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Authors and Judges at Forum

m KICA Essay Contest: Japanese Culture, My View

At the celebration of the twenty-fifth anniversary of our
Essay Contest, KICA announced that henceforth there will
be two committees of judges — one Japanese and one
English— and that all the authors may compose their essays
in either language. The six will be required to attend the
Presentation and Forum, where they will present their
essays in Kyoto, Japan. Each of the winning authors will be
awarded KICA Prize with ¥50,000.

Last year six excellent essays were selected out of
fifteen in Japanese and forty-three in English. The authors
were invited to present their essays, as well as to exchange
ideas with the judges and the audience at the Presentation
and Forum on October 27.

Prize Essays in Japanese
“Mutual Cultural Exchange through Music”

Lee MIHYANG (Korea)
“Mt. Fuji, My Semiotic View”
Dennitza GABRAKOVA (Bulgaria)
“I Love Osaka, after All!”
Sun SHENG DE (China)

Prize Essays in English
“Japan-- A Journey into Selfhood”

Richa JAYAL (India)
“Japanese Experience and Globalization”
A’kos KOPPER (Hungary)
“A Glimpse of a Heritage through a Bamboo
Curtain by a Common-Tao”
Miguel N. LOPEZ (Philippines)



Ms.Lee, Playing Kayagumu, Korean Traditional Instrument
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Following are the summaries of the six prize essays.
Please enjoy the complete essays on page 10 through
page 31.

“Mutual Cultural Exchange through Music”

Ms. Lee studied music theory at a college of music in
Korea. She is now extending her research at Ryukoku
University in Otsu, Japan. In her essay, she makes a specific
comparison of music education given at primary schools in
Korea and Japan. She describes her visits to Nishi-Kyogoku
School in Kyoto, where she played a Korean traditional
instrument, kayagumu for the third and forth graders; and
they sang a Korean song for her in return. Ms. Lee praises
Japanese textbooks and class activities which introduce
music from all over the world. At the same time, she
suggests that more attention should be given to Japanese
traditional music in the future.

“Mt. Fuji, My Semiotic View”

Ever since her childhood, Ms. Gabrakova has carried
an image of Mt. Fuji in her mind because her family had
cards and postage stamps with Hokusai's Mt. Fuji on them.
She came to Japan as a student of Japanese Studies at Kyoto
University and found innumerably various representations
of “Mt. Fuji”: an image of Mt. Fuji casually printed on
wrapping papers, one filmed in “Kurosawa’s Dream”, and
finally the actual Mt. Fuji she saw through the window of the
train as she was coming to Tokyo from Kyoto. The actual
view of Mt. Fuji reinforced the image she had had in her
mind as a child. In her charming essay she introduces a
triangle as her semiotic view on places of scenic beauty and
historical interest that encompasses the three angles. Thus,
the feelings when one has been exposed to a famous view,
are “the actual view before one’s eyes”, “images represented
by others”, and “the image symbolically pictured in one’s
mind”. She refers to Basho emphasizing that one usually
sees the view through the third angle, namely one’s
symbolical image. After illustrating “poetry and truth” of
Mt. Fuji in all ages, Ms. Gabrakova concludes her essay
with her wish to climb Mt. Fuiji in the near future.



Ms. Gabracova at Presentation
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“l Love Osaka, after All!”

Mr. Sun describes how he met a Japanese professor at
a university in Dalian, China. For some strange reason, the
professor persisted in training Sun to speak Japanese in the
Osaka regional dialect. After studying at a college in
Kyushu, Sun decided to do graduate studies in Spanish
literature at the Osaka University of Foreign Studies. To his
disappointment, his Osaka dialect did not amuse the local
people; and he found it difficult to adjust to certain elements
of their behavior. However, after having lived in Osaka for
six months, Mr. Sun was able to deeper his understanding
of the Osaka temperament. He now proudly announces that
he “loves Osaka, after all!”

“Japan— A Journey into Selfhood”

Ms. Jayal likens her four-year stay in Japan to a journey
she used to take from Delhi to her home in Mumbai during
her university days. Sometimes there was a sharp wind,
which hit her with all the force of dry summer heat, and at
other times invited her into the soft sleep of ease and
familiarity. She writes that it was painfully difficult for her to
make friends and settle down in the beginning, as the public
face of Japan seemed distant and formal. Then she invites
the reader to reminisce with her about the moment when
she was reminded that India and Japan had shared
understanding for centuries: she found the name of an
Indian priest on the wooden statue at Todaiji Temple; and
spoke with a lady who told her that she, as a child, had gone
to see Indira, the Indian elephant at the Ueno Zoo. She says
that her journey now is developing into a happy tempo with
rewarding experience.

Ms. Jayal receives the KICA prize from Prof. Nishijima



Mr. Kopper at Presentation
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“Japanese Experience and Globalization”

The present time is often depicted as the era of
globalization. Some worry that this trend may lead us to a
“global homogeneity.” Mr. Kopper, a graduate student at
Hitotsubashi University, says that he is not worried about it
very much. He feels that he has reaped a rich harvest from
his two-year stay in Japan, and that there are still many
different ways to achieve one’s goals. “Living in Japan has
not only offered me the opportunities to learn about this
country, but also to reflect on my own culture.” He says that
globalization offers the opportunity of exposure to world-
wide events, at the same time, it offers us a choice of
accepting what we think beneficial or rejecting what we
think harmful.

“A Glimpse of a Heritage through a Bamboo Curtain by a
Common-Tao”

Mr. Lopez came to Osaka from the Philippines with his
wife, Kimiko. She was a child of an Okinawan mother,
Mitsuko, and a Filipino father. During his stay in Japan, he
has worked in a hotel kitchen, as well as, in a bakery.
Indeed, he has always worked as a common-tao (common
person) since coming to Osaka. When he needed emotional
support, Mitsuko, his mother-in-law gave it to him. To satisfy
his desire to learn his new culture, Mitsuko again
introduced him to Japanese cultural ethics in the same
dignified Japanese way. As an example of his adoption of
Japanese culture as taught by his mother-in-law, Mr. Lopez
now says that any occupation is valuable so long as one
works at it diligently and honestly.

O This contest has been sponsored by the Japan Foundation
Kyoto Office and supported by Kyoto Prefectural
Government.

O The application deadline is July 31, 2003 (postmarked).
For further infomation, please contact our office.

Tel. 075-751-8958 Fax. 075-751-9006
E-mail: kicainc@mbox.kyoto-inet.or.jp
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Machu Pichu, the Inca’s “cloud’s city”
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m KICA Seminar

The Peruvians and Inca Ethics

On the 16th of March we invited Mr. David C. Aliaga to
talk about his mother country and its people. It was King
Pachakutek who first united all the small regions in the
Andes into the Inca Empire, where the people lived
“diligently, honestly and proudly.” It was in 1532 that the
Spanish came and took over the empire and imposed their
Christian values upon the Incas until the Peruvians achieved
their independence in 1821. Mr. Aliaga deeply regrets that
the original Inca value system had been completely lost
during the three-hundred-year long colonial period. Indeed,
the Peruvians to date have not succeeded in restoring all of
those values. Mr. Aliaga has encouraged them to stand up
and to work hard according to the Inca ethics.

A Journey into Ceramic Arts

On the 24th of June, Ms. Marta Nishimura, an
accomplished ceramic artist was invited to talk about her life
and works. She commenced her professional training in
moulds and sculpture in Coimbra, Portugal, and eventually
developed her ceramic art skills in Macao. Her fascination
with Japanese ceramics finally brought her to Shigaraki near
Kyoto in 1993, where she met her husband and mentor. Her
ceramic works have been exhibited in famous shows and
galleries, and she has been awarded significant prizes. Her
works are sometimes modern and sometimes simple and
rustic; and they reflect her fascination with Japanese
ceramics as well as her memories of old Portuguese art. The
slides she showed at the seminar revealed to the audience
her long journey in search of her artistic goals.

MACAU 1991

VESSELS, KYOTO 2000
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Mr. McAteer at KICA Seminar
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A Noh Play is “Noh-music”

Many Japanese Noh plays are read in translation for
their literary value. However, in the Japanese language, Noh
dramas are not called “Noh-geki”(theatre/drama); they are
called “Noh-gaku”(music), in the basic sense that opera is a
libretto set to serious music.

Mr. John McAteer, who is a licensed Noh instructor in
Kongo School, spoke of his attempt to arrange an English
Noh on the 20th of July. He focused on the traditional order
and variety of movements that make up a Noh-gaku, starting
with the basic Japanese performance esthetics of “jo-ha-
kyu”: slow introduction, breaking to full expression, ending
at increased tempo.

By singing several stanzas from Noh plays in his
beautiful voice, this longtime friend of KICA showed how he
adapted these traditional movements to the arrangement of
a “Noh-gaku” in English. John McAteer’s English Noh,
“SILVAS”, based on Robert Frost's poem, “The Death of the
Hired Man” is scheduled to be performed in coming
summer.

Scents and Sounds: Nioi to Hibiki

On December 17, Dr. Zhu Jie, professor at Doshisha
Women's University, was invited to talk on his book, “Nioi to
Hibiki” published by Hakusui-sha Co. Although you can
never find this definition of “nioi” in any dictionaries, Prof.
Zhu Jie explained that skilled weavers and dyers in Nishijin
district have always used this term, “nioi” for a part of flowers
where stamens and pistils are found. He elaborated on this
term as a cue for understanding Japanese aesthetics.
Fascinated by his views, the audience unanimously called
for an encore of the talk from him on another date.

5

Ms. Mortzahi, Cooking Iranian Dishes
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m Genshitsu Sen Program for Foreign Students

KICA is very grateful to Dr. Genshitsu Sen for his on-
going commitment and generous financial support.

The Joy of Cooking with Students from Abroad

Ms.Sherry Mortzabi, a practicing dentist from Iran,
accompanied her biochemist husband to Kyoto three years
ago. She has amazed us with her level of mastery of the
Japanese language, as well as with her earnest desire to
learn Japanese dentistry skills. On May 27th, she and her
mother, who was visiting her at the time, showed us how to
cook Iranian delicacies. We were all charmed by their
stewed chicken with eggplant arranged on saffron rice--
stunningly colorful and savory.

Nothing could have been more inviting than the
vegetable soup and seafood porridge introduced to us by
Ms. Mart Nishimura, an accomplished ceramic artist from
Portugal on November 6th. She started cooking by dicing
more than ten different kinds of vegetables Surprisingly, she
flavored her cream soup and her porridge, rich with all
kinds of seafood, with katsuo-dashi (Japanese bonito stock).
All the participants, including the students from Portugal,
Taiwan and South Korea, enjoyed these dishes. As well as
egg desert.

KICA Private /Small Group Lesson of Japanese
“Difficult? No, Come and Enjoy Japanese!” by Shigeru DOI

Many of the students in my class are wives of
researchers from South Korea and Indonesia. Since they
are busy with their babies, attendance at my class is always
irregular. This makes it difficult to conduct the class along a
rigid oriented lesson-plan. Therefore, | always select a timely
topic for conversational session before the students are
arriving with their baby carriages. Comments and questions
they raise during the session evolve into the practice of
sentence structure, including the reading and writing of
kanji-characters. A sprout of interest in the language is
growing like a leafy plant, to bear flower buds on it. You are
welcome to come and enjoy Japanese!

O In our program since 1995 we have flexibly tailored
our curriculums, schedules, and classrooms for each
student’s needs. Please contact us by phone or e-mail.
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m International Tea Gathering

by Liisa KYROLA
It was last September that | arrived in Kyoto from
Finland to seriously study the Way of Tea at “Midori-kai”,
Urasenke School of Tea for foreign students. On the 19th of
October, the 24th International Tea Gathering was held at
Urasenke Center. Over three hundred people both Japanese
and foreign visitors were invited to enjoy a harmonious and
peaceful time over a bowl of tea. As a beginning student, |
served beautifully prepared sweets and a bowl of tea which
was carefully made by senior students. | served them with
respect and a full and grateful heart. | hope | will be able to
continue my studies and understand the teachings of the
Way of Tea, for | believe they are meant to bring peace to
one’s mind and spirit.
International Tea Gathering has been co-sponsored by
KICA and UIA and supported by the Urasenke Foundation.
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Enjoying Tenshin, a light meal at Urasenke Center Hall
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Japan—A Journey Into Selfhood

Although it is true that it was mostly a sense of
curiosity about the unknown that first led me to Japan,
after having lived here for a good while, I now find myself
surprised at the simplicity of the questions I am
sometimes asked by people back home in India. Most want
to know how shocked I was at some customs and practices
here, or how impressed or appalled at others. Indeed, it
may seem to some that my years here have only added to
a personal treasure chest of engaging stories and
anecdotes about an exotic “foreign” culture, perfectly
suited for entertaining friends and houseguests over
languid cups of Darjeeling tea. To people who have loved
and seen only their own culture, this would probably seem
most natural.
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Richa JAYAL

In some ways it is true that I do continue to be
surprised and captivated with new things seen and learnt
here, and that remains part of the allure of this country.
But anecdotes are not what I sought, and certainly not all
gathered here. If I were to choose an allegory, I would
rather liken my days in Japan, and my consciousness of
Japanese culture, to the train journey I used to take home
from Delhi to Mumbai during my days as a university
student in India, rather than just a series of amusing
accounts.

People in India think nothing of distances, and train
journeys covering hundred of miles over a period of two or



three days are accepted with a mere shrug. There are no
bullet rains, but the beautiful landscapes in some ways
makes up for this rather glaring absence of modern
technology. The journey linking Delhi and Mumbai is
fascinating for the vast diversity of culture and climate it
shows the traveler as the train chugs along magnificently,
the sound of it gathering pace broken occasionally by shrill
whistles before it bursts into wind-whipping speed. It is a
journey where the landscape transforms constantly as
bustling towns melt into serene farms and fields, and
sleepy villages bloom into bright and boisterous cities. As
the train pulls out of the hawker-infested railway station of
New Delhi and rushes through the lonely plains that
follow, the scraggly trees in the vast expanse of the
Deccan Plateau fly past the window in a blur until the eye
can only discern flashing blurs of brown and green. Then,
as the train crosses the thirsty plains of the Deccan into
the foothills of the Western Ghats range, the green shifts
in shade from a parched olive to a more vibrant and lush

hue.

On one such journey, I remember realizing with
surprise that at times, as one was drawn into the lull of the
rhythm, it was difficult to say whether it was the train that
cut the wind as it rushed forward, or whether this was all
the magic of motion, that we were all seated in a still
cocoon of time, unaware of the fact that it was the trees
that flew by swiftly on their way to Mumbai station.

Japan and everything I have encountered here has
touched me in such a way, sometimes like a sharp wind
hitting me with all the force of dry summer heat, and at
others inviting me into the soft sleep of ease and
familiarity, the sense of comfort that I remember so well

from those overnight train journeys.

Shifting Landscapes

My journey in Japan began a few years ago at the Kansai
International Airport. I smile as I write this, because the
picture that appears before my eyes is of a half-scared and
defiantly curious girl standing clutching her bags, waiting
to be recognized by someone who was supposed to know
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of her existence and arrival. It was my first time away
from India, and I was very nervous about what to expect
from my new life here as a scholarship student.

For a while it seemed like there was reason enough to
fret. I had spent my entire life in India, an overpopulated
and poor country no doubt, but also a land bursting with
vivid, sounds, colors and sights which, depending on ones
tastes, could either be a feast for the senses, or
alternatively, a ruthless attack on them. In fact, some
friends who have been to India jokingly refer to it as “a
visually intense experience” and “the land that redefines
primary colors.” For all its faults, India and Indians cannot

be faulted for lack of open friendliness.

Not surprisingly then, the quintessentially Japanese
penchant for order and discipline initially came across as
an intimidating contrast to the cheerful chaos of home.
Compared to the ease with which one can start a
conversation with strangers back home, the public face of
Japan seemed distant and formal. For someone who had
been thoroughly spoiled by the unconditional love of
family and friends in a country where one doesn’t think
twice about dropping in without invitation, it took a while
(and a few painfully embarrassing experiences) to grasp
that words such as “Kondo asobimasho (let’s meet up
sometime)” were more often than not mouthed as a
parting expression rather than an overture of friendship. I
also learnt the hard way that hugging friends or others
physical gestures were not common here, and that the
difference between a right expression and a seemed-right-
at-that-time expression in Japanese was often larger than
just the difference in nuance, and could cause a lot of hurt
or discomfort. I learnt all this not through rebuke, but
through my own sense of awkwardness and
embarrassment, for though no was pointed about these
differences, somehow they got the point across, as tactful

people do, without a word!

I also came to accept that no matter how much or how
badly I wanted to make friends and settle down quickly
and painlessly, it would be unrealistic to expect the



opulent gestures of affection one takes so for granted in

India.

Although all this seemed baffling at times, I was often
given reason for cheer from surprising quarters, and at
times when I least expected it. Daruma san, the round
large-eyed doll that adorns many a Japanese home and
shop, was, I was informed, a priest from India who had
come here centuries ago carrying Buddhism’s message of
love and understanding. A visit to the Todaiji temple in
Nara was wonderful not only because of its magnificent
architecture, but also for the wooden statue outside the
sanctum sanctorum which, I was told, was believed to hold
secret powers of healing-a closer look showed the name of
an Indian priest. There were other instances too—a
gentleman I met purely by chance at an international
exchange event turned out to be a lover of Tagore’s
poetry. Another lady spoke fondly of the time she, as a
child, had gone to see Indira, the Indian elephant at the
Ueno zoo.

Scrambled pieces of India peeked out at me from
unexpected places, reminding me that a current of
common culture and shared understanding did exist
despite the differences between modern cultures of the
two nations. When India tested the nuclear bomb in 1998
and the world media lashed out aggressively through
angry editorials and opinion pieces, a friend’s grandfather
simply said, “This is a tragedy. A tragedy because it is a
country like India where this happened-the country of
Gandhi and Tagore.” His words had the warmth of those
who genuinely care, and the words touched me, for that
was exactly the sentiment of the liberals in India. Japan
had seen war and its painful consequences, and it was
ironic that this gentleman could sense the loss to
humanity that such a step brought, just as Tagore had
lamented the path Japan seemed set to follow many years

before war actually broke out.

Gathering momentum

If appreciating this commonality of traditional culture
was a pleasant and enlightening experience, learning to
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understand the modern culture-and its loyal young

followers-was a perplexing one.

I arrived in Japan at an age where most Indian girls
begin to consider marriage, and their place in society as
individuals and adults, in a serious way. Consequently, I
remember chats with friends back sometimes stretching
into hours on end as we all debated and exchanged our
views on how we planned to balance careers and family,
about women'’s rights in the workplace and other topics
that we knew would come to affect us all deeply. For some
reason, I took it for granted that girls my age in Japan

would be faced with the same crisis of identity.

My friends at university here in Japan, however,
seemed enviably unburdened with any such ideas or trains
of thought. Life for them was a happy four-year affair
which one deserved after the harrowing experience of
having secured admission into university. Compared to
them, I seemed a worrywart, someone who thought too
much and was “in a hurry to grow up.” While I fretted and
worried about how life would shape up in the next ten
years, these friends spent the larger part of their free time
waiting at tables in McDonalds in order to earn extra
money that could be channeled into karaoke parties,
shopping sprees, and backpacking trips to Bali or Thailand.
I envied their happy-go-lucky lifestyles to bits, and faced
conflicting longings-I wanted to wipe my mind clean of my
worries and live a happily hedonistic existence, and at the
same time also wanted badly to find friends with whom I
could talk through the night about the struggle I knew I
would have to brace myself for.

Looking back on it now, I realize that I was too harsh in
judging these friends, and the youth of Japan in general. A
major shift in occurred in the lives of my friends soon
after. We all graduated and got jobs; some friends stayed
on to study further. They had enjoyed themselves
thoroughly at work. The Japanese even have a name for
this phenomenon-the “moratorium ningen,” or people who
have been allowed a brief suspension from reality. Life
after graduation, however, was far from easy.



Once at work, most faced either exhausting schedules
and the pressure of strict business etiquette, or the
frustration and monotony of being relegated to the task of
serving coffee and answering the phone while the “real
work” went to male colleagues. One friend went into
depression and, unable to change in the way the company
expected, quit within a year. I was very concerned for her,
and yet a little confused as to how she could have seen it
coming. Had teachers, parents or close friends not told her
that the business world is demanding, and that she should
not expect the gentleness of teachers at the workplace?
What were her expectations from life?

At the risk of sounding harsh, I would lay the blame for
this friend’s pain not only on her naivet_, but also on the
thoughtlessness of elders and family. A major part of the
responsibility for honing of personality of a child lies with
parents and the society in general. For me, even stranger
than the fact that a lot of youngsters today are unnaturally
obsessed with trinkets such as makeup accessories and
mobile phones is that parents and society are content to
look on passively and deride the younger generation as
hapless “moratorium ningen,” instead of working actively
in helping them understand the demands that society
places on working adults.

I find this trend particularly disturbing because things
are different in India. The essential social unit in India is
the family, and despite rapid modernization in urban areas,
it is still the custom for children to help with housework
and contribute to home life. I may be wrong here, but I
have the feeling that many of my friends would have been
better prepared for life as “shakaijin” if they had more
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communicative parents, or if their parents had instilled a

strict sense of discipline from an early age.

Be that as it may, not all friends suffered to that extent,
and I would add that I have come to share an even closer
bond with these friends because of our experiences
through the years. Despite all my fretting and worrying
about social pressures, my time here has given me the
strength to view my life in India objectively, and the
exposure to different kinds of people and thought has
made me more confident to seek what I want from life, and
to question many ideas and beliefs I had previously taken
as unquestioned truth. My Japanese friends, on the other
hand, are also growing within a new environment. They
are learning to question the state of things around them,
and do demand better rights as professionals and as
women. Some, who had gone to study abroad, have come
back to Japan determined to give their very best and to
change traditional views about women’s role in the
workplace. In the new millennium, we are each searching
for a balance between nurturing our traditional heritage
while at the same time imbibing new knowledge. In that

sense, we are reflections of each other.

It is when I think thus that that I remember the train
journey I used to take in India. Japan and India are not
parallel and alien cultures one can compare objectively.
They are each as vibrantly original, and yet steeped in the
color of the other as my friends in Japan and I. My journey
in Japan has gathered pace to a happy momentum, where I
sometimes forget that it is not the trees that are moving
by but the train. And like all enjoyable journeys, I know
that finally reaching my destination will also leave me with
a sense of sorrow at parting with the phase of passage.



JAPANESE EXPERIENCE AND GLOBALIZATION

In 1885 Fukuzawa Yukichi compared the spread of
western civilization to a measles epidemic. He saw no
other option for Japan but to set on a path of
westernization in order to obtain not only the damages but
also the benefits of this contagion. This has been more
than a century ago. A lot has changed since then and today
the slogan is globalization. For some it is a synonym for
westernization, for others it signifies Americanization or
the spread of information technology. It is better not to get
bogged down trying to find a proper definition for
globalization, as the term is very elusive. Rather focus on
an aspect that is common to all its interpretations, which
is the growing concern that we are heading towards global
homogenization. The world is becoming similar
everywhere no matter where we go and local customs and
flavors are vanishing.

Even if I had shared such a concern earlier, my
experience in Japan in the past two years convinced me
that such a concern was misplaced. Whenever I am asked
to summarize very briefly what I have learned here during
my stay I answer that in Japan I learned that there is a
different way to do everything. In our daily life we are
usually unaware of the extent we are the prisoners of the
customs and preconceptions of the society where we have
been raised up. Living in Japan not only offered me the
opportunity to learn about this country but also to reflect
on my own culture and realize how contingent our values
and customs are. Japan has presented me with an
alternative way to look at the world and deal with both its
tiny and grave issues. Although Japan has set on the path
Fukuzawa Yukichi suggested and eagerly learned from the
west (occasionally some bad things as well) it was able to
preserve its distinct character. One can not sense the
threat of homogenization, and there are plenty of local

differences that surprise and challenge the foreigner.
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Let’s look at now some of the differences I noted

A’kos KOPPER

between the Japanese culture and my home culture,
Hungary. Naturally this will be an arbitrary selection of
issues, and the choices will be just as telling about my
country as about Japan, as a foreigner naturally finds those
phenomenon interesting, where his own experience is

markedly different from that of the other culture.

Arriving from Europe to Tokyo the first to notice is the
city’s scenery. There seems to be no general overarching
design organizing the construction of buildings standing
next to each other. A tall mansion is often looking down on
a shabby little house. And not only the size but also the
shape and design of the houses is in complete disarray.
This vision is the opposite of what the foreigner
anticipates. Japan has the image abroad to be a well-
structured and organized society. And the Japanese social
network is extremely well organized, indeed. But it is not
reflected in the city’s architecture. Buildings and the cities
are designed and built for the present and are not
expected to stay there unchanged several hundred years
later. This is the opposite of the European attitude. We
think that by conserving the stones and the wood of the
buildings we can preserve and keep our history alive.

One has the impression that Schumpeter’s creative
destruction is at work in the Japanese cities. The old
swiftly disappears to offer its place for the new. In some
aspects there is a high level of flexibility as change comes
about very fast. It takes no more then a few days for the
toyshop at the corner to transform into a small restaurant
and start business right away.

But this is only one part of the story. Try to go into the
restaurant and ask a set menu with juice instead of coffee
that is originally included in the set. There is hardly any
chance that you would succeed in convincing the waiter to



spontaneously modify the rules of the menu for you, so to
get a juice instead of the coffee with the set. And this is
the exact opposite of what would happen in Hungary. In
Hungary it would take a much longer time for the
restaurant to open, but you would have an easy task
convincing the waiter to modify the menu according to
your request.

Back to buildings. One of the most marvelous pieces of
western art are the gothic cathedrals, with their high
pillars running upward and the colorful light coming
through their rose-windows. It is an exquisite beauty of a
man made artificial place of stone and marble, but nature is
bared out of the spell. Now visit a Japanese shrine or
temple. Here nature is regarded as an integral part of the
structure. Just walk up to the tomb of Tokugawa Ieasu
among the tall pine trees, or listen to the waves of the sea
at Itsukushima shrine. Man is living with nature, and not
dominating over it.

It is the same fondness of nature, which is reflected in
the pattern of the kimono that should change with the
season. The Japanese are very sensible to the beauty of
nature and every place has the proper time to visit, when
its beauty can be appreciated the most. A Hungarian
would also recognize the beauty of momiji in Kyoto, but it
would be no priority for him to visit the place at the time
when the leaves are turning red.

Groups of Japanese tourists sticking together is the
stereotype probably every European entertains. The
affection to stay and act in a group might be mocked at but
I rather envy the strong attachment people have towards
their community in Japan. And it is fascinating to see how
active the small communities are. There is always
something organized in the neighborhood, an undokai in
the school, a cherry-blossom viewing in the park, a bit of
kokusaikouryu with foreigners or a matsuri.

The eagerness of the Japanese to participate in the
activities of their smaller community is very different from
the Hungarian experience. This may sound strange for
someone who is aware of the fact that Hungary used to be
a socialist country up to 1990. He may think that socialism
promoted the activities of the communities. Well, it was
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quite the opposite. The socialist state tried to gain control
over the life of the individual, control any free initiative,
because it was suspicious of the individual’s motives.
Similarly the individual was also suspicious of anything
organized officially. As a result people were very passive
to join community activities.

But not only the enthusiasm for group activity but also
the self disciplined behavior of the Japanese is foreign to
us. Hungarians would not start cueing up at the platform
while waiting for the train - what is the natural way to act
like in Japan - unless they were explicitly told to do so. By
the way talking of cueing reminds me a story that shows
how much our actions are determined by the customary
behavior we are used to.

I was accompanying a Japanese friend of mine to the bus
terminal in 5 o’clock in the morning. He was to take the
early morning bus from Budapest to Vienna. When we
arrived to the bus-stop we were yet the only people
waiting for the bus. The fact that there was nobody else
suggested that there would be hardly any other
passengers on the bus, so there was no sense in cueing
up. But my friend acted, as it was natural for him to do. He
selected the spot that he judged to be the proper place for
a line to start and moved there with his baggage, and there
he became the first and only member of the cue. The
other three passengers who arrived later just walked
around while waiting for the bus, and did not join his
initiative.

Perhaps the Hungarians’ reluctance to cue can be
explained by our experience in the socialist economic
system. At that time the economy was guided not by the
rules of the market but by the rules of shortage as a
Hungarian economist aptly phrased it. Demand was
greater then supply so cueing up was a general practice,
and usually only those at the front of the line received
what they were seeking. Distribution of goods was less
based on money that on the time people invested in
finding out where and when to cue up. It did not matter
whether you had the money or not as you had to wait for
the goods to be available. It took for example ten years of
waiting just to get a new car that was built in one of the
member states of the socialist economic zone.



The following experience I also shared with the same
Japanese friend just mentioned above. Here we had to
realize the difference between our societies concerning
what is regarded as a dream job. We had a dinner in a
Hungarian restaurant and another Hungarian friend of
mine joined us who at the time was working for the
Hungarian Ministry of Trade. He told us that he was very
glad because he had been recently offered a job at a
private company. He was planning to quit his job at the
ministry and start at the private company right away. My
Japanese friend was shocked, how could someone leave a
prestigious government position without any hesitation to
go and work for an average private company. We had to
explain him, that in Hungary not only the salary would be
higher but also in general private business has a much
greater appeal.

Before coming to Japan we (me and my wife) had hardly
cooked at home. But since we have come here there is an
increasing pressure on us to cook, as our friends
frequently ask us to prepare some Hungarian dishes for
them. Occasionally we cook together with some friends
and this is a great opportunity to learn about each other.
At one time we were cooking together with a Japanese
friend and I was assigned the task of cutting the leek.
After I was done it turned out that the part I was about to
throw away to the trash was the very part needed for the
Japanese dish we were preparing. And similarly the
Japanese friend would have thrown away the part that we
consider being the most delicious.

But to move the discussion to a more general level I had
realized that the philosophy of cooking is very different in
our cultures. According to the Japanese way food should
only be cooked for a short time because the final dish
should preserve the individual flavor of its ingredients.
Hungarian cooking however is a very time-consuming
process. We cook the ingredients for a long time together
so the individual tastes are lost and transform into
something very different form that of the parts. But please
do not ask me what is better, some sashimi with sake or
red wine with meat that has been marinated for two days.
Both are delicious.
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Weather is an unavoidable topic. It seems to be a major
issue in Japan, as the terms that play the role of ‘How do
you do’ - are atsuine during the summer and samuine
during the winter. This might make one think that
Japanese weather must be rather disagreeable for most of
the year. However this conclusion is wrong. Take winter
for example, what is relatively mild in Japan (or in Tokyo
at least). The only problem is that the temperature inside
the house does not really differ from the temperature
outside. Five degrees Celsius is quite all right, while
someone is walking to the station, but much less so when
having a dinner at home. For some reason instead of a
central heating system the Japanese prefer local heating. It
is possible to heat the table, the carpet, the blanket, one’s
sock’s or even the toilet seat separately. Therefore there
are many warm spots in the flat but unfortunately there is
always some parts of the body that feels cold. But the
Japanese does not seem to mind this; perhaps it all
depends on what one got used to at the time he was a
child.

If someone compares the outfit of Japanese and
Hungarian kids during the winter there is a great
difference to note. Japanese kids are wearing short
trousers or skirts and often walk around bare foot in the
cold corridors of the school building. If my grandmother
had seen this she would have been horrified. She believed
that kids must be wrapped up as much as possible during
the winter to protect them from the cold. I still remember
the winter chapeaux she used to knit for me. These were
made of thick wool, covered my whole face and only my
eyes were left free. I looked exactly like an astronaut in it.
And frankly our winters are not so much colder than the

ones in Japan.

The enlisting of such differences could go on for a long
time. Visiting a different culture, witnessing the
customary behavior of its members, and spotting the
values it adheres to is very interesting. But there is more
to it, as it raises questions for us concerning ourselves by
showing how dependent our values and behavior are upon
the society we have been socialized in. For somebody

from Europe coming to Japan is an invaluable experience,



as one has to realize that there is a different way to do
everything besides the one that seems natural for us.

The present is often depicted as the era of globalization.
There is information available from all corners of the
world and an increasing number of people pack their
suitcases every year to see distant places with their own
eyes. These experiences induce changes, when people
reflect on their own values and behavior, and are ready to
alter them in the light of what they have seen. Some
worry that such a process would lead to a global
homogenization, and also point out the dangers if societies
lose the traditional values that have been shaping them. It
is beyond doubt that as a society changes many of the
yardsticks that have been guiding the action of its
members will alter and adaptation to these new conditions
raises some problems. But those who put the emphasis on
these problems do not realize what the present world has
to offer. We are offered the opportunity to learn about
everything happening in the world and than the choice is

A GLIMPSE OF A HERITAGE THRU A
BANBOO CURTAIN BY A COMMOM-TAO

You might wonder what the word common-tao means. I
am pretty sure most of you have read this word for the
first time, and might not even care what it means or what
role it has in the above title. But for me it means a lot as [
am a part of this majority in our World Community today,
unnoticed, taken for granted, and at times abused and
exploited to keep the World go round and the Economic
Machinery running.

A common-tao is a Filipino Language word adaptation
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ours to take what we think to be beneficial for us and
reject what we find damaging.

Fukuzawa Yukichi arrived at a similar conclusion when
he assigned the path for Japan to follow. Japan eagerly
learned from the west but it did not lose its distinctive
character. Globalization is just like the measles contagion
of westernization at the time of Fukuzawa Yukichi. As it
will unavoidably happen to us we should not try to resist
it, but make the right choices, in order to make its benefits

dominate over its damages.

On Fukuzawa Yukichi’s ideas see: Bunsho Hashikawa:
Japanese Perspectives on Asia; in Akira Iriye eds. “The
Chinese and the Japanese, Essays in Political and Cultural
Interactions”, p. 324-355, (1980).

Rey Miguel N. LOPEZ

we use by combining the English word COMMON and the
Filipino word TAO which means a common person, the
ordinary working class, the man on the working fields, the
lowly but honest, strong, and dignified working family
man, practical, elegant in his own small way, and dignified
standing firmly just like the very useful “TAKE” or
Bamboo struggling and constantly swaying to withstand
the oncoming onrush of the winds of change and the never
ending problems and complexities of this World being as
he is the backbone of the family, always giving his all and



his best, only to be swept aside as a dry and a withered

leaf when he becomes old, handicapped, and unproductive.

I see a lot of the common-tao in the mainstream of the
Japanese society, the vigor, the strength, and the main
force of the second largest economy in the World today. It
really amazes me and keeps me wondering how and where
those Japanese common-tao get their strength and drive to
be able to work the way they do, so diligently and I may
say obsessively until the assigned work or job is done.
When I take a glimpse of the latter part of my description
and that of the “Withered Leaf” being swept aside
scenario, ambiguity comes to my mind. My glimpse of this
heritage might not have given me the numbers and figures
or the percentage of how many are in this disdainful and
pitiful situation, but it is glaringly obvious that they exist. I
saw them in Ueno, Tokyo, in the parks of Sakae in
Nagoya, and daily greet and inter-act with as my neighbors
here in Nishinari-ku, Osaka. I’ve talked to them,
befriended them and strongly feel for them, as they are
victims of circumstance.

I was a senior (4th year) college student then, taking up
the course of Bachelor of Science in Business
Administration or BSBA at the Ateneo de Davao
University (a Jesuit run school) and that was July 7, 1977
barely a month since the new school year had opened.
Being the captain ball of our College Soccer team, I was
obliged to stay late in school that afternoon, to help out in
the selection of that year’s College Soccer Varsity Team.
Playing the full 1 hour and 45 minutes final try-out game
and at the same time using my experience in sorting out
the best 14 players out of the 23 aspirants was quite a
draining task. Tired, and twilight setting-in in the horizon,
I decided to take the short-cut path from the Jeepney-stop
to our house. By the way, a Jeepney is a public
transportation we use in the Philippines, which was
fashioned out from the American G.I. Jeep converted with
bench-typed seats at the rear portion to accommodate a
total of 16 passengers excluding the driver.

Tiringly negotiating the narrow path I caught a glimpse
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of Kimiko (my wife’s Japanese name) from beyond the
trimmed bushes and Chinese bamboos, standing in front of
their modest Japanese inspired house, comb-drying her
long black straight hair, looking very fresh strikingly
having that distinct oriental beauty in her. Being a distant
neighbor, I knew all the while that her Mama was a
Japanese from Okinawa and that three of the five children
were born in Naha, Okinawa. Jointly their Filipino father
and her Okinawan mother decided to stay for good in the
Philippines with their future disposition in mind. I
wondered what the real reason was, could have been the
language barrier, the lifestyle, or maybe a more personal
one and that of fear of discrimination. I really did not have
a clear understanding of the latter reason but I could sense
that implyingly through our family conversation that fear
of “Ijimeru”, and the “Irete” (may I join your group)
problem was a big factor. I never attempted to personally
ask Mama Michang as we lovingly call her, about the real
score or the reason of their staying in the Philippines
partly because of ethics and because she modestly implied
in her actions and words that distinct Japanese culture of
personal privacy, and concern of not putting pressure or
inconveniencing the other person especially on personal
matters. And this, I respect and learned to be a part of me
in my day-to-day life inter-action with others.

It never occurred in my mind, that, that glimpse I had of
a “Nisei” will lead me to a life that would bring me closer
to a great Nation known to have never been colonized and
had existed in seclusion from the outside world for almost
300 years. I could just imagine the purity of a heritage-
culture the Japanese nurtured given that distinct history.
My marriage to Kimiko (Carmen — her Filipino Christian
name) has given me this chance and opportunity to take a
closer glimpse of that Heritage, the distinct Japanese
Culture, though, thru my imagined bamboo curtain
(symbolizing my respect of personal privacy) as a spouse
of a child of Japanese National.

My Mother-in-Law Mitsuko was an only child, and in all
probability could have come from an old line of Buddhist
practitioners, but surely, her upbringing was in a world of



gentle contemplation where intellectual and personal
attainment was revered. She was my footbridge in my
humble quest for more knowledge about the Japanese
Culture. She together with my wife initiated me and both
acted as my “Sensei” into the now world famous Japanese
food or shall I say exotic Japanese delicacy “Sashimi”. I
could still hear her almost whispering, sympathetic half
amused words of “Oishii desu ka” when I just mistakenly
included the entire drip of the wasabi paste into the sliced
“maguro” or tuna after dipping it slightly from the
Kikkoman soy sauce and into my mouth as I started to
chew it and instantly in a flash swallowed it because of the
immediate “sugoi karai” burning sensation I began to feel
inside my mouth not to mention the “hanabi” — like
aftershock effect of the wasabi spirit inside my nostrils.
Honestly, I really felt like a dragon spewing fire at that
very moment, and maybe my facial expression showed
everything I felt, so that they both were holding their
breath with hands covering their mouth before they gave
out that laughter of the century. Trying to be dignified as I
could be, I regained my banker-trained composure (I was a
bank employee for almost 14 years prior to taking my
optional retirement.) and gently with dignity and finesse
lifted the nearest glass of water on the table and almost
gulped half of it in record time hoping to equalize the fire-
spewing dragon feeling I had, unfortunately, that cute little
glass was filled with “shochu” or the strongest variety of
sake that made me feel now like the exploding Mt. Fuji
and that brought the house down with more laughter.

That “Sashimi incident” instilled in me a lesson and has
given a direct insight of the Japanese culture. One is to
observe the proper way of doing things, to be methodical
and observant of rules inorder not to be put in an
embarrassing situation. Eating for me then was just an
ordinary activity of a person to satisfy his hunger for food.
But with my insights of the Japanese culture, I began to
think that there are other things to be considered in the
act of eating. I began to see the fact that there are people
who eat just to satisfy their hunger for food, but there are
also those who eat because they enjoy eating. I have
observed that the Japanese are of the latter group of
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persons who enjoy the act of eating and savor the taste of
each food. For me I see it as near to a ceremony with the

” o«

number of “chawan”, “sara”, and so many other eating
utensils they use. I had a chance to work as a part-time
kitchen assistant and washer in one of those resort hotels
in Atami in Shizuoka-ken, and Hakone in Kanagawa-ken
and there I have observed the minimum of utensils and
plates used per guest when being served Japanese cuisine
is at least 17 excluding the glasses. It is truly amazing one
of a kind in this World. But as always I have observed the
kind of ceremonial dignity, patience, almost solemnity in
the way they do the act of eating, except, and I repeat
except when they take their “misoshiru” or “ramen” soup
or any soup for that matter with that slurping sound
followed by a sincere “umai” or “saiko” expressing their
appreciation of the taste. In the western influenced
countries and maybe european too, this slurping sound of
taking the soup is considered as bad manners, but for the
Japanese it is feeling of the taste and appreciation of the
cooks’ mettle in food preparation. Ending it with the ever
present “Gochiso samadeshita” phrase that really
emphasizes that distinct Japanese culture, of doing the act
of eating on a different level compared to the other
cultures of the world.

In addition, the Japanese Tea ceremony is again one of
the most distinct appreciable trademark of Japanese
culture wherein an outsider or a gaijin for that matter is
awed by its elegance, the smoothness of the actions of the
participants, and the sense of discipline and respect it has
in it. And to think for other cultures it is just as simple as
drinking tea and that’s where the distinction remains. A
Heritage is a Heritage that cannot be duplicated.

It was not easy to absorb and fully understand an alien
culture much more to appreciate it fully with just a
glimpse of it thru my imagined bamboo curtain much more
for a “Common-Tao” such as me. I am no specialist and I
do not have the tools of an academe to course thru it, nor
the high-tech gadgets of the IT-world to surf and pierce
deep into it to fully grasp the essence of the existence of
that elusive Heritage, the Japanese Culture. I had nothing



exceptionally relevant to help me in my quest for more
knowledge of the Japanese culture nor the means to be
able to apply to such expensive prestigious universities as
Kyoto University, Tokyo University, and Nagoya
University to name a few that offer courses about the
Japanese culture. But I had patience instilled in me by
Mama Michang with a big heart with so much to give
inspired into me by Kimiko, my wife, my drive, my
“omamori” or good luck charm and of course with the
birth of our son Luigi and daughter Lia whose features

have that distinct Japanese look in them. My inspirations.

This desire for knowledge has intensified in me,
because this time it is not only my own needs that I have
to consider but the additional needs to pass it to the
“Sansei” or third generation Japanese in the family. I feel
obligated to share to them a Heritage that I know will
guide them and will help them navigate the stormy seas
and turbulent winds of change that they are surely bound
to face in the near future as common-tao themselves.

With my marriage to Kimiko made me eligible to
become a “Teiju-sha” or a long-term-resident in Japan. I
had now the chance to be within and feel the mainstream
flow of the Japanese society. Slowly and patiently,
handicapped with my below average proficiency in
Nihongo, I began to face it all in my own little ways
equipped with my small Japanese-English dictionary and
that strong determination to proceed and succeed this
time not only to learn more about the culture but at the
same time to earn an honest living and maintain to be a
desirable gaijin productive and constantly contributing
positive inputs into this great society in any way that I can.

Adjusting to my new world was not easy, being away for
the first from our children and the rest of the family was
even harder. Getting to a job and be accepted as a gaijin
co-worker was a nightmare. But there was Kimiko always
by my side, inspiring, always giving her full support,
always exuding that modest but strong-willed Japanese
woman in her. She was also my shock absorber. As time
passed by, I began to learn the intricacies of the Japanese
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working society. Aside from the Erai-hito or the bosses,
there was the more “kibishii Senpai Koohai” arrangement
or rather role playing that has to be attended to in order to
maintain a harmony in the working place. The “ijime” was
followed by bullying and all sort of harassments. But all
this I took in stride and took it all as an initiation into a
society where precision and speed with accuracy was the
daily lubricant to achieve the enviable position the
Japanese economy is in right now.

What used to be negative effects on me were now
replaced with that determination to be at-par or even
better than my Japanese co-workers. Teasing from friends
both in the Philippines and here about my having had the
transition from A Banker to A Baker (I did work for a
while as a bakery worker in Omiya, Saitama ken) did not
bother me any more. Because I learned during my
residency here in Japan that every job is an honorable
undertaking for any person. And that one must love his job
and enjoy doing it to be able to perform excellently. Each
job has given me the great opportunities to understand
more and appreciate what hard work means to a person.
What loyalty to a company brings one to a more
meaningful and respectable disposition in society.

It was during this time in Japan that I learned to
appreciate and adapt in me the importance of punctuality,
respect for the elders and authority, concern for the
welfare of the other, the beauty of discipline if properly
integrated and implemented in the workplace, the
lightness of the atmosphere and soothing ambience
cleanliness brings with it, and how systematic and
methodical approach to a job can bring good results. All
this high points I saw and learned in the workplace and
have readily adapted, but deep inside I always pray and
wish that the gaijin worker be given the same respect not
for anything else but as a unique human being and I am
sure more better things can happen if this matter is
addressed to in time.

Slowly I began to understand the ambiguities of the
Japanese culture by taking a glimpse of their history. The



reasons behind those actions and treatments I see and
interact everyday have begun to be clearer in my own
perception. Through my own efforts I learned that
basically Japan is a Patriarchal or male dominated social
system. Dating back to the times of the Samurais and the
Shoguns until the present time, one can feel the
dominance of the male authority. I have seen this in the
small unit family set up, in the corporations, in the
members of both local and National government, but more
particularly in the mainstream workplaces of this society.
For me, historically, education and abilities for a Japanese
was prioritized primarily based on gender followed by
social class and living areas. It seems like certain degree
of priority was given to a male Japanese. Aside from this,
an observation I made have given me the perception that
on the other hand Japanese women reach their prime
when they are 23 or 24, but by mid-30’s they are like
withered leaves as was the common opinion during the
Heian period(794-1192). With this fact I now am able to
relate how come Japanese women in their 30’s as
sometimes called “baba” when in fact in other cultures
this age is just the start of a woman’s priming in terms of
education, career, and even in their looks. Well that is the
uniqueness of this culture. While current mentality that
the strong shall prevail in this male dominated Japanese
culture, the women has something to be happy about as
statistics revealed that while Japanese men have an
average life expectancy of 78.07 years, women in Japan are
expected to live until their 88th birthdays, “KAMPAI”
Oba-san.

And still among those surveyed, the Japanese woman
wishes to die like a flower that still looks elegant after it
has fallen and live in peace and comfort in the next life
after death. You see even in death this culture, this big
hearted culture, still have their Hopes while other

cultures always fear the coming of death.

And oh! How the Japanese love nature. For me the
Japanese are the original environmentalists. It reflects on
the theme of Nature and Life and the surrounding flora
and fauna as depicted on most “Kakejiku” or scrolls with
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Japanese paintings on them.

I see the Japanese as true lovers of Nature. Some say
that the Japanese want to tame nature. But for me, I
strongly feel and view the Japanese not only love nature
but also want to be one with nature. It is very apparent in
their execution of flower arrangements in “Ikebana”,
wherein the seasons of nature are explicitly expressed by
an arranger or a practitioner thru his or her own individual
style. More so with “Renka” or a more contemporary way
of “Ikebana”, wherein an individual sets the mood of his or
her arrangement, and be connected and finished by
several other arrangers contributing their own individual
style and presentation based on the first mood or setting
that was started, and thus creating a unified and
harmonized arrangement that only the Japanese can truly
express, for other cultures to follow and imitate but can
never duplicate.

The sentimentalist and the deep love for family of this
Japanese culture can be perceived or reflects in the
rendition of the “Enka” or Japanese ballad songs and can
be seen in the themes of their “Kabuki” plays.

In my day-to-day interaction with the Japanese society, I
could feel and see the deep individualism in the culture.
Such simple actions as plugging in the mini-disc or the
walkman tape inside a bus or a train, seemingly trying to
isolate himself or herself from the people around. Distinct
and elusive as it is the Japanese culture to my mind,
inorder to unify this individualism in them and achieve
harmony has adopted and use the “Rei” or courtesy
philosophy, thus the excessive or constant use of the
courtesy words as “sumimasen”, “domo”, or
“onegaishimasu”, to name a few in their daily life
interaction with of course the usual distinct trademark of
the polite execution of the bow each time they utter the
courtesy words. And it is so fascinating to see this

happening everywhere here in Japan.

My only wish then is that hopefully, the industrial
revolution that brought about the industrious revolution to



the Japanese people, wherein changes in priorities on
family, food, and self have been set aside in favor of work,
work, and work, and the modernization and affluence plus
the bombardment of western influences that can be seen
and felt among the younger generation, may not in any
way totally change and alter that beautiful heritage of the
Japanese culture in each and everyone of them, that
makes the Japanese person beautifully distinct and unique
in the world community today. Please don’t say
“sayonara” to the “Kimono” and the “Yukata”, and all your
unique and beautiful costumes. Do not forget that they are
a part of your heritage that must be nurtured and
preserved for all to appreciate. the industrial revolution
that brought about the industrious revolution to the
Japanese people, wherein changes in priorities on family,
food, and self have been set aside in favor of work, work,
and work, and the modernization and affluence plus the
bombardment of western influences that can be seen and
felt among the younger generation, may not in any way
totally change and alter that beautiful heritage of the
culture in each and every one of them, may not that makes
beautifully distinct and unique in the world community
today. Please don’t say “sayonara” to the “Kimono” and
the “Yukata”, and all your unique and beautiful costumes.
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Do not forget that they are a part of your heritage that
must be nurtured and preserved for all to appreciate.

My glimpse of this heritage might be truly just a
glimpse thru a bamboo curtain, but surely I made that
glimpse with my heart and soul in it.

My dear friends, it saddens me a lot, just like ending
this essay, an era has also ended in our family. A distinct
and much loved living part of this Japanese heritage had
recently passed away. My footbridge, my sensei, our
dearest Mama Michang died last March 9, 2002, at the age
of 80 years old due to amyotophia or accelerated lateral
sclirosis, a very painful disease of the nerves. Even in the
face of death she exuded that distinct Japanese culture
heritage in her modest, brave, strong, elegant and stayed
pragmatic till the end. To you all and specially for you
Mama Michang I offer this humble undertaking and a firm
promise to treasure and nurture and keep this heritage a
part of our life, truly a heritage not only for the Japanese
or Asians but for the whole world community to
contemplate on, to appreciate and to be part of their own

lives.
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