
 

In Topaz, an 

elderly man 

walking his dog 

along the 

perimeter of the 

barbed wire 

fence cannot hear 

the American 

guard yelling at 

him to stop. He is 

searching the 

desert for 

seashells, kelp, 

the fossils of 

dinosaurs his son 

would know the 

names of. Then, 

the air smells of 

gunpowder and 

the man collapses 

on the ground. 

His dog whines 

but cannot bark. 

A daughter is 

born during the 

war in an 

assembly center. 

Inside of her 

there is a 

germinating 

tulip, watered, 

and fed the salt 

crust from the 

backside of her 

father’s hand. 

From that time, 

she can only 

remember the 

dust in her eyes, 

the stem of the 

tulip as it 

sprouted from 

her throat, and 

the cooing of her 

mother stuck in 

an empty desert.  



 

A man returns to 

what used to be 

his home. The 

beet fields, sugar 

cane, the loving 

nicknames he 

was given as a 

child do not grow 

back like he 

thought they 

would. 

Everything he 

once owned was 

sold. He has 

begun the long 

process of 

becoming a 

human again. 

The man collects 

the dirt in his 

pockets, 

believing there 

must still be life.  

A boy, young 

and unaware of 

the power taken 

from him, 

discovers a baby 

magpie in the 

Wyoming 

internment camp 

his family has 

been taken to. It 

is dying, mother 

abandoned, and 

will not survive 

without the boy’s 

intervention. So, 

he takes the bird 

back to his 

family and cares 

for it until it flies 

away healthy 

later that 

summer. The boy 

is briefly happy. 



 

Driving back 

home from the 

Midwest, my 

father takes me 

to one of the 

Japanese 

internment 

camps in Utah. 

Along the way, 

we observe 

sparce pastures, 

grain silos, 

mosquitos, and 

mountains far in 

the distance. 

Once we arrive, 

we notice there 

are no more 

barracks, 

schools, fences, 

guard towers, 

churches, 

baseball fields,     

dining halls, 

bathrooms, paths 

made from feet 

eager to leave. 

There is a single 

American flag 

flapping where 

the entrance 

should be. After 

the war, the 

government sold 

off the buildings, 

tore down the 

towers, melted 

down the fences, 

and let the 

wilderness 

reclaim what it 

had once owned. 

As we leave, it 

feels as though 

there is nothing 

left to take. 


