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Chapter 17

Jim Passes the Bar Exam

Jim took the bar exam in September, 1971.
He passed with flying colors. The
swearing—in ceremony took place in
November that year in Springfield, the
capital of the State of Illinois. Jim invited
his mother, her friend Mr. Edwin O’Connor,
a Chicago lawyer, and me, to the ceremony.
Jim's two sisters, Lois and Mary Jo,
jumped up and down with joy upon hearing
their younger brother's accomplishment,
and they planned a big party for him,
inviting friends and relatives, even though
Jim was not too excited about it. It was
said in those days that there were more
lawyers than needed in the United States.
Every Tom, Dick, and Harry wanted to
become a lawyer. “Well, same as any
other profession, there is an entire gamut
of lawyers, good and bad,” I said to myself.
I knew then that Jim was destined to
become one of the few, good lawyers who
were not money hungry.

Soon afterwards, Jim left one of the top—
flight law firms in downtown Chicago,
Liebman, Williams, et al., where he worked
as a law clerk, and joined the Legal Aid
Bureau of Chicago as a full-fledged
attorney—at—law. Legal Aid lawyers
represent and defend people with low
income. He devoted his time and efforts
to the Bureau's poor clients until 1979,
when he started his own practice.

Soon after the burden of the Bar Exam
was removed, Jim said he wanted to go to
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Tokyo. From the time I met him under the
autumn moon over the John Hancock Building,
[ wanted my dear mother and father to
meet Jim, and see, with their own eyes,
how wonderful he is, how kind, how smart,
how deep, how he cheers me up at all
times, and how he totally surrounds my
whole world with his exuberant magnetism.

Yes, Jim is going to meet my parents! 1
felt as if [ were in a dream from that time
on until it actually happened in the spring
of 1972.

My Father's Letter Dated October 6, 1971

< Your mother and I have decided not to
fuss and make rushed repairs of the house
for Jim. We will have Jim see our humble
house as it was when you were with us.
Weather has been quite cool. We've been
having a lot of rain, as well. No bright
autumn skies during the day, and no
beautiful mid-autumn moon at night! [
understand the Go—board has not arrived
yet. It could well be the reported harbor
strike that'’s causing the delay. (I asked my
father about this time to send me a Go-
board by ship. I believe I told Jim about
my father's strange occupation, a Go
reviewer/newspaper columnist. [ wanted
to have one of his small but quite hefty
and handsome Go-boards so I could show
it to Jim. I also wanted to have something
in my little apartment that would make me
think about my father.)

We will soon be using our charcoal
brazier.... If it doesn'’t rain today, I'll go to
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the Central Post Office to mail this letter
to you. (Note)

Note: My father sent me all his airmail letters
by special delivery. He took the train
from home to the Central Post Office in
downtown, Tokyo, to post them.

We want Jim to see our Japanese house
made of wood and clay.... [ talk with your
mother, sister, and brother less and less
these days. [ havent said a word to
anyone this morning. Some days, I don't
say a word all day. I'm afraid I'm becoming
a surly and disagreeable old man. But, |
can't be that way when you and Jim are

here. I know I won't be. >

My Mother's Letter Dated January 10,
1972:

< I am in receipt of your December 217
letter It demonstrates your elevated
state of mind, which made me so happy.
The never—ending daily household chores
prevented me from responding to you
sooner, though.

Thank you very much for the info about
your cousin Akio. His mother called me
the other day, and told me that not only
did he marry an Italian girl over there and
then divorced, but there is also a baby
born out of the brief union. The news
didn't even surprise me. He must simply
belong to today’s young Japanese

generation.

If he should call you again, just listen to
what he has to say, with patience, as if
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you were a big sister to him, so that he
would not further behave foolishly.

(Note at the end of this chapter regarding this
cousin of mine who briefly attended the
University of Indiana around that time.)

How is the work at Baker & McKenzie? It
/s quite Interesting that you work for
lawyers whose clients are predominantly
wealthy corporations, while Jim helps
soclety’s less fortunate individuals. Talk
to Jim about your job. Try to understand
his profession, and deepen your mutual
understanding.

I wonder if my generation and that of your
father's will ever experience central
heating and flush toilets before our time
Two of the most important
of civilization have been
deplorably slow in becoming everyone's

runs out.
blessings

modern day tools for Japanese people,
because our government’s priorities have
been to work on projects that would make
them Jook good when completed, rather
than tackling all kinds of fundamental work
The two
things that we have in abundance are TV's
and automobiles, when a nation like
America has long enjoyed the use of
central heating and flush toilets.

that the whole nation needs.

I am concerned about Jim’s comfort while
he stays with us.... All over our country, a
great number of large buildings are being
built daily, one after another. Japan is in
the midst of a construction boom, but no
builders are interested in building small
residences or repairing dinky, little houses.
Even if I could find someone who would
take the small job, his charge would be
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incredibly high. And tinkering on this drab,
wooden house that sits low on the glum
dirt could not expect to produce any
spectacular results.

I'm afraid I'll have to conclude that Jim
should see our house as it is, for this is
the average house for average people of
Japan, and we may ask him to go to a
hotel, at least for the half of his sojourn in
Japan. Il send you, by air, “A Daughter of
the Samurai,” and the excerpts from a
You Didn't

magazine, “America That

Know.” >

My Father's Letter Dated January 21,
1972:

{.. Thanks to the warm spring—like
weather yesterday and today, the plum
trees of our humble yard are shooting out
tiny buds. Other dubious trees all seem to
wait for spring, with determination. Even
the tiniest flowering grasses are waiting for
the spring, without succumbing to the
winter cold.

Yes, the more I think about it, the more I
am certain that nothing is as admirable as
the plants and trees. They welcome and
send away each of the four seasons in
silence. Flowers come out and die, but
their seeds will produce flowers again next
year. Some trees may die a premature
death by being hewn, to be made into coal.
But they never say a word of complaint,
and they accept it as destiny... Don't take
what I say seriously, Ryoko.... This is just
an old man’s grumbling.... When I meet Jim
this summer, I might start crying, taking his
hands into mine....>
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My Father's Letter Dated February 5,
1972:

.. I want Jim to see the fresh tatami
mats and the warm summer sun reflecting
on the pure white shoji screens. I
suggested that we replace our fusuma
screens, as well, for the brand new fusuma
screens will make the fresh tatami mats
look even better. Your mother said, “Yes,
if it were just for us, I wouldn't do any
additional touch—ups, but Jim is coming all
the way from Chicago, and we should do
what we can.” I talk about Jim, and your
mother talks about Jim. Our thoughts are
always about Jim, and with Jim. >

Here, my father recites a well-known
'waka,” written by Bokusui Wakayama, one
of Japan’'s great waka poets of the early
20th Century.
misquoted it, 'm afraid.

My father could have

My Father's Final Letter To Me Dated
February 18, 1972:

< It is 1:30 AM, Wednesday, 16th, (or
more accurately Thursday, 17th). Your
sister reported to your mother that she
stopped at the department store and
checked the bed and the blankets for Jim.
Usually, your sister makes a purchase of
anything on the spot, without telling your
mother in advance about It She’s
beginning to think, I guess. Good for her.

We are all thinking about Jim, trying to
make his stay a comfortable one in every

small way.

Ryoko, keep your cool, and complete
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preparations for your trip home. [Is Jim
doing all right?

Ryoko, stay cool. This is all for now. >

Note from Page 4

One of my father's three brothers had a son
studying at the University of Indiana around that
time. My mother told me in one of her letters
that she gave my Chicago telephone number to
his father, reluctantly. After all, I had met this
cousin of mine only a few times while we were
both very young.

The boy called me a few times at the apartment
I was sharing with my roommate May, a collect
call from Indiana each time. 1 was furious about
it. Once he requested that I ask Jim to let him
use his car. [ turned it down, without hesitation.

He even showed up at my workplace of Baker &
McKenzie law offices one day, and asked me if |
would be good enough to ask my superiors to
hire him. My mother and [ both thought he was
rather pathetic.

< End of Chapter 17 >
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