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. . Otsuka (6. 1962) is an award-winning Japanese American author who grew 

Juli~ California and received a BA from Yale University and an MFA from Columbia 

up _,n •ty "Evacuation Order No. 19" is the opening chapter of her first novel 
Univers1 • . . . . , 

When the Emperor Was D,v,ne (2002), which 1s based on her family history: her 

randfather was arrested by the FBI as a suspected spy for Japan the day after the 

imbing of Pearl Harb~r, and her grandmother, mother, and uncle spent three years 

. n internment camp in Topaz, Utah. Otsuka's most recent novel is The Buddha in 
,n a 
the Attic (2011 ) • 

sign had appeared overnight. On billboards and trees and the backs of the bus

'Ibe benches. It hung in the window of Woolworth's. It hung by the entrance to the 
stoP h d f h · · · 
yMCA. It was stapled to t e o?r o . t e mumc1pal court and nailed, at eye level, to 

every telephone pole along Umv~rs1~y Avenue. The woman was returning a bo~k 

to the library when she saw the sign m a post office window. It was a sunny day m 

Berkeley in the spring of 1942 and she was wearing new glasses and could see every

thing clearly for the first time in weeks. She no longer had to squint but she squinted 

out of habit anyway. She read the sign from top to bottom and then, still squinting, she 

took out a pen and read the sign from top to bottom again. The print was small and 

dark. Some of it was tiny. She wrote down a few words on the back of a bank receipt, 

then turned around and went home and began to pack. 

When the overdue notice from the library arrived in the mail nine days later she 

still had not finished packing. The children had just left for school and boxes and 

suitcases were scattered across the floor of the house. She tossed the envelope into the 

nearest suitcase and walked out the door. 

Outside the sun was warm and the palm fronds were clacking idly against the side 

of the house. She pulled on her white silk gloves and began to walk east on Ashby. 

She crossed California Street and bought several bars of Lux soap and a large jar of 

face cream at the Rumford Pharmacy. She passed the thrift shop and the boarded-up 

grocery but saw no one she knew on the sidewalk. At the newsstand on the corner of 

Grove she bought a copy of the Berkeley Gazette. She scanned the headlines quickly. 

The Burma Road had been severed and one of the Dionne quintuplets - Yvonne - was 

still recovering from an ear operation. Sugar rationing would begin on Tuesday. She 

folded the paper in half but was careful not to let the ink darken her gloves. 

At Lundy's Hardware she stopped and looked at the display of victory garden 

s~ovels in the window. They were well-made shovels with sturdy metal handles and 

: e thought, for a moment, of buying one - the pri~e was right and she did not like 

t~ pass up a bargain. Then she remembered that she already had a shovel at home in 

a ~shed. In fact, she had two. She did not need a third. She smoothed down her dress 

n :ent into the store. 

Nice glasses;' Joe Lundy said the moment she walked through the door. s 
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- d " I'm not used to them yet." She pick 
7" ·he aske• th' b' _,, edup 

"Yot1 think . s . l "Do you have any . mg igger~ she ask d a harn 
. I the handle fir/11 ~ d was the biggest hammer he had Sh c . fo t 1,u lr1~r, 

gnppec . ·} e bad in her an . e Put th, n,~: .. 
that whats i ~ r»:- .. 

k 11 the rack. Jd ' g out7" he asked her. · 
bac O of ho in · 

"How's your ro rotting. It just sprung another leak " 
"I think the shingle~, are . 

a wet year. d . d ,, 
"It's been d d "But we've ha some mce ays. She walk d 
The woman nodl ek. t shades to the back of the store. She pi eek dpast the > 

d the b ac ou e o -: 
tian blinds an . and brought them back to the register "E ut t11,ri r 

d ball of twine d . very tirn . ,, , 
of tape an a the bucket;' she said. She put own two quarters on the c e it :-a ·, 
I have to set out with a bucket:' said Joe Lundy. He pushed the ountt; 

"Nothing wronhg unter but he did not look at her. "You can pa quarters Di:, 

d h across t e co Y rne lat · 
towar er t wipe the side of the register with a rag. There wa er; r.c 

said. Then he began o s a dark \1,:-

h t would not go away. 
there t a ,, · d the woman. 

"I can pay you now, sat . . 
, bout it" said Joe Lundy. He reached mto his shirt pocket d 

"Don t worry a ' . . " h hil " an gt,1 

I andies wrapped m gold foil. For t e c dren, he said Sh 1. her two carame c · e s 1PD'c 

I 
. to her purse but left the money. She thanked him for the cand ' ' , 

the carame s m \' anc 
walked out of the store. 

"That's a nice red dress;' he called out after her. 
She turned around and squinted at him over the top of her glasses. "Thank rou.' 

she said. "Thank you, Joe:' Then the door slammed behind her and she was alone 0~ ir.c 

sidewalk and she realized that in all the years she had been going to Joe Lundy's store 

she had never before called him by his name. Joe. It sounded strange to her. Wren~ 
almost. But she had said it. She had said it out loud. She wished she had said it earlic;_ 

She wiped her forehead with her handkerchief. The sun was bright and she did 

not like to sweat in public. She took off her glasses and crossed to the shady side oi 

the street. At the corner of Shattuck she took the streetcar downtown. Sh~ got off ai 

Kittredge and went into J. F. Bink's department store and asked the salesman iithcr 

had any duffel bags but they did not, they were all sold out. He had sold the last 0::
1 

a half-hour ago. He suggested she try ]. C. Penney's but they were sold out of duttcl 

bags there too. They were sold out of duffel bags all over town. 

When she got home the woman took off her red dress and put on her fa ded blue 

one- her housedress. She twisted her hair up into a bun and put on an old pan ;r 
to~fortable shoes. She had to finish packing. She rolled up the Oriental rug~:;"' 
lVlng room. She took down the mirrors. She took down the curtains aD

d 5 
' . rn 

She carried th t · b . h arass ben,a · 
h 

e my onsai tree out into the yard and set it down on t e O h riohi 
t e eaves where ·t uld b t J·ust t ' , 1 wo not get too much shade or too much sun u . c10J 
::unt ?f each. She brought the wind-up Victrola and the Westminster chIIDc 

0stair~ to the basement. , of th1 

Upstairs in th b , d o War rnaP -
world f ' e oys room, she unpinned the One Worl ne d uph1

) 

rom the wall and folded it neatly along the crease lines. She wrappe 

◄ 
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collection and the painted wooden Indian with the long headdress he had 

sta.rnPt the Sacramento State Fair. She pulled out the Joe Palooka comic books from 

won a . d th d . 

d his bed. She emptle e rawers. Some of his clothes - the clothes he would 
un er . . . . 
eed- she left out for him to put mto his smtcase later. She placed his baseball 

;Jove on his pillow. The rest of his things she put into boxes and carried into the 

sunroom. 
The door to the girl's room was closed. Above the doorknob was a note that had 

not been there the day before. It said no N OT n1sTu1u1. The woman did not open the 

door. She went down the sta irs and removed the pictu res from the walls. There were 

only three: the painti ng of Princes..~ El i1.nbet h rhnt hung in the din ing room, the picture 

of) esus in the fo)1er, and in the ki11.-hc·n • . 1 fot111ed reproduet.ion of Millet's The Gleaners. 

She placed Jesus and tht~ li ttle Princes~ together fo c~down in ~ box:. She made sure to 

put Jesus on top. She took '/ lrc· (;Jc·t11to :< o ut u( ,ts f r:101e ond looked at the picture one 

last time. She v-.·onden~ ,,·tw she h.1d let If hang 1n the kJtch~n fo r so long. It bothered 

her, the way those p<>asanb \,·t.·n · forl·w r hl·nt m•cr abO\'t: th:11 endl.ess fi eld of wheat. 

"Look up" she wanted to say re, th<:m. ~tnok up. took up!" 7/w Git'fmcrs. she dec ided, 

would have co go. Sht: set 1hc p1(1U n: o uh 1cfr ,,, th the gubag('. 

In the li\'i ng room stw .:mp11<:d ,111 tht' boob fram 1ht' she!Vt.'S except Audubon's 20 

Birds of Amcrim. In t.he kt tchc:n .)he ~mpt,cti the: cupbourcb. Sht: $t'l as ide a few things 

for later Lhat e,·ening. Ew·rythmg d ~c.· - tlw r h1nd , chr ar~caJ. the set of ivory chop-

sticks ht'r mot.her had ~ nr ro her hht.'"c: n years ago fr0m K.1go.shim a on her wedding 

day-she put into boxe~. She l.lpcd the boxc~ ~hu t wl! h th t• tape she had bought from 

Lundy's Hardware and cJrned tl1c·m onl' by one· up rhe srnm, to the sun room. When 

she was done she locked the d oor wt th 1wo p3dlocb ,md sar down on the landing 

wi~h her dress pushed up abo ve her knee~ .rn tl li t a cigarem·. Tomorrow she and the 

children would be leavi ng. She Jid not kno\,' where rhey were going or how long they 

would be gone or who would be living in their house while they were away. She knew 

only that tomorrov,, they had to go. 

There were things they could take wi th them: bedding and linen , forks, spoons, 

;~~~;, bowls, cups, clothes. These were the words she had writ~en down ~n the back 

bank receipt. Pets were not allowed. That was what the sign had sa1d. 

It Was late April It was the fourth week of the fifth month of the war and the 

'rornan h . . . h 
th ' w o did not alwa}'S follow the rules, followed the rules. She gave t e cat to 

e Greers b - · ild · h d 
since the next door. She caught the chicken that had een running. w m t e yar 

out th fall and snapped its neck beneath the handle of a broomstick. She plucked 

e feathers and set the carcass into a pan of cold water in the sink. 

By earl -
no~ Y afternoon her handkerchief was soaked. She was breathing hard and her 

u{' Was "tch 
d 

saged 1 
· ing from the dust. Her back ached. She slipped off her shoes an mas-

Enric0 th~ bunions on her feet, then went into the kitchen and turned on the radio. 

She O 
Caruso was singing « La donn a e mobile" again. His voice was full and sweet. 

ate 1/ened the icebox and took out a plate of rice balls stuffed with pickled plums. She 

em sl l · 1 k d , Th 
\vtre ow Y as she listened to the tenor smg. The p urns were dar an sour. ey 

JU~t the Way she liked them. 
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\ a ,i.-as over she turned off the radio and put tw(, . 

\\ htn l wan 
· ri ce b 1 

·k d an coo over the bowl and added som e sa lrn a l'i it,t 
~ \ ~he "ra'- e oo . on 'ih ' 1 :i, 

1
" · ' \.. f She brought the bowl outside to the back po h e h~d , 

1 • • 

1hr cught ve ore. . h d . re and ' ' ,1,.,.. 
- H back was throbbing buts e stoo up straight and 1 '>et n ,, . 

on tho teps. er 
c aPPed h ,,,,,. 

. 

t r h-
\h r~ times. f h 

1 •,s· 
A smal\ white dog came lim~ing o~t o t e trees . .. Eat up, White Dof she said. White Dog was old and ailing but he k H. head bobbed up and down above the bowl. The woman ,ne•,,. h, . 

to eat. 1s . · 
sat dow ' ,, 

him and watched. When the bowl was empty he looked up at her. One of h· n be~: c~ \ d d er She rubbed his stomach and his tail thumped against th 15 
eye:" ,,,.., . 

c ou e ov . 
e Woode · · 

,, h ·d 
n '>tt~ · 

"Good dog, s e sa1 . 
Y ·· She stood up and w~ed a_cross_the yard and ~ite Dog foll~wed her. The nar(-sus in the garden were white wtth mildew and the mses were beginning to wil . 1
)· h d d th £ t. \\eed· 

were everywhere. The woman a not mowe e grass or months. H h ) . . er usbanc 
usually did that She had not seen her husband smce his arrest last Decembe F' 

1 
. 

r. list nt 
had been sent to Fort Missoula, Montana, on a tram and then he had been tran c s1entd 
to Fort Sam Houston, Texas. Every few days he was allowed to write her a I tt e er 
Usually he told her about the weather. The weather at Fort Sam Houston was fine. 0 · 
the back of every envelope was stamped "Censored, War Department:' or "Detaine~ Alien Enemy Mail:' 

The woman sat down on a rock beneath the persimmon tree. White Dog lay at her feet and closed his eyes. "White Dog; she said, "look at me." White Dog raised his head. The woman was his mistress and he did whatever she asked. She put on her white silk gloves and took out a roll of twine. "Now just keep looking at me:' she said. She tied White Dog to the tree. "You've been a good dog:' she said. "You've been a good white dof' 
Somewhere in the distance a telephone rang. White Dog barked. "Hush;' she said. :ii 

White Dog grew quiet. "Now roll over; she said. White Dog rolled over and looked up at her with his good eye. "Play dead; she said. White Dog turned his head to th' ~i.de and closed his eyes. His paws went limp. The woman picked up the larg~ sho\~cl that was leaning against the trunk of the tree. She lifted it high in the air with boLh hands and brought the blade down swiftly on his head. White Dog's body shudder~d twice and his hind legs kicked out into the air as though he were trying to run. Tn-~ h ·11 A 
' th She unncu 

e grew stt • trickle of blood seeped out from the corner of his mou · · . . 
h. f 

· ht chOtl ' · 
im rom the tree and let out a deep breath. The shovel had been the ng Better, she thought, than a hammer 

ft 1d . 
b t so ,ll 

Beneath the tree she began to dig a hole The soil was hard on top u th .,artr. 
1 

· 1 · to e ~, 
oamy beneath the surface. It gave way easily. She plunged the shove lil d hi111 

a · d · 
d droppe ·· 

. gam an agam until the hole was deep. She picked up White Dog an She pulled ot1 mto the hole. His body was not heavy. It hit the earth with a quiet tbud. into tht' 
her glo d I ke 

dr ped thelll he 
ves all! oo d at them. They were no longer white. She op hot and t 

hole and picked up the shovel again. She filled up the hole. The sun was-1:ng benealh only place th 
was stanlJ.J-'• ,eat. 

ere was any shade was beneath the trees. The woman hed with 5' ' 
the trees. She was forty-one and tired. The back of her dress was drenc 

l: 

a 
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The author's family at the Tanforan Assembly Center (Dorothea Lange/National 
Archives) 

S~e brushed her hair out of her eyes and leaned against the tree. Everything looked 
t e same except the earth was a little darker where the hole had been. Darker and 
Wetter. She plucked a leaf from a low-hanging branch and went back inside the house. 

When th h'l . d d in e c 1 dren came home from school she remm e them that early the next 
br~rning they would be leaving. Tomorrow they were going on a trip. They could 

tng With th 
"I em only what they could carry. 

ancho ~lready know that;' said the girl. She wore a white cotton frock with tiny blue 
rs and her hair was pulled back in two tight black braids. She tossed her books 



j 

i 

I -

N T
HE MODERN WORLD 

AMERICA I 
CHAPTER 9 • 

man that her teacher, Mr. Rutherford, had talk 

I 
sofa and told the wo b s and coniferous trees. ed for an 

onto t ,e . e num er " h . I k d 
. h ur about pnm ,c rous tree is? t e gir as e . 

entire O hat a conue «-r 11 " h 

"Do you know w ·t that she did not. 1e me, s e said, but th . 

The woman had to adm1 
e g1r1 ju11 

h Ok her bead no. h . 1 She was ten years old and she knew what h 

s o " id t e g1r . 
s e l'k 

''I'll tell you later, sa thy Lamour Her favorite song on the rad1·0 
1 ed. 

. • dDoro · Was "D , 

Boys and black l1conce and h pet macaw. She went to the bookshelf and to k on t 

" She adore er d d alk d o dow 

Fence Me In. al d the book on her hea an w e slowly, her sp· n 

Birds of America. She b ance 
Ine held 

th stairs to her room. b k 

erect, up e 1 
th "e was a loud thump and the oo came tumbling back d 

c conds ater e1 

own 

A iew se 1 
k d up at his mother. He was seven and a small black fedor 

h t • The boy oo e . h ,, h a was 

t es airs. 'd fh' head "She has to stand up stra1g ter, e said softly. He 

il d t one s1 e o IS . 
Went 

t te O f h . and stared at the book. It had landed face open to a pictu f 

to the foot O t e stairs 
. ,, re o 

b. d A marsh wren. "You have to stand up straighter, he shouted. 

a small brown ir . «· , h d" 

"It's not that:' came the girl's reply, Its my ea . 

"What's wrong with your head?" shouted the boy. 

"Too round. Too round on top." 
1-0 

He closed the book and turned to his mother. "Where's White Dog?" he asked. 

He went out to the porch and clapped his hands three times. 

"White Dog?" he yelled. He clapped his hands again. "White Dog!" He calJed 

out several more times, then went back inside and stood beside the woman in the 

kitchen. She was slicing apples. Her fingers were long and white and they knew how 

to hold a knife. "That dog just gets deafer every day;' he said. 

He sat down and turned the radio on and off, on and off, while she arranged the 

apples on a plate. The Radio City Symphony was performing the last movement of 

Tchaikovsky's 1812 Overture. Cymbals were crashing. Cannons boomed. She set the plate 

down in front of the boy. "Eat:' she said. He reached for a slice of apple just as the audi

ence burst into applause. "Bravo;' they shouted, "bravo, bravo!" The boy turned the dial 

to see if he could find Speaking of Sports but all he could find was the news and a Sammy 

Kaye serenade. He turned off the radio and took another slice of apple from the plate. 

"It's so hot in here;' he said. 
45 

"Take ?ff your hat then;' said the woman but the boy refused. The hat was a pr~s-

ent from his father. It was big on him but the boy wore it every day. She poured bun 

a glass of ~old barl~y water and he drank it all in one gulp. 

The girl came mto the kitchen and went to the macaw's cage by the stove. She 

lean~ ov~r and put her face close to the bars. "Tell me something;' she said. k" 

h 
.de bird fluffed his wings and danced from side to side on his perch. "Baaaa.1 , 

e sa1 . 

::~:es not what I wanted to hear:• said the girl. 

a e off your hat;' said the bird 
The girl sat dow d h · 

d a Jong 

silver spoon Th . ~ an t e woman gave her a glass of cold barley water an d was 

upside <low~. Sh: f licked the spoon and stared at her reflection. Her bea 

"Is there an h' pped the spoon into the sugar bowl. 

yt mg wrong with my face?'' she asked. 
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"Why?" said the ~o~an. 

"People were starmg. 
"Come over here;' said the woman. 

The girl stood up a~? walked over to her mother. 

"Let me look at you. 
"You took down the mirrors;' the girl said. 

"I had to. I had to put them away:' 

"Tell me how I look:' 

The woman ran her hands across the girl's face. "You look fine;' she said. "You have 

" a fine nose. 
"What else?" asked the girl. 

"You have a fine set of teeth:' 

"Teeth don't count:' 
"Teeth are essential:' 

The woman began to rub the girl's shoulders. She told the girl to lean back and 

close her eyes and then she pressed her fingers deep into the girl's neck until she felt 

her begin to relax. "If there was something wrong with my face;' the girl asked, "would 

you tell me?" 
"Turn around;' the woman said. 

The girl turned around. 

"Now look at me:' 
The girl looked at her. 

"You have the most beautiful face I have ever seen:' 

"You're just saying that:' 
"No, I mean it:' 
The boy turned on the radio. The weatherman was giving the forecast for the 

next day. He was predicting rain and cooler temperatures. "Sit down and drink your 

water;' the boy said to his sister. "Don't forget to take your umbrella tomorrow;' said 

the weatherman. 

55 

60 

65 

70 

The girl sat down. She drank her barley water and began to tell the woman all 75 

about coniferous trees. Most of them were evergreens but some were just shrubs. Not 

all of them had cones. Some of them, like the yew, only had seedpods. 

"That's good to know;' said the woman. Then she stood up and told the girl it was 

time to practice the piano for Thursday's lesson. 

"Do I have to?" 
The woman thought for a moment. "No;' she said, "only if you want to:' 

"Tell me I have to:' 
"I can't:' 

so 

lhe girl went out to the living room and sat down on the piano bench. "The 
metronom, ,, 

" es gone, she called out. 
Just count to yourself then;' said the woman. 

:·~ · Three, five, seven .. :• The girl put down her knife and paused. They were eating 

bl PP~r at the table. Outside it was dusk. The sky was dark purple and a breeze was 
0

Wing in off the bay. Hundreds of jays were twittering madly in the Greers' magnolia 

[ 1 

I 
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e above the kitchen sink and th . 

1228 ------- -- - 11 on 1hc let g e i1vo117 . 
·· · tc <t~ 

, - I' ,-.1111 . . h . 
. A JrnP o . doW- "J was practJCmg er prime nurn b 

f cfuO '· l J1e win . I S ie Cr1, f 
·'C ,1L'x J -loscc t - ·d the g1r. 'ir 

f1L •111 (.. " sa1 
,11,od up , thirteen , 
. ''Fk VC Jl • 

~ 's test. boY• uare roof' 
M<>Jldi'. ~· en?'' said the"s·xteen's got a sq drumstick and began to eat. 

"S1,x~,e , ·d the girl- I fie picked up a 
"No, sa1 ,, ·d the boy. . 1 . 
"I forgot, sa1 " said the g1r . . "tle wiped his mouth with a napkin. "T I 

r 1<neW, ''E' hty-slX- n We Ve '' 
"You neve ·d the boy. ig , 

e" sat h "Th ' 
"forty-011 ' d to her mot er. ere s something 

Th she turne h c k " Wrong 
he added. d t him- en h" She put down er ior . I can't sw 11 ~1 

The girl Iooke a ·d "It's too wug . a ow 
"she sat . 

'th this chicken, 
WI ,, 

another b!te.h n" said the woman. k d wing from his sister's plate and put 1·t . 
"Dant, t e , . He pluc e a . . Into 

1 
t 't'' said the boy. Th he spit out the bones and asked his moth 

''I'l ea 1 , h le thing. en er 
h He ate the w o 

his mout · ·ng the next day. 
th y were go1 'd 

where e ,, h woman sai . . 
"I don't know, t e ft h t ble. She sat down at the piano and began to pla 

d P and le t e a lk" Th l y 
The girl stoo u "Golliwogg's Cake Wa . e me ody was slo 

b from memory. w 
a piece by De ussy d . t recital the summer before. Her father had sat in the 

and simple. She had_ playe 
1
dt a :en she was finished he had clapped and clapped. She 

f the audience an w h 
front row O 

. h through without missing a note. W en she began to play 
la ed the piece all t e way . d b k 

it a:econd time the boy got up and went to his roomh~nb ebgalln tol pacH. . 

fi h. h put inside of his suitcase was 1s ase a g ove. e slipped it 9. 

The rst t mg e . . . . ) 
. h 1 

ket with the red satm lmmg. The pocket bulged. He threw m his 
mto t e arge poc . . 
clothes and tried to dose the lid but the smtcase was very full. He sat on top of 1t and 

the lid sank down slowly. Suddenly he stood up again. The lid sprang open. There was 

something he had forgotten. He went to the closet in the hall and brought back his 

polka-dotted umbrella. He held it out at arm
1

s length and shook his head sadly. The 

umbrella was too long. There was no way it would fit inside the suitcase. 

The woman stood alone in the kitchen, washing her hands. The children had gone to 

bed and the house was quiet. The pipes were still hot from the day and the water from 

the faucet was warm. She could hear thunder in the distance- thunder and, from 

somewhere far off in the night, the faint wail of a siren. She looked out the window 

above the sink. The sky was still clear and she could see a full moon through the 

branches of the mapl t Th 1 d 

b . h . e ree. e map e was a sapling with delicate leaves that turne 
ng t red m the fall H h b Sh 

tur d ff ·h · er us and had planted it for her four summers ago. e 
ne O t e tap and I k d h d 

already pa k d h 00 e around for the dish towel but it was not there. She a 
c e t e towels Th · . . 

She dried h h · ey were m the smtcase by the door m the hall. 

off the green do: andds 0~ 
the front of her dress and went to the birdcage. She lifted 

b. d , an undid the wire l h " ,, h ·d The 
ir stepped cautious! c asp on t e door. Come on out, s e sai · . 

The bird blinked H' y onto her hand and looked at her. "Ifs only me;, she said. 
. is eyes were bla k d 

c an bulbous. They had no center. 
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•·Get over here:' he said, "get ~ve: her~ now:' He sounded just like her husband. 

I 
·ed her eyes she could easily imagme that her husband was right there in the 

!
. he c os 

I s ·th her. 
om w1 l h 

ro The woman did not c ose er eyes. She knew exactly where her husband was. He 

I Ping on a cot- a cot or maybe a bunk bed- somewhere in a tent at Fort Sam 
,vas s ee h th al fi . 

ton where t e wea er was ways ne. She pictured him lying there with one 

J-!ousflung across his eyes and then she kissed the top of the bird's head. 
arm h " h . d "I · h h "I am right ere, s e sa1 . am ng t ere, right now:' 100 

She gave the bird a sunflower seed and he cracked the shell open in his beak. 

"Get over here:' he said again. 
She opened the window and set the bird out on the ledge. 

"You're all right:' the bird said. 

She stroked the underside of his chin and he closed his eyes. "Silly bird;' she 

whispered. She closed the window and locked it. Now the bird was outside on the 

other side of the glass. He tapped the pane three times with his claw and said some

thing but she did not know what it was. She could not hear him anymore. 

~~~~ ~ 

"Go:' she said. The bird flapped his wings and flew up into the maple tree. She 

grabbed the broom from behind the stove and went outside and shook the branches of 

the tree. A spray of water fell from the leaves. "Go;' she shouted. "Get on out of here:' 

The bird spread his wings and flew off into the night. 

She went back inside the kitchen and took out a bottle of plum wine from beneath 

the sink. Without the bird in the cage, the house felt empty. She sat down on the floor 

and put the bottle to her lips. She swallowed once and looked at the place on the wall 

where The Gleaners had hung. The white rectangle was glowing in the moonlight. She 

stood up and traced around its edges with her finger and began to laugh - quietly at 

first, but soon her shoulders were heaving and she was gasping for breath. She put 

down the bottle and waited for the laughter to stop but it would not, it kept on coming 

until finally the tears were running down her cheeks. She picked up the bottle again 

and drank. The wine was dark and sweet. She had made it herself last fall. She took out 

her handkerchief and wiped her mouth. Her lips left a dark stain on the cloth. She put 

the cork back into the bottle and pushed it in as far as it would go. "Ladonna e mobile;' 

she sang to herself as she went down the stairs to the basement. She hid the bottle 

behind the old rusted furnace where no one would ever find it. 

In the middle of the night the boy crawled into her bed and asked her, over and over 

again, "What is that funny noise? What is that funny noise?" 

The woman smoothed down his black hair. "Rain;' she whispered. 110 

The boy understood. He fell asleep at once. The thunder had come and gone and 

except for the sound of the rain the house was now quiet. The woman lay awake worry-

~ng about the leaky roof. Her husband had meant to fix it but he never had. She got 

/d aotl placed a tin bucket on the floor to catch the water. She felt better after she 

h~ lhat. She climbed back into bed beside the boy and pulled the blanket up around 
ts should H d "fh h Th 

sh ers. e was chewing in his sleep and she wondere 1 e was ungry. en 

e remembered the candy in her purse. The caramels. She had forgotten about the 
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---
I. What wouJd Joe Lundy say? He would tell her she ....._ .... '-----dtrnmc s. . Was , 

d ... He would tell her not to worry about It. She knew that. Sh Wearing . 1css. . 'ld . h . ect0 al) . 
Id gl

·ve the caramels to the chi ren m t e morning. Ihat ,., sed he 1ct r won · . ,vas Wh . re r:u 
She whispered a silent prayer to herself and drifted off to sleep as t at she vvi~s. ~fie 
steadily into the bucket. The boy shrugged off the blanket and r II he Water d lct dr,. 
wall where it was cool. In a few hours he and the girl and their rn ohed up ag . r1Pped . h p· ... ot er a1'1st and go to the Civil Control Station at t e irst Congregational Ch Would w t~e 

h · 'd t'fi t· b Urch ake Way. Then they would pin t eir I en I ca ion num ers to their collar on Cha'1n ~P 
suitcases and climb up onto the bus and go to wherever it was th h s and grab 1ng 

ey ad to g 1hei1 0. 

(2002) 
Questions 

1. This introductory chapter opens with a reference to a "sign" thou h 
not reveal its import. At the end of the first paragraph do y~u as g Otsuka doe 

' a reade h s idea what the sign is about or foretells? When do you begin to 1. r aveany . . 1 d' " d . rea ize that thing about this seemmg y or mary sunny ay m Berkeley in th . sorne. 
is definitely not ordinary? e spring of 1942" 

2. The mother gives the family's cat away and frees their pet bird b t h . , USekill buries the dog. Why? Why do you thmk Otsuka provides such a gr h. s and 
tion of the act? ap ic descrip-

3. Otsuka juxtaposes everyday events, such as going to the hardware st . . . d ·1 h " 11 ore, with strange, sometlffies ommous eta1 s, sue as stores a over town" bein "sold 
of duffel bags" (par. 16). What other odd juxtapositions begin to alert ~he re ~ut 
that something sinister is occurring or is about to occur? a er 

4. After the children have gone to bed, the mother drinks plum wine and begins to 
laugh, "quietly at first, but soon her shoulders were heaving and she was gaspin 
for breath'' (par. 108). She laughs until she cries. What does this uncharacteristi~ 
behavior say about her state of mind at this point? 

5. Instead of giving her characters specific names, Otsuka refers to them here (and 
throughout the novel) as "the woman;' "the girl;' "the boY:' and "the father:' How 
does this lack of a particular name affect your relationship to each character? 

6. How does the language-word choice and syntax- in this opening chapter of the 
novel contribute to the impression that the woman's control over the situation at 
hand and her own emotions is precarious? 

Letter of Apology 
G EORGE H. w. BUSH 

f I sidential apol-ln 1988, the Civil Liberties Act was passed, calling for a orma pre h was 
d h h · · · ternee w 0 

ogy an out orizing reparations of $20,000 for eac surviving in h following 
a U.S. citizen or legal resident immigrant at the time of internment. T e 
letter accompanied each $20,000 check. 
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