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a sa ilor on Week end Pass 

I met my blind date Friday afternoon on an underground street in 
Chicago where she talked the bouncer into letting me into the bar. 
Over PBRs she asked if I’d read Ginsberg or Snyder. I said I read 
Asimov and Heinlein. After shots of tequila, she told me of her nights 
in jail for protesting the war. I told her I was afraid she’d make me 
lose my clearance. She walked me back to the train station where the 
setting sun cast our silhouette on the wall as I kissed her, once. Two 
months later I was in Nam.—I’m still fond of the scent of limes.—I’d 
like to tell her that I’ve now read Ginsberg and can recite Snyder’s 
Turtle Island.—Maybe she remembers when the sun went down.

car lights
flash through the bar windows
shadows
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the long dr iv e home 

On 11 July, 1979, 7 people died and 173 vehicles 
were destroyed in a fire in Nihonzaka Tunnel

The tollbooth attendant at the Komaki interchange says Ohayo as she 
hands me my ticket. I force a smile, reply ohayo gozaimasu, and merge 
onto the Tomei Expressway. Once a month for three years, I’ve driven 
from Yokosuka to Yosami for business. I know which rest stops have 
the best food, which the best views. After a business meeting and 
station tour, I always go to the Yosami Hotel. Sometimes my hosts 
pick me up and we go to dinner. Last night, over after-dinner-tea, they 
told me about the Nihonzaka Tunnel fire.

walking around
the village
everything closed

This morning, after another business meeting, I head home knowing 
that the Nihonzaka Tunnel lies three hours ahead. After driving 
through the Hamanana Tunnel, I pull off at the next rest stop, sit at a 
concrete table, and eat a bowl of udon noodles bought from a machine. 
I pass the Yaizu interchange, there’s nothing but highway between me 
and the Nihonzaka Tunnel.

white clouds, blue sky
Mt. Fuji
on the horizon

I pull off at Fujikawa rest stop, use the men’s room and stare up at  
Fuji-san. I should be home in forty-five minutes.
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Yosa mi, Ja Pa n

I look down from the glass outer walls of the triangular elevator. This 
hotel is too large for such a small village. I can see the encircling rice 
paddies, the lights of the main street. Tomorrow, I attend a meeting 
five kilometers south, but tonight, I seek a ramen stand to get supper.

an artist’s easel
outside a Shinto Shrine
another gaijin

He asks me to join him for the evening meal in the artists’ enclave 
at the Buddhist Monastery. He wants me to talk about home to the 
Americans living there. I tell him that I’m in the Navy and haven’t been 
to the states in fifteen years. He smiles. A new voice will do. 

bowls of rice
vegetables and miso soup
Buddhist mantras
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her embrace
I wake
from war




