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Chapter 18

Jim Visits My Family, Then My
Father Passes Away

I returned to Japan in March of 1972 for
the first time in nearly three years since |
moved to Chicago. Jim was to join me in
April.

My mother and I talked and talked, day and
night, without stopping, for nearly a week.

Then 1 called good old Manpower.
President Finnerty and all the staff
welcomed me back. Once again, 1 took
temporary assignments, just as I had done
a few years prior. I took dictation from
American and FEuropean businessmen,
which [ transcribed into English documents.
I recall not being able to concentrate on
what [ was doing, for my thoughts were
forever focused on Jim and  his
forthcoming visit. My whole family was
looking forward to meeting him, for sure.
Finally, Jim arrived. Having been
inundated by my interminable letters about
him for three years, however, my mother's
first impression was, 1 don't feel I'm
meeting him for the first time!”

Jim stayed for about two weeks at my
parents’ house. However, true to his
reputation of being “easy—going but not
easy,” he did not say the words that I'm
sure my father secretly wished to hear
from his lips, that is, “May I have your
permission to take your daughter’'s hand in

marriage?”
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In the three years that I was away from
home, my father had aged quite a bit. His
health was visibly declining. As a young
girl, I was so proud of my father. He was
tall. He was wonderfully serene in his
appearance. He was of distinguished
character. [ was quite disappointed that I
could not show off that shining figure of

my father to Jim, and I said to him,

“I wish you could have met my father at
least several years ago,” to which Jim
remarked,

“Ryoko, I think I understand what kind of a
man he used to be; what kind of a father
he was to you.”

Jim, with his kindness and compassion,
could see who my father had been in his
prime.

[ am sure that Jim not having made any
declaration of intent regarding me hurt my
father immensely. My mother, who was of
sturdier character, on the other hand,
interpreted Jim’s silence on the subject, as
follows:

“Jim is a bit different from all those
Americans and other men from Europe
who fall in love with and wed Japanese
women. Many of them seem to be
interested in Japan’s old culture, history,
tradition, and the like, first. They like
Japanese handicrafts, Kabuki, and even
the Japanese bath, you know. They are
called Japanophiles. Look at Jim. He is
not at all comfortable in our Japanese

bath!” (Note)
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Note: Our bathroom had been somewhat
renovated from what it was while | was growing
up, but my parents were still using the deep and
narrow wooden tub, which is the traditional
Japanese bath. There was no shower. [ heard
Jim jokingly complain to his friends later that he
took a bath in a wooden bucket and got stuck!

“I don't think,” my mother continued, “that
Jim came to Japan to ask for permission
for marriage from us. He was just
interested to see the country where you
were born and grew up. You see, if you
were an Italian woman, he certainly would
have gone to Italy. You could say, though,
that he would not have come to see us if

he were not truly interested in you.”

Was my mother totally convinced that,
with this absolute interest that she
thought Jim had in her daughter, he would
eventually say the words that everyone
wanted to hear? I doubt it. Nevertheless,
from this point on, in all of her letters that
[ received back in Chicago, my mother
never again used that famous phrase
“pebble on the road side” about Jim.

Incidentally, the inconveniences that Jim
quite gallantly put up with during his stay
in Japan are, in addition to the
bucket, the
smallness of the rooms and, of course, the
toilet.

aforementioned wooden

On the day Jim arrived, my brother and 1
drove to Haneda Air Port (Narita
International Airport was yet to be built) to
meet him. Arriving at my parents’ rabbit
hutch house, Jim removed his shoes at the
entrance, just as he had been instructed.
My mother showed him into our guest
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room/living room combination, which was
right next to the entrance area. She
asked him to take a seat on the sofa. It
was evening, and the entire house was
dimly lit, like most other Japanese houses.
Well, Jim confessed to me later that he
thought he was still in the hallway leading
to a larger room.

And then, the toilet! No longer a hole in
the floor by the time Jim was there (the
year 1972), it had a stool to sit on. Great!
However, the flush toilet was vyet to
become standard in most Japanese
houses around that time.

Soon after Jim went back to the U.S., my
father’'s health quickly worsened, and he
passed away on August 15 of that year.

Couldn’t Jim have said one word about me
just so my father could go in peace? Well,
Jim was just about to launch his career as
a lawyer. He had not yet thought about
marrying me, let alone the “date of the
wedding.” He would not dare offer an
empty word of comfort to my father or to
anyone else, and he returned to Chicago,
holding his head high. I say, “Hallelujah!”
to his spirit.

I returned to Chicago soon after my
father’'s funeral. Since I had resigned my
position with Baker & McKenzie before
going back to Japan, I started a new job
with another law firm, this time a medium-
size outfit, called McBride, Baker, Winkie &
Schlosser.

Before leaving for Japan six months prior,
that is, March of 1972, I had also
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terminated my apartment lease, and I had
nowhere to live. Sr. Aoki came to my aid.
She was then living in the Sacred Heart
Convent on Sheridan Road on the North
Side of Chicago.
arrangement for me so that I could live

She made a quick

there temporarily. 1 lived there for a few
weeks, cooking dinners with Sr. Aoki and
other Catholic nuns in the convent's
kitchen. We often idled away the evening
hours together in the convent’s spacious
parlor, reading books or doing a giant
Jjigsaw puzzle.

From the time I returned to Chicago where
Jim was waiting for me, [ knew that he
would not marry anyone but me. For the
first time, I thought of saving money for
our future. One of Jim's friends, big Bob
Dailey, told Jim that there was a room
available in the apartment building in which
he lived. I moved there from the convent.
I could see Bob's room across the
courtyard, and I felt quite safe there.

The best thing about this rental apartment,
however, was that it was an unfurnished
apartment, making the monthly rent much
less than the furnished ones I'd rented
before. Indeed, I was able to save quite a
lot of money in the year that I lived there.
Jim’s mother let me use her hide—away
bed and some other items of furniture. My
former roommate May and her husband
Hiroshi (May had returned to Canada and
then came back to Chicago to marry
Hiroshi) gave me a set of kitchen furniture.
[ did not need to furnish my apartment at
all.
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My everyday life had not changed much. 1
worked all day every day at McBride,
Baker, et al., not necessarily liking the
lawyer to whom | was assigned as a
secretary.

I went out with Jim and his buddies on
weekends and some evenings, attending
various sports events. Jim shared a large,
antiquated apartment on the Near North
Side of Chicago with his old friend Jim
Crowley.

[ bad—mouthed that Uriah Heap lawyer
some chapters ago, and I don't mean to
make a habit of it, but my new boss, who
was an up—and—-coming associate at the
McBride, Baker law firm, had a very
annoying obsession.

The year 1972 was far from the computer
age. There was no “delete key” on the
typewriter, and the “typing correction
paper  was a convention in all law firms
and business offices. If you made a
typographical error, you slipped a small
piece of correction paper between the
typing paper and the ribbon, and typed the
same letter onto the correction paper, and
voila, the unwanted letter disappeared
thanks to the chemical component of the
correction paper. Then you removed the
correction paper from the typewriter, and
typed the correct letter over the same
spot. The job was done. Bravo!

However, one big drawback of these
correction papers was that if you really
closely examined the final document, you
could spot where the correction paper was
used, because the tiny, itty—bitty
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surrounding area of that corrected letter
showed microscopic powder particles
produced by the chemical component of

the correction paper.

Now, the associate lawyer to whom I was
assigned had an extreme dislike towards
these powders. He would examine and re—
examine the suspicious paper, holding it up
in the air, at eye level, perpendicularly,
sideways, or turning it over, looking at the
suspicious area from the back of the paper.

“Aha!” cried the triumphant lawyer. “Here
it is, Ryoko! You used the correction

paper right here, didn't you?”

He then would tell me to retype the whole
ugly and unacceptable document. [ would
start typing the same darned page, trying
so hard not to make a typo. I could type
at machine—gun speed, just like any other
American legal secretary, but it was
humanly impossible not to make a typo in
one whole page.

Besides, [ now hated having to re—type the
same brainless paragraphs. 1 ended up
making typographical errors more often.

I thought the whole thing was ludicrous.
Who is going to fuss about the microscopic
white powder on the otherwise impeccably
typed document?

[ started this job in late August or
September, almost as soon as I returned
from Japan, and I said “adios” to the
fanatic lawyer and the McBride, Baker law
firm in February of the next year.

Page 7 of 9



Fo=-MEINEFRBITTHEFIRZILI-
L.ERCOELLALEEL. SANLEED
2AFETLAIGEINEIST=DTT,

CREEDHELIZ. ZDEDIIATRIZ,
BEADRAFT7ET/IN—MIEYREITT
NFELEA, SBHFYRDICEE RGH-
F=ON BAENTCENTLELCERZ
TWET,

[ also recall that this lawyer sent to my
apartment a beautiful poinsettia plant for
Christmas that year, which unfortunately
died rather quickly for I did not take good
care of it.

< End of Chapter 18 >

I am inserting just a few photos from those days on this and the following page.

Here's an ancient photo of my father, in the back row,
6th from right, long hair, from a class reunion, circa?
He certainly looked different from other Japanese men.

Here's Jim’'s law school graduation photo, 1971.
He is at far left. in the front row.

! T R NN
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My roommate May and Hiroshi, on their wedding day,
October, 1970, at The Buddhist Temple of Chicago.

Hiroshi, May, Jim, and I at their
wedding reception.
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Jim at the front gate of our parents’ house, My parents’ house. My brother's car parked just
April 1972. inside the front gate. I have no idea how he got his
car in and out of that small area.

Jim visits my aunt and her family. From left, my aunt
Michiyo, her mom, Makiko (my cousin Sato—chan'’s wife),
me, Wakko—chan (Sato—chan’s sister), Jim, and my

Jim takes a trip to Kyoto and
Nara, April 1972.
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