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“Why do you want to enter this university?”
“Oh, I thought I could get into business or something.”
“What kind of business?”
“Something make a lot of money, ya know?”
“Like working for a trading company?”
“Yeah.”
Fucking typical, I thought. Most of the young Japanese who wanted to enter this American university branch said the same thing. In reality, most would end up with jobs far less attractive. This kid I was interviewing, with his spiky punk-rock hairdo and a circular earring, hadn’t even graduated from high school.
I glanced up at the clock on the wall and noticed it was time to finish the interview. “Well, Mr. Takeuchi, it’s your turn to ask me a question or two.”
“So, uh, do we learn the same way as high school?”
“What do you mean?”
“Ya know, study hall and stuff like that?”
“Well, initially you’ll have to take twenty hours a week of language classes. Connected to these are some tutorials. I guess those are a kind of study hall. So, how long did you go to high school in the States?”
“Ah ... about two years, but didn’t graduate.”
“Why didn’t you return to Osaka and graduate here?”
“I don’t like Japanese high school.” He looked directly into my green eyes. “So, can I go university without graduating?”
That was the ten-thousand-dollar question (the cost of a year’s tuition). Usually, at least a general equivalency diploma (GED) is necessary, but our Academic Director was convinced that Judd University Japan (JUJ) could accept any adult with the “potential” to learn. I guess this kid qualified; at least, he was somewhat proficient in English. His time in the States gave him an advantage over most of the other applicants.
The next interviewee was far below the average in English, but I found it hard to focus on her linguistic ability once I noticed that her denim blouse barely restrained an ample bosom.
“Why did you choose Judd?”
“I America go want.”
“Why do you want to go to the United States?”
“I America like,” she said, looking as though she thought her answers were stated with the utmost clarity.
“Sorry about another ‘why’ question, but, why do you like America?” My face was trying to project benevolence, while my brain was rubbing massage oil over her jugs.
“American very friendly,” she said through a pretty smile.
If the thirty applicants taking the placement test today were to enter, it would give us over 300 students; definitely, a good start. Having worked at two other branch campuses prior to Judd, I knew the typical American branch in Japan had humbler beginnings. JUJ was fortunate to be backed by a large electronics company, which let it be known through the promotional literature that job opportunities in the company may exist upon graduation.
Of course the vast majority were years away from graduation since, before taking university classes, they had to study in the intensive English program (IEP) of which I was the director. Before JUJ, I had run an even smaller program for another American branch. In the three years that I had been there, we had experienced modest but steady growth. Unfortunately, the Japanese backers had expected more, so rumors were circulating that it would soon close. When I learned that a company with deep pockets was planning to finance the opening of JUJ, I sent my resume; luckily, the new position began just after my contract at the other school came up for renewal.
I found it was easy to adjust the curriculum from my old program to fit JUJ. I persuaded one of the best teachers from that school to become my assistant director. Within two months, we had the language program running: books, faculty, learning resources, and other facilities. By the opening of JUJ in early May, we were ready.
The opening ceremony was held in a banquet hall at a famous hotel since this gave it a rather prestigious appearance, and since JUJ did not have a room big enough to hold several hundred people.
At the ceremony were the usual suspects: company presidents (potential employers of our graduates); American consulate attaches (one of which read a letter from the governor of the state at which the home campus was situated); the owner of the main campus and his wife (having arrived the day before); the CEO of Nakamura Electronics (the owner of our branch); the faculty; our dean of academic affairs; my assistant director; and me.
The national anthems of both Japan and the United States were played by a quintet and were sung by a professional choral group. The words of both anthems were printed on the back of the programs (in case anyone felt moved to sing along), the usual boring speeches that guaranteed a dull ceremony, and the whole affair culminated with parents taking pictures of their darlings in the lobby of the hotel while standing in front of a signboard that advertised the ceremony. Unfortunately, several groups of parents coaxed me into posing with their darlings. The climax to these festivities was that classes started the following day.
Since the opening, I faced an onslaught of student, faculty, academic and administrative problems, in addition to seemingly endless meetings. In such an environment, I could accomplish little at school; therefore, I usually took my work home like any typical Japanese workaholic on the path to “karoshi,” a Japanese term meaning “death from overwork.”
After supper, I often stayed in my study until 10:30, and then came out to witness my wife Reiko either sitting at the dining table reading the evening edition of her Japanese newspaper or watching TV. If she were reading, I’d pick up a novel and read while enjoying a nightcap or two. If not, I’d watch TV with her. Invariably, we would say little to each other.
This behavior I could blame on my work, but we knew there was another reason. Rather, we had grown a little distant, a feeling which may have been attributed to our being married for seven years but failing to produce an offspring. The past year or two we appeared to accept our fate. We had never bothered to consult a doctor, nor had we discussed doing so. Perhaps we were frightened that such knowledge would drive the fertile one to abandon the other.
Things were better before I got into administration. As a teacher, I had more vacation time so we did a lot of traveling. Since I became a director, however, it just seemed there was never time to get away. The same was true with going out on the weekends or socializing in the evenings. Whatever the cause, our life had taken on a sterility of its own.
“I don’t wanna go to school,” I whined as I put on my shoes. I said the same thing practically every morning. There was a grain of truth in the whine, however. Actually, I never liked school, which made it difficult to understand why I chose a career in education.
Reiko hugged me and gave me a quick kiss. “You poor baby,” she said as she let go of me. She stood dressed in her light-green bathrobe and gave me a little wave as I opened the front door of our tiny rabbit-hutch of an apartment. The sunny spring morning reconfirmed my suspicion that it's a mistake to choose a job that traps you indoors for most of the day.
Luckily we lived on a quiet, side street, lined with many trees under which it was nice to stroll. This pleasure was short lived, however, since once I turned the corner, I entered a maelstrom of commuters that sucked me toward the nearest train station. On either side of the narrow street were many shops that catered to the thousands of people who lived in this suburb of Osaka. As I walked, I joined a fast-paced procession of lemmings drawn to the station. Bicycles, buses, cars, and pedestrians rushed down the side-walk-less street by the hundreds and thousands in this daily migration. By the time I walked the ten minutes to the station, almost being clipped by several cars and bicycles, I was in the same brisk mode of the multitude: periodically checking my watch to see if I could connect with the train I usually took.
As I arrived at the station, I jockeyed my way past the slower commuters, pulled my wallet out and had my magnetic train pass ready to insert into the automatic turnstile with a flick of the wrist. The pass quickly reappeared on the other side as the doors opened. I deftly retrieved it, walked through and slipped my pass back into my wallet, while hundreds of people were either going my direction or coming down the stairs to exit the station. I took the stairs, two at a time, and stood on the platform just as the orange-colored train arrived.
Once the doors opened my fellow commuters and I squeezed into an already packed car. As usual, I fantasized about being smashed up against a young secretary or office girl with large breasts and short skirt who would be delighted to feel the length of my cock stiffen as it pressed against her belly. Just as usual, I was crushed in a corner by the door with businessmen in similar-looking suits, all acting as though they were not packed together; idly looking at the advertisements lining the walls or hanging from the ceiling; each with his briefcase defending his lower torso.
My cattle-train commute would last about fifteen minutes until I was deposited onto the platform of the station closest to our campus. As the doors opened, I popped out and proceeded to walk in the direction of JUJ. Within ten minutes, I was walking into my office where my secretary, as usual, was seated at her desk.
“Good morning,” she chirped.
“Well, good morning, Yuka. How are you today?” I responded in turn. As I approached my cluttered desk, I wondered what crisis awaited me.
“Morning Charles,” my assistant director greeted as he poked his smiling, bespectacled face through the door that separated our offices.
“Morning Frank,” I replied, nodded my head and sat down in the leather-backed chair at my desk, “anything brewing?”
“Well, there’s a fresh pot.” He waved the coffee mug in his hand. I grabbed mine from my desk, stood up and headed toward the community coffee maker, hoping to get some before it was pilfered by our caffeine-deficient staff. Not surprisingly, I found I had to stand behind two teachers as they greedily poured energy into their mugs.
They looked up and grunted in unison, “Morning Charles.”
“Morning gentlemen, I hope there’s some left,” I said in a feeble attempt to elicit remorse for not allowing their chief to take his share of the hoard before they split what remained. Of course, I had no such luck.
When I returned with the half cup that remained of the once fresh pot, Yuka told me that a student had just been in to make an appointment.
“Three o’clock is fine; today’s meeting with Nakamura should be over way before then. If not, I’ll just say I have to meet with a student. Frank can cover for me,” I said, sitting down with my coffee.
As 3:00 neared, I whispered to Frank about the appointment, then stood up and made a slight bow to Dean of Academic Affairs Nakamura as he stood at a whiteboard drawing crazy flowcharts and rambling on in a raving frenzy: loving to hear himself speak in a second language.
The student was sitting on a black leather couch to the left of my desk between it and the door to Frank’s office. I noticed he was the boy from the interview, with the spikey hair, who had attended high school in the States. He looked up when I walked through the door and smirked. I returned a smirk and a slight bow of my head. Yuka had vanished, as was her custom when someone had an appointment with me; no doubt, wanting to avoid listening to my rotten Japanese.
“How have your studies been going?” I asked while sitting down on the easy chair across from him.
“That’s why I come. Class too hard for me.”
“What level are you in?”
“Three.”
“You feel that’s too difficult? I thought it would be too easy for you since you spent two years in the States. Most everyone else has never been out of Japan.”
“But they graduate from high school. I didn’t. I feel better in lower level.”
“Why? You scored rather high on the placement test; you’d be wasting your time in a lower level.”
“I speak pretty good, but I can’t read good,” he said, looking at me.
“Let me check your records,” I said, standing up and walking to a row of filing cabinets along the wall opposite from where we were sitting. I opened one drawer and looked for his file. “What’s your last name again?”
“Takeuchi,” he mumbled.
“Oh yeah, here you are.” I pulled his file and headed back to the easy chair. “Well, I gave you a Level Four for the interview, you scored a Level Three for the reading and listening portions of the test, and a Level Two for the writing. Averaging your scores, it's easy to determine you are a solid Level Three.” I looked at him and thought he reminded me of a kid I knew in high school with the same smug attitude and the same dark, gapless eyebrows.
“I Level Three difficult,” he said, obviously trying to sound less proficient than he was.
“How old are you?”
“Seventeen.”
“You’re a little younger than the other students. If you worked hard, you’d be able to graduate at the same age as the typical Japanese university student. You won’t be slowed down like those who have to spend two or more years in the IEP.”
“Level Three too hard. Can’t do it.”
After we stared each other down for a minute or two, I decided it wouldn’t matter what level he was in since he wasn’t here to study.
“Since your writing score was low, I’ll move you to Level Two. Since I teach at that level, I'll probably have you in my class.”
Once I got Takeuchi squared away, I decided to return to the meeting. I grabbed a note pad and headed toward a room down the hall, but saw Frank walking towards me.
“Were there any revelations after I left?” I asked as I sat down on the couch in Frank’s office. He gave me an ironic look and then smiled.
“Dozens heaped upon dozens. The flowcharts on the whiteboard came and went, lives were changed, decisions were made; the fate of this institution was sealed,” he said while collapsing in the office chair at his desk.
“In other words, Nakamura kept rambling.”
“Exactly.”
“Well, that was another afternoon frittered away. I swear, a person comes in here expecting to get something done, but the time is wasted with worthless meetings devoted to discussions about why we can’t get anything done.”
“So, what did that student want?”
“The lazy ass wanted to move to an easier level.”
“At that rate, he won’t be able to graduate in four years.”
“I’d predict ten if ever.”
“Well, what would the recruiters say?”
“What do you mean?”
“I’m not sure, but Oshima asked a question in Japanese. Nakamura babbled something about if we offered classes in Japanese, students could graduate in four years.”
“I don’t follow,” I said as he took off his frameless glasses and wiped them with a yellow cloth. He looked up from the glasses in his stubby fingers and squinted at me. “I didn’t understand everything, but I’m sure it’ll resurface.”
“Do you think they’re planning to graduate everyone in four years?”
“I don’t know,” he said, looking unfocused and confused without his glasses.
“I think I can guess what my weekly meeting with Nakamura will be about,” I said as I got up to return to my office.
Nakamura leaned back in his high-backed, brown leather office chair and watched me sit down in a much plainer chair in front of his large dark-stained desk.
“It’s too bad you left the meeting early, we had crucial things to discuss.” The look on his roundish, middle-aged face was either contemptuous or just bored. If he had been a little more personable and less guarded, I might have been able to more accurately decipher his body language. I wondered how he felt in the role of dean of academic affairs while he had no background in academia beyond earning an MBA from an American business school. His demeanor could be due to a bewilderment he felt in a position he was forced to assume after his wealthy father decided to start a branch of a small American college.
“Frank tried to fill me in, but he didn’t understand the specifics.” I wondered how much our dean was willing to share. I watched this man of average height and weight, who wore three-piece Armani suits (even in June), sit behind his walnut desk and fidget with a gold-plated nail clipper. Why didn’t he occupy an important post in his family’s electronics corporation?
“You may be aware that we are facing a couple of minor problems. The most pressing of these has to do with several promises our recruiters made to applicants. These were based on a misunderstanding. They thought academic credit could be given for intensive language classes, so ...”
“So students attending JUJ would be able to graduate with a bachelor’s degree in four years?”
“That’s about the size of it.”
“How did they come up with that?” Of course, I suspected Nakamura to be the source of the “misunderstanding.”
“It developed through a memo we received from the main campus. They were in the process of setting up a degree program in which remedial English courses could carry credit towards graduation. We thought it was a current program, but lately found it had only been a proposal that had subsequently been rejected by the accreditation board.”
“When did you find this out?”
“The day before yesterday.”
“Do you think we’ll face lawsuits like that other branch campus did recently?”
“This isn’t that serious!” The tone and volume of his response contradicted his words.
“What’re you going to do if students aren’t able to graduate in four years?”
“They didn't say everyone would graduate; there’s a strong chance that one or two students may do so.”
“If they didn’t have to take any IEP courses or if they’re offered some university courses in Japanese,” I said pretending I didn’t know the plan. I perceived a slight transformation in his demeanor as he put down the nail clipper and leaned forward. I could imagine him thinking, “Even an American believes it possible.”
A smile appeared on his face. “That’s what we’ve been wondering.”
“It would make it harder to improve their English, I think. They’d place more emphasis on their Japanese classes, since those would be easier linguistically and they’d be earning credit for them. Of course, the central problem is if it’s possible to offer non-language courses in Japanese while the credits are granted from an institution where the medium of instruction is English.”
“We need to look into the feasibility.”
“Wouldn’t it make more sense to integrate hands-on courses like typing? The students could earn some university credits while studying in the IEP. That would speed up the process.”
“Not quick enough.”
“But courses in Japanese will slow it up.” Nakamura’s smile disappeared as he leaned back into his chair after picking up a cigarette pack from his desk.
“We’re meeting with the recruiters again tomorrow to find out specifically what they promised. I’ll contact the main campus and talk this through with them. It’s not as serious as you make it sound” he said in a how-incompetent-can-you-be tone, put a cigarette between his lips and lit it with a lighter that matched his clippers.
“When is the meeting tomorrow?” He blew caustic smoke in my direction.
“10:00,” he said without taking the cigarette from his lips. No doubt, he scheduled the time knowing I had a class at that time.
“I can make it by 11:00. I’m curious what the recruiters have to say.”
“Takeuchi?”
“Yah.” The kid made a lazy salute by waving a couple of fingers in the air. I wondered if I made the right choice to move him; at least, I could keep an eye on his progress by having him in my class.
After taking the roll, I broke the class into small groups and asked each to come up with a couple words related to today’s lesson. Some students asked their friends in Japanese, others just sat there.
“Write a couple words in the spaces, you don’t have much time.”
“What words?” A cute girl with straight, long hair asked in Japanese as I walked by her group.
“Words that describe the place, like ‘mountain’ or ‘river.’”
“Snow?” One student suggested rather hesitantly.
“That’s fine.”
A little after eleven, I entered the conference room and noticed there were several Japanese men, wearing Nakamura company pins in the lapels of their dark blue suits, seated around the dark wooden table. A made a slight bow in their direction thinking that several looked familiar; no doubt, they attended the opening ceremony. I sat down next to Oshima, the head recruiter, while Nakamura’s secretary, Keiko, got up, walked over, and handed me a packet of papers. Although written in kanji, I gathered much of it described the kind of courses we could offer in Japanese. Nakamura stood next to a white board covered with words and lines crossing here and there; looking much like what my students had written on the blackboard in my class.
“Since Mr. Journeyman arrived, perhaps he could let us know the average time necessary for our students to take language classes,” Nakamura said in Japanese. He appeared ready to say something directly to me; no doubt, an English translation of what he had just said. Before he could, however, I stood up.
“It’s hard to give an average since the students entered at different proficiencies. Also, the length of time is dependent on the number of contact hours, student motivation and other factors. In general, the average student studying in the IEP 20 hours a week should be able to handle university classes in English in about two years,” I said in Japanese rather fluently since I stated this quite frequently at orientations and such.
“You saying if English not have credit, it take student six years graduate?” One of the older men asked in rather fair English.
“That’s the usual pattern,” I answered in English while whispers erupted around me.
“We have little choice but to offer university courses in Japanese,” Oshima muttered in Japanese. “After all, the main campus seems to agree.” I looked at Nakamura.
“Did you contact them?” I asked in Japanese.
“Yes, talked with Dr. Crimwell earlier this morning and he said it would be the same as when a student takes a foreign language,” he answered in English.
“It’s not the same. They’re taking those as language classes, but here we’re talking about academic content courses,” I said in Japanese, looking around the table.
“He didn’t think there was a difference,” Nakamura countered in Japanese, like a legal opponent in a courtroom. “If we were able to offer some courses in Japanese, we can ensure that more students could graduate in four years.”
“So, what was promised?” I asked Oshima in Japanese. “Is it true they were told they would graduate in four years?”
“Not exactly, but that was the implication since we believed IEP classes provided credit. That became one of our major recruiting points; it was what made us different from the other branch campuses.”
“Well, I don’t think having courses in Japanese is the answer. As I told our dean, we could offer technical courses in English as a way for students to earn credits while studying in the IEP,” I suggested.
“Not enough,” Oshima explained.
“How’re you going to explain that they do not earn credits in the IEP?” As I asked this, I looked around the table at the men staring back like deer caught in the headlights of a rapidly approaching car. Obviously, no one felt they found a solution. I glanced at Nakamura who looked as lost and was probably worrying about Papa’s reaction. I think I was beginning to understand why Sonny was running this minor appendage of his father’s empire.
“Another fine mess you’ve gotten us into Stanley,” Frank muttered. I stared across the lunch counter at a glass tank containing blowfish.
“Amazing, isn’t it?” I watched a dead fish bobbing in the bubbling water above an air pump.
“I guess it’s another classic case of people not knowing what they’re getting into.”
“Yeah, make a bunch of promises you can’t keep.”
“You’ll find a way around it later.”
“Exactly.”
“Well, I guess it’s time to start looking for another job before the lawsuits pile up,” said Frank who also watched the dead fish as several others swam dispirited; no doubt, pondering their fate as sashimi.
“Ebitei,” a late middle-aged woman announced, presumably the wife of the man who wore a white cook’s uniform and prepared the food in the area between the fish tank and the counter. She placed a plate of deep-fried shrimp and salad in front of me. I stared at it and automatically separated the pair of disposable wooden chopsticks in my right hand and proceeded to pick up a breaded shrimp as I moved the small bowl of steamed white rice with my left. I chewed the shrimp in half, dropped the other half into the rice bowl, picked up some rice with my chopsticks and devoured it.
While eating, I thought about how things had changed in my life this past decade. Re-cently, I received a letter from an old friend in the States. He wrote that my life was strange and exotic to him, having never traveled outside the country, but figured that both our lives probably contained most of the same hard work with just enough good times to make this veil-of-tears worth experiencing. I didn’t know if I agreed about strange and exotic, but the other two were correct. I first met him in college and our friendship was based on marijuana. We shared the same geography class, both had long hair, looked like stoners, and both had a free period after class. Usually, we’d leave class and either head to his car or mine, smoke a joint, then walk to the Student Union for a cup of coffee and shoot the shit. Our druggie friendship continued for about a decade until I made a permanent move to Japan.
As the years passed, our correspondence decreased to no more than a short note on a Christmas card, so I was surprised to get a letter from him recently. His reference to “exotic” may be what made me think about it while I ate lunch seated at a counter full of Japanese businessmen. In this small lunch counter by day and sushi bar by night, I felt as “exotic” as a cow at a trough: one straight line of bobbing heads lined up shoveling in the food. Maybe, what made me think of it was the slight tinge of jealousy I felt as I read that he was teaching full-time at a high school while his wife worked at a bank; this jealousy strengthened when Frank commented that it was time to start looking for a new job. Whatever the reason, I watched the dead fish in the water and felt an affinity.
When Frank mentioned changing jobs, I kept wondering how did my life change so drastically? How did a pseudo-hippie wind up wearing suits and living in a country with some of the harshest drug laws in the world? I originally visited Japan because I was interested in Buddhism and Eastern philosophy. At the time, I never considered making it my home.
That night, I was writing a memo concerning the next faculty meeting while an old Country Joe MacDonald song kept repeating disjointedly in my brain. It was a song about getting arrested for marijuana possession in a Colorado town. It was somehow ironic that I was thinking of a song about breaking the law, while writing about some procedures the faculty needed to follow.
Yes, my life was strange, it was not the locale per se, but strange that it had taken over my life. Less than a decade ago, I would have concluded a person who worked like I did obviously didn’t have his shit together. I watched my wife seated across the table from me, reading her newspaper. I wondered if she had similar thoughts to mine. Was she as surprised as I at how quickly we had changed?
“What are you reading?” I asked.
“Hmm?” She responded, not looking up from her paper.
“What’s the article about?”
“Something about the Crown Prince,” she explained, trying to switch her mind from Japanese to English.
“Is it interesting?”
“Not really.”
“At least you have the time to read the paper. It seems like all I read has to do with my job.”
“Why don’t you relax and read the paper or something?”
“Ah, I hate reading newspapers. I don’t know; I just feel like life is slipping by. Before I know it, I’ll be retiring and have nothing to show except that I did a job almost anyone could have done just as well.”
She reached across the table while I spoke and poured some warm sake from our decanter into the small cup she had been sipping. “That’s not true. You’ve done a fine job setting up that new program. You said everyone appears to appreciate the work you’ve done.”
I picked up the decanter after she used it, jiggled it to see how much remained and said, “Yeah, well, I don’t feel good about it anymore.” I poured myself what was left.
“What do you mean?” She looked into my inebriated eyes.
“Well, I found out the recruiters made some promises there's no way in hell we can keep." I wondered if it was this problem that made me feel depressed.
“What kind of promises?” Her voice had the same hesitant tone in it as it usually had when she asked me about work; a tone I had became familiar with during our life together. It developed because we didn’t share a native language, so she would become frustrated trying to follow complicated English and I would get frustrated trying to explain in Japanese. Invariably, we would end up changing the topic or stop talking altogether.
“It’s too complicated to explain.”
“Why not try?” I attempted to explain it in Japanese. “Don’t worry. It’ll work out,” she said shortly after.
I wondered if she really understood, but decided it was getting time for bed, so I muttered, “You’re probably right.”
In bed, I wondered if it really was a good move to leave my old job. The current one paid at least one-third more, the school was connected to a prosperous company, and the program had at least one hundred students more with a larger faculty. Were these the reasons that would have motivated me when I thought I had my shit together?
The lyrics from an old Bob Marley song ran through my head along with the image of me dancing with an old girlfriend on a Persian rug in the middle of the living room of the house we rented. We had dropped some acid and spent most of the night smoking pot, dancing to music, and generally fucking around. The only light came from candles she had scattered around this room filled with house plants. At the time, we had thought we were going to show the ‘straights’ a new way to live. In the end, what was different? What was our social solution? Weren’t we just two people who spend most of the time getting high? Did my daily drug use just switch over to alcohol abuse when the venue changed?
Every Wednesday during lunch, we had an IEP faculty meeting. Sixteen Caucasian men and women including Frank and I sat around several tables in the faculty room. We didn’t have a more multi-ethnic faculty since Nakamura and the business office decided that Caucasian-Americans fit the stereotype Japanese parents expected. Every time I tried to hire a teacher who didn't fit that profile, the person was refused. In most countries such hiring practices would be illegal, but “when in Rome . . .” Everything I had jotted down in the agenda had been covered and we were about ready to adjourn, when Christine, our Caucasian in her early thirties with stringy, long brown hair said, “Yesterday, a student asked if he was going to earn credit in my class.”
Our red-haired Caucasian named Bill said, "It's funny what some students think." He arched his sparse eyebrows and scanned our faces as though seeking someone to comment on his observation.
“Most of them are clueless,” Shirley, our slightly overweight, black-haired Caucasian replied. She usually made a comment following Bill.
Bill avoided her by turning his pale-blue eyes on me. "Not surprising, is it? Instead of asking us, they spread rumors." Only two members of the faculty were married and all, except for Frank and I, were under thirty-five. At each meeting, you could detect who was hitting on whom. I was glad I didn’t have to share an office with this milieu of raging hormones.
“So what did you say to the student?” I asked Christine.
“Well, I asked where he heard that.”
“Where did he hear it?” Rick our athletic but balding, blond Caucasian wanted to know.
“I don’t know. You want me to find out?” Christine asked me. Everyone looked at me except Frank who sat staring at the table in front of him.
“This is surrealistic. Yesterday, Nakamura mumbled that a recruiter thought IEP classes offered credit. Now, a student mentions it. What’s going on?” I said.
“I dunno, but he transferred from another branch.”
“I never heard of an intensive program granting credit for their language classes.” Robert our tall, skinny, black-haired Caucasian spoke. He was the only teacher, besides Frank and I, who had previous teaching experience in an IEP. Frank looked at me.
“I said the same thing to Nakamura yesterday. I’m planning to fax a memo to the main campus about this matter. If they can grant IEP courses academic credit, then I guess it’s possible.”
“They’re an accredited institution after all. The accreditation board must’ve given their approval,” Frank added.
After the meeting, Frank and I went to my office and closed the door.
“That was close,” Frank said as he sat down on the black sofa. I went to my desk, sat down, leaned back into the high-backed chair and stretched out my legs.
“Well, Nakamura better start explaining this to the students as soon as possible. Otherwise, he won’t have many happy campers.” I watched Frank pick up a textbook lying on the coffee table and start paging through it.
“I don’t know, but remember what happened to that other school?”
“Yeah, but ours just started; the students are mostly fresh and eager. They haven’t earned credits yet, so shouldn’t be as pissed off as students close to graduating would be to find out that theirs were bogus.”
“Wow, you’re reacting differently than yesterday. What happened?”
“Ah, it’s another day. We must move on,” I said with a tinge of sarcasm.
An hour later, I was in my Level-Two class and noticed Takeuchi didn’t show up. Just as I finished taking roll, a student asked, “It true this class don’t count?”
“Huh?”
“Someone say IEP not university,” another student said. Times like this illustrated why administrators should avoid the classroom.
“There’s been a misunderstanding. The issue will be clarified very soon. All I know is what you know,” I replied, wondering how I could get out of this without digging myself a professional grave.
After class I entered Nakamura’s office. He was on the phone, but motioned for me to have a seat. As soon as he ended his call, I said, “Rumors are rampant about the credit issue. Several teachers asked about it in our faculty meeting at lunch and I was asked about it in my class. It appears you have an information leak somewhere.”
“What did you tell them?” His question bordered on the paranoid.
“I acted as though I didn’t know what was meant, but I would look into the basis for the misunderstanding.”
“What do you mean: ‘look into it?’ Did you tell this to the teachers or the students! Appearing unsure will spread distrust among the students. They’ll conclude we intentionally deceived them.”
“What do you mean? I didn’t know anything about this nonsense until yesterday. The whole thing caught me in the dark. If I admit ignorance, my credibility will be questioned. It looks suspicious that I don’t know such an essential element concerning the IEP. Had I stated the courses are credit-bearing, I’d be branded a liar if events don’t bear that out. If you knew a better way to handle the situation, why didn’t you do something earlier?” I tried to match him glare for glare and spit for spit as I stared at him sitting behind his dark-stained desk.
“Okay, okay, take it easy, don’t get so upset. I know it’s not your fault . . .”
“Damn right it’s not,” I said, interrupting him.
“Now the question is: what do we do?”
“We should spin it as miscommunication with the main campus. Since they’re a small institution, the foreign students they have had usually took English preparatory courses somewhere else before studying there. They have a few remedial courses available for the occasional American student who didn’t master basic academic skills like writing while in high school. These courses do carry credit and these have been given to the foreign students as well. They weren’t aware that our language classes needed to be more intensive than they offered in their remedial program. Recently, they found from the accreditation board that our more intensive courses could not grant university credit. Unfortunately, they didn’t inform us of this decision earlier.”
“Not a bad idea,” Nakamura said, leaning back into his chair.
“You better send out something to let the students know what we discovered. A slight tuition rebate may not be a bad idea.”
“A rebate is impossible.”
“Well, you should distribute the explanation. Possibly, you could hold a student assembly.”
“That’s not a bad idea, either. Today is Tuesday; we could have it Thursday or Friday at the latest. I’ll have Ms. Ishida make the announcements. You should write up a brief memo explaining your plan.”
Reiko sat at the kitchen table and watched me type on my laptop computer as I worked on the memo for Nakamura. “I don’t see why you have to do it.”
“He doesn’t understand shit. Appears to be incompetent,” I explained while banging away. “Besides, it was my idea.”
“There seems to be a pretty good show on tonight,” she said in Japanese, pointing at the TV schedule in the newspaper lying on the table in front of her.
“I’m almost finished. What’s it about?” I asked staring at the screen of my laptop.
“Non-Western foreigners in Japan.”
“Like Iranians and Pakistanis?”
“I guess.”
“When’s it start?”
“It just started. You want to watch it?”
“Just give me a couple of minutes.”
As I continued writing, she put away the newspaper, and walked to the opposite side of our living/dining area where our sofa and a few easy chairs were flanked by our “home entertainment center” consisting of a stereo system, television, and VCR ensconced in a sideboard. She picked up a remote control lying on the coffee table then sat, with her legs folded under her, at one corner of the loveseat and looked at the TV as the sound and picture came on. I glanced up to view the side profile of her face and once again considered myself extremely lucky and fortunate to have married her. I wondered if she was getting tired of being at home all the time, though.
Probably it would be best for us to adopt a child. We talked about it numerous times, but couldn’t bring ourselves to start the process. A little over a year ago, she quit her job as a stylist. Her job had been so rough with packing heavy bags filled with clothes and other props to use for shooting advertising photographs. She thought that maybe she was having trouble getting pregnant because of the job; that if she quit, her ovaries may be more susceptible to my lazy sperm. Unfortunately, nothing came of it: she was as barren as ever, or I was as sterile as before. Since she quit, though, she didn’t seem too excited to start working again, so maybe we should have considered adoption after all.
Once I finished the memo, I joined her on the sofa and put an arm around her as she nuzzled up to me. I stroked her medium-length black hair, noticing how soft it was. Lately, I hadn’t touched her very often. Now, I was surprised I had not. She had just taken a bath, was in her terrycloth robe and the scent of her clean body, or possibly her hair rinse, began to arouse that old magic.
“You make me so horny,” I whispered, rubbing my nose into her still damp hair, trying to divert her attention from the TV.
“You’re always horny,” she whispered back, still looking at the TV.
“Not always, just when I’m around you.” I kept rubbing my nose in her hair while moving my left hand underneath her bathrobe and rubbing the nightgown she had on underneath. I felt the warmth of her body between those two layers. My hand moved up her front and came to her left breast, which I lightly brushed, encircled and softly squeezed. Two fingers rolled the nipple between them briefly; I encircled the breast and squeezed it a little more firmly, and then moved to the other breast.
“Hey, I’m trying to watch this program.” She jerked her shoulder against my chest.
“Ah, let’s just make love.” I brought the arm I had around her shoulder down her back to her buttocks. I noticed she didn’t have on any panties. I gave her right cheek a squeeze, continued rubbing her breasts with my other hand, and moved my lips down to her neck; nibbling as I went.
“I mean it.” She jerked her shoulders again, and began to wiggle away from me.
“Forget the TV. Let’s just relax and enjoy our time together,” I said while continuing my assault. She grabbed hold of my arms, pushed them away and sat forward, her butt just on the edge of the sofa, supported her elbows on her knees and held her chin between the palms of her hands.
“Hell with it.” I leaned back into the sofa and looked at the TV. The show ended up being a documentary about the increasing number of foreigners in Tokyo. I should have been interested in the topic, being a foreigner myself, but was pissed off that my wife didn’t want to go along with my fantasy.
When we finally went to bed, I resumed my assault slowly massaging her bare back and fondling her, but the desire I had felt earlier had slackened. My dick was hard; no doubt, Reiko was correct that I was always horny, but my movements had become routine. We went through the motions, we moved in the usual positions. I felt my passion come and go several times, just as her climaxes kept building then subsiding. Finally, she was building to what appeared to be a climax that would reach a passionate crescendo. Her rising desire increased my own. I positioned myself above her, grabbed her buttocks firmly and rammed into her with hard drives. She began to moan uncontrollably.
“Did you marry me for this?” I whispered, while pumping into her. She kept moaning and grabbed at my ass. "You like me inside you?” I whispered louder, my mouth at her ear, tonguing the inside. She responded with more moans and stronger grabs at my ass. "Say you want me inside.”
“I want you,” she whispered.
“What?” I drove into her as deep as I could.
“Want you inside.”
“Huh?”
“Fuck me!” She gripped my ass and panted uncontrollably. This put me over the line. I felt the juices building up - actually seeming to be drawn out of my body by the heat in her vagina. As I exploded, my mind drifted to a scene in an old Woody Allen movie that had actors dressed in sperm suits saying something about going to make babies. I doubt that would be the outcome for Reiko and I, unfortunately.
“We apologize for canceling your classes to call this assembly. We feel, however, it’s important to meet at this time,” Nakamura said in Japanese into a microphone while standing in the cafeteria in front of the assembled student body on Thursday afternoon. “Recently we have received some rather surprising news from the main campus. News that so directly affects you, I felt it would be better to inform you in person rather than distribute a memo.” He paused and looked at his audience: the students stared at him wondering what was to come. He glanced at me standing with some of the teachers just inside one of the entrances. “We have finally received approval for offering university classes in Japanese. Starting in September, you’ll be able to take several courses like a computer-programming class with Japanese software. This is great news since it allows us to make our program more suitable to Japan.”
As I listened, I realized what he was saying contained very little from the report I wrote. Where was he going with this?
“One major problem with providing you the option to take several courses in Japanese is that it’ll decrease the number of hours you study English. That, however, isn’t such a terrible thing since it has been brought to our attention that even though the IEP classes earn university credit, that credit is considered by the main campus as ‘extra’ credit; namely, credit we have realized won’t be very useful for graduation. Therefore, we’ve decided to redesign the IEP for next semester. Mr. Journeyman is now in the process of doing so.” Several teachers shot me a look. I could only shrug my shoulders. I wanted to scream, but decided it was best to hold back and assess the situation.
The assembly lasted about an hour. Several students asked questions about the university courses that would be offered in Japanese. Most of the students appeared happy they could earn credit for courses in Japanese. Surprisingly, no one asked for specifics about IEP courses as ‘extra’ credit. The whole IEP issue appeared to be pushed aside. Did the main campus really approve this?
Nakamura met with me the following morning. “You know this will make the student less motivated in their IEP classes,” I said.
“Don’t underestimate their intelligence. They know they must improve their English to handle upper-division courses,” he replied with a similar argument I had used several weeks before.
“I got to admit, I didn’t see this coming. You did avert disaster for now, but it’s going to have some large ramifications for the IEP, right?”
“Well, since we’ll be offering some courses in Japanese, we need to cut down the number of hours for IEP.”
“I knew you’d say that. Of course, you understand this will slow down their progress in English.”
“It’s obvious we cannot offer more class hours. It’s simply uneconomical.”
“Well, at least offer some courses like typing in English instead of all the university courses in Japanese. That way the students might have a fighting chance to improve their English.”
“But that doesn’t follow the argument we had just given the students. We’ve been allowed permission to offer courses in Japanese to better suit our program to the local market. Typing is not the future, Mr. Journeyman. Even you can understand that.” He looked at me with the most condescending expression I had seen on his face.
Early the next week, Academic Affairs distributed memos to explain the current situation. The main argument was that even though IEP courses earned general education credit, this credit was redundant since for the degree programs at JUJ there were more useful courses that fulfilled both the general education total and general course requirements. In other words, since we didn’t have an education major, a large number of education courses didn’t provide the students with credits they needed to graduate. In essence, Nakamura figured that to eliminate the IEP-for-university-credit problem, he just needed to prove to the students IEP credit didn’t speed up their time to graduate.
“A student’s mother just called to say her son has been hospitalized due to a motorcycle accident,” Yuka said as I returned from lunch with Frank.
“That’s terrible news; is he seriously injured?” I stood by Yuka sitting at her desk.
“Not too seriously. She said he should be out of the hospital soon.”
“Who is it?” I asked again.
“Tomohiro Takeuchi, he’s the Level Three student you moved to Level Two.”
“Oh, yeah, yeah, I remember that.” Frank stood next to me.
“I think he came to about two or three classes after the move. I was just about ready to contact his family to find out why he wasn’t attending school. I wonder if I should visit him in the hospital. Did his mother tell you what hospital he’s at?”
“No, she didn’t.”
“Well, call her back, get the name and address of the hospital, and find out if he can have visitors. If not, we can send some flowers or something.”
“Okay,” she quickly replied, smiling.
“Why are you smiling?”
“I think it’s nice you want to visit him.”
“He’s one of our students. The school should do something. Who knows, maybe he’ll want to study in the hospital? Probably doesn’t have much else to do.”
“Oh, I’m sure he wants to study in the hospital,” Frank commented sarcastically.
“It’s kind of strange,” Yuka said about thirty minutes later.
“What is?” I was staring at the computer screen, trying to figure out what else to add to the minutes for the faculty meeting.
“I just got off the phone with Mrs. Takeuchi...”
“That’s who you were talking to? I couldn’t really figure out what you were saying.”
“I asked her for the hospital’s address, she hesitated then gave me the name of some hospital in Shizuoka.”
“Shizuoka! I don’t think I’m going to make that bedside visit. So, let’s see if we can get some money for sending a small gift, or something.”
“That’s what’s strange. She said she’d let me know in another day or two.”
“That’s weird, but I guess no weirder than him being in a hospital hundreds of kilometers from Osaka.”
During the faculty meeting I mentioned about the injured student, but of course the issue on everyone’s mind was next term.
“So, will some of us be let go?” Christine asked.
“I was assured that won’t happen, but if Nakamura is cutting IEP classes in half, that appears highly likely,” I answered.
“Damn straight it does!” Rick shouted. Since yesterday’s assembly, none of the faculty came into my office to discuss it. I was sure several would, but maybe their reaction was akin to shock and took a while to sink in. Few of them spoke much Japanese, so most of what Nakamura said fell on deaf ears. Now that it was clear what Nakamura had said both yesterday and in the meeting I had with him this morning, the full impact was taking effect.
“We should’ve looked into that union I told you about. Maybe it’s not too late. We still have half a semester to go,” Bill said.
“I agree, we should contact the rep immediately,” chimed in Shirley, while as usual, Bill avoided looking at her.
“The whole idea is insane. I told him the students need to take at least twenty hours of English a week,” I tried to explain.
“Well, hell, if the IEP classes offer university credit, why offer classes in Japanese?” Rick asked, shaking his head.
“Nakamura has been able to convince the main campus that we need to be more responsive to the Japanese market.”
“Who’s going to teach the Japanese courses anyway?” Frank asked.
“Certainly not us,” Christine said.
“I think it’d be best if he explained his plan to you in person. We have enough time today, I’ll call his extension and try to get him to join us.” I stood up and walked to a desk with a phone, picked up the receiver and pushed his extension number.
“This is Charles. I’m in a faculty meeting with the teachers who have many questions about next semester. They’d like you to drop by and explain what you’re planning.” I watched the faculty watch me talking on the phone.
“Impossible. I’m in the middle of an important discussion,” he explained in English with the same condescending tone he used earlier this morning.
“When will you be free? You really should speak with them.”
“I’m very busy now. I’ll let you know later. I have to go,” he said and hung up.
“He’s very busy now, he’ll let me know later when he can see us,” I mimicked, putting down the phone and walking back to the table.
“Man, we need a union,” Bill repeated.
The following week Nakamura claimed to be too busy attending meetings at his father’s company to meet with the faculty.
“I’ll come to next week’s faculty meeting,” he told me over the phone. “That is, if I’m not at the main campus.”
“You’re going to the main campus?”
“I need to discuss various matters about the on-site visit by the accreditation board and find out about sending students over for the fall term.”
“We’ll have to meet with you before you leave since the teachers are very anxious about the changes.” I sat at my desk and looked over a memo displayed on my computer screen.
“That’s why I’m in meetings all week.”
“You surely aren’t planning to breach their contracts?”
“Of course not; everyone will continue to be employed by JUJ.”
“I can quote you on that?”
“One thing you may be happy to know, we’ll have the 3000 volumes of books we need in the library when the accreditation board makes their visit.”
“Who helped you make that decision? Why didn’t you ask me to submit a list of texts we could have used for the IEP?” I asked, feeling more and more out of the loop. I looked over to Yuka at her desk by the door, wondering if she knew anything about these library acquisitions.
When the books arrived a couple days later, it was easy to determine that no one was consulted. Simply, the 3000 volumes were dead stock purchased from several bookstores that handled foreign books. Ninety percent were out-of-date textbooks, mostly in fields we didn’t have as majors: electrical engineering, medicine, philosophy, and other more esoteric fields. There were probably fifty useful books in total.
The day the books arrived, student help was employed to put them on the waiting shelves. Within hours, they were displayed in a room on the first floor. It was like a showroom with clear-pane windows; easily viewed from the sidewalk. I guess the rationale was that all the English books would impress passers by who would spread the word, which would result in JUJ being deluged with hordes wanting to enter our program so they could glean knowledge from these massive tomes.
During the first couple of days after the books were displayed, most of us made little trips to peruse the books and laugh about the inappropriate titles. It became a competition to find the most outlandish ones. Volume twenty-three from a forty-volume set on rocketry produced hysterical howls. So did a book on the medicinal uses of marijuana. My personal favorite was an immensely useful Sanskrit-French dictionary.
Not surprisingly, I didn’t meet Nakamura before he left for the States. By the time he returned, the atmosphere at JUJ had changed. Since he had snubbed the faculty and the “library” had been established, rarely a day passed without him being the brunt of some negative comment or belittling joke. When he finally did talk with them, any vestige of respect they held was gone.
“It’s been decided that several teachers will be transferred to Nakamura Electronics next semester,” he explained as he sat at a table during our weekly IEP faculty meeting. He looked calm sitting among us in his three-piece suit, with one leg crossed casually over another and a toothless smile covering his roundish face. Everyone, including Frank, looked at me as though I was in on the plan.
“Oh yeah?” Robert replied in his most sarcastic tone. “Will we choose lots?”
“This is insane,” was all I could say.
“In light of the situation, it’s the best solution,” he replied looking at me and nodding toward Robert. “We could have a drawing now it you’d like.”
“This is bloody insane! No doubt you chose those library books in the same way.” A few stifled giggles could be heard as I said that. “I’m amazed you can come in here and make this announcement. Who made that decision? I’m the IEP director, but this is the first I heard about it. You think you can move my faculty like blocks of wood?" I stood up. "This meeting is over. You and I have to talk," I said as I walked back to my office. The teachers stood up and returned to their desks, and Frank walked out as well. Once I sat down, Yuka wandered in and closed the door. Once she did, Frank opened the door from his office and came in. Nakamura shrugged, got up and started to go back to his office.
“That was great! Just as Nakamura got up to leave, Christine said, ‘Who decided we needed a book on the medicinal uses of marijuana?’” Frank said, giggling like a teenager as he sat down at the sofa. Shortly after, several teachers came in through the door by Yuka’s desk.
“I didn’t change jobs to teach company classes. I started working here because it was a branch of a university. Damned if I’m going to commute an extra hour on the train to teach factory workers,” Robert said as he entered the room accompanied by Bill, Shirley, and Christine. The rest of the faculty followed them.
“You realize, though, this isn’t a bona-fide branch,” I replied from my desk.
“If the on-site visit does occur and the team takes a look at that library, there ain’t no way we’ll get approved,” Frank added as Christine joined him on the sofa.
“I’m amazed that asshole came to the meeting to drop his bombshell. What could he be thinking?” Bill asked.
“We’re just cogs evidently,” Christine commented.
“Yeah and this cog is just about out of here,” Robert said.
“We really should get connected to a union,” Shirley mumbled.
“What union? We’re foreigners remember?” I twisted my face and rolled my eyes in an attempt to show how tired I was with this recurring chatter about unions.
“But there are teachers’ unions we can join,” Bill said while looking at Shirley for support.
“A friend of mine teaches at a trade school and the foreign teachers are members of a union,” Frank said.
“They could become members because they work for an educational institute. We, however, work for an electronics corporation. Our contracts are with Nakamura Electronics, not the main campus. Unless this has changed recently, Japan doesn’t have many trade unions. Usually each large company has its own employees union. Only a few trades like teaching have their own unions. To be a member of that type of union you must work for a school recognized by the Ministry of Education. We’re not recognized as a school; simply, we’re just an educational division in an electronics corporation. If anything, we should be members of the company’s union,” I explained.
“Maybe we should see if that’s possible,” Shirley said, looking around the room.
“And what’ll that do? It’ll just show we haven’t a leg to stand on; the company has every right to transfer us. Shit,” Robert said, leaning against a wall.
“I may be wrong, but it wouldn’t hurt to look into the possibility of joining a teachers’ union. Bill, why don’t you check it out and let us know at the next faculty meeting?” I looked at Bill and Shirley standing next to each other just inches from my desk.
“I wonder what they think about this at the main campus?” Christine asked.
“I’m sure they don’t care. They've received money for the use of the name and for the right to send students to their campus. They’re a small college that’s probably dying anyway. They’ll accept practically anything done over here as long as it means they can increase their enrollment,” Frank said.
“It might not hurt to let them know what’s happening. We’re trying to become a branch after all. If we do, we’ll have to become Judd College faculty, I think. At the very least, they might get a kick out of our new library,” I said, grinning. Everyone began to laugh. “I said it before, but this time I’ll fax Dr. Crimwell.”
“Charles, you remember that student, Takeuchi, who had the motorcycle accident? His mother would like to talk with you.” Yuka pointed to the phone receiver in her hand.
“Which line?” I looked up from my desk.
“Two.”
“Ms. Takeuchi?” I asked in Japanese after I picked up my phone.
“Oh, Mr. Journeyman? I really feel terrible to trouble you. You have been so helpful to my son,” she rambled in Japanese a long line of politeness dripping with respect language. I hardly knew her son; he had the accident about the third week of classes and had been gone close to a month.
“How is he? I wanted to visit him in the hospital, but Shizuoka is too far away. My secretary tried to get the address of the hospital from you, but you never sent it to us. Is he going to be there much longer?”
“That is what I need to talk with you about. Mr. Nakamura suggested it since he will be out of town ...” she hesitatingly explained.
“Suggested what?” I wondered what difference it made if Nakamura was out of town or not.
“I need to have you go with me to the prefectural courthouse tomorrow.”
“Is it something connected with the traffic accident? Did he cause the accident?”
“There wasn’t a traffic accident.”
“Then why is he in the hospital?”
“He isn’t in the hospital. He’s in jail. His case is going to be discussed tomorrow. My lawyer thought it might be a good idea if a representative from JUJ would attend the hearing and explain that he is a student of your school. Mr. Nakamura suggested you since you can speak some Japanese.”
“I see.” Now I understood why we were unable to get the address for the hospital.
“The hearing starts at 1:30, would you be free to attend?” No doubt she was embarrassed she had to do this; especially, having to ask a foreigner.
“I think so. Let me ask my secretary. Actually, it may be a good idea if she accompanied me. She could act as an interpreter.”
“Sorry, that’s impossible. Very few people are allowed into the hearing. Actually, my lawyer isn’t completely sure you will be allowed in. Don’t worry, your Japanese is fine.”
“Ah, Yuka, I don’t have anything scheduled for tomorrow afternoon, do I?” I covered the receiver with my hand while looking across the room at her.
“Tomorrow morning is full, but the afternoon looks free.”
“Thanks,” I said and then talked into the receiver. “Yeah, tomorrow is fine.”
“I’ll pick you up around 1:00. The school is quite close to the courthouse.”
“Actually, I could just meet you there.”
“Don’t worry. We’ll take a taxi.”
“Okay. See you at 1:00 then. Do you know where the business office is? Just ask for me there.”
“Thank you very much Mr. Journeyman. Oh . . . and . . . could you keep this quiet?”
“Don’t worry, I understand.”
After the call, I just sat there amazed this mother would talk about a family tragedy so freely with a foreigner. I wondered what the son had done.
“So, what did she want?” Yuka asked in English about a minute after I got off the phone. She obviously had listened to what I had said, and wanted to know what had happened.
“Her son has been transferred to a hospital here in Osaka and wants to take me to see him,” I said first in Japanese, but quickly reverted to English since Yuka’s English was much better than my Japanese.
“That’s rather strange, isn’t it?”
“If she’s going to pay for the taxi, what the hell? At least, I can get out of this nuthouse for a while. With the crap that’s been happening, it'd be nice to spend an afternoon outside,” I lied, thinking I wasn't so different from Nakamura after all.
That evening, I told my wife about the conversation.
“Your Japanese is improving,” she said, as she poured a little cold sake into her cup (we switched to drinking it cold since the weather was too hot to drink it warm).
“It's probably going to be a hassle, but at least I should get some gift for the effort,” I said, referring to the common practice of giving a gift to people who have helped them.
In bed I tried to make love to help release some of the stress that had been developing over the changing of my program.
“Go to sleep, it’s too late. You have to go to court tomorrow anyway.” She pulled away from me.
“I want to feel it inside you,” I pleaded.
“No, besides you’re too hot and sweaty.”
“Let’s turn on the air conditioner.”
“I’ll catch cold if we keep it on.”
“I’ll turn it off after we finish.”
“You always fall asleep immediately after. Just go to sleep. There's always tomorrow.”
“But, I want to now.”
“Don’t be such a baby. You’ll survive,” she said, already drifting off to sleep.
“Sure." I turned to face the wall.
“Mr. Journeyman? I’m Yukiko Takeuchi. I am so happy to meet you and am so pleased you have decided to help me,” she said in Japanese, bowing, as Yuka led her into my office. Without a doubt, she was one of the most attractive middle-aged Japanese women I had met: stylishly waved hair, an expensive-looking, light-blue suit, designer bag, and a very pleasant smile.
“Very nice to meet you,” I said, returning her bow. “Shall we go?” The less we said in the office, the better.
“Yes, the taxi is waiting outside.”
“I’ll be back,” I told Yuka, and showed Ms.Takeuchi to the door. As she waddled ahead in her high heels, I was sure her figure put to shame any other student’s mother I had the honor to meet.
In the taxi, she began to clue me in to what had happened and what I may need to do at the courthouse. It was a very hot and muggy day in Osaka, but the taxi was cool and from its windows the outside looked pleasant as I enjoyed sitting next to this lovely woman on our way to the prefectural courthouse.
“It may be best if you said Tomohiro wants to study hard and it would be best for him if he were allowed to return to college as soon as possible,” she coached me. As she faced me just inches away, I could not help but be surprised how little makeup she wore and how she still looked so young. I glanced at her hands in her lap and noticed that she did not wear a wedding band. Even though many Japanese women only wore their rings on special occasions, this didn't necessarily mean she wasn't married, but wouldn't the father be taking a school representative to the hearing rather than the mother? Also, wasn't a court appearance a special occasion?
“I hate to so blunt, but why is he in jail?”
She lowered her eyes, looking at her hands as well. "He was caught in possession of amphetamines.” I could not help but notice how rapid her breathing had become; no doubt, she was nervous having to tell me so many intimate things, or she worried about what would happen this afternoon. The increased rising and falling of her bosom accentuated its prominence, which was surprising in a Japanese woman as petite as her.
“Did he start using drugs in America?”
“I guess so.”
“It’s too bad he got connected with the drug scene. I bet you regret allowing him to study in the States.”
“In ways I do and in other ways I don’t. I can’t say he was changed that much by the experience. He had dropped out of Japanese high school before I was able to persuade him to go to high school in the States. What he wanted to do was become a boxer, but he also wanted to travel to America since he believed he would get better training. I convinced him to take boxing in high school in America and he agreed. I went to one of those homestay associations and had them research some high schools to find one that offered boxing in the P.E. program. Anyway, he almost graduated. By the time he returned to Japan, he was no longer interested in boxing. I feel that was a blessing from his experiences in America. One thing, also, it prepared him for his study at JUJ.”
“You think if he had stayed in Japan, worst things may have happened?”
“I think he wouldn’t have gone back to high school and would’ve gotten messed up with the yakuza. Actually, he was on that road before he left Japan.”
“So you think his present problem might be more connected to whom he knew in Japan before he left, as opposed to being something he became familiar with in the States?”
“It’s more than likely. Japan’s a lot more dangerous than most people think,” she said as the taxi pulled up in front of the prefectural courthouse.
It was a massive public building of recent construction. It was no taller than six floors, but easily covered a block. As we got out of the taxi, we were struck by the oppressive early afternoon heat. Summers in Osaka are never pleasant: after the rainy season during June, the next two months are usually booked solid with hot, muggy days which make you feel like your skin is melting. The short climb up the stairs from the taxi to the front entrance resulted in beads of sweat erupting on my face. Ms. Takeuchi, however, looked as fresh as before. Once inside, a rather short, rotund, middle-aged, and balding Japanese lawyer greeted us. He was holding a briefcase in his right hand and a handkerchief in his left, with which he was dabbing his forehead and neck; he obviously had been waiting in this air-condition-less lobby for a while.
“Ah, Ms. Takeuchi,” he said, bowing to her and then to me.
“This is Mr. Journeyman from the university,” she said. His handkerchief immediately disappeared and seemingly, from nowhere, a name card appeared. He had put down his briefcase and was presenting his card to me with both hands.
“I’m Juichiro Tanaka, please remember me,” he said, slightly bowing as I took his card. I then took one of mine out of a side pocket of my jacket and handed it with both hands to him.
“Charles Journeyman. Please remember me,” I said in Japanese.
“We don’t have much time. The session will begin in just a few minutes,” he said to Ms. Takeuchi.
“This way please.”
“Where’re we going?” I asked him in Japanese.
“Today is the review of his case. The judges will decide if it’s time to try his case or not. They may or may not ask you questions. Actually, they probably won’t,” he explained as we walked to the elevator.
Actually, they did. The judges were obviously of the same opinion as I that the kid had been introduced to drugs in America and were very willing to place the blame on that misadventure. They appeared to want to hear how best we could use his experience of living in a foreign country to rehabilitate him. They did like the idea that, even though a high school dropout, he may have a chance to study at a university. They felt this would be a good chance for him to improve as an individual and break away from the lifestyle he began to develop.
The room where we met was air conditioned, but the hallways were not. Once the lawyer, Ms. Takeuchi, and I left the room, we were confronted with summer. It felt as though my pores wanted to cry.
“Thank you very much Mr. Journeyman, we definitely feel that because of you, Tomohiro won’t have to spend very much longer in detention. Ms. Takeuchi, Tomohiro, and I really appreciate that you were able to come today,” the lawyer said as we walked to the elevator.
“Well, I hope that I did some good,” I mumbled in Japanese. I knew he was right; my presence did make a difference. The judges were sincerely looking for the best solution. Perhaps, the university appeared to them to be that solution.
“Nonsense, of course you did. You have given my boy the opportunity to start again. I’m very grateful. I don’t know how we can repay you,” Ms. Takeuchi said, facing me as we waited for the elevator doors to open, looking straight into my eyes. I remembered her son had that same tendency to look straight in your eyes; a practice not so common with Japanese.
I don’t know if it was the heat, the frustration I had been feeling, or the curiosity I had of seeing this very attractive older woman naked, but like a line from in cheap TV show, I said in English, “I can think of a way,” returning her stare and slightly biting my lower lip. A smile appeared on her face.
“Mr. Tanaka, I’m going to take Mr. Journeyman back to the school. Thank you again for all that you have done. Give me a call as soon as you hear anything,” she said as we rode the elevator to the ground floor. The doors opened, we got out and started bowing.
“Fine Ms. Takeuchi, we should know in another day or two what has been decided. Remember you can meet with Tomohiro from 5:00 to 6:00 this evening. Do you want me to be there?”
“Actually, why don’t you just meet with him? You can explain what happened today and how much help Mr. Journeyman was for him. I don’t think I should meet him so soon; it may make him feel everything is fine. I want him to realize the seriousness of his actions. Your meeting will perhaps show to him how cold the world can be. How his mother isn’t always there to protect him. Do give me a call after you see him,” she directed as we walked toward the large glass doors at the entrance.
“Very well,” he replied, bowing to us. “Once again, thank you Mr. Journeyman.”
“Thank you. Give my regards to Tomohiro,” I said, returning the bow.
Once outside, she quickly hailed a taxi. Ms. Takeuchi gave the driver some directions and off we went. I was wondering if she actually understood what I meant, or if she were taking me back to the school. We sat some distance from each other and looked out the windows of our respected sides.
“It certainly is hot today,” I said to break the ice.
“Umm,” she replied.
“Where are we going?” I asked in English when I noticed we were not heading the same direction we came. She looked at me as though she did not understand what I said. I repeated myself in Japanese.
“Payment,” she replied, giving me a sidelong glance with a slight smile on her lightly colored lips, and then she returned to look out her window.
Surprisingly, I didn’t respond to her statement. I was rather happily married and until I made that inane comment in the courthouse, I hadn’t considered cheating on my wife. So, what was compelling me to start rolling my balls down this slippery slope? Ms. Takeuchi was very attractive, but there were many attractive women with whom I could commit an act of infidelity and with whom there would be a lot less potential to disrupt the status quo. In her case, however, she could easily contact my work or home, and simply torture the hell out of me. If she desired to continue the tryst, I would have little control to break it off unless I didn’t mind the repercussions. Hell, she was already controlling the situation. She had decided where we would go without consulting me.
“Aren’t you going to drop me off at school?” I forced myself to say as I stared out my window; familiar with many of the streets in the entertainment district of Namba we were now driving through.
“Later.” She grinned.
“Ahh...” I wondered why I was unable to put a stop to this. Of course, I was intrigued by the chance to fuck her and I didn’t want to pass it up: stupid prick thinking with his dick.
Soon, the taxi stopped on a street opposite one of those establishments that the Japanese commonly call “love hotels.” It was a big building with fake Corinthian columns at the entrance emblazoned with gaudy signs that had dancing Romans in togas lining their borders. One of these proclaimed: Circus Maximus. Another showed the hourly and nightly rates for rooms. Ms. Takeuchi paid the driver. When I got out of the taxi, I felt a little queasy. Momentarily I considered bolting, locate Namba Station and take the train back to school. Instead, I crossed the street with her.
Once inside, we walked to a panel that displayed lighted pictures of the rooms. There were at least 30 rooms and they all were based on some Roman motif, each having a different name: Nero, Caligula, Cleopatra, Lucretia, Polonius, etc. I figured she would pick Cleopatra, but rather she chose Lucretia. She pressed the button below the picture of this room, looked at me and smiled; probably thinking I didn't perceive the irony. After the button was pressed, a little door opened below like the drive-up teller window of a bank in the States. A 20,000-yen deposit was requested. Ms. Takeuchi took two 10,000-yen bills out of her purse and deposited them. The door closed, and shortly after reopened with a card key inside. She took it and soon we were in an elevator heading towards the room. It always amazed me how Japanese found ways to allow you to do the most embarrassing things without having to be embarrassed. Even infidelity can occur without having to negotiate with a desk clerk. Of course, behind the lighted panel, the clerk watched everything.
Outside the room, Ms. Takeuchi smiled at me, holding the card key in her hand, and then handed it to me. I stood there for a second considering whether I would hand the card back and walk to the elevator; before I could do so, I felt one of Ms. Takeuchi’s hands lightly touching my crotch. I looked at her and she was smiling, motioning with her eyes towards the door. My penis began to respond, and the brain in my dick took the card key and slipped it through the slit next to the doorknob. A small green light by the knob went on, I heard a click, and I pushed open the door.
“Let’s go fuck.” Ms. Takeuchi used the English word and entered the room first. Once inside we were confronted with a room that looked like something from the set of a cheap movie about Rome. There was a fake mosaic on one wall that I gathered to be the rape of Lucretia. Wallpaper with Greek columns and floral scenes covered some walls, but a king-size bed surrounded on three sides and the ceiling with large mirrors occupied the majority of the room.
After Ms. Takeuchi slipped off her shoes at the entrance, she began to remove her two-piece as well. The little powder blue jacket fell off; she neatly folded it and placed it on a Roman-style couch next to the entrance. The skirt quickly followed under which she wore nothing but a skimpy pair of cream-colored panties. Next, she began to unbutton her white silk blouse, looking at me still standing by the door. I closed the door, took off my shoes and walked towards her. I placed my hands over hers, squeezed them lightly, and continued with unbuttoning her blouse. She reached up, pushed my jacket off my shoulders, and then began grabbing at my tie.
“That’s a very attractive tie,” she said in Japanese, looking up to my face and meeting my eyes, as she tugged the tie loose.
“Thanks.” I remembered it had been a present from my wife. “Nice blouse.”
“Thanks.” She stepped back a little so that I could slip it over her shoulders. She was not wearing a slip. All she had on were a low-cut bra and her thong panties, both cream-colored. I was rather surprised that a woman her age wasn’t wearing any pantyhose. She raised one eyebrow and smiled broadly when she noticed how surprised I was at the beauty of her body.
She asked, "Do you think this is a nice gift?” She moved in again and slipped the tie off my neck. I put my arms around her and moved them up while keeping pressure on her sides, so that she was lifted slightly by my arms. She was quite light and wrapped one leg around my waist as I began to kiss her lips. Her tongue immediately began to probe my mouth, circling around my own tongue, and started making gurgling sounds. I pulled my mouth slightly away.
“You’re one hot little gift. I think you’ll do just fine,” I said, then licked her nose. She smiled and her eyes seemed to glaze over. I reached down and grabbed one of the cheeks of her ass. It felt like a firm but ripe fruit. She squirmed in response.
“Fuck, okay?” She panted.
“No, let’s take a shower first. I feel a little grimy from the heat. And, let’s turn the air conditioner on,” I answered, pulling away, and looked around the room. I located the air conditioner, pushed the button, tugged on my belt, and quickly unzipped my trousers. As I slid out, my penis was sticking up and out, stretching the fabric of my briefs. Ms. Takeuchi’s eyes widened and a bigger smile covered her lips. She reached for me and pulled off my briefs.
“Oh baby, come to mama.” She firmly held my shaft.
“No, let’s clean ourselves first.” I reached behind her, unclasped her bra, ripped it off with one hand, and watched her ample breasts jiggle free. I cupped a hand under her left one, felt its weight and soft warmth, and lightly squeezed it. I was pleased with its large but not overly grotesque size, and was delighted to notice that she had firm pointy nipples, just waiting to be sucked. I rubbed my thumb across the nipple of the breast in my hand. Immediately, Ms. Takeuchi squeezed harder on my cock and started stroking it.
“No, no, no, first the bath,” I said, breaking away, unbuttoning my shirt, and walking to a corner opposite the bed and the door. There was a smoky-glass window, with some Roman public-bath scene etched into it. To the left of the window was a glass door. I opened the door, quickly took off my shirt and socks, threw them across the room to the sofa with Ms. Takeuchi’s clothes on it, and entered the bathroom. A large Japanese bath with a plastic or fiberglass tub and strong plastic floor and walls was waiting, with a European-style shower nozzle. I turned the water on, which began to get hot quite quickly, grabbed the hotel soap covered with paper that was in a dish to the right of the faucets, ripped the paper off, then reached for a wash towel that was on a towel hanger attached to the inside of the door. I pulled the knob that directed the water to cascade from the shower nozzle and stood there holding the nozzle in my hand and letting the water fall on my erect penis.
Ms. Takeuchi entered completely naked; I directed the water towards her shoulders and watched it run down her body: over her surprisingly young and firm breasts, down her flat belly, to the sparsely haired bush between her legs. I then handed her the nozzle, took the wash towel, rubbed soap on it, then started to wash her body: the clean-shaven underarms, the soft but firm breasts, her belly, her vagina, and even her anus. I quickly abandoned the washcloth and abandoned myself to feeling my soapy hands roam over her wet, sleek body. In the meantime, she directed the water at me, then dropped the nozzle, took the soap, and started to wash me. We rubbed each other’s bodies. She lingered for a long while over my raging penis, I over her full breasts. Then we rinsed each other off, grabbed a towel and dried ourselves.
We left the bathroom and leaped on the bed. As we lay down, she reached for my dick. I rolled on my back and watched her reflection in the mirror above the bed as she lovingly began to lick it. I tugged at one of her legs and pulled her lower torso to my face. She quickly straddled me and I immediately began licking the soft outer lips of her vagina, then started to slowly lick around her clitoris. I flicked it a few times and she responded by immediately engulfing the head of my prick with her hot mouth. She began stroking up and down on the shaft with her wet lips, while I began to explore her love canal with my tongue, spreading her vulva with my fingers so that I could penetrate it fully. Since we had not bothered to turn down the lights, I had a wonderful view of her. I let my tongue push into her and stared up at the mirror so that I could watch her suck my dick. I then started to stroke her outer lips lightly with my tongue, making it very wet, and rotating her clit with its tip.
“Oh baby!” She shouted in Japanese, coming up for air, stroking my dick quickly with her hand. I kept licking her slowly, reached my hands around her ass, grabbed on tight, and started sticking my tongue deep into her vagina again. She began to pant uncontrollably, her body started to shiver, she tried to move her ass to my tempo, then clamped onto the top of my dick with her mouth sucking for all she was worth while furiously pumping my rod with her hand. My scrotum tightened and I knew I could not hold out for long. I began to lick her pussy with quick but long, wide and wet licks, loving the taste of her. She must have been able to tell that I was ready to cum because she squeezed my dick even tighter, came up for air and screamed,
“I want you to cum in my mouth!” Immediately, she clamped down and I shot my semen right down her throat, as I kept licking her pussy. She made all sorts of slurping sounds and started gagging. She pulled off.
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