room and told to sit down with the rest of us.

			This time, the man in charge stayed in the room, which now contained nine Japanese men and me. He began to speak.

			“My name is Mr. Ben Richardson. Please call me Ben, if you like. I am the superintendent of the Stockton Assembly Center. Congratulations—you have been identified as bilingual in English and Japanese and also as a trustworthy Japanese person. You will be paid eleven dollars per month by the government to serve as block managers at this camp. As block managers, you will be responsible for each resident in your block. Every day at ten p.m., you will complete a bed check to make sure each person is present in his or her assigned room. If any of your residents have any grievances, you will report these to the office. If any of your residents are not in their rooms as assigned or are otherwise not compliant with the rules of this camp, you will report them to the superintendent in the office. Also, if there are disagreements, you need to attempt to intervene and diffuse the situation. If that is not possible, you need to contact the office for assistance.”

			One man raised his hand. “Excuse me—do I have to take this job as block manager? I would prefer not to.”

			The man in charge didn’t react aggressively; he simply stated he’d been given the names of the people selected to be block managers and that ten more would arrive tomorrow, completing the group.

			“I’m sorry, sir,” said Mr. Richardson, “but you are not permitted to decline this job. Each of you will play a vital role in the safety and security of everyone at Stockton Assembly Center.”

			The man nodded.

			“Report back here tomorrow at two o’clock when the rest of the block managers have been checked in,” Mr. Richardson continued. “You will be given your lists and further instructions.”

			As we left the building, none of the ten newly anointed block managers said anything to each other. I was the only woman. I also may have been the youngest block manager, but I’m not sure about that. I needed to find my way to block four to find my family.

			I looked around at the county fairgrounds, now home. I detected a distinct foul odor that I couldn’t identify, and I wanted to hold my nose. When I looked back toward where I’d entered, I noticed the towers built at intervals around the outside of the racetrack, just inside freshly installed barbed-wire fencing. The soldiers and their massive machine guns stood in the towers, looking in at the camp. The mere sight of those soldiers glaring with suspicion at the Japanese milling around, doing what they could to sort out their lives, sent chills up and down my body. 

			We hadn’t been sent away for our own protection; we hadn’t been brought to so-called assembly centers: we’d been sent to prison. We were now prisoners.

			And now, I was being forced to assist in the management of my friends, neighbors, and other fellow Japanese.

			But I couldn’t allow these thoughts to overcome me.

			Think of gaman, patience with dignity, I told myself, and carry on.

		


		
			Part 2

			Suspicion

		


		
			Chapter 2

			The FBI Investigates West Coast Japanese of Stockton, California, 1937–1941

			Our eventual removal to the internment camp had become inevitable several years before conflict with Japan erupted. The Office of Naval Intelligence began spying on Japanese American communities in Hawaii in the 1930s and put together a “special list of those who would be the first to be placed in concentration camps in the event of trouble.” In 1939, President Roosevelt ordered the Military Intelligence Division and the FBI to put together a Custodial Detention Index, which resulted in extensive interviewing of Japanese on the West Coast. The Munson Report was delivered to President Roosevelt in November of 1941 after all the interviewing was completed. The report’s conclusion was that the interviews had found “a remarkable, even extraordinary degree of loyalty among this generally suspect ethnic group.”

			The Stockton public schools were crowded. Because I had completed all the required credits, I graduated high school a semester early, in December of 1937, just a few weeks before I turned eighteen. The Stockton schools were integrated, and my class had 344 students, who were approximately 86 percent Caucasian, 11 percent Japanese, and 3 percent Chinese, along with one Korean boy. Other California cities at this time, including San Francisco, had segregated schools, with “Orientals” separated out in grade school. I experienced no prejudice; our high school offered activities and clubs for all. One of my best friends, Marie, was Caucasian. We’d had several classes together and studied together, and I often helped her with her homework because her father expected only straight As on her report card.

			At this time, we Japanese in America were either Nisei—born in America and thus American citizens—or Issei—born in Japan and part of the first generation to immigrate to the United States. I was a Nisei; my parents were both Issei. The laws of the time prevented them from ever gaining US citizenship or from owning land. A few years after Mom arrived in the United States, no more Japanese were even allowed to immigrate to America. But my parents and the other Issei who made it to America before the ban was implemented persevered, worked long and hard on farms, established successful businesses, and worked in trades, despite the restrictions on them. My parents and the other Issei I knew were law-abiding, honest people and good parents, and yet, they were prevented from gaining citizenship in the country they now called home.

			The generational differences between our Issei and Nisei were pronounced: generally, the Issei lived according to their native Japanese culture, while the Nisei adopted more of the American culture. Sometimes, the American-born Nisei children would argue with their Issei parents, who defended their homeland of Japan. We Nisei hadn’t experienced the way our parents had grown up—bowing to everyone of higher status or accepting marriages arranged by parents, although we sometimes feared we’d be subject to arranged marriages, too. Our parents were used to the highly male-oriented Japanese culture, which dated to ancient times. I and my fellow Nisei were Americans; America was all we knew.

			Everyone heard stories about the Imperial Japanese Army’s conquests across Asia. In December of 1937, we heard horrific stories of Japan conquering Nanking, China: the Chinese soldiers who surrendered were all murdered and many forced to dig their own graves to be buried alive. Pop had moved to America to escape being drafted, and he wanted to support Japan, but he was troubled about its military aggression. For me, I dreamed of seeing the beautiful land of my ancestors—the magical gardens, cherry tree blossoms, and ancient Buddhist shrines, but I was terrified by the newspapers’ unfathomable stories of torture inflicted by the Imperial Japanese Army.

			After completing my public-school education in 1937, I completed another year of study at my Buddhist temple, mastering the written and oral Japanese I had studied since age six. Most of the Nisei students who started after school study with me had long before given up the difficult study of Japanese. I was asked to deliver the Japanese school-commencement speech, and luckily, the speech was prewritten, so all I had to do was memorize it. Most of the speech thanked the teachers, the students, and the community for their support. I’ll never forget the massive crowd gathered on the steps and in rows of chairs beyond the temple as I walked up to deliver my speech.

			After both of my graduations, I had several jobs, at a diner-style restaurant, a laundromat, and selling tickets at the Star Theater. We were a poor family, living off Pop’s foreman’s salary at Mr. Zuckerman’s farm, so I gave my paychecks to Mom. She did her best to make sure we had what we needed. Often, she sacrificed clothes and shoes for herself to provide for us. When I began sewing school, she used some of the funds I’d earned to pay my tuition. This continuing-education class allowed me to make clothes for my siblings—as well as more fashionable clothes for myself than Mom sewed for me.

			When I turned twenty in 1940, my social life revolved primarily around the Buddhist temple, where Women’s Club meetings were held and Sunday services took place. The Women’s Club spent hours preparing origami crafts to sell at the county fair and planning convention trips to other cities in California for competitions in dancing, public speaking, art, and music. I was always our club’s contestant in the oratory competition. We bunked together in hotel rooms when we attended these conventions, which were always a thrill for us. The conventions culminated in a banquet on the last night, for which we dressed in our finest. I even wore high-heeled shoes and shiny red lipstick.

			Mom needed help—she was caring for both a newborn and an active two-year-old. My siblings were still in school, making me the most available to help with my little brothers. With babies came diapers we made from the same cotton roll we girls used each month. It was hard work using our old washboard to scrub out the stains by hand. If I wasn’t careful, I scraped my fingers, and yazoo! Did that hurt! Luckily, Tom was fully toilet trained before he was two, leaving only Ed still wearing diapers.

			My parents devoted their lives to earning a living and taking care of their eight children, all born in America with the assistance of a midwife. Born in 1920, I was the eldest at twenty. My sister Christine came along quickly in 1922, followed by Marian in 1924. Then I got my first brother, Will, in 1926, and another sister, Loretta in 1927. My last sister, Fran, came along soon after Loretta. What a surprise it was when Mom had another son, Tom, ten years later and he got a playmate, Ed, in 1939 when Mom was forty-two. For this time in history, my parents were fortunate that all their children were born healthy and all lived to adulthood.

			It was fun to sew little outfits for my brothers. Mom managed to get some new fabric for me to use on her pedal-pushing sewing machine, which wasn’t as functional as the machines at the sewing school, but I managed. She thanked me often for helping her out, which made me feel good. Pleasing Mom and Pop was more important to me than worrying about me—yet I wondered what I was going to do with my own life. I graduated from sewing school, as I had from Stockton High School and the Stockton Buddhist Japanese School, at the top of my class. My parents, who spoke and wrote Japanese, knew only limited English—although Mom took several English classes and Pop picked up English from us and the farm where he worked. Because of this, they needed me more than ever, since I was both the firstborn child and fully educated.

			I was quite content to stay at home. Because it was too expensive to live on our own, all the kids of my generation lived with our parents until we got married. To the extent I could, it was my duty to help support my family. I went shopping; washed diapers, dresses, and underwear; ironed the clean clothes; cooked; scrubbed the floors; did dishes; took care of my little brothers; and sewed new clothes for my brothers and sisters. Whatever Mom needed me to do, I did. Pop worked hard on the farm, and we looked forward to seeing him on the weekends, though it was often just for one day, sometimes if we were lucky he had two days off. We kids were especially excited about the better meals Mom cooked when Pop was home.

			At this time, war raged in Europe. The 1940 Summer Olympics were cancelled. Although the United States was officially staying neutral, President Roosevelt took several actions that indicated he wanted to be prepared if America went to war, such as asking for $900 million to build fifty thousand airplanes. France had been overtaken by Germany. Hitler was bombing England. It seemed that only England could stop Hitler, but many wondered if England was up to this challenge; Prime Minister Churchill told the British people to “prepare for hard and heavy tidings.” Meanwhile, Japan marched across Asia and now controlled most of China, Korea, and parts of Indochina. Americans, however, still remembered WWI and wanted no part of another European war. So, the summer of 1940 started out similar to other summers in Stockton, except that everyone talked about the war in Europe. However, our day-to-day lives weren’t changed by the chaos in Europe, Asia, and Africa. Pop would say what a great country America was and how happy he was to be living in a free country, despite the fact that US law prevented all Chinese and Japanese immigrants from owning land or becoming US citizens.

			My friendship with my neighbor Grace Yamaguchi distracted me a bit from the nervous talk. Grace was about nine years older than I was, but we were friends. She lived alone. Her father owned a Japanese bank and provided for her monthly rent, so she only had to work a part-time job. I felt sorry for her because she seemed lonely; I suspected her tendency to be opinionated might hurt her attempts at building friendships. Her commentary didn’t bother me; I tried to get along with everyone. She asked me to go on vacation with her to the beach and offered to pay the expenses. Since I had never seen a beach, I was thrilled at the chance, though I didn’t know how to swim. Mom was scared for me to go to the ocean, but she knew she could trust me, and wanted me to have fun. Typical of Mom, she found the money for me to buy a swimsuit. Grace and I went twice that summer. I loved running through the waves and feeling the powerful surging of the ocean.

			I read the news to Pop in September of 1940 when Germany, Italy, and Japan signed the Tripartite Pact. Were these countries now working together to take over the world? The news worried Pop, although he already knew most of it from talk on the farm. Will was sixteen—not eligible to be drafted—but Pop was clearly worried about what the future held for his son.

			Christmas of 1940 brought another modern convenience to the Hayashi family: a refrigerator. This was Pop’s biggest investment of his life. No more ice blocks to be delivered or water trays to empty. The refrigerator stood just four feet tall but could hold much more food than we were used to. Pop was proud once again to bring this new ultimate convenience to his family, and we were all thrilled too. Mom recalled her years living on Bacon Island, when there was no way to preserve fresh meat or milk. Then, she’d thought it was wonderful to get an ice box when we first came to town. Now, she owned a refrigerator. She and I couldn’t wait to walk to the Green Frog Supermarket the next day to buy enough food to fill our new refrigerator.

			On January 12, 1941, I turned twenty-one. We celebrated my birthday with a typical family party; Mom prepared a tasty round-steak dinner and baked me a cake. She and Pop always made sure we received gifts on our birthday, no matter how inexpensive or minimal they had to be.

			Throughout the spring of 1941, Will constructed a little shed in our backyard to use as a science laboratory. He was curious about anything related to science. A professor from College of the Pacific in Stockton came to the high school to perform a demonstration and to talk to students about attending his college when they graduated. Most families, including ours, couldn’t afford tuition, but Mom and Pop may have tried to send Will if they could have. He brought home chemicals his teacher shared with him, and he worked in his homemade laboratory as often as possible. He built a working darkroom and was quite proud of the pictures he shot and developed. If we couldn’t find Will, we all knew the mad scientist was back in his laboratory.

			One sunny Sunday afternoon, after we’d returned home from classes and services at the Buddhist temple, Will dashed out to his laboratory without taking off his Sunday suit—not unusual. Suddenly, we heard a resounding boom. The house shook. We ran out the back door toward Will’s shed as he ran toward us. He wasn’t hurt, but his Sunday suit was ruined—covered with debris and ripped in many places. Mom and Pop were simply relieved he wasn’t seriously hurt, and didn’t scold him for not changing out of his Sunday clothes. Will was flustered and vowed to be more careful.

			The following weekend, there was a knock at the door. Two men in dark suits pulled out their badges and asked to speak to Mr. Hayashi. Marian found Pop and told him he must come quickly. The men were from the FBI. They began asking questions about the explosion and laboratory in our backyard, and Pop asked me to translate the questions he couldn’t understand. The men asked Pop and me to come with them, so I explained to Mom what was happening, and we climbed into their unmarked car. As we left, several men, wearing white suits that covered them from head to toe, walked into the backyard toward the remnants of Will’s laboratory.

			We arrived at a plain building in town with a sign stating “United States of America” on the door. The men invited us in and directed us to a room at the end of the corridor. Several other men joined us. My heart was pounding and body quivering. Were we all in big trouble? I was scared. The man in charge must have realized how petrified I was. As big and intimidating as he appeared, he talked with a smooth and gentle demeanor. He thanked Pop and me for coming and explained they needed information. Then he asked us to relax and offered us a drink of water or Coke. As they asked Pop questions, I translated each into Japanese for him, and then I translated his answers back for the FBI.

			As we spoke, one of the men took detailed notes. They wanted to know if Will was making gunpowder and why there was a laboratory in our backyard. Pop explained that his son loved science and the backyard laboratory was his hobby—nothing more.

			The man in charge stood up and said, “The world needs more scientists like this one!”

			Pop and I laughed nervously.

			He directed his men to take us home. Before we left, the men shook Pop’s hand and thanked him for his assistance, and the man who had asked most of the questions told me how much he appreciated my excellent translation.

			Pop and I returned home to find the family huddled together and wondering where the authorities had taken us. Will felt terrible for causing trouble and embarrassment to our family. And though the men had been generally kind to us, the event was still traumatic; my heart didn’t return to its regular beat for a few more hours.

			Life returned to normal for our family, except for one more visit from the men in white suits. This time, they took everything left of the Will Hayashi laboratory and even dismantled his little hut. No evidence of it remained; it was gone but not forgotten. Will was sad, but he understood it was his fault for having the accident, although no one had been hurt and it could have been much worse.

			Our quiet, unassuming family was briefly the talk of the town. Party lines were full of discussion about the backyard laboratory and explosion and the trip to the FBI for Sei and Janet Hayashi. Soon, everyone knew it had all been about Will and his chemistry laboratory. I’m sure people wondered if my family was in big trouble with the law; everyone knew tensions between Japan and the United States were increasing.

			Toward the week’s end, two men from the FBI appeared at our door again, but this time they came calling for me. I recognized one of the men from the FBI’s previous visit; he asked if I would come back down to their office. I told Mom I needed to go with the men again, and she looked puzzled; she didn’t understand. I assured her I would be fine and told her not to worry, but this time, I was going alone.

			I left with the men in dark suits for my second trip to the FBI’s office that week, again anxious but, this time, more curious than scared. I kept thinking to myself, What more information could they possibly need about my little brother Will? Most of the same men were in the room when I arrived. The large man in charge explained that Will had been making gunpowder in his laboratory and had produced enough supply to blow up the whole block. He’d been lucky his explosion hadn’t ignited his entire stockpile.

			I wasn’t expecting this. Once again, I explained that Will meant no harm to anyone. He was just my little brother who loved science; he was playing the mad scientist using the chemicals he managed to get from school and a few Pop bought for him. They accepted my explanation about my brother and thanked me again before driving me home. I could have given my brother a hard time for causing me the humiliation of being questioned by the FBI, but since Will was so hard on himself for causing the explosion in the first place, I assured him everything would be fine. That was the end of that—I thought.

			Marian and Christine both graduated in 1941 from Stockton High School. Because of our move from the country into Stockton, Christine had been held back at school, so she and Marian had walked to and from school together. They’d both attended Japanese classes at the temple before it proved too much for them to keep up. After graduation, they set out to find jobs in Stockton.

			That summer, we heard about horrendous ghettos in Germany and Poland, but we didn’t find out until later that Hitler was systematically exterminating the Jewish people and used his first gas chamber to eliminate his own people with mental and physical disabilities. We heard that President Roosevelt had been warned about new, unimaginably destructive weaponry being researched by German and English scientists, and he signed an executive order establishing the Office of Scientific Research and Development, which eventually produced the Manhattan Project and atomic weaponry. While these things were happening, I read whatever I could about the war raging in Europe, but I also felt safe and secure living in Stockton.

			Then the dark-suited men once again appeared at our door. I’d thought the incident of Will’s laboratory was resolved, and we had moved on with our lives; when Loretta called me to the door, I was quite surprised. One of the men said they were sorry to disturb me but asked if I would please come with them. He explained this visit had nothing to do with the accident in our backyard, but the FBI needed me to assist with translation. I accepted his explanation, then told Mom I was leaving once again with men from the FBI.

			When we arrived at the same office in the same building, where the same men were in the room, another man also sat at the table. I recognized him as Mr. Saiki from our temple. I knew he owned some Japanese businesses in Stockton; to me, he was considerably prosperous. I was told anything I heard or saw in the FBI office was to remain strictly confidential, and I promised I would honor their command and not even tell my own family.

			I quickly realized the interrogators were anxious about the Japanese in our community and elsewhere in California. They explained that the US government was concerned about the loyalty of the Issei, many of whom lived on the West Coast without the ability to ever become naturalized citizens, as was the law. The men wanted to know if the Japanese community leaders were loyal to the United States or Japan. One of the seated agents took the lead in questioning Mr. Saiki.

			“Do you consider yourself loyal to Japan?” said the FBI agent matter-of-factly.

			Mr. Saiki said, “I will always be proud of my Japanese heritage, but I am not happy with how aggressive Japan has become in recent years.”

			“Do you correspond with family and friends in Japan?”

			“Yes, I do receive letters from relatives in Japan on occasion.”

			“Do the letters ever talk about the possibility of America and Japan going to war?”

			Mr. Saiki looked surprised. “Oh no, my correspondence is strictly about family news.”

			“Would you assist Japan in any way if you were asked?”

			Mr. Saiki appeared slightly offended. “Of course not. I consider myself to be an American citizen, even though I’m not. I am very happy to be living and working in America.”

			“Have you ever been asked to gather information about America for the benefit of Japan?”

			“Absolutely not,” said Mr. Saiki sternly.

			“Are you aware of anyone in Stockton who might be inclined to provide assistance to Japan?”

			“No.”

			“Are you aware of anyone in Stockton who has been asked to provide assistance to Japan?”

			“No!”

			“I understand you are an officer of the Stockton Buddhist Temple Men’s Club. What is discussed at your meetings?”

			Mr. Saiki paused briefly. “We discuss our finances, what events are upcoming, who will be in charge of organizing the events, who will be assisting with the events, and general operations of the club.”

			“Do you ever discuss politics at your meetings?”

			Mr. Saiki again seemed frustrated. “Never!”

			“Mr. Saiki, what will happen to your remains when you pass away?”

			Mr. Saiki looked quizzical and slightly offended. I discussed the question with him and explained to the FBI that his intention was to be cremated and buried here in America.

			“Thank you for your time, Mr. Saiki. We may need to ask you additional questions at another date, but that is all for today. Agent Johnson will take you home.”

			Mr. Saiki nodded, and everyone stood to exit the room.

			The dark-suited men were once again polite and promptly took me home, thanked me, and reminded me to keep everything confidential. At dinner that evening, my family peppered me with questions. The more I told them I could not say anything about what had happened, the more curious they were. Under no circumstances would I reveal anything. I’d given my word.

			The FBI asked me to translate maybe a dozen more times. The setup was the same, except each time, a different Japanese man of prominence in our community sat at the table. Twice I arrived and waited for the person who would be questioned that day. I could see much in the eyes of the Japanese who were brought in—anger, hurt, disgust, surprise, disappointment, and disbelief. The men, obedient Japanese who respected authority, complied with the questions, despite their obvious feelings of betrayal that the government suspected them of disloyalty. They were all good people who worked hard at their professions and businesses in the Stockton area. I wondered what these men could possibly be doing that might endanger the United States. How could Stockton contain anything worth spying on? Some of the men actually spoke English quite well; I think the FBI brought me in just in case translation was needed.

			After multiple trips to the FBI, my family finally quit asking me questions. They understood I wouldn’t say anything, and they also knew no one harmed me.

			While it wasn’t pleasant to be translating for the FBI, the agents treated me with the utmost respect and courtesy. I was never paid for my service, nor did it even occur to me to ask to be paid; somehow, I thought I was helping. It was obvious these FBI men were alarmed about the Japanese in our area who were not American citizens, particularly the Issei, who were criticized for not assimilating into the community, for keeping to themselves. I could tell Americans found this behavior suspicious, but I knew this was more due to the language barrier and to the Issei’s desire to pass their cultural traditions on to their Nisei children than to a dislike for Caucasians. All Japanese I knew were practicing Buddhists, so they learned the same Judeo-Christian values taught by Christianity itself: Do not lie. Do not harm others. Honor your mother and father. Do not cheat. Return the kindness of others with a token of gratitude. The Issei and Nisei of Stockton were good people, as far as I knew; although we had our fair share of status climbers and gossips. I knew the FBI agents were doing their job to protect America, and so I hoped to do my part by reassuring them that the Issei in Stockton posed absolutely no threat to national security.

			We’d begun the summer of 1941 thinking the last weekend of May would be the beginning of a fun summer—after we’d put the disaster of Will’s laboratory behind us—but, on that weekend, FDR had proclaimed an “unlimited national emergency.” The news from Europe was troubling; I followed the developments closely in the Stockton Record. Germany invaded Yugoslavia and Greece. All German and Italian assets in the United States were frozen. German and Italian consulates in America were ordered to close and all staffers instructed to leave America by July 10. Italy declared war on the Soviet Union in June. On July 26, all Japanese assets in the United States were also frozen. By October, Germany had sent a million troops into the Soviet Union to overtake Moscow. The German soldiers were not prepared for the cold weather, and by Thanksgiving, they were freezing. Hitler would not retreat, condemning thousands to die of exposure. By December, the Soviets had pushed the Germans back hundreds of miles, but the war raged on as Germany forged ahead with reinforcements and began occupying sections of the Soviet Bloc. It was terrifying to read about the progression of the war in Europe.

			News increased of growing trouble with my ancestral homeland. Japan seemed intent on taking over all the Asian countries, which it considered subject to the Empire of Japan. I learned in school about Japan’s success in invading Korea, much of China, parts of Russia, and Indochina in recent decades. This aggression had stirred up the United States’ apprehension, so the US government had restricted trade of fuel oil with Japan. Only a few obstacles stood in the way of Japan’s total domination of Asia: the military presence of the United States in the Philippines, the United Kingdom’s presence in Hong Kong and Malaysia, and, until 1940, the Dutch presence in the oil-rich Dutch East Indies. In May 1940, Germany had conquered the Netherlands and the Dutch East Indies, which, as part of the pact between Germany, Italy, and Japan, had been put under the control of Japan—a step forward in Emperor Hirohito’s master plan to rule all Asia.

			While the United Kingdom was tied up fighting Hitler, Japan schemed to get the United States out of Asia at all costs. On January 27, 1941, the US ambassador to Japan reported to the State Department that he’d heard a rumor Japan could launch a surprise attack on Pearl Harbor. Through 1941, the paper reported continuing tense negotiations between Japan and the United States. On November 20, Japan made its final offer to withdraw its occupying forces and not launch further attacks in Asia, if the United States lifted all sanctions and stopped aiding China. The US reply sent on November 26 stipulated Japan must evacuate from the China region without conditions and enter into nonaggression pacts with the three Pacific powers. Further, on November 26, the US ambassador sent a second warning by cable from Tokyo to the secretary of state stating Japan may strike suddenly and unexpectedly. On December 1, Emperor Hirohito authorized an attack on the United States, hoping a devastating blow would force the United States to yield to Japan’s demands. The United States had cracked the Japanese secret diplomatic code, and on November 18, the message was “Higashi no kaze ame,” meaning east wind, rain. East wind was the United States, and rain meant a diplomatic break—war. On December 2, a coded message was sent to the Japanese convoy launched days earlier in anticipation of the attack: “Climb Mount Nitaka”—execute the plan, and attack Pearl Harbor. I, like the rest of America, learned all of this much later and couldn’t have imagined Japan was secretly planning a massive surprise attack.

		


		
			Chapter 3

			Pearl Harbor

			As an American, I was shocked and overwhelmed with sadness when the news arrived that Japan was striking the American forces at Pearl Harbor. All I could think was that it just couldn’t be true. Japan sending hundreds of bombers to Hawaii, ships full of men sinking in the harbor? I was overcome with shock and grief.

			While defenseless sailors and airmen, asleep in their bunks, were awakening to sirens blaring and nowhere to escape, we Hayashis went to the temple, as we did every Sunday, and returned home for lunch. I headed off to my job at the theater for the afternoon, thinking there would no doubt be a large crowd for the matinee show. Then the manager came out from the theater to my little sales kiosk and told me America was under attack by Japan. I wiggled and squirmed all afternoon and into early evening, trapped in my circular sales booth, as more and more people confirmed what he’d said.

			When it was finally time to leave, I ran home the entire six blocks from the theater.

			“Did you hear what’s happened?” Christine asked. “Are the bombers coming to California next? Where can we hide? We have no basement!”

			Pop spoke quickly and decisively. “Don’t panic. California is a long way from Hawaii. We are safe. Japan would never bomb here—many Japanese live in California. My ride to the farm will be here soon; I will be home next Saturday. Don’t worry—America will always be safe.”

			Almost as soon as he said it, the truck pulled up, and Pop left his eight children and wife to return to his livelihood. Pop was visibly upset about the news of Pearl Harbor, but he kept his family calm as the crisis unfolded.

			All night, we listened to the radio for every sliver of information. We heard about the message blasted over the loudspeakers of the aircraft carriers and on shore: “Air raid Pearl Harbor. This is not a drill.” The American men were asleep and caught off guard; the guns on the ships were unmanned. We didn’t hear the final tally of damage that Japan had wreaked on the United States until weeks later: 2,403 Americans killed, 1,178 Americans wounded, 188 airplanes on the ground destroyed, 8 navy battleships damaged, and 4 battleships sunk.

			Even Tom and Ed understood the seriousness of that night; I held Ed on my knees, and Mom cradled Tom on hers, and neither made a peep. They stayed up late with the rest of us—Mom wouldn’t leave the radio even long enough to put them to bed. Finally, Mom said we must get our rest, and we quietly slipped into bed.

			As soon as morning light came, our radio was back on: President Roosevelt would be giving a speech soon. Mom sent Will, Loretta, and Fran off to school. Christine worked at a restaurant, and Marian was still looking for a job after her recent graduation, but at that moment, we were home together. Our radio crackled at times; we turned up the volume so we wouldn’t miss a word. At 10:30 a.m. California time, President Roosevelt spoke to a joint session of Congress, to all Americans listening on radios, and all others to the farthest corners of the world. “Yesterday, December 7, 1941, a date which will live in infamy—the United States of America was suddenly and deliberately attacked by naval and air forces of the Empire of Japan . . . since the unprovoked and dastardly attack by Japan on Sunday, December 7, 1941, a state of war has existed between the United States and the Japanese empire.”

			Congress followed up the president’s speech and declared war on Japan within the hour. The United States was now at war with the country of my parents’ birth, my ancestors’ homeland. I was terribly scared for America, thinking of the boys I knew from my schools who might be leaving for war. I was scared my own brother might have to go to war, since he was less than a year from his eighteenth birthday. War meant that everything I knew of my normal routine of life would soon change.

			That afternoon, I walked briskly to the theater and was promptly greeted by Charlie, the manager. Mondays were normally a light day.

			“Hello, Janet. It’s good to see you today,” Charlie said without emotion.

			“Thank you, Charlie. It’s good to be back at work.”

			Charlie looked concerned. “Janet, I’m going to keep an eye on you tonight—there could be trouble.”

			“What kind of trouble? Here at the theater?”

			“Janet,” Charlie continued, “you need to understand that people are incensed with all Japanese because of the Pearl Harbor attack. I’m concerned someone could take their anger out on you.”

			I was puzzled. “Angry at me?” I said softly.

			Charlie walked away, and I sat down in my booth, thinking, How could anyone be mad at me? I am an American, just like other Americans. I just happen to be Japanese.

			I quickly understood. Passersby said, “Damn Japs,” and other hurtful words when they saw me. If there had been a hole in the floor underneath my chair in the ticket booth, I would have crawled into it. I said as little as possible all evening.

			When it was time for me to go home, the manager told me he would be advertising in the paper the next day to find my replacement. I could work another day or two until he hired someone, he said, but I would be expected to train my replacement. The person would need to be honest, reliable, able to make correct change—and most importantly, not Japanese.

			I knew this wasn’t personal—the manager added how pleased he was with my work in the ticket booth—yet I was crushed. Life hadn’t dealt me such a rejection before, certainly not one of this magnitude which was completely out of
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