
People ~on't Wtnt Us 

KATHRYN DOUGLASS watched the chil
dren go down the road to meet the yellow school bus, 
saw them climb on board, and so depart from her juris
diction for the next six or seven hours. It was a lovely 
morning, March in California. There were new blossoms 
here and there in the thick new green of the yellow jas
mine. Across the road the apricot orchard was on the 
verge of blossoming, all the twigs ruddy with new sap 
and swollen with the shapes of buds still sheathed in 
their deep red. In a day or two it would all seem white 
and snow-laden. 

Mrs. Douglass traversed her grassy lawn, paused at 
the door long enough to break a long spray from the 
yellow jasmine, and returned to her disordered living 
room. The floor was woolly with lint; the dust was so 
thick on the piano that it could be pushed up in rolls 
with a finger; newspaper littered the floor, the chairs, 
the sofa. Standing there, with the long yellow-blossomed 
spray drooping from her hand, Mrs. Douglass surveyed 
confusion, and the depression which she felt was not all 
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due to the lack of house cleaning. Related to it, yes, but 
not caused by it. 

For a week now she had been saving up the dust for 
Mrs. Larsen, who was to have come this morning and 
gathered it all up, and presented Mrs. Douglass with 
rooms so clean that she could ignore the thought of dust 
again until the following Thursday. But this morning at 
eight o'clock Mrs. Larsen had phoned that she was ill 
with the Bu. Mrs. Douglass was trying to finish a story, 
and she had counted heavily upon having this day to her
self, at least until the hour when the children returned 
from school. But Mr. Douglass was bringing strangers 
home to dinner, and it was for once imperative that the 
dust be removed at least from the living room. But if she 
began upon the living room the rest of the house would 
demand similar attention, and there was a company 
dinner to be prepared besides. The story would be shot. 
It added up rather badly, so badly in fact that Mrs. 
Douglass had hunted up a long-unused telephone num
ber and had phoned Anna. Would Anna come, for 
friendship, and clean house for her? She did not like to 
ask her to come so far. Since they had moved from the 
old place, she had seen Anna only on special occasions, 
such as the day before Christmas, or the day before 
Thanksgiving, and sometimes on a Sunday afternoon at 
the height of the strawberry season. The small faraway 
voice with the foreign accent had replied that Anna 
would be happy to come. She would come right away. 

Mrs. Douglass picked up the funny sheet from the 
Boor where Billy had been enjoying it, picked up the 
main news section from her husband's chair, and began 
to restore the paper to something like its former coher-
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ence. She spread it out on the table, laying the spray of 
yellow jasmine temporarily beside it, and took a quick 
look at the headlines. As usual, that spring, they were 
bad. This was that spring when it became more and 
more apparent each day that the men at Bataan and on 
Corregidor were expendable, that they were being 
abandoned, that no help was going to be sent to them 
in spite of the hopes held out from day to day. There 
were also the usual items about the approaching evacua
tion of the Japanese from the West coast. Harriet's boy 
was in the Philippines, somewhere. A lot of the boys 
from Salinas had been sent there, and he was with them. 
Harriet was no older than she was, but had married 
earlier, and her first child had been a boy. So that now 
he was at Bataan. Billy, through an accident of time, was 
going to escape this war. But it was only an accident. It 
might just as well have been Billy who was out there. 

She folded the paper. She had an impulse to hide it, 
before it should reach Anna's eyes, and she looked about 
for a place in which to put it where it might be less con
spicuous. But in the end she laid it on the table, just as 
she usually did. After all, Anna Yoshida could read Eng
lish. She was not like her old mother, who still could 
neither read nor speak the new language. And whether 
she could read the papers or not, she knew perfectly well 
that she had become an enemy in their midst, willy-nilly, 
on that Sunday morning last December. 

Mrs. Douglass had gone with Billy and Marion before 
Christmas with gifts for all the Yoshidas, as usual, except 
that among Christmas preparations greatly reduced by 
the excitement of being at war and the making of black
out curtains, the gifts for the Yoshidas were nicer than 
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usual. for a purpose. in order to say. "You have not be
come barbarians for us overnight." The winter rains had. 
as usual. surrounded the small unpainted house with a 
quarter acre of black adobe mud. Beyond the mud the 
rows of celery plants stretched orderly and green. but the 
big field in which the strawberries used to grow had been 
let go to weed. The Yoshidas were not at home. The 
place was as deserted as if the temporary absence were 
symbolical of the long absence to come. Everyone knew 
then that "something would have to be done about the 
Japanese." 

They left the presents by the front door. hoping that 
the rain would not whip under the porch and spoil the 
pretty wrappings; they scraped the gumbo from their 
shoes as best they could before climbing back into the 
car. and drove. rather sadly, away. 

A short distance down the road they passed the old 
place. and the children, who could not remember it very 
well, looked at it curiously, while their mother noted 
further changes, consisting mostly of the absence of 
familiar trees or shrubs. The removal of the rose hedge 
across the front of the lawn made the place look neater. 
it was true. The bushes had been breaking down the old 
wire fence with their weight. But how sweet they had 
been in early April. the two scented pink ones. the two 
scentless and thornless. and the one deep damask red! 
They had all been so happy at the old place that Kathryn 
Douglass sometimes wondered why they had left it. Then 
she had to remind herself that it was too close to the bay. 
that the children woke with bronchial coughs from the 
low-lying winter fogs, and that the fields round about 
had been deep in mud and water during the winter 
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months, like the Yoshidas' front yard. Of course the new 
place on the higher ground was much pleasanter, but 
she still regretted her old neighbors. She regretted the 
Yoshidas. 

It was not that she was exactly intimate with the 
Y oshidas. Far from it. But there had been built up 
through the years a tenuous bond, even an affection, it 
seemed to Kathryn Douglass, made of experiences shared 
-weather and work, fear, loss, happiness, and the chil
dren. Perhaps she was fond of the Y oshidas only because 
they had been a part of the children's earliest years. At 
any rate, she never drove down the road past the old 
place without a pang of homesickness and regret; and 
now that she stood looking down at the morning paper, 
blackened with so much disaster and hate, she felt a 
great desire to protect Anna Yoshida from the actions of 
her race, from the weight of the times which had so little 
to do with Anna, or with Kathryn Douglass, or with the 
children playing on the grass at the old place. 

It had all begun, as she remembered, the day that the 
cat had left home with the four new kittens. She had not 
left to stay, but, as Marion had said, had only taken them 
down the road to see the paper goldfish. It would have 
been a most natural thing to do, for in the yard beside 
the newly erected frame house down the road two poles 
had been set up, and from a rope stretched between the 
poles floated, or leaped, or subsided, according to the 
wind, five magnificent paper kites, in the form of carp. 
The wind entered at their round open mouths and puffed 
them out to splendid dimensions. The longest must have 
been six feet, the smallest at least four. The sun glistened 
upon the gold crosshatching of their scales, vermilion, 
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orange, blue, black, green, and on the round circles of 
their eyes. 

It was May, the fifth of May, and the air was balmy, 
the wind not too erratic. The locust trees at the Dutch
man's house had been in bloom, and their fragrance had 
swept the fields. Marion had followed the cat, and her 
mother had followed Marion. Marion wanted a fish kite. 
Marion was three? Or was she four years old? Her 
mother had to pause and calculate. 

They had known that the Dutchman had leased his 
acres to some Japanese on a five-year lease, and they had 
watched the frame house being put up, unpainted, very 
simple, a child's plan of a house, but they had not yet 
spoken with any of the new arrivals. To please Marion, 
Mrs. Douglass had gone in search of the owner of the 
kites. They had found Anna on her knees in the straw
berry field. 

A small figure in blue trousers bound close about her 
ankles, wearing an old-fashioned cotton sunbonnet with 
a rume at the back to cover her neck, Anna rose from her 
work and carne to meet them. With one hand she pushed 
back her bonnet and wiped the sweat from her face. She 
had need to push back the bonnet to look up at the tall 
woman who was interrupting her. In her other hand she 
held the box into which she had been packing berries. 
The hand was brown and very small. 

Mrs. Douglass inquired about the kites. Anna shook 
her head. She explained. The kites belonged to her son, 
a first son in the Yoshida family. No, it was not his birth
day, but this was Boy Day, and on Boy Day the boy's 
friends and well-wishers give him fish kites. These fish 
are the carp who do not like to live in muddy water, but 
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who are always trying to swim upstream. They are given 
to a boy on Boy Day in order to teach him to be like the 
carp, to seek pure water and a pure life and to swim up
stream. They are not given to girls. 

Marion took in the fact that fish kites were not for 
girls and looked disappointed. Anne was sorry but firm. 
She offered strawberries to Marion, and Marion was 
consoled. Of Mrs. Douglass she inquired: 

"Do you have a boy?" 
Mrs. Douglass shook her head, feeling meanwhile the 

pride in this small brown woman before her that she did 
indeed have a boy, and a first son. Anna said, very kindly 
and yet a little shyly: 

"When you have a boy, we will bring you kites on 
Boy Day." 

It was a promise, and when it was made Mrs. Douglass 
had no way of knowing that it would ever be fulfilled. 
And yet when, after the lapse of years, Billy had been 
some eight months in this world, the Yoshidas appeared 
on the fifth of May, the promise was kept, and two kites, 
one black and gold, one gold and vermilion, Hew over 
the Douglasses' grass plot. In the meantime, what had 
the Douglasses actually come to know of the Y oshidas? 
Very little, perhaps. What mattered was the way they 
felt about the Yoshidas. 

The next winter Anna came one day a week and 
helped Mrs. Douglass with the laundry and the house 
cleaning. It had been a piece of luck for Mrs. Douglass, 
for the old place was so far from the end of the bus line 
that none of the charwomen from the town would con
sider coming there. And Anna took up so little space 
around the house. She was quiet and conscientious and 
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cheerful. Kathryn Douglass was distinctly grateful to her. 
Then, as the winter approached spring, Anna excused 
herself. She now had to help in the fields. From the 
distance, as she drove down the road, Kathryn Douglass 
saw her figure, bent low to the ground, weeding, plant
ing, cultivating, in the last cold foggy mornings of 
February, in the wet days of March. "The mud never 
sticks to the Japanesers' feet," was the saying down the 
road. When other people said the adobe was too wet to 
work, the Yoshidas kept right on with their plans. 

Anna's father died in March. There were days of 
solemnity, according to the Buddhist rites. It was then 
that Mrs. Douglass learned that Anna's husband, in 
marrying her, had consented to assume her family's name, 
because there was no son in Anna's family, and the name 
would have perished. That explained why the old Mrs. 
Yoshida was really Anna's mother, not her mother-in-law. 

The first time that Mrs. Douglass' saw old Mrs. 
Yoshida she almost felt within her hands again the soft, 
paper-bound copy of a Japanese fairy tale which she had 
cherished when she was Marion's age, a story about an 
old woman who lost her rice dumpling and went through 
strange adventures in her attempt to recover it. The face 
of old Mrs. Yoshida, brown and soft and encircled with 
wrinkles, was for all the world like the face of the old 
woman in the illustrations. Perhaps it was for that Mrs. 
Douglass felt so fond of the old Mrs. Yoshida. At any 
rate, without a word of any language in common between 
them, they got along beautifully. 

Mrs. Douglass had the dimmest of ideas about the 
Buddhist faith. She had read, once upon a time, a little 
book in French called Les Paroles du Boudhha, and had 
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reSected that in the main the Buddha had sounded very 
Christian. She had a natural Western aversion to the 
idea of nirvana, and that was doubtless important to the 
doctrine, but the teaching of pity and kindliness was 
Christian enough. She had an idea that Buddhists were 
distinct from Shintoists, and she preferred Buddhists. 
But even in her state of occidental ignorance she could 
not overlook nor misunderstand the deep religious feel
ing of the Yoshida family at the time of their loss. 

Old Mrs. Yoshida worked in the fields too. The little 
boy played at the end of the furrows by the raised edge 
of the big ditch or dabbled in the wooden irrigating 
troughs. They were all in the fields the greater part of 
the day, and the house was silent and deserted. 

Then, toward the end of May, Mrs. Douglass heard 
that Anna had been taken with "very bad pains" as she 
was working in the berry patch, and, although the doctor 
was sent for and came as soon as she could, the baby 
came faster, several months too early, a girl. The doctor 
wrapped up the little creature, so imperfectly equipped 
for life outside her mother's body, and took her to the 
hospital, where the infant was tucked into an incubator 
and given a mixture of oxygen and carbon dioxide. 

The baby lived. When she was returned to Anna, she 
weighed less than three pounds, but she was healthy. 
They named her May, for the month in which she was 
born, and in order that she might have an American 
name when she should be ready for school. At home they 
called her Michiko. 

Kathryn Douglass had never seen any human being 
so small or so exquisite. Anna came in from the fields
she had hardly been away from her work for more than 
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three days-and unwrapped the bundle lying on the 
double bed. 

"The hands," said Kathryn Douglass, "they're unbe
lievable!" And they were, the palm the size of a five-cent 
piece, the fingers with the perfection of the stamens of a 
Hower. 

She brought down later some garments which had 
been too small for Marion ever to wear, when she was a 
baby, glad that they were still fresh and untubbed and 
new-looking, and Anna laid them aside for the baby to 
grow into. Marion came too, to observe, silent and 
round-eyed. 

They were all glad that the baby throve. Month by 
month she gained, making up the handicap of her early 
birth, until the time came when she was introduced to 
food other than that with which Anna's brown breast 
had supplied her. Kathryn Douglass was surprised and 
Hattered when Anna came to her, asking advice about 
infant diet. She brought out the government pamphlet 
by which Marion's existence had been ruled, and under
lined paragraphs for Anna, and read them to her, and 
then gave her the booklet; and Anna, abandoning the 
advice of old Mrs. Yoshida, followed the instructions 
with conscience. Michiko was fed according to the 
advice of the Children's Bureau, the best American 
advice. When she was three years old it was hard to 
remember, or even imagine, how minute she once had 
been, how fragile, with what precarious hold on life. 
Brown-skinned and red-lipped, and round of face, she 
ran about the farmyard and the wide acres in castoff over
alls of her brother Isamu. Kathryn Douglass was perhaps 
to be pardoned for feeling a possessive interest in her. 
And in the Yoshida family. 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
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Through the years she had come to know the interior 
of the Yoshida house, the big kitchen upon which all the 
other rooms, the bedrooms, opened, for there was no 
living room. In a glass vase in the center of the kitchen 
table there was always a collection of chopsticks; it was 
like the glass tumbler full of spoons on an American 
farmhouse table. She knew the wood stove and the kero
sene lamps, the Japanese calendars which were the only 
adornment of the room, the muddy shoes removed and 
left by the back door, the summer kitchen, windowless 
and cool, with big stone crocks; and, in the yard, the 
small bathhouse, the packing shed at the edge of the 
fields. She always entered the house with hesitancy, in 
fear of intrusion, and was always greeted with the great
est deference. It was always like entering into someplace 
foreign, and yet it was familiar, being so bare, so re
duced to the first elements of housekeeping. 

Gifts from the Yoshida fields entered the Douglass 
kitchen, the freshest lettuce, the biggest and greenest 
bunches of celery, boxes of strawberries or raspberries, 
and salad greens for which there were no English names 
and for which Mrs. Douglass never could learn the 
Japanese. Perhaps it was a feathery green thing like car
rot tops in appearance, tasting faintly like oxalis, more 
delicate than chicOry; perhaps some other unfamiliar 
leaf, but always good. Sometimes Mrs. Douglass bought 
bean curd and soy sauce from Anna, but always under 
protest, for the Y oshidas did not like to sell her things; 
they liked to make presents. That was of course very 
Japanese. But Kathryn Douglass liked to make presents 
too, and it kept up a pleasant social intercourse, full of 
small surprises, and-there was no denying it-bright-
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ened the days not a little. The Douglass family remem
bered for a long time a Christmas gift of raspberry wine, 
red as no grape wine ever was, pellucid and rich and 
smelling like berry patches in the summer sun. 

There was also to be remembered the rainy autumn 
when Mrs. Douglass had been ill. She had been sick for 
a week, or longer, and the household was in confusion, 
when Anna appeared on the doorstep, indignant and 
wronged. 

"You should tell me," she said to Mr. Douglass, "be
cause when Mrs. Douglass is sick I will corne and work 
and not charge you anything." 

He had been glad enough to have her there, but when 
it carne time to pay her, and he was unable to force any 
money into her hand, he was indignant, and scolded his 
wife. He did not like to be beholden to people who 
worked so hard, who existed on such a narrow financial 
margin as the Y oshidas. He could afford to pay and Anna 
could not afford to work for nothing, he argued, but his 
argument had no effect upon Anna. 

"Just the same," he said, "you shouldn't let her do it." 
"You talk to her," said his wife. 
Looking back upon it, Kathryn Douglass hardly knew 

how the affection had sprung up, and did not try to over
estimate it. The bond was tenuous, but it was there, and 
it held, even after the Douglasses had left the old place 
and moved some eight miles inland for the dryer climate. 
At holiday time the Y oshidas' old car drew up at the new 
place, or Kathryn Douglass would corne horne from 
shopping late some evening to find the porch piled with 
vegetables enough for a whole neighborhood. Marion 
accumulated charming and semiuseless Japanese belong-



116 PEOPLE DON'T WANT US 

ings, and time of its own weight endowed small events 
with great meaning. Marion was practically grown up, 
Billy was going to school, and Kathryn Douglass no 
longer had a baby about the house. Sometimes she 
thought wistfully of Marion's earliest, staggering prom
enades; little and curly-headed, with such fat short legs 
that her mother sometimes thought she must be knock
kneed, a two-year-old Marion had a way of escaping from 
her mother's distinct recollection. Yet when the small 
image did return, colored and clear, to Kathryn 
Douglass's eye, often as not the child would be standing 
at the edge of the Y oshidas' lettuce patch, or leaning, to 
watch with Isamu, the water running in the wooden 
irrigating troughs. So that to remember her daughter as a 
child was often the same thing as to remember Anna, 
Michiko, or Isamu. 

And now the Y oshidas were to be exiled, along with 
all the other coastal-dwelling Japanese. Kathryn Douglass 
had no doubts about the wisdom of the measure. She had 
no theories about understanding the Japanese mind. She 
had never possessed any. Part of the charm of the 
Y oshidas was that she never "understood" them. She was 
only fond of them. Yet she did not distrust them per
sonally. She felt that it would be wise to remove all the 
Japanese from the coast, as much to safeguard the loyal 
Japanese from the consequences of the treachery of the 
disloyal as to protect the coast from the acts of traitors. 
She did not doubt that there were traitors; neither did 
she doubt that there were very many loyal Japanese. 
But she had no theories about how to separate the loyal 
from the disloyal. There seemed no way to X-ray a mind 
and find out what went on within it. 
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She did not know just what the Yoshidas thought 
about the war. Her one interview with Anna since Pearl 
Harbor had been shortly after Christmas. The Japanese 
had foreseen that they were to be moved. Anna had 
asked to be given recommendations for housework. She 
would not be working in the fields any more. The fields 
would not be replanted this year. 

The Yoshida car stopped beyond the gate. Kathryn 
Douglass, still standing with her hands upon the morn
ing's summary of tragedy, heard a small commotion of 
farewells, and then Anna came into the yard with her 
arms full of packages. She came into the living room, 
bent over her bundles, smiling and bowing, a small 
brown woman, bundled into an old brown coat, so that 
she looked like a wren with her feathers rounded out 
against the cold. Her hair was sleek and black; her eyes 
were bright. There was still, on her lower lip, as when 
Kathryn Douglass had first seen her, a kind of little 
blister, or scar, like a small grain of rice. She put her 
bundles down on the table. The paper disappeared from 
view. 

"Anna," said Kathryn Douglass with belated com
punction, "I forgot that you were working out this 
winter. Did I break into one of your regular days?" 

"That's all right, Mrs. Douglass," said Anna. "I told 
the lady I couldn't come today. I make it up to her some 
other time, maybe Sunday, when she has a party." 

"I wouldn't have wanted you to do that," said Mrs. 
Douglass, wondering guiltily if the other lady were feel
ing as disconcerted as she herself had felt a short time 
earlier. 

"That's all right, Mrs. Douglass," said Anna. "Don't 

I 
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you worry about that. I told you so long time ago that 
when you need me I come." She continued, shyly, "I 
brought some things. You want to see them now?" 

"Of course. What kind of things?" 
Anna giggled. "Oh, not much. Just some funny things 

for the chifdren." 
The wrappings began to fall to right and left. Two 

boxes emerged, of satiny balsa wood. Anna slid back the 
cover of one and began to lift out little packages wrapped 
in crumpled tissue paper. A tree, with a gnarled black 
trunk and brilliant green pine needles, very small. A 
jointed rod with little pulleys. A black lacquered plat
form. A black lacquered gate or bit of fence. A little man, 
frozen in a pose of utmost effort, leaning back and pull
ing on an invisible rope. A stuffed fish. A rope. Pinwheels 
of gold and black. Anna smiled at the mystification in the 
other woman's face. She began to fit the various small 
things together. She was very intent. She had forgotten 
just how everything should be, and stood, with the fan
tastic little pinwheels in her hand, meditating, then 
seemed to remember, laid them aside, and began with the 
man and the gate. 

The plan began to emerge, and after a few minutes 
there it was, a scene, mounted on the lacquer platform, 
of a very proud Japanese father hauling on a rope from 
which Boated, beyond the tip of the tiny lacquered pole, 
a fish kite, black and gold. The pinwheels stood out 
from the tip of the pole; the pine tree was part of the 
background, and the little gate braced the pole. The 
father, dressed in black and purple, with his forehead 
blue where the hair had been shaved, and the long hair 
done up on the top of his head, looked as if he had come 
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straight from an old print. He was tradition personifioed. 
The whole scene was altogether channing and exquisite. 
Anna stood back and admired it. 

"There," she said. "For Boy Day. For Billy." 
Kathryn Douglass admired it too. She felt something 

curiously like a lump in her throat as she tried to make 
the proper remarks of appreciation. No other offering 
could have brought back so suddenly into the dolorous 
morning the wide fields in May and the first kites which 
she had ever been privileged to own. Two mothers of 
sons, they stood in the disheveled room and admired the 
little man in all his pride and finnness. 

"The other box?" inquired Mrs. Douglass. 
"Oh, that one? Not so pretty. For Boy Day, too, but 

you could give it to the girl." Anna took out a bear and 
a triumphant fat little boy with Bying black locks. These 
figures, set upon another black lacquered platfonn, with 
another little twisted tree, and some other bits of scene 
setting, became the tableau of an infant hero who had 
wrestled with a bear and overthrown him. The bear lay 
at his feet with his paws in the air. It was very amusing. 
Mrs. Douglass knew that Marion would adore it. 

"But, Anna," she said, "these were given to Isamu. 
Don't you think you ought to keep them?" 

Anna shook her head sadly. "No place." 
"Then let me keep them for you until you all come 

back again. We will enjoy them just as much." 
"No," said Anna. "Maybe we never come back, not 

here. Who knows? You take them. I like you to have 
them." 

She gathered up a last package, wrapped in news
paper. She said sadly, "Onions, lettuce. You can use?" 
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"Of course," said Mrs. Douglass quickly. "Awfully 
glad to have them. Oh, it is too bad that you all have to 
go away. We are going to miss you." 

Anna looked down sadly at the package of onions and 
lettuce. 

"Y . "h·d "I . be es, we miss you too, s e sal. guess It tter, 
though. People don't want us here. We make them feel 
bad. So we better go." Then she became very practical. 
"You go now, Mrs. Douglass, you go work. I take care 
everything. Don't you worry. I go work." 

In the security of the back bedroom where she kept 
her typewriter Mrs. Douglass sat and looked at the last 
pages of her story. She was not in the least interested 
in it. Perfunctorily she typed out a few sentences, then 
sat back and stared at the page. 

The little man with the fish kite had looked wonder
fully elegant on the piano, and the quintessence of all 
that was Japanese. How long would she have the courage 
to leave it there, after today? she wondered. Not that she 
didn't like it herself, or that her husband would object, 
or even that she was afraid of being called pro-Japanese 
by the neighbors, but that Harriet might come in, or 
some other person who, like Harriet, had felt already 
the bitterness of the war to its full extent. Thinking of 
Harriet, she could not admire herself for her own toler
ance. Her husband was just a year or so too old for the 
Army, her boy many years safely too young; she was going 
to be out of it as far as most personal loss was involved. 
And yet Harriet was her own cousin, and Harriet's boy 
-well, he could never have been as close to Billy as she 
had been to Harriet, but still, it was mostly for that boy 
that she woke each morning with such a sense of desola-
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tion. There was still a chance that he might corne 
through, of course, but how slim a chance she did not 
like to think. 

She reread the sentences she had written and found 
them very dull. She tried to recast the thought in 
sprightlier language and the effort made her feel slightly 
nauseated-drained, empty, and ill. The whole business 
of writing stories in such times seemed so useless. Yet 
people did need something to read besides the news
papers, something not too far above their daily lives. Even 
Harriet. She would do anything for Harriet, even write 
nonsense. Then her cousin's drawn face crowded be
tween her and the typewritten page. 

"It is silly, Katy, to try to underestimate the danger. I 
might just as well begin facing it now as later. If we get 
him back, God knows that will be wonderful . . . if he 
doesn't have to suffer too much before we get him back. 
You don't think the Japanese love us any more than they 
do the Chinese? I think they hate us worse-they've been 
saving it up for so long. And you know what you told me 
about your friend, that girl who carne in from Shanghai 
on the President Hoover? Remember?" 

Kathryn Douglass remembered; she had told it all to 
Harriet. That was before there had seemed to be any 
danger of Harriet's having to be concerned with such 
terrors herself. She wished that Harriet would not re
member. But Harriet insisted. 

"Remember, you told me how she carne out to see you, 
after the boat docked? She was so brave, so self-contained, 
so calm about having been through a bombing-several 
bombings-you thought she was a miracle. You gave her 
the best lunch you could cook-fresh strawberry short-

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 



------------------------------------------- ------- - ---------------
I 
I - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - --

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

122. PEOPLE DON'T WANT US 

cake, and all that, and she was so gracious to the people 
you had invited to meet her. I know-they were people 
she had asked to see-you weren't putting her on exhibi
tion. And you sat and marveled at her all through 
luncheon. Remember? And then that awful gastritis, 
that had her all but screaming, and she thought it was 
cholera, because she'd been working with the coolies 
before she left?" 

"Of course I remember, Hattie, but don't let's talk 
about it now." 

'Why not?" said Harriet. "It tells me something I have 
to know. Corregidor isn't going to hold out forever. She 
was a nurse, but still she was too sick to tell you what to 
do for her. So you phoned the doctor. And you gave her 
that salt-and-sugar enema. And she began to vomit. And 
when it was all over and you had her tucked in bed, 
she began to talk. And that was just like the vomiting 
and the enema all over again, except that she poured it 
out of her memory, all the horror, the mutilations she 
had seen, the Chinese babies gathered up from the 
streets, some alive, and some not." 

"Don't, Hattie, for the love of goodness, don't remem
ber." 

"But I have to," said Harriet. "For an hour she lay 
there and told you all those things that you told me, all 
those things that she had either seen herself or heard 
from Chinese or from other missionary nurses-and not 
just for Shanghai but for all China. They all knew it, 
those people, knew what was happening to China and 
what was going to happen to us, and we didn't really 
listen to them; not as we should have. So now I have to 
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remember, because I don't want to go on in a daydream 
through the rest of this war." 

Kathryn Douglass laid her arms across her typewriter 
and bowed her head on them and felt almost as sick as her 
friend had felt. And in all her misery, suddenly she was 
seeing a dark evening on the road to the old place, figures 
gathered on the muddy ground before the Y oshidas' 
house, figures surrounding Anna, who stood with lsamu 
clasped to her breast, a small Isamu, three years old, and 
through the dim air she could see Anna's face, and the 
anguish with which she held the little boy so close to her. 

"The horse kicked him," said Anna, whispering, 
"kicked his head." 

All the other figures about Anna were helpless with 
anxiety, and the air itself was filled with their concern, 
their tenderness, their pity. Well, Isamu had not died. 
The white scar was under his thick, soft black hair. It 
was all right. At least, that was all right. 

With a sigh she lifted her head from her arms, 
straightened the pages of the manuscript which lay beside 
the machine, and slowly got back to work. After all, 
Anna had given her this morning for a purpose, and 
besides, there was a deadline to meet. It meant some
thing to the Douglass finances. 

About twelve-thirty she pulled the last sheet from the 
typewriter, clipped the story together, put the cover on 
the machine, and went in search of Anna. She found her 
on her knees, putting a luster on the living-room floor 
with a piece of lambskin cut from a long-discarded bed
room slipper. The room was immaculate. There were 
flowers on the mantel, more sprays of her yellow jasmine, 
and the brass andirons shone like gold; the greenery 
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through the windows was as fresh as after a rain because 
the windows had been polished. The little man still 
balanced his weight against the pull of the fish kite on 
the piano. The room had never been more charming. 
Leaning against the doorjamb, because her knees seemed 
to be shaking, Kathryn Douglass considered that it would 
not matter that evening whether the hostess were enter
taining or not. The room itself would be sufficient hos
pitality. 

Anna looked up at her, smiling. 
"I getting along fine," she said. "You have good morn

ing?" 
"Awful morning," said Mrs. Douglass, realizing that 

her head ached and that she felt totally exhausted. 
Anna's face looked suddenly disconsolate. 
"But I finished the story," Mrs. Douglass hastened to 

explain. "I can copy the rest of it this afternoon and mail 
it in the morning. It's all right. I just feel tired." 

"Oh," said Anna. "I get you quick some lunch. I proud 
you finish the story. I make you quick some tea." 

They went into the kitchen together. As she brought 
out eggs and butter, laid places for two on the kitchen 
table, Mrs. Douglass felt that she was indeed very tired. 
She had returned to Anna after a vague but terrifying 
experience, and she felt a great desire to protect Anna 
from that experience. She must be careful about what 
she said to Anna. She sat down at the table, resting her 
head on her hands while Anna scrambled the eggs and 
made the tea. When Anna slipped into the chair across 
from her she could not help taking comfort from the 
sight of her soft brown face. Very proud, very unassum
ing was Anna Yoshida. It sounded like an impossible 
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combination, but there it was. Very remote, ~longing 
to- a foreign way of life, and yet affectionate, near, 
familiar. Of what age was Anna? Mrs. Douglass won
dered. With a skin like that, so easily wrinkled and so 
often exposed to the elements, it was hard to decipher 
the years. And the other clues to a woman's age, the way 
she wore her hair, or liked to dress, were entirely missing. 
Anna's hair was brushed back smoothly from her round 
forehead and pinned in a knot at the back of her neck. 
Her clothes were any garments which would keep her 
warm. 

"Where were you born, Anna?" asked Kathryn 
Douglass. 

"In Japan," said Anna. 
"But when did you come to this country?" 
"Oh, long ago. I was a little girl." 
"But you did not grow up like the Nisei." 
"No, I grow up old style." 
The onions were very crisp and delicate, the tea 

fragrant and hot. As she sipped the tea her eyes met those 
of Anna above the cup, and Anna's eyes were reassuring. 
Mrs. Douglass began to feel less tired. Either it was the 
effect of the tea, or of something harder to describe. 

"How is Michiko?" she asked. 
"Oh, she's fat," said Anna, laughing. 
They talked about the children, Isamu, Marion, Billy. 

"I never finished to pay the doctor yet," said Anna. "I 
always want to. But the celery this year-everybody have 
such good crops, we have almost to give it away." 

''The doctor? For what?" said Mrs. Douglass. 
'Why, for Michiko." 
"Michiko? After all these years?" 
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"Yes-that very bad, after all these years. I still want 
to." 

Kathryn Douglass nibbled at an onion, smaller than a 
pencil, crisp as snow, and thought of all the sweet crisp 
celery, all the big green heads of lettuce, all the fragrant 
berries the Yoshidas had coaxed from the Dutchman's 
fields since she had first known them. She thought also 
of how little they had asked in return, or had received, 
besides the privilege of living unmolested on those wide 
acres in sight of the mountains and in sight of the bay. 
She wondered if they had ever bought any new clothes. 
But Isamu and Michiko could go to school, walking along 
the dike by the big ditch across lots to the schoolhouse. 
It was a nice school. Kathryn Douglass knew most of 
the children there. They were the Manchesters, the 
Kellys, the Cardozas, the Combatalades, the Ferrantis, 
the Perraults, the Mocks, the Y oshidas. It sounded like 
an international settlement, but it wasn't. It was only a 
nice country school. On the other hand, it was heaven. 

"Michiko fat," she said dreamily. "Imagine. Do you 
remember when all the things I brought her were always 
too big for her? Anna, did you get your license for the car 
again?" 

"Yes'm," said Anna. 'We had lot of trouble with it, but 
I do what you say. I send white slip to Tadashi and he 
sign it. So it all right." 

Tadashi was Anna's nephew. He was a Nisei, and the 
car was in his name. 

'Where is T adashi?" asked Kathryn Douglass, off her 
guard. 

"He in the Army," said Anna. 
So here it was again, the war. They had almost lost 
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it. For a while two women, fond of each other, inter
ested in each other's children, they had almost put it out 
of existence. But there it was again. And again she felt 
very tired. She said wearily: 

"That was a nice lunch, Anna. Now I'd better go copy 
that story." 

"You tell me," said Anna, "what you want for supper, 
1 get things ready. 1 fix vegetables and set table. So you 
lie down and rest little bit before those people corne." 

"You spoil me, Anna," said Mrs. Douglass. 
"I don't p'raps have much other chance to spoil you 

ever again may be," said Anna. 
They had been so careful. They had hardly mentioned 

Anna's going away. But that was foolish. 
"Anna," said Mrs. Douglass, and felt her throat tighten 

in spite of herself, "you must write to me, you know, and 
tell me what you need, and what 1 can get for you. 1 
will always be so glad to do anything 1 can. You will 
remember that, won't you?" 

"Y'" 'dAn "1 ' 1 . " es m, sal na. wnte. promISe. 
Kathryn Douglass could see the tears in the eyes of 

Anna Yoshida, very bright tears in the comers of very 
bright, almond-shaped eyes. She blinked hard. There 
were tears in her own eyes. 

"You go work now," said Anna Yoshida. "Let me get 
busy. This kitchen, it so dirty, Mrs. Douglass, 1 ashamed 
for you." 




