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Chapter 8

Enter Jim

On the day that destiny took a hand, Diane
was flying, and Terry was not home. In the
early evening, I was feeling quite low,
mulling over my discordant dealings with
Uriah Heep during the day. 1 was walking
the now familiar streets of Oak and Rush
near the YWCA, and I walked toward the
restaurant called the “Golden Nugget,”
with which [ was similarly familiar, at the
corner of State and Division Streets. As I
sat at a table, feeling blue, the semi—loafer
George saw me through the window. He
came in and sat across from me. We
exchanged some dialogue, not necessarily
without rhyme or reason, even though I was
conversing with a semi—loafer, as follows:

“If I were you, I would quit that Pendleton
law firm. Whatever happened to the
Japanese law firm that you were talking
about the other day? Why don't you call

the Japanese lawyer you met once more?”

I responded, “Well, I don't want to look too
pushy, you know.”

Suddenly, the door of the restaurant
opened, and two smart looking young
American men briskly walked in. They sat
at the table next to mine, and one of them
struck up a conversation with me
immediately. The other one who did not
talk to me, and actually totally ignored me,
was Jim. The one who was friendly was
Chris Johnson. They went to Georgetown
University in Washington, D.C. together.
Chris was in Chicago that day (it was a
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Friday) on business from Cleveland, and he
just joined his old college chum Jim, who
was a local boy. They had just decided to
have a light meal before going back to a
tavern to join other friends.

[ told them about my earlier trip to the U.S,,
how I taught Japanese at Fredonia College,
and how I took a cross—America trip on the
Greyhound bus with my European friends.
I told them that in Washington, D.C. we
stayed with a family who lived next to the
Georgetown campus, and that we talked to
some of the Georgetown students who
were invited by that family to help entertain
us foreign students. They listened to my
story with interest. They asked me
questions; they threw in jokes quite readily.
[ was pretty happy to have such
well-mannered, bubbly and, I might add,
good—looking, young American men as my
listeners. 1 wasn't feeling blue anymore.
No more Uriah!
Poor George had disappeared, saying “Well,

No more Pendleton!

you'll be all right tonight. Have a good
time.” Jim and Chris moved to my table.

While we were talking, a group of five or six
noisy young women came into the
restaurant, and took a table next to ours.
As soon as they sat down, they started to
talk to my handsome companions. They
hit it off, immediately.

After a while, one of the girls, who appeared
to be the leader of the group, said that she
was having a party at her apartment the
following day.

She said, “Why don't you all come and join
us?”
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I'm sure I hesitated to accept this invitation,
for 1 knew that this leader and the rest of
the girls all wanted to invite only Jim and
Chris, but they couldn’t say that I was not
included. I saw Chris Johnson scribble
something on a paper napkin. He handed
it to me and said, “Please read it.” The
note said, "I invite you to come with me to
the party tomorrow. Don't say 'No, and
don't pretend that you don’t understand.”

Suddenly, 1 was unspeakably happy and
elated. My heart was jumping higher than
that of a shepherd damsel in a fairy tale,
who received an invitation from the royal
prince. Why, isn't this elegant and
romantic to be handed a note like this? I
was still apprehensive that these two
handsome men would now leave with the
cheerful girls, leaving me alone in the
restaurant.

[ was wrong. The girls left, waving their
hands at us, each shouting, “Don't forget
tomorrow!” or “Make sure you come!”

But, the two royal princes showed no sign
of leaving. They continued to throw jokes,
continually making me laugh. Only when
the evening dusk started to fall on the noisy
streets outside did they get up from the
table and walked me back to the YWCA
which was a few blocks away.

That's how [ met Jim. Actually, though, it
was only Chris who walked me all the way
back to the YWCA because as three of us
walked down the streets Jim stepped aside
to go into the tavern called 'The Depot,
waving to me, “See you tomorrow!” Well,
it was after all Chris Johnson who had
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invited me to the party the following day,
and Jim had no reason to take me home.

The next day, I went to the greatest party
ever. 1 went to many American parties
during my teaching days in Fredonia. I
went to a grand party in the upscale
suburbs of Toronto with Alan, but I didn't
enjoy it at all. Whether you enjoy a party
or not is determined by whom you are with,
[ believe. When you are with people such
as lifeless Alan, even spectacularly laid out
foods don’t taste good at all. Jim and
Chris were full of life. Their eyes forever
sparkling, they would tell jokes back and
forth. 1 completely forgot about the time.
[ was late returning to the YWCA. It was
past the midnight curfew. I remember being
reprimanded by the front desk personnel.

Chris Johnson was a serious type. He
was very nice and attentive to me at all
times during the party. Jim was
easy—going and friendly to everyone. He
bounced effortlessly from this group of
people to the other. He was cool. He
would flash a charming smile, and throw
jokes with a twinkle in his eyes. All the
girls liked him. He paid no attention to me.
[ don't think I was bothered by his not
paying any attention to me, but [ was aware
somehow that he never came near me,
much less talked to me.

All of a sudden, loud music started from the
phonograph, and everyone started to dance.
I remember sitting at the end of a large
couch, watching the others dance. Jim
appeared out of nowhere. He dropped
himself lightly on the arm of the couch.

He bent sideways over me, and whispered:
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“Would you care to dance with me?”

[ had never danced before in my life. The
uninspiring salesman that I didn't marry
(see Ch. 3) took me to a dance hall in
Shibuya once, but [ did not dance, leaving
him to dance with the professionals who were
abundant in the hall.

I responded to Jim:

“No. I'm too embarrassed to dance, for I
don’t know how.”

Jim then asked, “If we were alone, would
you dance with me?”

I guess I blushed a little, but immediately
whispered back, “Yes.”

Years later, Jim said that if | had said, “No,”
or even hesitated to answer his second
qguestion, he would have lost interest in me,
then and there.

On the way back to the YWCA, Jim was
again the chauffeur. He waved goodbye to
me from the car, but Chris walked me to
the front door and then kissed me on the
forehead.

I think Chris Johnson returned to Cleveland
the following day. I was quite despondent,
thinking that I would never see those
wonderful American men again. A few
days passed (or it could have been the
following Saturday) when, out of the blue,
Jim called:

“I'm at 'The Depot’ near your YWCA with
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some of my friends. Would you like to
come and join us?”

I felt I was in Seventh Heaven. 1 would
have whistled if I knew how. I fixed my
face and hair, put on my good clothes, and
went down to the lobby. Jim showed up.

He was in shorts and sneakers. He took
me to “The Depot.”  All his friends were in
extremely casual summer clothes, and they
said, in unison, that [ should go back and
change clothes. Jim walked me back to
the YWCA, and waited for me in the lobby
while I changed into my own summer
We then walked back to the
tavern and rejoined his friends.

casuals.

< End of Chapter 8 >
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