Nisei Daughter readings
I.
Gradually I learned in many other ways the terrible curse that went with having Japanese blood.... City officials, prominent men and women were interviewed and they all shouted for punishment and a boycott on Japanese goods. People stopped patronizing Japanese shops. The Chinese who were employed by Japanese resigned their jobs one after another.


The editorial sections of the newspapers and magazines were plastered with cartoons of hideous-looking Japanese. They were caricatured with enormous, spectacles and beady, myopic eyes...and his bowlegged posture suggested a simian character.

II.
It made me positively hivey the way FBI agents continued their raids into Japanese homes and places of business and marched the Issei men away into the old, red brick immigration building.... [When one of neighbor’s homes was raided she] became a expert on the FBI, and she stood by us rallying and coaching us how to deal with them. She said to mother, “You must destroy everything Japanese which may incriminate your husband. It doesn’t matter what it is, if it’s printed or made in Japan, destroy it, because the FBI always carries off those items for evidence....” Gradually, we became uncomfortable with our Japanese books, magazines, wall scrolls, and knickknacks.

III.
In February Executive Order #9066 came out.... A few hardy families in the community liquidated their property, tied suitcases all around their cars, and headed eastward. They were greeted by signs in storefront windows, “Open season for Japs!” or “We kill rats and Japs here.” On state lines, highway troopers swarmed around the objectionable migrants and turned them back.... [The neighboring states] said very sensibly that if the Coast didn’t want the Japanese hanging around, they didn’t either.

IV.
[Eventually General DeWitt] called a halt to the voluntary movement and issued a new order stating that no Japanese could leave the city under penalty of arrest. The commander had hatched another plan [and, soon issued another order.] The order was simple: “Dispose of your homes and property. Wind up your business. Register the family. One seabag of bedding, two suitcases of clothing allowed per person. People in District #1 must report at 8th and Lane street, 8 p.m. on April 28th....”

V.
We were assigned to Apartment 2-1-A right across from the bachelor quarters. These apartments resembled elongated low stables about two blocks long. Our home [for four people] was one room about 18-20 feet, the size of a living room. There was one small window in the wall opposite the door.... [My brother] went to the Control Station to register the family. He came home with 20 tags all numbered “10710.” From now on, we were known as Family #10710.... My day was filled hurrying to Area D for work, back to Area A for lunch, then back to D for work again and finally back to A for the night. The few hours we had in the evening before lights out were spent visiting and relaxing with friends.

