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I tell this painful story in remembrance of my family so others will know
how devastating this event was for us. Although I was just a young girl at
the time, I knew that what happened to us was a grave injustice, and it )
should never occur again in a civilized world. I hope with all my heart that ‘
no group will ever have to undergo such an experience.

— Carmen Higa Mochizuki et al. v. United States of America

Japan had lost the war and so we decided to stay in the U.S. until we :
could go back to Peru. Peru did not readily let us go back there and when "
the camps closed and we had to go out and work, my husband and I were !
already in our 50s and could not speak a word of English. To make matters }
worse, we had with us a granddaughter who was still a small child. T felt
that it would be regrettable to leave this earth without telling the real story ‘s
of our experiences in struggling with a life that was just better than death. i |
Although I am nearly uneducated and ashamed of my writing, I decided
to write things down.

—Kamisato Kami, [z uchi de ikinuita

People. . .really lucky people travel smoothly through life, but life is really

full of rough waves. My life was really full of rough waves.
—OH-1

s a sansei Okinawan growing up on Kaua'i, I had few places to turn
when I became interested in my Okinawan heritage.' Acthome, we had
George Kerr’s History of an Island People (1958), which I read cover to
cover. Of course, we had my baban (grandmother). When she was temporarily
bed-ridden after a fall, we would play Okinawan music tapes, and she would
move her hands in the unique Okinawan clicking motions. I would try to
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