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Editor’s note: The following article is a memoir of an international educational journey that we believe has significant
value for current pedagogical practices. The author has been a prominent activist and leading voice in calls for
multicultural education. His experiences reflect the personal and professional need for a global education. This journal
will include these memoirs in a series over the next several volumes. It is our sincere wish that our readers enjoy not only
the narrative but also see the relevance of international education and realize the ways in which personal experience
can, and should, inform our classroom pedagogies. We hope this series inspires educators everywhere to deeper self-
reflection and a renewed dedication to the creation of global citizens through international, multicultural, and

multilingual education.

Keywords : Immigration, international education

i 5 1

TROFIIEERHEE OBRETH D . KA 1Z 2 OMERCENBHEOUEFWEITICE o THEETET
MDD LWZEFELTBY T3, FHEEFE UMW LEAEFSE (CrEE2HTARZOOILIIET 5
NEXMBIZLHEHE) CBU2ELREHRTH ) IHENESE T oL  ofkBrIZ 7 o—
INVEBNOBAN, & L CHEMR = — X2 KL T E T BEMaRE 2 s o uiiticiE-> T ) —
RELTCIOMLEZTHNALTCHELRD T3, SEOBEHLS I OMHOHM LRI BR ATy 2 58 L
ATTFESHZTTERL, EBEEOBYMEZ L CF 53, 2L Cilr ORBEPREICBIT2H
BE 3G H 2 G AESE RS, L LGN ITARETHE, LWVIHIFHLFHBLTNES
DT A DL HDFHNTT,

COV)=ABHLBPLFINE S LR b BBEHEDOERICE S TINERSHBIZOWVTERZ L2HEAD
XoplF, FEE - Bl LEERELRLCTO—NVEAMEBTRT 210 ho TRzl g %
Z ) FHAOHN & R IUEFENT T,

F—-U—F:BR, EREEE

Contents

The first three sections appear in this journal with the remainder to be serialized in subsequent volumes.
1. Departure
2. To San Francisco
3. Adult School
4. Aki

— 151 —



5. Post Residence Club

6. San Francisco State University

7. School Boy

8. International Students Study Group

9. Shirley

10. The First Coming Home

11. Starting All Over Again

12. Passion

13. Japanese Bilingual Bicultural Education Program
14. Sansei and Japanese American Community
15. Nobiru-Kai

16. Journey of Shirley

17. Wedding

18. Birth of Mayumi

19. Kimochi-Kai and Issei

20. Sen

1. Departure

The small airplane was shaken, rocking up and down. There were three rows of seats on each side, and the tall
cabin attendant kept moving up and down just beside my seat. The shaking plane and the noise disturbed my rest. I
regretted my decision to take this charter flight rather than the regular airline. This regret increased when I arrived
at 2am at Oakland Airport in California. Cheap airlines can probably only use runways at such inconvenient times.
When I purchased the ticket, I had thought of nothing except for the cost. Because of my excitement I really didn’t
pay attention to the arrival time and the airport.

Immigration was not a problem. With my tourist visa I was permitted to stay in the US for a period of 3
months. After passing through the last check point, Customs, I finally felt that I had set foot on the land of
America. The Oakland airport was serene and all of sudden I felt fear. I realized that I had no place to stay
“tonight” and I even didn’t know how to get my destination, San Francisco. I finally found one open information
desk but I couldn’t understand the staff at all. I tried to communicate in writing but she kept talking until I gave up.
I settled into the dark deserted local airport, thinking, “I’m finally in America alone.” When I sat on the cold, dark
bench, all of my memories of the time leading up to the departure flashed before me like a kaleidoscope. It was
3am on Dcember 19,1974 ; my journey to America had just begun. Sitting there, alone in the cold darkness of the

early morning airport, I never imagined that my journey would have lasted over 24 years since then.

It was the late 60’s and students activism was on the rise against college administrators and the government.

The student occupation of Tokyo University led to a battle with riot police in January 1969. I was watching the
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events unfold on TV news in a local town on the Japan Sea side of the country. One year before, my father had
been assigned to a Tokyo office and my family moved to the capital with him, but I had to stay in the town alone
since I was a high school senior preparing for college entrance exams. Three national universities finally
announced the cancellation of entrance exams due to destruction of their campuses. It was a historical event, in
particular at Tokyo University, which was a symbol of the Japanese hierarchical education system, that there
would be no freshman students in the new academic year of 1969. I was severely affected by this event and failed
to pass the exams for the top three of the five universities that I applied for. Some of my friends deferred to pursue
entrance into the top universities for the following year, but I chose to attend Meiji University without giving the
matter too much thought. Protests against the renewal of the US-Japan Security Pact in 1970 flared the movements
throughout Japan. There was an emergency alert on at all times and the university was no exception. No regular
classes were held after our first day in college.

In Meiji University, in particular, there were some famous professors who appeared in the media, but I was
always disappointed by their one-way lectures. The teaching style of professors has not changed much since then.
Students are kept in a loop of disappointment. My life-time friend, Aki, sarcastically wrote in our graduation
journal as follows: “The university owes so much to their staff, not the professors. We even didn’t attend classes
but were given a degree to graduate from the university simply because of the staff people’s hard work.”

It is actually ironic that both Aki and I later became professors in Japanese universities. Aki was right in that
didn’t learn much from our professors but it was a huge impact on my life to have met new friends like him during
college. Together with students like him, I was active in the national future teachers’ association and organized an
autonomous seminar on Education in our university. It was my plan to be a teacher in public junior or high school,
but I also had a strong desire to study abroad before becoming a teacher. My first experience of going abroad was a
visit to South Korea for 3 weeks in my junior year, in 1971. I rode on a local train for over 24 hours from Tokyo to
get Shimonoseki, a port of the ferry boat for Pusan; this was the cheapest way to go to Korea at that time. The
ticket of the ferry cost ¥4,000 one way with a student’s discount.

My first trip to America was a group tour sponsored by the college co-op. On our way to Salt Lake City, our
final destination, we stayed over in San Francisco. I still remember the beautiful campus and foods at the student
dorm, and that good impression was one of the main reasons why I changed my plans and decided to go to America
directly instead of traveling through Europe.

After graduation from the university I went to work in a small village of Hokkaido. My friend’s uncle owned
a cow ranch; he had broken his neck and needed a hard labor worker. Although ¥ 1,500 a day was not great pay
even at that time, I took the job because of the free room and board offered. Best of all there was no place to spend
money in the remote, small village. I came back to Tokyo after the busiest time of the summer season at the ranch.
But I still needed to make more money and needed more time for the preparation for my journey. My preparations
were slightly complicated by the fact that my parents were not happy at all that their son was not seeking full time

employment. I therefore was forced to hasten my departure and purchased the charter flight ticket.
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It was obvious that I was exhausted after the long flight and filled with anxiety about what was ahead of me.
All of sudden I felt someone’s strong gaze on me, and looking around, I saw an Asian middle aged woman looking
at me. Fatigue made me look at her back with anger, yet she responded to me with a bright smile, asking in perfect
Japanese, “Where are you going?”” She was a Taiwanese national who used to study in a Japanese college and now
came to visit her son with her husband. She told me that her son, a student at University of California Berkeley
would come to pick her up and offered to give me a ride.

It was due to their kindness that after all I was able to find a place to stay when they dropped me off at the
YMCA in downtown Berkeley. Just before getting off the car I asked their name and address so that I could send a
thank you letter, but she told me “Don’t worry about it. We just wish you would do the same thing when you see
someone like you needing help.” This experience on my first day in America remained in deep inside my heart.
Indeed, such experiences are a part of the seeds of my volunteer and social work activities.

I checked into a single room, which was $7 per day at the YMCA, and slept like a log. I think I was half
dreaming when [ woke up after so many hours; I couldn’t tell where I was or what time it was. English signboards
and doorplates outside of the window made me realize the fact that I was in America and had slept over 12 hours.

I immediately started job hunting the next day. A year before my arrival, the floating exchange rate system
was adopted by IMF and $1.00 was ¥ 330 in the late 1974. My father’s monthly salary in his 50’s was a little over
¥100,000, which was equivalent to only $300. It was clear that I couldn’t rely on my parents financially, and at
any rate our generation never had thought about getting help from parents. My parents had not helped me before
my departure. I even spent some of my savings for an advertising agency to post a classified ad. to seek a job, but
of course it was unsuccessful. The charter flight cost about ¥ 80,000 one way, which was also a big expense from
my limited fund. All I had in my pocket after all the expenditures was about $600 and I had decided to save it for
my college tuition in the future. Since I had no return ticket to Japan in my hand, the only way to survive was to get
a job immediately in America. I couldn’t waste a day without work. I seriously searched the classified ads in the
local newspaper and discovered a section filled with the word “Japanese”. I called all those ads but with my limited
English skills I couldn’t communicate at all. Just before I gave up I finally heard a reply in Japanese to my call.

The speaker was a Japanese gardener originally from Tochigi prefecture and he explained that the classified
ads were an advertisement of his garden services, not for hiring a helper. He was seeking for clients for his
gardening service. He told me that Japanese gardeners had a great reputation but he had just started the business
and trying hard to make a living. He was so nice as to invite me to his home for the Christmas dinner but I politely
declined his kind invitation. I had also started my new life in America and I was not ready to accept such kindness
at that time. I also got a call from a Japanese American woman the next day to ask if I needed any help. She told me
that her friend who was one of the people I talked over the phone and the friend had asked her if she could help the
Japanese student. [ appreciated her kindness and told her that “I’m on my way to be independent in the new land.”

Christmas Day was rapidly approaching and I had decided to have beef steak for dinner on Christmas Eve. |
never forget the back of an old gentle man having dinner at a small restaurant alone. I felt as though 1 were

watching myself. It was December 24, 1974.
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2. To San Francisco

Christmas was over and I decided to go to my original destination, San Francisco. I realized that before my
departure I hadn’t even researched how to get to San Francisco from the Oakland airport. I learned, however, that I
could use the BART (Bay Area Rapid Transit) which was at the time a newly developed public train system to get
to San Francisco. As soon as I arrived at Powell Station in downtown, I transferred to a public bus and headed for
Nihonmachi, or Japan town, where I expected to obtain all the information I needed in Japanese.

Although some people spoke Japanese the reaction of the shop keepers was uniformly cold when I asked
about a job and housing information. I learned that there were poor young Japanese tourists like myself who kept
asking the same kind of questions every day. I should have known that I would not be able to work with a tourist
visa. I was very much disappointed, but on my way back to the BART station, I remembered that there was a
tourist information center somewhere downtown.

It was easy to find the office, and the staff person, maybe on her lunch break, came out with a hamburger in
her hand. I knew asking about a job was not an appropriate topic for this kind of public office, so instead I asked
her about inexpensive apartments. She immediately responded to my inquiry, “Go and see Ted at the Post
Residence, $36 a week with 2 meals.” As a matter of fact, I was paying $49 a week without meals at the YMCA.

The Post Residence Club was a boarding apartment on Post Street owned by a man named Ted. He looked
like a square box and he sported a humorous mustache and beard. I was able to get a single room on the 5 floor, at
the top of the main building. The room was much better than I expected ; it was furnished with a bed, desk, and I
had access to a shared bathroom.

My new home was located two blocks north of the Tenderloin district, known as the most dangerous area in
San Francisco, but it was also convenient for residents to catch a public bus at the door of the complex. Therefore,
many tourists stayed for a short time. Some such visitors looked like drug addicts or alcoholics, and there were
also some single seniors living on a pension or social welfare living in the second building behind the main house.

A big dining hall was located on the first floor. and every day they served breakfast and dinner here. During
the meal hours I enjoyed observing people of different ages, races, and attire. I soon noticed that the cooks, waiters,
cleaning staff, and even the people who worked at the front desk were also residents like me. Ted hired some of the
long term residents to work for him in exchange for room and board. I went to Ted and told him that I also wanted
to work. Knowing my poor English skills, he mocked me at the beginning, so I handed him a note that stated, “I
want a job.” I gave him the same words on a note every day. After three days of this, he gave me a job cleaning the
common bathrooms and making the beds in the rooms for new arrivals in the main building.

The job usually took around three hours a day if you worked hard, and it was every day—seven days a week
in exchange of room and board. As I began my work, there were some incidents like someone intentionally
pushing me into the toilet bowl while I was cleaning the common bathroom. For people who were just killing time
or people who weren’t sober hanging out in the lounge or hallway, the Japanese boy was an easy target for
mocking. I persisted in spite of their bullying, however.

My first friend at the residence was a young man named Mel who came from Germany by ferry with his
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yellow Volkswagen. He was 18 years old but looked much more mature than me, even though I was actually older
at 24. He also spoke fluent English and always listened to me patiently. At the dining table, Mr. Kim, an exchange
librarian from Korea working at San Francisco State University, joined our conversation. He was in his thirties
and was on his way home after his exchange term had ended. The three of us got along well and enjoyed
sightseeing in Mel’s car, but both of them headed for their next destinations when the new year, 1975, arrived.

The new year made me realize that I needed to find a school to study English in order to accomplish the next
step of my plan to attend a university. A long term resident of the Post Residence Club, a Japanese man, informed
me of a public adult school that provided free English lessons. The city of San Francisco had started the program in
the 1960s to help rapidly increasing immigrants from Central and South America and Asia learn English. The
closest branch school was located in the International Institute on Van Ness St., which was only about 10 minutes
away by bus. The English program consisted of two hours per class, offered three times a day from Monday to
Friday. The classes started at 8 and 10:30 in the morning, and the evening classes started at 7. 1 began to attend the
two morning classes, and then go back to work at the Post Residence before returning to the school for the evening
class, 5 days a week.

This was the first time I had heard about “ESL,” or English as a Second Language program. It was also the
first time in my life I had ever really enjoyed “Learning”. The first class was taught by Lesley Cramer who was the
most energetic and passionate teacher I had ever met. The second class was headed by Joan Hanford, who was soft
spoken and patient. I learned a lot from both of them, and began to ask myself questions about my education in
Japan. In particular, I wondered why I still couldn’t use English after ten years of hard “English education.”

I truly studied and worked hard around this time. When I was not in school I was either working or at my desk
in my room. A Japanese high school teacher who stayed the Post Residence for a short term, was impressed by my

hard work and even took time to call my parents when he returned to Japan.

3. Adult School

I studied hard, day and night, driven by my strong motive to be admitted to a university. Lesley Cramer was
the first teacher who showed me the joy of learning. Her lessons were eye-opening to me, who had known only a
traditional, lecture-centered style of teaching and learning style. In contrast to that, in my class at adult school, the
students sat around the teacher in the classroom; there were no individual desks, but shared tables. The teaching
materials were unique and interesting ; they included reading books, newspapers, magazines with lots of photos,
and listening to music. I still remember a song we used in class there, “Mandy”, and just the other day I noticed I
was humming the song, after learning it over 40 years. Students didn’t just sit and listen to the teacher, but were
required to share their own ideas and attentively listen to their classmates. There were always lively interactions
among students and with the teacher.

Class sometimes even went beyond the classroom. Our teacher sometimes took us to the nearby library,
museum, and community hall. Through her class I obtained a library card, and learned how to find the schedule of

movies, theater shows, art exhibits, and lectures, all of which were good quality and affordable—they were often
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free or had only a minimum charge. It was incredible that beginning English language learners had intensive
discussions on the political, cultural and social issues in the world, but we did. It was an exciting era—a time when
the US army had started to surrender in Vietnam. Women’s liberation and student movements flared across the
world. The Civil Rights movement, initiated by the minority, particularly African Americans, strongly influenced
the other minority groups with the popularization of its slogan “Black is beautiful.” (As a side note, unfortunately
in Japan, as the nation of a strong majority population, many of whom are politically apathetic, the term “black” is
still used as a general negative term.)

I participated actively in the discussions and debates in our classroom. Lesley didn’t say a lot about her
opinions in order to create an environment of free speech for the students, but I clearly understood her belief in
women’s liberation, and her ideas against the Vietnam war and racism. I basically agreed with her opinions and
talked to her often even after the lesson was over. It was a miracle that I understood almost everything she said,
including her ideas about such complicated political issues, while I still couldn’t carry on even a daily conversation
outside of the classroom. It was ironic that the place where I learned the most was at this adult school which was
offered for free. In contrast, I didn’t learn much from my university in Japan which had charged us high tuition.

My daytime classes with Lesley and Joan consisted of variety of students, among them a Japanese Zen
Buddhist, a Chinese woman who had lived in Chinatown, a newly arrived immigrant woman from Venezuela, an
Italian woman with her family, a 45 year old Chinese man who looked like he was in his 20’s, a French male artist,
a female dog trainer from Switzerland, a young Japanese man whose roommate was an Immigrations officer, and
many others. The Chinese and Italian women had lived in San Francisco for many years and decided to study
English after their children had grown. I joined their tea time chats regularly.

In the evening class I met two close friends. One was Ryo, a Chinese artist, and the other was Haru-san, an
immigrant from Okinawa. Ryo is an artist and his strong passion for free creative expression in the arts urged him
to escape from China, his homeland. He jumped into the water with a basketball as a float to head for Hong Kong
and he finally landed on the shore at dawn. He later was granted Hong Kong citizenship to start his new life. His
journey, however, continued as he moved first to Japan as an art student, and then to the USA. When I first met him
he was a student at well known art school in San Francisco.

Ryo’s story amazed me. Due to the rapidly increasing illegal disembarkation, the Chinese government
monitored the border 24 hours a day, and there were frequent incidents when a runaway was shot to death. I was
amazed to find that Ryo, a small and humorous man, had such an adventurous history. He was truly a professional
artist who surprised me all the time with his sketches of the teacher and class mates. He did them in a moment, but
they looked like photos.

Ryo’s apartment was on Bush St., which was two blocks north of my place and I often went to visit him.
There were many pieces of his art work scattered on the floor in the living room next to his bedroom. I envied him
having a nice room with his own bathroom, because I had never had a personal bathroom since I came to the US.
My small dream at that time was to move into a room like his.

Haru-san’s story was very different from Ryo’s. She was divorced when she was young. After raising three
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daughters she decided to immigrate to America. At the time I met her at the school she worked in a souvenir shop
in downtown San Francisco full time and attended the evening English class every day. She was a devout Christian
and helped people in need anywhere and anytime. She even offered her house for gathering and feed us acting like
mother of all of us.

In the adult school I got know many people with diverse backgrounds and learned so much more than I had
over the course of my entire education in Japan. I was enrolled in the classes there from January to June in 1975,
and I had full attendance every day, except for the first day of the summer when I was an hour late. I was lucky to
study in this school for six months.

My life, however, was one of constant economic problems. Lesley introduced me to some part time work
because she observed us and noticed that I didn’t join social events such as dining out together. The first job Lesley
got me was cleaning at Mrs. Mendelson’s house. She was in her seventies an elegant, and happy woman who
welcomed me at the door on the first day. My job was simple and easy : I had to clean her house for 4 hours twice a
month. Her son, who was an elected city council member, lived downstairs with his family, which was a rare
example of two generations living together in America. After I cleaned, she always offered me a cup of tea and we
had a nice chat. I was grateful because I finally could communicate beyond just a routine conversation in English
with at least 4 people including Lesley, Joan, Ted and Mrs. Mendelson.

I was thus beginning to settle in and make a life for myself in America. I was meeting new people and
learning new things, not only from my Adult School classes, but from the people around me as well. I was so

grateful to everyone around me as I began the next part of my journey.
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