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​Prologue

Navajo Reservation, Northern Arizona

March, 1942

First Night. Full Moon.

The beast crested the lip of the plateau, the sands of the desert like sharded bone, blanched under moonlight. One mile away the lights of Long Walk glittered, the scents of the settlement dilute at this distance but sorted easily inside an unnatural muzzle, over broad tongue, through scythe-like fangs.

Its pelt sparking silver under the full moon, the beast tensed on haunches grotesque with power, its nose tilted to the cold desert night, lust for fear and blood rushing upward into a howl that ruptured the night’s hush.

Its eyes narrowed. Its maw settled into a steady panting. When it was ready, the beast galloped over the dunes, swift as plague, until it was in the streets of Long Walk.

​Chapter 1

Lakeside Post Assembly Center

Disjunction Lake, Eastern California

August, 1942

Midmorning. First Quarter Moon.

After the accident, Max learned to lean on his lesser senses to compensate the blur of his eyesight. So, with the window down in the taxi, it was the lack of scent that he noticed most about this place. It seemed odd to him that the dark, moist-earth aroma of water would be absent from a lake town. He had expected this post to be similar to his old station in Washington state, where the loamy scents of timberland were heavy in the morning air. But this tour’s locale had more in common with the deserts of Arizona that he had just left behind, their smells fleeting and delicate, laced with sage.

The cabby steered beneath the assembly center’s main watchtower and, at last, Max was greeted with a strong aroma.  The tower's beams smelled of new lumber.  Two M.P.'s gazed down from above, their vigil striking him as both noble and gargoyle-like.  According to the briefing he had received, just last year this place was a sprawling collection of campgrounds and cabin rentals. Now the cabins housed the military, and long, bare dormitories rowed the grounds where families once pitched vacation tents.

The cabby pulled into the officers' graveled parking area.  Max paid him and walked toward the bare wood building marked in large, white letters UNITED STATES ARMY and, under that, ADMINISTRATION.  Even with the aid of his thick glasses, the letters were fuzzy around the edges, but he could read them well enough to know that was where he needed to go.

The building was only big enough to house essential offices. The processing of internees was being done next to it under a large, khaki awning that billowed and sagged in the lumber-scented breeze. Max could make out the forms of eight soldiers -probably corporals- seated at a table beneath it.  The soldiers flanking them would be M.P.'s.

Before them stretched eight lines of people.  From this distance, their clothing formed a multicolored bar to Max’s eyes.  But he estimated there were, perhaps, two hundred of them. Two hundred lined up in the dust, far from their homes, waiting to be taken away. Waiting in silence, every one of them, down to the babies. The drone of information being given at the front of the lines was the only sound.  

As he neared, he made out the familiar shape and color of an American Legion Women's Auxiliary hat. A few people ahead of that hat, the sun's rays glinted off polished disks, flashing against someone's chest. War medals. That would be an old man, of course, a Great War veteran, because the latest war had only just begun for the Americans. What wasn't clear to Max’s wounded eyes was obvious to his mind. That woman and old man were making a point with their patriotism as they waited silently in line in the dust.  

American clothes. American mannerisms. American hairdos. Japanese faces. Max didn’t need to see well to know the common features of those in line. He saw shapes within the blur of color shifting, as if turning to watch him pass, and he looked ahead quickly, toward the doorway that was his goal.

The WAAC lifted her gaze from her work, then stood when he entered.  "Good morning, sir."

"Good morning.  Captain Maxwell Pierce to see Captain Eshelmann."

"Of course, sir."  

She escorted him down a hollow corridor, interrupted here and there with square entryways still waiting for doors. Uniformed occupants, exposed to Max’s view, had their noses to paperwork as if embarrassed to be so denuded.  At the end of the hall, directly before Max, was the captain's office. The only one with a door.

Inside, the office was barren and unfinished, its new wood scent overwhelming. Max was close enough now to see faces, and this duty hadn't been the commanding officer's cup of tea, from the looks of him. His skin was gray as ash.  Still the C.O. rose gamely from the box he was packing and shook hands, his demeanor relaxed, captain to captain.

"Victor Eshelmann," he said, by way of introduction.

"Maxwell Pierce. Max, if you like. Good to meet you."

"Have a seat."  Eshelmann fished about in his shirt pocket.  "Cigarette?"

"No, thank you. I don't smoke."

"Mmm."  Eshelmann settled behind his desk and flicked the lid back on his lighter.  "You may start before too long, with this assignment."  He smiled wanly as he lighted up, then saluted Max with the cigarette.  "Welcome to the wasteland, new C.O."

Max smiled in return. He was on his best behavior, but in reality he had little sympathy for this man.  He removed his wire-rimmed glasses, pulled his handkerchief from a back pocket and wiped at the thick lenses.

"I'm not the commanding officer yet. And I know it's not always a pleasure to serve," he said as sincerely as he could.

Eshelmann didn't reply.  He looked out the dusty window to his right and changed the subject.  "Where were you stationed before, Captain?"

"In Arizona, Fort Morriston. I was expecting cooler weather and greener hills here at Lakeside. But looking around, I almost feel at home."

"Well, you have to keep in mind we're close to the Nevada border.”

"Beautiful country back in Arizona," Max said, "if you're inclined to desert. Morriston's north, just outside the border of the Navajo Reservation there. I got to know a number of the residents from the town of Long Walk..."  

He had intended to entertain the C.O. with tale about the locals, but stopped. Eshelmann didn’t seem all that interested, nodding absently and looking toward the window, the one facing Processing. "Indians corralled on reservations, foreign nationals herded to Lakeside. Lord only knows where people like that get their resolve."

So where's your resolve, Captain? Max thought, but he left it unsaid. There was no point in admonishing Eshelmann. And it would be borderline hypocrisy. Max had yearned for assembly center duty as soon as Relocation was announced. He was glad Eshelmann couldn't cut it.  

"I'll do everything I can to make the transition as easy as possible for them, Captain," Max replied.

"The general said you were the right man for this." Eshelmann stubbed out his cigarette in a saucer-turned-ashtray. "But, then again, you haven't had the chance to meet Doris Tebbe yet."

"Who?"

"Doris Tebbe. She's the Center Administrator for Tulenar Internment Camp. That's where our transferees are headed."

"The War Relocation Authority has a woman as C.A.?"

"Believe it or not."

"She there because of a favor or because she's good?"

Eshelmann gave a short laugh. "She has connections. But she's the toughest damn skirt I've ever met, and I suppose that makes her good. Pushy broads get on my nerves, personally. But maybe that’s your type, Captain, and you two will get along fine." He sighed, fingered through his shirt pocket for another cigarette. "I'm just damn glad my transfer came through... It's not that I'm soft on the Japs, you understand..."

"I didn't think—"

"And I'm not blind to the hysteria, either. Those people out there will be safer in the camps than their own homes."  

Eshelmann stood and walked over to the window, lighting up on the way. When he spoke again, Max wasn't sure if Eshelmann was addressing him or just talking to himself.  

"We'll just all be safer."

/ / / /

When Max left the C.O., his heart was pounding. He could barely wait until Eshelmann was packed and out. This tour had real purpose to it, real meat. At this particular relocation project, the commanding officer's duties even included authority over the military police stationed at Tulenar. The workload was enormous, more than enough to keep him occupied, more than enough to put him to bed at night too exhausted to think. He was nearly out the reception room door when the secretary's phone rang and the WAAC said, "Captain Pierce, a call for you."

He turned to the secretary.  "Already?"

"It's Mrs. Tebbe, sir."

Max took the phone. "This is Captain Pierce."

"Captain, Doris Tebbe, C.A., Tulenar. I just wanted to say welcome to the zoo."

"Thank you...”

"We need to arrange a get-acquainted session as soon as possible."

"Certainly, Mrs. Tebbe.  When I get settled I'll—"

"Will this evening work out for you, Captain?"

"No. No, it won't. I've only just arrived today."

"Well, I assume your kitchen cupboards are bare, then. Why don't I meet you for dinner at a location convenient to us both. Are you staying at the Starbright Motel or the Red Shore?"

"Mrs. Tebbe, I plan on a very early meal. I'll be back at Captain Eshelmann's office by six tomorrow morning."

"That won't be a problem for me. I plan on an early morning myself."

Max bit back a curt refusal. There was no use in starting off on the wrong foot. He gave her his address.

She said, "Have your driver take you to 'Yow Lee's Dim Sum'.  Do you like Chinese food?"

"The usual fare..”

"Then a change will do you good.  Is four too early?"

“Four o’clock...?”

"See you then, Captain."

Max handed the receiver back to the secretary, who was smirking.  He smiled.  "Civilians."

/ / / /

Walking through the restaurant's door, Max couldn't even tell which patrons were men and which were women. He moved toward the lone figure sitting at a far table on assumption. But once he was close enough, he would have known Mrs. Tebbe had there been women alone at every table. Like a man, she stood when he approached. She looked just the way he had expected after their telephone conversation; tallish, in her mid-thirties, broad-shouldered beneath her prudent, gray suit. She was the first to offer her hand. Her dark red hair was sensibly fashionable - but mostly sensible - tucked into a black, no frills snood.

"Captain," she said, "I knew it was you when you walked in the door. You look just like your voice sounds."

"It's nice to meet you, Mrs. Tebbe." They sat.

"Yow Lee's is a favorite of mine,” she said. “Only dim sum. It's really a lunch item, but Mr. Yow's no fool. He knows most government people don't keep regular hours, so he’s extended his. Plum wine, Captain?"

"I've never tried it."

Mrs. Tebbe pushed her wine glass toward him, then hailed a waiter. "Give it a sip. I'll order a bottle."

Max was tempted to decline the bottle. Mrs. Tebbe's manner irritated him as much in person as on the telephone. But he had to admit to himself that he liked the plum wine, thick and sweet on his tongue, and he thought it was ridiculous to refuse out of some vain principle. He told himself to relax. He’d been fairly warned by Eschelmann and, in any case, would he expect a woman in her position to be dainty and coy?

Max looked around the restaurant, then caught sight of Mrs. Tebbe and himself in a mirror on the near-by wall. He thought he looked like the dainty one, slender-faced and lanky, thick glasses flashing. Annie used to tell him that he was the Jimmy Stewart type, gracefully handsome. He touched the silver that spanned his temples to his ears. He was suddenly aware that Mrs. Tebbe was watching him.

"You look just fine," she said.

/ / / /

By the end of the meal, Max had control of the chopsticks. He sampled every dim sum in the carts as they were rolled to the table. Mrs. Tebbe had been insistent: "Try this one, it's shrimp in garlic sauce. And this one's pork in plum sauce." 

Max worked his way through them, clumsily at first, then becoming more adept at lifting the little dumplings. Foreheads shining from the food trays' pungent steam, the servers tread back and forth to Mrs. Tebbe and Max. Two other tables were still peopled, but by five-thirty, it was clear the owner was ready to close. Short and round, Mr. Yow stood attentively behind the cash register, too polite and business-minded to hint more overtly.

As Max poured the last of the wine, Mrs. Tebbe said, "Captain, you're the fastest student of chopsticks I have had the pleasure to teach."

"Oh, yeah? When does the cramp between my finger and thumb ease up?"

Mrs. Tebbe smiled, pleasant and all business, then posed a question like a newspaper reporter. "So, what can you tell me about yourself?"

"Want me to start with my childhood?"

"How about just telling me the path that brought you to Lakeside?"

"I was stationed in Arizona, but I was only there six months when the Relocation was announced.  I requested a transfer immediately. The need seemed more urgent than standard duty. But for most of my career, I was at Fort Bete in Washington state...”

He thought of Annie. But he didn't speak of her to Mrs. Tebbe. It was painful enough, just to think of her. He wouldn't risk the torment of saying her name aloud.

"Fort Bete?"

"It's close to the Canadian border. Very wild country."

The attack came to mind, as inevitably as thoughts of his wife. He could never speak of Fort Bete without either happening. Max was quiet a moment, as reluctant to tell Mrs. Tebbe about the attack as he was to talk of Annie. It hadn't occurred to him he might have to deal with it so soon here at Lakeside. But from time to time, Mrs. Tebbe's eyes flitted up to where the scar, eight months old and still baby pink, jutted past his hairline. It was probably best to just get it over with.

"I even went on a wolf hunt while I was there, near the end of my tour," he said, and reached to the scar. "I got this then, and the white temples."

At least Mrs. Tebbe didn't pretend she hadn't noticed the scar until he pointed it out. Neither did she pretend that she heard such things every day.

"You were attacked?"

"Yep."

"You must have seen your life pass."

Max took a breath. "The wolf had become a man-eater for Who-knows-what-reason. It'd made several kills in Alderquest, near the Fort. Needless to say, the townspeople were in a panic.  A few of us volunteered to help the civilians hunt it down."

"Isn't that strange behavior for a wolf? I don't know myself, it's just that I read somewhere...”

"I understand it is. There was a veterinarian that made rounds through the county. He was sure the wolf was rabid." Maxwell smiled. "But the group of old backwoodsmen I wound up hunting with were convinced Alderquest had a werewolf."

Mrs. Tebbe leveled a doubtful look at him. “You can't be serious."

“They were, Mrs. Tebbe. There were four of us... I was the kid there at forty. The youngest after me was sixty-two. They even had special cartridges made up with silver casings..." Mrs. Tebbe laughed and that startled Max, but he managed to smile. "I'm not making this up. These old boys insisted I use them. I figured, sure, what the heck. We were after a man-eater and if silver cartridges gave them a boost in confidence, what could it hurt?”

Then came the image and he lost his humor, he lost his smile. His palms felt slick, as if they were bleeding.

"It was our party that found the wolf. Or maybe it found us. It didn't look ... surprised. We broke into a clearing in the forest and it was just standing there, facing us. You'd think it was waiting...”

Max looked at Mrs. Tebbe but he was only dimly aware of her face, tense with attention.  He swallowed and said, "It was enormous. It was the most awful and most beautiful thing I'd seen in my life. And I believe ... no, I know the others were thinking the same thing. The pelt looked like brushed silver, and the eyes... I can't come close to the eyes, how to describe them." 

He had to stop a moment, rub his palms against his trousers. "I suppose it was those eyes that froze us once we'd come upon it. It was on the old man in front of me before any of us lifted a rifle. Like it already knew who to take. I had no idea an animal could move that fast.  Not a hesitation, not a glance at the rest of us. Just ripped through and..." Maxwell caught his breath, stopping himself short from telling her what the wolf had done to the old man in a matter of seconds, just before: "It came for me."

"Oh, my God..."

"I’m not sure if I raised my rifle or if it discharged from the force of the blow. But I remember...I remember the inside of the wolf's mouth, feeling its breath on my eyes...then red. Lots of red, lots of noise. I guess I opened my eyes... my head was resting on one of the old men's laps... the wolf was a few feet away with a hole through its chest...”

Maxwell touched his temple. "My vision was 20/20 before the wolf attack. The doctors think it's related to the head wound. The wolf tore back my scalp, cracked the skull...”

Mrs. Tebbe closed her eyes and put a hand to her mouth.

"I'm sorry," he said, quickly. "I don't know why I told you that. You can see the scar, I didn't need to...”

The image of the dead woodsman flashed across his mind again, and he felt a surge of nausea.

"Don't be, Captain," Mrs. Tebbe replied. "Really.  Here...” She handed him the napkin he'd discarded on the table. "You're sweating."

Max looked into the mirror and saw the streams flowing down his face. He mopped at his forehead, embarrassed, wondering why he hadn't realized he'd been perspiring so heavily. He pulled off  his glasses, polished them reflexively, then gestured toward his eyes and tried to smile.

"Cost me five years worth of favors and the promise of my right arm when I retire," he said, hoping to lighten the mood. "But I managed to convince the brass to keep me."

The attack also cost him the hope of ever getting a truly plum post. But those aspirations weren't important to him anymore. After all that had happened to him, he had acquired a fondness for the remote.

After an awkward moment, it was Mrs. Tebbe who said, "Well. I need to get back. Thank you, Captain, for joining me."

"It's been a pleasure." Maxwell reached for the check but, to his surprise, Mrs. Tebbe was quicker, snatching it up.

"Now, now, Captain. I did the inviting, remember?"

Maxwell's cheeks flushed. "Mrs. Tebbe, how can I allow—"

"Come on, Captain. Compliments of the War Relocation Authority. If you must save your male ego, leave the tip."

"I...well. If you put it that way."

Max stood with Mrs. Tebbe and fumbled in his pockets long enough for her to gather her things and walk toward Mr. Yow, waiting by the cash register. He didn’t have any change left and would have to over tip with a paper dollar. He didn't want Mrs. Tebbe thinking he was a spend thrift. He’d given up the last of his coins for the cabby’s tip, a roll and half of pennies. The cabby had given him a squinty, perplexed look, something Max had become accustomed to and had even developed an answer for: “Sorry. I couldn’t make it to the bank in time to change them.”  

The truth was, since the attack, he never kept any coins except copper. Just the touch of silver made his skin crawl.
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Chapter 2
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Tulenar Internment Camp

Twenty Miles North of Disjunction Lake

Eastern California

Morning.  Second Quarter Moon.

Doris raised the bow, sighted, took a deep breath and held it...then released the arrow. It struck just short of the bull's eye. The next one struck slightly further from the goal. The third hit the mark true.

Over her shoulder, Doris heard, "Wow."

She turned to Maxwell Pierce, knowing she was hiding her irritation poorly, but apparently, the captain didn’t notice. Without asking permission, he walked toward the target until he was close enough to see her shots, one finger to his glasses as he peered at the arrows.

“Where’d you learn to do that?” he asked as he walked back.

She returned her attention to the bow. “At Sarah Lawrence.” 

She sighted, repeated her ritual and fell far short of the mark. Damn, she hated it when strangers watched her shoot. It was what kept her off varsity. She set her bow and quiver on the folding chair she used as a stack table and jacket hanger, then turned to Lakeside's new commander.

"You're here early. How’re the first days going? Settled into your new office?"  She removed her arm brace and protective half-vest.

"All settled."

"I phoned Eshelmann yesterday to say bon-voyage. He never sounded better."

"You two didn't get along very well, did you?"

"No." Doris tossed the leather garb onto the chair, then grabbed her suit jacket. Tugging it on, she asked, "Did Harriet tell you I was out back?"

"I saw you as I left my car."

"How was your drive from Lakeside?"

"It seems longer than half an hour."

"Sometimes it does.” As she escorted the captain to the administration building, she said, “Well, come in, Captain, and we'll start the tour."

The C.O.'s driver was lighting a Chesterfield as he sat on the back steps, but he stood quickly and held the door open for them. Doris escorted Pierc through the broad rectangle of building, walking as diagonally as possible through the sprawl of desks and folding tables. The supervisors, the social workers, the secretaries -all civilian, mostly internees- were even more exposed than Lakeside's personnel. Here at Tulenar, the only true office belonged to the Center Administrator.

They were near the main entrance now and Harriet Haku looked up briefly from her typing as they came up behind her, then set back to it. Doris tapped the secretary's desk and said, "Get us a couple of coffees, okay?"

Doris and the captain walked into her barren, wooden office, its walls jutting outside the building's main frame like an afterthought. She was determined to resist the comforts she had in storage until the evacuees had a few comforts of their own. She knew other Center Administrators were not of the same mind, and she considered that poor judgment. Only the necessities were here; desk, chairs, a picture of her late husband and a file cabinet filled with information that would be mundane outside the camp confines.

"Sorry we're so Spartan," she said perfunctorily as she settled behind her desk.

The captain pulled one of the two straight-backed chairs to the side of it. "It's the same at Lakeside."

"It's bad for attitudes, this empty space. Still, I've never seen the government move so fast. Once the Relocation was decided, the camps almost sprang up overnight. They never went into action like that while I was politicking. If they'll only be as quick now for the internees' needs, we might have an element of respect to find from our 'residents'."

She didn't disguise her contempt for that euphemism.

"You have a political career, Mrs. Tebbe?"

“No, my husband did. He was a senator..."

"Not the late Abel Tebbe?"

She reached to his picture and turned it so the captain could see. "The same. And so you can get your focus back, I’ll get rid of that question bulging behind your brow. Yes, Captain, there was a twenty-five year difference between us.” She turned the picture back to its usual place. “But, even before I married, I was politically active. When I started squeaking my wheel for involvement in the camps, the powers-that-be thought they'd found the perfect spot to keep me happy and out of their hair." She smiled. "'Best laid plans', as they say.”

"I'm sorry..."

"Excuse me?"

"About your husband’s passing. I'm sorry."

It took a moment for the captain's words to register. The thought of her widowhood seemed to genuinely affect him.

"Well...thank you, Captain, but... if you’re familiar with my late husband, then you must know he died almost ten years ago."

She thought Pierce was about to say more, but he didn't. Thankfully, Harriet knocked on the door and entered with the coffee service, setting it on the desk between Doris and the captain.

Doris was already standing, pouring her own cup, as she said, "Grab your poison, Captain, and we'll get started."

/ / / /

From the hills where the Center Administration Building and WRA officials’living quarters perched, the bulk of Tulenar Internment Camp could be viewed. The ground was raw, flat and brown beneath the tarpaper barracks, divided into blocks of fourteen. There was activity at the camp's perimeters, where the fence was being erected, and the M.P.'s motored slowly along their posts in hoodless Jeeps, keeping clear of the construction. The buses with the day's transferees had not arrived yet, so the goings-on in the camp were reasonably languid as people moved about. By eleven o'clock, that would change.

The captain looked amazed as he gazed out at Tulenar’s sprawl. “I knew the numbers. I came here prepared for the size of the camp, but...seeing it...it’s like a small town...”

Doris nodded. "Almost a thousand souls here already, Captain.” She pointed to the closest set of buildings. “Each block has smaller, central buildings that hold the laundry, latrines and lavatories. Most also have at least two buildings that function as churches. Or temples. A lot of the elderly internees are Shintoist, of course, and you might as well know now, Captain. I don't much like the official policy of prohibiting Shinto worship in the camps."

Pierce's reply was expected. Standard issue. But the lack of rigidity in his manner was not. "I'm sure you understand, Mrs. Tebbe, there's a risky aura to Shinto practice, oriented to emperor worship as it is. A religious practice that deifies the leader of an enemy nation, innocent as that practice may be, could be misinterpreted in confines like these. And times like these. I sympathize with your frustration, but I have to officially support that policy. However...suppose a Shintoist family, or a group of friends, have a get-together to discuss... oh, say... comparative religion. Perhaps they study rituals that relate to that topic...on an academic level, of course."

He shrugged, and Doris understood. Given a viable way out, if no trouble came of it, he would look the other way. Okay. A good sign. There might be a difference or two between Pierce and Eshelmann after all.  

She cleared her throat, relaxed a little and brought Pierce’s attention back to the nearest block. "A block houses two-hundred-and-fifty. This one's mess hall is the structure on the east end. The residents there are some of the 'veterans' of the camp. They've been here since late May, early June, and have their recreation hall pretty well established."

"Where's the hospital?"

"That's the double-sized, two story 'tar' at the far side of the camp. Can you see it?"

"Yes, of course. The schools...?"

"Elementary and high are side-by-side at the southern end of the southern most block. I'm sorry, Captain, about that clumsy question, you being able to see. I didn't mean—"

"No offense taken, Mrs. Tebbe."

There was a moment of awkwardness, then Doris said, "Well, let's go for a walk around one of the blocks."

It might have seemed easy to use the standard, black sedan issued to her by the WRA. But it was bad judgment, the way Doris saw it, to drive into camp unless she had to cover a lot of ground in a small amount of time. Only WRA and military personnel were permitted to have motor vehicles. But even if it didn't make the Center red more conspicuous, driving was simply uncomfortable. The tires spewed suffocating, red clouds that engulfed the car in seconds. 

As it was now, dust swirled with every step. She felt the grit in her mouth, all the damn, inescapable dust that was as much a part of her offices and tarpaper house as it was the evacuees'.  She was more aware of it when she came into the camp, though; that, and the early morning quiet. But there was always a sense of quiet in the camp, even when the place bustled.  It’s the undercurrent, Doris thought, the disorientation of displacement mixed with the all-too-clear understanding of what’s happening.

They walked past a few women doing the first sweep of the day, the dust billowing like smoke out their doors; past children dressed in fresh, crisp clothes already powdered with a light, reddish coating. Between two barracks, some men were picking pieces of lumber from one of the scrap piles; leftovers from camp construction.  

"By tomorrow that lumber will be serviceable furniture," Doris explained when the captain asked. "Uncle Sam isn't providing much more than food and shelter yet. Presently there are four families to each barracks. They don't have much privacy, but we hope to build solid partitions between each family as soon as more materials come in. Right now, they have to make do by stringing blankets across rope. We're encouraging tree planting, flowers...but, of course, that's not uppermost in their minds at this stage. For the time being, they're just trying to get some sort of organization back into their lives."

"Do you have many professionals in the camp, Mrs. Tebbe?  Doctors, professors...?"

"Some—"

"What are they doing now?"

"What everyone else is doing, Captain. A few have filled out applications to work in their fields, but really everyone is just trying to get settled."

"May I make a suggestion?"

She didn't want to say, yes, of course, but she did.

"You may consider encouraging the professionals to concentrate on career-related matters," the captain said. "Let the others take up what slack there might be while the professionals focus on the schools, hospital, what-have-you. Your residents are feeling pretty dazed by what's happened, I assume..."

"While you’re at it, assume they're worried and bitter."

"Giving the professionals tasks equal to them might help diffuse some of that. They'll likely emerge as the leaders here. Getting them occupied as soon as you can might expedite organization."

Captain Pierce stopped and looked around. "Sad business. Sad, sad business," he said.

Doris had to admit, the tone of his voice seemed genuine. So did the concern in his face.  And his advice was sound, if obvious. She was already working on that angle, though she hadn't particularly thought about the professionals as leaders.

But she doubted the captain understood the opposing dynamics of the camp: the Nisei, Japanese-Americans, and the Issei, the Japanese Nationals. Already there was tension growing between the older generations in the camp -Issei, mostly - and their Nisei counterparts, virtually all in their twenties or younger.

Balancing two traditions was tricky enough in normal times, let alone these. And the tension was only made worse by the lack of middle-aged men, who were taken practically en masse to the nearest federal prisons months before the Relocation. With rare exception, none had yet been transferred.  There were the women of the camp, of course, mostly the wives or relatives of the absent men. But to even consider women as social leaders would be anathema to the Issei, especially the eldest among them. Without the middle generation of men, the very young and the very old had few mediators.  

"Your suggestion is sound to you or me, Captain, but the evacuees see leadership in a different way."

The captain shrugged and Doris cursed herself. Why hadn't she just said that she appreciated his suggestion and left it at that? She was already forgetting the commitment she had made to herself to get on well with Captain Pierce. Now here she was shooting down a simple suggestion when a plain sure, thanks would do.

"Let's head back," she said. "I've got a file load to clear before the new evacuees come in.  I'm sure you do, too."

They began walking back toward the hill and the captain asked pleasantly enough, "So give me an example of a typical day for the C.A., Mrs. Tebbe."

Thank God, yes, let’s move on to a little trivia.  "Well, the relocation is too new for there to be any typical days, just yet. But, administrative tedium’s already arrived. This morning, I'll be issuing permission to Block Three to create a small ornamental pond. Decision like that mean the world to them in a wasteland like this. And several blocks want to begin vegetable gardens. You know what some of the evacuees are saying, don't you?  Especially the Issei population. They're saying the government is planning to manipulate the food supply of the camps."

"They've said that to you?"

"To me?  Don't be silly."

"Good Lord. Where did they get that idea? Wild rumors don't make things easier ..."

"They know what's going on outside these confines, Captain. The Center canteens sell plenty of newspapers. And it's not as if one ‘rumor’ hasn't already proven true, is it? Remember that plan to allow resettlement inland, away from the coast?  Instead here they are, American citizen and foreign national alike."

At the door, Doris offered her hand. "Thank you for coming, Captain."  She wanted him out of there. Too much work to do, too much wasted time touring him around.

Captain Pierce took her hand in a firm shake.  "Mrs. Tebbe, I'd like to be frank about something, if I may."

Now what? "Always. Please."

"I know this is a difficult responsibility. I admire you for requesting this duty, particularly because of your gender. By your manner, you’ve made it clear that you disapprove of Relocation. I appreciate how you feel, but we both know it’s necessary. I think we both know, as well, that there will be officers and administrators who'll abuse their positions during the Relocation. But I feel that you and I are like-minded enough to see that Tulenar and its assembly center will be run without prejudice."

A stony silence piled up between them. Doris surprised herself by keeping her tone even when she said, "Well, me too, Captain. But I'm not doing much about it by standing here. If you'll excuse me..."

/ / / /

The half-moon rose in the east, translucent against the sky as it chased the sun, red and raw-looking, into the western mountains. There was a twenty-minute break in the madness of the day, and Doris was flinging arrows at her target. She wasn't doing a very good job. Harriet Haku cleared her throat as she walked up behind her.

"Thanks for the warning, Harriet."

"I just wanted to let you know I was heading back."

Heading back. Harriet never called the barracks "home." Doris turned to her secretary.

"Anything new I should know?"

"Not really,” Harriet replied. “I put a reminder on your desk about Block Four. They've chosen a manager and he wants to see you after Ten's council meeting tonight."

"I remember."

Doris had a good, professional relationship with Harriet, one of the “older” Nisei, in her late twenties. But the distance was always there between them. Now she looked at Harriet's features, those of her heritage and those that were uniquely her own. Her face was more triangular than round. Her cheekbones were set unusually high. The faint lines at her eyes would someday be crow's feet. Her forehead was broad and small. Harriet was looking back just as frankly.

"Something else before I go?"

"No, Harriet, thanks. Sorry.” She rubbed her eyes. “My spark plugs aren't all firing right now."

"Good night."

What had she tried to see in Harriet's face, just then? Maybe nothing. Doris felt more tired than usual, and she knew part of it was disappointment. Things were already edgy between her and the new C.O.  She would be lying to herself if she didn’t own up to how badly she’d handled things, but ...

Necessary. He’d called the Relocation necessary. Damn. He was just another military man, after all. She had really hoped he might be a different animal.

Chapter 3

Lakeside Post Assembly Center

Evening.  Second Quarter Moon.

Max sat in the dark in Eshelmann's little cabin, eyes closed, glasses perched on the easy chair's arm. The house didn't feel like home yet. It still held the scents of Eshelmann.  

He was thinking about the long day he'd just spent. He had awoken full of enthusiasm, but that enthusiasm had taken some hits once he'd begun the tour with Doris Tebbe. Civilians and military. Oil and water. Who the hell thought up the grand idea of having the Army run the assembly centers and a civilian council run the camps? It was a bad arrangement. The Relocation would go more smoothly if it were fish or fowl, but not both.

He put his glasses back on, rose and went to the kitchen for a beer. He reached into the Frigidaire, popped the bottle cap at the wall-mounted opener and drank a quarter of the brew in one gulp, knowing his inner argument was a pointless one. The Army was here, the War Relocation Authority was here and that was that. He moved through the little cabin's rooms, feeling Eshelmann everywhere. 

How did things go so wrong so fast between Doris Tebbe and him? She sure as hell didn’t try very hard to things easier. She was pissed from the moment he walked up behind her while she was at her archery.

"Screwed up right at the get-go," he said to himself.

Of course, her attitude had a lot to do with how she obviously felt about the Relocation. She didn’t simply dislike it, she was opposed to it. Grudgingly, he had to give her credit for the conviction he saw in her small, cool eyes. Especially since she wanted an appointment as a center administrator. Bet she had to fight tooth and nail for it, considering her views and her sex. There was a lot to admire about a woman like that, rather he liked her or not. 

He smiled a little, remembering how she bristled when he called the Relocation  necessary. Yeah, that one was his fault. He could have waited a day or two before delivering his little speech, but he was eager to test the waters. One way or the other, it had to be said. She had to know where he stood on the matter. The Relocation was necessary.

He thought about the newspapers and the official reports, warning of the dangers of subversive activity near coastal military installations. He thought of the accounts of angry, fear-struck Americans taking the war out on other Americans who happened to have yellow skin and almond eyes. He remembered a newspaper picture of the San Francisco Chinese with large lapel buttons reading "I AM CHINESE," hoping avoid being spat on or molested.  He took four more gulps, finishing off the beer.

He thought of the anguished faces of the transferees as they boarded the buses that morning at the assembly center. They knew less about their destination, Tulenar, than Max did.  He doubted there would be a single subversive in twenty busloads of Nisei and Issei; a true fifth columnist, the favored term these days for a disloyalist. One whose heart beats for Japan. One who might be willing to work subtly, seditiously for the sake of the emperor.

But that one possibility did exist, whether Max doubted it or not. And that one, theoretical subversive was dooming the whole coastal population of Japanese and their North American children -from southern California to northern Canada- to barbed wire and dormitories for as long as the war might last. Prison. Mrs. Tebbe no doubt thought of Tulenar as a prison, and she was right. Life was detestable at times like these. And there wasn't a goddamned thing a man could do about it.

He walked out the front door and stood on the little porch. The scent of the house's wood ambled past his nose. Tomorrow he'd try to find the time to unpack some of his personal things, spruce up the rooms, add some comforts. 

He looked out at the administration building of the assembly center. Then his gaze wandered to the dormitories, where the transferees were housed with nothing to do but wait on the Army's decision to bus them to Tulenar. He couldn't see well past the administration building. The golden lights of the dormitory windows seemed fuzzy and distant.

He lifted his face to the black sky, the stars too small for his wounded eyes to discern. But the moon was easy to see, half-born and moving to maturity.

Chapter 4

Tulenar Internment Camp

Midmorning.  Full Moon.

The new arrivals -over two hundred of them- squinted at Doris, perched on the little grandstand, the morning sun relentlessly in their eyes. Paper tags tied to the fronts of jackets, shirts and blouses twisted in the gusty breeze. Evacuees were told the tags ensured that family members wouldn't be inadvertently separated. True. But this was a secondary value. Doris had no doubt her charges understood the real advantage of having the internees neatly reduced to numerical code.

Elsewhere in the melee of people, stood long tables overburdened with suitcases and duffel bags. The camp's Interior Security Police -Nisei, mainly, but overseen by WRA supervisors- checked batches of luggage for any contraband that may have slipped past Lakeside Assembly Center. Nearby, an official pulled a Kodak from a steamer trunk and handed it to the supervisor, who said to the guilty woman, "I'm sorry, Ma'am. Photographic equipment is not allowed." Doris raised her megaphone and her voice over the woman's protests to begin her speech.

"Good morning. I'm Mrs. Doris Tebbe, Center Administrator for Tulenar. The War Relocation Authority hopes to make your stay here as comfortable as possible and wishes to reassure you that the government is doing everything it can to make this stay as brief as possible. To the east are the registration tables. Besides registering, if you have any loose ends regarding your homes or property storage, any questions about the security of your monetary assets, the registrars will direct you to the Federal Reserve Bank's station. You will also receive information about your coupon allotments. After you’ve registered, you will be escorted to your assigned dormitory blocks.

"Conditions here are not as monotonous as at the assembly center. Most of the blocks have well-supplied recreation halls, many have playgrounds with swings, monkey bars and volleyball nets. Several have libraries and toy loan centers. And there are plans for a Shibai Theatre to be erected within the next few months. There are also many positions to be filled, such as medical and academic, farming and food production, our local printing press. Once you are settled into your quarters, staff interviewers will visit to discuss all the options. May I stress, however, that no one is required to work, and that the War Relocation Authority will indeed carry out its obligation to see to your needs. But for those who wish to help improve the quality of life here at Tulenar, there are many paying options. Salaries begin at $14.00 a month. Now please step over to registration."

Twice more she had to deliver her speech. Twice more she heard the startled complaints crackle through the masses: More registration!  How many times must we line up and be counted? At last Doris could step off the stand, the long day still ahead of her. She made her way over to the high school.  

Classes were not yet in progress, but the long, flat structure was taking in and returning a steady stream of people, both evacuee and staff, readying the place for the coming school year. It would have been an almost homey sight, actually, except for one thing...whitewash graffiti scrawled across the tarpaper: JAP PRISON. SET US FREE.

It wasn't the first case of vandalism since the camp opened. Probably wouldn't be the last. And her heart wasn't really in the dead-end task of trying to find the culprits but she was, after all, Center Administrator. A few of the Issei had requested something be done, and the present WRA head of the internee's police force, a fellow by the name of Eaves, was less than enthusiastic about his duties.
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