Dear Pam, I'll go back to this over and over again.  Here's my first try.  Love, Misa
1. Stories about Grandpa and Grandma coming to the U.S.

Grandma told me that when she came to Idaho, Grandpa took her to a small shed-like building.  She sat in it, and waited for Grandpa to come in and take her to her new home.  When he came in, she was surprised to learn that little building WAS home.

2. How Grandpa and Grandma came to Idaho and how they chose Marsing.

After the war, land opened up and Japanese Americans were finally allowed by law to buy land.  Grandpa Marshall came out with the uncles and looked over the land.  They decided it was good land and stayed.

3. Anecdotes about Grandpa and Grandma.
4. What they used to do for recreation/hobbies as a family or as individuals.

When I was growing up my absolute favorite thing to do was to go on "joyrides" with Grandma, Grandpa, Uncle Bill, Mom and Marti.  I enjoyed driving along the ditches looking for asparagus.  I enjoyed going out to Shoshone Falls and having a picnic.  I was especially fascinated by the rainbow the mist created.  Second favorite was to follow Grandpa around as he introduced me to nature.  I learned so many names of insects, trees, plants and birds from him.  I learned to leave them alone, to leave everything alone.  I learned not to be afraid of anything, that we didn't bother them they wouldn't hurt us.  I learned to let ladybugs fly from my hand, to fashion dolls from hollyhock blossoms, to put rose thorns (the smooth side down, of course) all over my face, and patiently work with the small bulb inside the Chinese lantern until the seeds and meat came out and blow it up into a fragile small balloon.

5. What family trips do they remember?

I loved two childhood trips the most.  One was with Grandma to Craters of the Moon and all the way to Yellowstone National Park.  For some reason, I have it attached to the timing of Auntie Grace and Uncle Junji's wedding.  I remember the pungent smell of firewood, and being in a cabin.  I remember the sulpher hotsprings, the colors.  I remember being introduced to a meal of chicken gizzards and enjoying it.  I remember missing Mom but loving to be on my own with Grandma.  I loved, also, a trip to the World's Fair in Seattle with Grandma, Mom, Marti and my best friend Pam Gabrielsen.  We stayed at Auntie Ruby's and Uncle Sak's.  I'm sure our cousins found our high school ways strange and irritating.

6. What were some of the family traditions on holidays--American or Japanese holidays?

Everyone gathered at Grandma's for the holidays.  Memorial Day we went to the ohaka to clean and decorate Grandpa's gravesite, covering it completely with flowers from the garden.  We would go to Walnut Street for brunch, and roll down the hill in the backyard with our cousins.  

My favorite New Years days were in the old days when we lived in Marsing.  Each day we would go to a neighbor's place for New Years.  That holiday lasted several days.  One day was at our house.  Another at the Kaneshige's.  Another at the Nakano's.  Another at the Roy Yamamoto's.  It was fun!  Marti would entertain us with her food gross-games.  Paul Yamamoto would tease us unmercifully.  Wally Nakano knew how to turn his eyelids inside out.  We girls looked up to Miyoko Nakano.  I also remember mochi-tsuki with Uncle George and Uncle Bill taking turns, pounding the steamed rice, and Grandma working the mochi, turning it over in the nabe which was set in the stump.  Grandpa made it.

My favorite Christmas mornings were waking up to see Grandma's old stockings tied to our iron bed filled with oranges, apples, nuts and ribbon candy.  The stockings were the thick brown old fashioned hose and it looked like a stuffed snake with the round fruit bulging.  My favorite Easter mornings was from that same bed with our familiar Easter baskets filled with colorful boiled eggs, a few Peeps and our favorite of all, Grandma's Rabbit cookies with white plastic frosting and little pink frosting eyes.   Mom would always experiment with dyes so the eggs were always . . . interesting.

 Mom and Grandma always made birthdays special.  Mom was a cake artiste.  Her Bonny Butter cake was melt in your mouth, and her decorations always fancy.  Grandma always cooked something special, like okowa.  They always made you feel that they were glad you were born.

7. Stories about schooling/education.

First day of first grade was scarey.  I had my boots on backwards and Lee Anderson pointed it out.  I said, "I know" like I did it on purpose.

Second grade, Mrs. Finney used to punish me for speaking Japanese so mom quit speaking Japanese at home.

Third grade Mr. McJunkin came into our room and asked who wanted to go to the zoo.  Unfortunately for him, mom had just taught me stranger awareness that morning -- not to go anywhere with a stranger who promises you fun.  So I began to scream and cry as my classmates raised their hands and filed out with him.  My teacher, thinking I didn't want to leave her, I'm sure, comforted me by saying I could stay, but I was trying to warn my friends not to go with the kidnapper.  I saw them all at recess whining they had been tricked into going into another classroom with another teacher.  Seems our class was too big.  We played Flash Gordon out on the playground, the merry-go-round our space ship.  Dennis McJunkin was Flash.  Mary Lou Martin and Sharon Lawrence took turns being Flash's girlfriend, and I was their child.  

Fourth grade was Mr. Whittaeker.  What can I say.  A kid was hitting me with a stick so I ran to Mr. Whittaeker so he would rescue me.  He couldn't see so he just shooed me on my way.

Fifth grade, we went to Emerson and the eighth grade boys stood on both ends of the teeter totter and broke it in half and lugged a tree into the girl's outhouse.  They were scarery.  They ran a teacher I really liked out of the school by lying that he, Mr. Edison, had hit JoAnne Churucca.  I remember Mrs. Churucca and Mrs. Keisterr came into the classroom to confront him.  Alan Keister led the attack, and the whole class lied.  I do believe that's when I learned about injustice.

Sixth grade, I developed a huge crush on Lee Ren Walker, my best friend Daleen's brother, and he would let me wear his cordurory coat.  We had to move to Caldwell, and I was devastated.

    8. Stories about neighbors/friends.

Betty Yamamoto would walk to the cottonwood tree and Marti and I would meet her there.  We'd walk back to the house and play in the basement.  She was our only neighbor friend, really.  Marty and I had each other and Grandpa.

9. Nicknames and how they got them.

Uncle Bill called himself "U-Wi" as a kid -- short for William pronounced the Japanese way "u-wi-ri-am."

Once I was lying on grandma's bed while she sat at her desk writing in her journal, her back toward me.

   "Grandma, how did Uncle George get his name?"

    "Old Mrs. King was our neighbor.  I asked her what the first president's name was so we named him after George Washington."

    "How did Uncle Bill get his name?"

    "He's named after the second President, of course?"

    "??????"

When I asked Uncle George about that, he explained that Old Mrs. King tricked Grandma and Grandpa because she wanted Uncle Bill named after King Wilhelm of Germany.

10. Church memories.

uhhhhhhh.  Marti whispering, "It's really fun if you add 'in the bathtub' to all titles of the hymns."  She was really an irreverent little kid.

11. Memories of Grandpa and Grandma's parents.

Great Grandma was kept in our memories.  I remember we would send money after the war so she could buy eggs.  It was very hard in Japan after the war.  Great Grandma sent me a red kimono and both of us red haori.  Great Grandma sent us temari.

12. What kind of chores they did.

For a later time

13. What pets/work animals they had.

After Marti had her hair whacked off because of ringworm, we never had pets.  But that's ok.  We made friends with lady bugs, daddy long legs.

14. Memories of T.V., radio programs, movies.

There were two channels when we began watching.  I was 13, Marti 11.  On one channel was "The Merry Milkman" and the other "Sheriff Spud."  Whenever there was anything "bad" Grandma would flip off the tv and that was that and we'd have to go outside to play.  When the cowboys began shooting "the Indians" SNAP!  When "The Little Rascals" started throwing their food under the table for the dog SNAP!  The Hit Parade and Lawrence Welk were easy.

After we became teens and moved to Caldwell, Grandma, Mom, Marti and I enjoyed the Ed Sullivan Show.  I saw the Beatles there.  A favorite memory is watching Days of Our Lives with Grandma and explaining it to her.  I've never watched a soap since.  Not the same without Granny.

15. Favorite memories of your father and/or mother.

My favorite memories of mom --watching mom baking extravagant, creative desserts; watching mom putting on makeup and choosing which rick-rack earring (which she made) she would wear; mom and grandma coming to all our shows and concerts and making us feel we were the best of show; mom making all my costumes in elementary coat -- the tulip for my head, the Little BoPeep costume; everyone thinking my mom and grandma were the coolest in the world because they were so fun; mom starting college as a freshman when Marti and I were upper classmen and being really proud of her.

16. Stories about military service.

I remember talking to Uncle Bill about war time and asking him questions.  Uncle Sak was reading in a chair near us.  Uncle Bill said, "Don't ask me.  Ask him.  He's the hero" gesturing toward Uncle Sak.  Uncle Sak just made a shy face and didn't say anything.  It struck me!  "Uncle Sak," I said in awe, "Are you 442nd."  He made an affirmative sound and still didn't say anything.  I just had to tell my uncle, "Uncle Sak, Thank you!  If it weren't for you guys and your sacrifice, we couldn't feel as safe as we do."  Uncle Sak is a hero!  So are Uncle George andf Uncle Bill.  I'll write more later.

17. What is one news event that you remember most vividly?

I was formed by living my youth during Kennedy's assassination, the Vietnam War, the assissination of RFK and Dr. King, and it went on.

18. What are some things from your childhood that you are most thankful for?

I am most thankful for being in this family.  Mom always taught us we would not be alive without them.  That's true, but more than that, I would not have the quality of life were it not for their love, upbringing and example.  I am fortunate that I believed them completely and walked the path they put out in front of me.  I've never deviated from that path and found life to be full of blessings.  I am thankful for having spent the early part of my life on a farm, eating healthy food, for living my life with my grandparents, for the sacrifice and struggle my mom had to face.  Being a Kawai, raised by Kawais made me strong enough for anything that came my way, any place I put down roots.  My mother, uncles and aunties are still my role models.  I am also thankful that mom taught Marti and I to stop fighting and be good to each other because sisters are closer than any other bond because Marti is definitely cool!
