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" io Otsuka [b- 1962) I8 dn award-winning Japanese American author who grew
Ju ., California and ‘recelved a BA from Yale University and an MFA from Columbia
Gﬁiversu . "Evacuation Order No. 19" is the opening chapter of her first novel,
When the Emperor Was Divine (2002), which is based on her family history: her
(ondfather was arrested by the FBI as a suspected spy for Japan the day dfter the
ﬁombing of Pearl Harbor, and her grandmother, mother, and uncle spent three years

inan internment camp in Topaz, Utah. Otsuka’s most recent novel is The Buddha in

e Atic (2011)-

had appeared overnight. On billboards and trees and the backs of the bus-
hes. It hung in the window of Woolworth’s. It hung by the entrance to the
yMCA. It was stapled to the dogr of the municipal court and nailed, at eye level, to
very telephone pole along University Avenue. The woman was returning a book
(o the library when she saw the sign in a post office window. It was a sunny day in
perkeley 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
ook 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
«ill had not finished packing. The children had just left for school and boxes and
itcases 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
stll 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.

o Alt Lundy’s Hardware she stopped and looked at the display of victory garden
She\iis in the window. They were well-made shovels with sturdy metal handles and
iy pasgught’ for a moment, of buying one — the price was right and she did not lil'<e
the She;p[ a bargain. Then she remembered that she already had a shovel at home in
i Wen‘t _nfact, she had two. She did not need a third. She smoothed down her dress
Lot Into the store.
Nice glasses Joe Lundy said the moment she walked through the door.
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oD collection and the paintf?d wooden Indian with the long headdress he had
qon at the Sacramento State Fair. She pulled out the Joe Palooka comic books from
nder his bed. She ernptle.d the drawﬁers. Sqme of his clothes — the clothes he would
eed—she Jeft out for him to put into his suitcase later. She placed his baseball
gove 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
Lot been there the day before. It said o NOT DIsTURB. The woman did not open the
door. She went down the stairs and removed the pictures from the walls. There were
only three: the painting of Princess E lizabeth that hung in the dining room, the picture
of Jesus in the foyer, and in the kitchen, a framed reproduction of Millet's The Gleaners.
She placed Jesus and the little Princess together facedown in a box. She made sure to
put Jesus on top. She took The Gleaners out of its frame and looked at the picture one
last time. She wondered why she had let it hang in the kitchen for so long. It bothered
her, the way those peasants werc torever bent over above that endless field of wheat.
“Look up” she wanted to say to them “Look up, look up!” The Gleaners, she decided,
would have to go. She set the picture outside with the garbage.

In the living room she emptied all the books from the shelves except Audubon’s
Birds of America. In the kitchen she emptied the cupboards. She set aside a few things
for later that evening. Everything else — the china, the crystal, the set of ivory chop-
sticks her mother had sent to her fifteen years ago from Kagoshima on her wedding
day— she put into boxes. She taped the boxes shut with the tape she had bought from
Lundy’s Hardware and carried them one by one up the stairs to the sunroom. When
she was done she locked the door with two padlocks and sat down on the landing
with her dress pushed up above her knees and lit a cigarette. Tomorrow she and the
children would be leaving. She did not know where they 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 tomorrow they had to go.
There were things they could take with them: bedding and linen, forks, spoons,

lateg _
Plates, bowls, cups, clothes. These were the words she had written down on the back

of N
the bank receipt. Pets were not allowed. That was what the sign had said.
he fifth month of the war and the

Tiwis :
womt was late April. It was the fourth week of t

1 who did not always follow the rules, followed the rules. She gave the cat to

d been running wild in the yard

¢G
Singe i;ers~ next door. She caught the chicken that ha
¢ fall and snapped its neck beneath the handle of a broomstick. She plucked

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

B\' e&rl .
She was breathing hard and her

Y af i
105¢ wag Aher_nooll her handkerchief was soaked-
Yaged itching from the dust. Her back ached. She slipped off her shoes and mas-
Aricg © Dunions on her feet, then went into the kitchen and turned on the radio.

druso was singing “La donna é mobile” again. His voice was full and sweet.

She g,
ite 1} P"nﬁ‘d the icebox and took out a plate of rice balls stuffed with pickled plums. She
The plums were dark and sour. They

" m g} ‘ ] )
VETe sy 1}(: Wly as she listened to the tenor sing.
¢ way she liked them.
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When the aria was over she turned off the radio ang putt '
| \Ahc cracked an egg over the bowl and, added Some salmg,, she v"_‘m"av
bowl, | ht before. She brought the bowl outside to the back Porch an;j ag oy
ZS:,:‘C{QPQ Her back was throbbing but she stood up straight 4, d C]apppd,‘:‘: it
ghm.:l:;:'] white dog came limping out of the trees, '
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clouded over. She rubbed his stomach and his tail thumped against th,. Woode, : .
g ; she said.
S(}::(s)t‘j):c(i) %xp and walked across.the yard and White D : .
sus in the garden were white with mildew and the irises were beglnning to wils ‘»cp
were everywhere. The woman had not mowed. the grass for month Her hUSbar:;'
usually did that. She had not seen her husband sm.ce his arrest Jagt December. First e
had been sent to Fort Missoula, Montana, on a train and then he hag been transfery. ;
to Fort Sam Houston, Texas. Every few days he was allowed to writ her a Ly,
Usually he told her about the weather. The weather at Fort Sam Houston v
the back of every envelope was stamped “Censored,

as fine, O
War Department” , “Detaineg
Alien Enemy Mail”
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elephone rang. White Dog barked. “Hush,” she s;'nd‘. 03
White Dog grew quiet. “Now roll over” she said. White Dog rolled over and loo:ffa
up at her with his good eye. “Play dead” she said. White Dog turned his head i ﬂe
side and closed his eyes, His paws went limp. The woman picked up the large \FLH
that was leaning against the trunk of the tree. She lifted it high in the air mtgdéia
hands and brought the blade dowp swiftly on his head. White Dog’s Pody shu ']in;‘_'l
twice and his hind legs kicked out into the air, as though he were trying to ;i,n@;tied
he grew still, A trickle of bloog seeped out from the corner of his mouth-_ Sht choice.
him from the tree and let oyt deep breath. The shovel had been the rig
Better, she thought, than a hammer, but soft and
Beneath the tree she began to dig a hole. The soil was hard on t?? to the eart?
loamy beneath the surface. It gave way easily. She plunged the shovedlgropped him
“82in and again yngj] ghe hole was deep. She picked up White Dog ar; She pulled "
;nto the hole. Hig body was not heavy. It hit the earth with a quiet thud.
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hole and Picked up the shovel

: beneat
eat.
swed
re was any shade ths
was forty-one a

only place the

was
again. She filled up the hole. The sun
the trees, She

s stan :
was beneath the trees. The woman Z,:::nched wi
nd tired. The back of her dress was



The thor’ :
Arch(i]\lljet)or s family at the Tanforan Assembly Center (Dorothea Lange/National

Sh
:lbarushed her hair out of her eyes and leaned against the tree. Everything looked
Wettern;eh €xcept the earth was a little darker where the hole had been. Darker and
-ohe plucked a leaf from a low-hanging branch and went back inside the house.

Wh :
mg:;r:;etghlldren came home from school she reminded them that early the next
fing with tiY would be leaving. Tomorrow they were going on a trip. They could
“Ia readem only what they could carry. '
ES l); kno\{v that,” said the girl. She wore a white cotton frock with tiny blue
er hair was pulled back in two tight black braids. She tossed her books
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ma )
rs and coniferous trees.
¢ is?” the girl asked.

fe
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' tre
entire hou onlferous : « » .
«Do you knol‘:’ :;t(: Jdmit that ¢he did not. Tell me;” she said, but i
,.[he woman a JU'»T_

as ten years old and she knew whyg she

ol tell you atet a orothy LamOur Her favorite song on the radio yq «
Boysand plack licor J her pet macaw She went to the bookshelf and tqo)
pence Me 107 211 ced the book O her head and walked slowly, her gp,

icd.
v her room.
etk Stalcl;ss lgter there wasa Joud thump and the book came tumbling back gy,

looked up at his mother. He was seven and a small black fedorg
, . « 0 stand up straighter,” he said softly. H

- e side of his head. “She has Y. He went
tlltflzli t?oz?of the stairs and stared at the book. It had landed fa}ce open o a picture of
tosmzll bovin bird. A marsh wren. “You have to stand up straighter;” he shouted

; :

«Its not that,” came the girls reply, “its my head”
«hat's wrong with your head?” shouted the boy.

“Too round. To0 round on fop.” ) o
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. |
«hite Dog?” he yelled. He clapped his hands again. “White Dog!” He called
out several more times, then went back inside and stood beside the woman in the
Litchen. She was slicing apples. Her fingers were long and white and they knew how

0 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

les 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 auds |
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 S
| Kaye“serenade. He turned offthe radio and took another slice of apple from the plae.
Tts so0 hot in here;” he said. 5
“Take off your hat then,” said the woman but the boy refuse
ent from his father. It was big on him but the boy wore it every
a glass of c.old barley water and he drank it all in one gulp.
Q leaneTcll]Z ‘i}:l cz:ime into the kitchen and went to the macaw’s cage
ot :11[;] f[;Cu(t1 he;r faFe close to the bars, “Tell me something:
hesali uffed his wings and danced from side to side on his perct-
“That’s not what _ .
;Tt"lake. off your h:t;’ﬂ :;S(tiht: l?ii(a;’ e
e girl sat down and the woman gave her a glass of cold barley W

silver spoon The eirl I
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upside down. She g;ﬂ licked the spoon and stared at her reflection. Her
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why?” said the woman.

epeanle Were staring”

«Ei,(;i over here,” said the woman.

The girl stood up an’fi walked over to her mother.

«et me look at you.

«you took down the mirrors,” the girl said.

 had to. I had to put them away”

«Tell me how I 1ook”

The woman ran her hands across the girl’s face. “You look fine;” she said. “You have
, fine nose”

«\hat else?” asked the girl.

«you have a fine set of teeth”

«Teeth don’t count.”

«Teeth are essential.”

The woman began to rub the girls shoulders. She told the girl to lean back and
dose 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.

The girl sat down. She drank her barley water and began to tell the woman all
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
fime 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”
metrit;e gir,l went out to the living room and sat down on the piano benc

Jomes gone,” she called out.

Just count to yourself then,” said the woman.

h. “The

su - Three, five, seven . . ” The girl put down her knife and paused. They were eating
gg_er At the table. Outside it was dusk. The sky was dark purple and a breeze was
g in off the bay. Hundreds of jays were twittering madly in the Greers’ magnolia
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e

s(et over here, he said, “get over here' now.” He sounded just like her husband.
e Josed her €S she could easily imagine that her husband was right there in the
‘ a with her.
100 The woman did not close her eyes. She knew exactly where her husband was. He
leeping O a cot —a cot or maybe a bunk bed — somewhere in a tent at Fort Sam
“‘oustoﬂ where the weather was always fine. She pictured him lying there with one
| flung across his eyes and then she kissed the top of the bird’s head.
up «[ am right here,” she said. “I am right here, right now”

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.

She rapped back.

“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
ihe 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 plam 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
whete 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. “La donna é 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
4gain, “What is that funny noise? What is that funny noise?”

The woman smoothed down his black hair. “Rain,” she whispered.

The boy understood. He fell asleep at once. The thunder had come and gone and
?Xcept for the sound of the rain the house was now quiet. The woman lay awake worry-
:g about the leaky roof. Her husband had meant to fix it but he never had. She got
d}i)datl}l\d Placed a tin bucket on the floor to catch the water. She felt better after she

. t. She climbed back into bed beside the boy and pulled the blanket up around
e oulders. He was chewing in his sleep and she wondered if he was hungry. Then
membered the candy in her purse. The caramels. She had forgotten about the

100

105

110



1230 CHAPTER 9 * AMERICA IN THE MODERN WOR|p

caramels. What would Joe Lundy say? He v.vould tell her she was

dress. He would tell her not to worry ab(?ut it. She @ew that, p, Crve )
would give the caramels to the children in the morning, Thay Wa Wosed e, (_.‘”("' |
She whispered a silent prayer to herself and drifted off t g cep . Matgh, Vs
steadily into the bucket. The boy shrugged off the blanket and
wall where it was cool. In a few hours he and the girl and their ot} i
and go to the Civil Control Station at the First Congregationg Chuerr woy !
Way. Then they would pin their identification numbers tq their oy ch o, €y
suitcases and climb up onto the bus and go to wherever it vy, they hr;d

rolleq ,

to £o.

Questions

1. This introductory chapter opens with a reference to a “sign?
not reveal its import. At the end of the first paragraph, do yoy
idea what the sign is about or foretells? When do you begin t
thing about this seemingly ordinary “sunny day in Berkeley i
is definitely not ordinary?

2. The mother gives the family’s cat away and frees their
buries the dog. Why? Why do you think Otsuka provi
tion of the act?

3. Otsuka juxtaposes everyday events, such as going to the hardware stope
strange, sometimes ominous details, such as stores “all over town” being ((80)1 with

of duffel bags” (par. 16). What other odd juxtapositions begin to
that something sinister is occurring or is about to occur?

4. After the children have gone to bed, the mother drinks plum wine ang begins tg
laugh, “quietly at first, but soon her shoulders were hea ing and she was gasping
for breath” (par. 108). She laughs until she cries. What does this uncharacteristic
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” Hoy
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 situationt
hand and her own emotions is precarious?
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Letter of Apology
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In 1988, the Civil Liberties Act was passed, calling for a formctl_P"eS'd
ogy and authorizing reparations of $20,000 for each surviving mtern:
a U.S. citizen or legal resident immigrant at the time of internment. The
letter accompanied each $20,000 check.
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