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“filthy Jap” and she had stones thrown at her. Every year for three years, 
until the war was over, the FBI would come to their house to search, and 
every year, they would find nothing. My grandmother called it lucky that 
the detention centers were so packed that they could not hold everyone—
otherwise, how could her family fit?
     Then, after the war, after the atomic bomb in 1945, things had not 
immediately gone back to normal for my grandmother or her family. Her 
brother had survived the war and returned home, but he was never the 
same. My grandmother may have been too young to realize right away 
the difference, but the more she thought about it when she was older, 
she was able to recognize how quickly her brother moved out of their 
home for a place of his own and for solitude. War tends to have that 
effect on people. The things you see and experience are not so easily 
forgotten. For my grandmother, it was the same for her at home. No 
children of other races still wanted to be friends with a Jap, and business 
was still very hard for Baban to sell to people outside of the plantation. 
Eventually, she started doing laundry for the Filipino men of the plantation 
who had no wives to do it for them. Then some of my grandmother’s 
siblings became sick and nearly died when they were really young. My 
grandmother was grateful that it wasn’t the atomic poisoning from the 
bombing in Hiroshima and Nagasaki that was slowly killing other people 
whom she knew. By the end of 1945, all of the internment camps were 
closed down as if they never existed—trying to erase the shame of how 
the US treated their people. It wasn’t until 1968 when the US government 
tried to pay compensation to the Japanese-American citizens for the 
property they had lost. Approximately 60,000 people who were able to 
survive received it.
     The damage had been done, and it cannot be so easily erased. But 
life continues to move on. The only thing my grandmother and her family 
could do was move forward or forever be trapped in the dark shadows of 
that past. You may not forgive, and it’ll be much harder to forget, but it is 
the events of our past that shape us, and reveal the roads that’ll lead us 
to our future.
     My middle name is Toyomi—named after my Baban. I have never met 
her for she died years before I was born, but listening to her story and 
the trials she overcame with my grandmother, I am more than proud and 
honored to be named after a strong woman. And for my grandmother who 
told me the story, I could tell that she felt the same way about her mother.
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