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it was past cight-thirty and still the official had not appeared Fhe teachers hag
been told to assemble by this hour for their excursion to the American schoal
and most of them had come twenty minutes or so carly. Having made ther wa):
to the Prefectural Office through the morning throngs of cammuters, ali thirty
of them were now leit sitting here and there on the desested stairs and around
the gravel drive There was one woman amang them. She had apparently gone
to some trouble to druss for the occasion, but her high heels, hat, and ocw plaid
suit only made hee look more sad and shabby

As soon as they were all present, the teachers went en masse to the Office
of Education on the second Roor, only to be driven back down to this place winch
had not even been mentioned at the organization meeting a week ago Right after
the roll call the chairman of that meeting, an administrator from the Office of
Education, had read off a list of wastructions. The first was to assemble promptly
at the appointed time. The second was to dress impeccably. The latter had
created a stir which did not die down untit the promulgaticn of the third point,
that they must maintain a solemn silence at all times. Finally, they were to pack
a lunch, for they would have to march to and from the school, a total distance
of some eight miles, and even teachers had learned to feel proper hunger pangs
in the three years since the War.

An American jeep ploughed through the gravel of the driveway, rounded the
sharp curve, and came to a stop in front of the prefectural building. A teacher
who had been sitting just inside the door jumped to his feet and moved away.

There was one man who had all the while been standing straight as a ramrod.
The best-dressed and healthiest-loaking of the group, he was conspicuous in an
almost disconcerting way. Al the previous week's meeting he had repeatedly
raised his hand with questions for the chairman, a man by the name of
Shibamoto. *Are we only supposed to observe?” he had inquired at one juncture
“What do you mean?” Shibamoto asked. [ was just wondering,” he said, *if we
might not give them a demonstration of our oral method.”” With a slight swagger
that accentuated his heavy judo wrestler's build, the official reiterated loudly that
the purpose of the excursion was Lo observe. He added that the Office of Educa-
tion had gone to considerable lengths to secure permission for the visit. The man,
whaose name was Yamada, had at last given up this line of questioning.

He seized the floor once again in the conunotion that followed the remarks
on proper dress 'Quite right, sir,” he said “"We must all present a neat appear-
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ance, whatever the eust. Any sloppiness would refleet un the profession. Worst
of all, it would rase serious dunbls about our competence to teach English. They
despise us as a defeated people to begin with, and when they see the clothes we
wear—I know, because § interpreted for the ispectors when they came to our
school —they just look the other way Nol to mention the toilets 7 His speech
was interrupted at this point, and by now everyone was stanng at him, with
patticular attention to his feet There was scarcely another paw of leather shoes
in sight. Undauntud, he resumed as soon as the mutiers died down. They should
avoid speaking Japanese i front of their hosts, he msisted, w order to display
to the fullest extent their comnand of English. This was greeted by more general
muttering, and a shrill outcry from the man sitting next to hun " What non-
sense!” Yamada turned to face the hechler But before he could launch into a
longwinded defense of his proposal, Shibamoto called for order with the request
that both Mr. Yamada and Mr Isa refran from intemperate langnage

I5a had once been pressed into service at election time as mterpieter for the
Occupation mspection team {all elections were to be conducted impartally under
the watchful eyes of the authonties) He was taken by jecp from one small village
to the next, and was expected to keep lus American counterpart informed of what
was gaing on. Still only about thirty years old, he had never had a single conversa-
tion in English, occasional attempts at practical application of the language in
the classtoom had left him tinghng with embarrassment; and when word came
that the Americans would soon be visiting his school he had feigned illuess, lying
in bed for several days with an icebag pressed against his forchead, whese there
was not the slightest trace of fever. Only fear of unknown reprisals at the hands
of the Occupation officials had detcrred him Erom a similar stratagem at the time
of the elections

The moment he was packed into the jeep with a Negro soldies, he had
turned to the fellow and said, in English: 1 am truly very sorry to have kept you
waiting."” This was met with silence, and when he repeated the words three times
over, the soldier only stared at him coldly and uncomprehendingly. The phrase
he had prepared several days ago and practiced constantly since was clearly too
formal and corcect. From then on he limited lumself 1o two words, “stop” and
“go.” For those five hours he felt as if he were being boiled alve, though
outwardly he appeared to be merely luafing on the job. And in either case, the
result was that he was of no use to anyone

As soon as they approached the frst polling-place, he Red. He tried to teason
with himself, before sncaking off to hide, that it would go still worse with him
than if he had refused to come in the Rrst place. But the prospect of being
addressed in that unfamiliar language m front of a crowd made his knees quake.
By the time the Negro noticed tus absence and came back to find hum, he was
tone Igs(;“:as not by nature so ciaven, indeed, as the jeep drove into the village
he had felt a strong impulse to do violence to bus keeper But after they slowed
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down, it seemed easicr to escape, and so he jumped off the rear and made for
the wooded slope above the road. On dhscavering that his passenger had Red, the
soldier went after him, partly out of fear at being left alone in these dark hills
Deep in the woods 1sa saw the nan commg He called out to him in Japanese-
“You'll have to speak our fanguage. Speak Japanese or else! What would you do
if someone really said that to you™ As the face of his adversary drew near, a neatly
trimimed beard, features stramed in an effort to make out the indistinct words,
it gave a feeling of loneliness The beard contributed an incongruously civilized
atr, and as the face moved still closer it seemed almost to show some understand-
ing of the stream of Japanese that issued forth from hehind the trees. Isa babbled
on as fast as he could. When the Negro at last realized that the words were not
in his language, he threw up his hands and shrugged his shoulders. Seated behind
the wheel again, he looked even lonelicr than before, as if unacecountably in-
timidated by this creature who spoke scarcely a word of normal English, and who
would lapse without warning into Japanese gibherish. He ceased to pay any
attention at all to lsa, and procecded as though chauffeuning an honored Buest
around the countryside. A pointless errand on the whole; but at least, it occurred
to him, the man might be of some service in helping him deal with hostile
natives.

Each time an American teep drove up, Isa drifted a little away from the
prefectural building. Yamada's foolish suggestions at the organization meeting
were still fresh in his mind, especially the proposal of a demonstration class, which
had aroused in him an instant pauic that persisted to this moment. Well, he
would simply keep a close watch on Yamada and shut him up if necessary. He
had, however, already yielded on one point: he was wearing a pair of black leather
civilian shoes. They were an odd match with his khake uniform, but he had
wanted at least to spare himsclf the cmbarrassment of army boots Likewise,
having set out with his lunch box in an ald army bag, along the way he had taken
the box out, folded up the incriminating bag, and stuck it under his arm,

Yamada continued to stand alone surveying the scene expectantly. When.
ever a jeep pulled up he would bustle over to explain the situation. “We Tepresent
the English teachers of this prefecture,” he would begin stiffty. “We are very
devoted to the English linguage We work very hard to teach the English. We
are now utilizing the latest methods of instruction, just like you have in your
country.”

"It you work so gaddam hard, what are you hanging araund for at this hour?”
one driver replied, reaching down with a look of extreme boredom to hand him
a cigarette.

“I do not smoke,” said Yamada

“Are you the chicf?"

“Our leader is an official of this prefecture. He is very late for our appoint-
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ment. Government officials are lazy people. But you must not think that all
Japanesc are like that”

The soldier, who was black, threw up his hands in disgust. "] am truly very
sorry to have kept you waiting,” he said, and drove off

Yamada did not know what to make of this parting remark The American
had perhaps been mocking Japanese officials. He looked at his watch again and
muttered to himsell What would their hosts think if they arrived late at the
school? Something must be done. He called out to those of his colleagues who
were sprawled within earshot, “Will some of you come up to the Education
Ofice with me? if we don't do something we'll be late, They have our names
on file at the school We'll be disgraced. ‘What can you expect from a defeated
people?” they'll say.”

Yamada noticed that Esa, who was sitting only a few feet away, kept his back
turned as though preoceupied with some important business. He went over to
investigate and found him with his lunch box open on his lap. Isa had been up
since three, riding his bicycle to the nearest station, then taking a combination
of streetcars and trains until he reached this distant city. He was hungry, rather,
he thought he ought to be hungry by now

Yamada stood for a mament in silent amazement. “This is no time to be
eating,” he said. “Come with me to the Education Office. [f the ofhcials there
won't cooperate, we'll speak to the Occupation personnel

The bare mention of the local Occupation force was encugh to upset Isa.
He had already noticed the bearded Negro in one of the jeeps, and had seen
Yamada accost him. Indeed, it was one reason for beginning his Junch now. This
was a high-risk area where he might be addressed in English at any moment A
mouthful of food would, he sensed, offer some def 'nse against any demand that
might be made of him. And so he did not answer Yamada, and regretted having
challenged him at last week's meceting, thus attracting his attention. lsa had
decided not to speak a word in any language today, for if he began hy conversing
in Japanese he would surely end by having to speak English. The best strategy
was a tight-lipped silence that would lead people to believe he was indisposed
Then ne one, neither oficial nor colleague, would think it strange if, when his
turn came to taik at the school, he had nothing to say. Without looking up from
his lunch he waved his chopsticks in the air by way of a reply.

“"What kind of answer is that?”” Yamada put his question in both languages
and waited for an answer. Isa pretended not to hear. Yamada was given to venting
his wrath in English. “Oh, for shame!” he exclaimed, stalking off towards the
overdressed instructress, Michiko, who capitulated on the spot and followed him
up the stairs.

On their way into the office they bumped into the tardy official. Shibamoto
was wearing his Sunday best, which consisted of a long overcoat and a soft felt
hat_ As he led them out of the building, he blew a whistle to assemble the others.
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Yamada protested that the whistle would sound a shrill note of unreconstructed
militarism; furthermore, for the same reason, they should not march in a solid
phalanx. Shibamoto granted his point and ordered the group to fall cut. When
the command was given to reassemble in loose ranks, Yamada placed himself like
a staff adjutant at Shibamoto's side. The rest of the teachers straggled behind in
a long procession, with Isa bringing up the rear.

Shibamoto made a brief announcement: *'We received notification that the
time for our visit had been changed Sorry for the inconvenience. They were very
pleased with the first group. Try to keep up the good record. Ready?”

It was about four miles to the American school down an asphalt read that
ran straight as the crow fies from the outskirts of the city. Strung out like a chain
gang, the teachers set out with Shibamoto and Yamada in the lead. Isa, at the
other end, made no effort to move up. He found himself walking beside the
woman, and this was somehow reassuring. Within ten minutes they had reached
the asphalt road. There was an uninterrupted flow of traffic traveling to and fro
among the various installations of the large base that stretched out for miles
around the school. A sigh rippled through the group at the sight of this long black
ribbon which was clearly not made for walking.

[sa watched with secret admiration as Michiko took a pair of sneakers from
her cioth bundle and put them on. What foresight! The men around him were
all wearing long overcoats, with a sprinkling of army issue such as he himself had
on. The poverty revealed in their bulky clothing showed up starkly against the
hard pavement. “l don't want you in rows, but do move closer together,”
Shibamoto cautioned. “You mustn’t look so straggly—there are Occupation
personnel all around you.” Cars and jeeps were in fact flying by, thick and fast,
though there was not another pedestrian to be seen anywhere on the forbidding
road.

The presence of a single woman in their midst was enough to mitigate the
ragged, faintly subversive spectacle created by the twenty-nine men. Before five
minutes had gone by, a car coming from the opposite direction pulled up beside
Michiko. A soldier stuck his head out the window and spoke to her. “What are
you people doing here?” he asked, echoing the question put to them several times
in Front of the prefectural building Michiko stated the purpose of their excursion
in clear, correct English. “You're an English teacher, are you? Well, you're pretty
damn good, I'd say.” The soldier thrust some cans of cheese in her hands and
drove off.

It was not until Michiko laughed cut loud and tugged at his sleeve that [sa
turned to face her. With eyes studicusly averted from the exchange with the
soldier, he had begun to reconsider his choice of companion. Walking beside the
woman, he was easy prey for any number of foreign soldiers. He felt the weight
of the can that Michiko had stuffed into his pocket while he was staring at the
rice paddies below the road. Living in an era when true goodwill was translated
into gifts of food, he was naturally pleased and flattered, and especially so for
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having failed to notice that she had received two cans from the soldier and had
to give one away to keep the other. What if he was a little more vulnerable being
next to her, he had only to look the other way when the enemy approached, and
there were these uuexpected benefits

It had occurred to Michiko as they started down the asphalt road that she
had forgotten something. In her tush this mormng to change after sending off
her son, her only child by the husband she had lost in the War (he too had been
a teacher), it must have slipped hier mind. She poked around in the cloth bundle
and her suspicions were confirmed. Luckily the missing arhicle was one that could
be borrowed in a pinch; and at the moment the two cans of cheese plopped into
her hands, she had picked lsa as her most likely benetactor

Tranquilly and with unexpected warinth, the winter sun shone down upon
the black surface until the glare began to affect one’s eyes. Cars continued to pass
by in both directions, and then a jeep drove up, this time from behind, and slowed
down almust to the pace of the procession. Two soldicrs, one white, one btack,
leaned out to look the group over. Yamada turned around and waited until the
jeep drew up beside him. “tlaro boys! What are you domg?”’ he hailed them

With a look of mild surprise one of the soldiers asked in return: “Only one
woman?” Having verihed with their own eyes, without listening to Yamada's
reply, that the woman they had passed was the only one, they stopped the jeep
in the middle of the road and waited As Michiko approached they called out
to her; “Ojosan! Ojosan!”” They asked where she was going and told her to get
in. Her quick response was livelier than when she spoke in Japanese, her face more
expressive, even distinctly feminine. “I'm on a4 group excursion,” she said. 'l
really can’t go ahead by myself”

The saldiers exchanged an approving glance as they inspected the proper
Japanese lady from top to bottom, They tore the wrapper from two bars of
chocolate and, with a parting nod full of regret, tossed them down to Michiko
She broke one of the bars into picces and passed them out to a few people around
her, this tinie omitting §sa Afterward the teachers who had dropped back toward
her at this point showed no disposition to move up again

They had not been marching in close ranks frow the outset, and by now the
group had split into two separate platoons: Stabamoto, Yanadu, and theu follow-
ers in the lead, Michike and her attendants i the rear, with a gap of over a
hundred yards in between.

ft came to Isa by slow degrees that his shoes hurt. Each step brought new
pains. He began to regret having worn these ill-fitting genune leather shocs; and
when he reflected that he had put then on to please Yamada, to speak the foreign
tongue in the right style—simply to hold down his job—his regrets gave way to
anger. The pain grew more and more acute He struggled to keep up with
Michiko, but even this was too much for him. He now noticed with a twinge of
envy how smooth and easy her stride had become since she abandoned her high
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heels for sneakers No one clse, either in his platoon or the group up front, showed
signs of suffering from the same problem He himself had never paid much
attenition to shoes until this moment. The offending pair, on loan from a col-
league, had seemed just right when he fest tried them on. A tiny discrepancy was
enough, it appeared, to cause a great deal of pain. [sa became suspicious of the
colleague who had lent him the shoes. For all he knew, the man could be in league
with Yamada.

There was no telling how much farther they had to go, for the view ahead
was blocked by a rise in the toad. When [sa looked hack ta see how much ground
they had covered he was distressed to find the prefectural building looming still
quite large hehind them

About hfteen feet ahead, Michiko stood looking over her shoulder in his
direction “1s something wrong?'” she asked when at last he caught up with her.
At his mumbled reply apropos of shoes her Face took on a ook of utmost gravity.
Having set out in new shnes herself, she had more than an inkling of what she
would have endured but for the sneakers. ““That will never do. We still have a
long way to go. Maybe you should hitch a ride—why don’t vou stop one of these
jeeps?”

Isa's pain yiclded to astonishment and terror. What she suggested would not
have occurred to him in his wildest dreamms “IF it ever came to that!” he muttered
as he stumbled forward in an cflort to keep up, putting as much weight as possible
on his toes to relieve the pinch on his insteps. He hoped to set her mund at ease
and avoid further suggestions of drastic remedies, but he soon realized that his
awkward gait only made matters worse.

Michiko slackencd her pace and walked silently at Isa’s side as if to subdue
his pain by force of her own calm will. Until now she had found him a tedious
companion, thoroughly wrapped up in himself for no apparent reason. But as
soon as she began to share in his suffering. faint memories stirred within her of
the love, lang forgotten, that a woman can also share with a man. She did not,
however, lose sight of her ohicctive. She meant to have from him that homely
article left behind in her haste. What love she felt for him was bound up with
her hapes of getting it, and seemed to emanate like hunger pangs from some-
where near the pit of her empty stomach. While more cars whizzed by she spoke
to him again in a soothing tone, as if to stroke his heaving back. “You really ought
to get yourself a lift,” she said ““Shall | ask for you?"

"“Nol No thank you! Never mind! I'd sooncr go barcfoot.”

“Now really, I don’t see why . . "

1sa felt like biting his tongue for breaking his vow of silence. Yet had he kept
quiet Michiko would no doubt have hailed a jeep immcdiately, and at her Auent
English they would have picked him up without further ado. Then where would
he be? No matter how dire his need, the very thought of riding next to a foreigner
again made him sick. He remembered all too vividly his day of torture with the
black soldier. He had felt as though at any moment he could murder the man,
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and if it had gone on for another day he surely would have done so, unless, of
course, he had first found a way to escape.

"The tender feelings which Michiko had summoued up from deep within her
subsided in the face of Isa’s stubborn refusal. The sweat now trickling down her
body served as a nagging reminder of her impure motives. Very well, she thought,
she would get what she was after anyway. And even that didn't really matter so
much, she could if necessary do without. Resolved to not so much as look back
at him, she forged ahead toward Yamada's platoon. The others followed in her
wake, lcaving lsa far behind

Up hont, Yamada and Shibamota were trading boasts. Shibamoto, by his
own account, had been one of a handful of judo experts in the prefecture before
the War discupted things—a hfth-degree black belt, no less And contrary to
malicious postwar propaganda, devotees of the martial arts were not all war
criminals. One had only to consider himself, holder of a prominent post in the
administrative section of the prefectural Education Ofhice: Moreover, he taught
judo not only to the local palice, but to the Oceupation personnel themselves,
and had in fact got the job through his American supervisor

Yamada’s cars perked up at the mention of Occupation personnel. He was
intensely interested in cvery kind of contact with the Americans, though so far
his own had been restricted to interpreting He had a consuming ambition to
study abroad, to which end he schemed and fretted the livelong day

Eager to establish his credentials with such a well-connected man, Yamada
explained that he had conducted any number of demonstration classes at his
school; that although they were supposedly professional teachers of English, few
of his colleagues made a good showing . . . Yes, said Shibamoto, he had heard
about all that. From a leather briefcase the likes of which were seldom seen in
these times, Yamada removed a mimeographed schedule of a typical demonstra-
tion class, which he happened to have brought along.

“Rook heah, sec for yourself,” he said, breaking momentarnily into English.
“I hope sometime soon to hold a teaching seminar here in the city—with the
backing of the administrative section, of course. And we would certainly welcome
cooperation from the Americans ™ He handed Shibamoto his card. His name and
titles appeared in Japanese script on one side, Roman on the other. I might not
look it now, but 1 hold a second-degree black belt in fencing,” he volunteered.

“Is that so? | suppose you've had some expericnce in your day,” said
Shibamoto.

“You bet [ have!” Yamada stashed the air with an imaginary sword. “This
might not be the time to mention it, but when | was in OTS I got to whet my
blade a bit, if you know what | mean”

“It must be hard, cutting off heads.”

“Not really. 1t takes a good arm, a sharp sword, and practice, of course.
That's all.”

“How many did you polish off?”
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“Let'ssee ... Yamada paused and looked around. “About twenty, | guess.
Half of them must've been POWs."

“Any Yanks?”

“Naturally.”

“"How did they compare with the Chinese?”

“Well, there’s quite a difference in how they take it. When you come right
down to it, they show their lack of what you might call Oriental philosophy.”

“You're lucky they never caught up with you.™

“. .. 1 was only following orders.”

Yamada was suddenly aware of the dangerous turn in the conversation.
What had he been saying? He el silent. Noticing that Shibamoto had removed
his avercoat, he hastily tock off his awn and stuck it under his arm. He looked
over his shoulder at the disorderly procession and his taut, swarthy features
collapsed into a disdainful grimace.

“What do you think of this mess?" he said to Shibamoto “IF the War were
still on and this were a real march . 1 But what can you expect from a bunch
of high school teachers?”

Yamada fixed Isa hawklike in a distant gaze, In this perspective the laggard
could not fail to arouse contempt and indignation. While Yamada stoad at the
side of the road the group straggled by in Jittle clumps, their pace so listless that
he wanted to ask with the Americans what business they had on this highway.
He made up his mind to stay where he was and wait for Isa to come along. Over
the past week he had not forgotten Isa’s vague but unimistakable hostility. As he
waited, the word “insubordinate” popped into his head. It secmed to furnish a
key to understanding this queer fellow. With his own tales of martial valor still
vinging in his ears, Yamada became again the company commander he had been
unti] three years before. But for all the brutal self-assurance restored to him in
this transformation, he did not bark out 2 reprimand to Isa, preferring to take
him by surprise.

Michiko passed by first. “His shoes pinch,” she explained, pointing back at
Isa.

“His shoes pinch? Ridiculoust” This went beyond simple insubordination.
To dawdle over such an infantile triviality was inexcusable. At this rate he was
likely to start whining about his bladder or a sare throat and fall still Farther
behind. Well, what was the matter with his shoes? Yamada stared at the black
blobs of Isa's feet scraping across the asphalt in the distance. He waited till the
dusty shoes had shuffled up difidently under his nose before he spoke. “Are those
your shoes?” he snapped, in Engiish.

Isa had not noticed Yamada at the side of the road. His eyes were wide open
with the effort of bearing the pain, but he could not see a thing.

“It's your fault this group is in such a shambles. It only takes one straggler
like you to throw everyone out of step ”
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Michiko came back and repeated ta Yamada her suggestion that Isa ask for
a ride. :
“From the Americans?” Yamada's shoulders felt as he studied lsa's feet.
Ignoring Michiko, he lashed out again at 1sa: “That is out of the question. Mistah
Isa, have you no pride? Maybe for ap-pen-di-ci-tis. But for shoes>”

Several other teachers had wandered back to see what was holding things
up and stood looking over Yamada's shoulder. “"He'd do better to go barefoot,”
ane of them said This solution had occurred to 1sa any number of times since
the pain began. But each time he had rejected it for fear of being spotted by the
Americans, who were sure to question him about his bare feet and force him to
ride in a jeep.

Yamada changed his tone. “Try to kecp moving, at least. You've got every-
one stopped in their tracks wondering what to do about you—Oh, Mr.
Shibamoto. What do you think, sir?"’

When Yamada failed to return to the front rank, Shibamoto had planted
himself at the roadside like a stone Jizo. Once the leaders dropped out, the rest
of the procession ground to a halt

“If this keeps up we'll be late, sir. We'll be disgraced. The main thing is
to make sure the Americans don't se¢ him_ Oh, for shame!”

“What seems to be the trouble here?” Shibamoto had not yet grasped the
cause of Yamada's excitement. When the problem was put to him he proposed
that Isa go ahead and remnove his shoes. Yamada and a few others would walk
along on either side and shield him from the passers-by .

Shibamote's proposal was duly adopted and Isa was promptly relicved of his
suffering. 1t even struck him that this pavement could have been made for bare
feet, which were not, after all, without some resemblance to the rubber tires of
a car.

Michiko brooded over the man who was once more walking beside her,
though likely soon to lag behind again. Isa seemed as unresponsive as ever, and
she made no attempt to speak to him. But his stubborn strcak had begun to
remind her of her late husband. Surrounded by Yamada and the others, he strode
along unshod and full of purpose, a shy but spirited little man in the jaws of
adversity. That is what her husband had been when he went off to war.

Her thoughts drifted back to that day when she had struggled to keep up
with the column of soldiers bound for the front as they marched the five miles
from their base to the station. They had not paused once along the way, pushing
ahead at an unrelenting pace that did not allow for last-minute farewells. !"Icr
husband marched with clenched teeth and scarcely cast a glance in hr’_r dirsctlm?.
The only time he turned his head to face her, he made a curt gesture with his
hand as if to drive her away. There had of course been others besides herself,
among them aged mothers calling out their son's names as they stumbled after

the swift procession. ‘

Michiko had understood her husband's embarrassment then. The feelings
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of the barefoot man next to her now were no doubt of the same kind. Perhaps
she would speak to him once they were at the school. She was suddenly aware
again of the high heels pressing through the cloth against her hands like hard little
buds about to ower. Yes, after she had changed her shoes at the school she would
have a word with him

Isa showed no sign of faltering, indeed he fairly loped along, with none of
the strain that was beginning to tell on the others. He was, however, still shy of
foreign eyes, though his fears were very different from Yamada’s, and he walked
somewhat stooped over. He hurried ahead driven by the desire to reach his
destination at the earliest possible moment, and in the happy expectation of
freedom from any further need to propel himself. He was too absorbed in the
deicate task of simultaneously staying out of sight and rushing forward to reflect
that he would still have to move about at the school, and then make the trek back
to the city.

Taking but small comfort in Isa's return to the fold and the restoration of
some semblance of order, Yamada dwelt on the disgust which the man's every
action stirred up in him. He decided the time had come to broach to Shibamoto
the subject that had been in the back of his mind all day. “You know, sir,” he
began, “we really ought to give a demanstration class while we're there. It'sa rare
opportunity to show them what we can do, and maybe we can get them to
evaluate and rank us while we're at it

Shibamoto was busy surveying the buildings of the American school, which
had come into view as scon as they passed the crest in the road He gave Yamada
a doubtful look and did not reply. When Yamada pressed the point by suggesting
that he himself could make the request, Shibamoto wearily repeated that their
hosts might find the exercise troublesome

“I don’t see why it should be any trouble. It will be our show—a demonstra-
tion of what English teachers in this country are capable of. Afterwards we'll let
them give us a few pointers, that's all. As a judo expert ['m sure you can see the
wisdom of our taking the offensive, so to speak.”

This was a thrust that Shibamoto couid not parry. He would have to let the
man have his way. He had never met such a cocky instructor, he thought, as
Yamada announced once again that he would take the bull by the horns.

Isa did not miss a word of this exchange. When he saw Shibamoto weaken,
his thoughts turned instinctively to escape. Slipping easily through the loose
cordon they had strung around him, he sidled off to the edge of the road and
unbuttoned his fiy. Yamada was still preoccupied and failed to notice this derelic-
tion; the others were too tired to bother with him.

Just then Michiko was accosted by another jeep. She broke into a cold sweat
as she ascertained that the melancholy black face looking down at her wanted
to know about Isa, who stood relieving himself up the road. But her fears were
set to rest when she heard the soldier ask, “What's with the bare feet?” She
explained, and the jeep rumbled off in sa's direction
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Isa wheeled around i alarin, and at oue glnce recognized hus old adversary.
He backed away, stunncd by the accuracy of his presentiment that he would see
the man again today. When he reached the shoulder of the road he turned and
leaped into the feld below. Here he was far less protected than he had been on
that wooded slope. The soldier was beckoning to him with 3 miniature package
of cigarettes. The next moment Yamada was yelling at him. “He's only trying
to do you a favor. What's the matter with you!” Joining forces, the soldier and
Yamada clambered into the ficld. Together they dragged Isa back up to the road
and bundled him into the jeep. The vehicle bearing the solitary captive soon
vanished in a cloud of sand, and raucous laughter swept through the ranks

Above the road ahead some crows flocked and veered off ta one side as if
to clear a path for the car passing far below. Or perhaps they were preparing to
scavenge around the American school. Michiko watched this scene and savored
a certain relicf, accompamed by a quiet, private laugh, at the removal of the
burden that Isa had become for her. She no longer imagined that she could
understand his excessive timicty, unless, she speculated, he had done something
awful during the War

Isa sat hunched up in the back of the jeep. He quickly averted his eyes from
the driver’s seat and peered out at the dwinclling faces of his colleagues. Although
their features were already blurred, he could clearly see that they werc laughing.
Yet, for all their scorn, their company was far preferable to the predicament that
now hlled him with despair. The general laughter left little doubt that Yamada
would succeed in squeczing out of him some sort of performance in English. As
tar as he was concerned, it was now all but inevitable; that is, it seemed quite
within the realm of possibility, which was for Isa tantamount to incvitability.

On their first encounter the Negro had mistaken Isa’s cowed silence for
sullen contempt, with overtones of a personal animus against himself. Afterwards
he had Isa's credentials checked through the Education Office, without bothering
to state the cause of his curiosity; and when the record showed no reason for the
man’s refusal to speak English, he felt that his suspicions had been confirmed.
This unlooked-for second meeting was a stroke of luck: he would have a little
revenge for that business in the woods.

The jeep screeched to a halt and 1sa found a pistol pointing into hus face.
Then came the command: “Speak English, man. Let's hear it again 'l ani teuly
very sorry to have kept you waiting.” "

[sa trembled all over and stammered out the phrase as dictated Below the
trim moustache the mouth of his captor opened in a loud guffaw. The pistol was
only a toy, he said. Humming a jazz tune, he started up the engine and diove
on.

At the American school the soldier bade Isa a friendly fareweli as he climbed
out of the jeep. “Maybe we'll meet again,” he said, with some appreciation, it
appeared, of the karma that had already brought them together twice. lsa felt
weak inside at the mere suggestion.



Lo b

! KOl - OBL ., 132 ! {

As soon as the jeep was out of sight lsa, still barefoot, ran toward the fence
enclosing the school playground. After a few moments’ rest he put on his shoes
and crouched down to look around. The children at recess on the playground,
boys and girls mixed together, ranged from the early grades through junior high
school. Even now, in midwinler, they were scampering about in a colorful assort-
ment of light clothes, a sweater here, a blouse and jumper there. Isa retreated
into the shadow of one of the buildings to continue his inspection from a less
public vantage point.

Along with 3 sense of relative security, he experienced an overwhelming
mental fatigue. He closed his eyes for fear of fainting and felt the tears well up
behind his cyelids. At first he could not tell what had brought on his tears, but
he knew it was a joy so intense as to be close to sorrow. With his eyes stilt closed
he slowly discerned the source of his bliss in a murmuring of soft voices, sweet
and clear as a mountain stream They seemed to come from anather world,
perhaps in part because the words made little sense to him.

[sa opened his eyes and saw a cluster of young girls, twelve or thirteen years
old, chatting with each other about hfty feet from where he was hiding. He
concluded that he and his colleagues were members of a pathetic race which had
no place here.

Listening to these mellifluous English voices, he could not account for the
fear and horror which the language had always inspired in him. At the same time
his owa inner voice whispered: 1t is foolish for Japanese to speak this language
like foreigners. If they do, it makes them foreigners, too. And that is a real
disgrace.

He pictured clearly to himself the outlandish gestures that Yamada affected
when he spoke English. There was no dignity in talking just like a foreigner. But
it was equally demeaning to speak a foreign tongue like 4 Japanese. This was the
fate that awaited him teday, he knew, if he were called upon to talk at the school.
The few times that he had begun his class with a halting goodo-moaning-ebury-
body he had afterward flushed crimson and felt himself at the bottom of some
dark ravine. No! That was not for him_ He would sooner make himself over into
a whole new man.

Enrapt with the schoolgirls’ merry fugue, Isa did not hear the jeep return.
The soldier got out, whistling another tune. Some distance from where lsa
remained hidden, he stood leaning over the fence and searched out his son.
Having been on urgent business to the bairacks that adjoined the school, only
after it was finished did he remember Isa's feet. The boy, who looked to be of
jumior-high-school age, came running to his father, and a few moments later
disappeared into the school.

Presently a beautiful tall lady of a type one often sees in American movies
appeared before Isa's eyes. With the black boy in tow, she advanced swiftly and
purposefully toward the fence. Isa stole off into the shade of a nearby grove, lest

'
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she find himi crouching there and take him for a thief He shat his eyes and
mentally blocked his ears, to no avail, ke could distinctly hear her footsteps and
the sound of her voice calling out as she came closer and closer Although he
suspected that her call was meant for hin, and had in any case resigaed himself
by now to heing caught, he still did not respond He kept his head down and his
cyes closed until he felt 2 touch on his shoulders and heard the word . shoes?”
At this he stood up and howed.

When he opened his cyes and saw the lady standing night beside him, he
was all but blinded by the look of abundance on her face: features that spoke of
an ample diet, material well-being, and pride of race She was for all that only
huwman, and a fellow schoolteacher as well So he tried to tell himself, but he could
not quite believe it. Next to her—she stood at least a head taller than he—Isa
telt weak around the kneces, and i reply to her questions he anly nodded and
bowed. Tn the end, like a imid servant with his mistress, he allowed hinself to
be led off toward the school

Isa caught enough of the eascade of soothing words that poured from her
lips like melting snow to realize that he had that meddlesome Negro to thank
for lis new predicament. 1 only want to do something about those feet,” the
lady sad. *I'm not going to poison you ” He wanted to say thank you—that inuch
he could manage. But once he had opened bus mouth she would expect him to
keep up a steady conversation. He had betier st play dumb and follow her like
a dog

Isa sank back into despondency when he thought of the tesrogation to
whick, as a solitary Japanese among a horde of foreiguers, and an Eoglish teacher
of sorts, he was sure to be subjected. He was too busy brooding to notice the
gaggle of students that trailed behind him as he limped along, watil a few sharp
words from the lady sent them shouting and laughing back to the playground.

She kept snnling at him and making what sounded ke faendly remarks,
whicli required him to play deaf as well as dumb. But he had begun to receive
contradictory signals from his conscience. To atoue for the appearance of in-
civility he had given so far, he was tempted to fall down and kiss the lady's feet,
or at least the ground beneath them. Caught between these conflicting impulses,
Isa took it into his head to carry her books for her. He moved abruptly to her
side and, without a word, tried to wrest the heavy books from her arms. §le had
the appropriate phrase on the tip of his tongue but was too emburrassed to say
it. Perplexed by this dumbshow, the lady clutched the books to her breast. When
he continued to tug at the books, bowing and grinming abjectly, she eventually
guessed his intention and thanked him; but she would not surrender her burden.

It was encugh for Isa that she had recognized his gesture. Hereafter, how-
ever incompetent he might appear at the school, he would not be considered a
barbaric ingrate. As they approached the building, he felt somcthing like the
relief of a condemned criminal who had made one last plea for forgiveness from

his fellow men
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Since the nurse was not to be found m the dispensary, the schoolmistress
led [sa to her own office, where she shut the door fArmly and turned the key. Ouce
again Isa had a sinking feeling, such as the toy pistol had produced in him a while
ago. Sit down,” said the lady, whose name, he gathered from the sign on the
door, was Emily. “We lock the door so we can smoke,” she explained. “Even the
men do. It sets a bad example for the students, you see ”

1t took Isa some time to decipher this statement. From the moment he
entered the toom he kept his eyes glued to the floor and let his ears tune out her
speech, which he dimly imagined to be a reproach for his earlier rudeness In any
case the words seemed Lo have nothing to do with his feet, and it was not until
he raised his head, afraid of appearing very rude indeed, that he saw the smoke
and half grasped their meaning. Still standing in silence, he traced the upward
spiral of smoke with his eyes, the better to extricate himself from Miss Emily’s
gaze.

Out of the clear blue sky came the order: “Take off your shoes!” Or so he
interpreted her sharp utterance But no sooner was he down to his army socks
than she burst out laughing and murmured something about coffee. Then he
thought he heard her say, though it made little sense to him, that he should “help
himself.” When Isa, thoroughly confused, began to pull up his socks, in a single
violent motion Miss Emily lunged at him and stripped them off. She gaped ar
his exposed feet, at hrst with simple curiosity, then with a look of distress on
detecting the raw wound where the skin had heen scraped away. “Dear me,” she
exclaimed, putting out her cigarette

1t was by no means easy for Isa to make such a spectacle of himself in front
of a foreign lady, here in this secret room But so long as he was not obliged to
speak, he was resigned to suffering these minor indignities. Nevertheless, he was
desperately eager to return to the group, tu become again only one among many.

After drinking a cup of coffec by herself, Miss Emily went out into the
corridor, locking the door behind her. As she left, Isa understood her to say that
she was going to consult with the nurse, which was encouraging—but why had
she locked the door? Only then did he fnish puzzling out her remark upon
entering the room, to the effect that they mustn't let the students see them
smoke. Yet that was only part of it, he knew. She was also worned about his
wandering around the school on the loose, or still warse, escaping again, like a
wounded animal that runs away when one is only trying to help it. As soon as
Isa reached this point in his train of thought he felt an irresistible impulse to fee
that very moment. He immediately opened the window, jumped out, and started
to run.

After a few steps he felt the ground against his bare feet and remembered
his shoes. He could not just leave them there, they did not belong to hum. As
he was hoisting himself back up through the window, the door opened across the
coom and he found himself face to face with Miss Emily.
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While Isa was still lucking behind the trin modern buikdings of the Ameri-
can school, Yainada wasted no time in approaching Mictuko. n the past he had
seen her from a distance conversing with forcigners i a free and easy manner.
Since the beginning of today's excursion, when he deagged her off to the Educa-
tion Office, he had been scheming for a chance to examine her English at Rrst
hand. Tt was not uncommon for members of his profession to test cach other's
mettle on some trivial pretext, like samurai picking quarrels simply to show oft
their prowess. Yamada was a past master at this sort of thing. And when he came
up against colleagues whose English was better than his own, cspecially if they
were women, he would try to defeat them on other grounds, to browbeat them
if need be with the brute strength of his manly will But i the end he often lost
anyway.

Yamada had bided bis time while 1sa was tagging along beside Michiko, with
what seemed to be warm encouragement on her part. Now that that nuisance
had been removed, he could proceed with his interrogation He unleashed a
barrage of questions in English that left her scarcely a moment o catch her
breath. What schools had she gone to, where did she graduate, had she taken
special lessons in conversation, how many American friends did she have????

At hrst, even Michiko, with her considerable abilities, could not bring
herself to reply in kind to her countryman's ticade in a foreign language. She
answered only haltingly, and half in Japanese. But when Yamada showed no sign
of relenting, she saw what he was up to, audd resented Ins contempt for her sex

And what, if she might inguire, was the big attraction of English for him?
Would he like to try a demonstration class with her sometime? Wasn't 1t cunious
that he pronounced certain words with a kind of Buston accent, others in a sort
of Southeru drawl, which was a little like mixing Kyushu speech with the slow
country dialect of Aomori?

Yamada was staggered by the woman's counterattack, delvered in rapid-fire,
thoroughly natural English. It was not so much her Auency as the substance of
her remarks that defeated him She was more thana mateh for him, he conceded;
he would have to find some other weakness. 1o his experienes, when dealing with
women, food and clothing were the best bet.

“That's a fine outht you're wearing,” he saud, lapsing back into Japanese.
“Did you get it before the War?”

“Yes," she answered softly ““That is, the matenal comes from a robe that
belonged to my husband. He was killed in the War”

“I'm sorry to hear that. It must be hard for you ” Yamada peered shrewdly
into Michiko's face as he added: “If you need nice, | can get it fairly cheap.”

“That's very kind of you,” she said. “May | have your card?”

“And if you'd like a little piecework to do at home, perhaps 1 could find you
something "
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1 would certainly appreciate it. Men really are much better at arranging
these things, aren’t they!”

The procession had at last come to a halt in front of the gate to the school
compound. As soon as Yamada noticed the guard looking over their credentials,
he burst in with the information that one of their number had preceded them
by jeep. Turning back to Michiko, he then announced i English. I imagine that
he is still barefoot, and has concealed himselt somewhere behind the school.”

“What makes you think that?” asked Michiko.

“Elementary,” said Yamada. “The man does not know the language.”
Lowering his voice, but still speaking English, he suggested that the time had
come for her to change her shoes.

Michiko did not need prompting; it had been on her mind all day long. Yet
Yamada's sharpness surprised her. He must have been watching her closely since
the march began. From now on, she in turn would have to keep an eye on him.
Maybe he had Isa pegged, too, she thought. But was it possible that the poor
fellow was still slinking around behind some building? She searched the corners
of the compound as their final destination came into full view.

At the center of a large tract of Jand traversed by neat rows of houses stood
the long-awaited school, an almost solid wall of glass on the side facing south
The fields that once occupied the site had been leveled away without a trace. An
American observer would not have found the compound remarkable, much less
luxurious. But the solid houses planted sparsely over the landscape, the spacious
bedrooms illuminated by lamps even in broad daylight, the young Japanese maids
attending to the needs of American babies-—all of this was clearly revealed at a
glance, and impressed the weary visitors as a vignette of some heavenly dwelling
place.

Michiko reflected that her command of a foreign language and her general
level of education might set her far above most of the residents; nevertheless, it
was she who had walked four miles for the privilege of visiting their school, she
who had reveled secretly in the pathetic expectation of showing off her high-
heeled shoes. Susrounded by this verdant park, she now saw herself as too small
and destitute even to set foot in such a place.

“What's the point of our sitting in on their classes?” she overhcard a
colleague complain to Shibamoto. He was the one, she recalled, who had been
50 quick to urge Isa to go barefaot. “What can we hope to learn from classes held
in 2 place like this? The only lesson we'll leave with is the one we've learned just
getting here: we lost! These magnificent buildings that we're only allowed to peck
at—they were built with our taxes. Doesn’t it make you want to cry?”

Michiko turned away, ashamed that she had perhaps been noticed before
with her hands pressed sorrowfully over her eyes. She felt equally awkward in her
present pose, and so she moved a few steps apart from the group, bent over and,
though it scarcely mattered anymore, put on her high heels. The first thing she
saw as she raised her head again was Isa, shoes still dangling down from one hand,
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coming toward her across the playground—and standing motionless inn the back-
ground, the beautiful Rgure of an American schoolmistress. Michiko wanted to
change back into sneakers

The long march on an empty stomach had reduced some of the group to
sullen anger, others to a numb exhaustion. Their leader rose up to his full height,
and with a few heaves of his broad shoulders began to harangue them “You
mustn’t forget that you'te here by special invitation. We in the administrative
section worked hard to get it for you, and if anyone nusbehaves we are the ones
who'll be blamed—You there, what do you think you're doing?” As he spoke,
Shibamoto’s roving gaze was arrested by a man sitting on the ground with his
back to the group. It was Isa. Shibamoto resumed in the same hectoring tone:
“1 must ask you not to sit down right in front of the school You look ke a beggar.
When did you get back?”

“You see, sir, that's what | meant,” Yamada mterjected. *"W'e have to put
our best foot forward, bargain from strength Otherwise we might as well not
have come in the first place. Leave it to me.”

Shibamoto cut him off with a vague “We'll see,” and quickly moved on to
the next item on the agenda. He took a sheaf of printed questionnaices from his
briefcase and passed them out to the teachers. As they studied the form he
explained that they were to use it to record in detail their impressions of the
school; afterwards it would be collected and put on hle for future reference

“What can we possibly write down? What would it prove, anyway?" cried
Michiko im a shaill voice. She was visibly overwrought

“Never mind,” Yamada interrupted again. “You can just put down what 1
have. | intend to comment very critically on the instructional objectives of this
school, the aptitude of their teachers, and so forth. I'll show it around when I'm
done, and everyone can use it as a model. You needn’t worry about that. Instead
you might give some thought to . *

“No, no, you've missed the point,” said Michiko impatiently

“Well, then, what is the problem?”

Michiko fell silent. There was no use trying to explain to the likes of
Yamada. And [sa—what a timid little soult But he did scemn to have a way
with women. She would have to get to the bottom of this business with the
schoolmisteess. Far the moment Yamada and lsa were confused in her trou-
bled thoughts.

Just then the iton gate in front of the school opened and a thirtyish,
bespectacled man stood before them with a welcoming smile. He mntroduced
himself to the group as Mr. Williams, the Principal At his appearance the
teachers ceased their idle chatter and prepared to begin their visit Yamada
barged through the gate ahead of the others, who hesitated and deferred to one
another before following him in. Isa came last, dragging his feet, as the gate
swung shut behind them.

Hardly any doubt remained in Isa's mind about Yamada's devious plan,



which he had sniffed out from its inception, to face off with him in a demonstra-
tion class before the day was over. He was determined to silence Yamada on this
subject and prevent the encounter at any cost. But so far no suitable defense had
suggested itself, and he approached the potentially fateful classrooms with ever
more halting steps

The group advanced in double file 50 as not to interfere with the students
passing to and fro. Yamada had already attached himself to Mr. Williams. After
the Principal's every utterance he would raise his hand as if to call for attention,
turn to the person behind him, and communicate his version of the remark This
would be relayed in some form or other from one teacher to the next until it
reached the end of the line: a procedure arrived at spontaneously, whether as a
throwback to the rigid military chain of command or by simple analogy with a
bucket brigade. It took some time for the message to be transmitted to Michiko
and lsa in the rear, and in the interval all but the most provocative implications
were hitered out.

Mr. Williams’s opening remarks, that is, Yamada’s rendering of them, went
as follows: “Since the school was to be buiit with Japanese funds, we had little
choice but to go along with the specifications given to us by some Japanese
architects. The results, as you can see for yourselves, were less than satisfactory
Ta begin with, the budget was barely twenty percent of what would be considered
normal back in the States. In our country we place great emphasis on bright and
cheerful surroundings, and this school certainly does not meet those standards
We have twenty students in a class here, which is three too many. The ideal is
seven-teen. Now | understand that in your country there are seven-#y in a class
Imagine! Classes that size are really out of the question. They necessitate regi-
mentation, and this inevitably leads to militarism "

Here Yamada's voice trailed off into silence as Mr. Williams's expression
took on a sudden severity, accompanied by a pudgy finger pointed at Yamada's
forehead. When Yamada resumed interpreting, he spoke at first in tremulous
tones.

The subject had changed to salaries, which, Mr. Williams assured them,
were paid by the American government. The lowest salary level at the school, the
one for beginning instructresses, was still about ten times the average wage of
Japanese teachers, according to the figures he had heard. This was, it was true,
a bit more than they would receive in comparable jobs at hame; but things were
a good deal more expensive in such a remote country; and if the discrepancy
scemed excessive, it should be borne in mind that the standard of living which
American teachers had to maintain was, after all, extremely high, so it was only
natural that the basic salary be of a different order.

The only part of this speech to reach Isa’s ear was the startling information,
passed down the line with a collective sigh, that the teachers at this school got
ten times as much money as they did. This so amazed Michiko that as she
repeated it to Isa she had to lean on him to keep her balance. “We should have

histened to onr colleague there,” she commented e should have just turned
around and gone home.”

“Right. That’s so,” sauid Isa

“Ind that woman do something about your feet?”

“Right. She did.”

“What did you talk about?”

“Nothing "

“Look at those two over there—how disgusting'” Michiko muttered censori-
ously.

Isa looked in the direction she had indicated and tocused on two students
wha stood holding hands in a corner of the corridor, their cyes closed in mutual
infatuation. Miss Emily came up behind the couple and tapped them both gently
on the back, not so much to chastise them, it appeared, as to alert them to the
presence of visitors: Afterward she turned toward Michiko and simled

“It looks like paradise from the outside,” said Michiko, “but there’s no
telling what goes on between these walls.”

“Right. That's sa.”

Michiko did not know what to make of [sa's laciomie respunses. She looked
at his frightened, rabbitlike eyes and recalted what Yamada had said about him.
Then he broke his silence.

“Why must | go through this huniliating ordeal>”

“What ordeal? You mean having to go harctoot before?”

“Na. I mean having to look at all this Beauty.

“Beauty? From a certain point of view, | suppose

“I'li tell you why. Simply because I'm 1 so-called English teacher ™

“Oh? You don't like speaking English>”

“I d-d-detest it
Michiko was not surprised. There were a lot of men Like that, the oppasite
type from Yamada, and Isa must he one of thems

Although the teachers had been told that they should cach chouse a class
to visit and go their separate ways, they peeferred to stick together 1o the end
Shibamato divided them arbitrarily into three subgroups and dispatched them to
different classrooms, with the veiled threat of force that was always present n
his judo master’s bearing. These smaller units soon congeated so that each
proceeded as one, like flocks of peasants being herded around the capital.

Michiko hovered next to Isa. She could hardly forget the small favor she had
yet to beg of him, after dwelling on it the length of that asphalt road. Moreover,
it was reassuring to have him by her side—here, where almost anything might
happen, and now, while she felt so despicably drab in the shadow of the foreign
lady. [sa seemed to her the perfect companion for the occasion

Meanwhile, Isa staved as close as possible to Yamada, watching his every
move, and fervently wishing that he might fall down some stairs and break his
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neck He was even prepased, should the opportunity arise, to give him a httle
nudge. Failing that, in his present position he could at least intervene without
delay if Yamada broached the subject of a demonstration class. And as one of
his entourage, 1sa was spared the necessity of pronouncing a single word of
English, for Yamada had appropriated the ol of spokesman for their party.

[sa and Michiko followed hard on Yamada's heels as together they entered
the designated reom, where they found a drawing class in session. Yamada soon
retired to the supply closet to note down his abservations. When he had finished
he faced Michiko and whispered slyly: “Take a good look. With all their money
and their fancy buildings, the children can’t draw worth a damn.”

There was a meek chorus of agreement from several colleagues wha stood
nearby, hanging on Yamada's every word. Michiko herself shared his opinion of
the drawings, but she did not wish to be associated in any way with these people.
They were the mean and cunning sort of Japanese; she and 1sa were different,
Michiko told herself, looking to Isa for confirmation. She caught him stooping
over his shoes again: a new pair of sneakers which, she quickly deduced, must have
come from that schoolmistress. They were much too big for him and he was
trying to compensate by lacing them up tight. The moment Isa’s eyes met hers,
he blushed and turned the other way.

Michiko proposed that they have a closer look at the work now in progress.
As they moved into the classroom and studied the drawings, they found them-
selves submerged in a waterless sea teeming with fish of various colors, shapes,
and sizes. They were all unique, each ane the product of a collaborative effort
by a small group. Over by the window a few junior-high-schoo! students of both
sexes were sketching the thatched-roof cottages which appeared in the distance,
beyond the confines of the American compound. They began to steal glances at
the visitors over their shoulders, then one of the boys pointed at Shibamoto with
his right hand while with his left he indicated a drawing of a seadevil. On closer
inspection of other drawings, it was discovered that Yamada had been turned into
a shark, Isa into a flying fish, suggested, perhaps, by his emaciated hgure, and
Michiko a goldfish. In the same fashion the whole party emerged within the next
few moments as a school of highly distinctive fish.

As soon as they were back in the coridor, Yamada said to Shibamoto:
“What kind of school ate they running here, allowing such insulting behavior—
and even toward a lady! 1 think we should submit a written protest. How about
the rest of you? And you, Mrs. ... 7"

“I didn't really mind it so much,” said Michiko. “In fact, we sort of asked
for it, with our down-and-out attitude ”

“Down-and-out? I'm talking about a serious failing in their instructional
ohiectives, a complete lack of discipline. That art teacher ought to be severely
reprimanded. But why should [ waste my breath! If you don't mind being turned
into a goldhsh, that's your business.”

Not a glnt of amusement alleviated Yamada's peevish expression as he
finished berating Michiko and began to make further notations in tus little book,
“What did they da with you?"" he asked Isa, looking up from his book. “Oh yes
It was a flying hsh, and quite a masterpiece, too They must have got the idea
from the way you were flitting around in your hace feet ™

Isa was at the moment too intent on his malevolent wishes to hear

Isa stood at the door of the classroom in his borrowed sucakers and listened
to the lady whose initials they bore teach English. Michiko had gouc inside with
the others, this time without trying to coax him into coming along After a while
the group filed back inte the carridor one by one and clustered together to
exchange comments in a half-whisper

“You might almost say that our English is better than theirs,” Yamada
observed to Michiko in Japanese “Weren't you amazed at all the mistakes in
their grammar?”

"“But the teacher is pretty, isn’t she?”

“Hmm. It's like hiring a movie star to teach at a ridicolous salary ™

“You were right about Aim—he really does hate Englsh,” said Michiko,
switching languages as she again changed the subject

“I know all that. I am also aware that he harbors some marice toward me.”

Michike acknowledged to herself that in referning to fsa as “ham™ and
making her remark in English she had stilled the pangs of guilt which she would
normally have felt in this betrayal of trust. And that, she reflected, was no doubt
ane reason for Isa's hatred of the foreign language: when you spoke it you stopped
being yourself. [t was too easy to be carried away by the titillation of the words,
words not exactly your own. She knew she ought to get away from Yamada, the
sooner the better.

When Michiko was back at Isa's side again she startled herself by blurting
out, "“If you hate speaking English so much, you mast hate me too.”

"It's different with women,” said isa

“Women make good mimics. Is that what you mean?”

Maybe that was what he had meant, Isa could not be suee

Without warning Michiko leaned over and whispered something in his ear.
She had reverted to Japanese, to Isa's relief, but he could stiit make ont only the
general drift.

“You mean even you . . . ?” Isa blushed a decper hue than Michiko, though
she had brought the matter up

“Have 1 embarrassed you again?" she asked

It was perhaps in part the extraordinary scene now unfolding before their
eyes that had driven her to divalge such a delicate matter, and so impetuously.
They were now in the gymnasium, where, in preparation for toinorrow's basket-



bull game with a neighboring schoul, a rally was being conducted by a spirited
cheening section. A toio of girls in unitorm, sixteen or seventeen years old, stood
i front of the others calling out the names of the players with mounting fervor
When the shouting had tisen to a high pitch of frenzied excitement., Iike a line
of chorus girds they all began to lift up their skirts while the cheerdeaders launched
into cartwheels and somersaults

“Its alt set for the demonstration class this afternoon—you and me,” said
Yamada, who had appeared out of nowhere and taken Isa by surprisc

“I-L-I don’t know what you're talking about | have nothing to do with it.”

“Well, you know now. Shibamoto decided on the two of s, il mect you
after lunch, as soon as the hour for visiting classes is over. And don't try to run
away. Shibamoto would not be pleased.” Thrusting his jaw out toward Michiko,
he added in an insinvating tone: "I'm sure you can get some coaching from her.”

Yamada had n fact not the slightest desice to stand in front of a class next
to Isa. The man was sure to bring disgrace on the whole profession But in the
middle of the rally he had caught sight of Michika whispering in Isa's car, then
watched as Isa blushed and nodded in agreement. At that moment he had
declared war

Yamada went directly to the Principal and made his proposaf with the same
lunatic zeal he had shown to Shibamoto. Shibamoto stood by, wondering anx-
iously how the Principal would react to this bizarre request, which sounded less
like a bid for a classroum demonsteation than a demund for satisfaction by a man
whose honor had been challenged Yet, whether because like Shibamoto he saw
na way out, or because he was soun to return to America and hoped it might yield
a picce of Japanese bravado to regale his friends with, the Principal had sccepted
the proposal on the spot

Yamada took leave of Tsa and Michiko with a few curt instructions as to
where they were to cat their lunch: on some benelies i the schoolyard, about
three hundred feet outside the gate—and nowhere else

With quivering lips Isa stared vacantly after Yamada as he retreated across
the gymnasium

“Isa-san. Ill take your place this afternoon,” said Michiko

“I's too late for that,” lsa replied Either | knock hien out, or { quit my
job .. or else | go ahcad with the cluss and just stand there without saying a
word "

Isa made as if to run after Yamada, but the sores on his feet secined to be
acting up again, and he had barely managed to limp forward 4 few steps when
Michiko scized him by the haud and held him back

“"Wait a minute,” she said. “Please don’t forget the hittle favor | asked you
a moment ago. If you'll let me have them now, Il wash them right away "

Isa’s immediate response was a blank look and an incessant blinking of his
rabbit-eyes

SO LRy ncadrn Seiionod b33

“You know, what we tatked about betore,” Nichiki prompted

Isa finally understood what she winted. All aight, she could lave them: But
only after he had finished with them Even at this Hincture, on the brnk of
coming te blows with Yamada, he could not wnore Tas other cuncern, one from
which he was never altogether free

With sudden resolution 1sa removed from s satchel o siall bundle
wrapped in newspaper and thrust it toward Michiko, alt the while keeping bus
cyes on Yamada's vanishing hgure. Michiko reached oul ju soine confusion to
take the coveted article from him—hardly ten seconds had passed seice he had
at last scemed to grasp her wish. Bat like an overcager relay runner, Isa bad moved
too soon, and he was off before the bundie was safely i her hands Uticasy about
the transaction to begin with, Michiko now blushed turivusly, fiembled, and oy
the eud ost her balance. 1ler high heeds shd out from uncler her, and with 4
piercing shrick that Gled thie corridor she toppled over ento the Hoor The bundle
fay open where she had hurled it aside i her Ll reveating a pair of black
chopsticks

It remained o seeret shared by Lsaanch Michiko alane that she Lud tallen
while clutclung at this homely artfact of ther native land As soon as Ny
Willizms arnved on the scene, he loudby ordered the Fapanese who bad gathered
around to disperse, whereupon up and down the corrdor foreygnen came rushing
out ot every other door The Principal drove off this new crowd, leaving only a
few women to help Mickuko to the dispensary

Afterward, as he questioned Shibamoto about the acculent, Me \Willians
kept adjusting his glasses i anirritable gestaee Hyagt suggested he fomnd it all very
regrettable. \What had Michiko and sy been up to” be wanted to know Yannada,
haviag rejoined them, wterpreted stiffly for Shibamoto to the effect that the man
with the limp had been strugling to cateh up with yours traly to requast that
he be allowed to substitute for his colleague in today’s denonstoation class,
meanwhile, the lady, who cherished sunifar aspirations, had beea strenwously
attempting to dissuade her colleague from s deteonmmed conrse when shie
stipped and fell 't all procecded from their pedagogical dedication,” Yamada
concluded on Shibamoto's behalf, “and their desation to e English Lugnage

“Ah yes. The old kanukaze spint,” said the Principal

The heavy irony was lost on Yamada, who took the renack as 4 complinent,
and presented it as such to his superior Shibamoto flutdcred his ey clishes wsilent
madesty

Seeing that bis sally bad been deflected by nositerpretation, Mt Williyms
pushed back his glasses again and turned on them with Lus sternest esprgssion.
“Frous now on, there are two things which | must strictly forbid,” e aonounced
“The fiest is for any Japanese iustauctor to conduct a cliss here, to cngage i dny
attempts to do so, or in any way W imolve lumself m the educational process at
this school. Secondly, in the future high heels wili not Le pernntted on these
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premises. I there arc any violations, we will have to terminate all further visits.”

After spitting out these injunctions with an air of finality, the Principal
strode rapidly down the corrider to the door of the dispensary. He showed no
inclination to enter, merely surveying the situation from outside

A long pause ensued during which Yamada neglected to translate Mr.
Williams's last pronouncement. When he was summmoned back to reality by a
poke in the ribs from Shibamoto, he spun around and fled toward the exit,
without so much as a word of explanation. Then, with Shibamoto in the lead,
the rest of the group hurtied after, as though suddenly reminded of some vital
errand. Only lsa was left behind, alone once again.

TRANSLATED BY WILLIAM F. SIBLEY



