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Chapter 30

Final Chapter

My Mother's Letter Dated September 17,
1976:

< Dear Jim and Ryoko:

I arrived at Haneda Airport at 3:40 p.m., on
the 15th,
scheduled.
was _jam—packed with people who got out of
our Jumbo 001 flight, beyond imagination. I
placed my luggage on the push—cart, and
looked for Satoshi and Asako.
faces and faces in multiple layers, as far as |

about an hour earlier than
The customs clearance area

There were
could see. It was impossible to spot one
When I arrived at O'Hare
Airport, I spotted you and Jim instantly, to
my great relief. Not now. Even if Satoshi
and Asako could see me, they would not be
There
was no room for anybody to move forward or

particular face.

able to step forward to reach me.

backward. [ learned later that there was an
unanticipated huge crowd at the airport on
that day just because it was the national
holiday (Respect-the-Aged Day).
came out just to see the airport, the epitome

People

of Japanese people’s backward minds.
After the customs inspection, [ asked a
young man nearby to carry my luggage
towards the exit door. [ sat on my luggage,
and waited for Satoshi and Asako, feeling
quite ill at ease. [ thought of walking around
the area, looking for them, leaving my luggage
But that would be unwise: somebody
I got hold of
There

was an incredibly long line of people there,

there.
will walk away with my luggage.
a porter and went to the cab station.

too. The “overcrowded Japan” is
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I moved to the limo station,
I paid 5,000 yen
for it, but it was money well spent, sparing

everywhere.
and arrived home in a limo.
me the physical and mental strain. [ was
sorry for Satoshi and Asako who kept looking
for me for one hour. They even went to
JAL's airport office, asking them to check

the passenger list of Flight 00].

As soon as you deplane, you are attacked by
the oppressive stench in the air and humidity.
I wonder if that’s the smell of Tokyo Bay that
has been polluted to no end over the years.
What a wretched entrance gate for all the
What do they think of
Next is the
mind-boggling traffic congestion between
Haneda Airport and the entrance to Keihin
National Highway. I finally felt a little
comfortable when we hit the 4-/ane Circular
I was at all times

people from abroad!
Japan as they arrive?

Expressway No. 7.
remembering how Jim drove me to O'Hare,
Satoshi and Asako
arrived home two hours behind me. They
told me that they searched for me,
separately, all over the airport. At one point,

easy and relaxed.

Asako saw me, just momentarily. She yelled,
but her call did not reach me because of the

The next moment, she
It was as though we were
in a local villagers’ summer festival.

unthinkable noise.
lost sight of me.

I don’t seem to have significant jet lag this
I had a sense of relief. naturally. My
head is quite clear. Still I can’t do much
yet. I do nothing but eat, sleep, and then I
That's from
being unable to sleep at all during the entire

time.

eat and sleep some more.

return flight.

What a dirty and gloomy house we have! [
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am astonished at the stark difference
between your apartment and our house. [
know there’s a difference between Japan
and America in the overall climate, and how
But still  the

One learns
lessons from one's experiences. It took me
about a week or so to get used to the dry
Now, I'll have to be
re—acclimated to this wet and damp

the houses are built
difference is overwhelming.

climate over there.
environment. [don't feel too happy about it,
but this is what I'm accustomed to all my life.
I'll have to accept it.

Throughout my flight on TWA between
Chicago and San Francisco, I enjoyed the
great aerial view of North America, thanks to
Jim who secured a window seat for me.
The soft, purple of the Great Plains; the
brownish Rockies;, wide expanse of open
fields; mountains; and Salt Lake City. It
was such a bright day, and I saw everything.
We arrived at San Francisco at 1:.20 p.m. [
turned my watch back to 11.20 am. We
had good 2 hours before transferring to a
Japan Air Lines’ jumbo flight to Tokyo. [
sat quietly while resting. I watched people
scurry to and fro, all over the place, with
greedy eyes to do the last—-minute souvenir
shopping.
Francisco, I sat next to a Japanese woman

Between Chicago and San

who said she'd been living in Evanston for
two years with her husband who worked for
Mitsubishi
Francisco and Tokyo on JAL, I sat next to a

Electric. Between  San

Japanese man about my age. [ was lucky
to have a window seat again, but this time it
was to no avail: we were flying 10,700
meters above the Pacific Ocean, looking
down at nothing but the great expanse of

white clouds. The man next to me was
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from the boondocks of Nagoya, and he
talked garrulously in his annoying Nagoya
dialect.

He said he was on the same flight that I took
to Chicago. Well Ryoko, the Chicago—Asian
Club (Note 1)you didn't like seems to have
had business all over Japan! In any event,
my travel companion on the way to Chicago
was an Ishikawa grandma (Note 2) and that
on the way back home was a Nagoya

grandpal!

Note 1: Jim and I purchased her flight tickets
through a travel agency called “Chicago
Asian Club.”

Note 2: Mother told me that on her flight to
Chicago, she had to sit next to an old
woman from Ishikawa Prefecture who never
stopped talking, to her great annoyance.

For your sister, brother, and his family, it was
life as usual during the month I was gone.
However, they were in the midst of Japan's
typhoon season. It had been stormy.
They had torrential rains every day. All the

more, the house looked filthy to me, I believe.

You'll have a busy day Saturday, having May
and others over. Your quest for purity, and
your stance in life to look straight ahead at
both quite

However, you need to control yourself

all times, are admirable.

depending on the circumstance. Otherwise,
you are going to end up being nothing but
skin and bone.

Jim tolerated the long one month, having me
in the household.
enough.

I cannot thank him

Page 4 of 6



[CHEPODLEZIETHEED, BFDEDHIZK
EREELDTT,

CADLHRIE, BFHTHEEEEZEEGD TIZEL
HERELLDEYTT , HIFE L. BFFF DA
SADSEEEH DY, BESETTAYDDEEEL
TKhEDZE,

ZADHEANFLHFEDZ[EEL, EADSUA
(FALZFDFHHOSE, FLTSEDEBDT
AYBITEDSE, boELELBEACZANFEL
MEFEDHF=CEIE, BD—LDEEFLLE
LET,

ELF]

AT LRRICES>TYCEN - FIEED
FHROFECIE, MAMAD LICFETTEL:
BHOFHENA-TUOEL, LU

<19764F98208. &Y >

[PALSE, BHIOANATIESLLY D107

AHAFE FCSETELEEELT, bYHESISSE
WET, BPSLOBEESIES, FHLSEH

What a wonderful woman with fine character
Jim's mother is! Jim's sisters have both
refreshingly charming personalities. You

must realize how lucky you are.

I intend to keep reminiscing about my trip to
Chicago, looking at the daily notes I jotted
down and the photos you and Jim took and
I've just received a call from my
She is

gave me.
wheelchair-bound friend Mrs. Saito.
simply dying to hear my story.

You and Jim were the same you and Jim on
the two occasions that you were in Japan. [
saw the same you and Jim on my visit to
Chicago, this time, as described in your
countless letters you sent to me. There is
no higher bliss than having this knowledge,

for the rest of my life.

Sincerely yours,

Fujiko >

A letter from my sister to Jim was thrown
into the airmail envelope containing my
mother’s letter above.

From My Sister, September 20, 1976:

< Dear Jim: Thank you very much for the
wonderful summer vacation for my mother.
My mother came home totally content,
having met your loving mother and wonderful
sisters. She was indeed happy and satisfied
to have witnessed the daily life of you and
Ryoko.

beautiful present for me.

Thank you very much for the
Therell be my
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high—school reunion soon, and I intend to
wear that dress on that day.

My mother tells me that it didn't rain much in
Chicago. We have had continuously rainy
days since the beginning of this month, due
partly to the typhoon season that we are in.
Between September 8 and 13, in particular, it
rained day after day, night after night, as if it
were the great flood that Noah saw. Our
small yard turned into a river. The tiny pond
that looks like a soup dish (Im sure
Jim-sama remembers) was flooded, and 3
Well, they could have

been taken by the neighborhood feral cats.

goldfish were lost.

Akiko >

There was a P.S. addressed to me, which
reads:

< Dear Ryoko:
noodle soup starts boiling, stir in one egg and

As your instant Ramen

add a few drops of soy sauce, and sprinkle a
little spice and roasted sea weed broken into
pieces.
tastier and more nutritious dish. >

The cheap Ramen soup is now a

< End of Chapter 30 >

END OF BOOK ONE
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