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Chapter 20

I'm Arrested at the Airport!

As I said in Chapter 18, I went back to
Tokyo in April 1972 for the first time since
having lived in Chicago for nearly 3 years.
[ thought I might have to stay longer than I
had initially planned, for my mother had
told me in her letters that my father's
health was declining quickly. Thus, I had
resigned from Baker & McKenzie prior to
my departure for Japan. I had no qualms
about quitting yet another law firm, for I
was again engaged in the same old legal
secretary routine there. Nothing exciting.
Indeed, my career record was pretty
unimpressive  thus far. Let me
recapitulate:

[ lasted just two months with Uriah Heep

at Pendleton, Newman, et al.

The Japanese—American law firm of

Masuda, Spivak & Funai looked pretty

promising. I had a chance to use my

Japanese a little (Wote) Still, after seven

to eight months, I was disillusioned. I

could have lasted a little longer, if my

wonderful  friend/room—mate/co—worker,
May Kawamoto, had not quit so soon.

Note: Attorney Thomas Masuda spoke Japanese,
but he was not proficient in reading or
writing Japanese. One of my favorite tasks
was to stand in front of his desk every
morning, and read the daily Japanese
newspaper for him. He would select the
articles to be read, and he would ask me
questions whenever he encountered a word

or phrase with which he was not familiar. I
liked that routine immensely.

[ had a little better record with the next
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employer, Cummings & Wyman, i.e., one full
year.

[ lasted only seven months with Baker &
McKenzie, from September 1971 to April
1972 when I left for Japan.

All in all, in less than three years after
settling in Chicago, I changed jobs three
times, working at four different law firms. I
am not proud of it. The only excuse I have
is that I was constantly looking for
something more, a job that would give me
a better sense of accomplishment.

Jim made a whirlwind visit to Tokyo in
April 1972. In about the same fashion as
his dating style back in Chicago, he
appeared one day, and disappeared in less
than three weeks, in the blink of an eye, so
to speak. [ had an urge to follow him back
to Chicago as soon as possible, but my
father's health was indeed deteriorating at
an alarming rate, and I just didn't have the
heart to leave him like that. My mother
saw my dilemma, of course, and said that [
should go back to Chicago, without dilly—
dallying. I couldn’t. I continued to take
Manpower’'s temporary assignments, a few
days a week.

My father passed away on August 15 of
that vyear. Soon after the funeral, 1

returned to Chicago.

As 1 was going through the entry gate of
San Francisco International Airport, I
encountered an unexpected problem. An
immigration officer questioned the validity
of my Green Card, and [ was taken to and

Page 2 of 6



MREMIELT. REDBRDORDEFREES
RATETENNTE Tz, KEKIFEFIFE
DBREFMIE. HETRKETHINELIAE,
FIEOVHERETREATW . MHEORDE
FiEEZTAATLEST-DOTLI,

Lt ZDRZETORREITHL,

® XEIZETIEALIL. 65 ARTOLHE
E#E‘E’C‘“ﬁ-‘&)fl:‘f:o

@ 7TR—bt HEEANC)—REZHEMHER
LTLV =, BIG., REIZH TS EEFTEL.

@ BXRFEH/N—FTBHEDLLRNE,

BELE TRTEEIZERAEOMN, KITHEE
CHREREBYFEL

HRIE. CDT)V—Uh—RERBTIREA
T RKEBREINMINALOLODOEIEICES
FHENE KEERZEOERAH 1= EH
B. EDHEATESN. DT )—2h—FIZ
Z D15 TR,

[SATITENOREDRRBICHEEL. B
FHEYEICESIANL, TU—Vh—FBHAD
AIEE. ZOBEFEZENHIE TS THSS ]

ELWVSEE, TOGETRERXZELGLLEMN T
Z&%F ., KKECHECRER, ELVDAERNMNDA
EEEBOORZHLLFRIZERNDD DL
[CEBEL-CEEIELET,

locked in a room to be interrogated. 1 felt
like I had been arrested!

As you may know, all travelers must fill out
an “arrival-departure record” form during
flights into and out of the US. Well, I
mistakenly wrote my parents’ address in
Tokyo as my “current address” on that
form.

In answer to the questions posed by the
pompous immigration official, I answered
quite honestly that (1) I had quit the job in
Chicago before leaving for Japan some six
months prior; (2) 1 had terminated the
apartment lease (and had no permanent
U.S. address to return to); and (3) I took a
temporary job while in Japan and had
some income. That poured gasoline on the
fire, and the triumphant officer concluded,
then and there, that this Oriental woman
had intended to abandon the U.S.
permanent residency, in light of Sections
such and such, of Articles such and such,
of the U.S. Immigration Code. My green
card was confiscated.

“I will let you go to Chicago. But, I order
you to appear before a hearing officer of
the Chicago immigration authority. He will
determine whether or not you will have
your Green Card returned. Consider
yourself lucky that I'm not sending you
Well, he didn't

really say that last sentence, but he

back to Japan today.”

certainly alluded to it. I didn't lose my
head, nor did I panic at this, for I knew I
could convince the official in Chicago that
I had no intention of giving up my
permanent residency, and that my conduct
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was solely as a result of my ignorance
about the immigration regulations.

[ was angry with myself, however, about
this ignorance on my part. [ called Jim
from the airport, telling him that I had to
miss my connecting flight to Chicago,
thanks to the tyrannical entry gate official.

[ arrived at O'Hare Airport. Ah, there was
Jim, with his usual beaming smile that I
had been missing for six long months!

A few days later, I went to the immigration
hearing. [ explained to the official who
interrogated me that [ had no intention of
abandoning my U.S. permanent residency,
and that my offense was entirely as a
result of my ignorance. My Green Card
was returned to me.

I could end this side story here, but
actually I'd like to add a few more
paragraphs to this somewhat unsettling
anecdote, as follows:

[ appeared before the Chicago immigration
hearing officer, not alone, but with Jim and
a lawyer who was an immigration specialist.
Jim was worried that [ might say
something stupid and get in trouble again,
so he talked to the director of Legal Aid
Bureau, who made a quick arrangement in
which his friend, the immigration lawyer,
would accompany me to the hearing. I
don’t recall his name or what he looked
like, but he did accompany me to the
hearing that took place in the Federal
Building in downtown Chicago.
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Whether or not [ had intended to abandon
my U.S. permanent residency and throw
out the privileges the U.S. government so
kindly bestowed on me, was the focal point
of the hearing. After several questions
and answers, while the official was making
some summary notes in his notebook, the
immigration lawyer who was seated next to
me across from the official’'s desk, turned
towards Jim and asked, trying to look and
sound dignified as much as possible:

“I believe you are Ryoko's fiancé?”

What!? Jim’s my best friend in the entire
world, but he is not my fiancé! [ was
agitated. Well, Jim was smart, as always.
Quite unperturbed, he responded,

“Yes, that is correct.”

I don’t know if Jim was really thinking, for
the first time, that we may marry
sometime in the future. What's important
was that Jim’s four words above instantly
convinced the hearing official that I did not
intend to throw away my Green Card
status, for what foreign national woman
would do that if she’s got an American
fiancé waiting for her in the U.S.?

The officer took out my Green Card from a
folder on his desk, and handed it to me.

Jim, feeling greatly relieved, naturally,
shook the hands of the immigration lawyer
and the hearing official, and went right
back to his office from there.
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As the lawyer and [ left the Federal
Building, and walked a few blocks together,
[ felt triumphant and elated, of course. I
said to the lawyer,

“How much shall 1 pay for your services
today?”

He responded,

“Do you have cash on you? If so, $50 will
do.”

“Here you are,” I handed him $50 in cash,
and thanked him one more time.

[ learned from Jim later that the Legal Aid
Bureau's director was furious about this
immigration lawyer taking cash from me,
for the agreement was that he would
provide services without charge.

If Jim had been with me, he would have
told the lawyer to send me a bill. “No one
makes cash payments like that,” Jim told
me later. It was unfortunate that I

happened to have $50 in my purse.

The lessons to be learned from this
additional story of my life is: (1) Don't be
involved in any dialogue with the
immigration officials at the U.S. port of
entry; (2) Be aware that all lawyers are not
necessarily generous like Jim.

< End of Chapter 20 >
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