ONE


Never move in the middle of something.  It seems to me that anyone could tell you that; but common sense isn’t, so I’m telling you anyway.  


My family moved in the middle of my fifth grade year.  Of course that would be a disaster to a child, but I think that anyone could see it was a recipe for trouble.  We were Japanese from sunny, funny, cosmopolitan California.  There, we were surrounded by such a cacophony of ethnicity that you could essentially travel through four countries in as many blocks.  Now I’m not saying that it was a haven of love and fellow-feeling, but there was a kind of freedom 
