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Chapter 14

Jim Doesn'’t Like Shimazaki Toson

[ thought of Jim every minute of the day.

I continued to work at the law firm, but I
soon found typing legal documents day
after day was not very stimulating. [ could
do more. I started to teach Japanese, a
few nights a week, on the side, at the
Berlitz School of Languages.

Well, I think the truth is that I did not want
to be just waiting for Jim to call me at
night, sitting in the apartment, doing
nothing. Indeed, Jim was always busy
working, studying at night, and going out
with his buddies. [ loved to teach
Japanese to Americans who were
interested in learning this difficult language.
Besides, [ liked to see Jim being proud of
me, using my time meaningfully.

Thus, 1 kept myself occupied. [ never
stopped writing to my parents, though.
Whenever [ had a chance, I sat down and
wrote about Jim — every detail of what Jim
said, and what Jim did.

My mother, who was obviously not a big
fan of my spending such an inordinate
amount of time writing about Jim, kept
saying in her letters that I should read
books just like I used to do as a young girl.

Incidentally, Jim said that he was too busy
to read when he was young, for playing
outside with his friends was his top priority.
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He didn't know any of the world—famous
children’s books that I read. He didn't
know any one of the well-known mystery
writers that I read avidly in high school:
Agatha Christie, Eden Phillpotts, Ellery
Queen, etc.

One day, I told him about Agatha Christie’s
The Murder of Roger Ackroyd, saying that

the book is notorious for its surprise
ending, and that it won't let the most
experienced and trained mystery book
readers, who are good at finding the
perpetrator before the end of the book,
guess ~who done it.” That prompted Jim
to read this famous book.

He called me the next day and said,
“I've read the first few chapters. 1 think
the family doctor who is telling the story is

the bad guy.”

Well, let me tell you that Christie’'s Murder
of Roger Ackroyd is known throughout the

world as a landmark detective story
because the author made the narrator the
murderer, which was unimaginable before
this book. No other detective story writer
had used that trick. It was how Christie
challenged her readers.

[ was completely taken aback, and 1
marveled at Jim's power of deduction. 1
recall writing to my parents, saying

“What an awesome power of analysis! He
is brilliant! And, to think, he has not read
any of the well-known detective stories of
the world!”
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One day, I was singing an old Japanese
song, “The Little Coconut,” in his car.

PPA Jone coconut traveling across
thousands of miles of ocean, from a
Southern island far away, is now sitting on
this beach, quite forlornly.... PP

Jim asked me to translate the song. I
translated the third verse which was my
favorite:

P LI pick up the lone coconut on the beach
and I hold it tight against my heart. My
solitude returns. As [ watch the sun
going down beyond the ocean’s horizon, |
feel once more that I am in a foreign land
all alone, and tears come down my cheeks

PLL

“Well,” Jim says, “You wouldn't like the
guy who wrote that poem to be your date.
He's a wuss.”

[ burst into laughter. 1 am terribly sorry,
Mr. Shimazaki Toson, for my translation did
not do justice to your celebrated poem.

I immediately wrote to my parents about
Jim’'s dislike of the Japanese literary great.

[ If the American readers are interested, here's
the URL to tell you about this great Mejji—Taishé
Era poet and novelist of Japan, Shimazaki Toson:

http.//en.wikipedia.org/wiki/ T%C5%8Dson_Shimaz
ki

[t was obvious that Jim grew up without
developing any love of the world’'s great
literature. He didn't know much about the
movies of his own country, either. He had
little or no knowledge of Casablanca or
The Sea Hawk, the American movies that [

watched with my parents in Japan when |
was young.
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He barely knew names like Humphrey
Bogart or Errol Flynn. Whenever there
was an old—-time movie shown in Chicago, I
would say,

“Oh, 1 saw that one in Japan when I was in
junior high, but I want to see it again with
you. You won't be disappointed!”

Eventually, Jim, who didn't know the
difference between Vivien Leigh and Janet
Leigh, became somewhat knowledgeable
about Hollywood movies in general, just
like I learned a lot from him about football.
Bravo!

Jim was full of compassion. He was caring
about everyone, indiscriminately. He had,
however, a sufficiently unforgiving side.

One day, as we were driving on Lake
Shore Drive, a car cut him off in a very
rude and insolent way. An ordinary man
would immediately speed up and try to
Not Jim.
close behind him, and stayed right there,

pass the offender. He went

driving at the same speed.

“Let’s see how long he can take this. This
is much more annoying for him than if I
had passed him,” said Jim. If the man
changed lanes, Jim changed lanes, and
finally, the man fled for an exit, obviously
feeling quite distressed and scared by
Jim's tenacity.

My Mother’s Letter Dated July 13, 1970:

<{..You and your tireless praise of Jim.... I
know that you are far from being homesick,
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and you are thoroughly enjoying your life in
a foreign city thanks mainly to your
personality, your built-in stance in life, so
to speak. Naturally, it's thanks to the
people around you, also.

I worry about you, nonetheless, for you
certainly praise Jim a little too excessively
in your letters. I hope I'm worrying for no
reason, for mothers are known to do this
for their daughters....

Nevertheless, if you are destined to grieve
some day, then you'd be wise to pull back
before it's too late. Men and women all
take this journey of life, where joy and
sorrow intertwine and crisscross, back and
forth. We are all hurrying, as it were,
straight to the final denouement of life we
call death. I don't mean to force you to
pull back now. No one needs to view the
final moments of his journey as tragedy.
What's important is your present state of
mind. your inner self...

One thing about Jim is that he has
experienced the war. He was in the midst
of the Viet Nam War. In the process of
making a man out of a young boy, that
experience means a lot.... You might want
to think about him with a Iittle more
“level " head, a little more like a grown-up

woman....

I know you are smart, but it is also true
that you are too attached to your small
world surrounding you currently. I wanted
to send a breath of fresh air from the
outside world to awaken you a little bit, so
I am sending you two books: one is

Shotaré Yasuoka's recently published
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essay, ‘America As [ See It,” and the
other is a photo collection entitled
“Flowers of Japan.” >

There she goes again! She means Jim by
the “small world surrounding you.” Also,
didn't I say earlier that my mother kept
saying in her letters that I should read
books, rather than write about Jim? 1
don’t think I liked the novels or essays of
Shotard Yasuoka, anyway.

Additionally, if I may add one more
comment regarding her insightful “One
thing about Jim is that he has experienced
the war. He was in the midst of the Viet
Nam War,” Jim's Viet Nam experience was
limited to his one—year desk work in an
air—conditioned office at the Army
Headquarters near Saigon (ref. photos in
Chapter 9). He was not in the battlefield
where the bullets flew. He did not march
in the muddy rice paddies, being weighed
down with heavy equipment. He said he
never once heard the sound of artillery!

[ don't recall exactly when it was, but I'm
sure it was around that time of my
friendship with Jim when I said,

“Jim, 1 like you so much. You see, it's like
a glass of water filled to the rim. You are
completely and at all times filling my glass
to the rim, there's no more room in my
glass for other people to come in.”

Jim responded to this, looking a little
serious:

“Ryoko, I'm afraid you are wrong to think
that way. If you truly love me, the water in
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others generously into your glass.”

< End of Chapter 14 >
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