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Reiko
I had been expecting a protest on one of the Bay Area 

bridges for a  long time. It still surprised me when 
a group associated with Black Lives Matter shut down 

the westbound lanes of the San Francisco–Oakland Bay 
Bridge briefly during the MLK Day protest on Jan 18, 2016. 
Not that it finally happened, but that it had taken over 
fifty years. Back in the early 1960s, a small group of us 
had talked about blockading the Golden Gate at a small 
antiwar meeting in Berkeley. In the years since, I wondered 
why no other group tried it. Maybe others had talked about 
it, but they couldn’t bring it off for some reason. When 
this blockade finally happened, it made me question, not 
for the first time, my actions all those years ago. That was 
near the end of 1964, when a lot of things seemed possible.

If we had gone ahead with the blockade, Reiko might 
have stayed with me. If my commitment had matched 
Reiko’s, we might have had a serious, long-term relation-
ship. There might not have been so much drama between 
us, but would that have been a bad thing? We were young 
and it seemed the world was spiraling out of control. The 
first year Reiko and I were at Cal, but before we’d met, the 
Cuban Missile Crisis made it frighteningly clear that the 
U.S. and the USSR were willing to go up to, and over, the 
brink. I remember listening to speakers in the plaza outside 
Dwinelle Hall at UC Berkeley in October 1962. I’d just 
started college a month before. Some of my professors were 
saying that California, with its defense industries and air 
force bases, would be a prime target in a nuclear exchange 
with the USSR. I was afraid my freshman year might be 
my last. We didn’t know if we could change the world, but 
we knew it needed to change.

The Golden Gate Bridge has been, since it was opened 
in 1937, the major route into and out of San Francisco 
for everyone traveling between the city and the northern 
peninsula. This includes Sausalito, Petaluma, Marin, and 
the wealthy communities of Belvedere and Ross. This be-
ing the Bay Area, even the wealthy communities could 
be politically liberal—which is exactly what our planned 
demonstration counted on.

Since the Bay Area commute is already horrendous, 
any traffic jam on either the Golden Gate or the Bay Bridge 
to Oakland will seriously impact the whole Bay Area. We 
were planning to stop traffic on the Golden Gate Bridge, 
at least long enough to get our signs and banners out.
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open-air amphitheater above the Berkeley campus. I was 
afraid the cops might attack us, or we might be chased 
out of the theater by a bunch of frat boys. It was a beauti-
ful summer day, typical blue sky with a few high, wispy 
clouds. University president Clark Kerr and some of the 
other officials were in their long black robes with the colors 
of their schools.

“About seven or eight of us sat in the back row of the am-
phitheater. In the middle of the secretary-general’s speech, 
we stood up and unrolled our banner. Several people in the 
audience turned around and looked at us. Some of them 
pointed. We couldn’t tell if the secretary-general saw us. 
He didn’t react at all; he just finished his speech. We were 
surprised; no one really reacted.”

Reiko had a strange look on her face. I couldn’t tell 
what she was thinking.

“After his speech, as we were walking out, we saw U 
Thant’s limo going down College Avenue. There were 
small groups of students on both sides of College Avenue 
watching the limo, some of them were waving or clap-
ping. So we ran alongside his car, carrying our banner. We 
couldn’t see inside the limo, I don’t know if he saw us. We 
ran a couple of blocks, then the limo sped away.”

I thought Reiko would be impressed with our little 
demonstration. But she dismissed our effort as pointless.

“What did you think was going to happen? Did you 
expect U Thant to stop in the middle of his speech and 
start talking about Vietnam?”

“Well, maybe not. But I thought the Daily Cal (campus 
newspaper) or the Berkeley Gazette would mention that 
there was an antiwar protest at the Greek Theater.”

“Why would they, how many people saw your banner? 
You said maybe U Thant didn’t even see it.”

“Yeah, but there were hundreds of people in the audi-
ence who did see it. This may be the first time some of 
them even heard of Vietnam.”

“I wonder how many of them will take the time to learn 
what’s going on there?”

I was still trying to impress her. “Seems to me we 
raised questions about the war for some people who hadn’t 
thought about it. I certainly got flack from some of my 
friends. ‘Hey, I saw you at the Greek Theater. What the 
fuck did you think you were doing?’ Or, the old favorite, 
‘Are you a communist?’”

That first night as we talked, it was clear that Reiko was 
much more focused on the war than I was. She was afraid 
the U.S. role in Vietnam would get more brutal and deadly.

My friend Steve had been the catalyst for our effort to 
get U Thant’s attention. Steve was a couple of years older 
than me, a little shorter, and he had that constant nervous 
energy that some smaller guys have. He wore thick, black-
framed glasses, unkempt hair, and he had the messiest 
apartment I’d seen. Steve got his BS in mathematics and 
was working on his PhD. I’d met him earlier that year 
passing out antiwar leaflets at Bancroft and Telegraph. At 
one point I mentioned that a doctorate seemed like a lot 
of work. But he said that wasn’t the case in math, all you 
had to do was come up with a new math problem, or solve 
an old one. That was unfathomable to me, but Steve was 
confident he could do it. He’d also done a lot of research 
about U.S. involvement in Vietnam and impressed me with 
his knowledge and passion.

There had been pictures of Vietnamese civilians 
burned by napalm in the papers and on TV. The worst 
pictures were of little kids, even babies, with horrible burns. 
Reports kept us updated with almost daily body counts, 
the numbers of Vietcong and American troops killed, like 
a gruesome scorecard. There were always ten times more 
Vietcong reported killed than Americans. This was meant 
to suggest that the U.S. was “winning.” The war had been 
justified by the “domino theory.” Supposedly, if the U.S. 
didn’t stop communism in Southeast Asia, the Vietcong 
would set their sights on Hawaii and California.

After our initial meeting that summer, I didn’t see 
Reiko again until we resumed classes in the fall of ’63, but 
I spent a lot of time thinking about her. As soon as I got back 
to Berkeley, I asked her to a movie at the little hole-in-the-
wall theater on the north side of campus, near where we 
both lived. After the movie we went for pizza at La Val’s, 
right next to the theater. We talked about music, Hollywood 
movies, trying to balance our work/study jobs with home-
work, and, of course, each other. This was the first serious 
relationship for both of us, and we were in that near-ecstatic 
mind-set of wanting to know all about each other.

We were free from our parents for the first time, with 
three more years of university before we had to worry about 
what might come next. On our third or fourth date, I took 
Reiko to a Kingston Trio concert in Harmon Gym. Nick, 

I first met Reiko just after my freshman year at Cal, 
in June 1963, when my friend Jock and I stopped at her 
parents’ place just outside San Luis Obispo. I was on my 
way home to Santa Barbara from Berkeley, and I’d hitched 
a ride. Jock and I weren’t really close, he was a junior while 
I was a freshman. He was into sports, especially football, 
which he’d played in high school. He had a lineman’s build, 
big shoulders, and a big personality. I never knew if Jock 
was the name his parents gave him or if he just decided 
to call himself that. If I’d asked him, he would have given 
me some story about what an athlete he was in high school. 
Jock had a lot of stories featuring himself in the lead role.

I had run cross-country in high school. I was nearly as 
tall as Jock, but he probably had thirty pounds on me. We 
got to know each other simply because we shared a hallway 
in our co-op rooming house. The important thing to me 
was that Jock had a car and a girlfriend he was eager to 
see in LA. I invited myself along when Jock told me he 
was driving south in June. We planned to stop in San Luis 
Obispo because Jock’s car, a 1959 high-mileage green VW 
bug, needed an overnight rest, and Jock wanted to see his 
friend Dennis, who turned out to be Reiko’s older brother.

Reiko and her family were very warm and welcom-
ing to two unknown white boys. Reiko’s grandparents had 
emigrated from Japan to work in the fields in California. 
Her parents had met and married in the Buddhist church. 
It was a big family, one son and four daughters. Reiko, the 
youngest, was closest to my age. She had also just finished 
her freshman year at Cal.

Reiko was taller than most of the Japanese girls I’d 
known. She had beautiful, smooth skin the color of tea. 
Her eyes were so dark. Maybe they were brown, but it was 
the deepest brown I could imagine. Her hair was perfectly 
straight. She wore it long, almost down to her waist. Her 
hair was so dark that, in the right sunlight, it had a deep 
blue shimmer. She had a few more curves than the girls 
I had dated in high school. She also had a terrific sense 
of humor, always ready to laugh, at me, at herself, and, as 
time went on, at us.

Reiko’s family lived in a large, rambling, old wood-
en house in the coastal mountains just west of San Luis 
Obispo, about two miles from the ocean. If the wind was 
right, you could smell the salt air. The house needed paint 
on the outside, but was more than comfortable inside. It 

was filled with posters of Mount Fuji and other Japanese 
scenes I couldn’t identify. Right next door was the Buddhist 
temple, where Reiko’s father was the priest. Her mother 
very nicely invited Jock and me to spend the night in one 
of the many spare bedrooms. After dinner, Jock went into 
San Luis with Dennis, no doubt looking for some Jock-type 
entertainment. I stayed and began flirting with Reiko. The 
innocent “What’s your favorite movie? Have you heard the 
Kingston Trio’s latest album?” kind of flirting.

All I knew about talking to girls was that it made me 
nervous. Her hair just mesmerized me. I wanted to run 
my fingers through it.

“How long has your hair been that long?” I asked, not 
able to put together a sentence without using the same 
word twice.

Reiko laughed quietly. “I’ve had it this long for the past 
five years,” she said. “Since the summer of my freshman 
year in high school. The only thing that bothers me is that 
it takes over an hour to dry, depending on how cold it is, 
and that can be a pain.”

One of the things Reiko and I talked about that night, 
as well as many other nights, was the war. While this may 
not seem like an ideal topic for getting to know each other, 
we were both students at Berkeley, it was the sixties, and 
Reiko had strong feelings about it. I considered my antiwar 
credentials solid, so I told her about the one protest I’d 
participated in.

“Do you remember the speech by UN secretary-general 
U Thant at the Greek Theater a couple of months ago?” 
I asked her. “He was there to get an honorary degree. A 
couple of us thought U Thant’s speech would be a great 
time to draw attention to American involvement in the war.”

Reiko became quite animated. “I remember he gave 
a speech, but I was studying for midterms so I didn’t go. 
What happened?”

“Okay, well, we made a big banner protesting the Viet-
nam War. At first we were going to criticize American in-
volvement, but we wanted to be positive. We decided to pose 
a question and address it to the secretary-general, ‘Can You 
Help Us End the War in Vietnam?’ We took it to the Greek 
Theater for U Thant’s speech. There were probably about 
four thousand people in the audience, mostly students.”

As I was telling the story to Reiko, I remembered how 
nervous I had been at the Greek Theater, which is a big, 
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Reiko was energized, “I realize some people didn’t 
know what was happening. But thousands did know and 
said nothing. That’s what I think was wrong.”

We walked from the Campanile through Sproul Plaza 
to the south side of campus, where there were more restau-
rants because this was where the fraternities and sororities 
were, with kids who had more money than those of us in 
the co-ops on the north side. We picked a restaurant just 
off Telegraph Ave. After we settled at an outside table and 
ordered dinner, I asked Reiko if she remembered anything 
from her years in the camp. She had been too young, but 
her older siblings told her about their constant fear of being 
separated from their parents.

“The camp I was born in is called Manzanar. It’s in 
the Sierra foothills, but it’s not near any towns or anything 
else really. That was the point, to keep us away from any 
centers of civilization. Actually, Paiute Indians had lived 
in that area for decades. But the town of Manzanar was 
abandoned in 1929 because Los Angeles took all the water 
and the remaining farmers were forced off the land.”

Reiko told me her mother and her sisters had been 
proud of her father’s role in the camp.

“Because my father was a Buddhist priest, and because 
he was nisei, born in the U.S., he was allowed to help in 
the limited self-governing the Japanese were allowed. He 
was able to diffuse some of the conflicts that inevitably 
broke out. My father is a hero. He managed to protect his 
wife, four children, and a little baby in an oppressive and 
dangerous environment.

“There were only a few of our fellow prisoners that my 
father did not get along with. These were the Japanese 
‘prisoners’ who were known to secretly work for the camp 
authorities. These inu, spies, made everyone’s life more 
difficult. They reported anyone who engaged in traditional 
Japanese religious or cultural practices, often denouncing 
perfectly innocent people. Some of our fellow inmates 
were transferred, beaten, and mistreated in ugly ways be-
cause these spies had personal reasons for wanting them 
out of the way. My father avoided the spies, and my sisters 
and brother noticed because it was so unlike the way he 
usually treated people.

“Years later my father told me he was proud of the way 
most of the Japanese had acted in the camps. But he was 
ashamed of the way the inu had turned against their own 

community in order to get favors from the guards, or for 
money or other personal gain.

“Later, when I was a senior in high school in San Luis,” 
Reiko told me, “our class saw the film Stalag 17, about 
American prisoners of war in a concentration camp in Nazi 
Germany. I told my father what the film was about, how 
the Nazis planted spies among the American prisoners to 
demoralize and control them. It was one of the few times 
I’ve seen my father cry.”

Our relationship evolved to the point that we spent 
every weekend together. On one of our dates, late October, 
just before Halloween, Reiko and I were sitting outside 
at a café on Telegraph. We were laughing about a Herb 
Caen column in the San Francisco Chronicle. I saw Steve 
and his girlfriend, Patty, walk by. I called them over and 
introduced everyone. Steve was always a serious guy, and 
the conversation soon turned to the war. Steve couldn’t 
wait to tell us the latest news.

“I just read an article about McNamara’s Strategic Ham-
let Program. They’re ‘relocating’ thousands of Vietnamese 
from their homes and villages into camps surrounded by 
barbed wire and guarded by South Vietnamese soldiers. 
The Vietcong won’t be able to get in, but the villagers can’t 
get out either. This is supposed to ‘protect’ the Vietnamese 
from the Vietcong, but we are the ones forcing them into 
these camps.”

Reiko became quiet, and I tried to change the conver-
sation. Steve realized that Reiko was upset. He and Patty 
left soon after that.

Reiko said she wanted to go home. As we started walk-
ing back to Northside, I asked if she was okay. “Sorry,” she 
said. “I didn’t mean to be rude. But the idea of forcing 
people from villages they’ve probably lived in for genera-
tions, and soldiers controlling who comes and goes, well, 
that’s just too close to home for me. It’s American concen-
tration camps all over again.”

I couldn’t think of anything to say. I  put my arm 
around her. Reiko was trembling.

“I give Steve credit for keeping up with what is happen-
ing in Vietnam,” she said. “God knows most Americans 
could care less. But it seems like the war’s just something 
he wants to study, an academic exercise.”

“I don’t think that’s fair, Reiko. Steve is at just about 
every antiwar meeting I’ve been to.”

Bob, and Dave were great, funny, at ease with themselves 
and with the student audience, and of course we loved the 
songs. After the concert, Reiko and I walked through cam-
pus back toward our apartments in Northside. The weather 
was still warm, the night-blooming jasmine smelled won-
derful. I couldn’t believe I was dating such a beautiful girl.

We weren’t in any hurry to get back to our apartments. 
As we walked, I had my arm around Reiko’s shoulders and 
she had her arm around my waist. As we walked up the 
paths toward Northside, there were several other couples 
out, many of them engineering students, easily identifiable 
by the slide rules they carried. I had told Reiko about grow-
ing up on the beach in Santa Barbara, and I assumed she 
had a similar childhood, living close to the beach in San 
Luis. To my astonishment, Reiko told me that she was born 
in a relocation camp in Northern California.

“My parents were devastated by the relocation. But, 
being Japanese, they believed very strongly in being part 
of the community. You are not supposed to make trou-
ble, and that included not complaining if you have been 
treated unfairly.”

“But couldn’t they hire lawyers, or contact someone in 
the government to help?” I asked.

She looked at me impatiently. “You don’t get it. It was 
the government that put us in prison.”

I still didn’t understand. “But your family was released 
after the war, right?”

“Yeah. Three years later! When we returned to San 
Luis from the camp, some of our neighbors had moved 
into our house, taken our car, they even took over our 
family’s garden. But there was nothing my parents would 
do about it. They would have had to confront the people 
who had stolen from us, or complain to the authorities who 
had shipped us off to the camps. They are good Japanese. 
They weren’t going to do that.

“The Japanese families around San Luis lost everything 
during the war. Most of them came back to the same neigh-
borhoods later and tried to start over again. It was like the 
whole community had short-term memory loss. No one, 
including the Japanese who were imprisoned, wanted to 
talk about what had happened.”

I had heard something about the relocation camps, but 
Reiko’s indignation at our government’s action was a new 
experience for me. I didn’t know how to react.

“It must have been tough to come back to San Luis and 
find strangers in your house,” I said.

“It’s ironic, but I think the reason we were imprisoned 
also helped us survive. There are centuries-old traditions 
that emphasize the value of family, friends, community. 
There is a premium on being able to get along with your 
neighbors. That helped us survive the camps. And after 
we were released, most of us were able to rebuild our lives.”

As we spent time together, Reiko and I found some 
favorite spots on campus. One of the places we liked best 
was the very top of the Campanile, or, as the UC Berke-
ley brochure called it, Sather Tower. This is a 307-foot 
stone bell tower roughly in the middle of campus. It is the 
third-tallest bell/clock tower in the world. You can ride an 
elevator nearly to the top, with an additional thirty-eight 
steps to reach the observation platform. As you ride the 
elevator, you pass old animal bones from archeological 
displays stored there.

Thick Plexiglas windows had just been installed on 
all four sides at the top of the tower. The Plexiglas covered 
the space from the top of a small outside wall to about 
eight feet over our heads. This left about eight more feet 
for the sound of the bells to be broadcast around campus. 
The Plexiglas was to keep students from jumping, as some 
had been rumored to have done during finals. The view 
was spectacular; you could see all the way to the Golden 
Gate and beyond to the west and up to the Berkeley Hills 
to the north and east. Sometimes, if we were lucky, we 
would be the only two up there. I’d hold her close, and 
we would look out at the sunset over the Pacific, beyond 
the Golden Gate.

One beautiful autumn night as we were leaving the 
Campanile, I said, “Maybe I’ll never get what happened to 
your family when you were a baby. But now you’re protest-
ing the war in Vietnam. Are your parents upset that you 
are protesting against the government?”

“My parents had no choice,” she said. “There was 
a phrase that we heard all the time in the camps: shikata 
ga nai, which means ‘it cannot be helped.’ But others did 
have a choice. People who had been our friends and neigh-
bors stood by as we were loaded onto trucks and boxcars. 
When we were released, there was no apology. Our white 
friends and neighbors not only let this happen, some of 
them profited from it.”
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usual Berkeley assortment of funky, pipe-smoking grad 
students, naïve, earnest young socialists, even some small-d 
democrats. There had been a few antiwar protests on other 
campuses around the country. But we wanted to have an 
impact beyond the campus community.

I will always remember the discussion that night. Un-
like many endless talks that led nowhere, and many that 
were just excuses for a speaker to pontificate, that night we 
came up with a new idea. Could a small group of drivers 
manage to line up their cars during the morning commute 
so that traffic on the Golden Gate Bridge would be brought 
to a halt? Could we delay traffic long enough to jump out 
in the middle of the bridge with signs and stage a small 
antiwar demonstration?

I don’t remember who came up with the idea first; it 
emerged from a free-for-all discussion where we were trying 
to come up with something no one had thought of before. 
As soon as that idea emerged, we were all terrifically en-
ergized. Everybody wanted to talk at once. Someone said; 

“Now that’s something the Chronicle couldn’t ignore.” Steve 
chimed in, “All the TV stations would have to cover it. It 
would be the lead story all night!”

“I think we could do it!” chimed in a couple of the 
younger guys. “It will just take some careful coordination. 
Maybe fifteen, twenty cars, we could use walkie-talkies to 
get the cars lined up. We could form a line with our cars 
across all the northbound lanes after they go through the 
tollbooths. Once all our cars are parallel, we gradually 
slow down to keep the traffic behind us. We coordinate 
with another ten or so cars coming south. Each group of 
cars slows the traffic behind them, and they meet in the 
middle of the bridge. Once the cars are stopped, we get 
out with our signs.”

As in any discussion about protest tactics, there was 
a lot of disagreement. “Yeah, this could grab a lot of media 
attention,” one of the older guys said, from a cloud of pipe 
smoke. “But the media will put their own spin on this; they 
will cover it as a traffic nightmare, which it will be. We’ll 
be lucky if they even mention the war.”

We could see the negative side of our plan. Most of us 
had been protesting the war for months; we’d heard all the 
pro-war arguments. “How do those idiots figure blockading 
my car is going to stop the war?”

We knew for the demonstration to be successful there 

would have to be media coverage. But since the bridge 
would be blocked, how would the reporters and, most im-
portantly, the TV cameras, get to the middle of the bridge? 
Someone said, “Let’s invite the media to be on the bridge 
just before the demonstration. But we won’t tell them 
what’s going to happen.”

This didn’t seem like it would work to me. I said, “How 
do we get reporters to wait in the middle of the bridge, 
at seven in the morning, when it’s cold and foggy, if we 
don’t tell them why? They’ll think it’s a prank, they won’t 
show up.”

Steve agreed, “Yeah, inviting the press won’t work. If 
we tell them what we’re planning, some of the reporters 
will tip off the cops and our cars will be stopped before 
they even get onto the bridge.”

“Forget the press,” one of the more adamant speakers 
said. “This is a great idea. If we can pull this off, the media 
will have to cover it, and they won’t be able to ignore what 
we say about Vietnam. This is too good an idea to give up.”

We went back and forth for hours. There were those 
who saw this as a real possibility to get the antiwar message 
to a larger audience and those who thought it was too risky 
and might even be counterproductive.

Everyone at the meeting knew that our idea had to be 
a closely guarded secret. This could not sit for a week while 
volunteers were being recruited. If news of our planned ac-
tion leaked out, bridge workers, cops, the FBI, who knows—
maybe even the National Guard—would be mobilized to 
stop the demonstration. We were all sworn to secrecy; any-
one we talked to had to have our complete trust. We agreed 
to meet the very next night to finalize plans and pick a date.

Steve and I left the meeting with real conflicting emo-
tions. Even though it was late, we went to Sidotti’s Pizza 
on Dwight Way and talked for a long time. We stuffed 
ourselves with pizza and waffled back and forth about the 
bridge blockade.

Steve said, “Look, stranding thousands of commuters 
will anger the very people we want to reach. The news 
media will focus on the traffic problems. The war might 
not even be mentioned.”

I didn’t disagree. “We would be painted as crazy and 
reckless. They’d say we were willing to risk people’s lives 
and property. And what if we can’t keep all the cars behind 
us? There could be some serious accidents.”

Reiko was getting impatient. “Meetings don’t accom-
plish anything. Americans need to understand what is be-
ing done to the Vietnamese in their name.”

“Well, that’s what we’re trying to do. Steve put together 
our demonstration at the Greek Theater last year.”

“Exactly my point!” she said.
Usually when we got to the door of Reiko’s co-op, we 

kissed and made plans to see each other the next day. Not 
tonight. Reiko was so upset she just wanted to be by herself. 
I couldn’t blame her.

Near the end of November 1963, before the real arrival 
of winter, I pulled an all-nighter studying for a big organic 
chemistry midterm and left my apartment in a rush to get 
to a noon class. As I walked through campus, it gradually 
dawned on me that something was wrong. The campus 
was virtually deserted. I got to class, but no one was there. 
Visions of October 1962, and an impending nuclear holo-
caust, flashed through my mind. Not knowing what else 
to do, I started walking back home. On the way, I ran into 
a few other stunned people who told me that President 
Kennedy had been shot in Dallas. I walked into my co-op 
building and Reiko rushed into my arms. She was crying 
and shaking. We just held each other. We couldn’t talk.

My co-op had a TV in the common room, and we 
spent hours watching the news in horror. More and more 
people jammed into the room. Everyone was secretly hop-
ing that Walter Cronkite would tell us that Kennedy had 
survived. When he said the president had died, we couldn’t 
move, or talk, or even think.

I don’t believe anyone who lived through Kennedy’s 
assassination would say things ever returned to normal, but 
Reiko and I somehow managed to get through the rest of 
that semester. For me, our relationship made it bearable. 
We were learning how to be a couple. We studied; we went 
to concerts; we spent Christmas 1963 visiting each other in 
San Luis and Santa Barbara. When we got back to Berkeley 
in January 1964, the second semester of our sophomore 
year, we hoped things would get better.

In early February, we happened to be walking through 
Sproul Plaza late one Sunday night and decided to stop by 
the Student Union building to watch TV for a little while. 
We went up to the second floor, where there was a small 
crowd of students watching The Ed Sullivan Show. Sul-
livan introduced the Beatles, whom we had both heard of, 

but neither of us had actually heard them sing. Evidently 
we had missed their first set, but we caught their last two 
songs, “I Saw Her Standing There” and “I Want to Hold 
Your Hand.” We were impressed. The songs were catchy, 
light, fun. But what came through, even with the stilted 
background of The Ed Sullivan Show and the black-and-
white TV, was that the four guys seemed to be enjoying 
themselves so much; they didn’t take themselves too seri-
ously. Reiko and I were getting to the point where we liked 
the same things.

Over summer 1964, Reiko and I spent as much time 
together as we could, but we both had to work; she in 
San Luis and I in Santa Barbara. We were happy to get 
back to Berkeley in the fall so we could spend more time 
together. By then it had become apparent the U.S. gov-
ernment policy on Vietnam wasn’t likely to change any 
time soon. President Johnson made a point of saying that 
no matter how many demonstrations there were against 
the war, the U.S. government would continue to support 
South Vietnam until the Communists were driven out of 
North Vietnam.

In the fall of 1964, Berkeley was an amazing place to 
be. The Free Speech Movement (FSM) was fighting for 
the right to raise money for voter registration drives in the 
South. The UC administration was threatening to arrest 
anyone who set up a table in Sproul Plaza, even though 
students had been doing this for decades. On October 1, 
Mario Savio was trying to keep the Oakland police from 
beating hundreds of students who had been sitting down 
around a cop car in Sproul Plaza for thirty-six hours. The 
cops had been trying to arrest a guy, Jack Weinberg, who 
was raising money for the Congress of Racial Equality 
(CORE). There were many more protests during that aca-
demic year, including the record-setting arrest of 773 stu-
dents who occupied Sproul Hall on December 4. It would 
take several months, and a “reconstitution” of the university, 
but the FSM eventually won some significant concessions.

One night in early December, I met with a small group 
of students in an old apartment on the west side of campus 
to discuss antiwar tactics. Steve had found out about the 
meeting and had urged me to go with him. There were 
about a dozen of us in a cramped loft apartment on an 
unusually warm night. I recognized some of them from 
passing out pamphlets at Bancroft and Telegraph. The 
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girl her parents had raised, Reiko let him in and listened 
to what he had to say.

Reiko and the FBI guy talked for a while. She told me 
he asked her to spy on the people we hung around with. 
He encouraged her not to limit her spying to our political 
discussions, but to report what we were studying, who was 
sleeping with whom, and what books and movies we were 
interested in. Of course, he wanted to know how much we 
drank and what drugs we might be using.

In return for this information, the FBI guy offered 
Reiko immunity for her part in the antiwar demonstra-
tions or related “illegal acts.” He also offered her money, 
depending on the “quality and actionability” of her infor-
mation. Finally, he said her continued participation in 
antiwar activities, if she did not agree to be an “asset for the 
government,” could lead to criminal charges and the possi-
bility that she would be called to testify publicly before the 
Subversive Activities Control Board in Washington, DC.

For many, this combination of inducements and 
threats, coming as they did from an FBI agent, would have 
been enough to force some level of cooperation. Such tac-
tics had certainly worked for the FBI in the past.

However, the FBI guy didn’t realize whom he was deal-
ing with. Or he wasn’t aware of recent American history. 
The bribes and threats he made were old news to Reiko. 
She remembered the barbed wire, the dust, her brother 
and sisters’ constant fear, and the spies her father tried to 
avoid as he struggled to protect his family in an American 

“relocation” camp.
Reiko knew that the American government, and the 

American people, could sometimes lose their way. The 
fine sentiments expressed by the founding fathers, and 
the rights and protections granted to all Americans, could 
be ignored or suspended with cryptic warnings about 
people who were “un-American.” She believed when that 
happened, those who knew it was wrong had to speak up. 
The more people asking questions, especially when U.S. 
soldiers were killing people, the better.

Reiko was mad at me, but she would never allow herself 
to be used by the government to deny the rights of other 
Americans. Meeting with that FBI guy reminded her that 
those of us trying to end the war had more in common 
than whatever our differences might be. Reiko and I were 
never closer than during those few weeks following the 

Oakland Induction Center demonstration and her run-in 
with the FBI. That same FBI guy continued to bug Reiko 
about being a government spy. He was persistent, but he 
never had a chance of recruiting her. Or of stopping her 
from trying to end the killing in Vietnam.

The cops had arrested the 773 people sitting in at 
Sproul Hall and the university was in the process of be-
ing “reconstituted.” The Academic Senate, made up of 
tenured professors and a few administrators, had criticized 
President Kerr and come out in support of those arrested. 
Professors had even collected money to post bail for the 
students. It seemed to everyone involved with the university 
that things could not go on as they had.

While we were caught up in the turmoil on campus, 
Reiko and I were also trying to figure out where our rela-
tionship was headed. Over the next couple of months, we 
relied on each other more and more as a refuge from the 
confusion and uncertainty surrounding us. At least that’s 
how I remember it. I realize now that the stress in our 
everyday lives inevitably had an effect on our relationship.

By early spring 1965, Reiko had become the most im-
portant thing in my life. I wanted our relationship to keep 
growing. We were so close. I was ready to suggest that we 
live together when we came back in the fall. I decided to 
take her out to a movie and pizza in Northside, just like 
old times, and pop the question of living together.

We both enjoyed walking through the narrow streets in 
Northside, with their mix of old apartments, newer small 
shops, and sandwich/pizza parlors. The weather was over-
cast with rain on the way. As we were walking to the movie, 
Reiko seemed preoccupied. I couldn’t wait to suggest that 
we live together. I told her how happy I was.

She smiled at me, “Me too. But I have a confession 
to make.”

Not a good omen. “Uh oh,” I said.
“I’ve been going to some meetings off campus. We’re 

talking about trying to organize a big assembly on campus 
before summer and asking Senator Morse and Senator 
Gruening to speak. Columbia and a few other campuses 
have had some teach-ins to talk about what the U.S. is do-
ing in Vietnam and how the Vietnamese are being treated. 
This regime the U.S. supports in South Vietnam is killing 
its own people.”

We were on the same track. “I think teach-ins are great. 

Once Steve and I had decided we couldn’t support the 
blockade, we asked ourselves if we should try to stop it. We 
had already raised objections to the blockade at the meet-
ing and had been shouted down. People were so enamored 
with the idea that we knew they would go ahead with it. 
We could let that happen. Or we could leak the plan to 
the authorities, which would force them to call it off. But 
if we did that, we would be betraying our fellow activists.

We agonized over it. We didn’t want to sabotage the 
plan. But we convinced ourselves that blockading the 
bridge was a dangerous mistake. We decided to make one 
last effort to convince those at the meeting to give up the 
idea. When we made our case at the meeting the next 
night, we were roundly denounced. Hardly anyone in the 
group supported us, and we were attacked as phonies, gov-
ernment agents, and reactionaries.

After we were thrown out of that meeting, Steve and 
I faced the question of whether to keep quiet or try to stop 
the blockade by going public. I guess the 1950s values of our 
parents carried more weight than we thought. We justified 
our decision by telling ourselves we were saving the peace 
movement from some really bad publicity, and possibly 
preventing some serious accidents.

We spread the word among several of our movement 
friends. “You can’t guess what crazy stunt those Trotskyites 
are talking about now.” We knew the cops would easily 
find out about it. There were lots of double agents from the 
FBI and local “red squad” police spies within our various 
groups, not to mention that some of our phones were no 
doubt tapped. Once the others at the meeting realized how 
far word had spread, they had no choice but to call it off.

The Saturday after the meetings about the aborted 
Golden Gate Bridge blockade, there was a demonstra-
tion scheduled at the Oakland Army Induction Center. 
The center was where young men from all over Northern 
California got physicals and were inducted into the Army 
prior to being shipped to Vietnam. Reiko and I were both 
tense at the demonstration because the Oakland cops were 
always ready to show how tough they were with peaceful 
demonstrators. We might be arrested, or chased and beaten 
when the cops rioted. It was a gray day; the fog and cold 
that usually blanketed San Francisco had migrated across 
the bay and settled onto Oakland.

While we were waiting to see what would happen, 

I told Reiko about the idea of blocking the Golden Gate 
Bridge. I was feeling guilty about spreading info about the 
blockade, and I was hoping Reiko would see my side. But 
she was furious when I told her Steve and I had gone public. 
She thought a blockade would have made a lot more people 
aware of our creeping invasion of Vietnam and couldn’t 
believe I wouldn’t support it.

“Look,” she told me, “I understand blockading the 
bridge would be risky, and dangerous. But even if you 
didn’t want to be part of the blockade, you could at least 
have kept quiet about it.”

Luckily for us, many more protestors came to that 
demonstration than the cops had anticipated; there were 
probably four to five thousand people there. So, despite our 
precautions of wearing thick jackets and bringing motor-
cycle helmets, the demonstration remained peaceful and 
the cops left us alone. I was feeling good about the big 
turnout. I wanted to justify my role in stopping the bridge 
blockage to Reiko.

“I don’t really think having thousands of commuters 
pissed off at us, and creating a traffic mess all over the Bay 
Area, would really convince people to question the war in 
Vietnam. Yeah, it would get media attention, but people 
wouldn’t see the connection.”

That was the wrong thing to say to Reiko. “Wouldn’t 
see the connection!” she fumed. “Well, I see the connec-
tion. I look at pictures of kids in Vietnam, and I see people 
who look like me being rounded up and put behind barbed 
wire by American soldiers. Again!”

Reiko wasn’t even trying to keep her voice down. A 
few people standing near us at the demonstration were 
staring. The speeches droned on, exhorting people who 
were there at the risk of being beaten or arrested to show 
their commitment against the war. I tried to stop her, but 
Reiko said she wanted to be alone and left without me. 
I thought about following her, but I was afraid of upsetting 
her even more.

It turned out we were being watched by one of the local 
FBI guys monitoring the demonstration. He saw Reiko and 
me fighting and figured this was his big opportunity. So he 
followed Reiko home and, she told me later, knocked on 
her door just minutes after she got inside. He showed her 
his FBI credentials. He was tall, white, had short hair, and 
wore a suit, white shirt, and tie. Being the good Japanese 
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They reach people who might not want to face cops at 
a demonstration. But what’s the big secret? I can go to 
those meetings with you.”

“I know you could, but I wanted to get more directly 
involved. And you had that organic chem lab exam you 
were worried about.”

“Yeah, but I’m always worried about organic chem. And 
you told me meetings were a waste of time.”

Reiko paused; she was deciding how much to tell me. 
“Look, I don’t know what’s going to come up at these meet-
ings. If someone has an idea for a protest that could lead 
to major problems, like blockading a bridge, I don’t want 
to have it sabotaged.”

I was speechless. I looked at her but couldn’t think of 
anything to say.

“We’re different,” she said. “You grew up in a lily-white 
community. You never had soldiers with guns keeping you 
behind barbed wire. But I know what the Vietnamese are 
going through in the ‘strategic hamlets.’ We have to speak 
out against this.”

“Reiko, we both want to end this horrible war. We may 
not always agree on tactics, but we can work through what-
ever our differences are.”

Reiko looked right into my eyes, she was really serious. 
“Well, that’s the thing, isn’t it? Let me ask you this: if you 
knew about another demonstration blockading a bridge, 
would you let the cops find out about it?”

Oh boy. I knew I could equivocate, say it would depend 
on the specific circumstances. I hesitated; it seemed like 
our relationship had come down to this question. I wanted 
to turn the conversation back to renting a place together 
in the fall.

“I’m just not sure, Reiko. I’m trying to be honest here; 
I can’t say I would go along with something I thought could 
harm people or hurt the antiwar movement.”

I had never seen Reiko so intense, so unhappy. “You 
realize thousands of people are being killed now, right? 
You see the body bags for U.S. soldiers on TV. This war 
is not only destroying Vietnam, I think it will destroy the 
U.S. if it continues. Not in terms of bombing civilians and 
burning forests like in Vietnam, but in terms of the ideas 
in the Constitution and the Bill of Rights. It’s happened 
before, because people didn’t question their government.”

We ended up skipping the movie, some silly Woody 

Allen comedy with a crazy title, What’s New Pussycat? 
We just grabbed a pizza. I spent the whole meal trying to 
convince Reiko what we felt for each other was too impor-
tant and that I wanted the war to end as much as she did.

“I believe you, on both counts,” she said. “I don’t want 
to lose what we have. But I just can’t ignore what my family 
went through. And I couldn’t live with myself if I didn’t do 
everything I could to stop that from happening to others.”

Reiko went to several more antiwar meetings without 
me. She didn’t want to take the chance that I would short-
circuit another demonstration. I hated to think Reiko didn’t 
trust me. But I couldn’t backtrack what Steve and I had 
done. And I still wasn’t sure what we’d done was wrong.

What I was sure of was that I would have stayed with 
Reiko no matter what she wanted to do to protest the war. 
I wasn’t willing to take the risks she was, but I admired 
her for it. I loved her in spite of that, or maybe because of 
it. I never did ask her to live with me. I was afraid of what 
her answer would be.

Reiko left me the second week of May 1965. Just a few 
weeks later, a thirty-six-hour teach-in took place on the 
Berkeley campus. Senator Ernest Gruening gave a passion-
ate speech against the war, saying the eighty-eight sena-
tors who had voted for the Gulf of Tonkin Resolution had 
abdicated their responsibility to represent the American 
people. Norman Mailer called President Johnson “a bully 
with an air force.” Thirty-five thousand people attended 
the Vietnam Day teach-in, by far the largest attendance at 
any teach-in that year.

Over the past fifty years I’ve asked myself many times 
how I should have answered Reiko’s question; would I let 
the cops know about a planned blockade on one of the 
bridges? I still don’t know the right answer. But I know the 
answer I had back in 1964 lost me my first love.
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