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For those seeking refuge today. May you find open doors and open arms.



PART ONE




PROLOGUE

EMI KATO

OCTOBER 1943

Emi Kato had always liked boats. She’d been sailing on them since she could hold her head up, and had grown to feel like they were the most authentic place for her to be—floating on water between countries.

At twenty-one, she’d embraced her status as a wanderer, though her parents encouraged her to call it journeying. They often reminded Emi that the family was perpetually heading abroad not for curiosity’s sake, but for her father’s important career. Norio Kato was a Japanese diplomat, and Emi, his beloved only child. Her circumstance, always wedged right between her elegant parents, meant she’d been packed up like a suitcase since she was small, transported to countries so different from hers that they felt inverted. Over time, she learned that they’d slowly rotate, eventually becoming an extension of her home.

But in the fall of 1943, Emi’s world had rotated the wrong way. After four years in America, she found herself standing on a boat quite unlike the luxury ocean liners of her childhood. Crowded in like a matchstick, she was being forced to sail back to Japan and into the uncertainty of war.

For two hours, Emi had been moving restlessly around the massive Swedish ocean liner, bracing herself in the cold as she tried to get as close to the bow as possible. Finally, unable to remain polite any longer, she jostled a young couple that had stood as firm as figureheads for the last thirty minutes, and thrust her thin frame past them and into the railing, ignoring their protests. She hoped that if she stared straight ahead, she might experience even a fleeting sense of freedom, a feeling she’d been desperate for since 1941, when she was corralled away from her home in Washington, D.C.

Emi looked out at the line where the ocean met the sky and was mesmerized by the perfect, threadlike offing. In a few moments, just past dusk, as the massive white boat floated through the warm waters of the Southern Hemisphere, the water and the evening sky would blur the line and blend into a pigmented squid-ink blue. She watched the world in front of her, the horizon line now impossible to discern, and thought that even when men were trying their best to become monsters, nature refused to give in. What was beyond her couldn’t be easily altered by human stupidity.

Emi turned around on the illuminated boat deck and looked down at her dirty black loafers, the toes almost worn through. Before she left America, her father had written and said that all the women in Japan, even the ones of a certain ilk, were wearing monpe, the baggy cotton pants donned by farmers, and not to bother with anything but her shabbiest clothes. Practicality and warmth was all she need be concerned about in Japan. Since the boat was so dirty, Emi had started dressing for war already, though she would have to wait until she was home to buy what he’d recommended. She frowned at the thought of herself in the shapeless baggy trousers. What a long way it was from her old life of tailored dresses and starched school uniforms.

“Where are we?” her mother asked quietly. She’d come up behind her daughter and placed her hands on Emi’s slight shoulders, interrupting her worries. Where Emi was tall and confident, her mother, Keiko, was delicate and quiet, with a ghostly pale face and nearly black eyes. An expert at floating through life effortlessly, she always seemed to materialize out of nowhere. “We’ve been on this boat for so long it’s starting to feel like they’re taking us the wrong way around the world.”

Emi turned around and watched her mother rub her temples with her thin, papery hands. They looked dry and tight—surely from all the time they’d spent in the sun—as if they might creak like a door hinge when she folded them. Her fragile fingers reminded Emi of the part of the world they just left. She hoped to never see it again. “We are enclosed in barbed wire,” Keiko had written to her best friend when they’d arrived in the American Southwest. Emi had leaned over her shoulder and told her not to bother complaining. That the censors would black out all the important words anyway, especially the grievances.

“I think we’re near Africa,” said Emi, turning back around and leaning closer against the railing. They weren’t supposed to get so close to the edges of the ship, her mother reminded her. The crew was afraid a wave might bump the thin Japanese women right off the boat. Or that they’d pitch themselves overboard in a fit of anxiety.

“Africa?” said Keiko, trying to move her daughter back a few inches. She grabbed the sleeve of her gabardine coat, which had been in the bottom of a suitcase since the spring of 1942. “You know better than to say something so ill-informed. Where in Africa?”

“South Africa,” said Emi, squinting in the darkness and taking a tiny step back to appease her mother. “Port Elizabeth. On the coast between Cape Town and Durban. I don’t know a thing about the town past its geography so we shall see what it brings.”

“I doubt that,” said her mother, reaching up and resting her hand on her daughter’s head. “Despite your charm, they’re not going to let you sightsee on this stop.”

Emi moved her forehead back so that Keiko’s hand slipped off. She was in the mood to shut out the world as best she could, even her mother’s comforting touch. “I’m sorry, Mama,” she said. “I’m desperate to be alone.”

“Come back down soon,” said Keiko, giving her daughter some space. “If you haven’t noticed, it’s about to storm.” She pointed to the choppy water and said, “You’re only feet from plunging into the ocean and I’m not dressed for mourning, so please don’t sink to the bottom. Not tonight.” Emi nodded and went to move her long black hair out of her face, the strands, hard with salt water, clinging to her skin like octopus tentacles.

“Be careful,” said Keiko, pulling Emi back a few more inches before leaving her to herself.

Despite years of her mother pecking over her appearance, Emi cared very little about how she looked, a privilege granted to the beautiful. She let Keiko and her amah choose her clothes until she turned sixteen and, surprisingly, had never adopted the vanity they thought she would. But recently, she’d grown aware of how weeks on a crowded ship could make a person unsightly. She saw plainly how gaunt her body had become, how her cheekbones looked jagged and hollow, her breasts flat, her stomach concave. And she knew that she smelled like the boat, too, giving off the sharp scent of salt water and sweat with every step she took.

At the sound of thunder close by, Emi and the other passengers on deck craned their necks, imagining the storm clouds starting to collect overhead like a swarm of hungry birds. Emi looked at the other tired Japanese passengers around her, as pale and gaunt as she, and was glad that the whistling wind and increasingly choppy water drowned out their sounds. She didn’t want to focus on where she was at present, but where boats had taken her before—to London, Vienna, Berlin—the cities she had multiplied in.

It wasn’t just her cells that had expanded over the years; it was her spirit. In Europe, she’d shed the skin of a girl with finite possibilities and become one who spoke three languages, who was as happy out of her country as in, who could discover the world and fall in love with it, without the boundaries of her nation, or gender, getting in the way. She had managed to remain that girl until the war broke out and suddenly her future became uncertain, riddled with fear and anxiety.

“Wien,” she said out loud in German as the water started to splash onto the deck. She’d been speaking English for the last four years and the word sounded strange on her tongue.

Vienna. It was the place she missed the most.

The wind was starting to get too strong for her to stay on deck. A moment more, Emi thought, and laid her head down on her prime spot of railing, her left cheek cold against her intertwined hands. She was well aware that Vienna might not exist in a few years. And if it did, it certainly wouldn’t be her Vienna.

“But I lived there once,” she whispered, remembering the sweeping view of several ornate Gothic buildings from her family’s apartment windows. The St. Stephan’s Cathedral spires, the tarnished brass dome, the tower with its swinging bell cast from cannons—these were as familiar to her as her childhood home.

And Leo. The best part of Vienna was of course Leo Hartmann.

For two years, he was the fuel that fizzed inside her, racing through her electric blue veins like the most perfect disease. He had defined her adolescence in Vienna and helped keep the realities of what was happening in the city away. But even a love as new and rope-strong as Emi and Leo’s couldn’t push war away forever. In 1938, hate took over the gray city like a fire bathed in oxygen.

It was the year that the world started melting at the edges, tolerance receding through the cracks, unable to be saved.

Emi thought it couldn’t get worse than 1938, but two years later, her own Japan aligned themselves with the Third Reich, and with that decision came the culpability of Emi Kato.

It had nothing to do with her, Keiko had said countless times, helping her daughter into bed the night the news broke that Japan signed the Tripartite Pact with Germany and fascist Italy. They had done all they could to help the Hartmanns, and Leo’s fate was anything but her fault.

“But we are contributing to it!” she had yelled. “Father is! He works for the government. Our family—we are all complicit now!” Tears had swallowed her words as her mother had tried repeatedly to assure her that Leo would be safe.

“He won’t be,” Emi had moaned. “It’s 1940. No one is safe, especially not him.”

But despite the feverish guilt that Emi felt about Japan’s alliance with Germany, Leo didn’t blame her. He assured her in his letters that of course he was able to separate her from the machinery of the Japanese government. They were both victims of circumstance.

It had been four years since she’d lived in Vienna, since she’d seen Leo, but before she was forced to move from the East Coast, they had written to each other weekly. Now that was all she wanted. To be able to talk to him again, if only through ink stains.

But did she deserve to? The thought nagged at her as she shifted her feet on the slippery deck, bracing herself against the weather. Would her new shame be painfully apparent in her letters?

She shut her eyes, wincing with guilt.

Why had she done it? It was just the situation she’d been forced into, she told herself. Locked in like a prisoner, desperate for company, for some sort of happiness. And Christian was so much like her. He was American, not Japanese, but he was a German-American. Almost as hated as she was. Besides, he was just a child. Not even eighteen. It wasn’t serious, not like Leo.

Christian Lange was a fling that should have been avoided. She could have avoided it, she scolded herself. But she didn’t. Because, if she was honest, there was something about him that she was feverishly drawn to, something she needed in those painful months, locked inside their peculiar desert prison, that only he could give.

Emi looked out at the water, and despite the darkness engulfing the boat, felt certain that they were approaching South Africa. It had been days since they’d seen land. How far behind her Christian and Leo both were now. She was no longer buoyed by love or lust, the dual forces that had carried her through the uncertainty of the last four years. All she had were the wood and steel of the boat keeping her alive and the deep black water she hoped would deliver them safely back to Japan.

“And then what?” she asked her mother, finally inside the boat, safe from the carrying wind. “What happens once we’re home?”

“What else?” Keiko said, smiling sadly. “Survival.”



CHAPTER 1


CHRISTIAN LANGE

JANUARY 1943

River Hills, Wisconsin, boasted nights marked by silence, as if everyone inhabiting the curling streets was lying peacefully asleep, pink mouths slightly agape, breathing one collective breath. Villages and towns had sprung up all along Lake Michigan over the years, but only River Hills began with the promise that residents’ palatial homes would be concealed by the area’s wild verdancy. Houses were built on lots no smaller than five acres, hidden down winding driveways, behind a camouflage of trees. The village’s founders had reasoned that wealth and nature should exist in perfect tranquility, and the 560 inhabitants who had sunk their roots there agreed.

So when a sharp knock on the double front door jolted awake the three residents of 9000 River Road on a still January night, they never would have guessed that it wasn’t the pounding of dreams arousing them but rather something more: a tiny fracture in their reality.

Just one week before, the Lange family had ushered in 1943 with champagne and the pleasant tinkling of laughter. In the company of the esteemed congressman from Wisconsin’s fourth district with the long Polish name—who said he could only stay for an hour and one drink, but stayed for five and a few bottles—the family had moved excitedly through the house, greeting their guests, buzzing with anticipation for the new year.

But it wasn’t just the congressman who gave their soiree its clout. River Hills’ most glamorous young wives, and the men who made Milwaukee run, had also walked through the Langes’ front door, greeted by the family with the warmth reserved for old friends. They were somebodies who would always remain somebodies, Franz and Helene Lange thought to themselves, just like they did every year when they opened the door for the first guest. Hadn’t the war proven that? Even the owner of the city’s baseball club and his glamorous horsewoman of a wife, who still wore her mink sable, had stopped by for nearly thirty minutes. And when they left, light as champagne corks, they’d said they were reluctant to go, as the Langes’ would surely be the best party of the night. Helene had blushed and said, “Of course it won’t be. With your circle of friends?” But she knew they were right. She and her husband did throw a wonderful party. Helene was sure of that.

She wasn’t skilled at everything, but Helene Lange was an accomplished hostess. She knew to always have double the amount of food per guest, as even those who declined would end up coming, and to have the waiters refill the drinks before they were half-consumed. “A party feels wrong in these uncertain times,” a few guests had said when they arrived, but that sentiment was forgotten when they saw the sizzling suckling pig with rosemary and garlic potatoes and caviar garnish being served in enormous quantities. Helene knew that during war, delicacies were appreciated even more.

It was true that all over the country, celebrations had been muted out of respect for the conflict raging abroad, but Helene and Franz were sure they were exempt from such behavior. Their annual New Year’s Eve party was buoyed by a decadence and happiness that floated above life’s annoyances and it shouldn’t be canceled because of what was happening thousands of miles away. More important, everyone associated the evening with Lange Steel, and that helped the family’s bank accounts swell.

Franz Lange, an engineer by trade, had founded Lange Steel only seven years after immigrating to the United States in 1921 and molded it into one of the Midwest’s largest producers of steel wire. For a company like Lange, war had been a boon, turning its profits ever upward. With peace nowhere in sight, forty-seven-year-old, perpetually power-hungry Franz was even thinking of expansion. On that New Year’s Eve, he and his graceful wife, Helene, had of course shared sympathetic thoughts for those fighting and prayers for families dealing with loss, but imagined the best was yet to come for them and their only child, Christian.

As the sound of a tree branch grazing a window echoed through the room, there was another knock on the door.

“Is your father in here?” the anxious voice of Helene Lange whispered from just outside Christian’s open bedroom door.

“He’s not with you?” Christian asked, his pitch newly baritone. He was already sitting up in bed, his goose feather pillows strewn across the floor next to him.

“He must have fallen asleep listening to the radio,” said Helene, looking around her son’s room as if she didn’t quite believe that her husband was not there.

“The news of the Russian troop movements in Stalingrad,” Christian reminded his mother. “He was listening to the report after supper.”

When the fist hit the door a third time, Christian pushed his blankets back, let them slide onto the carpeted floor, and stood up next to his mother. “Dad must be awake now—” he said. He stopped midsentence as they heard the distinct creak of their front door. Then a voice unmarked by a midwestern twang rang through the still house.

“You are Franz Lange?”

In River Hills, it was always a good thing to be Franz Lange. Franz Lange had a glamorous wife, a big house, and a son who grew more handsome with every sunrise. But from the sound of his voice, this night crawler did not care for Franz Lange.

For Christian, it was the note of callousness that snapped him wide awake. Suddenly, he knew who these men were. He had thought of them often in the past year, but they had seemed more like fictional characters, laughable villains in a police novel, not brusque men who could push into his home. His mother retied the belt of her thin pink robe, higher than usual since her stomach had grown noticeably larger over the holidays, and motioned to her son to follow her down the stairs.

There were many kinds of people in Milwaukee, but there was only one kind of person in River Hills—rich. And the two strangers standing in the Langes’ foyer did not look rich. One was tall and fair like the Lange men, the other dark-haired and stout, with a hairline that stopped just an inch above his shaggy eyebrows. Once inside, they had pulled out identification cards, showing they were who Christian had guessed: FBI agents. The shorter one was Smith, the taller Jakobsson. A Swedish name to match his yellow Viking hair, thought Christian, though his cheap suit undercut his good looks.

Christian felt himself grab on to his mother’s robe, a childish instinct that surprised them both. She reached for his hand.

“You all deaf? Family of mutes?” asked the shorter one. “We’ve been standing there knocking for damn near ten minutes. I was about to bust down the door. It’s snowing, you know?”

“I’m sorry,” Franz said, offering to take their coats, an offer that was rudely waved off. “It’s rather late. I’m afraid we were all sound asleep.”

“Sure you were.” Smith removed his hat and looked up at Franz. “We have permission to search your home, Mr. Lange. I’m sure you know why.”

“Because I am German and we are at war,” said Franz. “I am not ignorant of what is happening in the world.” He turned around and looked at his wife. “Helene, please, fetch our papers,” he said, a touch too haughtily given the circumstances. “He, Christian, is American,” he said of his son, who had remained a step behind his mother. Helene reluctantly let go of her son’s hand and rushed back up the carpeted hallway without a word, nodding for Christian to follow her. The two men walked farther inside.

While the family was prepared to watch the agents start turning the house upside down, searching every corner, every drawer—as they’d been told was their practice—all the men did at first was stroll through the rooms as if they were guests, examining the expensive furniture and peering out the window at the faint outline of the nearby Milwaukee River, only visible because of the night’s blue-tinted full moon.

Helene and Christian were allowed to change into day clothes, though when Christian emerged from his room without socks, it was clear his nerves had gotten the better of his dress sense. Helene, her red hair hastily pinned up, handed the taller man their alien registration cards, their German passports, and Christian’s American one.

“He is an American,” she said of her son, echoing her husband. “And we are legal residents.” She pointed at their photos and the round stamps embossed years ago in a bland government building in Milwaukee. “My husband is a pillar of this community,” she declared. “Franz Lange. Everyone here knows Franz Lange.”

Christian put his hand on her shoulder and gave it a slight squeeze, sure that trying to defend themselves was not the right course of action with such men. But Helene continued. “We are members of the country club,” she said, waving in its general direction. “The one on Range Line Road. The best in Milwaukee.”

Christian wished his mother would stop. She sounded desperate, and desperation made her sound guilty.

Jakobsson took the documents from her and flipped roughly through the small stamped pages, his fingers playing with the edges, then turned to study the expensive Karl Caspar drawing on the wall. The black-and-white depiction of Christ’s crucifixion, expertly framed in gold-painted wood, had been given by the artist to Franz’s wealthy parents years ago. “Your golfing habits,” Jakobsson said to Helene coldly, “are of no interest to me.”

To Helene, who had never succeeded in diluting her thick German accent, being a member of the Milwaukee Country Club was the ultimate badge of Americanness. The club was where she and her family celebrated the Fourth of July, where she and other housewives browned themselves—or reddened themselves, as in her case—by the large swimming pool. It was one of two at the club, she had written to her mother when they were first accepted as members. Her husband went as often as she did, playing golf and making important connections to build up Lange steel.

Franz had lost his accent much faster than Helene, had assimilated more rapidly, too, and she admired him almost too much for it. He had grown up in cosmopolitan Berlin and had started studying English much younger than she had, and in the right schools. He spoke German like an aristocrat, English first like an Englishman and now like an upper-crust American, and was even proficient in French. She was the daughter of a baker and had spent her childhood and adolescence in a rural town with chickens and a donkey named Aldo. She would never lose her accent.

Franz’s easy command of English was something he’d liked to show off when the two had started dating in Berlin. He was a young engineer, and she was a violin student at the Stern Conservatory.

Because of her reserve, Franz didn’t seduce her in the forthright way he had used—many times successfully—with other women. Instead, he went the playground route and teased her about the color of her hair, calling her Mrs. Tomato Soup in his proper English. The nickname stuck, and even years later he would use it when he had had too much wine and they were rediscovering each other in bed at night.

Their son had picked up on it, too, even though it was supposed to be reserved for private moments, and for some reason that silly name came to him now as he watched his mother standing rigidly under the light of the dining room chandelier. Tomato soup—that was as American as it got, wasn’t it? So why were the agents there?

The Lange family didn’t live in the predominantly German area of Milwaukee, Franz didn’t belong to the German Club, and he didn’t frequent beer halls full of immigrants. And while the three spoke the language to each other when alone, they always spoke English outside the house. Still, here were two brusque men walking around their home as if they were planning to measure the walls and move in.

Christian and his parents had talked about such visitations in whispers since the bombing of Pearl Harbor at the end of 1941. Since then, they had heard of some German nationals being arrested in Milwaukee, had been told how their houses were scoured by agents, but they weren’t their kind of people. And so few of them were being arrested in proportion to their numbers. There were millions of German-Americans in the United States. Surely, the Langes thought, the odds would protect them.

The Japanese were the ones being targeted, everyone said. Christian had heard the news reports, had seen pictures of white children in magazines holding up placards that read “Jap-hunting season” and “yellow peril.” Signs like that were all over California. Those people were at risk, not his parents. Not him. The images had made him feel sick, but part of him had been relieved it was them, thinking that it meant he had been spared. The Germans, the Italians, and the Japanese were all the enemies of the United States. The Axis, all allies.

Franz and Helene were so confident of their safety that they never shielded their son from their conversations. He should know what was happening in their country, in their state, and in the world at war, they thought, and he should trust that it would have almost no effect on him. No one would come for Franz, since he employed more than one hundred people, almost all American citizens. So by the time 1942 had wound down, the three Langes were sure they would safely ride out the war.

But here they were, and Christian was having trouble not thinking the worst. The draft age had been changed to eighteen the year before, but just a few months shy of his eighteenth birthday, he hadn’t been concerned. He had college ahead of him, not war. His parents had assured him that he would not be drafted, just as they assured him that the FBI would not knock on their door. Perhaps, thought Christian, they were wrong about both.

Christian watched the two men open the drawers in his father’s office, knocking about the wooden desk that he’d loved sitting at as a boy. They riffled through Franz’s papers as he stood there, looking foolish.

“What is it you are searching for?” Franz finally asked. “Surely the fact that we are German citizens is not enough reason for you to tear apart our home in the middle of the night.”

Christian looked away from the men, relieved that his father was finally standing up for his family.

“That’s more than enough, Mr. Lange,” said Jakobsson, the blue veins in his neck protruding with excitement. “We are at war with your country. Your rights, or these rights you assume incorrectly that you have, no longer exist. We can search whomever we please, whenever we please, if they are citizens of a country we are fighting against. If you’ve got a problem with that, take it up with J. Edgar Hoover.”

Smith, busy thumbing through Franz’s bank ledgers, raised his eyebrows at the sight of the high-six-figure balances.

“We’re looking for dangerous enemy aliens, and we are authorized to do all we need to find them,” Jakobsson went on, looking a little too long at a picture of Helene in a low-cut evening dress on Franz’s desk, her pale chest filling half the frame. “But to be frank with you, Mr. Lange,” he said, waving his arms around to indicate the house, “all this is ancillary. I don’t need to search this house. I don’t need these letters.” He flipped a few onto the floor. “Though I will be taking some of them with me.”

He folded a pile of documents and handed them to his colleague. Pausing a moment, he took the framed picture of young Helene. He ran his finger lewdly over the image before saying, “My real questions lie here.” He patted his worn briefcase and pulled it onto the desk, where he opened it slowly.

“This, Mr. Lange,” he said, pointing to the top of the pile of papers, “is a letter written by you to Fritz Kuhn, the head of the German American Bund. In it, you write all about your support of the Nazi Party and how you intended to help spread its message in America, particularly the Midwest, where President Franklin D. Rosenfeld has less influence. You even say proudly that you’ve funded programs for Nazi youth in Grafton, Wisconsin, for several years. Makes for a disturbing read.”

“You must be joking,” Franz said, reaching for the paper. Jakobsson pulled it away before he could touch it.

“I didn’t write any such letter,” Franz said firmly. “I would never say, or write, such things. And I have never had any interaction with Fritz Kuhn or the Bund.”

“Is this not your writing, Mr. Lange?” asked Jakobsson.

“No!” said Franz, trying to grab the paper again. Jakobsson pulled it out of his reach, obviously amused by his game.

“So you are not a member of the Bund? And you did not give money to the camp in Grafton in the thirties? What was it called?” he asked his colleague.

“Camp Hindenburg,” said Smith. “It was full of Nazi youth running around raising swastikas and hating Jews.”

“Right,” said Jakobsson. “That’s the place.”

“Of course not,” Franz said, struggling to remain polite, his body tense with restraint. “I have nothing to do with that camp or that Nazi group. I take great issue with its presence in America.”

Christian looked at his father, his square jaw tight, his light eyes starting to water from frustration. There had to be an explanation. He had never heard Franz say a positive word about the Nazis, but he had never been a rallying force against them, either.

“But you knew it was an American Nazi group. You just said so,” said Jakobsson, smiling.

“No, you said so,” Franz replied. “I’m repeating your words.”

“Yet there is this letter,” said Jakobsson, flicking the paper. “It looks quite a bit like your writing. I would call it identical.” He finally put it down on the desk next to a condolence letter that Franz had been composing to a colleague. The handwriting on the two documents—slanted to the left, big capitals, and almost illegible at the end of each sentence—was indistinguishable.

“Obviously, the letter to Kuhn is fraudulent,” said Franz, bending down to examine the heavy black script. “Someone is playing a malicious joke on me.”

“Obviously,” Jakobsson replied.

Christian and Helene moved closer to see the letter, Christian’s panic rising, but Smith kept them at a distance.

“I’m afraid it’s not just the matter of the letter,” said Smith stoically. “Two of your employees confided—after not much pressing—that they heard you make pro-Nazi statements in the office. And one claimed to have seen you spit on an American flag. Any recollection of using the Stars and Stripes as a spittoon?” he asked, running his hand back and forth on the desk, causing even more papers to fall.

“You are gravely mistaken,” said Franz, no longer succeeding in keeping his temper in check. “I love this country. My wife and I chose to build our lives together here and to have our son right here in Wisconsin. I am as much an American as I am a German.”

“No,” said Smith. “You are not an American and will never be.”

Helene stared at him as if he had taken her country club membership and pitched it in an incinerator.

“We could hunt through your house for contraband, but we have enough to arrest you right now,” Smith said to Franz, the agent’s forehead beginning to sweat as the warm air of the Langes’ house caught up with him.

“You intend to arrest me because of false information. A forged letter. Now. At four o’clock in the morning in front of my wife and son,” said Franz.

“Yes,” said Smith flatly. “Yes to the arrest. As for the grounds, you can argue what you want during your trial.”

A trial, thought Christian. So there was a chance for his father. He, with his eloquence, would be able to explain everything.

“But this is all hearsay,” said Franz. “Clearly someone planted these forged materials in my office. A competitor. Or a disgruntled employee. Isn’t that obvious!”

“Are many of your employees disgruntled?” Jakobsson asked from across the room. “And the handwriting. Identical to yours. The same slant, written with a left hand,” he said, walking back over and moving the paper closer to Franz’s face. “There’s a smudge here made by the side of your hand, just as there is on the other letter.”

“It is not impossible to forge someone’s writing. To smudge a letter with the side of a palm!” Franz said, pushing the paper away angrily.

“And how would you know that?” asked Smith.

“Because I know that, just as you do. Because of common sense.”

Jakobsson laughed and looked at Helene, who was standing with her back to the wall. “Mrs. Lange,” he said, “your husband is not the only one who brought us to this house tonight. You did, too.”

“What?” asked Helene, stunned, reaching out for Christian, who was across the room.

“Did you make a wire transfer of eight thousand dollars to a Mrs. Jutta Köhler on the eleventh of October, 1942?” Smith asked her, having trouble looking away from her dress, which had loosened at the neckline after it had been tied in haste.

“Did I what? Do what? Send money to Jutta?” she said, rushing to her husband’s side. “How do you know Jutta?”

“She is your cousin. Jutta Köhler, maiden name Braun. You grew up together near Aachen, Germany,” said the agent, not explaining how he knew who Jutta was or that Helene had sent her money. “She has two daughters, a husband, and an elbow that has been broken twice. So answer the question. Did you send Mrs. Köhler eight thousand dollars?”

“Yes, I did. Yes,” Helene replied, flustered. She looked at her husband, who was quite aware that she had sent the money. He had allowed it, in fact, since he was the one who earned and meticulously managed all the household’s money. “But I did so legally. It was when I was on a trip to New York,” she reminded Franz. “I sent it through the German consulate there. If it was meant for anything corrupt, why would I have sent it through the consulate?”

Smith shook his head.

“I don’t care if you sent the cash by paper airplane. Your cousin, as I’m sure you are aware, is a member of the Nazi Party,” he said. “You supporting her financially is you supporting them.”

“A Nazi? No. Jutta is just a housewife. The wife of an elementary school teacher. She makes her own clothes and bakes bread for the church every Sunday. She has never done a thing out of turn in her life,” said Helene, starting to panic. “Her husband lost his job because he wasn’t in the party. Jutta was in need of money, and we have it to give. Why should I not send some to her? I could not refuse her. Franz?” she said, looking desperately at her husband.

“Wasn’t in the party?” asked Smith. “He’s since joined. Probably got his job back, too, and not needing your money anymore.”

“Mr. and Mrs. Lange, you’ll be leaving with us right away,” said Jakobsson, cutting the conversation short. “We will come back for your son in the morning. Pack your things tonight,” he told Christian. “And don’t even think about running.”

“For him?” said Helene, her eyes full of tears. “But he must come with me!” she screamed, pulling him closer.

“He can’t,” Jakobsson barked. “He’ll be going to the Milwaukee Children’s Home.”

“But you don’t need Christian!” Helene protested, her shock edging toward hysteria. “You can’t take him! Franz, do something!” she shouted.

“We aren’t arresting your son. Control yourself,” said Smith. “He’s a minor, so he can’t live here alone, can he? We’ll bring him to the Children’s Home in a few hours. And he’ll stay there until . . .” His voice trailed off, and Christian knew that Smith didn’t know anything more definite. Until the war ended? Until he turned eighteen? “Until” was open-ended for him now.

“But you can’t put him there! In that awful place with those street children!” said Helene, growing more frantic. The ribbon on her neckline had slipped totally open, exposing her ample flesh.

“I don’t think you understand, Mrs. Lange,” Smith said, his voice more sympathetic than Jakobsson’s as he eyed her body.

“She understands perfectly,” said Franz, putting his hand on Helene’s back. “She just doesn’t want to be separated from her only son, and neither do I. Can’t there be another way? I am contributing to the war effort for this country, my adopted country. If you arrest me, what will happen to my company and all my employees? Have you considered that?”

“We’ve taken care of it,” said Smith. “Spoke to a second in command. Or was it a third? Whoever it was, he assured us he’d keep your company running. Maybe better than you’ve been running it.”

“But where are my parents going?” Christian broke in, finally finding his voice while his father looked as if he might choke over what he’d just heard.

“Prison, for now,” Smith said, with his back turned to him.

With that, he deftly handcuffed the elder Langes, not letting them hug their son before their arms were locked behind them.

“You can’t arrest me like this,” Franz protested, twisting his hands. “You haven’t followed any sort of protocol.”

“There is no protocol,” said Smith. “You, as a German citizen, have no rights at all. That’s what happens during war.”

“We will take this,” said Jakobsson, unplugging the expensive E. H. Scott radio in Franz’s study.

Helene, despite her handcuffs, suddenly turned and began to walk up the stairs. Smith instinctively reached for her arm to stop her but she shook him off and kept going, screaming about the upstairs radios. He hurried after her, grabbing her arm firmly, but Franz shouted in a panic.

“Leave her! She’s pregnant!”

“Suddenly every German woman is fragile and pregnant,” said Smith, stopping on the stairs and reluctantly letting go of Helene.

“She is pregnant!” Christian confirmed, running to his mother.

“Yeah, I got it, she’s pregnant,” said Smith, not even glancing at Helene or her neckline after he succeeded in getting her back downstairs.

Christian gripped her shoulders and thought of the night his parents had told him about the baby. They had called it the happiest of accidents, as doctors had always told Helene that after Christian’s difficult birth she would not be able to have more children. But here she was, in her forties, pregnant again.

He kissed her wet cheeks, draped her coat over her shoulders, then watched as his parents were pushed toward the door.

The sun was just starting to lift over the horizon as the agents walked Franz and Helene out of the house. The neighbors were not in their beds anymore, were no longer breathing their collective breath. They were driving their cars slowly down the road, noses to the windows, watching Franz and Helene Lange being taken away by the FBI. And in the light of day, they would watch as their son was driven away, too.



CHAPTER 2


EMI KATO

JANUARY 1940–MAY 1941

Despite her fluency in English, Emi Kato had never been drawn to America. “A country as old as a toddler?” she’d said to her father in 1938 when he disclosed that they might be posted there after Vienna. “I won’t like it—not enough history. Strange accents,” she’d added, as they sat surrounded by an icy winter day in Vienna and the warm comfort of their large eighteenth-century apartment and its three marble fireplaces. “Why not Paris?” she suggested. “I’ve always wanted to live in Paris.”

“I speak English and German, like you,” he’d reminded her. “They will never send me to Paris. You’ll have to find your own way there. Maybe in the freight hold of a banana boat,” he said, eyeing her wrinkled white school shirt. After teasing his daughter playfully for a few moments, pushing her to try an American accent, his tone grew serious.

“If I am sent to Washington, we will go,” he said. A year later, they were in the nation’s capital.

Emi had never set foot in a place as untamed as America and though she wouldn’t admit it to her ever-curious father, she was intimidated by the vastness of such a country.

“You? Your English is perfect. I’m afraid no one will understand me,” said Keiko on the boat over, one of the most luxurious they’d traveled on yet. “British English with a Japanese accent and grammatical errors. I won’t even be able to buy bread.”

“I’ll buy the bread,” said Emi.

She had grown used to being the mouthpiece for her mother over the years, a habit that started on her father’s first assignment in London, when Emi was only five years old. There she was sent to a British school for girls, where she wore a uniform so starched by the family’s amah that she had to wet the collar down or her neck would itch until it turned purple. After school, Keiko and her amah would pick her up and drag her to piano lessons, as Keiko assumed it was what Western girls did. She forced Emi to practice until she was far and away her esteemed teacher’s best student.

After lessons—because Keiko’s English was still poor despite a year in London, while Emi had picked it up like a child catching a cold—she dragged her mother by the hand all over the city. For three years, Emi spoke and lived like a Japanese child with her parents, but like a British one in public. Then the Katos moved to Berlin and Emi was put into German school, where she continued to float to the top. She learned German, just as she had learned English. And just as she had led her mother around London, she did the same in Berlin.

By the time she was sixteen and had reached Vienna, she was fluent in German, which was a pleasant surprise for her parents. Somewhat unintentionally, Norio and Keiko Kato had raised a fiercely independent, worldly young woman. Emi could tell that her parents, though they had started bringing up marriage and children after she’d reached twenty, were proud of the way she’d turned out. By 1939, Keiko’s English was near fluent, but Emi knew that she still liked it when her daughter spoke first when they entered a restaurant or a shop, always enjoying her daughter’s upper-crust British accent.

As they made their way from their first-class cabin to the dining room for dinner on the boat that night, Emi took her mother’s hand, happy that they were still packing her up like a little suitcase wedged between them.

Though Keiko had been trying for years to have Emi crop her hair like she had, chin length and waved in the front, Emi still wore hers long and straight, refusing to change it. She wasn’t sure why she was so uncompromising about the cut; perhaps she liked the rebellion more than the hairstyle. On this cool night on their ocean crossing, she had put it up for dinner at her mother’s insistence and was wearing one of her best dresses—that part she didn’t mind. After two years in Vienna, she was used to formality, and despite resisting her mother’s plans for her hair, had come to enjoy the nice affairs her father’s job allowed them.

But Washington was not Vienna. The Kato women soon learned that in America, the diplomatic world was far less extravagant than in Europe.

It took Emi and Keiko some time to adjust to their new landscape after their arrival in 1939. Though they both thought it would be very much like England, the language was the only similarity they felt. The people were much more outspoken, and the city did not have the cosmopolitan flair that London had. “For all the embassies being here, it doesn’t feel very international,” said Emi, who was always looking for faces that resembled hers.

In two years, Emi grew to like the city as much as someone whose heart was somewhere else could. She made a few friends at her all-girls Catholic school in a Maryland suburb, but she did not bother to get close to anyone. On the family’s first posting abroad, to London, Emi had made many friends, too young to realize that she would have to give them all up in a few years. In Berlin, the Katos’ next posting, she was accepted at her all-girls school with the same kindness and genuine fascination she had received in London, but she became more reserved with her friendships as her heart still stung with the pain of leaving her British community behind. And when she moved to Vienna, she had reached an age where all she wanted was a small circle of friends. But when she met Leo, that circle tied itself into a knot. All Emi wanted was Leo.

In Washington, though her classmates did not treat her with hostility or spite, they all took a few months to warm to her presence, and the reception never heated past tepid. The girls’ indifference, compared to what she had encountered in Europe, bothered Emi at first, but she soon realized that she preferred to return to her apartment near the National Zoo after school and dream about Leo anyway. So Emi went to school, was civil with her classmates who were civil to her, but after years in Washington, she still did not have any true friends.

Leo and Emi wrote to each other every Friday, though the letters did not always make it across the ocean. Still, Emi read the ones she received until the paper was nearly translucent. She took them to school, she read them in the bath. She was never without a letter from Leo somewhere on her person. The Katos’ apartment in Washington overlooked the south part of the zoo and Emi could sometimes see giraffes milling around their small sandy enclosure while she bathed, letter from Leo in hand. It was her favorite thing about the city.

“You shouldn’t spend all your years here locked in your room,” Keiko advised, eyeing Emi’s letter resting on her floral coverlet and her glossy pictures of Vienna’s landmarks hanging on the wall. It was January 1940 and Emi was leaving the apartment much less than she had when they’d first arrived, choosing to spend her time with the comfort of her memories.

Emi looked at her mother skeptically. “And you?” she asked.

“Yes, I know. I don’t go out that often, either,” Keiko admitted.

“Almost never unless you’re with father,” said Emi.

“But the world doesn’t need to see me. You’re young and beautiful. And unmarried. Don’t waste those fleeting things locked up in here staring at pictures of a city across an ocean.”

“No one thinks I’m beautiful here,” Emi said plainly, flipping over onto her back and kicking off her stiff school shoes. “In Europe we were interesting. The Japanese family. People wanted to get to know me, would seek me out at school. Here, everyone speaks to me with caution. First they’re skeptical, amazed that I can speak English. Then their eyes follow me around the restaurant, or wherever I am, like I’m some exotic bird they’ve never seen before. I can tell they don’t know what to make of me and their conclusion is mostly the same. They don’t want to speak to me, but if I stay quiet and try to blend into the wallpaper, they won’t talk about me.”

“You’re exaggerating as usual,” said Keiko, but Emi could tell by her voice that she was experiencing similar reactions from the Americans. They had previously talked about the stares they had received, the comments, though Keiko was hesitant to ever speak ill of anyone, even strangers. But she had been willing to talk about her shock at the treatment of Negroes in America. “They hate them,” she’d said to Emi one night when they’d returned from a family dinner in a hotel and seen a young Negro man berated by a white woman outside the restaurant, slapped across the face in the middle of the sidewalk. “They forced them into this country and yet despise them for still being here. They like their dogs better. Even the ugly dogs.”

Emi had agreed, as shocked as her mother was at the racial divides in America. “A bit like us and the Koreans,” Emi pointed out.

“Oh no, Emi, I don’t think so,” Keiko had replied, refusing to admit that the Japanese had their own brand of bigotry. “Besides, it’s not like that in the diplomatic community. We are open-minded, curious people. Educated. Especially the wives,” she said smiling.

“But I’m not in the diplomatic community,” Emi reminded her. “I’m at a small school in Maryland with people who have known each other since they were babies. Maybe it would be different if we lived in California, where there are many more Japanese. Erika Adachi said it was much better there. They used to live in Los Angeles—she and her American mother—while Takeo was at the consulate.”

“You are almost done with school, Emiko, for good. And we are not going to California,” said Keiko. She folded one of Emi’s dresses and sat on her bed, too. “I admit, sometimes I do wish your amah Megumi was still with us. More for my sake than yours. Her English was poor but she was so tough. Stubborn, too. I think she’d do much better with the stares and the questions than I do.”

Megumi had sailed back to northern Japan before the family left for Washington in 1939. In America, the diplomatic corps did not employ amahs as they did in other countries, and Emi had said goodbye to hers tearfully, knowing that at seventeen, she was too old for one anyway, but not wanting to let her companion go.

“She must have given you your toughness,” said Keiko. “Because despite your hesitation to go out and get to know the city, your annoyance with strangers’ behavior toward you, you’re the strongest person I know. Please try to remain that way.”

“Okay, Mama,” said Emi putting away her latest letter from Leo, making sure the exotic stamps weren’t peeling off the envelope. She folded it and placed it at the corner of the bed, running her hands over the return address. “I promise I’ll leave the house more.”

Emi did start to venture out with more frequency after the winter of 1940 melted away, writing to Leo about the things she liked about Washington—the low marble buildings, the streets inspired by European grids, the humidity that reminded her of Tokyo weather. Sometimes they wrote to each other of war, of their fears about what was happening in Vienna, but they’d agreed to focus mostly on the good in their lives.

There was far more good for Emi than Leo in 1940, especially after she turned eighteen and graduated from high school that spring, but when Japan signed the Tripartite Pact in September, Emi couldn’t help but write to Leo expressing her shame. He dismissed it as bad judgment on the part of the Japanese, and they tried to turn their correspondence back to their positive tone, but so much more was to come.

Pearl Harbor.

The attack on Hawaii in December 1941 changed the lives of every American with Japanese ancestry. But first, it was the Japanese diplomats who were zeroed in on for dismissal.

Emi was too distraught to write to Leo about what was happening to them, but he still wrote to her, knowing to send his letter to her father at the Japanese Embassy instead of to their home. In the last letter Emi received from Leo, he wrote, “You have nothing to do with them. To me, you are still the good that exists in the world.”

But the American people, especially President Roosevelt, did not agree. After Pearl Harbor, the diplomats’ families were shut inside their apartments, while the men were at the embassy trying to understand their new position, living and working in an enemy nation.

“They’ll treat us well,” Keiko assured Emi the first night they spent alone. Emi, stunned and nearly silent since the news of the attack broke, was sharing her mother’s bed, and trying to understand why Japan had made such a foolish choice. She knew quite a bit about Japan’s history with America, as her father talked about little else since moving to Washington. She knew the Americans did not approve of Japan’s recent occupation of southern Indochina, putting massive pressure on the Japanese to pull out. Japan had refused and the United States had frozen its oil exports. But Japan had not relented, moving deeper into Southeast Asia, occupying Saigon. Even with what she knew about the different power struggles, what she was most desperate to know was if her father had been aware in advance that the Japanese military was going to attack Pearl Harbor. Did he know before the bombs hit how much their lives—and the world—were about to change?

She could tell that her mother was thinking the same thing. “Try to get some sleep,” she said, holding Emi close to her, curled up like they used to years ago, before Emi was a head taller. “No one will hurt us. They have to treat us well. They want to get their American diplomats out of Japan—alive—as badly as they want to send us back.”

“What does a bomb do to you?” Emi asked, trying not to shake in her mother’s arms. “How do you die? Do you explode? Are you burned alive? Is it instant? Or does your body melt from the heat, your organs slowly giving out one by one?”

“I don’t know,” said Keiko, stroking Emi’s hand. “It can’t be good, however it is. Let’s just pray for the souls of the dead and hope that the Japanese are right. That there is an important reason behind the bombs and gunfire.”

Emi knew her mother would never say that the Japanese could be wrong, but nothing felt right about what was happening. She knew that the bombs and torpedoes had mostly killed military men, but the radio reports said civilians, too, had died. Emi imagined herself walking alone, peacefully, somewhere as beautiful as Hawaii, and suddenly being blasted to her death, burned alive. She reached for her mother, knowing sleep was not coming soon. They were both aware that the entire country was now incensed, with intense hatred toward Japan.

The women spent a week locked inside their apartment, and no contact with Norio was allowed. They left the building only for short walks in the company of an FBI agent named Mark Rhodes, who was assigned to guard them. As Keiko predicted, though their freedom was gone, they were treated very well by Rhodes, who liked to talk about his love of teriyaki chicken and his children who lived in the Florida Keys with their no-good mother.

After a long week, Emi and Keiko were transferred along with the other diplomats’ families to the Japanese embassy on Massachusetts Avenue, a handsome Western-style stone building with a gold chrysanthemum adorning the front, where they were reunited with their husbands and fathers. The heavy steel gates were locked behind them as soon as the families were safely inside, since angry demonstrators had gathered nearby. The diplomats and their staff had not left the embassy since the news had broken.

“I’m in shock more than anything,” Norio said to his daughter when she was finally allowed to see him. He looked desperately in need of a shower and a change of clothes. His eyes were bloodshot and his hair, usually pushed back neatly with Brylcreem, and styled with a small wave on top, was falling across his forehead in every direction.

“But why did we attack Pearl Harbor?” asked Emi. “Did you know they were going to? The newspaper said over two thousand people died. Two thousand.”

“No, Emi. Not another word,” said Norio sternly, his white shirt stained and his custom-made suit wrinkled at every crease. His body, tall and straight like his daughter’s, was hunched with exhaustion. He repositioned his round metal glasses on his straight nose and repeated himself.

After a week in the embassy, living on top of each other and sleeping on makeshift beds, they were told that they’d be moving collectively to a luxury hotel in Hot Springs, Virginia, a rural town in the western part of the state, and that they would stay there until they sailed back to Japan. “But that could be in months,” a State Department official warned.

“Months!” said Emi as she collected her things and tried to make her hair look less oily at the crown. Her mother gave her a small wool hat, and she pinned it on, and pinched a little life into her cheeks with her cold hands.

“They don’t know precisely what will happen yet. Don’t panic,” said Keiko as she helped her daughter.

“I know what will happen,” said Emi. “We are about to become the new face of public humiliation.” Outside, they could see that a crowd had again gathered on the busy street, waiting to watch the imminent Japanese exile from the city.

When the embassy assembled everyone to leave, transferring them to idling buses to head to the train station, the demonstrators, mostly men dressed nicely in handsome winter coats and hats, let out a few angry shouts as soon as the front doors opened. Their hateful tone threw Emi off, the jeers causing her to trip over her mother’s valise, but it was nothing like what they faced when they arrived at Union Station.

Emi had worn her nicest traveling dress and cashmere coat with a fur collar, the same one she had worn when she’d first set foot on the luxury steamer to the United States. Her hair was dirty but covered and her shoes were shined, the heels not scuffed at all.

But all the people watching them at Union Station seemed to care about was the shape of their eyes.

She could see kids pulling their eyes at the corners, making them thinner and then laughing hysterically while their parents did nothing, at best. At worst, they shouted angrily at the group, drowning out their children’s laughter, using slurs Emi had become familiar with in the past few weeks. Japanazi. Blast the Japs. Yellow peril. Emi heard them all, coming from people who looked like the girls she had gone to school with, or their parents. Behind her, her own parents walked next to each other, her father ignoring the jeers and commenting on the handsome gold and white coffered ceiling of the station. He even pointed out a few birds that had made their homes in the carved pockets of plaster.

The FBI agents hurried them through the large station, telling them to board the private train that would take them to the Homestead Hotel.

Exhausted from having to remain stoic in the face of such hate—something her parents excelled at and she did not—Emi closed her eyes once she was in her seat, imagining that she was the type of person who could have spit in her hecklers’ faces. As sleep almost caught her, the corners of her mouth went up slightly. Wasn’t she that person? A little bit? She thought back to 1938. To Vienna. She had been then. It was just that she would never do anything to harm her father’s position. When she was with her parents, in the presence of the ambassador, she knew to play the part of the obedient daughter. That’s what they expected of her and she understood why. But in those moments where she was tried, and alone, she was the person who could slap someone right back.

Emi fell deeply asleep as the train whistled into Virginia, not waking up until the wheels slowed for their descent into Hot Springs.

“What a strange place,” Emi said as she looked out the window at the bare oak and maple trees, their branches frozen and unmoving against the gray sky. “Why would they put us out here? There’s nothing but trees.”

“I believe it’s called the countryside,” said her mother. “Not ‘nothing.’ ”

“They’d put us in a cave if they could,” she heard one of the wives say, an American with soft blond curls and a wonderful command of Japanese. “But then the American diplomats might get thrown into a ravine in Tokyo. So instead, we are here. You’ll see. It’s actually a very luxurious hotel. I stayed here with my parents as a girl.”

Her husband told her to stop gossiping, and before the train had come to a stop, the entire Japanese diplomatic community was on their feet, trying to ignore the fact that there were FBI agents and State Department employees hovering around them.

“I’m sorry to say,” the senior State Department official in charge announced before anyone had stepped off the train, “but we don’t have enough cars for all of you.” He ran his fingers through his gray hair nervously. “There are some people—people who live in town—who are waiting outside . . . who have come to watch all this. So for everyone’s safety, the men will walk together to the hotel and the women and children will take the cars.” They heard the train doors open and they were told that they could all disembark.

“The diplomats have to walk? Past all those people?” Emi asked her mother incredulously.

“Emiko, we are being interned! The Americans are not going to send Rolls-Royces for the men,” one of the Japanese wives said to Emi. She started to laugh until her eyes were watering, the tears moving straight down her face until they got trapped in her waxy red lipstick. “I’m sorry,” she said, waving her hand in front of her mouth. “I’m just very anxious. I don’t mean to bark at you.”

Her mother put her hand on Emi’s back reassuringly. “They’ll be fine,” she said, as they all tried to carry their luggage and themselves off the train.

As the women and children loaded into the cars, they could see a large group had indeed gathered to watch them, these far less sophisticated in appearance than the Washingtonians. They were in southern, rural America and that alone scared Emi. “Not again,” she grumbled to her mother as she waited to climb into a car with her. “The people in Washington already made it perfectly clear that it’s a miracle I can see out of the slits in my face. I don’t need to hear it twice.”

“Do not complain,” said her mother. “In fact, do not say another thing until we are locked in a room together inside the hotel. No sound at all.”

“The pretty ones are always obstinate,” said an older woman who was already in the backseat.

Emi looked at them both and frowned. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see another car idling with the back door open. The three oldest Shiga children were crammed inside. “I’ll ride with the Shigas,” Emi said turning around, squeezing herself into the backseat with them. Unlike Emi, the Shiga children had never lived in Japan before. Their mother was Canadian and they had spent most of their short lives following their father on postings or in Ottawa with their mother.

“You don’t fit, Emiko Kato,” said Mirai Shiga, the youngest, who had inherited her mother’s Canadian diction and curly hair.

Emi pulled her onto her lap, closed the door, and opened the window, resting Mirai’s arm on the ledge.

“Better now?” she asked the little girl.

“Better,” said Mirai, leaning back comfortably against Emi’s long frame.

The car was in a line, waiting for the others to start driving, and Mirai was starting to wiggle on Emi’s lap.

“You’re moving because you’re freezing,” her sister Anna said to her, pointing at the open window. “Close it before we all die.”

“No,” said Mirai stubbornly, letting her arm dangle out of it as the car finally roared off.

Emi and the Shiga children all looked straight ahead out of instinct as they drove close to the crowd of townspeople. Even though Mirai was just five years old, she was already trained to act with decorum when insults were being fired at you.

“Don’t worry,” said Emi as the car puttered slowly in line with the others. “They’re all staying quiet. Not like in Washington.”

But just as Emi finished her sentence, she felt something small and sharp hit her neck. She put her hand to it, wondering if something in the car had stabbed her, perhaps a piece of metal in the seat.

“Ow!” Mirai suddenly screamed, wrestling herself off Emi’s lap and falling on her older sister. Emi felt another sting and then another before she had the sense to roll the window up. Right next to her on the seat was a piece of gravel. Someone in the silent crowd was pelting them with it.

“What was that?” asked Anna, looking at her little sister.

“I don’t know,” said Emi, answering for her. “It’s the wild countryside out here. Just things flying through the air. Don’t worry. The window’s closed now.”

Mirai climbed back into Emi’s lap. A small red mark on her cheek started to show and she rubbed it against Emi’s coat. “I don’t like the countryside,” she said, putting her thumb in her mouth.

“Me neither,” said Emi, relaxing only when the crowd was far behind them.

“Are you scared to go to Japan?” Mirai asked Emi as the beautiful, sprawling brick hotel came into view. It had several buildings attached together, the largest a ten-story tower dotted with loggias, all brick with white accents, so thick and shiny that they looked frosted on. It looked far better than the prison Emi had imagined.

“No, not scared,” said Emi, hugging her. “It’s home to me. I just wish we were going back under different circumstances.”

“Are you Japanese? I thought you were an English like our auntie. You talk like an English,” said Mirai.

“And you speak like a Canadian. It’s the curse of the diplomat’s child,” said Emi, pointing to the hotel. “In Berlin I knew a Japanese woman who learned English in Australia and she sounded quite wild. So sounding British, or Canadian, isn’t so bad.”

“My Japanese is bad,” said Mirai.

“No it’s not,” said Emi, who had heard her speak Japanese when they’d been living in the embassy together. “And you’ll improve once we’re all over there.”

The Japanese diplomats and their families stayed at the Homestead for four months, eating well and living in peace. Though there was hardly any school for the children, and all their parents’ bank accounts were frozen, making money an eventual problem, they were allowed to move around the grounds with relative freedom. Emi and the other young people took advantage of their isolation and went on snowy hikes, explored the old halls, and went swimming in the enormous swimming pool as soon as it was warm enough. Emi was even allowed to play the hotel’s piano, something she did on a near-daily basis.

The first night she had played, Ambassador Nomura himself had sat to listen, swaying gently to the Debussy piece and then requesting some American jazz.

“You play incredibly well,” the ambassador had said when she was done. “No, that’s an understatement. You play like a professional musician.”

Emi thanked him politely before leaving him in the company of her father.

As Emi had hoped, her father had promised her that he, and even the ambassador, had not known that Japan was planning to attack Pearl Harbor before it happened. It came as an enormous shock to them, as Ambassador Nomura had been trying desperately to negotiate with the Americans, to keep the two countries from going to war with each other. “Sadly, diplomats do not have as much sway as we think,” said Norio to his relieved daughter.

After months of their Virginia hotel life, the diplomatic community was finally told that they had a sail date. They would leave for Japan on June 10, 1942. But before they did, they were all being moved to yet another luxury resort, where the German diplomatic community had been housed, the Greenbrier in White Sulphur Springs, West Virginia.

The hotel in West Virginia was much like the one in Virginia, sprawling, elegant, historic, and very isolated. High in the Allegheny Mountains, the resort, like the last one, originally beckoned visitors to its hot springs.

“Like onsen?” Emi had asked her mother when they arrived, imagining the beautiful Japanese baths in the mountain towns outside Tokyo.

“Not as nice,” said Keiko. “And you have to wear clothes. You know the Americans.”

But, they admitted, the hotel was beautiful. All white and built in the classical revival style with four wide columns out front and long wings on each side. Emi approached it with much less trepidation than she had the Homestead.

The Germans were very happy to have the Japanese there, and Emi felt that suddenly their luxurious prison became mostly cocktail parties with the German diplomats, which her parents occasionally let her attend, especially if she had been babysitting the Shiga children the night before. Emi was surprised that many of the American wives of German diplomats were terrified to go to Germany. Some had never set foot in the country and weren’t fluent in German. Other wives were very pro-Hitler, which surprised Emi less. Those she avoided entirely, though she did spill a champagne cocktail on one particularly anti-Semitic woman, who was so drunk that she didn’t even notice.
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