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To Begin With 

My name is Little Panda. 

The Buddha teaching of Nichiren is an all-embracing subject, which I have 

seriously studied in depth, only to find that it is a real treasure.  This is simply my 

own opinion. 

An English translation of this doctrine has been published by the 

Dharmagate Press and is now available to the public.  Here in this world we are 

rapidly moving towards the future.  This teaching is capable of bringing about 

world peace, as well as individual happiness.  From the single being that I am, 

such a teaching can be transmitted to a hundred beings.  These hundred 

individuals can propagate this teaching to a thousand.  This thousand can pass 

this teaching on to a million.  A million can teach a hundred million, and so on to 

the population of this whole planet. 

The titles of these works are The Dharma Flower Sutra (Lotus Sutra) Seen 

Through The Oral Transmission Of Nichiren ~ Parts One and Two and The Essential of 

the Teaching of Nichiren Daishōnin.  I would like to thank Martin Bradley for 

translating the original Japanese into English.  Also I am grateful to Ms. Harley 

White for typing out the manuscript and also putting the text into paragraphs, as 

well as editing the whole book.  In addition, Kirk W. Wangensteen gave 

enormous help in publishing this story along with designing the book.  Again, 

much gratitude is due to Michael Okoniewski for putting these books on the 

internet.  And last but not least, I would like to thank the late Gerhard Lenz for 

starting this project, as well as putting all of the texts on the internet. 
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1 – Little Panda Meets Tatsuko and James 

That day I will never forget.  It was on the twenty-sixth of December, 1984, in 
Châtelet Station on the platform for going in the direction of Porte d’Orléans.  On 
the corner of the railway platform there was a little booth where I was on sale.  I 
was just a little stuffed toy panda, and my life was spent in a possible existence to 
which I had already become accustomed. 

Yesterday was the final bustle and rowdiness of Christmas.  I got the feeling 
that the people getting on and off the train had thinned out considerably.  I was 
hung on a string under the electric bulbs of the little stall, which shook as the 
trains rumbled by.  Just then, somebody’s hand took hold of my body and lifted 
me up. 

“James, would this little panda be the son of that old beige panda?” 

“No, I don’t think so, but I think he must be his grandson— okay, let’s buy 
him.” 

Looking straight up from the palm of that person’s hand, there were two 
people.  The man had somewhat unkempt gray hair, with a long face and glasses. 
The woman had masses of chestnut curls with a pleasant face.  Both of them were 
staring down at me, when I noticed the woman’s gold-rimmed glasses and her 
heavy eyeshadow. 

Without any explanation, I felt a certain rigidity creeping over me.  I thought 
it was due to my doubts about these two people.   

My heart was already pounding.  ‘Who are those people?!’  Such a question 
was quite pointless. 

2 
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My head was in a swirl.  Just then, the lady picked me up and put me into 

one of the side pockets of her big handbag, so I was partially hidden away. 

“What shall we call him?” 

“Little Panda.  That would suit him most.” 

I was tense and shaking with excitement and tried to peep out of the 

handbag. 

“If he fell out, it would be terrible for Little Panda.” 

The lady pushed my head downwards and pulled a zipper, ignoring all my 

expectations of ‘This is something big in my life.’  I tried to look around, but I was 

certainly shut off from the visible world at the bottom of the pocket of that 

handbag. 

“James, does Little Panda remember when he was born as well as his earliest 

beginnings?”  

James related the following account: “It was in Hong Kong, in Kowloon’s 

main street, Nathan Road, where there was a shop that sold jewelry and 

photographic and electrical equipment.  Just a little way farther down on the 

right-hand side, there was a narrow alleyway.  On both sides, there were stalls 

lined up with flashy scarves and cheap necklaces— all displayed to catch 

people’s eyes. 

“At the bottom of the lane, it diverges.  When you get to the corner, you are 

looking at a dirty old apartment building.  At the top of this building lived a 

family from Shanghai.  You had to go up fourteen floors, and the out-of-date 

elevator was undoubtedly always out of order.  It climbed shakily upwards.  

People dreaded that it would stop with a crash and then shake.  Who could know 

when it might start moving again? 
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“When you got to the fourteenth floor and opened the gates to the landing, 

there was laundry hanging out to dry whose color had faded away, along with 

old blankets and wet places where the rain had leaked in.  Also there was rubbish 

of all kinds strewn about the landing, and nobody cared.  It was nasty and 

squalid.  When this rubbish sprinkles onto the streets, it is called ‘Hong Kong 

snow’.  All around there was a strong smell of naphthalene, aniseed oil, and 

garlic, mixed with human body odors.  This was a smell that wafted through the 

streets of Kowloon.” 

James, on emphasizing the odors of Hong Kong, looked up and laughed, 

then looked towards me. 

“Forgive me,” he said, and then continued in a hesitant voice.  “Little Panda 

doesn’t really remember where he was born, but it was in a place such as I have 

described.” 

However, these were the living conditions of most Hong Kong citizens.  But 

perhaps I can explain. 

I was placed between two teacups, and both of these people were staring 

intently at me.  From the content of their conversation, fluffy stuffed toys 

wrapped up in primary colors were the vitality of Hong Kong.  Rubbish scattered 

around and scraps of chatter were signs of the liveliness of the inhabitants of 

Kowloon— one thing after another came to mind. 

It was not very difficult to agree with them.  These were things I knew best.  

In that apartment there was a family of five people, but during the day there was 

only old Grandmother Wang. 

Her almost white hair was tied up at the back of her head.  She was seated on 

a low chair, her cheekbones shining and with a rounded back.  Her forehead was 

full of wrinkles.  Her brow was furrowed with two deep lines.  From time to time, 
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her aged eyes were hidden, due to the light.  She was wearing a modest Shanghai 

dress (cheong sam).  Her old hands, whose motions were repeatedly going 

backwards and forwards, were peeping out of somewhat threadbare sleeves. 

Ah yes!  That seems to be like me.  As I became aware of my own presence, 

Grandmother Wang pushed two plastic bead eyes into my head.  I was conscious 

of her tying a little green ribbon around my neck.  What is this place?  Why am I 

here?  I was aware of automatically asking myself these questions. 

Suddenly I was thrown into a cardboard box ‘plunk’, upside down.  I don’t 

really remember if there was any sound as I fell in or not.  Then I was taken aback 

on recognizing so many shapes just like me.  Could they all be my twin brothers?  

They all seemed to resemble me. 

Of course, at that time I knew nothing about mirrors.  Nevertheless, I knew 

that we were made as cheap velvet articles to be put on sale.  These other pandas 
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were small stuffed toys, and they were all my brothers and sisters.  Everybody 

was the same. 

In a short while, I would understand what all this was about.  Naturally 

nobody is capable of seeing what life holds for each of them.  Next, we all agreed 

to be submissively quiet and ask no questions.  From one standpoint, we had to 

examine the surroundings and circumstances of that household. 

Old Grandmother Wang was doing something very important to her.  She 

was crouched in front of the “Altar of the Spirits who Govern the Earth” and 

muttering, “Bodhisattva, Bodhisattva, I beg you,” with her back arched like a cat, 

so that one day this family would have their own restaurant.  The red candles of 

the altar flickered, as the old lady kept on muttering her hopes.  The altar was 

also littered with crumbs of burnt incense ash. 

The grandson worked as a cook in the “Paradise of the Eight Genies 

Restaurant” and would be coming home at midnight.  The daughter-in-law Wang 

hue-ming worked in the office of some ‘foreign devil’, where the Supervisor was 

an Englishman and was always looking for faults.  With self-satisfaction, 

Grandmother Wang talked away to her granddaughter-in law.  Grandmother 

Wang’s rather angular square face reflected the greenish-blue distemper of the 

wall, upon which there was a poster representing a Beihai Park snow scene.  The 

walls around Mr. and Mrs. Wang’s teenage son’s bedroom were covered with 

posters of pop singers and actresses.  His favorite was Mei Yung Fang, who was 

wearing a mini-dress with a rose pattern on it.  In the granddaughter’s room, her 

favorite apparel was hung, along with the trashy jewelry bought in the alleyway 

below. 

For a long time, Grandmother Wang was counting us— one, two, three, four, 

five— and putting us in another box that would be put onto a ship that would 
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take us away from our hometown of Kowloon.  After a number of months, we 

were finally to be transported to the big city of Paris. 

2 – Paris I 

This is obviously something I cannot push away from my mind.  Every five 

or ten minutes there were trains, coming in or leaving the platform in front of me.  

There were lots of unspecified people who appeared and disappeared, as I 

dangled on that rail in the corner stall of Châtelet Station.  The thundering of the 

electric trains shuddered through my whole body.  It was the same as always— I 

was hung out for sale.  Now and then, serious faces would break the monotony, 

and I made an effort to catch their attention. 

__________ 

That painful period brought me to my senses.  As I looked at the world of 

‘foreign devils’ in cosmopolitan Paris, I saw that they all, each one of them, had 

their own personal concerns.  As a matter of fact, how would I be able to form a 

relationship with this endless stream of human society?  Furthermore, the more I 

looked into each kind of human being, the more it became a confusing and 

strange way of life.  How could I influence them?  There was nothing particular 

about the people who passed in front of me.  Of course there were lovers whose 

eyes were full of dreams.  Also, there were angry faces of those people who were 

in need of something.  Every day I listened to fragments of their conversations 

which did not concern me in any way. 

Again, to try to relate to such social intercourse was beyond the bounds of 

reality, so my panda friends told me.  Most of the commuters were French, but 

there were numerous immigrants of various races among them.  Also there were 
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mothers with their children, ladies with their pet dogs, and tourists from abroad.  

On the trains, there were busker musicians who were trying to earn a few francs. 

I was already accustomed to seeing crowds of people, which made me think 

very deeply about the past in Kowloon.  I was able to discern the workers from 

those who were out of work.  Apart from the ordinary people, there was the 

common sight of alcoholics sprawled over the station benches, along with 

beggars and bums who sometimes broke out into drunken quarrels.  Now, there 

were people who had lost their aim to be human beings.  Something had caused 

the result of pulling their lives apart.  What was it that had brought all this about?  

Would there come a time when such people would be able to foster some kind of 

hope?  It would perhaps be better not to think about the conditions of these 

persons. 

What could it mean to be a human being, or to have the innermost feelings of 

an insentient stuffed doll?  When the time comes to touch my emotions, there is a 

deep rift between how I feel and perceive those people. 

During the day I was able to forget my mental pain, in the hustle and bustle 

of the crowds.  But each night, just past ten o’clock, the shutters of that sales 

booth came rattling down, so that in the black darkness of the corner stall, it was 

time to get some sleep.  But even when the last train had come and gone, I was 

not able to sleep.  With my eyes wide open, that feeling of being alone in the 

world persistently haunted me.  Was this all just a bad dream?  Perhaps it would 

be better not to think about such things. 

“James, according to your way of seeing things, a long time ago, the instant 

Little Panda woke up from his unconsciousness was the origin of Little’s 

existence in the world.” 
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“No, it would be better to say that he was not aware of even being a part of 

life.” 

There and then, my bitterness was completely cut away! 

“In order that human beings should become realized, they developed a 

civilization and culture, upon which human society was structured.  The ideal 

was that this culture should represent the minimal unit— that was the individual.  

This single group of the individual was the smallest element that brought society 

together.” 

So I had to admit that I was an individual and that I was a part of this 

civilization, wherein my thoughts and concepts of existence were implanted.  

After all, the reason why we little pandas were called into existence was to aid 

and abet human commerce. 

“Now Little Panda is in complete harmony with his surroundings,” said 

James. 

Three or four stations beyond Belleville, which was Paris Chinatown, there 

was an entirely different world with a separate culture and a separate ethnicity.  

This was something I had learned from the conversations of other people. 

The conversation between Tatsuko and James continued: 

“James, do you mean to say that all the unimaginable vicissitudes of coming 

into being, lasting as long as they should, falling apart at the seams, and the 

finality of ceasing to exist altogether are present in every nanosecond of ordinary 

people and that our actual lives, along with the dimensions in our heads, are all 

connected?” 

“The appearance of sentient beings and nonsentient is seemingly real.  

Clearly, according to the Buddha teaching, this has to include Little Panda’s 
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existence.  Throughout the whole of the universe, there is a real, unchanging, 

fundamental essence that runs throughout it, that unlimitedly pervades and 

envelops the realities of life. 

“But this is something that goes beyond the confines of my thinking and 

understanding.  Are not the concrete material forms of our respective 

civilizations evidence?  This ‘something’ is inherent in reality.  In the deeper 

thinking elements of society, history on the whole has not found a real answer. 

“The biggest problem is that people have no concept of the original 

mechanism, which is Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō and means to devote our lives to 

and found them on (Nam[u]) the Utterness of the Dharma (Myōhō) [entirety of 

existence, enlightenment and unenlightenment] permeated by the underlying 

white lotus flower-like mechanism of the interdependence of cause, 

concomitancy and effect (Renge) in its whereabouts of the ten [psychological] 

realms of dharmas (Kyō).  What I would like to suggest is that each and every 

human being has messed up his or her life since time immemorial. 

“This also implies the irrationality of the bewilderment— that the world has 

gone out of its mind, which points to the dangerous turns that are so common in 

the news.  If we are to follow up the original cause, we must clearly explain the 

fundamental meaning.  In a future society, the individual’s life and destiny, 

which is fundamentally marvelous, will induce a creativity upon which they will 

be able to build in reality. 

“Humankind and naturally each single item in the universe will have the 

foundation of happiness, just by being in existence.  Even a little stuffed toy 

panda will be able to attain to such a realization— in the same way as you.  In 

spite of his making a long face at so many difficult words, he will find advantages 

which at present he cannot imagine.  Within the limits of the society in which we 
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live, Little will have a certain amount of independence, as well as a relationship 

with both of us.” 

“So you put it this way, James.”  Tatsuko was nodding in assent and she put 

her arm around James. 

He had even laid stress upon little pandas who were stuffed with fluff.  But 

in trying to understand their words, nothing floated into my imagination, which 

would have been pointless anyway.  In that little stall in Châtelet Station, I was 

always in the position of an observer from the outside.  What they were talking 

about was a mystery.  Now that I belonged to somebody, it wouldn’t be polite to 

interrupt.  This couple certainly belonged to another world which was puzzling. 

Because a part of me in particular is a citizen of Kowloon, where the 

conversation is about daily living, business, or lavish food, it is interesting to 

listen to.  But what James and Tatsuko were talking about— I had the feeling that 

I wanted to put my fingers in my ears. 

“James, are you hungry” 

“Yes, I do feel a bit peckish.  Shall we go out and have a bite to eat?  Presently 

I’ve gotten fed up with so much rich food.  If we go out, everything edible is 

somewhat greasy.  I would like to eat something light and tasty.  I suppose it 

would be a drag to make something.” 

“To make something is a nuisance, but there is no alternative.” 

Grumbling, Tatsuko stood up and made her way towards the kitchen.  For an 

instant looking back towards James, she said, in a loud voice, “I really hate being 

a housewife!  But I’ll make something for you that you will like.  Clear the things 

off the table.” 

“Forgive me, and thank you.” 
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“Will you help me by grating the Japanese radish?” 

During this time, I kept repeating to myself, “I am Little Panda,” as though I 

wanted to make my name known to everybody.  To have a name all of my own 

was wonderful.  I really existed. 

Filled with joy, I was happy.  I really had to thank this strange couple. 

3 – Paris II 

“Good morning, Little Panda,” said a beautiful shiny yellow serpent-like 

being, whose mouth showed red.  His malicious white eye was moving up and 

down.  His voice had a pleasant accent, swerving from the other side of me. 

“Again, good morning and welcome, Little Panda!” 

With such friendly words, he changed his position so that I (the little panda) 

had to look upwards.  There was blue, brown, and green, as the serpent’s long 

neck was rising upwards, and he was smiling. 

“Good morning, Little Panda.” 

Again, a deeper voice echoed the same words.  A red and gray and blue 

striped serpent, with a yellow neckband, generously looked at me from the side. 

At that moment, I was standing up straight on a square crystal table, when 

these welcoming voices came to my ears.  Nevertheless, I knew this to be my 

rebirth. 

A Mickey Mouse penholder suddenly surprised me.  This was a large living 

room.  Everything was brightly colored, especially the two large chairs by 

Michèle de Saint Paul, and of course the little glass table and a very large bed. 
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The curtains were sewn together out of varying colorful patterns.  There were 

objects (later I would understand that these were works of art).  Well, of course 

on that first day, I took all the things that I saw as reality — all these objects were 

made by Michèle de Saint Paul, who had had a show in the Tokyō Museum of 

Art— but it was all resplendent. 

“What wonderful colors these are! “ 

This country had been mistaken for a “Heaven” or “Paradise”.  Or was I just 

having a hopeful dream?  As I stared at my surroundings, just in front of me 

there was a goddess that Michèle referred to as a “Nana”, who had been 

decorated in primary colors.  Her breasts were adorned with a flower motif; her 

lips were colored in the hottest of reds. 

Then I rubbed my eyes.  I got the impression that the makeup on her 

sunburnt skin had hardened.  She had a face that shone with sex and with 

chrome and black lateral stripes, which was topped by a bold hairstyle. And on 

the top of that was a television set.  Oof! 

Without thinking, I found my back shaking with laughter.  On the screen of 

the television was painted the image of an unimposing personage, whose 

character was definitely flippant, as a representative of the conventional male.  

Even though he had a dashing necktie, the personage on the television screen 

was completely unsuited to the “Nana”. 

I put my head to one side.  Why was I thinking of such things?  When it 

comes to art, I really don’t understand it.  Even though I am somewhat small, I 

have a certain amount of experience with humankind. 

Suddenly, I heard a reedy piping voice at the side of me. 

“Hullo, Little Panda.” 
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Looking towards the side, there was a friendly Mickey Mouse. 

“Mr. Panda, I am pleased to meet you.  I am Mickey de Mellilla.” 
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 [The late Ricardo de Mellilla was a technical adviser to Michèle de Saint Paul 

and was the owner of the flat which was temporarily rented out while he was in 

Argentina.] 

“I got the impression you are intrigued by the furniture and the sculpture.” 

“Is it reality?” I asked. 

I had completely forgotten all about the civilities of greeting someone.  For an 

instant, I stared at the person I was talking to.  He was sticking his chest out.  He 

was not as big as the snakes.  Then I caught sight of his yellow shoes.  His stature 

was relatively not so different in height from my own.  I looked in the direction of 

Mickey’s back.  There was a receptacle from which pens, pencils, crayons, and 

similar objects were protruding from behind.  I was unable to make out why.  

Once again I looked towards whatever was behind my back.  There were all sorts 

of books piled up on each other.  Then I noticed there were things in the 

receptacle behind Mickey’s back that were beyond the limits of my imagination. 

Then Mickey de Mellilla started to talk about the largest piece of sculpture in 

the world.  It was in a Swedish museum and was a ‘Nana’, whose vagina was an 

entrance where people could come and go.  The object of this sculpture was for 

the emancipation of humankind and in particular for the social liberation of 

women.  Furthermore, Michèle de Saint Paul was an activist in the French 

Woman’s Lib Movement.  During the nineteen sixties, she had made a number of 

hollow images of the Virgin Mary.  Then, in front of a large crowd, she had shot 

them with a rifle, so that a red liquid gushed out of the holes of the Mary images.  

From the point of view of the Church, it had created a big scandal.  I (Little 

Panda) did not know this story that had already slipped into history. 
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4 – London I 

“Little Panda, who up to now has led a life of passivity, through a 

sympathetic karmic relationship along with a natural understanding, will be able 

to come into existence with quite a lot of unrestricted freedom.  He will be able to 

understand and discern the particular qualities of the cultures and civilizations in 

the possession of humankind.  This will give him an enormous amount of 

authoritativeness.  Panda of course is a toy and even with children, as well as 

with adults who are sensitive and have the abundance of feeling, they can be 

aware of their own lives and be capable of searching for a mind that is pure, 

which is the most important wavelength for human beings.  These are people 

who can communicate with one another.” 

“James, it would be easier to call him Panda,” Tatsuko said. 

Then suddenly I (Panda) remarked, “The next time James and Tatsuko are 

invited to a party, I want to go along with them, too.” 

James led me in front of Tatsuko and I pleaded, “So please take me along 

with you,” and quickly bobbed my head in a bow to her. 

“A horsefly holding onto the tail of a fine steed can cross over ten thousand 

miles.  A green creeper can climb up a pine tree a thousand jin high.”  (These are 

quotations from the Analects of Confucius.) 
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The evening before I was to be taken to England [I was going on an airplane], 

although I couldn’t sleep, everything went quite smoothly. 

The next day in London, in Chelsea’s long boutique trajectory, Tatsuko 

bought royal blue leather riding breeches.  That day there were low-hanging 

clouds, and in the evening it turned windy with a snowfall.  The next day, it 

would be below zero.  The newspapers declared it was the coldest spell for forty 

years.  This was in 1985.  Nevertheless, James got up early to get some cash and 

tried to tempt Tatsuko into more shopping. 

Among the white buildings of Wellington Square, Tatsuko and I (Panda) felt 

the cold even more.  Then at a number thirty something lived one of James’s 

closest friends Bernard, who welcomed the three of us profusely.  Then I was 

introduced, wrapped in a bright red handkerchief to keep me warm so that my 

face appeared as though it were dyed red.  Bernard introduced his new 

girlfriend, who had black and green eyeshadow, and she pronounced out of her 

black lipsticked mouth, “How are you, Little Panda?”  Her beauty was brought 

out through her black hair, black dress, black fingernails.  Again, I became stiff 

with shyness.  After she had greeted me in a hostess manner, Bernard introduced 

me to the next guest, who was a Russian born in China and spoke Chinese. 

Janet, Ivan’s wife, said, “Panda finds Bernard’s girlfriend’s blackness 

attractive.”  In a rather dry, husky voice she said, “Ivan is talking to Panda in 

Chinese!” 

Tatsuko covered her mouth with her hand, so as to hide her giggling.  There 

were various other people present who were chattering away.  Also there were 

other well-bred people, who were not without personality.  Again, there were 
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quite a few businesswomen who were working for Kenzo.  They were good at 

designing, but awkward at financial affairs. 

“Really!  James and Tatsuko, I mistook you for somebody else.  I thought 

Tatsuko was Yoko Ono.” 

During the third day of our stay in London, Ivan and his wife invited us to 

the Golden Duck, which Ivan owned along with other Chinese restaurants.  

About thirty years previously, James had had the commission to do the interior 

decoration.  In the middle of the nineteen-sixties, James had been highly involved 

in the decoration of boutiques and Chinese restaurants. 

When Ivan had carefully chosen from the menu, he looked in the direction of 

Tatsuko and said, “Really she is quite dishy.  She is really good-looking.  

Decidedly, she would not fit into Japanese society.  Although to our Western 

point of view, there are beautiful women to the right and left of us, she is not 

inferior to any of them.” 

While Ivan was not awkward in complimenting women, his wife Janet’s eyes 

became as narrow as pencil lines. 

Janet was well-known as a writer and was also a relative of the Guiness 

family.  However, during Ivan’s outburst of applause, Janet had remained 

completely silent throughout.  I noticed that Tatsuko’s chest was sticking out.  

She was wearing a plain white flannel blouse with the sleeves rolled up to her 

elbows, revealing her slender arms and hands.  Also she was wearing Turkish 

pantaloons that were fashionable at the time, with a suede belt around her waist 

and brown suede bootees.  Also she had a brownish muffler nonchalantly thrown 

over her shoulders.  I was well aware of how fastidious Tatsuko was in her way 

of dressing. 

Ivan started to talk like the principal personage in a novel. 
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“Because James wanted to see what hell was like, he became the only person 

to escape from it and return to the cold foggy streets of London.” 

Ivan opened the front door and there was the vision of this person.  He had 

torn pants and the tattered remains of a pale blue-greenish Spanish Legion shirt, 

with a very sunburnt face peeping out of a shaggy beard. 

While Ivan was staring at this individual, he said, “Ivan, it is James.  The first 

thing I need is a meal, then to drink, then some money, then a woman.” 

After a few years of no news of James, he had suddenly come back from the 

dead.  It was in 1963, at the end of a cold spell in November.  Ivan had a reddish 

face, a high-bridged nose and aristocratic forehead with sparse eyebrows, and his 

brown eyes were wandering over the guests in the restaurant. 

As though he was satisfied, he looked at James, Tatsuko, and me.  Then, Ivan 

said in fluent Chinese, “My gentleman friend, you’ve certainly got guts.” 

After his arrival in London, James became well-known.  “How does Little 

Panda like the food?” 

I answered by saying that we now lived in the sixteenth arrondissement 

where we could see the Eiffel Tower every day.  We had eaten oysters in Le Coq 

just in front of Le Musée de l’Homme. 

Afterwards, Ivan talked about himself.  “I will soon be seventy years old.”  At 

that time, James was about sixty. 

In order to satisfy my curiosity as to their mutual solidarity, I took on the role 

of reporter and questioned Ivan in my own language. 

Between the years of nineteen forty-eight and nineteen fifty-two, there was in 

London’s Soho a tendency to try to transform traditional ways of English 



Tatsu Bradley 

 

   

 21 

thinking.  Both James and Ivan were sympathizers with a group of people 

referred to in the press as “Angry Young Men”.  Their influence became 

worldwide.  The thinking of that period consisted of Far Eastern Zen, through the 

various writings of Daisetz Suzuki, which was a means of becoming free from the 

‘jurisdiction’ of God. 

There were a number of writers and thinkers, such as Harold Pinter, John 

Osborne, the poets Bill Hopkins, Bernard Kops, and Colin Wilson.  Among this 

medley of thinkers were painters, such as James Spencer, Bryn Jones, and Roger 

Hilton.  At this time in London, there were a number of students with political 

leanings.  Among all these personages, there was a particular individual who 

tried to change the direction of human culture.  This person was Ronnie Laing, 

who was a young psychiatrist and was doing a great deal of research into 

hallucinogens, after Henri Michaux made his exhibition at Gallery One.  From the 

mid-nineteen fifties up to the nineteen sixties, American, Canadian, Dutch, and 

even Japanese in Tokyo University became revolutionaries.  All were branded by 

the press as beatniks, but who were in actual fact intellectual seekers. 

The path of the beatniks was, for British intellectuals, London, Paris, 

Barcelona and Ibiza, and later on to India and Nepal.  The beatniks let their hair 

and beards grow, which was commercialized by a few industries, and ‘jeans’ 

(gènes) became the standard fashion of the younger generation.  The upper 

garment was either Indian or Tibetan.  One of the reasons for this attire was that 

beatniks had no money. James Spencer was one of the forerunners of this kind of 

preference. 

I’d finished my interview with Ivan. 

“Was that period particularly bountiful, due to the changes brought about by 

World War II?” 
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Enjoying questions, Ivan came right up in front of me, in order to explain. 

“The origins of Far Eastern Buddhist thinking such as Zen were present 

before the war, but such ideas were the preserve of the lecture halls of Western 

universities.  After the war, Chinese teachings such as Lao Tzŭ’s, ‘the way and 

how it works’ (Tao tê ching) stood directly opposite the British concept of ‘a sense 

of duty’.  If you think about it, the objective world is permeated by the Zen idea 

of Mu or kū or relativity.  If you embrace this point of view, this relativity 

represents a sense of freedom. 

“Up until the beginning of World War II, psychology was on the whole 

feudalistic.  Everything in existence was at the beck and call of God the Creator, 

who was responsible for holding individual thinking back.  In order to be rid of 

Christian-style paternalism, humanity had to become emancipated and replace 

Christianity with a brand new system of thought.  Naturally, we would have to 

turn all and sundry upside down, in order to achieve this.” 

Ivan was leaning on his elbow right in front of me, so as to emphasize his 

words.  He was of Russian descent and had been born into a family who were 

diplomats, as well as having been brought up in China and Japan. 

“I would like to break up the privilege and the way this society thinks.”  This 

was at a time when he had just graduated from Cambridge University.  “From 

then on, right up to the present time, I have thoroughly enjoyed my topsy-turvy 

lifestyle, haven’t I Janet?” 

Janet looked towards her husband, who was excitedly talking to me, as 

though she wanted to stimulate his meandering thoughts. 

“I think not,” said Ivan, as he tried not to recall his bohemian past.  “I was 

only emphasizing my nostalgia for my old ways of thinking.  In fact, according to 

Janet’s philosophy, she knew nothing of these values.” 
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5 – London II 

The party of James’s following London exhibition was at the Golden Duck, in 

1987, when James showed at Birch and Conran in Soho.  Only twenty persons 

were invited.  Tatsuko was slightly mellowed by the wine at the opening.  On the 

walls were James’s old paintings from the sixties. 

Tatsuko stared at the surrounding decorations.  Ivan had held on to the 

original chairs that were sprayed red and had been imported from Italy.  There 

was also a silver painting that had been blackened by cigarette smoke, which had 

a well-known poem by Li Tai-Po.  Nevertheless, it was hard to keep up antiques 

after they had slipped away into history. The Golden Duck’s fame was that it had 

been frequented by various painters and writers, along with people from the pop 

world, such as John Lennon, Yoko Ono, the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, and the 

high society of the time.  Ivan’s boast was that already over ten dishes had been 

prepared. 

“Apart from Hong Kong, here is the only place where you can get Peking 

cuisine gourmet dishes, and other restaurants cannot come up to this.” 

Tatsuko was turning to the side and looking at James’s paintings.  In the 

middle was the poem by Li Tai-Po.  Each ideogram had been painted innocently, 

as well as a great effort having made to try to do calligraphy.  [This was a period 

when he was only beginning to study Chinese calligraphy.]  There was another 

painting with a Malaysian background.  Tatsuko felt that her eyes were getting 

misty with emotion. 

“You know those paintings were painted before the time he was on his 

travels through Asia, although there are no mistakes.  It is just as if he saw these 

things in a dream,” said I (Panda). 
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One can get fed up with epicureanism and the chatter of art dealers and 

collectors.  In the background a waiter was standing and furtively smoking a 

cigarette, while blowing the smoke to the side so that other people could not see. 

“Now that you can do calligraphy in a proper way, those ideograms that you 

wrote on that painting are seriously written and reveal your likeable qualities,” 

said Tatsuko.  “That red you put in the middle of that painting — did you do it 

intentionally?  The way you used primary colors at that time, did it come from 

your action painting experience?” Tatsuko asked. 

“What do you say?  Interesting, isn’t it?  When you said you were going to 

bring me here, you were somewhat reticent.  But when you are forced to look at 

specters from the past, it doesn’t always give you a good feeling.  As I once said, 

you can renovate yourself by reciting Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō [which means to 

devote our lives to and found them on (Nam[u]) the Utterness of the Dharma 

(Myōhō) (entirety of existence, enlightenment and unenlightenment) permeated 

by the underlying white lotus flower-like mechanism of the interdependence of 

cause, concomitancy and effect (Renge) in its whereabouts of the ten 

(psychological) realms of dharmas (Kyō)].  Nevertheless, your old work has a nice 

feeling about it,” said Tatsuko. 

Then Ivan turned his head towards Tatsuko and said, “What I mean is this 

restaurant is well-famed.  World-famous intellectuals came here regularly.  For 

me the value of this place is that world-famous personages used to gather here, 

and this restaurant was always full.  James’s paintings are my treasured 

inheritance covered with dust.  It is we who invented the discotheque, strobe 

lighting, and all that touches on the psychedelic.  The waves of time have 

swallowed us up.  But it seemed the only answer at the time.  I have earned a lot 

of money thanks to my choice of interior decorators.” 
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Tatsuko put her hand to her mouth and said in Italian, “In the past you 

worked for British Intelligence and were a translator for the government.  You 

were even involved in publicity for newspapers and magazines.  You were even a 

reporter.  You and James were well-known in London’s Chinatown, or rather you 

were monstrosities of that oriental ghetto.” 

6 – Paris III 

My life in Paris mainly took place within the triangle between the Church of 

Saint Germain des Prés, the crossroads of the Odéon, and the Boulevard Saint 

Michel.  In the middle of these three points of reference runs the Rue de Seine.  

Every morning, the bells of Notre Dame resounded heavily, boang, boang.  If you 

put your ears to those bell sounds, there was a certain reverberation.  On the 

other hand, the Church of Saint Germain des Prés rang with a much higher-

pitched sound, ping pong, ping pong, ping pong. 

Goaded on by my curiosity, I peeped out of the second floor window.  Just 

opposite our apartment, there were three art galleries alongside each other.  To 

the right, one could narrowly get a glimpse of the corner of Le Marché de Buci.  

On the left-hand side of the Rue de Seine, there was a continuity of every 

imaginable sort of gallery, all the way down to the River Seine.  If I were to 

stretch my back, I was able to gaze at all these wonders.  The famous Marché de 

Buci attracted many foreign tourists.  ‘Would today be as bustling as usual?’  To 

be able to see such scenery became my daily lessons.  The people of Paris 

certainly enjoyed their luxuries. 

“Mister Mickey de Mellilla, I am curious about the things that are attached to 

your back.  Can you explain to me what these things are and what they are used 

for?” 
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“They are for my work,” replied Mickey.  “The things on my back are pencils, 

pens, colored crayons, and India erasers.  These I lend out or I hold on to them.  

When artists are using them, I have no leisure.  This is my function in life.  In 

Paris there are knowledgeable people, whose level of culture is extremely high.  

Their social life is world-renowned.” 

“Mr. Mickey, James talks to me in Chinese,” I declared. 

“I already know that, Master Panda,” said Mickey.  “You come from 

Belleville (Paris Chinatown).  You seem to speak French that is different from 

ours.  However, it is a question of where you learned it.” 

“Not only did I learn French in Chinatown, but I also learned it in the 

warehouse in the Marais district.” 

“Eh?” 

After that I burst out laughing. 

“They are a strange couple,” said Mickey emphatically.  “James is an 

Englishman who is rather well-known internationally as an artist.  It’s a strange 

combination.  Madame Tatsuko’s French is awful.  She almost cannot speak it at 

all!  But James Spencer learned Japanese through talking to his wife.  I’ve heard 

that he can handle more than ten languages.  Anyhow, Tatsuko studied Italian at 

the International University in Perugia, but you will be surprised at her accent.  

As for myself, apart from Spanish and Italian, which I learned from Ricardo de 

Mellilla, Michèle de Saint Paul taught me English.  This is something you are 

aware of.  She is a world-renowned sculptor.  I also know her husband Georges 

Schweizer. 

“Both of them as a team worked on mechanically functioning sculptures for 

the fountain in the square in front of the Pompidou Center.  Perhaps you already 
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know about it,” Mickey continued.  “However, that bookcase next to the wall 

behind you was created by Michèle de Saint Paul and Ricardo de Mellilla 

together.  Ricardo de Mellilla is the owner of the apartment, but an art dealer 

rents it out to people who would appreciate its contents.  When I first met you, 

we talked about the enormous Nana in Sweden, which is said to be the largest 

sculpture of a woman in the world.  Ricardo was her right-hand assistant.  As for 

myself, I have assiduously assisted her in her research and projects,” said Mickey 

in an extremely rapid flow of words. 

The snakelike armrest of the armchair opened its mouth and asked, full of 

doubt,” Even with this snaky armchair, was Mickey a real help in creating it?” 

“Of course,” Mickey answered.  “All three of them have the greatest respect 

for me.  I have been picked out by an artist of international renown.  I am 

respected by critics, established artists, and well-known personalities.  I am on 

good terms with everybody.” 

Indeed, all this was a part of this cultural quarter.  But according to Mickey’s 

words, this was the smartest and most elegant part of Paris and the happiest 

place to be. 

When it came to Paris society, these persons each had their reputation, 

wealth, and social standing, as well as their special interest, even to the extent of 

their properties out-of-town with their swimming pools and yachts.  All this was 

the eternal subject matter of the conversations between Mickey and Ricardo. 

“Ricardo and Michèle both suggested that we rent this apartment for when 

James and Tatsuko were staying in Paris.” 

“Their real home is in Tuscany near Florence.  I haven’t been there yet.  Once 

I heard something about Florence on a record.  Then the music turned into Nō 

Opera, and afterwards came the sounds of the samisen.  I don’t really know 
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anything about music, but what I do know, I have only picked up from other 

people’s conversations.  The life of human beings is extremely rich.  I might even 

say that I am moved by it.” 

James was facing an easel and doing a painting in acrylic, whereas Tatsuko 

had gone out to do some shopping.  The night before, James had been reading a 

book in Classical Chinese.  “All dharmas are the Buddha teaching.”  I liked to 

look over his shoulder to see what he was reading. 

“The dharmas of existence are all those of the Buddha,” James read out loud, 

translating the ideograms one by one.  “The Buddha expounded eighty-four 

thousand gateways to enlightenment and explained in practical terms all the 

things that can happen in our lives.  Both mind and our physical entities, along 

with everything that is insentient, are supports for all the activities in our lives.  

Therefore, this involves the whole of existence.  All dharmas [the whole of 

existence] are the totality of the universe, and hence they are the Utterness of the 

Dharma.” 

While James was thinking about this sentence which implied that Nam 

Myōhō Renge Kyō pervades the whole of existence [although Shākyamuni 

Buddha never stated this clearly], he turned his head to the side, with his 

forehead in his hand, and then rubbed his chin.  

[Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō means to devote our lives to and found them on 

(Nam[u]) the Utterness of the Dharma (Myōhō) (entirety of existence, 

enlightenment and unenlightenment) permeated by the underlying white lotus 

flower-like mechanism of the interdependence of cause, concomitancy and effect 

(Renge) in its whereabouts of the ten (psychological) realms of dharmas (Kyō).] 
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His eyes returned to the table.  “The foundation of all existence is the clear 

light often seen by mystics.  But in practical terms it is the part of us that doesn’t 

want to know.”  James then wrote this down in his notebook. 

“Actually, I tend to think of James Spencer as a somewhat unique individual 

in the art world.  Apart from his reputation as an artist, he zealously studies 

Buddhist philosophy.  This is why he went to all those Eastern countries, so that 

he could study,” I said to Mickey.  

Mickey de Mellilla interrupted my exposé on James and continued, “Pictorial 

or sculptural expression is a research into the meaning of life.  It is the result of 

trying to discover what its real aspect is.  The person who pursues this kind of 

research has to be extremely creative.  Such a person’s vision and understanding 

has to be very profound.  Who on earth possesses an all-penetrating way of 

seeing things?  Such an individual’s ability would be frightening.” 

“Mickey de Mellilla,“ said I, “you put your fingers to your lips in doubt.  

After all, what is the scariest thing in this world?  It is the danger of the bare 

reality of life.  What is important for us is to touch upon its real aspect.  In 

practical terms, there seems to be no means of penetrating it.  Shall we put it this 

way?  When James and Tatsuko are in the flat here in front of us, we are all 

immobile and insentient.  But when they are out of the apartment, we behave 

with the absolute autonomy of sentient beings.  However, James and Tatsuko 

seem to have an intuition that this is the case. 

“Sometimes they do not agree with each other.  I can see in the glass table, 

which reflects like a mirror, that James spends a lot of time studying.  Two weeks 

ago, Tatsuko was reading a literary magazine, sitting cross-legged on top of a pile 

of cushions.  Then at a quarter past ten, she changed her position.  Tatsuko asked 

James, ‘Aren’t you tired?’  With his back turned towards her, his left hand waved 

from behind the armchair and said, ‘No, no.’  Without saying a word, Tatsuko 
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went into the kitchen and came back with a teacup which she placed in front of 

James.  ‘Ah, thank you, this is good tea.’” 

Tatsuko was always concerned about James’s health.  Before he got really 

tired, it was time for him to have a rest.  In 1981, James had had a problem with 

his heart.  Later he had the same problem in Italy, Paris, Japan, and in Los 

Angeles.  Due to these past heart attacks, she always had growing doubts about 

losing him forever.  How many times had she called an ambulance?  The 

following day he was still alive, ‘because he likes doing his work,’ she thought to 

herself.  She looked at the corners of his eyes.  His face had that severe look. 

“I think you should stop now,” said Tatsuko who was now worried.  She 

looked into my eyes and those of James.  “A little rest will do you good,” she 

said. 

So life went on for a year.  Then Ricardo de Mellilla died in Italy, which was 

an overwhelming shock for Michèle de Saint Paul.  Mickey went out of his head.  

The name of Ricardo’s illness was AIDS. 

The phone was ringing and woke them up from their midday nap.  A certain 

painter was having an opening.  So it would be polite to turn up. 

“Who was it that phoned?” 

It was their Italian friend Piero, who was in the neighborhood.  “I got the 

impression that you didn’t want to go to that opening in Galerie Ariel.” 

It was an exhibition in which the painter’s work was of little or no interest 

and for the sake of an art dealer to show up was indeed depressing. 

“I bought that new white coat.  It would be fun if we could go out together,” 

said Piero. 
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“I think that is somewhat overdoing it.  I dislike being shown off,” answered 

James. 

“The wife of that painter showing at Galerie Ariel is rather dowdy.  The 

painter was wearing a three-piece suit.  I don’t think much of him.  His wife 

doesn’t have to wear anything special, but a painter should show up in jeans,” 

continued Piero. 

“No, it’s the opposite,” said James.  “Anyway, why do you bother about such 

things?  You like dressing up.” 

“If that artist’s wife were to wear something reasonably fashionable, it would 

be a point in the artist’s favor.” 

“Then for what reason should I go to such an opening?  You only go to such 

openings to extol the scribble on the walls!” James said. 

__________ 

 

The doorbell rang.  First there had been the phone call saying that Piero was 

in the neighborhood.  James opened the door. 

“Oh, hullo, Piero, welcome.  How are you anyway?” 

“Hullo, James.  I hope I am not bothering you.  I had some business in the 

vicinity.” 

“Don’t go into formalities.  I haven’t seen you for quite some time.  Please 

come in.” 

Piero ended his address of salutation with a kiss.  He buoyantly entered the 

apartment.  Stretching his neck out of his new white overcoat, he looked around 
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the living room.  Looking at the armchair with shiny snakes, he then sat on 

another red chair. 

Tatsuko chuckled to herself.  “What does he do?” she asked surreptitiously. 

“He specializes in selling prints, in particular, old etchings, woodcuts, and 

lithographs.  He also has a collection of Hokusai.  When he was younger, he had 

white-golden tufty hair and azure blue eyes,” James replied. 

“Would you like some coffee, English tea, or even Japanese tea?” 

“I would prefer Japanese green tea.” 

“Piero, you are wearing an interesting shirt.  Is it Issey Miyake?” 

“I don’t think so.  It’s Yohji Yamamoto who made it.” 

Piero raised his finger, so as to show that his shirt was not Yohji Yamamoto’s 

creation.  He stretched out both of his hands.  James looked downwards.  At the 

bottom of his jeans, Piero conscientiously revealed his Gucci shoes. 

Tatsuko brought in the tea from the kitchen.  Looking on, she made a grimace 

and muttered, “He only likes clothes that are a well-known brand, the reason 

being that he likes that sort of thing.” 

Tatsuko assumed a pose very similar to models, but Piero was not interested.  

Piero took the Japanese teacup in his hand.  James sat on the corner of the bed, 

and Piero stretched himself on the sofa. 

Mickey de Mellilla prodded me with his finger and said faintly that Piero had 

wrapped his red scarf around the snake sculpture on the armchair.  Piero 

discreetly made his cashmere cardigan come into view.  Mickey said, “Look!  His 

taste in clothes gives the impression that he is gay.”  I (Panda) said that I did not 

agree at all, that it was Piero’s way of showing off and he was not gay. 
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“Did you know that Caterina is coming to Paris?” Piero inquired.  Piero had a 

small apartment in Paris and another in Venice.  “She is coming the day after 

tomorrow.  When she knew I was in Paris, she was thrilled.  She is coming from 

Florence to have some fun in Paris.” 

“Hmm, we had better ask her to come along.” 

Tatsuko was all ears.  Piero was expecting a question.  He shrugged his 

shoulders, and his face beamed a smile. 

“It is very simple.  She phoned my flat in Venice.  She understood 

immediately that I was in Paris.  She is coming to Charles de Gaulle Airport and I 

am going to meet her.” 

Tatsuko winked at James. 

Piero continued, “She’ll be coming in the evening.  Then we can all go out 

and have something to eat.  I have found a fabulous restaurant in the Paris 

suburbs.  If it’s all right with you two, I will make a reservation.” 

At our assent, Piero seemed elated. 

“Things being as they are, Piero will show Caterina around Paris.  We’ll leave 

everything to Piero, so set your mind at rest,” affirmed James. 

“For all that, what time are they arriving?  You say at four forty-five.  To go 

to the airport from here and then drive around the suburbs of Paris, we’ll both 

get dog-tired.  You let Piero take charge, and the day after tomorrow, we will 

take it easy.  The following day, we can go to that warmhearted Japanese 

restaurant and eat some really good food,” Tatsuko said. 

__________ 
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“But you have forgotten that we have a date with Willem and Céline which 

we made three of four days ago, so that we can all go to that opening in the 

Lefevre Gallery.” 

At the airport, Piero waved his hands in an imaginary greeting and muttered 

“Caterina”, as if in a play.  Ten years previously, he had been ecstatically in love 

with her.  However, Caterina’s family owned a large furniture factory.  Also, they 

had adopted a young man whose only interest was football.  In the end, Caterina 

married this rather stupid youth. 

“What I remember is that that woman was rather snooty, so I cannot forget 

her.”  Tatsuko then went on to say, “That person’s narcissism puts me off.  He is 

probably gay, but still in the closet.” 

Superficially, Piero appeared to be bursting with joy, but his facial features 

indicated that there was still salt in the wound.  His behavior displayed his 

nervousness at this coming encounter.  In the airport lounge, Piero stood up, sat 

down again, then sat on another chair.  Both James and Tatsuko, as well as myself 

in James’s jacket pocket, understood his tenseness and emotion.  Nevertheless, 

they were completely unaffected by all of this. 

“What indeed!  It is half past five, and I made our reservation for six thirty.” 

Piero zipped up his fur-lined ‘perfecto’, tied his red scarf around his neck, 

and made his way towards the exit.  Then he stopped, put both of his hands in 

the pockets of his lumberjacket, shrugged his shoulders, and said, “Ciao, ciao”.  

He bounced down the stairway and disappeared from sight. 

Then Tatsuko stuck out her tongue and laughed. 

“What do we do now?  Caterina phoned Piero yesterday.  It seems she said 

nothing about not coming.” 
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“Hmm, it seems that Antonio is playing in some football match and he would 

feel abandoned if she didn’t attend.  Her original idea was that she would have a 

mini-vacation on her own.  To show her the sights of Paris would be pointless.” 

“It is her nostalgia for an old love affair and the lure of an adventure in 

romantic Paris,” James agreed.  “It would be better if you said what you mean.  

For my part, I enjoy my peace.  In Italy, she is a middle-class married woman 

who occasionally buys pictures.  She is not really happy, and this evening is the 

evidence.” 

“Piero claims to be one of the Parisian intellectuals and a man-about-town.  

In the past, he was shabby and without hope, as well as being a completely worn-

down individual— the opposite of what he is today— whereas she married for 

gain and appearances.  And that is the end of the story,” added James.  “Just 

think about it and look back.  In these last ten years, nearly all of the women we 

have known are separated from their former partners.  The men have made some 

money, and those pretty girls have all deteriorated into dull housewives.” 

“Recently, Peiro has been seen around with an Indian woman.  He will never 

really love anybody except himself.  What with his selfishness and topsy-turvy 

way of living, no woman could ever depend on such a person.  In spite of living 

in Paris for the time being, he is even more scatterbrained when he is in Venice, 

where he can just screw around as he likes.  How can we know whether he gets 

emotionally hurt or not?  There he can get on with his Venetian style two-

facedness,” said Tatsuko, blurting out the first thing that came into her head. 

James simply nodded in agreement with what seemed to be the blatant truth. 
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7 – Tuscany I 

On the side of a medium-sized hill there was a field of olive trees.  It was the 

beginning of spring, and scattered here and there were flesh-pink anemones.  A 

little bit later in the year, the hill upon which our house was standing would be 

enveloped by vermillion-red poppies.  Our house had been built in the thirteenth 

century and was constructed out of natural rocks about the size of melons.  For 

how many years had this house been subjected to the scorching sun, snow, wind, 

and rain?  

The walls had been repaired according to the whims and wishes of the 

former owners.  The roof had been restored in the nineteenth century with red 

tiles, which added to the beauty of the ancient dwelling.  There was a fireplace 

with which I (Panda) fell in love.  With huge roots of old olive trees, the fire 

would be kept burning until May, when Tuscany got extremely hot.  On the red-

hot ashes, one could barbecue steaks or use an iron griddle to make Japanese 

pizza (teppan-yaki) or even make sukiyaki. 

Right in front of my eyes, the flames were flickering and peeping out of the 

entangled little roots of the big hunks of olive wood.  Because I had nothing 

special to do, I got the feeling I had been swallowed up by some kind of optical 

illusion.  In that house there were lots of bookshelves.  Above them were various 

paintings and prints. I suddenly felt ridiculously small.  All of James’s and 

Tatsuko’s collection was colorful [for instance, there were antiques that did not 

have much monetary value].  Everything I touched had been bought and paid 

for.  They were all souvenirs of their travels, and everything was there for their 

amusement.  

I soon fell into the routine of their way of living.  I had the impression that 

often I was left to my own devices.  I was completely satisfied with my existence.  
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Also, time and space are two separate dimensions.  That house was very 

interesting.  No, it was beautiful, with its white walls and floor tiles that had been 

painted gold.  At the base of the walls, there was a ten centimeter painted strip of 

olive-green, surmounted by another strip of salmon-pink two centimeters wide.  

It was an artists’ abode. 

Sometimes Tatsuko and James went for walks along a mud road that had 

existed since medieval times.  There was a thick wooden door that opened onto a 

stone staircase painted gold.  When you went up the stairs, at the top there was 

the kitchen.  There could only be one place in the world decorated like this.  If 
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you went up the stairs and pushed open the door made with rough wooden 

planks, you entered the kitchen where two large paintings were displayed. 

I decided that I would do some exploring.  Underneath these two paintings 

stood a three-tiered bookcase.  First, I clambered over a large dictionary of 

Classical Chinese in French.  After that, I struggled over another dictionary 

published by Harvard University, followed by a number of dictionaries of 

various European languages. 

“Personally, I find foreign languages rather difficult.”  I then asked myself 

who would want to read or use such books as I climbed over them.  Then the 

question dissipated before I could formulate the words.  I hurt my knees on the 

K’ang Hsi Dictionary. 

In the kitchen was a small, white kitchen table with traditional Italian country 

chairs.  Both Tatsuko and James say that Italian design is outstanding.  Just look 

at Tatsuko’s clothes, as well as her handbags and shoes. 

In the studio there was a large table painted black, which could come in 

handy if Tatsuko and James were to throw a party.  Also there were two benches 

painted black.  A main feature of this studio was a huge blackboard easel painted 

black and spattered with paint drippings of all colors.  The table was covered 

with a white sheet of paper, upon which were vases holding brushes, tubes of 

paint, watercolors, and a large wooden board which served as a palette for 

acrylics.  Behind the easel was a pile of stretchers of varying sizes, from two 

square meters and coming down to more modest dimensions, all made by the 

village carpenter.  The adjacent room was the bedroom.  There was also another 

room for guests, along with a bathroom and toilet.  The olive-green and salmon-

pink frieze continued throughout the house.  Everywhere the tiled floor had been 

painted gold.  I really felt I had landed in a world that was sparkling and 

marvelous. 
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One day a Swedish art dealer came by— he had gallery in Paris and another 

in Malmoe— and looked around the house and its surroundings.  He said, “This 

house has a very good feeling, and except for James’s paintings there is nothing 

of value.  I’ve heard about the Chianti district from friends and clients.” 

Lots of people came to our house, mainly university students who came to 

study the Buddha teaching of Nichiren.  Occasionally, Tatsuko tidied the place 

up.  Most of the dirt was from painting.  Tatsuko was an artist and had had two 

exhibitions in Rome.  Her ideas were original, along with her choice of colors and 

shapes.  Her paintings fascinated our visitors. 

Then one day I thought of having a nap on the wooden triangle that joins two 

bookcases and upon which the telephone stands.  I had made my way to the 

place where the bookshelves end.  I had a feeling that day that I would make a 

pleasant discovery.  Unexpectedly, I met the person who was to become my life 

partner.  

“Ah,” I said out loud.  She was standing with her back to the wall right next 

to the telephone.  Amazed, I stammered my surprise out loud, because I hadn’t 

even suspected she would be standing there.  “Please excuse me, I did not have 

faintest idea you were living in this house.”  Swallowing my astonishment, I 

asked, “How long have you been living here?” 

She simply politely bobbed her head as an answer.  I was totally bewildered.  

I was not quite sure whether I should give her an explanation or not. 

“I am Little Panda.  About a month ago, Tatsuko and James brought me to 

this house.  I am happy to make your acquaintance,” I said rather stiffly. 

As a reply, she said, “Yes,” in a little voice. 
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“I came with Monkey Aware of Relativity.  Later I suppose someone gave 

him a plastic teat to suck on.  I am so pleased to meet you.” 

“Yes, I know him,” she replied with a facial expression that betrayed her 

shyness. 

I almost lost my head.  “I have only thoroughly looked through a part of this 

house,” I said, forcing myself to say something.  “I am fairly familiar with this 



The Little Panda 

42 

couple’s habits.  When they are out, I spend my time investigating the house.  I 

have already examined the titles of all the books on the bookshelves.” 

I did not say this in order to justify myself, but to give a simple explanation 

for what I was doing.  Since her reaction was sympathetic, I thought I would 

approach her by pursuing the subject. 

“James has all these books which he uses for research and study.  I had better 

go back to where they put me.  Goodbye.”  Such a short visit was a pity, but I had 

already said what I should do. 

“Bye, bye,” she said shyly. 

“Bye, bye,” I said.  “We must meet again.” 

After I had gone five or six paces, she called me back. 

“I forgot to ask you, but what is your name?  They call me Kamiko [Paper 

Girl].” 

Her hair was cut in a Japanese style, a fringe in front and long at the back, 

and she was wearing an origami paper kimono and sash [obi]. 

“Please come back,” she said politely. 

“James is interested in Buddhist translations.  Whether he is interested in 

theory or practice I don’t know.  It is all too difficult for me.” 

“All these books are somewhat used and worn-out.  As far as these books are 

concerned, their dirtiness shows affection,” Kamiko continued. 

Her voice sounded pleasant and easy and friendly the way she had called me 

back.  She said she had been given as a present to Tatsuko.  I felt warm feelings 
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towards her.  Words stuck in my throat and would not come out.  This troubled 

me. 

“I will come again,” I said, before they came into the kitchen. 

“Thank you.” And I bowed politely, turned round, and ran back to the place 

where James had put me. 

“Wow, what a girl Kamiko is with her red paper kimono!  La la la, wow!” 

Tatsuko and James understood immediately.  My cheeks were red with 

excitement, as they talked about our coming relationship. 

“Does Panda need a life companion?” they both asked me. 

This was something extremely important to me.  I was rather bewildered.  

How shall I explain this to them?  This would be difficult.  Only a month ago, 

James and Tatsuko had brought me to this place. 

I was in love with her, which was only natural.  Again, this worried me.  It 

was so exacting to come across this person.  Yet I was terrified of being 

disappointed. 

8 – Tuscany II 

“Tatsuko, come here quickly and have a look at this sunset!” 

From the depth of the studio, James voice called out.  He was standing 

against the window frame.  The afterglow shone like white gold.  The bright red 

sun was making the two steeples of the old church of San Casciano glow like red 

pokers.  This was one of those quiet and beautiful evenings.  It was poetry.  It 

would be difficult to borrow somebody’s words to fit this splendor, because from 
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this hill we could admire the surrounding sights.  We were in Italy on Arid 

Hilltop, which in Italian is Poggio Secco, and we had grown to love it. 

Every year between March and April, the surrounding fields were full of 

wild anemones.  Later the whole countryside would be covered with bright red 

poppies. 

From this relatively small hill, one could see in the distance the mountain 

range that hides Bologna from view.  Layer upon layer of indigo lines 

represented the larger or smaller hills in the distance, finally all receding into the 

color of thin smoke.  About five hundred meters in front of our house there was a 

thickly-grown pine wood, which was our favorite picnic site.  Needless to say, 

these were Mediterranean pines that were similar to those depicted in Japanese 

prints.  These trees were enhanced by the façade of the medieval castle-like 

farmhouse that was the home of the owner of this huge estate.  As to where the 

boundaries of this property ended, it was difficult to determine.  There were 

purple ripe grapes, as well as those that are immature.  You simply picked and 

ate them at will. 

In Italy it gets darker earlier than in the rest of Europe.  A few days before, 

we had walked along the Roman road, with our two black dogs (mother and 

daughter) along with a stray tortoiseshell cat.  At the top of our hill you could 

admire the evening sky and the whole landscape, which was in itself poetry and 

made Tatsuko think of her native haiku.  Reality was more astounding than the 

lines of some poet or other, or even an artist’s depiction.  The sky was transparent 

with the vagueness of the shape of the clouds.  The sun shone with a delicate 

orange luster, which made the surroundings golden-pink with touches of the 

silvery green of the olive trees. 

James carried me in his top pocket, from where I could look out and see the 

sun’s disc dance and the clouds flutter, as he walked along, waiting for the sunset 
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time to steal its way to that moment when I would be overtaken by the beauty of 

the moment.  Furthermore, I wanted to communicate it to somebody else.  The 

two dogs, Blackie and Kuroko, and the stray cat, whom we nicknamed Tabby, 

followed us everywhere in order to get something to eat. 

Then Tatsuko said, “Actually, had I not been so overwhelmed by this 

exquisite beauty, it would be difficult to believe that such scenery really exists.” 

James nodded in agreement. 

“Each instant of the universe, all space, all time is on the move.  This is a 

necessary outcome of its nature, which is both subjective and objective at the 

same time.  The essence of everything that exists is to devote our lives to and 

found them on (this is the subjective part) the entirety of existence, which has to 

include both its enlightened and unenlightened aspects, permeated by the 

underlying white lotus flower-like mechanism of cause, concomitancy, and effect, 

in its whereabouts of the ten psychological realms of dharmas (this is the 

objective part).  In other words, we devote our lives to life itself.  You have heard 

us recite Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō every morning and evening,” James 

thoughtfully continued. 

The far distance looked like a freely painted watercolor, with its misty deep-

blue mountain ranges silently inserted under a silver-colored sky, where the 

platinum dazzling sun gave out golden rays that shone in all directions.  We 

waited patiently for the sun to set and the twittering of the birds to fall silent.  

There were no thoughts for this present life.  However, this was a wonderful 

moment of satori, wherein the world would sink into the darkness of night. 

Tatsuko had borrowed something from the Zen way of seeing things.  The 

habit of perceiving her surroundings according to Japanese concepts was deeply-

rooted.  This would even suggest that my poetical vision was based on A Journey 
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to the West (by Wu Chêng ên) and the worlds beyond the sky.  Could such 

emotional events ever be canceled? 

Both James and Tatsuko laughed at this paradox.  The esthetics of each 

evening’s sunsets would be cherished as long as our unenduring lives were to 

last.  The dignity of the fall of day ensnares the hearts of humankind as a 

wonderful stage set finale. 

James came right in front of Tatsuko’s face and interrupted her discourse.  “It 

is the manifestation of each single instant, woven into each other.  The 

dumbfounding quality of being alive is the way life changes according to time 

and space.  Even if you were to think of the past, present, and future as separate 

divisions of time, each of these three concepts are from beginning to end not 

independent of each other.  For instance, if you were to stretch these memories to 

the limits, they get mixed up with each other.  Existence has always existed, exists 

now, and will go on for eternity.  In the Buddha teaching, all things, including 

stellar entities, come into being, last as long as they should, then they degenerate 

and finally come to nothing.  Being alive, maturing, growing older, and our lives 

coming to an end is the embodiment of the life of the universe.  In the same way 

the history of humankind is deeply enmeshed in this mental image, we cannot 

really know what existence is, since we only live subjectively in our heads.  

However, it is the causes, concomitancies, and effects of the whole cosmos that 

makes life what it is.  I personally dedicate my life to the very thing of life itself.” 

James deep-sounding voice impressed me, but I thought it might be difficult 

to explain these ideas to Kamiko. 

“Many well-established European artists included the Buddha teaching in 

their researches,” Kamiko said.  “Why didn’t they painstakingly make their own 

translations?” 
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Both Kamiko and I nodded reciprocally at the implications of this ticklish 

riddle. 

Detail of painting for cover ~ by Tatsu Bradley 

Since we enjoyed our life in the country, the moment we were freed from the 

burden of our work, we watched films on television, as well as other 

entertainment channels including “France II”, along with the occasional cowboy 



The Little Panda 

48 

film.  At times, James would switch around all the channels.  Now and then, 

Tatsuko had to scold him like a child. 

In Paris, you could go to the cinema.  Our means of relaxation in Paris during 

the nineteen-eighties was to make attempts at translating Buddhist texts.  Apart 

from working, doing paintings, this was a productive and creative way of 

passing the time.  To have two irons in the fire was an excellent way of not 

getting bored. 

9 – Reminiscences have no Consecutive Order; 

Teachers and the Far East  

My reminiscences have no consecutive order.  These are probably my 

memories of the period around nineteen eighty-five.  Sometimes my memories 

are about James.  At other times, my recollections are about Tatsuko. 

To what I can remember, James could speak more than ten languages.  In 

actual fact, he had a knowledge of fifteen, if I were to include ancient tongues.  If 

I were to say this, most ordinary people would not believe me.  I heard that he 

learned modern and Classical Chinese from Arthur Waley, who translated the 

Genji Monogatari, which appeared under the title “Lady Murasaki”. 

James had always had an interest in the Far East.  Dr. Waley taught James, or 

rather, he taught James to teach himself, from nineteen forty-five to somewhere 

around nineteen fifty-four.  During this period, James studied Classical Chinese, 

“The Confucian Analects”, “The Universal Learning”, “The Diamond Sutra”, Lao 

Tzŭ’s “The Way and the Virtue”, as well as the rudiments of medieval Japanese.  

Later he met William Willetts in London’s Soho, where he learned the basics of 

Chinese art appreciation and a knowledge of Chinese calligraphy.  Also in 
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nineteen fifty-four, he met David Snellgrove, who was a teacher of Tibetan at the 

School of Oriental and African Studies of London University and who taught 

James the essentials of Tibetan grammar. 

At the beginning of the nineteen sixties, James met the art dealer of the 

Galerie Rive Gauche, R. A. Augustinci, who immediately recognized James’s 

talent and made a contract on the spot.  Then from nineteen sixty-eight until 

nineteen seventy-five, James spent most of this period on a journey to the East, in 

order to study and do further research.  The paintings that he did on his travels 

were sent to the Galerie Rive Gauche in Paris, from where his art dealer sent him 

money to survive.  Every year Augustinci put on a one-man show, even though 

the artist was not present.  The criticism of these shows was favorable, which 

incited the competition of London galleries to show the works of J. Spencer. 

James’s voyage to the Orient started from Milan in Italy, from where he 

traveled through Yugoslavia, Greece, Turkey, Iran, Afghanistan, Pakistan, then 

stayed in India, Nepal, Malaysia, Singapore, Hong Kong, and finally in Japan.  In 

Hong Kong University, James taught Western Art History, where he gave 

lectures both in Chinese and in English.  At the same time, he made a deep study 

of Chinese culture as well as Cantonese, along with the Buddha teaching in Tung-

Lin Monastery under the Venerable Hsin Kuang.  This was the eventual object of 

his journey. 

In nineteen seventy-two, there was one of his students that was Japanese, 

who acted as a guide in his country.  During this period, James studied both the 

Zen and Shinto traditions of that nation.  According to James’s experience, 

nobody could explain the underlying philosophy of the Shinto religion, even 

after visiting various shrines including the one at Ise.  

The Kannushi, who was one of those persons who directs the affairs of Shinto 

shrines, stated that his purple “hakama” (a divided skirt worn by samurai and 



The Little Panda 

50 

now used as formal wear) was “chic” and smart.  After half a year in Japan, 

James became disappointed at the seemingly useless cult that was the official 

Japanese religion.  Nevertheless, he did meet up with a Zen monk, the Venerable 

Ando, who offered to teach him the Buddha teaching. 

At that point in time, James was staying in a little village called Sagiyama in 

the Gifu Prefecture.  The Venerable Ando’s temple was at the back of this tiny 

hamlet.  He very seriously went through the Lankāvatāra Sutra with James.  (This 

was a sutra said to have been preached by the Buddha on Adam’s Peak in 

Ceylon.)  Already in the Japan of the nineteen seventies, there were hardly any 

people who took the Buddha teaching seriously or had any faith in the Shinto 

gods.  All this was simply a traditional background, which had more to do with 

festivals.  However, the Venerable Ando firmly had faith in the teaching of 

Shākyamuni from the point of view of the Zen School and willingly showed 

James around and became his mentor. 

The Venerable Ando gave James a lot of books in Classical Chinese, which he 

sent to Europe.  Also James went to Kyoto Museum and was greatly impressed 

by the works of Sengai, Hakuin, Korin, Sodatsu, and Kenzan, as well as the 

ceramics by the potters of the Oribe School.  James was happy to have seen so 

many splendors. 

Two years ago, at about the time of autumn, Kamiko and I had decided to 

make a life together.  It turned out to be that both of us were rather like the 

archetypes in Jungian psychology.  Both of us felt that we were an extension of 

James and Tatsuko.  But at the same time we had our own personalities.  This 

meant that our concepts, thoughts, along with our surroundings, were just the 

same.  Notwithstanding, we could not agree to everything they said.  For 

instance, when it came to James’s painting which I really liked, I was completely 
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unable to make a criticism.  What with his knowledge of the Buddha teaching 

and its philosophy, it was difficult to follow all his ideas. 

One day, James was walking along Paris’s Rue de Bac, when, in a shop 

window, he discovered Mousy, who was a tiny model of Mickey Mouse, except 

that he had a green jacket and red trousers.  And in another window display he 

found Sexy Girl, who was blond and wearing the traditional outfit of a can-can 

girl with red high-heeled shoes.  James and Tatsuko brought them back to Italy.  

These two immediately decided to live together.  Kamiko became worried as to 

whether the introduction of Mousy and Sexy Girl would disrupt the already 

established harmony of the family.  But, when she saw this strange couple, she 

had difficulty in stifling her outburst of laughter. 

“This pair is unique,” Kamiko giggled and spluttered, as she gazed at their 

gaudy attire and heard Mousy’s shrill, whistle-like voice. 

“Such trashy images are a part of present-day industry and were probably 

manufactured either in Hong Kong or Taiwan,” Tatsuko said, on seeing these 

two together. 

10 – Paris IV 

One day James and Tatsuko went to Rue Saint Denis which is Paris’s 

streetwalkers’ thoroughfare, just to see what it was like.  It appeared that Sexy 

Girl and Mousy were representative of real human beings.  For once in a lifetime, 

they had thrown off their identities as little plastic images.  The girls and pimps 

gave the impression that each was a fetish doll, rather liked potted plants all in a 

row.  However, each of these women had a very real person dwelling inside 

them. 
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James tried to explain these surroundings, but it was too Buddhist and too 

difficult for me to understand.  We got the feeling that each woman was a body 

object on sale. 

“All sentient beings have a Buddha nature,” James quoted.  This was to make 

it easier for Kamiko and me to understand. 

After several months in the country, we returned to the big city.  Already it 

was July and a very hot Sunday, so we went to Le Jardin du Luxembourg.  This 

was the second time Kamiko came to Paris and also the second time she had been 

out and about.  Naturally James put me in the top pocket of one of his jackets.  

But Kamiko he put between the pages of his telephone notebook and pushed it 

into his breast pocket behind me, so that her paper kimono would not get 

crushed. 
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“The attractiveness of French flower gardens is quite different from a Tuscan 

field full of wild flowers,” said Kamiko, with her eyes cheerfully sparkling. 

People were lined up around the fountains.  There were young people, naked 

to the waist in their jeans.  The miniskirts of the girls were very conspicuous. 

“The way young people like to dress in summer can be quite attractive,” I 

commented. 

“They are wearing only the minimum,” we both said. 

Various couples were looking in our direction and smiling.  The ice cream 

stall was doing a roaring trade.  Furthermore, there were parents waiting to take 

their children on donkey rides.  It was an extremely colorful park, with its 

iridescent flowerbeds.  On the sides of the paths there were rows of benches, 

upon which both young and old were talking together.  In the shade of the green 

trees, one could relax on the park seats and feel renovated and cool.  The sun 

twinkled and glittered through the leaves, casting shadows like leopard spots.  

Small birds were hopping here and there.  Two blackbirds descended and gazed 

at us, with the hope of getting some crumbs. 

“Everything is like an impressionist picture, and at this moment we are in 

this painting,” Tatsuko said. 

Everybody had the same thought. 

Two days after our visit to Le Jardin du Luxembourg, James painted a small 

watercolor that was entitled “Sunday Afternoon”.  By now, Tatsuko wanted to 

show Kamiko and me the fervent scenery of Paris by night.  This meant showing 

us Montparnasse, the Champs Elysées, and the Eiffel Tower, which would 

correspond to the Paris we both wanted to see. 
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“As for dinner this evening, I thought we had agreed to go to a Chinese 

restaurant in Belleville,” I grumbled.  “But, on the other hand, Kamiko would like 

to go to Maxim’s,” I continued, perking up a bit. 

Thereupon, both of us would have to learn Western manners, before going 

out to enjoy a Parisian treat.  Kamiko was full of smiles at the prospect of going to 

a really well-established restaurant in Paris, which would appeal to the taste of 

most Japanese girls. 

Then I said, “Kamiko is somewhat bewildered by the information given out 

by the French Tourist Bureau.  So as not to cause you any worries, I will have to 

speak to her.  There is no reason for us to go to such snooty and snobbish places.  

Anyway, we haven’t got the means to do so.” 

We reserved a table at the Coupole and ordered a huge dish of seafood, 

which consisted mainly of oysters.  There were also other shellfish and shrimps 

and prawns, all washed down with a white wine from Alsace.  We then ordered 

an hors d’oeuvre with snails. 

I said, “The way the French eat, it is always a gorgeous and joyful occasion.” 

Tatsuko replied, “Bravo.” 

After dinner, we went for a stroll around Saint Germain des Prés.  We then 

had coffee in the Flore and finally made our way back to where we were staying. 

When either James or Tatsuko were hungry, they usually went to 

McDonald’s, where James had a Big Mac and chips and Tatsuko often ate 

cheeseburgers but occasionally ate a McFish.  Both Kamiko and I were 

particularly fond of the chips (French fries). 

__________ 
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When we opened the window and looked across the street, we saw a nest in a 

part where the wall had crumbled away and was now inhabited by a family of 

sparrows.  Also, in this roof on the other side of the road, a number of pigeons 

had taken up residence.  All this was an indication that spring was on its way. 

On Friday evenings just before the weekend, when people did not have to go 

to work, the Rue de Seine was, for the most part of the night, overtaken by 

festivities.  One could hear all this noise from as far away as l’Odéon, along with 

the music that exuded from the nightclub Whisky à Gogo.  There were always 

people in front of the English Theater, as well as the chatter of the people in 

restaurants and the babble of voices of those who congregated in the cafés.  

Around about midnight, there was the blaring of drunken trumpet players.  We 

could hearken to the refrains of well-known Italian songs, bellowed out by a 

group of tourists on a spree.  All of this was a part of the commotion of being in 

the big city.  We were fortunate enough to be able to sleep late in the morning. 

After spending time quietly in the Italian countryside, to be living in 

cosmopolitan Paris, it would not do to avoid its social life.  While James and 

Tatsuko were having their afternoon nap, I often gave Kamiko an account of the 

exact opposite of the Parisian lifestyle we were involved in, such as my 

experiences in warehouses and little stalls in underground stations.  We went for 

walks, did some shopping, as well as standing and looking through books in 

bookshops.  Also, we spent time looking for points of interest in art galleries and 

museums.  We often showed up at openings.  Every kind of gallery had its party 

on the occasion of opening its shows.  Now and then, there were parties at the 

homes of friends, and sometimes we gave dinner parties to our fellow creatures. 

“I get the impression that I now understand something about Paris.  The 

instant my karma brought me to this apartment, everything seemed different 

from what I expected.  I was rather taken aback by their way of seeing things, 
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which goes beyond anything my imagination conjured up.  But karmic 

relationships and reality are closely entwined.  I most certainly can relate to our 

Italian home and its surroundings.  Also, they showed me around Paris.  In 

Tuscany, I made a deep connection with you, my dearest Panda,” Kamiko 

pointed out affectionately. 

Tatsuko went back into the kitchen to do something or other.  James was 

sitting on the windowsill, giving breadcrumbs to the birds.  The four snakes that 

make up the armrests of Michèle de Saint Paul’s armchair creation 

overpoweringly welcomed Kamiko back from Italy. 
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The blue snake said, “Welcome back.  We will find an opportunity to talk 

together.” 

Then the yellow snake said, “Hello Kamiko.  How happy I am you have 

returned from Italy.  Isn’t Kamiko’s kimono splendid, eh Panda?  My name is 

Orange de Saint Paul.  Please feel that you are welcome.  If you would like me to, 

I will teach you some French ‘chansons’.” 

Tatsuko put a plate of spaghetti and mushrooms in front of James.  When 

they both had had their meal, they would have their midday nap. 

11 – The International Fair of Contemporary Art (FIAC) in Paris 

1985 

Since we were inhabiting Paris for the time being, it certainly wouldn’t be 

polite to avoid this city’s social life.  In nineteen eighty-five, the Pompidou Center 

put on a show of the works of Paul Klee, followed by an enormous retrospective 

show of the paintings of Sebastian.  Then came the moment for the International 

Fair of Contemporary Art, which also had something of the role of a Paris 

biennale, in Le Grand Palais. 

On the night previous to the official opening, the festivities were sumptuous 

to the limit.  At such a time, all the big personalities of the art and literary worlds 

were all gathered together under one roof.  All the women who were the wives of 

well-known personalities vied with each other with their fashion-designed 

outfits.  Sebastian was wearing his usual squashed felt hat, as well as a Versace 

jacket.  His wife, who was Italian and a rich relative of the Ferrari car family, was 

complaining about Sebastian’s headwear. 
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Sebastian had Chilean nationality and had originally been an architect.  Out 

of all the artists, he was the most human, likeable, as well as being playful not 

only in his painting but in his personality as well.  On that occasion, there was an 

art dealer from Florida, Marc Carone, who had also been Sebastian’s art dealer 

and had rented a house in Tuscany for his family.  James was having a one-man 

show, which was an enormous privilege.  Marc Carone’s ancestors were Italian, 

but he was an American citizen. 

A week earlier, the director of a Florida museum had come to our house in 

Tuscany.  James sold a number of paintings.  Sebastian owned a house in 

Tarquinia in central Italy.  Since James and Sebastian were both working for the 

same gallery, both Kamiko and myself had visited Sebastian’s family in their 

country house.  Marc talked a lot about New York in the old days and how the 

Irish immigrants spoke English, whereas the Italians did not.  Marc’s wife Joany 

was uncomfortable in the clothes she was wearing and being bathed in the 

spotlight.  She felt cramped and somewhat stiff. 

“I will just have to bear it,” she said, and looked somewhat wretched. 

“But it is Marc who is suffering,” Kamiko exclaimed. 

Suddenly there was a flash, and Tatsuko instinctively put her hand up, so as 

to avoid the glare. 

“In a crowd, it might be better to hide one’s face.  But then people might 

think I’ve done something wrong.” 

Joany tried to push the telecamera aside.  She did not want to get involved in 

an interview. 

“Then you should just grin and be resigned to fate,” Marc said. 
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The interior of each gallery booth displayed a quiet dignity.  Nevertheless, 

people turned up to greet the artist.  Most people intuitively gave the people 

involved in the galleries a breathing space and passed by the various booths in 

the avenues in between.  Only one or two people, who followed the gallery in 

question, went inside. 

A personage who was interested in the organization and implicated in the 

exhibitions of the Pompidou Center, who was more than eighty, Alexander 

Stauros, was seen as the sovereign of contemporary art.  Even though he was 

eighty, he still effused enormous authority.  Just as certain friends of ours told 

James, “You had better be careful,” Marc, who had met him twenty years ago, 

said that he stares into your eyes in an astonishing way and smiles as he takes 

your hand, and then feels your crotch.  It was an old stratagem of his. 

James replied, “At that time, you were a lot younger.  Now you have grown 

beyond him.” 

James Spencer’s one-man show was at the booth of Galerie Suleiman Leroy.  

Sebastian, who had known Stauros for many years, greeted him as an old friend.  

Originally, Galerie Suleiman Leroy had been Galerie Stauros.  But now Alexander 

Stauros had retired. 

“I am Greek and I don’t like paying taxes,” Stauros said. 

Obviously, James turned up at his own opening.  In the past, Suleiman Leroy 

had been Stauros’s life companion.  Both were gay.  But now Stauros had a new 

partner.  They were holding hands and it seemed they were fond of each other.  

Stauros was wearing a long mink coat which reached to the ground. 

“He is wearing a wig,” I whispered to Tatsuko.  I was in her handbag with 

Kamiko.  Françoise, who was Suleiman Leroy’s wife, had just come in.  There was 

no need to introduce her.  She was there for her vanity and wanted to be seen.  
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She was also wearing a mink coat.  It was embroidered with a yellow tiger, 

roaring onto the brown fur background.  It was an excellent Christian Dior 

original creation. 

“What a wonderful fur coat,” Tatsuko remarked. 

“This is not just a fur coat, Tatsuko.  It is a work of art by Christian Dior!” 

The clothes by Issey Miyake that Tatsuko was wearing seemed second-rate.  

Françoise was satisfied with her showing off along with her narcissism.  In the 

nineteen sixties, she had been reputed to be a “hot number” among the people 

who hung around Saint Germain des Prés.  All the men who had had the 

nineteen sixties experiences knew her.  Unfortunately, she had now become an 

alcoholic.  At exhibitions, she drank all the leftovers of the wine glasses, until she 

was completely inebriated.  It was a pitiful sight. 

A few days after, Versace launched his new perfume for men at the 

Orangerie, which was a well-known horticultural garden, with its tropical trees 

in enormous hothouses.  It was still at the end of March when it was rather chilly.  

The invited guests had to leave their overcoats at the entrance.  This gave an 

impression of extreme luxury.  One could satisfy oneself at the sumptuous buffet.  

These hothouses were heated with steam.  Nevertheless, some people still 

complained, which specified the quality of these guests who were at first wearing 

magnificent coats.  Other people who had not left their fur coats at the entrance 

were chatting away under palm trees.  Versace himself, who was wearing one of 

his suits, appeared completely composed, but burst into smiles on seeing his 

models wearing the clothes he had designed. 
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Martin Bradley ~ The People at the Fashion Show ~ acrylic ~ 2001 
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Alexander Stauros, Sebastian, along with other people whom we did not 

know, were seated around the stove.  Tatsuko spent most of her time talking to 

Madame Dimitri.  Versace himself was Italian. 

“Good evening, we also speak Italian,” Tatsuko said. 

“This evening is an Italian festivity, so you can all talk Italian.  It is so nice to 

hear it, since it has a flavor of the Mediterranean,” said Versace, who was 

standing nearby the people who were sitting on the chairs. 

James, who was feeling somewhat cold, said to Sebastian surreptitiously, “I 

am wearing long-john underpants.” 

Stauros, who overheard this furtive remark, said, “In actual fact, it is the 

same with me.  And probably most of the gentlemen here are wearing similar 

underwear.” 

I (Panda) pushed my head out of James’s top pocket. 

“Ah, hullo, good evening,” the artist Sebastian said, with his eyes laughing.  

Sebastian said to me, “I saw you looking at me.  The day after tomorrow, we are 

going back to Tarquinia.  Do come to see us,” to which Tatsuko replied, “We are 

returning to Italy next month.  Please keep in contact.  Marc Carone and his 

family are returning to America on the Queen Elizabeth.” 

The contemporary art world in Paris and London was divided between 

heterosexuals and homosexuals.  There were two kinds of homosexuals.  One 

was the variety that would not admit openly to being gay, so that nobody could 

really know.  Often this sort of gay was married, so as to fit in with the norms of 

Christian society.  The other kind of gay was blatantly apparent.  However, in 

western society, gays were often looked down on, even though many were 

capable of a serious relationship. 
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This was due to the fact that the characteristics of the human race were all 

different, which also implied equality. 

Since then, Versace died.  In the fashion world, he was a personality of great 

talent.  In addition to this person passing away, we have Princess Diana, Michèle 

de Saint Paul, and Alexander Stauros. 

__________ 

12 – We all go to America 

For all that, all of us were going to America for the winter, so we had to get 

ready for the journey.  Of course the reader will believe me, and I can show you 

that from my point of view, everything that happened really was so.  To my 

mind, it was going to be an enormous change. 

Both Mousy and Sexy Girl, who were living on the corner of my bookshelf in 

our Tuscan home near Florence, had to be consulted. 

“Listen, Panda,” Kamiko insisted, “they both have realized what is 

happening.  They are most certainly coming with us.  Just think if they did not 

see us, and we cannot pretend they do not hear us.  They are still little 

individuals like us.  Where shall we hide?  We must take all this into 

consideration.  Tonight I’ll think things over.” 

Two days later, we arrived at Kennedy airport.  Nobody said anything. 

“There was that under-cherished khaki sports bag where we would not be 

noticed,” said Kamiko.  “We were all in a flurry that we would be lost through 

the slightest accident, if this sports bag should be mislaid.  When James handed it 

over to the air hostess at the boarding counter, ‘Ah, only this baggage,’ thought 
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the stewardess to herself.  ‘What on earth are you hiding and where, I wonder?  

In this case it must be stashed away under the plane, so that this sports bag will 

be left behind.’” 

In consternation, Kamiko muttered, “She is just thinking nonsense.  In fact 

whose responsibility is it?” she grumbled, turning towards me.  “Because Sexy 

Girl and Mousy are in this sports bag also,” she went on.  

James simply didn’t like petty bothersome things around— they were to no 

purpose he said. 

Tatsuko laughed and then exclaimed emphatically, “It may be a bit of 

trouble, but if it gets misplaced then all your catalogues and documents are in 

that sports bag.” 

“Tatsuko!  Can you quickly remember what is in that sports bag?” 

“You mean what is inside?  Well now, there is that green jacket you bought in 

Rome.  Then there is that long skirt that you like…  There are also my red boots, 

those short light brown suede boots, your jeans and underclothes, as well as the 

photographs of all your paintings.  If they all get lost, it would be a terrible 

catastrophe.” 

Before being put on the plane, Kamiko and I, along with Mousy and Sexy 

Girl, made absolutely sure that the bag was shut tight and assiduously waited 

patiently.  The atmosphere gradually became more tense.  Tatsuko wanted to 

complain and glared at the stewardess, who was on the other side of the 

Departure Lounge. 

“All our most important things are in that bag.” 

It was cold and raining in New York.  When we got to our hotel in 

Manhattan, there were tips to be paid to the taxi, to the hotel porter, to the 
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doorman.  Everybody wanted a tip.  The more James ran out of small change, the 

more confusing everything became.  Both James and Tatsuko were exhausted and 

getting short-tempered.  They simply wanted to sack out on a bed. 

“The window latch is broken, which is unpleasant.  Psychologically, I cannot 

feel at peace.” 

James with a sour face promptly got up.  For the second time, they looked at 

the window and felt the bed.  James and Tatsuko were moved to another room 

next door.  The following day, our sports bag arrived at the reception desk.  

Kamiko’s joyful cries reverberated through the covering of the sports bag.  

Mousy and Sexy Girl were trembling and sobbing with relief.  Both Kamiko and I 

calmed down, now that we were all together again. 

It was raining all the time and the taxi being late was vexing, since James had 

an appointment with the New York Gimpel Gallery.  There were two paintings 

off their stretchers, so that they would appear less important to the customs 

officials, and were declared as “tapestry designs”.  The gallery director was 

favorably impressed with James’s work and bought one on the spot. 

That evening, Marc and Joany were to arrive in New York from Florida.  We 

had a breakfast date with them for the following day, in order to talk about the 

preparations for the coming show at the Carone Gallery.  

The paintings that Marc had bought and collected for James’s exhibition in 

Florida— all fifteen— had been stolen.  Thieves had broken into his gallery.  He 

hastily requested that James should paint another fifteen pictures to replace those 

that Marc had lost.  In any case, both James and Tatsuko didn’t want to stay in 

Fort Lauderdale for six months.  Hence, they made the choice of the Caribbean 

Island of Santo Domingo.  Breakfast was in English style.  Their simple business 

agreement having been concluded, Marc gave some advice about New York. 
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“You must keep your eyes open.  New York streets are full of dangers.  It is 

not like Fort Lauderdale, so you must be extremely careful.  There are drug 

dealers, pimps, bums, people out of work, and beggars.” 

This was the nineteen eighties, so Martin and Tatsuko decided to explore the 

dangerous thoroughfares of New York.  Later, Mayor Giuliani resolved this 

problem entirely. 

In Fort Lauderdale, those people who had money did not go out at night.  

Only a small amount of money had been hidden inside James’s shirt and his 

small change in another pocket, so that if by any chance James had to surrender 

all his money, it would not be such a disaster. 

“What!  Marc does not like New York?  But it was a good thing making that 

contract with the Gimpel Gallery in New York!”  Tatsuko said.  

“Tomorrow we are going back to Florida.  The day after tomorrow, you will 

be leaving New York for Fort Lauderdale.  Then you will be safe,” Marc insisted. 

We were not even used to this cosmopolitan culture yet.  It rained and kept 

on raining.  This cold wet rain seemed different from the rain in Europe.  It made 

people depressed and brought about pointless squabbling. 

“In the guidebooks, they all say that tips are either ten or twenty percent.  

You always give more.  You are too generous, so they take you for a sucker,” 

Tatsuko grumbled.  “If you have no small change, it cannot be helped,” she went 

on.  “What was the word I used?  Was it sucker?  It means that you get ripped 

off.”  Tatsuko laughed, “You had better learn this word.” 

James zealously looked up the word “sucker” in his Japanese-English pocket 

dictionary.  “Now I understand,” he said. 
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When Tatsuko’s hair was wet and then dried, it turned into something like a 

lion’s mane.  She smoothed it with her hand. 

“What shall we do this evening?  Shall we go out to one those smart Japanese 

restaurants you hear about and have a good meal?  Or are you not interested in 

any kind of entertainment?” 

Tatsuko replied, “You do not know where any Japanese restaurants are.  If 

people come up to you, just turn them away.  At worst, we will be confronted by 

a gang.  On top of all that, this rain is cold and nasty.  Instead of getting paranoid 

when we go out, it might be more fun to be in a warm room and watch a porno 

film on the television,” Tatsuko explained. 

Without much trouble, Kamiko and I, along with the other two, wouldn’t feel 

it was a loss to not explore our surroundings.  James and the other little people 

went out to buy some food, with only a few dollars in hand. 

“So, you are staying behind.  All our valuables are here in this room.  What 

sort of food shall I bring back?” 

Kamiko, Sexy Girl, and Mousy, as well as myself, had been sleeping and we 

wouldn’t mind a few drops of rain.  Putting her pocketbook novel aside, Tatsuko 

apparently dropped off to sleep. 

“Well, you have been for a long walk, and you did not come up against any 

trouble.” 

James was holding a paper bag to his chest, which he held out to Tatsuko. 

“Ho, ho,” she smiled and took a towel and rubbed James’s head and 

shoulders.  She took a hamburger out of the bag. 
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“Before you eat, you should take your coat off.  You won’t eat it while it is so 

hot,” Tatsuko advised.  “You did not come across anything that you had not seen 

before?” 

James shook his head in denial and carried on eating, with his fingers 

covered in grease. 

Apart from the giant publicity photographs of the stars on the Broadway 

theaters, all around there were the neon signs of tawdry strip shows calling for 

customers.  Broadway was a garish amusement center just like anywhere else in 

the world.  The people who are not attracted to such mercenary things are a 

pitiful meager few.  Thereupon I (Panda) decided that for our evening meal we 

would eat American big burgers in our hotel.  Today was Thanksgiving Day, and 

all the restaurants were shut.  To get soaking wet on a wintry night was the real 

disappointment of our first day in America. 

13 – Santo Domingo 

It surged up out of the Caribbean Sea— the natural island that went by the 

name of Santo Domingo.  Again we had arrived in another country we did not 

know. 

The waves swished along the beach.  Palm trees towered above our heads.  

We found ourselves inserted into tropical postcard scenery.  What we were 

gazing at was something completely different from what we had experienced 

previously in New York.  We had to be prudent lest that civilization should 

suddenly confront us.  We started to have the feeling we had been whisked away 

by another world.  This was a utopia that did not exist.  We also had an intuition 

that we might stumble across a treasure.  In place of the Santo Domingo that 

filled our imaginations, we were looking at something real. 
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We were looking at rows of houses, but in fact we were looking for the name 

of an ostentatious hotel, for which a guidebook guaranteed a minimum of 

comfort.  Instead, Kamiko and I spotted a number of cockroaches.  Therefore, it 

probably would be the same with Hotel Columbus. 

Tatsuko looked out of a third floor window.  Running along the seashore was 

a road whereupon there were islanders enjoying the evening cool.  Down below 

there was a row of some ten hats, and seated underneath the third floor window 

were two men talking intently to each other.  One of these persons was carrying a 

tin box.  Two or three youngish people came along.  One of the people who was 

intently talking to the other below in the street was a shoe cleaner.  Directly 

below the third floor was a garage which housed an elegant car.  As one would 

expect, there was a young man in a shirt of primary colors spraying this vehicle 

down.  Alongside the garage was a desolate swimming pool, that had lost its 

popularity, and a faded parasol beside it.  The flow of traffic on the road gave an 

unnerving impression. 

With a look of doubt, Tatsuko recounted the various disparities she had 

discovered.  In the midst of the broken-down jalopies, there were also some large 

classy cars.  Probably half of these cars were old secondhand models. 

After three or four days, we came to realize the realities of this country and 

how the people lived.  The white people were property owners; the middle class 

was brown skinned; and the proletariat was black.  Needless to say, the class 

system depended on skin color.  But here we are referring to Santo Domingo. 

“I have told you on various occasions that in India and Nepal, right up to the 

borders of Tibet, there is in effect a Brahmanical caste system, which is an 

indicator of why the inhabitants are poor,” said I eruditely.  “Such nations are 

pretentiously referred to as ‘Developing Countries’, which include the 

Philippines.  Thailand and certain African countries have come out of the worst 
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of their poverty.  There are, however, some other countries in the world that are 

still in the depths of chronic pauperism and despair.  I don’t think you would 

want to visit one of those places.  But you do know Malaysia and Penang where 

the climate is summery.  It is the same situation here in Santo Domingo, where 

there is an apparent poverty.  This being so, we can live here comfortably, 

without being particularly aware of the ups and downs of its society.  Again, 

there is nothing more to uncover.” 
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In an instant I whispered to James, “The poverty in Hong Kong brings about 

the liveliness of the Chinese living there, which is something I am fond of, even 

though the streets are covered with waste paper and cigarette butts.  As you 

probably know, this island was discovered by Columbus when he went off to 

find Asia.  In the sixteenth century, Santo Domingo was a Spanish colony.  The 

Spanish, French, and English all tried to take over and control this island.  At 

worst, it was a dispute between pirates.  When Columbus arrived, the inhabitants 

practiced a cult that consisted of primitive magic.  The Spaniards forced the 

Catholic faith upon them.  Those that resisted were forced to labor bitterly for the 

Spanish occupiers.  Many died, so that the indigenous population died out.  The 

actual population here is the descendants of slaves imported from Africa.  When 

this island became independent, it was renamed the Dominican Republic.” 

“Do you know when?” James asked. 

“I think it was around eighteen fifty.  However, the other half of this island is 

Haiti— another independent republic that speaks either French or Creole,” I 

(Panda) professorially explained.  “After their independence, these two countries 

had wars with each other,” I continued.  “According to present day reporting, 

there is still a lot of bad feeling between the two parts of this island.  Often the 

Spanish speaking part was at the mercy of dictators.  The opponents to those in 

authority squabbled over property rights.  Most of the Dominican citizens did not 

enter into the quarrels of who should own what.  The situation on the whole was 

similar to the feudalism in Japan, which was indifferent to any aspiration of the 

peasant class.  In the past, the Americans referred to this island as a ‘Banana 

Republic’.  As you are probably aware, even today whole populations are coerced 

to leave sub-Saharan Africa to be worked as slaves. 

“This situation has not changed very much since when ancient Egypt was 

thriving.  Because the proletariat fears the desperate poverty of the past, they try 
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to obey what their bosses tell them.  To try to change the way the working classes 

think is not an easy proposition.  You are now living in a country based on the 

concept of being developed through capitalism.  As a matter of fact, it is an 

underdeveloped region.  The innate populace, from days of old to the present, 

has not had the opportunity of seeing themselves as a nation.  Every trace of their 

cultural history has been willfully obliterated.  While we were sitting in a taxi, all 

I wanted to do was point out the outcome of Columbus’s legacy,” I affirmed, in a 

tutorial manner. 

The beauty of the Caribbean Sea was when the sun went down, looking at it 

from the road that runs along the shoreline.  In spite of the facts, it became a 

romantic and unearthly feeling that one could take delight in.  On facing the old 

town, half of the houses were in a state of dilapidation and it was a slum.  What 

struck one’s notice at first was that many houses had been repaired with sheets of 

plywood and painted with piercingly loud colors— blue, orange, yellow, and 

pastel green.  The choice of these colors empathized with the sunset sky, which in 

turn became a mesmerizing mosaic. 

In various places in the old town, there were rusty oil drums, which served as 

rubbish bins.  These were surrounded by litter of all kinds, especially heaps of 

green banana skins.  As we proceeded in the direction ahead, children held out 

their hands.  Along that street, there was a shop that sold rubber balloons, a 

sweet shop, a fruit shop, as well as a shop that sold postcards, toilet paper, and 

also home-distilled alcohol. 

Then somebody offered to buy dollars, and another person said, “I can really 

be of use to you.  I know a really good barber.” 

The luggage racks of bicycles were loaded up with bottles of bootleg liquor, 

which were being pulled along by adolescents, whereas their companions were 

trying to sell threadbare trousers. 
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Looking down, Tatsuko saw a huge cockroach-like insect.  She stopped 

walking.  Her chest was heaving.  “I can’t bear to look at these things.  Let’s go 

back to the hotel.” 

Just then it was our good fortune that a taxi whizzed by.  “Hey, taxi,” James 

yelled.  The mudguards were battered and rusty and it had dents all over its 

body.  Obviously there was no taximeter.  Needless to say, the taxi driver went to 

our hotel, winding its way through a labyrinth of side streets. 

In the vicinity of our hotel, the nightlife along the shoreline consisted of a 

shop that sold everything in the way of food and drinks, which could only be 

ordered during the day.  After three days of staying in the hotel, the manager 

approached us and asked politely, “Do you like the scenery?  Perhaps there are 

local children who can accompany you on your daily walks.”  The hotel manager 

continued insistingly, “They will shop for you.  It will be no trouble for them.  

The local children are wonderful.” 

On seeing these skinny undernourished children, James gave a handful of 

small change to be shared out between them.  What was happening in this small 

island country was within the limits of our understanding. 

After a few days, we moved to an “Apartment Hotel” in the suburbs of the 

capital.  The reception desk was just like that of any other hotel.  We decided to 

rent a largish room with a double bed.  There was also all the furniture for a 

sitting room, along with a kitchen space, and a bathroom.  This apartment hotel 

was formed by a solid block facing a broad thoroughfare, along which stood a 

row of decorous suburban houses.  This area was entirely different from the old 

town.  On this block there was a restaurant, a hairdresser’s, a bank, and a travel 

agency, as well as a boutique or two.  About 218 yards away was an enormous 

supermarket. 
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“Listen, Kamiko and Panda.  This is the only paradise on earth, because we 

do not have any friends calling on us and there is not any social life, nor are there 

any art dealers.  Whatever friends we make, whatever their social standing, they 

are in complete conformity to where we are now,” said Tatsuko to all our little 

family.  “To make a relationship with other people is not easy.  Either Europe, or 

Japan, or even New York are all very cold just now.  Our bed is large enough for 

us both.  Only wanting to make friendships with decadent people won’t bring 

you any satisfaction,” Tatsuko expounded. 

Just then the room maid broke out into singing, “Vamos a la playa, oh, oh, 

oh.  Vamos a la playa, oh, oh, oh.”  [Let’s go to the beach, oh, oh, oh.] 

Martin Bradley ~ Ways of the Comet on a Frosty Night ~ watercolor ~ 2004 
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14 – Social Strata – Rich and Poor 

I will certainly no longer talk about this subject.  That evening— it was in 

nineteen eighty-five, just when we were about to go out and see the comet— the 

telephone rang.  It was Barbara Schmidt, who was the daughter of an ex-

president of the Dominican Republic.  She said she was coming around to see us.  

When she arrived, she came in an official member of the Senate’s car. 

She said we were going to a neighboring village and that in the trunk of the 

car was a large telescope, so that we could see the comet.  We drove on for about 

an hour.  When we arrived, the scenery changed into a field covered with 

flowers.  In the midst of that field there appeared a farmhand who was engaged 

in doing something.  Also around this farmland were several coconut palms as 

well as banana trees.  Beyond these trees, we made our way through an 

overgrown wood.  It had already become dark.  The road was extremely bumpy 

and we heard “thud, thud”, as we made our way through clods of earth and 

cavities in between.  Suddenly we stopped in front of one of the houses in a 

village.  Somebody turned the oil lamp up.  Three people stood up and bowed 

when they saw the car. 

“Are these people without electricity?” James asked. 

The question was answered with a murmur.  In the darkness of the fall of 

day, Barbara made her way ahead, nodding in assent. 

We soon arrived at our destination.  The sky and the lush vegetation were the 

same color black, and large drops of rain were falling on our heads.  “Here I had 

better say we are coming,” the driver suddenly blurted out.  “If it is alright with 

you, I will go ahead and announce your arrival.” 
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“Now we can pause for a moment or two,” said Barbara. 

“Okay, then let’s do so,” said James. 

A large drop of rain fell on my head but had barely missed Kamiko, who was 

averse to any form of water.  Both of us were in James’s top pocket. 

“What would we do in a downpour when the mud gets stuck to my shoes?” 

grumbled Tatsuko. 

To our utter amazement, our host pointed to a bucket full of beans.  Both 

husband and wife stared at us without a word of greeting.  The wife made signs 

for us to sit down.  She nodded and giggled nervously.  Barbara was glad to be 

sheltered from the rain.  All of a sudden the corrugated iron roof rattled to the 

sound of raindrops.  The thirteen feet by thirteen feet were both the dimensions 

of inside and outside.  Attached to a recently cut down sapling that held up the 

sagging roof was a three-tiered cupboard, upon which were arranged rather 

worn-out aluminum plates that were contrasted by a number of glass dishes.  At 

this point there was a curtain hung, which apparently separated the bedroom 

from the living room.  A girl who looked like a thirteen-year-old rushed into the 

living room, bursting with energy.  She was wearing a simple pale blue dress.  

With a bewildered look on her face, she stared at Tatsuko. 

“Sit next to the lady,” Barbara ordered. 

The girl, holding the protruding parts of the armrests with both hands, sat 

shyly on a rocking chair next to Tatsuko.  Her adolescent spine melted into the 

back of the chair, whilst James sat nonchalantly on a chair without a back.  Our 

host pointed to a chair at the head of the table, then, refusing his normal seat, sat 

down on another chair.  He stretched out his arm and made a gesture that we 

should help him unshell his beans and put them into another receptacle.  He 
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reached for a handful of unshelled beans and started to open the pods into a dish 

on the table. 

“Tatsuko, you must help, too.  It will please them,” Barbara said hastily in 

English, as she sat uncomfortably on a wobbly chair. 

She got up from where she was sitting, gathered the already shelled beans, 

and put them in the dish on the table.  The thirteen-year-old smiled and pushed 

the receptacle towards Barbara.  Tatsuko continued unshelling the beans, until 

the dish on the table was full.  Our host’s son peeped into the opening that served 

as a doorway, holding the waist of his newly-wed bride. 

“We have only come to say hullo,” he said politely. 

Our hostess yelled something at them.  The couple retired to another tent that 

was only a few yards away.  After a little while, the wife of our host came in with 

cups of Santo Domingo coffee. 

“This coffee is really delicious.  What we drink in Europe or America can 

never come up to the taste of this,” Tatsuko said with a smile on her face. 

The son handed a plate over to his mother.  “These are crackers made out of 

potatoes,” he said. 

Tatsuko thought to herself, ‘What these people eat normally cannot have any 

real flavor.’ 

“These crackers are an absolute delight.  Thank you so much,” Barbara said, 

showing her appreciation. 

“We are all hungry.  Along the road that follows the shoreline there must be 

somebody who is selling something edible,” James said to the driver. 



The Little Panda 

78 

“Yes, there are people selling things to eat, but tomorrow you will get a big 

dose of diarrhea,” Barbara explained with a big laugh.  “The driver will take a 

look in some restaurants.  Then he will show his approval or dissent by nodding.  

Tonight we will finish the evening by eating green bananas,” said Barbara 

cheerfully, as both James and Tatsuko turned pale at the thought. 

On returning to the old town, we arrived at a restaurant giving out the 

sounds of Latin music.  It was called “La Maison de la Cave”, and it was serving 

evening meals. 

“This place is frequented by all the smart people.  For the bourgeoisie, it is an 

‘in place’,” said Barbara.  “Here they may even look down on you,” she added.  “I 

wanted to show you the reality of my country.  You already understand.  I 

needed to show you, as friends, how I think— this restaurant is not as 

fashionable as they would like it to be.  On the whole, it is difficult to really 

communicate with these people.  But no doubt you can form a relationship with 

ordinary working people,” Barbara pointed out joyfully. 

“Well, Barbara, you never have told us your age,” Tatsuko asked awkwardly. 

“I am thirty-two.  Why do you ask?  I have met several people whom I liked.  

But my family would not understand.” 

“But you always have such sad eyes,” Tatsuko replied. 

Barbara suggested that we should not repeat these things to anyone else. 

“To be able to hold on to a good relationship is extremely difficult.  Your 

personal situation is as you say.  You have not met a suitable man.  Love 

relationships are often painful, as well as being written on our facial expressions.  

We get the impression you are lonely,” said Tatsuko. 
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“You are sensitive about your family, who gave you an excellent education.  

Your destiny is that of an ex-president’s daughter, and it might be hard for you to 

find true happiness for yourself,” added James, with a serious expression on his 

face. 

I (Panda), who was also interested in this conversation, struggled out of 

James’s top pocket to hear more. 

The upper crust area of Santo Domingo was dotted here and there with 

ministries and every embassy imaginable.  Foreigners on the whole were 

neglectfully set apart elegantly on their own.  The clientele of the foreign-owned 

supermarkets were middle-aged white ladies in gaudy dresses.  Their pushcarts, 

followed by their respective servants, were piled to the brim with various kinds 

of foods.  Were those ladies who were tussling with two pushcarts and their 

workers the upper classes of Santo Domingo?  Were the workers’ wages being 

pushed down further? 

The poorest of the poor were the victims of the whole set of historical 

circumstances.  Bellhops demonstrated their liveliness, in order to earn tips.  Here 

James had a certain popularity with the people who worked in our ‘Aparthotel’.  

Now and then James told the maid not to tidy up our room and gave her five 

pesos.  She was overjoyed to put toilet paper and soap in their places in 

abundance. 

Going to the hairdresser’s was a depressing business.  Tatsuko only spoke 

Italian and wanted to have her hair dyed a wine color.  All this had to be 

communicated through hand gestures.  The hairdresser spoke to Tatsuko in 

Caribbean Spanish.  Opposite the show window, glassware and pottery were 

displayed on a shelf.  Along another wall were hung various articles of clothing.  

There were secondhand shoes arranged in a showcase.  Did the hairdresser hire 

them out— or were they for sale?  There was an elderly woman who came by 
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selling doughnuts.  At the entrance of this hairdresser’s, another woman, the 

color of peanuts, just sat at her desk and took the money. 

When one left the supermarket, there were children begging for coins.  James, 

on his walks along the coastline, often encountered four or five children asking 

for coins.  James usually gave them some.  Usually he worked in the mornings 

and afterwards had a siesta, and then went for a long walk for the sake of his 

heart. 

One thing Tatsuko noticed about the country— however poor it may have 

seemed, she never felt the presence of danger.  From the Dominican point of 

view, we were simply rich Americans.  We were seen as good people, and the 

elderly man simply went for walks.  At times she became a little hungry and 

wanted an ice cream. 

“Can I have a big one?” she would ask. 

“It will cost you twenty-five centavos,” the ice cream vendor replied to 

Tatsuko. 

15 – We go as tourists to Puerto Plata 

The guidebooks claimed that Puerto Plata had the most beautiful beach in 

Santo Domingo.  It was the place for vacationing tourists.  We went there by bus 

and were shaken up for an interminable three hours.  Kamiko got sick and threw 

up all over James’s pocket book.  I also looked a little green.  On the way, we saw 

a lot of untended jungle, coconut trees, banana plantations, and also mountain 

villages.  To what Tatsuko remembers, the lives of the people who worked the 

land appeared as though they were “extras” in a Hollywood film.  Jungle 

immediately appeared in the areas that were unpopulated.  There were wooden 



Tatsu Bradley 

 81 

huts that had been painted sky-blue, orange, and green, which made one think of 

the films of the American pioneer days. 

When we arrived at our destination, we were dumbfounded.  This certainly 

was a holiday resort.  The hotel had huge grounds, scattered all over with 

foreigners taking it easy.  The vista of the sea was ultramarine blue.  The beach 

had white sand shaded by coconut trees.  There were people playing about in the 

enormous swimming pool.  This year like other years, things were built entirely 

for the taste of the American middle class.  Were there any kinds of amusements 

in the hotel itself?  All this appeared to Kamiko and myself like the commercial 

posters promoting the Dominican tourist industry in the Paris underground, 

which also gave the same impression as Italian television commercials. 

Nobody was to be found on this wonderful beach, except one or two 

employees of the big hotel.  Again, this was a project put up by the airline 

companies, travel agencies, and people who were involved in the hotel industry.  

A number of businesses related to the tourist industry had been brought en 

masse into the area.  The original inhabitants of Puerto Plata were not allowed to 

enter the precincts of the “tourist area” and were kept at a distance.  Tourists 

were encouraged to follow the sidewalk, which led to a lavishly decorated 

restaurant, a café, a nightclub, and a discotheque. 

“How did all this come about?” I asked. 

“Just look around and think.  These kinds of amusements are for those 

people who come from the big cities.  It is enough to make me sick,” answered 

Tatsuko.  “The people living in this present age long for and even crave simple 

natural surroundings.  They are obliged to pay an airline in order to come here.  

What did these people really want when they paid for this vacation?  What they 

decided on was a change.  It does not matter whether they go to Morocco, South 

Africa, or Spain,” said Tatsuko laughing.  “What these people really want is an 
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artificial swimming pool to splash about in, which is something these people are 

used to.” 

“My impression is that people of our present age are disgraceful and in some 

way or another have gone wrong,” I (Panda) said in a preachy way. 

“Should we not find a suitable hotel for ourselves?” Kamiko advised.  

“Wouldn’t you like to play on this wide and crystal-blue beach for a while?” 

Taking a deep breath, Tatsuko turned round and saw the following 

weatherworn signboards “Bar” and “Hotel” straight in front of her.  As though 

having been led, she found that the hotel room was forty-seven pesos a night.  

The walls of the room were thinly painted.  The bedspread had a faded flower 

pattern, and the sheets were almost threadbare.  There were a number of tiles 

missing in the bathroom, with rusty faucets at an old-fashioned washbasin. 

“This is well within the bounds of the Dominican tradition.  It is a hotel for 

the inhabitants.  Obviously, we are not satisfied,” I said. 

“Yes, this is where the local middle class stayed when they went on holiday.  

Some time ago, this was the only hotel,” Tatsuko replied, with an expression of 

consolation.  “This isn’t the Ritz, but it is a place to sleep.” 

The next morning, James and Tatsuko woke up early.  A German girl opened 

the shop by the hotel.  James bought a pair of swimming trunks, and Tatsuko 

bought various things she needed.  She had decided to use the black underwear 

she had bought in Paris a year ago as a bathing suit.  Then, over an oldish white 

sweater, she slung a black handbag in the shape of a rucksack over her shoulder. 

“Where shall we have morning coffee?” James asked. 

One of the owners of the café along the sidewalk of the beach said he was a 

Belgian, along with a Dutchman who had spent his life drinking beer.  These two 
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gave us a very strange impression.  Were they war criminals hiding from Allied 

justice? 

“Their faces look as though there is something fishy about them.  They are 

neither Flemish nor Dutch,” said James. 

“Why do you say that?” I asked. 

“I just have a strange feeling that, due to their past karma in which they may 

have been pirates, for some strange reason or other they got washed up here,” 

answered James. 

“All have affinities, which were their karmic circumstances when they were 

born.  Nobody would believe your reasoning, if you were to express your 

thoughts out loud,” said I (Panda) in a whisper. 

“Oh yes, they certainly have affinities with piracy, and after World War II 

they came here to live.  At first, they started a business in Trujillo’s time.  Now 

they merely pander to the baser whims of foreign tourists, in order to continue 

living here as they do,” James replied. 

“Nevertheless, it is mysterious the way you both have arrived on this island,” 

I said. 

Two children came up to the table.  In their hands were vivid rose-pink 

flowers.  Tatsuko said politely to the five-year-old that he ought to go to school, 

so that he could do something better when he got bigger.  The boy opened his 

eyes wide at these kind words.  James put some small change into the pocket of 

the trousers this child was wearing. 

“Give him some pesos, James.” 

The child gave a look of surprise. 
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“What a wonderful day at the seaside,” said Kamiko. 

In her canvas shoes, the white sweater over her swimsuit, and a black plastic 

rucksack dangling at her side, Tatsuko, as well as James and we two little people 

inside the bag, went off to the crystal-colored ripples of the deep blue sea, whose 

blueness grew in intensity as you looked into the distance.  The ripples of the 

water at the edge of the sea grew heavier, as we kicked and splashed our way 

through.  Nobody passed us, nor were there any footprints on the sand of this 

wonderful beach.  How far would this beach continue? 

The pieces of wood floating in the sea looked as though they had been 

beautifully sandpapered.  One large piece of sea-polished wood was so seducing 

that both Tatsuko and James decided to sit on it for a while.  The white sand 

under the water stretched out towards the graded blues of the sea.  The horizon 

turned into a deep indigo skyline.  This was a moment for deep speculation. 
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16 – As tourists in Puerto Plata (I) 

This beach on the island of Santo Domingo was considered the most 

splendid.  It was a destination where tourists would spend their holidays.  It only 

took three hours by bus to get to this place.  The bus had to pass through areas of 

jungle, coconut palms, and the villages attached to banana plantations, painted in 

bright and pleasing colors. 

There was nobody on the beach and only one large piece of driftwood.  James 

and Tatsuko just stared at the blue sea without saying anything that would spoil 

the magic of the moment. 

“James,” I said, pushing my face out of Tatsuko’s sweater pocket, “you 

successfully crossed the desert.  Did you have the feeling of just going for a walk?  

Or did you plod on because there was no other choice?” 

“No,” James answered.  “The eyes of the Legion and the Moroccan frontier 

guards were not only concentrated behind the sand dunes but also among the 

rocks in a way you cannot imagine.  So we waited until nightfall and crossed the 

border by walking in the sea, with only our heads above the water.” 

I then said, “From a distance, your heads would look like flotsam and jetsam.  

I didn’t think of that.” 
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Martin Bradley ~ A Walk along the Beach on a Chilly Day ~ watercolor ~ 2006 

 “It was a narrow escape from death,” James continued.  “It was fortunate 

that it all came off so well and an enormous stroke of luck.  When I look back at 

those times, it was something like a dream within a dream.” 
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I (Panda) pursued my inquiry.  “You already had an aversion to present-day 

society, and at the same time you wanted to see what hell was really like.  Since 

at that strange time of your life you already were in Spain, you joined the foreign 

legion, whose severity was notorious.  Through your wanderings in the past, you 

were able to think about the bare realities of existence.  What did it mean to 

enrich your personality or to build deep down in your mind something special?  

At that time, could you guess how things would turn out?” 

Whether this way of passing the time by chatting was a good thing or a bad 

thing, it helped us to understand each other.  We cannot ever guess what life 

holds for us. 

Even though I had gotten a little tense with asking so many questions, I 

continued.  “After a number of years, you went to the Far East in search of the 

Buddha teaching.  You spent some time in India, Hong Kong, and even in Japan.  

You do not seem to be fed up with your quest for the meaning of life.  When you 

were young, you made enormous efforts to become a painter.  But were you 

terribly lonely, since you are such a sensitive person?” I said stiffly. 

“Hmm, Panda understands life better than I thought.  Maybe it was really so.  

I don’t remember.  It is now eleven o’clock, and the bus leaves at midday.” 

“I would like to stay a bit longer,” I pleaded. 

“You mean we must go back.”  Kamiko’s muffled voice echoed through the 

strands of wool of Tatsuko’s sweater.  “It will take an hour or two, and then we 

will get hungry and tired.  So we had better buy some sandwiches and eat them 

just now.  That would be the sensible thing to do.” 

“And then go back to the hotel and have a nap?” added James. 
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“No,” I said.  “Nowadays young people imagine violent situations but are 

incapable of putting these feelings into reality,” I went on. 

“My father was brought up militaristically as an English gentleman, which 

was his fundamental way of thinking,” James said to me.  “During World War II, 

he was on Prime Minister Churchill’s personal staff.  Furthermore, my father was 

extremely severe.  People who do not know what war is cannot possibly 

understand the limits of human emotions.  So, in order to oppose this way of 

thinking, I ran away to sea as a mess boy, cabin boy, or galley boy.  I became a 

painter, and then, having joined the Foreign Legion, I found myself in the process 

of deserting it.” 

“You were young then,” I said.  “Did you not take into account how things 

would turn out?” 

“According to my experience, it was so, and therefore I needed to face the 

challenge of certain death in trying to escape,” said James.  “Perhaps I needed 

such an experience in order to live with myself.” 

“At that time, were you already aware of the possibility of dying?” I asked, 

still full of curiosity.  “Then you will have to go through this experience of the 

bitterness of life for consequent existences.  What is life then?  It is said to be only 

mind.  To become fully aware of what life really is, you only need a single instant 

of mind.  There is no escape from being reborn in one of the six realms where 

dharmas occur.  To try to escape from life is beyond our strength.  Even if you 

can isolate yourself from existence by taking holy orders, it can only be 

something for the time being.  Nevertheless, I fully understand how such a 

situation can come about.  If we are capable of looking into the distance, we can 

arrive at the summit.  When we arrive at the peak, we can then take a rest.” 
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The following day, we were able to enjoy our coffee, taking it easy under a 

traditional parasol made of palm leaves. 

“The coffee here in Santo Domingo is delicious.  It is the superlative of all 

coffees.  Where in Europe or America could you find such a fragrant morning 

drink?  I don’t like coffee except when it is really tasty.  When I was a student and 

in lodgings, the woman who ran the place had relatives in Brazil who used to 

send her coffee from time to time.  The coffee had a green tinge about it.  I will 

never forget the flavor of the coffee at that time.  Usually I do not drink coffee in 

Japanese coffee shops.  However, I will willingly drink the coffee here in Santo 

Domingo,” Tatsuko recounted. 

Some distance from the other side of the table, there were two people staring 

at us.  When the waitress, who was wearing an apron, had gone off to do 

something, these two people approached us.  One of the persons was brown-

skinned and spoke English with a marked New York accent. 

“I was just passing by and am managing a sort of hotel.  My friend here is 

from Scotland and is a seaman who regularly comes here.” 

“I am an Englishman and my wife is Japanese.  We are running away from 

the winter in western Europe, hence our choice of this island,” said James. 

“At first I noticed the lady’s silver belt.  Where did she buy it?” 

“We bought it in Rome, as a pleasant piece of fantasy.” 

“Yes, you really notice it. I’d be grateful if you would sell it.”  The brown-

skinned man suddenly broke into Japanese. 

“So that is what he wants.  He must be joking,” said James. 

“No, I’m serious.  I would like to buy it.” 
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Tatsuko was very particular about how she looked, with her black ensemble 

both top and bottom, whose skirt was like a samurai’s pleated formal trousers 

(hakama).  Around her waist Tatsuko wore a plain leather belt, and over that she 

slung loosely two broad silver belts about two and three-quarters inches wide.  

She hurriedly put both belts into her bag.  Tatsuko did not want to sell them.  In 

that period, they were fairly expensive and cost twenty thousand lire. 

“While your wife is traveling, she will be worried about her accessories.” 

“What is Puerto Plata like?  Since it is so near, we would like to go and see,” 

Tatsuko said to the brown man. 

“You’d better forget about it.  There are lots of smalltime gangsters, and it 

would be completely unwise to be distracted for a second.  Here is a good place 

to be.  It is quite different from New York.  There, there are woman pimps, and 

the police can be bothersome.  The social system and everything to do with it are 

in complete confusion.  To live away from all that is much better.  Here in Santo 

Domingo’s Puerto Plata, you can live in peace and be at ease.” 

Tatsuko said to James in Japanese slang, “What he really is up to is that he is 

a pimp.” 

Then Sonny Poppy stood by the side of the café table and presented us with a 

card on which it said “Hotel Poppy”. 

“When you guys have got time, come over to my place.  There is a big room 

for you two, and another you can use as a studio.  Don’t be ashamed and be 

broadminded, I’m telling you,” said Sonny.  “Eh, what did I say about a pimp’s 

occupation?  I don’t remember,” Sonny said half-jokingly and half-seriously. 

“Okay, he will rent two rooms.  That is his sideline, it seems,” James 

murmured. 
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“Tomorrow at a suitable time, we won’t wander around the streets just 

looking at things, but without a program or any object in mind.  We will take a 

look.  It might be interesting,” said Tatsuko. 

At this suggestion, I was full of curiosity and wanted to do some exploring. 

The following morning, James rubbed his hand over Tatsuko’s back, so as to 

wake her up.  Then he said, “It is time we went there.  Let’s go there and say 

‘hullo’.” 

Half of the entrance was occupied with a large signboard that simply said 

“Bar”.  Sonny, with rounded eyes, was taken aback and put two glasses onto the 

bar and pointed to two round stools. 

“Take a seat,” he said, and then sat down himself behind the counter. 

Sonny Poppy, in an indolent manner, showed us the room just above the bar. 

“Having got this far it would not be right not to take a good look,” Tatsuko 

said in an undertone.  Anyway, to say we agree is not possible.  Nevertheless, we 

should see for ourselves.” 

The bed was fusty.  There was a mirror and an old-fashioned radio, along 

with a curtain around a washbasin.  Sonny Poppy claimed he could not find the 

keys to the larger room and was amused at this game.  The opposite wall was so 

flimsy that even the slightest sound was audible. 

Without being asked to, three women pushed their way into the room.  On 

guessing what their names should be— Janet Clapp, Polly Syph, and Mary 

Aids— when they had left the room, James immediately put his hand in front of 

his mouth in order to hide his laughter. 
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Tatsuko put her hand onto her chest and spluttered, “I suppose their names 

are Clappsie, Syphie, and Aidsie.” 

Sonny Poppy was an apparently honest man.  He publically admitted that he 

was a pimp. 

“We did not want to offend you,“ said Tatsuko. 

I felt enormous compassion for these girls. 

We stayed for more than three months in the aparthotel, during which time 

James had painted more than ten acrylics on canvas.  Somehow or other, the 

feeling of these ten paintings made in Santo Domingo had something different 

about them, as opposed to what he had painted in Europe.  It was already 

Christmas, only to be followed by the New Year (1986).  It was not cold.  

Although Tatsuko had not forgotten how she felt at that period, she was 

complete in natural development and was fully enjoying her maturity. 

There was a problem— that of getting the paintings on canvas through the 

customs. 

James said, “Then we will declare them as ten acrylic paintings on canvas 

rolled up.” 

With a straight face, James whispered the word “bribe” to the customs 

official, offered the money so that nobody could see, and made sure that our 

luggage was loaded onto the plane.  As usual, everything went smoothly. 

On looking out of the window of our aparthotel onto the homes of the 

ministers and high functionaries of the Dominican Republic, on their lawns one 

could see chickens running about amusing themselves.  Was this how the 

Dominican Republic presented itself to the world? 
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During the period of the presidential elections, less worthy politicians turned 

the whole thing into a war of the hungry ghosts.  Who was to win these elections 

didn’t matter.  What was important to the maid of the aparthotel was that the 

clients forked out a generous tip.  She would then stuff the lavatories with ever so 

much toilet paper. 

One day, on the state-run black-and-white television, there was a program of 

a straightforward cockerel fight, upon which the viewers could gamble.  All the 

cruelty was publicly exposed on the screen.  James called out to Tatsuko and told 

her what was happening.  It was reality and not a dream.  The cockerels were 

screeching at each other, “ka ka and peck peck”. 

“There are people making money out of this,” Tatsuko said.  “This must be 

the cheapest television program on the planet.” 

Immediately afterwards, James looked in the direction of the sumptuous 

dwellings of various government officials and then thought about the shanty huts 

of in the midst of the banana trees.  In these small huts lived families made up of 

five people, two half-starved dogs, a few chickens, and some ducks that could 

waddle about around the hut.  The water pipes along the sides of the road, whose 

sections had often been broken, gushed into pools by the roadside and were the 

drinking water of the lower echelons of Dominican society.  When the rain fell in 

torrents, these water pockets turned into lakes.  This was a problem that had to be 

solved and was absolutely necessary for the survival of the inhabitants.  

Wherever there was a piece of open space, it was occupied by a large luxury car, 

for fear of thieves.  These cars left their parking spaces and returned at all hours 

of the day and night.  Then there was the continuous gurgle of water, as it was 

being pumped into the ponds.  
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This was something of real interest.  Maybe we could describe all this in a 

letter to Damiano and Brunella.  No doubt they would think that Tatsuko was 

exaggerating.  Also, I (Panda) was really fond of this family. 

“You didn’t sleep last night, and you seem a little bad-tempered,” James tried 

to console Tatsuko. 

“It was that dog that kept on whining from midnight until dawn.  Maybe I 

couldn’t get to sleep due to that dog’s hunger.  I stopped being angry and slipped 

into a dream in which I was cutting up pieces of meat in order to feed it.  Then, 

after that, it became daybreak.  Those chickens and ducks make such a terrible 

row.  Then there was the noise of lorries starting up their engines.  A parrot that 

is living somewhere on the side of this apartment imitates the sound of the 

trucks.  All of this is pollution.  By the side of the hotel is a clump of trees.  You 

cannot see the birds, but their twittering is really music.” 

Tatsuko exclaimed, “James!  James!  Come and listen.  This is really a 

wonderful orchestra.” 

“I cannot sleep,” James replied in an angry voice. 

One could not see the owners of these wonderful voices.  Tatsuko, on 

opening wide the window and gazing at the cluster of trees in the garden of a 

lawyer’s office, was unable to see the nondescript color of the birds on the roof.  

In the carefully-tended garden, the flowers and the birds underlined the special 

beauty of this tropical island, as well as its sun and sea. 
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17 – Florida 

During the month of March, we returned to Fort Lauderdale in Florida.  

James’s exhibition ended up by being a great success. 

Marc asked James, “Is the function of art to reveal our sense of awareness?” 

James replied, “It is rebellion, which in a sense is renovation and creativity.  If 

one’s faith and conviction are the basis of an artist’s work, then it becomes a 

totally free form of expression.  Both painting and sculpture are means whereby 

artists can express the whole of their personalities in visual terms.  When the 

artist is able to feel these things, a work of art becomes a communication to the 

viewers who are sensitive to the arts that we look at.  Wrestling with the 

imagination is something that I really understand, and I try to communicate it to 

other people.  If I were to try to paint what is in the foundation of my mind, 

nobody would understand it.  This is because it is based on the essential of 

Buddhist philosophy.  Those people who have entirely lost this foundation to 

their lives will never understand these paintings.  The center of the present-day 

civilization is America, whose economy is based upon democracy and capitalism.  

There are people who are living here on this continent who are involved with a 

culture that is free.” 

Mousy, Sexy Girl, Kamiko, and myself who were all in James’s pocket, 

nodded in assent to this discourse. 

That idea that you could simply sunbathe on a Miami beach was not so bad.  

Both Kamiko and I became tourists in an area where to be the owner of a yacht 

was not such a cultural rarity.  So we had to see where these yachts were moored. 
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Where the river ran into the sea, there were numerous bays with either bigger 

or smaller islands next to them.  Not a single cigarette end was in sight on the 

sidewalk.  Also there was a superb road upon which cars of high quality glided 

along.  On the islands that were somebody’s property, various boats were tied up 

alongside.  In the carefully tended gardens, each one had its respective 

swimming pool.  Most gardens had clusters of coconut palms and banana trees, 

along with diverse colored flowers of a tropical region. Also, there were both big 

and small birds walking or hopping about in these ornamental grounds. 

Marc’s son, who was acting as guide, said this area was referred to as the 

“American Venice”.  Tatsuko was wearing a green maxi-skirt and a blouse of the 

same color.  Her wine-colored hair was enhanced by either a pink or purple 

tropical flower, which she changed from day to day.  Passersby would whisper, 

“She is lovely.” 

The local populace saw us as European tourists.  “You speak such elegant 

English, and you are so well dressed.” 

Tatsuko bought a cowboy belt at one of the boutiques.  The next day we 

visited the local museum, and the director came to meet us and show us around, 

especially the department where the art collection was kept. 

“The people in this area do not understand what it means to be economically 

restricted.  On the whole, they have never gone through a severe financial crisis, 

and this can be a problem,” the museum director said intently, pressing his lips 

together. 

The museum director was in the habit of making himself agreeable to other 

people.  There was no sarcasm about him; yet he had no real sense of humor.  He 

apparently made statements about things just as they were. 
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When he took us to dinner, it was at a hotel whose glass windows were 

covered with lettering “Restaurant Haute Cuisine Française”.  On either side of 

this hotel, there was a “Boutique Champs Elysées”, a shop called “Giardino”, and 

another establishment called “Tea Room”.  Everybody tried not to laugh at the 

European-sounding names. 

“It is one of the local complexes.  You shouldn’t think about it too much,” the 

museum director said to both of us. 

Joany said, “The government has subjugated all the mosquitoes down to the 

very last one.” 

It was more than perfection.  To carry out this operation in a peaceable 

manner would amount to inattentiveness.  On the whole, most people had a maid 

and a gardener.  It seemed that these kinds of helpers were living in a designated 

part of town.  Most of them came from Haiti or were African Americans, whereas 

others came from Central America. 

The next day, Marc and Joany with their two children Daniel and Elena, as 

well as James with me in his top jacket pocket, and Tatsuko with Kamiko 

carefully placed between the pages of our telephone and address notebook in 

Tatsuko’s handbag— all of us were invited to lunch at a big client of Marc’s, in 

his private island home.  This client was a biochemist, who was highly involved 

in the making of medicines and had thereby become a millionaire.  At the 

entrance, there was a canvas more than six and a half feet by six and a half, which 

James had sold to an art dealer in Rome.  Moored to this island were a bigger and 

smaller yacht, and of course there was a swimming pool.  All the wall space was 

occupied by well-known artists, such as Sebastian, Appel, Corneille, and even 

Paul Klee.  There was gold cutlery on the table.  Lunch was a whole lobster for 

each guest, deliciously prepared.  Furthermore, in the washroom, even the 

faucets were made of gold. 
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What interested this biochemist and his wife most was to go on safari.  Albeit 

the wife of this chemist wanted to show her sculpture, it consisted of two marble 

egg shapes indented with a haphazard notching. 

James said politely, “These are very interesting shapes.  If you were to put on 

a show, you would probably sell reasonably well.” 

Marc, in his role as an art dealer, whispered into James’s ear, “This is a rich 

person’s hobby, and as you know this sculpture is not good enough for a 

gallery.” 

18 – The United States of America 

We crossed over from Miami to Los Angeles in California, where we were 

welcomed by a collector friend from Santa Monica.  A year previously she had 

come to our house in the Italian countryside.  Also she had visited our flat in 

Paris.  On account of this acquaintance, we had also promised to visit her, if we 

ever came to America. 

Anna’s house was in Beverly Hills, which was an area where the more 

moneyed inhabitants of Los Angeles lived.  The garden was in the style of those 

in Japan.  A specialized gardener came regularly to maintain it.  Anna made 

sculpture.  Her works were placed in a Japanese Buddha altar, which gave this 

stand for an object of veneration an uneven appearance.  She asked for some 

criticism and said she would like to do a one-man show in Japan.  This would 

become the cornerstone of a career in the art world.  She would pay all the 

expenses.  Anna was a widow who was extremely rich and the main shareholder 

of a well-known shoemaking company. 
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On the first day, she invited us to a Japanese restaurant.  The cook who was 

also the owner was highly impressed by James’s Japanese.  He made a present of 

a teapot, which was popular in Japan during the nineteen forties.  After lunch, we 

said we would like to go for a stroll around Santa Monica, so as to take in 

something of the atmosphere in that locality. 

As we wandered aimlessly around Santa Monica, we came across an antique 

shop, where we bought a netsuke of a dog copulating with a pig that was carved 

in ivory.  What was interesting was that the antique dealer did not know what 

this object was.  For him it was just a curio. 

I (Panda) said that buying a figurine that depicted two animals having sex 

was an unbounded extravagance.  We both burst out laughing.  I made a 

disgusted expression and muttered, “a dog with a pig”.  However, we were 

surprised at our finding a real netsuke in what was apparently a junk shop.  

Kamiko curled up in discomfiture, as Tatsuko dropped the lewd object into her 

handbag. 

The name Hollywood came into view, as we were confronted by the huge 

letters on the side of a hill. 

“What would we do if we went there?” asked James. 

“We would be forced to listen to a lot of explanations or see some old films,” 

answered Tatsuko.  “I don’t want to think about such a thing at present,” she 

continued under her breath.  “I am enjoying all this.” 

The next day we left for Los Angeles.  In the plane on our way to Hawaii, 

James had a heart attack.  Tatsuko was at a loss.  When the plane landed in 

Hawaii, there was an ambulance waiting which took James to a hospital, where 

he stayed for ten days while they examined his heart and gave him the necessary 

medication.  For Tatsuko, this was a period of deep anxiety.  James had three 
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heart attacks on this journey.  On each occasion, he was temporarily restored to 

health.  So we started on our return trip to Europe.  The final objective of this 

journey was Japan. 

Both Kamiko and myself were worried, as well as Mousy and Sexy Girl, but 

there was nothing we could do. 

Obviously, neither the scenery nor the environment of Hawaii entered 

Tatsuko’s thoughts, which were dominated by how she could help James.  She 

was shaken up, but nevertheless took control.  She listened carefully to the 

explanations of the doctors, even though she only had a sketchy knowledge of 

English learned in school.  On the other hand, she spoke Italian, French, and 

Japanese, without any impediment.  As the family was without insurance, she 

discussed as to whether we should pay cash.  However, the doctors, the head of 

the hospital office, and the nurses all agreed that when we returned to Europe, 

we would be able to pay through the French national insurance. 

The Hawaiian sea was cobalt blue, and none of the beaches had anything to 

do with the hotel industry.  (This was the third time Tatsuko had visited Hawaii, 

which had little or no interest for her.)  On her own, she found a snug and cozy 

hotel and ate very simply.  Hawaii at that time was a sad place to be. 

James had his first heart attack when he was fifty.  That was when we went to 

England for a visit.  Then he had another attack when we were living in Italy near 

Florence.  Later, he had another attack in Bruges, where we had bought a house.  

Since Brussels was the capital of the European Union, we had already sold our 

house in Italy.  We lived in Belgium for about thirty years.  Medicine has made 

great advances since James had his first heart attack.  He has had three operations 

on his heart. 
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I was taken aback by the stoutheartedness of Tatsuko.  Kamiko, Sexy Girl, 

Mousy, and I diligently recited the title and theme of the Dharma Flower Sutra for 

James and Tatsuko, so that life would return to normal. 

[The title and theme is Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō, which means to devote our 

lives to and found them on (Nam) the Utterness of the Dharma (Myōhō) (entirety 

of existence, enlightenment and unenlightenment) permeated by the underlying 

white lotus flower-like mechanism of the interdependence of cause, 

concomitancy and effect (Renge) in its whereabouts of the ten (psychological) 

realms of dharmas (Kyō).] 

I first met James and Tatsuko during the winter of nineteen eighty-five, 

which is something I shall never forget.  Later that year we went on our first trip 

to America, where we stayed in New York for a few days.  Ever since I have been 

able to look at the Caribbean Sea, I (Panda) have decided to put everything down 

in writing. 

Due to these four months of our stay in Santo Domingo, I spent a lot of time 

looking into various things.  Or rather, I learned a lot of particulars would be a 

more suitable way of saying it.  James and Tatsuko did not simply meet each 

other in Rome.  They were married in the town hall of the London suburb of 

Richmond on Thames and later by Richard Causton in the Buddhist Center also 

in Richmond.  They spent their honeymoon at Bernard’s country estate.  All this 

was on account of their old friendship.  The marriage party was held in Bernard’s 

London house.  After their wedding, they went straight to Bernard’s family’s 

country seat, where there was a lake, a forest, horses, cows, and wild deer.  Also 

there were flocks of sheep nourishing themselves on the green hills of Surrey.  I 

asked for a photograph from Bernard, for which I am grateful. 

Please excuse me— my narrative has gone a bit off the rails.  It is now the 

twentieth of February of the year two thousand twelve.  They still have fond 
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memories of the past, but they look forward towards the future.  Again I must 

look towards the long ago past, in order to write this all down.  

Since it would only take about a four-hour flight in order to reach Japan, we 

thought a bit of rest and recreation would be a good idea.  We phoned Brunella 

and Damiano telling them that we would be glad to act as tour guides, so that we 

could show them something of Japan.  After James’s two weeks in the hospital, 

he came out in perfectly good shape.  It was now April, and the cherry blossoms 

would be out. 

Damiano and Brunella were like members of the family.  This couple had 

become engaged while they were university students.  Albeit they had come to 

visit us every weekend in our country house in Tuscany, they were deeply 

interested in Buddhist philosophy.  Also they were practitioners of the Kōmon 

School of Nichiren’s teaching.  Brunella and Tatsuko had become close friends.  

They always had extremely long sessions of gossiping on the phone.  Damiano 

ran a travel agency and was also the owner of a company that had something to 

do with computers.  Often he consulted James on the finer points of the Buddha 

teaching.  Throughout the course of the two weeks while James was in hospital, 

they had been anxious about his health. 

Brunella’s family was originally from Sienna and was the final descendant of 

the renowned Ugolini family.  Both Brunella and Damiano wanted to be together 

from morning until night.  They accompanied us from Tokyo to Hamamatsu and 

then on to Nagoya.  We didn’t go to Osaka.  At that time, Tatsuko had lived apart 

from her family, although from time to time she went back home on visits.  Her 

elder sister had weakened and had become ill.  Also, her elderly mother was in 

the hospital, which caused a lot of worry.  Her father had already passed away.  

When Tatsuko had the time, she went as often as she could to visit her mother. 
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“When will I next see you?” she would say, every time Tatsuko went to visit.  

Every time she would say the same thing— it was almost laughable. 

Later Tatsuko only saw her two times, since coming from Italy was not so 

simple.  Her mother, hoping to see her daughter again, passed away in nineteen 

ninety-two.  Her elder sister was put in the hospital on account of a cerebral 

hemorrhage.  She passed away in nineteen ninety-six.  She was a great beauty, 

but had very little happiness. 

James spent about thirty years studying how to translate thirteenth century 

Japanese into English.  The Buddha Writings of Nichiren Daishōnin came out as a 

single volume.  In the meantime, he dedicated himself to working as an artist.  

Nevertheless, translating Buddhist texts was a different undertaking.  Even 

though he knew both Classical and Modern Chinese, he had to build up his 

ability with literary Japanese, in order to set to work on this grandiose task.  Even 

foreign specialists find reading this kind of text painful and distressing. 
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About two years ago, he finished The Dharma Flower Sutra (Lotus Sutra) Seen 

Through The Oral Transmission Of Nichiren.  At first, this work only appeared on 

the internet, typed out and written into Standard English by Gerhard Lenz.  Later 

it became two volumes and was published by the Dharmagate Press, worked 

over by Harley White and Kirk W. Wangensteen.  At first when this work 

appeared on the internet, it was read by Russians, Hungarians, a few Canadians, 

and Americans.  About a thousand persons in all took this website seriously. 

What I find amusing is that James dislikes computers.  He prefers to write 

with a pen on paper.  I know these traits very well.  With languages he comes out 

on top, and with machines he is the worst of all. 

Since then, James has wanted to transmit to the West the profundity of 

Japanese Buddhism, its intention and fundamental meaning.  On the whole, 

Westerners do not really know what the Buddha teaching is about, which is life 

itself.  Or they even have only the vaguest notions about death.  James had had a 

Christian upbringing.  For these sorts of questions, there was no answer 

whatsoever.  On further study, he came across the theories of psychology by C. 

G. Jung. 

Between March and April of the year two thousand seven, we went on a 

journey through Japan, guided by a Buddhist monk.  For more than twenty years, 

the Venerable Yamane had been a close friend of the family.  We traveled from 

Nagoya to South Satsuma in his car.  Obviously, we took a good look at the 

surroundings in that region.  It was our intention to leave the European art world 

and spend the time translating Buddhist texts from medieval Japanese into 

English.  We ultimately found a house in Daizaka which was to our satisfaction.  

James is now eighty-four years old, and it is his intention to continue with his 

translating and further study. 
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For the past number of years, I seem to have spent a lot of time in James’s top 

pocket.  Because I have taken a good look and listened, I am thoroughly aware of 

what human life is about.  Also, I know what goes on in James’s mind.  From the 

nineteen eighties to the year two thousand something, I have been fully aware 

that he has become very well-known throughout the European art world.  

Without any regrets, he has given up painting. 

“Bravo, James!  Now you can fulfill your wish and devote your time to study 

and translating.  This quality is something I admire and makes me happy.  What 

you leave behind is for humankind’s peace and happiness.” 
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In two thousand seven, James had a retrospective exhibition in London, with 

paintings dating from the nineteen sixties to two thousand seven.  In Courtrai in 

Belgium, he put on his last show, which was a relative success.  His paintings at 

that time had a humorous element, whereby James was trying to communicate 

something, his unusual sensitive images.  Even now, can everyone fathom out 

their meaning? 

Tatsuko once said, “James’s paintings have accommodated his whole life.” 

Now, in London, James’s old paintings from the nineteen fifties to the 

nineteen sixties are often auctioned in Sotheby’s and Christie’s.  With regard to 

the paintings he did after the nineteen seventies, collectors do not want to let 

them out of their hands.  This would indicate the confidence of certain owners, 

since these connoisseurs are still living and this apparently shows their affection 

for these pictures. 

I (Panda) see people as having an outer appearance and also what goes on 

inside their minds.  Sometimes they have a hypocritical aspect, as well as a 

component of self-interest.  For interest, do art critics without any understanding 

of visual language write reams of ostentatious nonsense, simply for the sake of 

money? 

There was an art dealer who had come from Italy to our house in Bruges, 

long after James had decided to stop painting.  Valeriano came to our front door 

with a huge leather bag on his shoulder.  As soon as he had crossed over the 

threshold, he said he wanted to buy a painting about five ft. by five ft.  He said he 

wanted something similar to what he had already sold and was ready to pay 

cash.  James’s face changed color and Tatsuko assumed an attitude of being 

depressed.  Greedy and selfish, but nevertheless his basic attitude was that of 

voracity. 
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I already had a lot of experience with art dealers and made a sign to James.  

Many art dealers would not accept an answer “no” with a good grace— 

naturally. 

Once again, Valeriano repeated, “I want something similar to what I have 

sold.  Why is Tatsuko so down in the dumps?”  

“Maestro, you must do some more painting.  I have sold everything done by 

you, and I would like the same thing all over again.” 

“You would like the same paintings.  I no longer do any painting,” James 

replied. 

“Look, Tatsuko, I’ve got a lot of money on me.” 

Tatsuko took no notice, and Valeriano lost his temper. 

“Valeriano, James’s soul is not for sale.  We have sold our property in 

England.  It was the house of the once Duke of Wellington, and we have no need 

for money.  Maybe our world is tiny, but we don’t want a swimming pool; nor do 

we want any horses or even a yacht.  We have no need of a reputation, nor any 

authority; nor do we need any more money.  What else could we want?  We 

cannot understand what you are about.  We can feed ourselves for the rest of our 

lives.  It is quite pointless to continue this conversation further.” 

“This sort of art dealer is capable of bargaining and haggling,” Tatsuko went 

on to say with a straight face. 

James did not say a single word. 

I am aware of James’s mind and feelings, which are completely sincere.  

Nobody insults him publicly, simply because he is able to say “no”, even if he has 

to shout it. 
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Sometimes I am moved to tears.  On the whole, people of this present age are 

the opposite of what they seem.  Their conscious minds do not function— “This 

will increase my wealth.”  Such people thrive on a desire to own things.  Maybe it 

is because I was born in Hong Kong and made by Chinese, or is it that I have 

special qualities?  I don’t know. 

James Spencer left the art world in two thousand nine and decided to live 

quietly in Japan and dedicate his life to translating Buddhist texts.  Gerhard Lenz 

put them on the internet, under the name of the site “Dharma Gateway”.  It was 

his sincere aspiration to leave something behind for future generations. 

The Buddha teaching would be a guide for future humanity.  It would solve 

the problems that plague this present age.  It would be the foundation of peace 

among nations.  James thinks that the wisdom of the Buddha teaching would 

bring happiness to all the individuals of the human race.  He thinks that he is able 

to leave behind at least one word or even one phrase.  This seems to be his 

destiny.  He would like to finish all his work before his lifespan comes to an end. 

I (Panda) really respect James Spencer.  Therefore, I recite the theme and title 

for him.  Today he is sleeping in bed with a cold.  It will not bring about his 

death.  He has a temperature but is comfortable in the bedclothes.  His will is 

strong, so I will not lose heart.  It is now the twentieth of February, two thousand 

twelve. 
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19 – The International Fair of Contemporary Art (FIAC)  

in Paris 1987 

The Grand Palais invites twenty thousand people for its opening night of the 

International Fair of Contemporary Art (FIAC).  It is an occasion when the ladies 

can display the very top of fashionable wear created by the most well-known 

designers.  Each one was wearing earrings or displaying pendants, as well as the 

latest style of footwear.  Traditional jewelry in gold or silver and precious stones 

was flaunted for everyone to see.  The wives in well-known families were 

displaying the ultimate mode, so as to emphasize their individuality, as they 

wandered from stand to booth.  Every year the FIAC became a special event, 

since such important happenings were controlled by the banks. 

At this opening, the temperature rose, so that the whole occurrence became 

something like a Turkish bath festival.  Among the paintings that were shown, 

works by Picasso, Miró, Braque, Klee, Ernst, and Modigliani were included.  

Were these galleries that were really banks showing off their wares?  All the 

fashionable paintings were exhibited in the galleries at their commercial peak, 

whose tendency went towards the gay and grotesque.  Most of the galleries had 

been invited from all over the world.  All of them had chosen to put on one-man 

shows of their best artists. There was Michèle de Saint Paul showing in her 

London gallery; Paul Jenkins was shown by an American gallery; Corneille was 

shown in his Swedish gallery; Alechinsky was represented by his Belgian gallery; 

and Arman was exhibited in his French gallery.  James Spencer was showing in 

his Parisian gallery and at this show sold a lot of paintings.  As usual, the art 

world got extremely jealous.  On the whole, James was a popular artist.  Behind 

the scenes at this opening, it became a ground for malicious gossip. 
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Due to the greed of gallery owners, they counted up the earnings of their 

neighboring stands.  Quite a number of stands did not sell many pictures.  They 

had the burden of their fare to Paris, the cost of transporting their pictures and 

staying at a relatively prestigious hotel, and finally the expenses of the stand 

itself.  Hence there was not a little anxiousness nor jealousy nor resentment; not 

only I (Panda), Kamiko, and Tatsuko were well aware of this. 

 “Why does James Spencer sell so many of his paintings?  What is profound 

about his work?”— “To be truthful, his work has a certain attractiveness, as well 
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as a certain sense of humor.”— “From the point of view of the galleries, this 

painter stands apart.”— “He speaks many languages.” 

But nothing was said about his painting. 

“He sells too cheap.” — “It is because his wife is Japanese.” 

None of this prattle had anything to do with his work. 

James’s gallery put on a one-man show every two years— eighty-five, eighty-

seven, eighty-nine, and ninety-one.  His one-man show in the FIAC in nineteen 

eighty-seven was the center of attention, and every picture was sold on the first 

day of the opening.  Two days later, an art dealer from Milan showed some 

paintings that he had bought in the nineteen seventies.  These works were also 

sold. 

After that, art dealers started coming to our house.  In James’s studio, there 

were only the paintings he was working on at present.  Dealers paid in advance, 

simply by leaving a bundle of banknotes and then going away. 

“It is quite true that James can speak ten or so foreign languages.  We speak 

to each other in Chinese.  It seems that at big art shows he becomes a top star, on 

account of his knowledge of languages.  What makes me angry about James 

Spencer is that he is unable to see the real quality of people and things.  He has 

no power of insight.  He suddenly blurts out that such a person is a phony or that 

such a work of art is very clever and that the imagination behind it comes from a 

different place from his own.  James’s thinking is based on Buddhist philosophy 

only.” 
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20 – New Year’s Eve 

Last night the dinner at Michèle’s was superb.  The following day we both 

felt that we had insulted our stomachs.  Today we did not want to eat anything at 

all.  Tatsuko made a ponytail with her hair and placed a grip to hold it in place.  

Then she put her elbows on the table and supported her chin in her hands. 

“Hmph, none of those upsetting memories have come into my mind,” she 

said. 

She was vaguely thinking about people’s faces and gestures all mixed 

together, and her nerves were on edge.  What it all amounted to was that, due to 

her sluggish state of mind, she was unable to think clearly. 

“I hardly drank any wine, so I didn’t get drunk.  Then it must have been the 

wine.” Tatsuko exclaimed, as though she had made a great discovery, “Party, 

party!  Everything became confused, and I was a little tired.  All sorts of thoughts 

were running through my head.  So I was unable to think coherently.” 

“Well, this is not a problem.  What is going on in your mind is a sort of 

troublesome worry.  In Vasubandhu’s Treatise on Consciousness Only, it says, 

’Then it all becomes troublesome worries.’  As a highly sensitive person, you 

have seen too many people enmeshed in the six psychological wavelengths, 

wherein people jump from one state of mind to the next.  All these things from 

top to bottom are only the rubbish that whirls through our brains.  As long as you 

live, you know that your existence is only mind,” I (Panda) pronounced in a 

teachy way. 

“These are not things produced by a god, nor by something else.  The three 

dimensions wherein beings have desires and wants, where they are born with 

physical perceptions in material surroundings— and also such beings are 
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endowed with fantasies, dreams, thoughts, and ideas— are only the stuff that 

goes on in our minds.  What existence really is is light, illumination, and silence.  

People are so stupid they cannot understand this.  They create societies that are 

topsy-turvy,” I continued. 

Mickey de Mellilla spoke to Kamiko and me: “As you already know, Panda 

and Kamiko, Monsieur James Spencer has studied to a frightening degree.  

Although he is not capable of chitchat or talking of current events, he has studied 

psychology and philosophy, as well as the Buddha teaching, which has to include 

the Individual Vehicle, the Universal Vehicle, along with something of the 

Tibetan teachings.  He has read all the books on Ricardo’s bookshelves— so I 

have heard.  And it is all too complicated.” 

James once again looked hard at Mickey de Mellilla.  “So you know 

something about the Universal Vehicle, do you?” 

Tatsuko, at some time or other, said to James sarcastically, “Works of art are 

just a means of investing money.  Any treasure hanging on the walls of any house 

is considered to be an investment.  Someone once said, ‘Merchants are judged 

only by what they sell.’  A hundred years ago, van Gogh’s paintings had no 

value, but now his works sell for a fortune.  If you read van Gogh’s letters, they 

bring tears to your eyes.  I know the race of critics.  They write condemning 

works of art just to incite their readers, which gives me a nasty taste in my 

mouth.” 

People who would like to call themselves artists also paint pictures. 
They do it to be flattered; all they are doing is for vulgar ostentation. 
Suggestion and paradox can result in publicity. 
Skillful wording can become an investment. 
Paintings sell to lovers and friends, before they sell to anyone else.  
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James and Tatsuko were talking to each other as a couple; then they burst out 

laughing. 

I said to Kamiko, “Each one of us listens to what they are saying.  Anyway, 

Michèle de Saint Paul ought to listen to the opinions of James Spencer.” 

“We only go to all these openings just out of politeness,” Tatsuko said to 

James. 

Mickey de Mellilla said to both Kamiko and me, “Both Tatsuko and James 

have good qualities of humanity in going to such exhibitions.” 

I, standing up straight, said, “Mickey, Kamiko, and I willingly listen to what 

you have to say.” 

Then Kamiko said, somewhat shyly, “Can they really see our intentions and 

real thoughts?  Then what happiness can be brought about by investing in a 

painting?  A work of art is simply a projection of what goes on inside the artist.” 

Mickey de Mellilla added, “Nobody can fathom out what Monsieur Spencer’s 

depth or intentions are supposed to be.  When he works, he suffers terribly and 

even gets hysterical, until the image of the painting has matured.  What he is 

trying to do is to get away from the conceptual thinking of our daily lives and 

replace it with an image based on the Buddha teaching.  This is something that is 

very difficult to do, as well as being profound. A work of art is an expression of a 

sense of wonderment at what reality is to the artist.  Therefore, a work of creation 

is carefully thought out.” 

“A painting is an artist’s whole personality,” I said, putting on a doctoral air. 

That day was New Year’s Eve.  Such an illusion!— like the horns of the 

rabbit.  It was the eve of nineteen eighty-eight. 
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Tatsuko started to prepare the evening meal early.  There would be 

inarizushi (fried tofu stuffed with seasoned rice) as an hors d’oeuvre.  Then she 

would have to go to the fishmonger’s to collect the oysters (naturally already 

opened).  Furthermore, all this would be decorated with pickled cherry blossoms.  

Tatsuko would prefer to serve bean paste soup, but James would prefer lemon 

and wholemeal bread.  Tatsuko prepared several napkins.  Occasionally, James 

would embark on a strange kind of conversation. 

Martin Bradley ~ The Walrus and the Carpenter ~ 1989 ~ acrylic on canvas 
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I (Panda) asked, “Are oysters living beings, but a bit stupid?” 

“Well, why do you think that,” asked Tatsuko, “because they washed their 

faces, polished their shoes?  But they were all eaten up by the walrus and the 

carpenter (‘Alice through the Looking Glass’).  They are almost liquid.  You could 

put two into the same receptacle and nobody would be any wiser.  Panda, their 

taste stays in your mouth, which is a point in their favor.  They are on the menu 

tonight.  We have decided to eat them the Japanese way.  Thanks to the oysters.  

We have been living a long time in this flat.  So we are going to have a meal in it, 

which you will probably enjoy.” 

Tatsuko had to admit she was satisfied.  Looking at Tatsuko and James, I saw 

the smile of contentment that crept over their faces.  We too were satisfied with 

this voluminous supper.  All of a sudden, something was going on in James’s 

head.  I cannot say why, but I knew it from the expression on his face. 

“Tatsuko, would you like to go out and see how the Parisians celebrate New 

Year’s Eve?  Or haven’t you even thought about it?” said James, in an attempt to 

lure her. 

Tatsuko feigned no awareness of what James was thinking and made her 

way to the sofa.  She gave an enormous sigh, “Phew.” 

Then James quickly pulled us sideways over to the sofa.  We had a glimpse in 

the mirror of Tatsuko unbuttoning her blouse. 

We both said, “Kamiko and I want to see what is going on.  We would like to 

see the New Year in.  It is now New Year’s Eve.  Didn’t they teach you in school 

what these words mean?” 
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A few years ago we had spent New Year’s Eve in Piazza Navona in Rome, 

where we drank coffee and ate ice cream, and Tatsuko had to go to the toilet.  

Then we noisily celebrated the New Year in imitation of the crowd, ‘Happy New 

Year!’  “I’ve just remembered all this.” 

“I would simply like to stay at home.  Can’t you understand my feelings?” 

said Tatsuko. 

At that very moment, Miriam and Boris phoned, hoping to meet us.  In front 

of the La Coupole in Montparnasse, there was another café called Le Select.  This 

was where we would meet our two friends. 

I was already in James’s top pocket.  But Kamiko had to be tucked away in 

our telephone notebook and stashed in Tatsuko’s handbag for safety.  The 

previous day, James had bought a black piece of clothing from Issey Miyake for 

Tatsuko to celebrate the New Year.  Underneath, she wore a simple body shirt 

and put on a little more makeup than usual. 

“Wow, chic,” my voice burst out loud.  “James always comes up with 

splendid ideas as to how Tatsuko should wear her clothes.” 

Issey Miyake had designed a western-style “hakama” [that is, a rhomboid-

shaped skirt which shows the ankles— a divided kind of skirt for the formal wear 

of a samurai]. 

“The word fashion means the way one wears one’s clothes,” said I (Panda), 

forcing my discourse on them. 

Today Tatsuko intended to wear her black “hakama”.  On top she put on a 

haori [a Japanese half-coat that reaches to the knees and has a pleat in the back], 

to which she had sewn shoulder pads that were now the fashion.  She put on 

white boots and wrapped a long scarf with leopard spots around her neck. 
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“Wow, you really look stunning!” I shouted in a somewhat affected manner, 

wriggling halfway out of James’s breast pocket. 

James became good-humored and playful again.  We were all in high spirits 

and breezily made our way to Montparnasse.  In the misty streets, under the 

creamy-colored light of the streetlamps with a background of buildings in a 

drizzling haze, Tatsuko’s silhouette had a nineteenth century allure.  Even in the 

half-light of the Parisian streets, her presence could be felt. 

“Tatsuko, even though it is a bit early, let’s go to the Coupole,” suggested 

Miriam. 

“Yes, we agree,” said Kamiko and I, who were enjoying this outing. 

When I was taken out of James’s breast pocket, at first I was dazzled by the 

lights; then I felt bashful.  But James did not seem to care. 

On top of the café table and looking upwards, I said, stretching my right 

hand towards our friends, “Bonsoir, Madame, bonsoir Monsieur.”  Then, 

extending my left hand out, I said to Miriam’s daughter Naomi, “Bonsoir 

Mademoiselle.” 

What I really like about Paris is its cosmopolitan atmosphere, which I 

wholehearted applauded.  The eyes of all the Westerners present were 

simultaneously fixed on Tatsuko.  I was completely satisfied.  The Parisians freely 

combine their curiosity and interest, which is something I have to acknowledge.  

There are times when dressing up is not a bad thing, nor even narcissistic.  James, 

Tatsuko, Kamiko, and I were overjoyed.  This was the New Year’s Eve we had 

expected. 

The Select was congested.  Then when the men had taken their overcoats off, 

they were left standing.  We all crowded round a little table. 
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“Look, there is more space,” I said, pointing to an empty table. 

To our delight, the people at the next table brought two chairs.  The girls at 

the next table, who spoke English with a Scottish accent, said something to James.  

Nevertheless, our friends were French. 

“We get the impression that we only see each other a few times each year,” 

said Miriam. 

“Well then, you have made yourselves our special friends for the New Year,” 

said James. 

Miriam and Boris nodded in agreement.  James, whose hearing was 

extremely sharp, with no malice whatsoever had already begun to listen to the 

conversation at the next table.  To listen to what other people were talking about, 

since James could understand many languages, seemed to him one of his 

particular enjoyments.  Tatsuko turned her head in another direction.  A voice 

that had no fear of being heard said something in Japanese.  A Frenchman was 

trying to flirt with Tatsuko.  

An excitable girl, who was sipping a cocktail, was chattering away about her 

love adventures to another woman with red cheeks and freckles, in a padded 

plastic coat.  She had something of being wise in the ways of the world.  Then 

both of the two women said in unison, “And now, to bed.” 

“Could they catch a man for the night?  Or were they unable to?” James 

remarked. 

“As you know quite well, if you were to use the phrases from a time-worn 

love story, even hackneyed, I might say then that it is simply a matter of being 

patient,” Tatsuko said straight out. 
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“This is something you can do when you are bored,” said Boris.  “If you want 

to be a Romeo, then you should look for someone with an ordinary face with 

puffed-up blond hair.  Then you should buy her a cheap present,” Boris 

continued. 

There and then the two women stood up from their table and paid the waiter, 

without saying anything. 

“This time it was completely different from what I expected.  It was like 

seeing a comic opera.  These two women had a likeable quality.  I got the 

impression that they both enjoyed their amorous adventures,” Tatsuko said (in 

Japanese so that nobody could understand).  “What I certainly do not want is for 

other people to join us.  Everything would undoubtedly turn into a farce, and I 

do not want people getting jealous or losing their tempers, and I do not want 

people trying to peep into our privacy,” said Tatsuko. 

“What goes on at present in the way of odd circumstances, even though I am 

only a stuffed toy and a complete outsider, according to our Buddhist way of 

thinking is that an individual can be angry, happy, and depressed, as well as 

appearing to enjoy himself, all at the same time, along with another six states of 

mind.  Both time and space are a continuity, and we are in the middle of the two.  

Or, you are wrapped up in the essence of the world where people have appetites 

and sexual desires, who are born into a physical life with material surroundings.  

But such people like you are endowed with dreams, fantasies, thoughts, and 

ideas.  Yet people do now look into the principle of existence or they refuse to 

know whether there is such a thing.  Therefore, when I look outside of myself, it 

frightens me, or otherwise I have to deceive myself.  The essence of existence is 

Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō, which means to devote our lives to and found them on 

(Nam) the entirety of existence which has to include both the enlightened and 

unenlightened aspects of it (Myōhō) which is permeated by the interdependence 
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of cause, concomitancy, and effect (Renge) in its whereabouts of wherever life 

takes place (Kyō),” said I (Panda) putting on my doctoral air. 

Martin Bradley ~ The Six Paths of Sentient Existence ~ 150 x 150 cm ~ acrylic ~ 1999 
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“In James’s case, on account of his having studied the Buddha teaching, he 

can put this argument in such a way that ordinary people can understand.  Yet, if 

we are to dig a little deeper and assimilate the implications of this discourse, then 

obviously there will be people who will be able to grasp them.  James, through 

the medium of his painting, expresses this fundamental vitality.  I have even used 

rather difficult words, so as to conform to the dignity of the subject,” I continued 

in my learned way. 

“Where do you get these ideas from?” Miriam bluntly asked me. 

“On looking at the values of our present society, people laugh in the same 

way as the personages in the caricature-like images that so many so-called artists 

paint.”  In this way, Tatsuko was painfully expressing her feelings of 

powerlessness.  “The people who daub these images are extolled as great artists.  

(So it is the same with many present-day artists without a single thought in their 

heads who are put on pedestals.  They are simply selected by the people who 

organize exhibitions, art dealers, and those that flatter them.)  On the whole, 

James has a strong dislike for the art world and its mafias.  In two thousand eight, 

James said he was going to retire.  He said he would translate into English the 

Japanese Buddha teaching that he loves so much.  Only James would be capable 

of such a task. 

“Many intellectuals, under the guise of seriousness, discuss our existence in 

terms of fantasy and vain hopes which nearly always have something of self-

interest, decadence, and hypocrisy in their discourse.  Is this due to an awareness 

or unconsciousness?  I cannot really say.  What they talk about is life’s deepest 

dimensions, but there is always the inconsistency of our underlying permanent 

karma that brings about human tragedies.  These are things I don’t want to talk 

about,” Tatsuko continued. 
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“Both Tatsuko and I are woven into this deepest dimension that produces 

this underlying fabric of psychological difficulties, just like you two.  But because 

we are able to express ourselves through abstract painting, whatever interesting 

images we may come up with, there are times when we can even incite people’s 

deeper perception of what reality is in itself.  The opposite of such a point of view 

is a superficial representation of the way we think reality appears to be.  The way 

in which events come about is due to their inner qualities, which is what really 

makes them function.  This fundamental quality of beings and things makes them 

operate the way they do according to their karmic potential.  So why do we talk 

about causes, which in any case have to be associated with their concomitancies, 

which in turn produce results, which in all events have karmic consequences 

which are with us at every turn of the corner?  These concepts apply to the whole 

of existence.  People’s interpretation of every occurrence is severely limited, and 

they look upon things as complete outsiders.  The thing that we refer to as fate is 

the karma that seeps through something latent in the individual.  Are we able to 

see what we really are?  The answer is that we cannot,” added James in his Aries-

like way. 

Just before twelve o’clock, all four of us hurried over the road to go to the 

Coupole.  Before we had taken our coats off, we sat down at a table and ordered 

something to drink. 

“What are your plans for this evening?” asked Boris. 

“We are just like you, celebrating the New Year in the same way as the 

people around us.” 

Both Miriam and Boris burst out laughing.  The atmosphere was that of a 

harmonious congeniality.  Only a minute or two before the old year would be 

away in the past, everybody took hold of their glasses and said, “Cheers.”  In the 
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hearts and minds of all the people, time had already moved on.  The lights 

dimmed.  To the sound of the clinking of glasses, the lights came on again. 

“Happy New Year.” 

“And a happy New Year to you both,” James and Tatsuko added. 

All at the same time, everybody’s faces burst into a smile.  All the people 

suddenly had a fresh, new face.  Then unexpectedly, the woman with a freckly 

face’s glass fell onto the floor.  After that, all four of us made our way towards La 

Pigalle, to seek some kind of alternative diversion.  It would be tiresome to just 

go and watch foreign tourists getting upset over trifles.  But for friendship’s sake, 

we went along. 

21 – Bruges I 

Within the limits of my memory, these are the images that I call to mind. 

Just about the time when James Spencer had his one-man show in the FIAC 

in nineteen eighty-nine, also at the time when he sold every picture exhibited and 

was at the climax of his success, in the month of May of that particular year, 

James bought our house in Bruges in Belgium.  In spite of their being really fond 

of our house in Tuscany, to travel from Florence to Paris frequently by train had 

become an enormous burden, whereas the journey from Paris to Brussels and 

then on another train to Bruges could be accomplished in something like four 

hours.  With the institution of the TGV trains, it became easier to travel all over 

Europe.  Bruges was a breathtaking town that reflected the past.  It had been built 

mainly between the twelfth and thirteenth centuries, which transformed this 

town into a museum. 
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Even though I have no knowledge of architectural styles, I got the feeling of a 

fairy tale.  Kamiko referred to this metropolis as an “over-decorated birthday 

cake”.  Bruges had churches with tall steeples and a huge open square, with four-

wheeled horse coaches and boat trips for tourists through its many canals.  All 

this was something remarkable.  The huge open square that was called La 

Grande Place in French was the political, economic, and social center of the whole 

of the Dukedom of Flanders.  Then there was a museum dedicated to the works 

of Memling, and the oldest hospital in Europe. 

Under the auspices and supervision of Baudouin III, who was the Duke of 

Flanders in the fifteenth century, a carillon tower was constructed that was 272 

feet high with 366 steps.  By government order, the center of Bruges would be 

enriched by the sound of ringing bells. 

Both Kamiko and I were overtaken with emotion when we heard the bell 

tower ring out the tune of “Greensleeves”.  It was James who taught us the 

words, by singing it to us.  Finally, we had to move all the stuff acquired over the 

period of thirty years from our house in Tuscany.  In every corner of that house, 

the tiles that made up the flooring were either broken or cracked.  This was an 

old country house that had survived the fighting of World War II.  The neglected 

roof tiles had withstood years of wind, rain, and snow.  This provided them with 

an antique aesthetic. 

There was once upon a time a fairy story that made us think of the older part 

of Bruges.  Tatsuko and James said that the place had been over-restored for the 

tourist industry, which had reduced Bruges to a Disneyland, and this was 

saddening.  Both Kamiko and myself saw everything around us as a postcard 

illustration.  I am sorry, but I cannot describe this exquisiteness.  One day you 

must go and breathe the simultaneousness of the past and present for yourselves. 
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Our house, which was roomy and had a garden, was less than two miles 

from the center of Bruges.  It was a fifteen minute car ride to the Dutch frontier 

and only twenty minutes to the French border.  Often we went for drives along 

the meandering roads behind Knokke.  There were horses, sheep, cows, and 

donkeys in their respective pastures.  Furthermore, Bruges was crisscrossed with 

canals, so that there was an abundance of waterfowl of various kinds. 

Martin Bradley ~ An Afternoon near Damme (Belgium) ~ acrylic on canvas ~2000 
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22 – Bruges II 

We bought our house in nineteen eighty-nine.  It was after Napoleon’s defeat 

at Waterloo, when Belgium became a separate country in eighteen thirty. This 

small country is divided into three parts— a German-speaking part, a Dutch-

speaking part, and a component where the people speak French.  The capital 

Brussels is also the capital of the European Union.  This metropolis is an urban 

sprawl and not a place to choose to live.  This is why James chose Bruges, to 

which Kamiko and I have become attached. 

On the other hand, we both felt pity for those people whose minds were 

warped and ultranationalistic.  Belgium is a country that will never be truly 

united.  The political discussions on television always end up by the parties not 

agreeing with each other.  We got the impression this process will continue 

forever. 

Because we are foreigners, we have no political views.  We simply know 

about the circumstances.  When people quarreled over such things, we took a 

neutral position. 

“We do not want to see the political debates after the news,” James said.  

“Why?  It is other people’s problem.” 

Tatsuko said, “Only Bruges has a thousand years of history.” 

“There is a division that separates the Flemings (who are Dutch-speaking) 

and the Walloons (who speak French), and I am not interested in the reasons 

why.” 
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“Ever since Kamiko and I came from Italy to Belgium, both of these two 

factions have done nothing but quarrel.  All of it is a waste of effort and time.” 

Both Kamiko and James burst out laughing at this idea. 

“For Kamiko and myself, this is an experience that has to be looked into,” I 

(Panda) clearly pronounced.  “The human race is stupid, completely silly, and 

rather weak in the head.  They are lacking in mental qualities and even lose their 

tempers when they get angry over trifles.  They are extremely possessive and 

greedy.  In the end, they have exhausted all their spiritual resources, and they are 

always looking into the direction of outside of themselves.  The real principle is 

clearly explained in the writings of Nichiren.” 

“The Dutch are Protestants and the Belgians are Catholic.  No wonder they 

may loathe each other,” said Tatsuko, in order to interrupt my bitter diatribe. 

In spite of it only taking fifteen minutes to reach the Dutch frontier, both the 

Flemings and the Dutch speak the same language but with different accents.  The 

Flemings prefer to speak the local variants of their language.  At times, James was 

taken aback by his inability to understand Bruges dialect.  Everybody had 

learned standard Dutch at school.  Why did they put such an emphasis on the 

idiom of their habitat? 

The wife of the neighborhood butcher said to James, “Why don’t you learn 

Bruges dialect?” 

In James’s eyes there was a flash of anger, but he did not express it.  Later, he 

told Tatsuko about it, to which Tatsuko stated, “You are a foreigner, and they 

cannot pick on an alien’s ignorance.  Anyway, to know a language represents 

learning, and just speaking a dialect is ignorance.  They are stupid.  I would say 

to such people, ‘phacq you’.”  But all the same, James remained an English 

gentleman throughout. 
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Albeit we should look upon the people in our locality as friends irrespective 

of a rigid class system, with doctors, lawyers, accountants, there was little or no 

communication except for polite exchanges.  Employees, technicians, craftsmen, 

and shopkeepers were the makeup of this middle stratum of Flemish society.  

Underneath these two social layers, the middle looked down on the remaining 

gardeners, housemaids, cooks, and other servants.  Many people flattered James, 

in order to get hold of a little picture. 

If one goes along the motorway towards the right, one must reach the Dutch 

frontier.  When we went to Ostende, it was the first time we went to England 

across the Straits of Dover.  After a while on the boat, we thought it would be a 

good thing to go for a drive.  The next time we went to England, it was through 

the Chunnel.  After fifteen minutes on the motorway, we were already in France.  

Then, after a few minutes, we were at the Chunnel. 

Coming back to the point, we thought we would go to Holland just to have a 

look.  The first town one comes to is Sluis, whose main street was a row of sex 

shops and banks.  We thought that if we opened a bank account outside of 

Belgium, we would have money to spend when we went to neighboring Holland.  

However, we are now in the age of computers, and to open a bank account was 

not to be.  The cheapest merchandise was in Gadzand along the coast, where 

there was a sandy beach with green seaweed that made us think of Oribe 

ceramics. 

Again, if one drives in the left-hand direction, one has to arrive at the seaside 

town of Knokke, where there are numerous villa-like holiday homes, boutiques, 

hotels, and restaurants.  In addition to this, there are some fifty or so art galleries.  

James had a contract with two of them.  The art galleries continually showed 

paintings.  One in particular sold a lot of James’s works.  Nearly all these art 

dealers had features in common. 
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One was called Willem van Rijn, and another was called Giorgio Bresciano 

who was of Italian origin and sold almost any kind of painting.  More than 

running an art gallery, their real interest was in exceptionally rich women.  For 

instance, Willem’s mistress had been married a number of years to a Flemish 

industrialist, who was ten years her senior.  She had a luxurious home with a 

swimming pool and a stable full of horses.  She also made much of the fact that, 

when she went shopping, she went to New York. 

The industrialist’s mistress Suzy had come to James’s show at the FIAC in 

Paris and also to his show in Fort Lauderdale.  Obviously, this four-cornered 

relationship didn’t really work out.  The industrialist’s mistress Suzy was an 

extremely attractive, delicate woman, who had been educated abroad and was 

very much Belgian upper crust.  She bought a house for Willem van Rijn in 

Antwerp and threw an enormous party to show off their relationship. 

There was another individual called Giorgio Bresciano who also had a gallery 

and whose behavior was that of any playboy.  If a woman came within range, he 

had to seduce her.  He rented a smart villa and went regularly to establishments 

where one gets sunburned, as well as to various kinds of hairdresser and 

manicure shops.  He wore Armani suits. 

(In western countries, to be sunburnt gives the impression that one is rich; 

men who own horses seem attractive.)  However, to get hold of money, he tells 

lies.  He emphasizes the fact that he is an art dealer and whines because he has 

gotten his fingers burned by some scoundrel or other.  

His mistress at the time, with whom he acted as a pimp, had a high-class shoe 

shop in Knokke.  His gallery was in front of the beach where women had to pay 

to for about two square yards in order to sunbathe naked except for a “cache 

sexe”, after which they walked about displaying their recently roasted bodies for 
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all to see.  It would appear to be fashionable to be seen with a red face, after 

having to bear the heat of the sun. 

Also in Nice and Monte Carlo where James had exhibited a number of 

times— where all the buildings are painted a uniform cream color— again, if one 

wishes to buy a handkerchief, one is obliged to go to an Yves Saint Laurent 

boutique.  In front of the Hotel de Paris in Monte Carlo are parked a row of 

exorbitantly-priced cars, Rolls Royces and Bentleys, as well as other cars of the 

same category.  In front of the casino, there is a café with elderly men who all had 

had their experiences with playgirls.  They are now at the end of their road and 

alone.  They still have apartments in Monte Carlo where they hide their wealth.  

At about the same period, our house had become a showpiece.  In Bruges 

there was a shop that specialized in Italian designer furniture.  The owner of this 

retail store was Paul van Damme.  Paul wanted to hang James’s paintings on his 

walls.  So, in exchange for a couple of paintings, Paul offered the contents on 

show in his emporium.  This James thought was a good deal. 

Our dining room had an eighty-four and a half by thirty-nine inch crystal-

topped table with six high-backed chairs, along with other nineteen-eighty lamp 

stands, a white lacquered sideboard, two Georgetti armchairs, a coffee table made 

out of a single piece of crystal, and a sofa made by Gino Ponti (Sofia Lauren’s 

husband).  All of this was enhanced by James’s collection of Oribe ware, which he 

had bought on his various travels.  In our dining space, we installed a Napoleon 

III folding card table.  In another room, we had a nineteenth-century rounded 

sofa, which we had had restored, as well as other pieces that we had acquired on 

various journeys.  Our tableware was Japanese and to our own taste and very 

much loved.  It was due to our affection for these items that we had sent all these 

things to our present home in Japan.  Since nowadays Japanese articles do not 

come up to European standards and are for the most part mass-produced in 
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China, we have to admit that we don’t like this kind of merchandise.  It is cheap 

and nasty. 

During that period, James made a contract with a company in Murano 

(Venice) to design a chess set made of crystal.  This chess set was to be five feet by 

five feet.  There were to be two sets made, one a lot smaller.  This was a chess set 

of sculptures to be put on the floor.  Each of these pieces had its charm and 

interest.  (Maybe people without any concept of surrealism might not understand 

them.)  There were eight pieces in all, which was a limited edition of three pieces 

each— one for the company, one for the artist, and another to be sold.  

Furthermore, there was another edition of twenty-five small pieces for the 

general market.  Both of these two editions were exhibited in the Ducal Palace in 

Venice.  Again, this same exhibition was shown in Hong Kong’s Museum of 

Modern Art.  The criticism was extremely favorable.  Now, examples of both sets 

have the function of being the decoration of our house.  The object of this whole 



Tatsu Bradley 

 

   

 133 

exercise was to try to change the traditional image of Venetian glass.  A sense of 

humor often helps to sell.  There are a lot of counterfeit copies of these images. 

During the presidency of Mitterrand, the French State Printing Office in 

nineteen eighty-five published Jules Renard’s Redhead or Poil de Carotte in French, 

which was illustrated by James Spencer.  This was a part of a literary series of 

nineteenth century literature.  The cover of this book was dark green, with an 

embossed image of the hero “Redhead”, whose hair was chrome orange.  His 

short trousers were gray and held up with suspenders.  This was the cover of the 

special limited edition of only fifty copies, for heads of state and government 

ministers.  This special edition also had a box.  The “edition for lawyers” was 

bound in red leather.  There was also an edition of lithographs of a hundred 

twenty copies.  The “edition for lawyers” completely sold out, and we only 

received ten of the lithographs. 

Again, in nineteen eighty-nine, Air France commissioned James to do a 

painting for their publicity program “The Fine Art of Flying”.  Air France also put 

on a show at their London office on Bond Street.  However, all of this became 

showy publicity for the artist.  Each agency in every country received fifty copies 

of the original lithograph (signed).  Also, reproductions of this painting appeared 

in a number of magazines.  There were two openings of the show on Bond Street, 

for the benefit of people connected with the air industry, as well as friends.  Both 

Kamiko and I were present at the two openings, and James was happy to meet so 

many friends.  Again in the same year, James was commissioned by the French 

State Printing Office to illustrate “Alice in Wonderland”. 
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Because this was to be President Mitterrand’s present to various heads of 

state on his retirement, the minister of culture at that time was to be in charge of 
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the whole operation.  It was Lewis Carroll’s English text printed on a handmade 

paper, and the sixty-four illustrations were all original lithographs.  When this 

book came out, a gallery in Rue des Beaux Arts put on a one-man show, as well 

as some of James’s work being shown in the Hotel des Beaux Arts.  Both 

exhibitions and the book were applauded. 

At about this time, James had a heart attack.  This was a period for Tatsuko, 

Kamiko, and myself of worry and anxiety. 

In nineteen eighty-nine, James was commissioned to make a lithograph to 

commemorate the Olympic games in Barcelona.  Then, for two years or so, 

James’s fascination with “Alice in Wonderland” came to the fore, which had a big 

influence on his work. 

Martin Bradley ~ Dormouse ~ acrylic on canvas ~ 1998 
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The Hotel des Beaux Arts, where James had had his exhibition, was where 

Oscar Wilde stayed, after he had been chased out of England.  This hotel was in 

fact a high-class brothel in the nineteenth century.  In the entrance of this hotel is 

a spiral staircase which goes all the way up to the ceiling.  At the time, these stairs 

were adorned with beautiful girls— blondes, chestnut and redheads, as well as 

girls with black hair.  All were wearing stockings and garters as well as showing 

off their magnificent breasts.  Each girl wore superb underwear and dazzling 

gowns. 

“All this sounds very sexy, doesn’t it, Panda?” said Kamiko.  “Was it really 

like that?” 

“I also would like to see,” I replied. 

‘But probably it is only something to do with James’s imagination.  Would 

Kamiko realize this?’ 

“Hm, I would also like to see these gorgeously beautiful girls,” said Kamiko. 

Under the spiral staircase, the walls were covered with the traditional 

cathouse velvet. 

“James’s paintings fall in with these surroundings,” exclaimed Kamiko.  

“Now I’d better dress up to kill, so that I can compete,” she added. 
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23 – Bruges III 

Much to James’s delight, there were no unlikeable art dealers in Bruges.  

Quizzically, to be in the midst of the world of contemporary art was a 

complicated affair.  Both James and Tatsuko had grave doubts about the 

intentions of its pundits.  Also, there were a number of people in authority in the 

art world who had a dislike for James Spencer.  Were they jealous?  I (Panda) 

cannot answer this question.  At all events, James’s paintings continued to sell.  

Both Sotheby’s and Christie’s put up paintings for auction that he had done in the 

nineteen fifties and sixties, with the titles written in French on the back.  James’s 

paintings circulated on the London market, their contents always expressing his 

inner thoughts as well as his surroundings.  Since he was extremely poor at the 

time, often his paintings were from the timber of bombed-out houses or even 

done on cardboard. 

James’s recent paintings are even better.  Collectors do not want to part with 

them.  A lot of his earliest collectors have passed away and have left their 

collections to their grandchildren, who in need of cash put them out for sale. 

In the same way, the people in authority in the art world really disliked 

James, which was very similar to the time when his father was alive.  James’s 

friends were mainly painters who had a working relationship with the Galerie 

Rive Gauche and often talked about the galleries that had influence and power. 

Paris had some excellent painters who were all foreigners.  If they could 

make a name for themselves in Paris, then they had automatically built up an 

international reputation.  Nobody really knew what was going on in London at 

that time.  London was simply seen as a provincial town.  Suddenly, due to the 

cosmopolitan nature of Paris, the world had become a smaller place. 
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In nineteen ninety, war had broken out in the Middle East.  But at the same 

time James continued to sell his paintings.  Art dealers came to our house and 

paid for one-man shows beforehand, by putting bundles of banknotes on the 

table, so that James felt restricted by his commercial success.  At that period in 

our lives, we spent nearly every summer in our home in Bruges.  During the 

holiday season, there were very few exhibitions.  We decided that we would eat 

our meals in the veranda, the reason being that it had huge windows that looked 

out over the garden, which was different from that of the neighbors. 

Our garden was transformed by a gardener and his team of helpers.  The 

garden itself, instead of being the usual lawn, was completely covered with 

pinkish-colored pebbles imported from the Thames Estuary.  There was a low 

white fence that surrounded it.  In the middle of the front garden, there was a 

gourd-shaped pond.  Water lilies floated on its surface.  Then a Japanese friend 

gave us three koi (carp).  They were given to us in a plastic bag filled with water 

that had been pumped with oxygen so that they could breathe.  This friend 

brought these tiny fish in a flight from Japan.   

In our garden, there were three little pine trees, a hanging wisteria, a maple 

tree, and a silver birch.  In the center was a cherry tree whose branches in autumn 

yielded lots of cherries, which in turn became a feast for the blackbirds.  The 

pinkish gravel gave our garden a kind of Zen look.  In spring, different kinds of 

irises grew by the side of the pond.  All the other flowers were chosen to 

harmonize with the array of lilacs to the deep purple of the iris.  Also there were 

plants whose names I never learned, Demon flowers, and pretty little flowers 

which were either brought from Paris or England.  Tatsuko plucked the grass that 

grew in between the pebbles.  This was to maintain this garden’s beauty.  We 

thoroughly enjoyed our garden’s Zen quality.  Passersby would stop and gaze 

like tourists. 
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“It is neither an English garden, nor is it Japanese.”  “If it is not Japanese, then 

it is English.”  “It is very beautiful,” they would say— to which Tatsuko would 

smile and say, “Thank you.” 

The birds that lived in our garden were, for the most part, blackbirds.  Also 

there was a pair of bluetits, a robin, and a magpie.  Since these dwellers in the 

garden were fairly established, it was essentially their domain. 

The flowers and greenery attracted the attention of spectators.  This was 

extremely satisfying for all the members of our family.  In the neighborhood, 

another household had covered their lawn with pebble stones.  James and I along 

with Kamiko broke into a smile.  “Well, it is your influence,” Kamiko said to 

James.  However, the beauty of Flemish gardens had a correlation with James’s 

paintings.   

Half of the veranda was filled with bookshelves, and the crystal sculpture in 

front of the windows seemed to change according to the season of the year.  The 

white wall of the adjacent house emphasized the silver birch, which became a 

reddish-gold color when the sun went down.  It would be difficult to find 

suitable adjectives to describe such beauty.  We all enjoyed it, as well as being 

moved by it.  The charm of our surroundings brought to mind the Italian esthetic. 

“So now we shall do the tea ceremony.  And what do you think about the 

idea of a red fabric for those benches?” said Tatsuko. 

Kamiko, James, and I looked at each other and smiled.  The conversation was 

easygoing. 

“We could have this red fabric sewn and cut to fit these benches in Bruges,” 

Tatsuko added. 
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Accordingly, our garden would create sufficient atmosphere.  In that space 

between the pebbles in front of the veranda, there was a twenty-seven and a half 

inch high dwarfed pine tree (bonsai) and a thirty-one and a half inch cherry tree 

that had to be cut down with clippers in order that it should not grow too high.  

There was a section of a piece of sculpture of a huge red tongue sticking out of a 

green mouth, which would provide an element of humor.  It fell in with its 

surroundings. 

Because we often had to go on journeys, storks would come into our pond 

and terrify the fish that had grown somewhat bigger.  The storks with their long 

beaks could gulp down a young carp or a goldfish.  When we came back to 

Bruges, after this had happened a number of times, we decided that all the fish 

had to be moved to a neighbor’s pond which was much bigger than ours.  This 

neighbor helped us with this task, which ended with a party of our saying 

goodbye to all our fish.  After that, our pond was filled with earth and became a 

flowerbed, which made our garden even more resplendent. 

24 – Rome I 

Most all of this happened before Grandmother Wang had made me and even 

before James and Tatsuko had discovered me in that stall in Châtelet Station.  

Nevertheless, Tatsuko told her story to Kamiko and me. 

I (Tatsuko) was born in nineteen forty during the Pacific war.  Japan after 

World War II was still in the throes of “men being superior to women”.  My 

father was a colonel in the army.  When my father was at home, usually there 

were quarrels between my parents.  My father was usually with other women.  If 

it was not some girl from the local factory then it was a girl who aspired to be an 
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actress.  All the neighborhood knew about my father’s womanizing.  It was even 

known as far as Hamamatsu, which was the nearest town. 

When I was a child, this problem troubled me and made me sad.  I was 

always different from the other children.  I had little or no interest in what 

pleased the other children or even the things that they wanted.  I didn’t try to be 

a darling little girl. 

“Why don’t you get a divorce?  Or is it because of the other children?” 

My mother would never agree to this.  “You wicked little girl!” my mother 

used to say.  “What are you thinking about?  These are your parents, as well as 

there are your brothers and sisters.  Then, what would the neighbors think?” 

I was all alone and the same as that black dog.  I was lonely.  I remember that 

period very well. 

My mother resisted by saying, “I will kill myself.  Then when you are 

tearfully holding my hand, I shall already be absorbed by the clear light of the 

Dharma.” 

Tatsuko went on to tell her whole story, which I (Panda) will continue 

relating. 

After this kind of quarrel, Tatsuko used to say, with her eyes brimming with 

tears, “Don’t kill yourself, Mummy, even though the plants that grow on Spirit 

Vulture Peak (Ryōjusen, Gridhrakūta) and the full moon are more beautiful than 

here.” 

Tatsuko never really thought that her mother had the courage to kill herself.  

Then she would continue by saying, “The flowers in this world are really 

beautiful.  Don’t leave us.”  And she would hold fast onto her hand.  Then when 
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she saw her mother’s plight, she realized that to be born a girl was pitiable 

indeed. 

Tatsuko liked painting and was good at it.  On Mondays, in her school’s 

assembly hall, she received various prizes.  She even received a prize from the 

minister of culture. 

In nineteen sixty-two, when she was twenty-two, she started a small 

company which was called Ryūko Hair Piece Manufacturing.  The capital for this 

business concern came from her family.  Even as an adult, her feelings were still 

smarting with pain.  Nevertheless, she made an effort to understand what was 

going on in the minds of her father and mother. 

Tatsuko’s commercial establishment made and provided wigs for 

mannequins in clothes shop windows.  At that time, there were only tailors’ 

dummies in department stores, where they were all lined up to show off western-

style clothes.  The idea was to attract customers.  The heads of mannequins were 

covered with wigs that were blond, red-headed, or brown, all of which had been 

imported from America. 

Tatsuko was convinced she could do better.  She said to her mother that she 

wanted to go to art school.  This was totally rejected.  She said she wanted to 

become an artist, which was something her family would not understand.  At all 

events, the family did not have enough money.  In the Tokyo district of Ichikawa, 

there was the Ishiwatari Kiyoshi school for hairdressers.  This is all the family 

would do for Tatsuko. 

In Kyoto there were three large companies that made mannequins for shop 

windows.  The company that made tailors’ dummies in Kyoto, called Yamato 

Mannequins, was an excellent commercial concern.  While Tatsuko was 

perfecting her skill in making hair pieces, she neglected to eat her midday meal, 
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her evening meal, or even to take a bath.  At that time, she was living and 

working alone in a room of about forty-eight square yards.  Tatsuko was now 

independent. 

The owner of the Yamato Manufacturing Company came to Nagoya once a 

year to see the exhibition of the production of new mannequins.  The owners of 

other mannequin producing establishments were rather irresolute with regard to 

the owner of the Yamato company and therefore avoided direct contact with this 

personage.  He was dependent on Tatsuko’s personal welcome to this annual 

exhibition and was an elderly man bordering on his eighties. 

“You are young as well as persevering.  Before the war, tailors’ dummies 

were only made of wax.  Everything was confiscated for the war effort.  I was 

completely reduced to destitution.  However, the war ended and I had to start all 

over again.  Then with the managing director, who was my younger brother, we 

worked from a little room of only eighteen square yards, where we made tiles for 

new homes.” 

Tatsuko was very impressed by this story.  Each year at the time of the 

exhibition of the production of new mannequins, there was no light conversation.  

Only the experience of the elderly owner of the Yamato Mannequins was 

recounted, much to the delight of all the listeners.  Due to the personal effort of 

the owner of Yamato Mannequins, he had opened branches in Tokyo, Osaka, 

Nagoya, Kyushu, and Hokkaido and employed three thousand people.  Each one 

was individually paid by the company owner.  Obviously this personage had 

already died.  His successor did not have the generosity of his forerunner. 

In nineteen seventy-two, at the time of the first oil shock, Tatsuko resolved to 

go on a journey to Europe.  In her company there were ten women employees.  

Then, there were two men.  Tatsuko decided to shut down her hairpiece-making 

concern.  This was the most ruinous period for people who managed companies.  



The Little Panda 

144 

Tatsuko had to pay back large sums of money.  On closing down her company, 

she had to pay all her employees’ “resignation funds”, so that there was hardly 

any money left. 

In Italy, Tatsuko inscribed herself in the University for Foreigners in Perugia.  

After two years of intensive study of the Italian language, she thought of 

returning to Japan.  But to just pick up her luggage and go would be a major 

undertaking.  Why?  Tatsuko was good-looking, young, successful, and she had 

some money.  She was flattered by Italian men more than other women.  Also, 

she had a relationship with a man whose feelings she did not want to hurt. 

However, Tatsuko did go back to Japan in order to settle the problems 

relating to the closing down of her company.  When she came back to Italy, she 

entered the Academy of Arts in Rome, which at that time was under the direction 

of Marcello Avenali, who introduced Tatsuko to James.  Tatsuko was living in a 

Roman suburb which had a green hill and was called Monteverde.  She rented a 

small flat in the basement of an apartment block, but it also had a terrace.  

Normally, these were the living quarters of the caretaker.  She painted on the 

terrace.  Nevertheless, this little flat had a good feeling about it. 

The head of the academy was Marcello Avenali, who had been associated 

with the Futurist Movement and was then living with a woman who had been his 
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pupil.  Tatsuko’s first one-man show was in nineteen seventy-eight, in which she 

sold three paintings.  In nineteen eighty-two she had her second exhibition.  Few 

pieces were sold.  At the opening were James and the head of the academy, who 

were excellent friends.  This second exhibition was well-accepted.  The Japanese 

newspapers wrote about the advent of a new “paintress”.  On the whole, Tatsuko 

thoroughly disliked the nuances and insinuations of this word. 

When Marcello Avenali came to Tatsuko’s opening, he was followed by his 

staff of teachers.  A well-known architect bought a painting.  The opening party 

was held in a restaurant which had been decorated with a mural by a well-known 

Italian artist. 

Quite a number of friends at the gallery gate crashed the party at the 

restaurant, which had only forty places reserved.  That was the limit.  At this 

party, the proprietor of the restaurant suggested that both James and Tatsuko 

were to paint a mural expressing their future dream.  The mural would be a 

memento of this particular party.  The price agreed upon was five hundred 

thousand lira, as well as a suit made by Krizia for Tatsuko. 

James’s original gallery was above the Caffè Greco on Via Condotti, not far 

from the Spanish Steps.  This gallery was run by a Sicilian aristocrat and has since 

gone broke.  The Caffè Greco was the meeting place of the painters of the Futurist 

Movement.  This café had a plush red carpet.  The walls were covered with red 

velvet.  The chairs were painted gold with red velvet seats, and there were also 

red velvet sofas along with art deco chandeliers.  Will these be restored? 

It was still the café that was the rendezvous of the Roman literary world.  

Now it is probably full of Japanese tourists.  This café’s moment of illustriousness 

was during the nineteen thirties.  However, the owners made an effort to keep up 

the atmosphere, by employing a stoutish manager with thinning hair, who 

looked a bit like the French president Chirac. 
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“Tatsuko seems to have been playing along the way.”  Then I asked, “How 

did James build up his career as an internationally well-known artist?  How did 

he get to where he is now?  Everybody in the art world respects him, whether in 

Rome, Paris, or London.” 

Because R. A. Augustinci was really emotionally involved with painting, he 

opened two galleries— one in Rome and the other in Paris.  This was attributable 

to his clear foresight and genuine feeling for painting.  In the past, he had been a 

lawyer, and he came to Paris in order to be himself. 

Formerly, Augustinci was a ferocious rival of Alexander Stauros.  Both of 

these personages were still recognized by contemporary artists as propagators of 

the direction that European art has taken.  After all was said and done, both of 

these great individuals were gay.  During his time, he was a figure who had 

participated in the discussions of the artists and intellectuals of the Coupole.  The 

waiters made collections of the paper tablecloths whereupon the artist clientele 

had made doodles.  James had continued failures in his private life.  Both 

Augustinci and Stauros made fun of each other.  Would this have something to 

do with their both being gay? 

During this period, James made farsighted statements that were often 

respected.  Augustinci had collected the works of Joan Miró, Henri Michaux, Max 

Ernst, Asger Jorn, and Corneille.  He had encouraged and stimulated James’s 

talent.  James will never forget the favors that his art dealer has done for him, 

even to the extent of supporting him in his journeys of research in the Far East, 

which were to develop his life and environment.  Also, it was on account of this 

art dealer that he had one-man shows every year in both Paris and Rome. 

In nineteen seventy-five, after James had returned from Japan to Hong Kong, 

a Milanese art dealer visited James in his Kowloon flat.  R. A. Augustinci had 

suddenly been taken seriously ill, so James made a deal with this Milanese art 
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dealer when he came back to Europe.  James’s former art dealer had been moved 

to a convalescent home in the outskirts of Rome, where he died a little while later.  

James never came across a similar personage again in his whole life.  This art 

dealer could well be described as what is termed in Buddhist technical language 

“a good acquaintance”, which is a person who helps and stimulates another 

individual in intellectual and religious progress.  In fact, he was James’s guru. 

“I (Panda) would like to have found a person who would treat me like that.  

Certainly with James there is a transmission from mind to mind.”  The era of the 

nineteen eighties was the age when I really became myself. 

Furthermore, during the nineteen fifties, James met the sinologist from 

Oxford, William Willetts who was the author of Foundations of Chinese Art from 

Neolithic Pottery to Modern Architecture, which has been translated and published 

in various countries throughout the world.  In addition, during the same period, 

James met David Snellgrove, who was the professor of Tibetan at London 

University.  Dr. Snellgrove taught James Classical Tibetan grammar, and it was 

due to this kindness that he was able to penetrate further into Buddhist studies. 

There was another person who recognized James’s talent.  He was Victor 

Musgrave, who was the owner of Gallery One in London.  Victor Musgrave was 

one of the dealers who encouraged the precursors of avant-garde painting in the 

English capital.  He was the art dealer who discovered Yoko Ono and gave her 

exhibitions.  She cut a round hole in a canvas and called it “a picture for looking 

at the sky”.  This was the beginning of “conceptual art” in London. 

When James became severely addicted to alcohol, he was about thirty years 

old.  Victor Musgrave paid the expenses for his care at a special clinic for 

alcoholics.  Now he doesn’t touch alcoholic drinks in any way.  When James and 

Tatsuko were in Italy, Victor Musgrave sent a number of letters to them.  At a 
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time when both were in London and Victor Musgrave was fifty-nine, they had a 

meal together in a Chinese restaurant. 

Victor said, “James, tell me, in the simplest terms, what you have learned 

from your experience of the Buddha teaching.  When it comes to western 

thinking, with regard to philosophy and religious perception, the British 

Museum library is stuffed full of books.  Don’t make a long and involved speech. 

Just keep it very short.” 

To this James replied, “You need a basis upon which you can support your 

life.  Therefore, you should recite Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō, in the same way as I 

have been doing for a number of years now.  This means we devote our lives to 

and found them on the entirety of existence, which has to include the enlightened 

and unenlightened views of it, permeated through all the possible implications of 

causes, concomitancies, and effects, in any location where subjective life seems to 

take place.  This, Victor, is the involvement of the whole of existence.  This is 

what being alive is all about.  This you have to recite for a portion of your day.” 

Victor replied, “This is something I can believe in.  It means you base your 

life on life itself.  This is something I can recite, instead of all that Tibetan and 

Indian stuff.”  

Subsequently, James wrote on the paper tablecloth Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō, 

with an explanation of each individual character.  In Classical Chinese, this 

evocation entails all time and all space, as well as all causes, concomitancies, and 

their following results.  If people were to chant this theme and title, it would 

induce an empathy with all the workings of the universe.  All that is wrong with 

our lives can be put right through the recitation of this chant in particular. 

Victor fortunately followed this advice with sincerity.  Even after a year had 

passed, he was still reciting Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō.  At the end of his life, he 
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passed away in serenity, in spite of his having cancer of the liver.  Kamiko, 

Tatsuko, James, and I have the deepest respect for this important individual.  

To all intents and purposes, James’s labors in translating are a struggle for the 

future happiness and peace of humankind.  Once James wrote on a large canvas 

about six and a half by six and a half feet, “All sentient beings are endowed with 

the nature of the Buddha,” which is like saying, ‘all matters, all occurrences both 

vertically and horizontally fill all this three-dimensional space and time’.  The 

intended content of this painting is that the whole of past, present, and future 

existence is going on at the same instant.  Even though I (Panda) am writing here 

in Japan, it is not separate from what is happening on Mars.  In fact, all sentient 

beings live all space and all time simultaneously and without effort.  Such a 

concept would tally with the Buddhist idea of one instant of mental activity 

involving the whole of physical and mental presence.  
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M. Bradley ~ All sentient beings are endowed with the Buddha nature ~ acrylic on canvas ~ 1998 
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In spite of James having problems with his heart, diabetes, and asthma, he is 

fundamentally a happy and realized individual.  In the world of contemporary 

art, he has found a certain status along with a modest wealth.  Over the last thirty 

years, he has made an enormous effort to further himself into the Buddhist 

teaching, which is the reason why James is the happiest of persons. 

At least he has made the effort to learn the Japanese of the Kamakura period 

(1185–1333), in order to translate for the benefit of the West something of the fully 

enlightened writings of Nichiren, which first appeared as The Buddha Writings of 

Nichiren Daishōnin.  However, there are not many Japanese who are capable of 

reading English at this level.  This book has been revised and now appears under 

the title The Essential of the Teaching of Nichiren Daishōnin.  Due to the insistence of 

the editor Harley White, this publication also has a section called “Explanations 

of Buddhist Terms and Concepts as Applied to the Teaching of Nichiren 

Daishōnin”. 

One book which is the result of at least twenty-five years of study and 

research is The Dharma Flower Sutra (Lotus Sutra) Seen Through The Oral 

Transmission Of Nichiren.  This work has two parts, One and Two.  The names of 

the team of editors are the late Gerhard Lenz, Harley White, and Michael 

Okoniewski.  James wrote the original manuscript with a fountain pen provided 

by the Venerable Yamane.  The editors typed up the manuscript, corrected the 

English, and it is now a book published by the Dharmagate Press.  What is 

strange is that Russians make up the majority of readers of the internet version. 

Since two thousand eight, James and Tatsuko have been living quietly in a 

mountain hamlet in the countryside of South Satsuma in Japan.  He enjoys the 

stillness and continues writing, in an attempt to make the world aware of such an 

enlightened teaching. 
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25 – Rome II 

Walking from the Spanish Steps through Via Condotti, you arrive at Via del 

Corso.  This was the second time for Kamiko and myself.  Taking Tatsuko’s hand, 

James did not look at the displays in the shop windows.  Peculiarly, when they 

went past the “Universale”, with its silver ware flaunted on red velvet along with 

the silk garments that would correspond to the taste of the bourgeoisie, James 

ignored these things. 

On seeing some neckties, I asked, “All these ties have a V-mark design.  Were 

they designed by Valentino?” 

For some reason or other, James simply sniffed in disdain.  Mickey, who was 

in James’s side pocket, squeaked, “I am very fond of Valentino’s designs.” 

Coming into the Lago Goldoni, James eyes twinkled and he said, “There is 

little time.  We must hurry.” 

James participated in Tatsuko’s quest for clothes and the accompanying items 

that go with them.  He made efforts to locate things that would suit her.  Slightly 

frustrated, he said to her, “If we do not get a move on, even though you are 

walking in high heels…” 

Tatsuko replied, “If I have to walk any faster, I’ll stumble and fall over.  Even 

if the shops are about to close, there are always other opportunities,” Tatsuko 

resisted. 

“Tomorrow we have other things to do.  Today is Saturday and half of these 

shops are closed,” James stated. 

“Let go of my hand.  To quibble like this is stupid.”  Tatsuko drew out her 

argument of objection.  “You go on ahead.  Where I want to go is to ‘Funny Girl’ 
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and ‘Epoca’.  I will soon catch up with you.  First I want to look at some shoes.  

Then we will go to these other shops.” 

Among the things we bought was a khaki-colored long dress that reached to 

Tatsuko’s ankles and had been designed by Sonia Rykiel.  The next day Tatsuko 

wore the dress she had bought the previous day. 

“Ah, yes,” Kamiko said.  “I would like to wear some western clothes.  

Always wearing the same kimono makes me feel like a poor, dowdy little girl.  

Next time you are in Paris, please buy me something from Yves Saint Laurent, 

Tatsuko.  It doesn’t have to be anything expensive.  Nevertheless, Europeans 

don’t wear the same clothes all the time.  Within a few weeks, it will be the end of 

the twentieth century and the beginning of the twenty-first.  I would like 

something to wear for the millennium festivities, wherever we are.  I would like 

something that has a lively feeling and is forward-looking, so as to be able to face 

the future.  Everybody is hoping that the state of the world will be even better in 

the new century.” 
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26 – England – The Year Two Thousand 

We intended that we would spend New Year’s Eve quietly in our house in 

England.  The white and green curtains were for shutting off the outside world.  

In our sitting room, there was a slightly pinkish, natural leather sofa with a chaise 

longue of the same color. 

Tatsuko turned on the switch that lit up the chandelier from Venice, in order 

to get on with her reading.  The architecture of the building was a dignified 

Regency, which was much to the delight of myself and Kamiko.  The house that 

we were living in had been that of the Duke of Wellington, when he was still a 

colonel in command of the British troops in Spain and Portugal.  On the second 

floor, in the largest room which had become our sitting room, there was a 

fireplace, created by the art nouveau designer William Morris— a design that 

was strongly influenced by Japanese plum blossom painting motifs.  This was 

surrounded by a square mantelpiece.  Also, this flat had a large kitchen, two 

bedrooms, and a bathroom.  However, this house was no longer the mansion that 

it had been.  It had been divided into two apartments.  Otherwise nobody could 

afford to keep up such a large property.  

James, who was the offspring of the English upper crust, had once lived in a 

large Victorian house.  When this flat was given as a present, Tatsuko was 

overjoyed.  James’s father was a commander in the Royal Navy and was a 

member of Churchill’s personal staff.  James was sent to a public school, Saint 

Paul’s.  However, James thoroughly disliked the idea of becoming a member of 

the British elite.  His deepest wish was to leave home and escape from this stifling 

atmosphere.  Ever since he was a child, he wanted to become an artist. 
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Getting on the train in Calais and going through the chunnel, both Tatsuko 

and Kamiko slept soundly, even though it was under the sea.  James, on the other 

hand, spent the crossing studying Classical Japanese grammar.  James nearly 

always had a book in his pocket.  I wanted to see what was going on.  Therefore, I 

wriggled my way out of James’s top pocket.  I didn’t know what was happening.  

So I looked around in all directions. 

Since we were under the sea, I was wondering where we were.  Because all 

dreams are similar, I (Panda) would know if this was a dream or not.  I was with 

James, which was reassuring I thought, and in forty-five minutes we would 

arrive at Dover.  They all would arrive in the County of Kent, and we would be 

living somewhere between Walmer Castle, Deal, and the seashore, whose scenery 

we would all enjoy.  Our house was on Walmer Castle Road.  There was a 

prejudiced saying that goes, “the ladies of Walmer and the women of Deal”.  

Class distinction made it that there were few pubs or restaurants in the area.  In 

the past, there used to be a building that was the school of music for the Marine 

Corps.  Now it had been turned into a block of flats.  Once, this locality abounded 

with large houses that often had been transformed into old people’s homes. 

On the pathway along the seafront, people took their pet dogs for walks.  

Then along this path, all of a sudden the view became a picture from “the fleeting 

world” school.  It was Hiroshige’s “Pine Trees along the Shore of Hamamatsu”.  

Tatsuko always said, “This reminds me of our old home in Japan.” 
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Utagawa Hiroshige  ~ The Famous Murmuring Pines at Hamamatsu Station ~ 1855 
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James felt a complete stranger in his own country.  He had spent most of his 

life living in various countries in the European Union.  Underneath our flat lived 

a professor from Cambridge University, who was called William.  He was always 

looking up at our windows in malevolent curiosity.  We bought this flat in 

nineteen ninety-two.  After occupying this flat for two months, a week or two 

later, we had to leave for the continent.  There was also another person living in 

the flat underneath ours.  She had been a professor of Classical Greek at some 

American university.  Both of those two people were in fact companions.  

William was the gayest of guys.  She was unpleasant to look at.  We all referred to 

her as “that woman”. 

Martin Bradley ~ Stolen Pleasures ~ watercolor ~ 2000 

 “Panda dear, just pretend I’m wearing Tatsuko’s clothes,” Kamiko said. 
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I opened my eyes and saw Kamiko wearing a black leather jacket, a khaki 

shirt, charcoal-gray leggings, and high heel boots.  She looked wonderfully sexy.  

I was aware of the blood flowing into my loins.  I pulled her towards me and 

unbuttoned her shirt.  I was already familiar with the roundness and nipples of 

her breasts that suddenly I found myself sucking.  I felt the presence of Kamiko’s 

nymphae against my genitals.  We spent the afternoon on the chaise longue. 

Whenever James saw William, he would mutter under his breath, “When the 

samurai is not eating, he needs a long toothpick.” 

William did not possess a car.  So he had to run his errands to Deal by going 

on the bus.  Nonetheless, this person’s professorial face looked down upon 

common mortals such as us. 

Tatsuko referred to James’s elder sister as the last English lady.  She had been 

the first woman to hold a professorship at Oxford University.  Her specialty was 

Ancient Greek and Latin.  She died at the age of ninety-five and never was in the 

least bit senile.  Tatsuko’s boast was that James had chosen on his own his 

extremely colorful, competent, and worthy way of living.  She often said, “Well, it 

is the same DNA.” 

James did not want to enter into conversation with William, who was such a 

foolish individual.  William’s flat was on the ground floor and needless to say 

had the back garden as part of his territory.  James as the owner of the freehold of 

the building had little or no time to tidy up the garden.  William hired an old man 

to do so.  This elderly personage said he could not manage the lawn.  James 

retorted that if they were to borrow one of the Queen’s sheep from the grounds of 

Walmer Castle, they could solve the problem of the green.  The sheep would soon 

eat up all the excess grass. 
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The gently sloping hills, forests and woods of Kent all had an English feeling 

about them.  Even the horses, sheep, cattle, and goats all had a likeable quality 

about them.  Accordingly, both Kamiko and myself fully enjoyed our drives, no 

matter where we went. 

Nevertheless, there was something about James not feeling comfortable.  

Tatsuko and James had agreed on a two-week stay.  But even after a week, James 

exclaimed that he wanted to go back.  For Kamiko and me, our hopes would be 

dashed.  This was because James had been away from his own country for too 

long.  For this reason, he understood every single little nuance and undertone of 

the English language.  He knew the English too well.  Perhaps this was not of any 

interest to him. 

Whenever Tatsuko returned to Japan, it was exactly the same.  On seeing 

Japanese reality, she could perceive everything in depth.  Hence all that 

surrounded her made her anxious.  Even after two weeks, she wanted to return 

to other countries. 

James and Tatsuko were always together, whether they were traveling, just 

shopping, or even going for a walk.  They always had breakfast together, as well 

as doing the washing up.  If James was not present, Tatsuko would call for him.  

“I’m in the toilet,” he would shout back.  On being answered, she felt reassured. 

27 – The Swedish Gallery 

The gallery in Malmoe had been in existence for around about thirty years.  

The artists and art dealer were all on excellent terms.  Both James and Sigmund 

Larsen did a lot of work together.  In the nineteen eighty-five Foire Internationale 

d’Art Contemporain in Paris, the GKM Gallery sold well.  The head of the family, 

Sigmund Larsen, had chosen his artists carefully.  The (late) Arman, Adami, (the 
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late) Corneille, (the late) Doucet, (the late) sculptor César, and the (late) artist 

Matta were all on Mr. Larsen’s books.  It would seem that James was the only 

artist left from the original team. 

When Mr. Larsen came to Paris, he would hire a taxi for the whole day to go 

round and visit all his artists’ studios with his two sons Thomas and Kalle, each 

son shouldering his respective workload.  Each year at the time of FIAC, he threw 

a splendid party at Closerie des Lilas restaurant, not only for his Scandinavian 

clientele, but also fifty or so well-known artists were invited.  The owner of the 

Closerie des Lilas was a famous personality in Paris society.  He always had a 

smile for the better-known individuals in other cultural spheres or for the various 

collectors.  Everybody had to sign or even do a little drawing in his autograph 

book. 

“Who is this Japanese person?” the restaurant owner inquired.  He then 

talked about Seiji Ozawa, the conductor. 

Well, now this was the cream of the Parisian art world.  Mr. Larsen’s boast 

was to be that in one of Paris’s better-known restaurants, everybody who was 

somebody all were sitting at the same table. Tatsuko, Kamiko, James, and myself 

all applauded the efforts of Sigmund Larsen, who was a very likeable and 

generous individual. 

However, his mistresses caused extremely big problems.  This was because 

he earned a lot of money, which he also spent lavishly.  He stayed in the most 

luxurious hotels and would not let go of his lady friends.  He shook hands with 

everybody, as though he were a prime minister. 

Most people were not aware of the magnificent paintings on the walls of his 

stand or gallery.  No doubt he had to spend a huge amount of money to give a 

grandiose party for five hundred people.  Both his sons Thomas and Kalle knew 
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about this.  At the end of the dinner, he always made a speech in awkward 

French.  Tatsuko, James, Kamiko, and I felt ill at ease when this moment came.  

He was given bunches of flowers, which were all thrown away.  This was in the 

year of two thousand one. 

Later, whenever we left Bruges, Tatsuko took care of all the travel 

administration and had found a retired detective to take care of the garden.  The 

feeling of going to Kent in England was for Kamiko and myself like going to a 

foreign country.  It was a holiday home, and to go there seemed like a vacation.  

From the English coast you could see France on the other side of the channel.  

Along the seashore, there were about five or six fishing boats hauled up onto the 

beach, which were colorfully painted as though they were in a picture postcard. 

On our drives through the Kentish countryside, there were villages that were 

populated by Agatha Christie personages.  Their houses were covered with ivy, 

and their gardens were full of flowers.  Indeed, Kent really had the elegance of 

being the garden of England. 

Both Kamiko and I have been to all sorts of interesting places.  In Denmark, 

the gallery was not far from the well-known and tall opera house where Luciano 

Pavarotti once sang.  James was having the opening of a one-man show at this 

gallery.  There were various important personalities present.  All, each one of 

them, were fully aware of their own existence and reputation. 

I was curious to see what was going on.  So, after struggling my way out of 

James’s top pocket, when all these personalities were too busy being influential, I 

was suddenly free and on my own. 

James and Tatsuko were invited to an event at the Tate Gallery in London, 

where Prince Charles would be present.  At that event, James walked up to HRH, 

who was alone and seemed to be looking rather forlorn, and told him that he 
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liked his watercolors.  Prince Charles spoke for quite a while about his individual 

interest in painting.  This particular period was in the middle of the “Diana 

scandal”, and he was often pursued by rabble-minded journalists. 

That evening we had dinner at the Chelsea Arts Club with two very close 

friends, Ivan and the late Christopher Moorsom. 

Ivan said, in a slightly teasing way, to Tatsuko, “Even though the world is 

huge, when it comes to royalty, you must use their titles.  Just to call him Charles 

won’t do.  Anyone would think you are talking about a friend.” 

All four of us chatted in a friendly way over dinner.  Ivan spoke to Tatsuko in 

Italian. 

“Do I really have to call him ‘His Royal Highness’?” Tatsuko asked.  “I did 

not use his title because I was talking in a nonchalant manner.  Therefore, I forgot 

to use the proper expression before his name.” 

At about that time, we had already entered the twenty-first century.  James 

and Tatsuko had to travel for the openings of two one-man shows.  Tatsuko, 

Kamiko, James, and I took a plane to both Spain and Portugal.  In order to pass 

the time away, we got up late and then did the things we had to do. 

In a single instant, Tatsuko got the impression that her being was the entirety 

of existence— a conscious realization that in some way had transformed her.  

This no doubt was the outcome of sudden displacements.  The entity of time had 

turned into a road through a three-dimensional space which involved the whole 

of the lives of all sentient beings.  
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28 – Paris V 

“Parties and other social events have all become burdensome,” Tatsuko 

grumbled.  “All I seem to have to wear are clothes from Yves Saint Laurent, Issey 

Miyake, Sonia Rykiel, and Renzo.  Even my footwear are luxury items.”  Tatsuko 

prolonged her complaint.  “I even have real gold and silver accessories.  I am 

Japanese.  When I wear designer-made clothes, then people become envious and 

stare at me with jealous eyes.” 

James replied, “I want that wonderful Tatsuko to be seen and admired.” 

Tatsuko retorted, “I really hate doing the washing-up and being a 

housewife.” 

Was nineteen eighty to nineteen eighty-nine such an intense and exotic 

period?  For us as a couple, it was one social event to the next. 

“For the time being, I am worn out,” Tatsuko declared. 

Even James was reduced to exhaustion, with his frequent heart attacks.  

Tatsuko worried about James’s health.  Also there was the work in the French 

National Printing House and exhibitions all over the world, as well as being in 

charge of making the crystal sculpture in Venice.  Then, in the nineteenth 

borough (arrondissement) of Paris, the Paris city administration commissioned a 

mural ten yards two feet by seven yards two feet, for which James only had to 

work out the whole project on paper. 
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Tatsuko overheard the following conversation between Kamiko and me. 

“James has become a top star in the art world,” I said. 

“If it was in Japan, he would be referred to as a master,” replied Kamiko in a 

high-pitched voice. 

I (Panda) by no means intended to write about the inner recesses of my 

feelings.  But as we became happier and more realized through our Buddhist 

practice, there are some extremely deep psychological traumas from my past that 

I would like to forget.  That unhappy part of me I have tried to transform into 

happiness, but I just cannot do it. 
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As I remember, I was in a Parisian warehouse.  This was perhaps the most 

unhappy period of my life.  My imagination made me think of myself as the 

center of attention— as a decorative triviality attached to an ostentatious 

handbag, a belt, or even on a sideboard alongside a row of glasses.  To the right 

and to the left of me, there were storage spaces and other depositories, as well as 

different kinds of toys. 

The owner of this warehouse was Vietnamese.  Whenever customers came to 

this storage space, he gave the impression of being an affable salesman.  Albeit he 

was kindly, when he showed off his stock he spoke an unrefined French, using 

only the imperative form of verbs.  This owner had two assistants.  Both were 

Chinese, but one had falsified Vietnamese documents.  The owner was not very 

tall, so that his employees looked over his head when he gave them frank advice. 

At a certain point, there were only ten brothers and sisters, all of us tied up 

together.  Occasionally, we had to push each other, in order to breathe properly.  

We were suddenly taken to a place which was frequented by human beings, the 

depths of which was not a proper storeroom.  It was dirty and dusty.  Even 

during the day, there was only a little light, and our space was reduced to almost 

nothing. 

In that depository, there was other pricier merchandise— items that were 

popular with retailers.  We little pandas were the cheapest of all.  We thought of 

ourselves as being too low-grade.  Rather than saying nobody noticed us, the 

various retailers just looked straight ahead and ignored us.  We were so bored, 

and each day ended in the same way.  We were supposed to be a symbol of the 

Chinese people who were in every kind of business.  Yet, we represented their 

prosperity. 

There was a rumor that many of my brothers and sisters were working hard 

in every country in the world.  This was certainly something that was spread 
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around before the ships left Hong Kong harbor.  The owners of a stall, elderly 

people from Shanghai, bought us all in a single bundle, and we were all taken to 

Belleville.  Then we were all transported to somewhere inside Châtelet Station, 

where I saw a part of the Paris subway for the first time. 

I shouted out in my ecstasy, “This building seems to be something from the 

space age.”  In this building, people were rushing in various directions to get to 

their trains. 

Châtelet was a huge subway station.  We were all carried off to a small 

vendor’s stall on one of the platforms, to be put on sale.  All of my brothers and 

sisters seemed to be satisfied.  There were all sorts of people coming and going on 

this railway platform— some with faces full of pride, and others whose facial 

expressions were more serious.  We all made enormous efforts in order to be 

noticed. 

In the midst of all the noise, which was a nuisance, my hopes were that I 

would be cuddled and loved.  Daydreaming was my only enjoyment.  What 

about my reality at that present time?  It was full of discouraging thoughts that 

made me feel sad.  Somebody had lost the object of our existence and what we 

were intended for.  Success for a cuddly toy would be to enter into human 

society— to be a special toy for a child or even the companion of a little girl.  I 

also have heard about being a decoration in a car as a partner for a youngster.  I 

know very little about the world of these conceited human beings.  From my 

point of view, I would aim at something better, which might be entirely 

unobtainable. 

Anyhow, I am only a cheap stuffed toy.  I have to be reconciled to the fact.  

The best thing to do would be to control myself.  This would be the most 

auspicious way forward.  Since the future does not hold much hope, then I must 

accept things as they are.  At any event, this is my karma and to admit to my 
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anguish without becoming irritable about things.  Would it not be a good thing if 

I did not exist at all? 

I really had sunk into some hatefully nasty train of thought.  At just about 

that time, I met James and Tatsuko.  What a wonderful conclusion that encounter 

turned out to be.  For me, it was simply a miracle.  I couldn’t expect anything 

better.  The miseries I have suffered have given me the strength to go forward 

and to be what I am.  I need not waste my time thinking about the unhappiness 

of the past. 

The fact that I have the happiness of the Buddha nature inside me might be 

hard to believe.  Also I can have the potential of remembering all of our travels 

over the past forty years or so, as well as what happened during those journeys 

abroad.  Both of the people who bought me have explained what our lives and 

unhappy karma are all about.  James and Tatsuko think of us as extensions of 

themselves.  But Nichiren Daishōnin has clearly stated that one’s objectivity can 

open its Buddha nature. 

James both sees me as his other self and Kamiko as the inner being of 

Tatsuko.  Kamiko was made wearing a kimono for the simple reason that she 

came from Japan.  As for myself, my innermost being is more independent.  On 

occasions, my memory gets a little confused.  Did such and such an event happen 

in Italy, Paris, Bruges, or London?  What year did various things occur?  Lots of 

things get mixed up in my mind.  Does Kamiko remember things correctly? 
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With simple arithmetic or mechanical devices James is a complete dud.  But 

when it comes to the Buddha teaching, then he can explain everything.  I listen 

attentively.  But Kamiko finds such discourses hard to understand.  Nevertheless, 

she tries to take in what is being explained.  For instance, when James says that 

the threefold dimension, wherein sentient beings live, is in a dimension where 

the inhabitants have wants, desires, and appetites and where they have physical 
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bodies in material surroundings, but at the same time they are endowed with 

fantasies, dreams, ideas and thoughts that are all the product of the workings of 

our minds and the workings of our karma— and in reality no thing or being can 

exist independently— Kamiko does not understand this. 

The Buddha teaching is penetrated in depth and through practice, and 

thereby one will finally understand the real nature of the workings of the entirety 

of existence.  Then if one were to discerningly discriminate between these two, 

and the bias falls on the side of just knowing, naturally there is the error of not 

becoming aware of the totality of universal existence.  This is the case such as 

with the problems of present-day society, or why things go wrong, or the 

contradictions within confusion, all of which are brought about by human 

fallacies.  This implies being accustomed to certain prejudices, which are a 

clumsy replacement of wisdom. 

These are the restrictions of pondering over various matters.  One has to 

learn the practice of the unfathomable Dharma, which is Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō, 

which means to devote our lives to and found them on the entirety of existence, 

both its enlightened and unenlightened aspects, permeated by the 

interdependence of cause, concomitancy, and effect in the whereabouts of every 

possible state of mind. 

James’s strong point is that he is aware of this argument.  With all his might, 

he chants this title and theme (Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō), even when his voice has 

become hoarse.  It is to be expected that he gets excited, and he uses a vocabulary 

which sometimes is hard to understand.  In the past, he taught art history in 

Hong Kong University in both English and Chinese.  He divided his students into 

two groups— those that wanted to study in English and those that wanted to 

study in Chinese.  Apart from standard Chinese, he knows the classical language. 
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“For an instant to fall into the sleep of unenlightenment, to be drowned in the 

cycle of living and dying and to forget one’s original enlightenment, to decidedly 

stick to the dream and drift from one obscurity to the next” is for me (Panda) 

apparently obvious. 

29 – Rome III 

If one were to go past the fountain that is in the center of the Piazza di 

Spagna and go through Via Condotti, one has to ultimately arrive at Via del 

Corso.  Close by those roads that form a T, there is the Gallery Santanna, which is 

run by a person called Suzanna.  She once stated, “I have sold every painting that 

I bought from James Spencer.”  This statement was to become her boast. 

Regardless of this apparent success, she had an enormous problem that was 

her son.  The son’s name was Pietro.  When we first met him, he was then about 

eighteen years old.  As everybody could see, he was both handsome and clever.  

His father was French, and due to an excellent divorce settlement, Suzanna 

opened a gallery.  At that particular period, many adolescents were playing with 

heroin.  Pietro became an addict.  Suzanna would not let him out of her sight.  

She also administered the medication for treating his addiction. 

Until Pietro was more than thirty years of age, she kept an eye on him as he 

drifted from various bars and cafés.  Pietro was under the complete control of his 

mother, even to the extent of her looking into the past of his girlfriends.  She 

inspected his volition and furthermore his sentiments and feelings.  In such a 

way, he would never be free of his mother.  Each year she arranged that Pietro 

changed his girlfriend.  At any rate, at the same time Suzanna had become a 

lesbian and took a dislike to men. 
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Suzanna had invited us for a holiday at her house by the sea.  We did not 

refuse.  Furthermore, Suzanna had an apartment in the suburbs of Rome.  On one 

occasion, Suzanna bade us to come for lunch.  She owned a car and two 

Doberman dogs.  On the way to this midday meal, she picked up a friend called 

Melissa.  Her hair was neatly tied at the back of her head, perhaps so that she 

could look out of the corner of her eye in order to spot pretty girls.  She made a 

strong impression with her two smooth-furred black dogs. 

Tatsuko said to them, “Hullo,” by way of greeting. 

Melissa looked towards Tatsuko as being friendly.  “My father was French 

and my mother was Vietnamese.  But I had my education in France,” she said.  

Melissa, who had the blackest of black ponytails, went on to say, “The Italian 

environment has an exotic feeling about it.  Perhaps it is because it is so easy to 

live here.  Since you too are an Oriental, Rome has a good feeling about it.  I have 

always had the attitude that here is the place to live.” 

James, who was sitting next to the driver’s seat in the car, overheard this 

conversation and thought of it simply as communication.  Melissa also affirmed 

that she had a daughter named Marina. 

“James, I have not seen you two for such a long time.  You haven’t changed a 

bit.  Tatsuko’s clothes sense is wonderful.  Did James choose them for you?  I 

always say to my daughter Marina that Tatsuko’s way of dressing is really 

fashionable.” 

The first time Tatsuko met Melissa she had been wearing an Issey Miyake 

dress, red canvas boots, and a large red belt around her waist. 

When it was time for lunch, the neighbor came in with a tray loaded with 

various pots and pans, which contained a salad, dessert, and big bowl of 

tortellini.  Since Suzanna was a well-known gallery owner, the neighbor thought 
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her guests had something to do with her business and simply said, “It is a 

pleasure to meet you.” 

All the victuals had been prepared by Suzanna, but the neighbor heated them 

up.  Italian social intercourse mainly consisted of eating and drinking together. 

Suzanna said, “In Rome you have some very close friends.” 

We had a very close friend who was a psychiatrist whose name was 

Benjamin Schmidt.  He taught psychiatry in both Rome and Naples universities.  

He lived on Via Appia near the Catacombs in a largish villa.  His family was also 

extremely interesting.  His eldest son was a lawyer in New York.  His daughter 

was a Tibetanologist and was employed doing research in the Vatican library.  

Everybody in this family spoke at least four languages.  Both Benjamin and his 

wife were connoisseurs of food, so that they had an overweight problem to the 

extent of becoming the size of whales. 

At some opening or other, James had already introduced this family to 

Suzanna.  She had made an appointment for a consultation with Benjamin.  

Instead, Benjamin invited her and Pietro to their home.  I (Panda) imagine the 

conversation ran along the following lines. 

‘What is your problem?  I am a doctor and have asked you a serious 

question.— Why don’t you two get married?  As for Pietro, the solution would be 

to drop him from a plane over India.  Your problem is straightforward incest.’ 

Naturally, Suzanna lost her temper. 

All this is exclusively the guesswork of Kamiko and myself.  Benjamin later 

told us all about this interview.  
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30 – Spain and Portugal 

At the beginning of two thousand one, James had a one-man show in 

Barcelona.  The guests at the opening were delighted when James spoke to them 

in Catalan.  Barcelona is a city of Latin civilization.  Not a few foreigners have 

passed through the street called Consell de Cent.  Barcelona is where James 

learned Catalan from his friend the author Joan Vila Casas.  Catalan as a 

language was not encouraged during Franco’s regime.  Before James had studied 

Catalan, he was already friends with Joan from his days in Paris.  Also James had 

another friend in Barcelona, who was called Mohammed, who ran a gallery in 

Paris and had married a Spanish woman called Maria.  The workers on Gaudi’s 

magnificent art nouveau cathedral had not yet completed its restoration. 

Both Tatsuko and James, as well as Kamiko and myself, were invited to lunch 

at Joan’s house.  For the evening meal, we were invited to Mohammed’s family 

home.  What was interesting was the difference between the two households.  

Joan’s apartment was not really different from many artists’ homes, either in 

Paris, London, or Rome.  Nevertheless, Joan’s apartment was crammed full of 

things he had collected from secondhand shops.  Various objects were hanging 

from the ceiling, which sometimes brushed against people’s heads, making a 

jangling noise that reminded Tatsuko of the pinball machines in her native Japan.  

Among other things, there were Japanese carp streamers (which were hoisted 

onto flagpoles to celebrate children’s day), along with all sorts of toys from every 

country in the world. 

In Spain, summer days last until eleven o’clock in the evening.  Between eight 

and nine, there are hardly any customers in the restaurants.  They become busy 

after ten. 
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Mohammed’s household had an excellent collection of paintings hanging on 

its walls.  There were only two little paintings by James.  It seemed that Maria 

came from a wealthy family, judging by the carpets and other different 

ornaments here and there throughout the apartment. 

Neither Kamiko nor I joined in the conversation.  Why on earth did Tatsuko 

and James praise their taste?  It was vulgar and trashy, as well as there 

apparently not being much money.  As far as I am concerned, this is something to 

which I have to admit.  These things are not a subject for conversation. 

After allowing time for us to contemplate their home, Mohammed had made 

a reservation for ten o’clock in a restaurant nearby.  At eleven, children are still 

playing in the streets.  Tatsuko is really fond of these countries. 

In the year two thousand five, James had a one-man show in a gallery in 

Oporto.  The gallery owner was the same as the one in Barcelona.  Both of these 

two galleries had abundant space, which allowed the pictures to be seen to their 

advantages.  Maybe this is the reason why this art dealer had so much success.  

At the opening, there was a painting two by two yards that sold right away.  

Then people began to buy the smaller paintings.  Nevertheless, this dealer took 

fifty percent of the price.  No doubt his activity involved a lot of work— going to 

the airport in order to meet his artists, making the necessary reservations in 

hotels, hanging the exhibition and inviting a cello player so as to create an 

agreeable atmosphere around the show, as well as organizing the party for the 

opening. 

With James’s show in Oporto, the British consul arrived with his wife.  Most 

of the other guests were people who had an interest in the visual arts, as well as 

his collectors.  At the opening, many guests asked for a general explanation of the 

work shown.  Also, quite a number of journalists turned up to arrange 

interviews.  When it came to an interview on television, James had to do the 
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whole thing in Portuguese.  This was the first time James had been to Portugal.  

(He had learned Portuguese in Brazil.)  At the television interview, he became 

flustered over the change of language.  Tatsuko found James’s confusion very 

funny and laughed. 

Martin Bradley ~ Don Quixote ~ acrylic ~ 1987 

Most of the time, we were in Barcelona.  The evening meals were made up of 

side dishes in bars (tapas).  Tatsuko ate a lot of seafood, which she thoroughly 

enjoyed.  Both Tatsuko and James liked Spanish cuisine.  The owners of these 

galleries, João and Xalia, invited Tatsuko and James for an evening out at the 

fishing port La Baceloneta, so that they could taste Spanish cooking. 
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In the same way as in Japan, the chef of the restaurant in La Baceloneta took a 

large fresh fish and put it onto the charcoal grill, just the way it was.  He then 

opened it up and cut it into portions, poured olive oil on it, and then served it 

with sliced onion on top.  The side dish that accompanies fish cooked in this way 

has always been either a salad or potato chips.  Now, while we are talking about 

gourmandizing, even though we are living in Minami Satsuma, we still would 

like to eat genuine Serrano ham or Butifarra sausage.  Such things make 

Tatsuko’s, Kamiko’s, and my, as well as James’s, mouth water. 

Now that we are talking about food, Japanese edibles are quite different from 

those in the west.  If the Japanese people were simply to eat western food, their 

appetites would never be satisfied.  Japanese restaurants serve a spaghetti 

especially for Japanese taste.  Spanish paella for the Japanese has a similar taste to 

fried rice.  Since all four of us like eating real Italian food, our friend Brunella, 

who understands our feelings, sends us a parcel from time to time with Parmesan 

cheese, as well as olive oil from her family’s farmhold.  Such parcels are sent by 

post and take at least two months to arrive at our home in Japan.  We have other 

friends in Bruges who occasionally send us Twinings tea, along with some 

chocolate.  We have these minor blessings.  At first, when Tatsuko made bread, it 

was a failure.  But now she can make it successfully.  I have diverged from my 

narrative by talking about food. 

The old town of Oporto was as resplendent as a checkered mosaic.  The 

houses, all being small, were cubical and fascinating.  If one looked at the old 

town from the seashore, they appeared to be a harmonization of pastel colors.  

They all reflected the sunlight with their pale blues, pinks, acid greens, and 

oranges.  On leaving the beach and going uphill, our impression was that of a 

dazzling jigsaw puzzle.  If people were to be confronted with this esthetic, they 

could not help being enamored by it.  Alleyways with small paving stones 

wound in a zigzag fashion and continued in both directions.  Nearly all the 
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women were dressed in black from head to toe.  All of the black-clothed women 

were carrying baskets or plastic containers on their heads.  James said that 

probably these women were widows, albeit these were the traditional symbols of 

the distinction between rich and poor. 

If this was our sightseeing of the old town, then we had had enough.  

Surprisingly a taxi pulled up beside us.  The taxi driver drove at an unbelievable 

speed through this maze of narrow streets.  No doubt, many of this taxi driver’s 

customers would feel uncomfortable.  Did we all feel carsick?  The taxi raced on.  

On paying off the taxi, all of us felt rather queasy.  The suburbs were on higher 

ground and a completely different world.  In the taxi, we had whizzed past the 

gallery.  All the houses were surrounded by high stone walls, which hid the 

gardens behind them.  No doubt in the gardens there were cacti, date palms, as 

well as banana trees.  In spite of all this vegetation, it was different from Santo 

Domingo.  The dissimilarity lay in the dignity of these upper crust houses. 

The Inter-Atrium Gallery, upon whose walls the works of James Spencer 

were exhibited, put his name on a flag that they had hoisted, as well as placing 

two of his paintings in the second floor windows.  The paintings were relatively 

large.  The day after the opening we were all invited to dinner at the house of a 

collector, who was the owner of some of James’s paintings.  Our host came to the 

hotel we were staying in.  The architecture and garden of this collector’s house 

were the superlatives of their kind. 

“Who made this garden?” Tatsuko asked. 

“I like puttering around in the garden,” our host replied. 

There were crystal steps that led into an immense living room.  The 

grandmother of this family spoke four languages— Portuguese, Spanish, French, 

and English.  It was then decided that French would be the communal tongue, 
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since Tatsuko knew French and rather less English.  The collector’s elder sister 

and her husband had also been invited.  Both the elder sister and the collector’s 

wife were very attractive women.  The grandmother sat at the head of the dinner 

table as the elder of the family. 

At dinner, there was no lack of conversational material.  Several of the guests 

gave their views on the meaning of a large picture hanging on the wall of the 

dining room.  All the people had interpreted this painting according to their 

suppositions and imaginings.  Then they asked James what this picture was all 

about. 

James said, “This is the fundamental to all people.  Therefore, I painted it in 

this way.” 

What was fundamental to all sentient beings was Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō, 

which means to devote our lives to and found them on the entirety of existence 

(both enlightened and unenlightened existence), permeated by cause, 

concomitancy, and effect in its whereabouts of every imaginable state of mind.  

This is the equation that scientists have been looking for. 

This collector was the owner of a company that procured people’s rubbish 

and recycled it.  His elder sister was a chemist and her brother an engineer.  This 

collector was named was Carlos Periera, and his family had collected books since 

the fifteenth century.  The books in his library consisted of first editions and 

veritable museum pieces.  His conversational style was as well-chosen as during 

dinner that evening.  He spoke about his concern for Portuguese politics. 

“I have no opinion about that subject, because I do not live here,” James 

specified. 

“I quite agree with you,” was the reply.  “I have talked enough.  Today, 

during the day, I have been busy with my work.  But now we will go for a drive 
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and see something of Oporto by night.  The differences between day and night— 

the esthetics of nighttime are more enticing.  During the day, there is only the sea 

and the stone walls that surround people’s houses.  Let’s go to the spot where the 

river flows into the sea.” 

Both Kamiko and I were amazed by looking upon an unimaginable array of 

lights.  I clearly remember the various sights we have experienced on our 

journeys.  But at the point where the river flows into the sea, there were the tiny 

lights of the houses on the hills along with the neon lights of the center of town, 

all glittering as in some picture of fairyland. 

31 – The Japanese Countryside 

Since we were all Buddhists, both Kamiko and I wanted to live in a foreign 

country like Japan.  We ended up by buying a house in deepest Satsuma on the 

slopes of Mount Kinpō.  Our home is in the middle of a hamlet of twelve houses.  

At the bottom of the slope is a small convenience store run by Chinese Mr. Tung.  

James goes to this store, which is about one and a quarter miles away from our 

house, and he thoroughly enjoys the walk.  Both sides of the road are adjoined by 

the forest.  From time to time, he comes across rabbits or raccoon dogs and more 

rarely a wild boar.  James’s head is filled with the problems of translating 

Buddhist terminology into English.  When he comes to the signboard “Nakatsuji 

Construction Bureau”, then he feels the reality of living in Japan which he 

certainly likes. 

Our sphere of activity is the direct opposite of Europe, and we have no 

regrets because we chose these circumstances.  It is for Kamiko and myself a 

novel way of living.  The people in our surroundings are all agricultural workers, 

that is to say, tillers of the soil, who greet us with beaming smiles. 
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Kamiko asked me, “Why has Tatsuko, who really liked looking chic with her 

brand name clothes, changed so much?” 

I replied, “You had better ask her directly.” 

Kamiko said, “Look, when it comes to myself, I got rid of that old red kimono 

some time back.  I create my own clothes now.  Nevertheless, I am highly 

influenced by what Tatsuko wears.  I am also aware of the architectural styles of 

each European country, as well as some notions of their respective histories.  

However, Japan is entirely different.  Nowadays, people on the whole, especially 

women, are only concerned with how they look, their self-importance, and 

whatever is to their advantage.  For my part, I thoroughly dislike that sort of 

hypocrisy as being something rotten.  At home I wear a traditional short padded 

coat, which is not only convenient but also suits me, since I am Japanese.  I am 

fully satisfied with it.” 

Our neighbor Grandmother Toshiko cultivates large radishes (daikon) in her 

garden.  She treats them with the same affection as if they were her children.  

Both Kamiko and I are pleased that she likes the cakes that we give her.  What we 

really appreciate is people’s kindness and authenticity. 

The next bit of my narrative is confidential.  Apart from Kamiko and myself 

being chosen to travel with James and Tatsuko, this part of the story you must 

decidedly keep to yourself.  Naturally, in the various houses we have inhabited 

which of course were in Italy, France, Belgium, and England, our family of 

stuffed toys has increased.  There is a green dragon from Venice, and from 

Shinagawa in Tokyo there is a little gray elephant called Hanako.  There is a Pooh 

bear from Knokke.  Also there is a very realistic rabbit from Bruges who dislikes 

ribbons of any sort.  We have a koala from Australia, who was given to us by an 

art dealer.  There is also a large red elephant that James bought on the spur of the 

moment in Copenhagen Airport.  Now there is koala’s little brother, which James 
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had found near the Chinese store crying and sobbing because someone had 

thrown him away, and who spends his time listening to records and watching 

television.  Furthermore, there is a rabbit with blue ears and face, who wears a 

green jacket and an orange necktie.  Who made him?  He even has shoes with 

laces.  We call him the March Hare, and we bought him in a secondhand shop in 

Deal, Kent for only fifty pence.  Again, he is married to Greensleeves, who was 

given to us by somebody in Italy.  There is also a monkey who sucks his thumb 

and is called “Monkey Aware of Relativity”.  All these personages live in the 

room where we watch television. 

You will have to excuse me.  Again I have diverged from our story, which is 

the saga of James and Tatsuko and is supposed to be their biography. 
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32 – Reminiscences 

Kamiko said to Tatsuko, “You sometimes get a bit nostalgic for the past.  You 

have a collection of CDs from, for instance, when you were younger, perhaps 

twenty or thirty years old, which is to say between the nineteen sixties and 

seventies.  You get sentimental when you hear the songs of people such as Misora 

Hibari, Ishihara Yujiro, and Aoe Mina.  Also you’ve got DVDs of all the films of 

Kurosawa Akira.” 

Martin Bradley ~ Kurosawa Nostalgia ~ watercolor ~ 2005 
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Tatsuko replied, “This was a period of being terribly young.  Even though I 

had problems with repeated unhappy love affairs, all these stories I have 

recounted to James.  I guess being young and innocent as well as being 

unfortunate in love is something that happens to everybody.  When I was a girl, I 

had a traditional Japanese upbringing.  I was born with a personality that had to 

take adventurous strides through my way of life.  Firstly came the oil shock in 

nineteen seventy-two.  Also, because I felt constricted in Japan, I decided to go to 

Italy and study Italian in the University for Foreigners in Perugia (L’Università 

degli Stranieri).  Secondly, I was single and on my own.  So I put only jeans and 

necessities in my suitcase.  It took a lot of courage to close down my hairpiece 

factory.  I had to pay back the retirement funds to all my staff.  So, nearly all my 

money had gone.  What I really wanted to do was become an artist.  This was my 

sole intention.  I tried painting, in order to establish an identity in a foreign 

country. 

“Since Kamiko wants to hear all about my love affairs, I will happily tell 

you,” Tatsuko affirmed.  “My first love affair was with a person called Tachibana, 

who was a business man.  I first met him at my driving school.  However, this 

person had a car accident, because he was driving in a car which had a left-hand 

drive.  He was severely wounded in the face and was obliged to stay in the 

hospital for at least two years on account of this accident.  I cried and cried. 

“As the director of my hairpiece factory, I had to go to Kyoto four times a 

month.  The Tokyo-Nagoya expressway runs into the Sekigahara region near 

Gifu.  It was wintertime and suddenly there occurred a snowstorm which was 

very worrying.  A Mr. Kobayashi showed up and drove me to a petrol station 

and helped me to put chains on my wheels.  At that period, I was young, good-

looking, and a fashionably dressed director of a firm.  Ever since Mr. Kobayashi 

was in infant school, he had been brought up by a nanny in Tokyo.  From the 

kindergarten, he went on to Keiō University.  After university, he studied at a 
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management school.  I fell in love with him straightaway.  He had a company in 

the Aichi province and was one of its directors.  Later he became managing 

director.  Now he has become the head of the whole company. 

“Love and daydreams are different, since Mr. Kobayashi was from a wealthy 

family and had been already engaged by his family to the daughter in another 

wealthy family.  In Japan at that time, there was still the caste system, and Mr. 

Kobayashi’s family would not hear of any talk about marrying me.  However, 

after the wedding, both parties went their own way, which was saddening, and 

Mr. Kobayashi became lonesome.  He said to me, ‘Tatsuko must grab at her 

happiness and find a person who will always be with her.  Just sexual relations 

are simply unhappiness.’  From then on, we became lifelong friends.  Also at a 

moment when I was in difficult straits in Italy, he helped me out.  When I had my 

first one-man show, he promised to buy a picture and sent the money in advance. 

“At the end of the nineteen seventies, when I was supposed to return to my 

native Japan, four of my friends all invited me to dinner.  One of them wore a 

Valentino suit along with a necktie with the usual V motif.  And James was 

wearing an Yves Saint Laurent jacket and shirt.  (He never wore neckties except 

once at our wedding.)  One of these personages later suffered with lung cancer 

and is now eighty years old. 

“As for my business, there were three big shop mannequin makers— two in 

Tokyo and another in Kyoto, with whom I have both love and hateful memories.  

I had to go to Tokyo four times a month, as well as having to go to Osaka at least 

once a month, in order to deliver the hairpieces I had manufactured.  Each one of 

these journeys implied a habitual payment, as well as the necessary polite 

genialities with whatever company executives with whom I had regular dealings.  

Even though they may have been the directors of branch offices, all these people 

were always kind and helpful.  Being young, they showed me around and were 
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very friendly.  Also these executives invited me to dinner, parties, or outings.  

This meant all these people wanted to befriend me.  The boss of the Tokyo shop 

mannequin manufacturer invited me, together with his wife, daughter, and 

daughter-in-law to a high-class restaurant, where they served sushi of every 

possible kind.  Later he phoned me in Nagoya to ask when the next time would 

be that I could come to Tokyo.” 

33 – Love and Hate between Men and Women 

“I was still naïve,” Tatsuko continued.  “Later, I was to have a lot of 

psychological shocks due to my negligence.  When I had gotten over being cut up 

over my relationship with Kobayashi, in order to forget him entirely, I then 

experimented two or three times.  Albeit I looked upon those men as ‘boyfriends’ 

of my own, one, who was called Mr. Iwamoto, came to my hairpiece 

establishment.  Nevertheless, on that particular day, I was out.  During the 

evenings, I went to paint at Yoshie Nishin’s studio.  Mr. Iwamoto posed as my 

lover in front of all my assistants.  At this period in my life, I was Yoshie Nishin’s 

pupil, and as time went on, I developed a sexual relationship with him. 

“Anyhow, four years went by without my realizing it.  All my twelve 

employees presumed that Mr. Iwamoto was my lover.  This was for me an 

enormous insult and a debasing humiliation.  Mr. Iwamoto continued his 

pretense of being my lover.  My employees either called me Madam or director.  

For my part, I was furious with Mr. Iwamoto’s low-grade meanness and foul 

play.  Was it because my employees had to know about this sideline love affair?  

Nearly all my assistants apparently had the quality of being less good-looking, 

plump, or even corpulent.  Why did I take them on?  On their part, they seemed 

to say, ‘She acts like the daughter of a queen.  This is because she in fact is a 
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virgin— this is somewhat provocative.’  That Mr. Iwamoto’s character and lack of 

humanity and other pipsqueak traits made me laugh. 

“At about that time, I had painted a picture all through the night for the 

Tokyo City Exhibition.  That fellow Iwamoto was the son of a doctor and also he 

studied at Waseda University.  He had started a factory that worked with iron 

but had failed completely.  Maybe it was because I am a woman and he was 

jealous.  I gave him money in order to sever relations.  He and his lover, who was 

my employee, should return to wherever they came from.  With the money I gave 

him, he rented an apartment close by my hairpiece factory.  The stratagem of 

those two was to make trouble for me.  Both of them were aware of my 

gullibility.  These people made me depressed and irritated me, so that they got on 

my nerves with their relentless teasing. 

“During that period I was overwhelmed by a whirlpool of troublesome 

worries.  My feelings cannot be put into words.  Due to this experience, I was 

afraid of making any relationship with anybody whomsoever.  Naturally, I had 

brief affairs with Italians and finally with James.  Knowing that I had been 

roasted on the fires of love-hate relationships, James did not seem to want that 

sort of thing.  Although we could never get married, nevertheless, he gave me the 

impression of being a sincere person.” 

Kamiko and I looked at Tatsuko with faces full of interest. 

“Poor Tatsuko.  After so much effort and mental strain, how did she manage 

to get through that period in her life?” Kamiko sighed.  When I (Panda) met 

Kamiko, neither of us had the slightest hint about relationships between men and 

women. 

“James knows all about these things,” I said, “which is part of his gaudy 

background,” I mumbled. 
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Tatsuko was the owner of a nightclub in Tadokoro called “Oh”.  A rather nice 

and good-looking man who drove a foreign car, a Chrysler, and whose brother 

ran a chicken farm that raised more than ten thousand birds, one evening 

brought his attaché case into the hotel.   

“He then opened it and showed me a million yen.  ’Let’s get married,’ he said 

hurriedly.  At that particular moment, the word ‘marry’ sounded misplaced,” 

Tatsuko said.  “I was not impressed by the money.” 

At that time, Tatsuko was not interested in people’s reputations or how much 

money was in their bank accounts, or even how much they had saved.  Was this 

money supposed to tempt her? 

“I am not the type of person to become a drudgery-enslaved housewife.  I am 

the owner of a nightclub.  Ever since I was a teenager, I have wanted to be called 

‘Ma’am’ and that everyone would come to ask me for advice or for wanted 

sympathy.  He then said, ‘Okay, I understand.  Then I can cooperate with you 

and we’ll do business together.  So you want to run a nightclub.  For my part, I 

am twenty-eight years old.’ 

“At that time, an investment had to be five hundred thousand yen in order to 

have any sway.  Apart from this, there would be rebuilding costs that would 

probably amount to two hundred fifty thousand yen.  The bar for a long time had 

been worn away at the corners.  This club would continue to be called ‘Oh’.  Then 

the club needed at least three more enclosed seats with tables.  Then there would 

be a manager to pay for, as well as six or seven ‘hostesses’ in their late teens or 

early twenties.  During the day, I would be at my hairpiece factory, and in the 

evening I would be the Ma’am of a nightclub.  This idea came about so that no 

man could twist my feelings or pulverize my mind. 
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“I immediately understood that I was fundamentally too naïve, not being 

aware of how the nightclub world functioned— a manager would cheat me in 

some way or other— that there were no likeable teenagers or pretty girls in their 

early twenties or late teens, and that my lover would turn out to be my pimp.  I 

would soon get my fingers burned.  Furthermore, running my hairpiece factory 

and taking it easy in my nightclub was certainly not my trip.  To dress up and 

butter up the club’s customers was no pleasure at all.  On the whole, the men 

would drink and that I would take the cash was a reality with which I was 

familiar.  There would be lots of money coming in.  This kind of thinking made 

me unhappy.  Anyway, I did not like alcohol.  I laughed at myself for being so 

stupid.  Would these circumstances become a reality?” 

Then Kamiko would continue to ask questions even while Tatsuko was 

talking.  After the height of Tatsuko’s nervous breakdown, or rather, when she 

was in the realms of dharmas such as suffering, she fell no further than the 

dimension of craving essences. 

“But you could not find any happiness.  So finally you hated yourself.”  

Kamiko commented.  “This has to be your inherent karma.  Otherwise, I would 

not be living with you.  Could it be that all Japanese men will sooner or later slip 

into disliking their women?  Having been cheated in love, you often shed tears.  

If someone were to touch this trauma, it would again become inflamed.  Now 

you are a mature adult.  All these experiences have helped you grow into what 

you are.  After that, then what happened?” Kamiko begged Tatsuko further on. 

“Iwamoto and most of the customers in the Tadokoro nightclub are of course 

the lowest of the low.  I have no desire to be wealthy or to be well-known.  I just 

wanted to live quietly with somebody.  But a person without any tender feelings 

or even no good in bed would only make me more pitiful than ever.  In the end, I 

consulted a lawyer, who advised me to sell ‘Oh’.  Then, with what money was 
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left over, I had the aforethought that I would never be happy.  I was now twenty-

nine and on the threshold of becoming an old maid.  Japanese men have no sense 

of generosity and their hearts have shriveled into ice.  They are completely 

unaware of a woman’s humanity.  They merely take advantage of them.  I am 

tolerably generous, and in my heart I have the courage to be adventurous.” 

34 – Italy, Perugia 

“As far as Perugia is concerned,” continued Tatsuko, “I never expected to see 

such a broad field of vision.  The inhabitants of this world make differences 

between race and social standing.  As a student, I was aware of those prejudices.  

Westerners on the whole are not particularly enthusiastic about Arabic-speaking 

peoples, even though there were a number of Arabs among the students.  Would 

it be because of their religion?  The students were completely free-thinking.  The 

classrooms never had enough seats.  Even the girls would find their seats by 

climbing over the desks.  Nobody complained.  We Japanese are astounded by 

such impolite behavior.  During the evenings, where there was a fountain in front 

of the church which was the beginning of a sloping street that ran through the 

center of Perugia, people walked backwards and forwards, just like ants going to 

and fro from their nests.  Many people just stood and chattered, whereas others 

simply sat on the terrace stone seats.  By the expression on their faces, they were 

not especially waiting for somebody. 

“When I was not studying, I went out to meet my friend from Athens, 

wearing better togs than usual.  We communicated by using the Italian words 

that we knew.  After three months of this kind of routine, I, by chance, met an 

Italian man of a good family who owned a lot of land in the vicinity.  When this 

man approached us, Elena became tongue-tied.  This man drove an Alpha Romeo 

and one day came to meet me at the entrance of the school.  He took me on a 
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drive to Assisi, Gubbio, and Oliveto, as well as other neighboring towns in the 

Umbrian region.  When seen from the side, his face looked well-bred, but his hair 

was thinning at the top.  He was an engineer of the National Autonomous Roads 

Corporation (ANAS).  He also ran a huge agricultural establishment that 

produced wine and olive oil. 

“He corrected my broken Italian in the friendliest way.  I jotted everything 

down in a notebook, with regard to grammar, vocabulary, and pronunciation.  

Among the hills in the region of Perugia, there was an excellent restaurant called 

the Conca del Sole, where he took me every evening to dinner.  He held to me 

dearly, as though I were a fragile doll.  I was already more than thirty years old.  

But I did not mention my age.  His name was Francesco Scarabelli.  All through 

the long days of the Italian summer, there were not a few whisperings about our 

love affair.  Even though my knowledge of Italian was limited, how was I 

supposed to express my feelings of endearment?  I was already having doubts 

about our relationship. 

“Then, after three months, I went back to school.  When we had our evening 

meal together, we went for a drive to various places.  Finally, the whole affair 

ended with just a kiss.  A former lover once said, ‘Don’t fall into the habit of 

merely sexual relationships.’  Wasn’t this strange?  ‘Why don’t you hug me,’ I 

said quite naturally.  I wanted this affair to end in this way.  There was a pained 

look on his face when we said ‘goodbye’.  ‘Once I met a Yugoslav girl who was 

very unhappy through a purely sexual relationship.  Later, she was involved in a 

car accident, over which I was full of regrets.’  I never asked how or why.  I was a 

language student, and that was hard enough in itself.  Maybe it was better not to 

know.” 

Tatsuko continued relating her experiences, in response to Kamiko’s request, 

as though she were telling a story, which I (Panda) will now recount: 
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Francesco Scarabelli said to Tatsuko, “I can’t have sex just for the sake of it.  I 

would like to make you happy, but I cannot go all the way.  Of course I would 

like to wallow in love-making.  However, as a person who is legally separated, I 

still cannot get a divorce.” 

When he said this, it seemed alright.  “I also want to make love,” Tatsuko 

murmured. 

“For three months long, he gave me gentle caresses.  Darling Francesco.  I 

was completely outside of myself.” 

‘Making love like this is the expression of people’s love for each other,’ 

Kamiko thought, ‘amore, amore, amore mio (love, love, my love)’, to which 

Tatsuko replied, “Io anche ti amo (I love you too).” 

Tatsuko’s love-making was inundated with gentle words of endearment, 

which made tears well up in her seat of affection.  This was dangerous, as 

Tatsuko thought of other times she was about to have a sexual climax. 

‘Ecstasy is the extreme limit.  A real orgasm would be off-limits.  Rapturous 

love-making has to come to an end.  I would never want to be a half-forgotten 

love affair.’  And similar thoughts ran through her mind. 

“How did this relationship end?” asked Kamiko, in a shrill-sounding voice 

full of curiosity. 

“That was forty years ago, when such pitilessnesses were taught to children,” 

Tatsuko retorted.  “Nowadays, people would think that such a love affair would 

be just another romantic fairy story, or among the students of Perugia it would 

merely be another reason for gossip.” 

In Tatsuko’s lodgings, the proprietress and all her associates took this as a 

good opportunity for spreading rumors.  These sort of people stared at her with 
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hatred and jealously.  “The gentleman is a womanizer and he cannot get a 

divorce,” they would say. 

This is not different from the women’s prattle at the water fountain of many 

Japanese country villages.  All of Perugia knew about Francesco and me. 

Tatsuko tried to smother the gossip.  Even the neighbors glared at her with 

jealous eyes.  Tatsuko was already inscribed as a student in the Rome Academy 

of Fine Arts.  Nearly a year later Tatsuko knew she had to get Francesco out of 

her mind and get away from the streets of the town of Perugia.  She felt as though 

she was floating on the waters of unhappiness and distress.  On the other hand, 

in order to get over a love affair that had gone wrong, she knew that changing 

her surroundings was the best thing to do.  She made an effort to be herself again. 

She returned to Japan for two weeks only.  The last of her capital had gone, 

so she had to sell her diamonds.  When she got back, she discovered that all her 

jewelry had been stolen and all her resources had vanished.  This was an 

enormous shock.  Among the items that were stolen, there were two long strings 

of pearls, a special ring from Kobayashi with a sapphire cat’s-eye, rubies, a long 

platinum necklace, and an emerald ring.  At a time when she had a lot of money, 

she bought these things from jewelers with whom she was well-acquainted and 

who could be trusted.  By whom or when this stuff was stolen cannot be said. 

During a whole week, she searched and searched, as well as cleaning the 

apartment several times over.  People with whom she had slept never came to her 

flat.  Albeit her car keys, home, workshop had all disappeared completely 

(Who?), she was still under the impact of her breakup with Francesco.  As for the 

money and jewelry, she did not miss them at all.  Things just ran away from her.  

Maybe she was cursed by this sort of jinx.  The other diamonds she had sold were 

bought in Antwerp on her first trip to Europe.  When she looked at the insurance 

document, she had bought these objects of adornment at a fairly high price. 
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Tatsuko was staying in a cheap tourist hotel when she suddenly bumped into 

Kobayashi.  In her traveling case there was only one T-shirt.  At the time, after 

two years of living abroad, she had no idea what the future would hold for her.  

When she was saying goodbye to Kobayashi, he pushed into her hand ninety 

thousand yen.  Tatsuko had stumbled across him quite by accident.  She was 

more than pleased.  How karma works can never be thought out. 

35 – Studying at the Academy of Rome 

In this way, Tatsuko was able to go to Rome.  Italy was completely different 

from Japan.  She managed to find a small apartment, with one floor and a 

basement.  It was in the Roman suburb called Monteverde.  Originally, this little 

flat was that of the caretaker and had a spiral staircase connecting the two floors.  

The upper floor consisted of the kitchen and a wash place with a bath.  On 

opening the downstairs door, there was a terrace.  Tatsuko was able to feel 

independent and free, in the same way as the academy students felt as though 

they were liberated. 

Out of fifty or so students, there were eight foreigners.  At the Academy of 

Rome, Professor Trotti was her teacher, who was one of those people who gave a 

good impression.  He was always accompanied by some extremely good-looking 

model.  For Tatsuko, good-looking models and women designers were not her 

taste.  Tatsuko’s fundamental wish was to do abstract painting. 

On the whole, she was not the sort of person to get up early.  By eleven or 

twelve, the life drawing class was over.  She was not really interested in human 

anatomy, which was a very dry subject.  When Tatsuko got back to her little 

apartment, she worked on her painting of abstract pictures like a madwoman.  
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After six months, she put four or five pictures into a taxi to show to Sandro Trotti.  

In fact, Tatsuko had painted a total of thirty paintings. 

“Those paintings are excellent,” said Sandro Trotti.  “Did you paint them at 

home?” 

“Yes, I did,” replied Tatsuko.  “But I am not really interested in life drawing,” 

she said.  “It is non-figurative painting that really holds my interest.”  Tatsuko 

continued, “I would like to put on an exhibition.  What do you think?  I already 

have about thirty pictures.  Am I mature enough?” 

“You really have made an enormous effort,” said Professor Trotti. 

As time went on, the content of this conversation reached the ears of Marcello 

Avenali, who was the director of the academy.  He approached Tatsuko and said, 

full of praise, “You are a wonderful art student, and this pleases me 

tremendously.” 

On the fifth floor of Tatsuko’s apartment block there lived the secretary of the 

American Academy, whose name was Patrizia.  She and Tatsuko soon became 

friends.  Also, she had to go to the American Academy every day.  Furthermore, 

in the same building, there was an American student who had chosen a 

particularly difficult course. 

In every street in Rome, there were bars and cafés spread out along the 

thoroughfares.  What is attractive about Italy is that people are willing to 

communicate.  “What is your name?  Where are you staying?  What do you do?”  

Such phrases were almost at the level of a casual greeting.  Then the conversation 

went deeper, such as, “Is your family wealthy?” 
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36 – Town and Country Mice 

Martin Bradley ~ Seven years ago my love ~ acrylic on canvas ~ 1956 

Marcello Avenali introduced James to Tatsuko.  Later, she communicated 

with James in broken Italian.  On occasions, she has a sentimental yearning for 

the time when she was a student at the Academy and gets maudlin when she 

hears Italian songs that were popular in the nineteen seventies.  Tatsuko first 

made a relationship with James in Rome.  I (Panda) suppose that this period 

might be called their honeymoon.  James introduced Tatsuko to his friends.  
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When Tatsuko’s exhibition was over, she settled down into her relationship with 

James.  Then they went to the famous wine producing area called Chianti, near 

Florence, where the old Roman road branches off towards Sienna. 

Tatsuko and James lived a life of town and country mice.  In spring, they 

lived in Paris.  When summer came, they lived near the village of Mercatale in 

Poggio Secco (Dry Place), which was surrounded by other hills, where olive oil 

and wine were produced.  Each of the four seasons covered these hills with 

wildflowers, so that both James and Tatsuko loved this place dearly.  In winter, 

there was a huge fireplace, upon which they burned olive roots. 

At that time, there were two stray cats, whom we called Tabby and Patchy. 

James already had a dog called Blacky.  As they often had to go to either Rome, 

Milan, or Venice, they were unable to take care of them all the time.  Since they 

could not take these animals with them on their journeys to various Italian cities, 

we asked a neighboring farmer to look after them. 

When we went for walks, the dog Blacky ran in front of Tatsuko.  Then 

Blacky had a puppy, whom we decided to call Kuroko, who followed her mother.  

Then we were followed by the two cats, Tabby and Patchy.  Both of these two 

dogs’ eyes filled with tears whenever we had to leave them, in the same way as 

human beings when they are separated from each other.  These two dogs 

continued to cry during our absences.  All these creatures were delighted when it 

was mealtime.  There were times when Tabby would leave a mouse she had 

caught on our doorstep, as if to say, “Shall we cook it?”  Dogs and cats can form a 

relationship with humans.  These beings understand joy, anger, happiness, and 

sadness.  When we came back from our journeys, they were all overjoyed.  On 

these walks, James led the way.  The others followed, in more or less single file.  

James had a staff, in order to frighten vipers.  (In Tuscany, people really feared 

them.)  Tatsuko will never forget these walks. 



The Little Panda 

198 

Martin Bradley ~ The Loves of the Cat ~ acrylic on canvas ~ 1989 

In Bruges, we half adopted a stray cat, whom we called “Tiger”.  People in 

the locality called him “that cat”.  Tiger was completely independent.  Both James 

and Tatsuko had problems with adopting him completely, the reason being that 

we often had to travel.  When Tatsuko and James had to go away, they gave a bag 

of cat food to a neighbor.  This cat had stripes like a tiger and also blue eyes.  He 

had already seduced all the she-cats in the vicinity.  Tiger had a character that 

was very selfish, which was probably the outcome of living on the streets over a 

number of years.  Because there were two or three households that seemed to 

look after him, James and Tatsuko had few troubles about his welfare.  After 

being away for about a week or so, he would come to our front door meowing 

loudly. 
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At present, all our family lives in Japan, where there are quite a few stray cats 

in our hamlet.  The local people have the attitude that the function of cats is to 

catch rats and mice.  But to pay no attention to them might be better.  There was 

one cat that was probably deaf, totally incapable of saying meow like other cats.  

In addition, she had given birth to two kittens.  This cat was half tortoiseshell and 

half with her body black.  Her nipples could not give milk.  It seems that this 

mother cat was seized by a hawk or an eagle and her two kittens disappeared 

altogether.  This cat only made the sound of a hiss. 

37 – The Eiffel Tower 

Eventually, we moved to an apartment in the sixteenth arrondissement.  It 

was in Rue de Magdebourg, which is one of those streets that branches off 

Avenue Kléber.  All the way along Avenue Kléber there were signs that said, 

Hotel, Bank, Jeweler’s, and there were rather expensive restaurants.  In an inner 

courtyard of Rue de Magdebourg was situated our apartment.  There were three 

or four apartments in this building, each one on its own floor.  It seems probable 

that each apartment had its faults.  If one were to lift up the carpet, there were 

cockroaches.  Looking at our apartment building from the street, there appeared 

to be a penthouse.  We never found out who was living there.  Usually the 

curtains were down.  On Saturdays, it became a holiday place.  Can one say the 

sixteenth arrondissement was a quarter for the rich? 

At nighttime, the Eiffel Tower was lit up.  It looked beautiful as well as 

enticing.  On the right of the Trocadéro Métro, which is the beginning of the 

Avenue Kléber, there is the Musée de l’Homme.  On the left is the National 

Theater.  In the space in between these two edifices, from time to time there were 

events such as fashion shows.  Looking downwards, fountains and the bridges 
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that crossed the Seine could be seen.  During the reign of Napoleon III (1852–

1870), Georges Hausmann redesigned the Paris we know today, and the Eiffel 

Tower looks splendid and is in the right place.  Surrounding the Trocadéro, there 

are three or four cafés from whence one can view firework displays during the 

summer. 

I (Panda) went on to explain to Kamiko: It doesn’t matter in which café 

terrace you sit.  You will be able to see the Eiffel Tower and the fireworks.  On the 

whole, Parisian families tend to live reclused lives within their apartments.  So 

when they go out, they go to cafés.  Nevertheless, there is always the fraternity 

who frequents the bars. 

On the right-hand side of the exit of the Trocadéro Métro station, there is a 

restaurant with seats covered with good quality red velvet, where the 

manageress is a contemptuous female.  From this particular angle, the Eiffel 

Tower cannot be seen.  When we go to such places because we wish to eat in an 

upper crust atmosphere and order a satisfying meal, we always order a large dish 

of oysters and other seafood.  This restaurant also has a largish clientele of 

ordinary tourists, whereas the café on the other side of the street is more at a 

popular level. 

I presume that after the summer holidays it is normal for the French workers 

to go on strike.  The Avenue Kléber ends in the Place Charles de Gaulle, where 

the Arc de Triomphe is situated.  Apparently, the French seemed to be arrogant 

towards Tatsuko.  Kamiko and I cannot see the reason for this. 

During the time we were living in Paris, we changed our habitat five times.  

There was an American lady who owned an apartment which was two hundred 

thirty-nine square yards.  This lady and her companion had to go to Gabon, since 

they were involved in some kind of business in Africa.  We rented this apartment 

for about two months.  This apartment was in Rue de Passy.  In the living room 
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there was a grand piano.  Having rented this flat for the time being, we were able 

to have a taste of living elegantly. 

In one of the streets that branch off Rue de Passy, there was a Japanese 

restaurant that specialized in gourmet dishes.  Tatsuko and James went there two 

times a month.  At this period, which was during the nineteen eighties, Japanese 

companies paid for eating out expenses.  However, in this restaurant, there was 

no Japanese clientele.  The regular customers were all French.  One had to make a 

reservation.  This restaurant was authentically Japanese and was a meeting place 

for well-known actors and film stars.  The name of this eating house was 

Akasaka. 

The owners of most of the so-called Japanese restaurants sold sushi and 

tempura, but there was not a single Japanese entrepreneur among them.  During 

the nineteen nineties up to the year two thousand, this city was abandoned by the 

Japanese. 

“Why do you dislike the French?” I asked.  “When people go out to eat, they 

ask each other, ‘What shall we eat?’  They will definitely say Japanese food.” 

Obviously the Akasaka was expensive.  The French do not really know the 

taste of Japanese victuals, nor are they aware of its savoriness.  When they go to 

so-called Japanese restaurants, they order sushi, tempura, or sukiyaki.  This kind 

of limited mentality only leaves them dissatisfied.  Their curiosity goes no 

further. 
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38 – James’s Parisian Nostalgia 

The first time James took Kamiko and me to Montparnasse, he walked all the 

way.  We thought it had something to do with his nostalgia for the time when he 

was in his thirties.  For Kamiko and myself, this was a real fairytale.  During the 

previous century, this was an area where people had a shelter for their coaches 

and horses.  In the course of the twentieth century, these coach houses became 

the studios of artists who were poor but proud.  From then on, there were 

changes and repairs. 

In the nineteen eighties, James discovered that his old studio had been turned 

into a garage, as well as having a smart house built beside it.  Also there was a 

hodgepodge of haute couture boutiques in the vicinity.  The walls of the garage 

had been restored and painted.  They were now a pale violet color, which gave 

them a refined look.  The old wall had been spattered with paint.  There was a 

table and a wobbly chair.  The mouse holes occasionally had bread put in front of 

them, on the assumption that the mice also got hungry. 

Apart from my own experience, I found it hard to accept this reality.  James 

had a number of friends who were living in the same way.  Nearly all of them 

have become reasonably well-known painters.  When there was no money among 

them, somebody had to help out.  At that time, people who scraped a living by 

dishwashing lived in the lap of luxury.  Often we went to Les Halles to pick up 

vegetables that had fallen on the ground.  These we boiled and then put in a piece 

of meat into the pot and thereby made a stew.  At other times, we simply 

barbecued the meat and ate the stew afterwards.  These sorts of events made us 

high-spirited and merry. 
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James was full of this kind of nostalgia.  You should ask him about it.  Who is 

going to write about such experiences?  The cafés that we knew at the time have 

been transformed into cinemas.  Both Kamiko and I thoroughly enjoyed these 

nostalgic walks.  Nowadays everything has changed.  In Saint Germain des Prés, 

the café called Le Drugstore has now become a Giorgio Armani boutique.  Also, 

in one of those streets that run parallel to the church of Saint Germain, there was 

a secondhand bookshop which is now a Christian Dior Emporium.  Now the 

cafés called Les Deux Magots, Le Flore, and La Coupole are probably full of 

tourists with a few Japanese amongst them.  Once these places were waiting 

places for one’s friends.  Now who is the present-day clientele? 

In those days, everyone James knew was working in the direction of non-

figurative art, which brought about in French society approval and respect, as 

well as disesteem along with low opinions.  Nevertheless, the whole of this 

community was heading towards abstraction, even the composers.  This general 

trend produced people who believed in what they were doing and were 

determined to take the risk.  Was there anybody who could understand them? 

What was sad was that no one was able to recognize the value of these 

individuals, albeit the authors of these works of art dreamt of recognition and 

were willing to wait to savor its reality.  Can artists ever be happy?  At that time, 

James was the youngest of his group.  Nevertheless, he had a longing for the old 

days which were full of hope.  Maybe some people will remember him after his 

death and celebrate his memory with a turkey dinner. 

On these walks, James saw the past as a reminiscence, but at the same time, 

he was consciously full of life.  He now realized that there were not many people 

who recognized his ability.  Between the nineteen fifties and sixties, the life force 

of one or two artists was whittled away.  Some committed suicide, whereas 

others quietly drank themselves to death.  At present, with the change of art and 
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culture in Paris, our sensitivities have become stifled, as well as our being forced 

to live in another dimension, since often the circumstances are stronger than the 

individual.  Will art history see these artists as pioneers?  People who are 

attached to flashiness of actuality will never be able to acknowledge an 

authentically creative person.  James was the product of an impoverished society 

yet full of hope that wanted to change the world. 

Then James walked on towards the more snobbish areas of Paris.  At the 

entrance of each building, there was a kiosk with a person who controlled who 

came in or went out.  Across the way was the Ministry of International Trade and 

Industry.  At the crossroads, there was another establishment that had something 

to do with the ministry of education.  Further on in the same street, there was a 

public garden. 

Why is it that the restaurants, bakers, and confectioners of such areas always 

have sold out of croissants and the sandwiches seem to be like canapés?  

Obviously the prices were on the high side.  In the train or in the car on our way 

back to Belgium, we had a picnic kind of lunch.  Having said this, the people who 

are around the streets of the more upper crust areas all had pudding bowl 

haircuts.  Their ages are round about forty or even older.  They have an elegant 

bearing and by their speech they show a better class upbringing.  They all live on 

the third floor of their apartment blocks.  They are all managers or top rung 

functionaries.  They always take their rubbish to their rubbish bins in front of 

their apartment buildings and they tidy up their flats on their return from work.  

The elevators are always out of order.  In Paris, our apartment is on the fifth floor 

in the middle of a yard.  The electric light bulbs are of such poor quality that even 

during the day it is dark.  When we see French people they give the impression of 

being lonely and somewhat sad.  According to the opinions of other people, such 

surroundings reveal what we are. 
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James often talks about the meaning of life.  The French, on hearing this, say 

it is our commitment and faith.  Hence, now when we look at our present 

existence and then look around in the Paris Metro, we understand that the way 

we live is due to our recitation of Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō (which means to 

devote our lives to and found them on the entirety of existence, permeated by the 

white lotus flower-like mechanism of the interdependence of cause, 

concomitancy, and effect, in its whereabouts of every conceivable state of mind). 

“Well, James, it was a good idea coming to Japan, which you seem to like.  

Everybody is friendly.  Now you have received your permanent residence 

permit.  You do not seem to have any regrets,” Kamiko said in her high-pitched 

voice. 

“Did you know that Donald Keen is ninety years old?  He has now become a 

Japanese citizen.  He says that this present period of his life is the happiest ever.  

He can read and write Japanese fluently, but his knowledge of the spoken 

language is still immature.” 

“I saw that interview on television,” I butted in. 

Then Tatsuko said, “Mary, James’s elder sister, was a professor of ancient 

Greek at Oxford University.  She died in the hospital at the age of ninety-six.  She 

was a remarkable woman and the last English lady.  James wrote a letter to her 

every week.” 

Tatsuko went on, “Human beings cannot get away from being born, 

maturing and getting older, the decline of old age with its accompanying 

illnesses, and the finality of death.  How long people can continue to live is a 

question of karma.” 
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39 – The Exhibition in London 

The gallery that represented James’s paintings was in the Brompton Road, 

more or less opposite Harrods the well-known department store.  I was 

entranced by the gallery’s ambience, but at the same time was awestruck at the 

prospect of coming face to face with London’s high society.  On the night of the 

opening, Tatsuko wore a leather jacket from Yves Saint Laurent with long knee-

length boots by Michel Perry.  In London society, people were more into clothes.  

London was different from Paris.  London’s pride was that it had pioneered 

invention and design. 

At the opening of James’s exhibition, there were various personalities of the 

film and theatrical world, as well as noted soccer players, along with many old 

friends and acquaintances.  At any rate, the feeling of this opening was very 

different from those of Paris.  The most recent painting of James, “The People at 

the Dinner Party”, or even the picture called “English Personage”, did not sell, 

maybe because in these images there was an element of cynicism and humor. 
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James knew his own fellow citizens only too well.  Since James had lived for 

many years in other countries, not a few of his old friends had died or become 

senile.  All the Spencer family turned up to this opening.  There was Mary, who 

was James’s elder sister and who was able to impress all the other people present, 

along with Diana, who was his other elder sister, nephews, nieces, as well as their 

children.  All these people had been educated either at Oxford or Cambridge.  

Furthermore, there was the gallery owner Josef Kalmann, who was on the verge 

of being ninety years old at the time.  It may be worth mentioning that Josef died 

a year later.  Brunella and her husband had come especially from Italy, in order to 

come to this opening.  At all events, we should be grateful to the Kalmann family 

who put on this magnificent show. 

Both Tatsuko and James had learned from experience, as well as my life 

partner and myself being used to the things to do at this kind of event.  I just kept 

low in James’s pocket and Kamiko in Tatsuko’s handbag. 

Exhibition openings in Paris have altogether another feeling about them.  

People who really understand painting tend not to buy.  At these openings, the 

people are all of a kind, even though they all have their own personalities, as well 

as their likes and dislikes.  Works of art that are exhibited have an undertone of 

being “culture“ and are thought of in a noncommittal manner. In London, people 

talk about prices, their resalability, the reliability of the works exposed, as well as 

the artist’s personality along with his powers of thought, which I (Panda) see as 

being more positive.  It only takes one second to have effect, and yet, to be 

honest, there is little or no reaction to paintings displayed by present-day artists.  

It all depends on the sales talk of the art dealers, as well as the critics. 

This is really disappointing for contemporary artists like James.  He would 

really like to translate Buddhist texts into English.  He came to this realization at 

the end of the twentieth century, when he woke up from his intensive passion for 
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graven images.  It is rather frightening that most art dealers and their touts 

cannot see whether a painting is good or bad.  This is an actuality that James had 

to swallow.  There was a dealer in Milan who did not know what a dandelion 

was.  James threw his brushes down and decided to concentrate on translating. 

40 – John Handel – Hunting Foxes 

At the end of the nineteen seventies, long before I was made, Tatsuko and 

James went to visit his old friend John Handel.  Both of them traveled to 

Sherborne in an old-fashioned railway carriage that brought back memories.  

John Handel was expecting to meet Tatsuko for the first time.  It was wintertime, 

and Tatsuko was wrapped in a shawl.  To bring an overcoat would have been too 

much luggage. 

When she got off the train, suddenly John called out, “Anna Karenina,” much 

to Tatsuko’s bewilderment, to which she replied, “No, I am Madame Butterfly.  

You seem to have gotten your literary personalities mixed up.” 

The fox hunt in Sherborne was well known.  John Handel’s family had come 

over to England from Germany with George the first.  The Sherborne hunt 

gathered in front of a local pub where they were all served sherry.  They were 

dressed in red coats with brass buttons.  Also they were wearing riding breeches 

with black boots.  Each individual was also wearing a black velvet cap.  They all 

looked very dashing on their mounts.  The foxhounds were milling around the 

hooves of the horses.  When it came to rabbit hunting, they all wore bottle green 

velvet jackets and black caps with riding boots.  These people looked elegant.  

Among the trees, there were thatched cottages.  The maple trees and the ivy on 

the walls all added eloquence to the scenery, rather more than the Japanese 
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concept of autumn colors or ochreous shades.  Furthermore, the wintry light 

between the leaves left Tatsuko in a dream. 

Bradley ~ A Fox on the Beach + Other Stories ~ watercolor ~ 1994 

All forms of hunting had an aspect of enjoyment about them.  (At that 

particular time, neither Kamiko nor I even existed.)  Both Tatsuko and James 

were driven back to John’s house by car.  The foxhunt had raged across a field of 

turnips.  The farmers were paid for any damages accrued on their property.  

Tatsuko remembers those days clearly.  On the way back home, they had a 

wonderful picnic.  To try to put this experience into words is beyond Tatsuko’s 

powers of expression. 
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Tatsuko liked John.  He had been a friend of James for about fifty years.  He 

started out as being in the Royal Horse Guards.  From that period on, his life 

went through many changes, even to the extent of being rather sad.  He inherited 

a large country estate, along with a stable full of white horses, as well as a candle-

making factory.  His first wife was called Tanya.  He managed his candle-making 

factory with professional zeal.  His second wife was called Kristin, who had come 

from Denmark and helped with the housework in exchange for room and board, 

pocket money, and also as a means of learning English.  She was able to seduce 

John.  John had three children at the time and finally separated from Tanya.  

Kristin left John and married a millionaire.  All this ended in a big scandal.  For a 

rustic gentleman, it would be difficult to live in London.  John was a refined 

English gentleman.  London is now full of Indians and Chinese, who are 

different. 

41 – Sweden and Denmark 

It was around about the time of all the excitement over the millennium when 

James had one-man shows in Sweden and in Denmark.  The show in Denmark 

was in Copenhagen, and there was another in the GKM Gallery in Malmoe, and 

the other was in Stockholm.  The GKM Gallery reigned over most of the 

Scandinavian galleries. 

All Tatsuko and James can remember is their visit to Kronborg Castle 

(Elsinore), which had been inhabited by Shakespeare’s personage Hamlet.  

Helsingør (Elsinore) is the name of the small town where the castle is situated, 

which was shrouded in mist.  The oxidized copper roof of the castle was moss 

green.  Rising up into the mist was the castle itself, which had been built by 

people of ancient times.  This building had the odor of antiquity.  This is a 
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sensitivity that people have lost with the arrival of modern civilization.  It was 

like looking at a cultural point of reference. 

Here Tatsuko uses the words “point of reference” in a metaphorical sense.  

Our real point of reference refers to the religious feeling within the innermost 

part of ourselves.  This is the recitation of Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō, which implies 

devoting our lives to and founding them on the entirety of existence, both its 

enlightened and unenlightened aspects, permeated by the interdependence of 

cause, concomitancy, and effect in the whereabouts of every imaginable mental 

condition.  This castle had something of the emotion of a stroll in the deeper 

recesses of the mind that had been renovated over and over again. 

A Japanese would see that this attachment for ancient things seems to be 

humanity’s feelings and respect for its ancestors and its past deeds.  Autumn 

colors and ochreous shades are what the Japanese come back to after voyages 

abroad.  Also, they have an esthetic value of not liking ceilings that are too high—  

Ah, now I remember that the garden of Elsinore Castle had been kept up to 

perfection—  The Japanese dislike for high ceilings has something to do with 

shacks, shanties, and other lean-tos.  They tend to have pigeons and all sorts of 

nasty insects. 

42 – Kagoshima, Japan 

Both Kamiko and I were on the glass table, in front of the warm air-

conditioning, lying on the cover of Jung’s La réalité de l’âme.  We were then dozing 

on the capital letters of the book cover.  It is normal for James and Tatsuko to 

tolerate this kind of lazy behavior.  It was January of the year two thousand 

thirteen.  As usual, James had gotten breakfast ready by eight o’clock and had 

woken Tatsuko up.  Then after breakfast, he washed up the dishes and cups.  
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Then they did their Buddhist practice.  James was busy translating longwinded 

Buddhist texts from Chinese and Medieval Japanese.  He had to telephone his 

editor Gerhard Lenz in Canada.  The telephone call lasted half an hour.  This kind 

of translation had a lot of delicate intricacies.  They had been working on these 

texts for at least ten years. 

Then James went for his morning walk down to the Chinese store, in order to 

buy things like butter, milk, and fresh fish.  This convenience store was at the 

bottom of a road called Steep Slope (Daizaka).  This walk took about an hour.  At 

that time, James was eighty-two and Tatsuko was seventy-three.  After eating a 

light lunch, they had their nap.  When they woke up at around two or three in the 

afternoon, they made the tea ceremony, with a Japanese cake.  Then James spent 

two or three hours translating the Dharma Flower Sutra (Lotus Sutra), along with 

Nichiren Daishōnin’s commentary on it.  Tatsuko never departed from this 

routine, since James got flustered over the slightest thing.  In this way, both James 

and Tatsuko were able to enjoy a life full of interest. 

At about the same period, James said to Tatsuko, “This is not the Japan of 

your childhood and youth.” 

Just before they left Bruges for Japan, Tatsuko had a daydream.  She 

fantasized she would open a jewel box and find Japan just as she had left it.  Also 

James was not there!  Japan had changed in so many ways, even the language. 

“Perhaps it would have been better not to come back at all,” she muttered, to 

which James replied, “I have already said that I will die after you, because if you 

were left on your own, you would become lonely and miserable.” 

“Even so, if I were to die first, you would be more miserable and lonely.  You 

are a foreigner, and even if you speak Japanese fluently, you are not entirely free 

with it.  Although you can wash the dishes, what would you do about food?” 
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Tatsuko propounded.  “If you have to die, I would soon pass away afterwards.  

The psychologists say that to lose one’s life partner is a trauma a hundred 

percent.  Albeit I am selfish and you are nine years older than me, you have heart 

problems, asthma, and diabetes.  Please go on living for a long time further.  I am 

now happy.  Thank you.  I am grateful to you,” Tatsuko continued. 

In this manner, both Tatsuko’s and James’s life had turned out this way.  It 

was the result of their respective pasts. 

In the end, both Kamiko’s and my personalities had a role to play in all this.  

Even though time, space, and materiality carry on as being causes, 

concomitancies, and effects, most of the unpleasant things in their lives had been 

put out of their minds.  Things that happened seem to have had something to do 

with their awareness of being alive.  Existence keeps on going forward, in spite of 

holding on to things that have been learned from an eternal sequence of 

yesterdays.  All these are connected to our tomorrows.  Any knowledge we 

acquire turns into another long path to be followed.  This thing we term as our 

lives, as we walk along their paths, is a continuity, and all their circumstances are 

related to each other. 

Tatsuko spent the last forty years here and there in Europe.  She has met 

every kind of personality, as well as the twelve kinds of wind that can influence 

our attitudes towards life— 1) gain, 2) loss, 3) failure, 4) honor, 5) praise, 6) 

blame, 7) pain, 8) pleasure, 9) envy, 10) jealousy, 11) hatred, 12) regret.  From the 

point of view of the Buddha teaching wherewith Tatsuko was brought up, all the 

jealousies and suspicions of humankind have become an undeserving way of life.  

Both Tatsuko and James see themselves as happy people, and their present is 

entirely devoid of ruffles.  Our leaders seem to create many problems with their 

complicated way of making relationships with other nations, such as Asia, the 



The Little Panda 

214 

Republic of Korea, North Korea, China, America, Russia, Africa, and Europe.  

Not a single person has any really positive expectations for the future. 

“Perhaps these individuals have never read Nichiren Daishōnin’s ‘Securing 

the Peace of the Realm through the Establishment of the Correct Dharma’,” 

exclaimed Kamiko in her high-pitched voice. 

At present, there cannot be any real peace.  Neither I nor Kamiko have any 

ideas about resolving the world’s problems.  These have something to do with 

the way humankind thinks.  If we were to try to put things right ourselves, then 

we do not have the ability.  It seems that humankind has a fear of being 

brainwashed or converted to another set of values.  This is the obstinacy of 

human social cliques.  Even though we have looked into the history of 

humankind, our fear of another war is beyond our powers of expression. 

The whole of existence is the entirety of the Dharma.  All living things are 

based on the whole of existence.  Our realities depend on the way the universe 

functions.  Myō is the quintessence of all beings and things (the Dharma).  Beings 

and things that we can perceive, or every thing or being that is outside the whole, 

are aspects of our unenlightenment and are Hō in Japanese or dharmas in 

English.  Renge is the lotus plant-like behavior of cause, concomitancy, and effect, 

which permeates the whole of existence, whereas Kyō is where our lives take 

place, as well as every imaginable state of mind that can possibly exist.  Outside 

of this, there is nothing that exists whatsoever.  This is my (Panda) way of 

understanding Myōhō Renge Kyō.  In our daily practice, we establish our lives on 

the workings of life itself.  Nam(u) is a Sanskrit word which means to what we 

devote and found our lives on. 

When Japan was a Buddhist country, everybody had to learn these things.  In 

a country without any deep thinking, then most human undertakings are bound 

to fail.  The people who run television, authors, which has to include all 
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intellectuals, have all fallen into what might be defined as superstitious thinking.  

For instance, here in Japan every family that is Buddhist, or even those that are 

Shintoist, all carry out their wedding ceremonies in a Christian church (because 

the bride wants a wedding dress).  Whether these marriages are sanctified in a 

Protestant church or a Catholic church, I am not quite sure.  In many other 

countries, if the families want a romantic wedding, the marriage ceremony ends 

with Mendelssohn’s Wedding March. 

Kamiko asked me, “What about China?” 

I answered, “Then there are established Confucian or Taoist rites— Is that not 

so, James?” 

When I first met Kamiko, we talked about living together.  Afterwards, we 

were converted to the Buddha teaching of our family.  All this is part of a family 

conversation.  To anybody outside our family, it would seem like double Dutch.  

We are all living in the Japanese countryside near a road that is called Steep Slope 

(Daizaka).  In the nearest town Kaseda, there is no cobbler, which can be 

worrying from time to time.  So there is no one to mend our worn-out shoes.  

Even in the European countryside there are cobblers.  This is very different from 

tailoring or the fashion industry.  Here people used to wear wooden sandals, 

which were tied up with thongs cut from any spare piece of fabric.  In Kagoshima 

city, there is a department store called Yamagata where there is a little kiosk 

where shoes are mended. 

Ten years ago, James and Tatsuko went to Japan on a visit.  Tatsuko wore her 

favorite boots, which got worn down through so much walking.  James had to go 

to a department store in Hamamatsu to get Tatsuko’s boots reheeled.  Since James 

was the first customer at the entrance of this store there was a girl who said 

“welcome”.  Then he rushed to the escalator, where there was another girl who 

said “welcome”.  When he arrived at the second floor, there was a corridor of 



The Little Panda 

216 

boutiques that led to the shoe repairer’s stall.  As he made his way walking 

swiftly, the word “welcome” was uttered by all the shop assistants at an ever-

increasing faster rate.  The cobbler himself was extremely helpful and kind.  He 

mended Tatsuko’s boots right away.  After all these dutiful “welcomes”, James 

was bewildered almost to the point of distress.  James was beginning to learn the 

extreme politeness of the Japanese people.  Tatsuko does not think she should be 

called “Madam”.  Why do they do so?  Most Japanese are victims of their 

country’s commercial over-affability and over-politeness. 

However, all this politeness forms a part of the values of Japanese society.  

Tatsuko would rather think this country is not as natural as it would appear.  To 

say that the Japanese people are victims of their own culture is not entirely true.  

It is a dutiful habit.  As opposed to the real meaning of life, the happiness of 

individuals is often a kind of self-satisfaction, which is a deviation from what our 

lives are all about.  Fundamentally, the part of us that is able to look inside of 

ourselves is that part of us that cannot be repressed.  This might be described as 

the deepest part of our being.  This is the origin of the causes, karmic 

circumstances, and results in our respective lives.  On the whole, the human race 

is submerged in its troublesome worries, due to its confused thinking. 

“Why has this talk about shoe repair turned out this way?” asked Kamiko in 

rather an innocent voice. 

“Well, there is no shoe repair shop,” grumbled Tatsuko. 

Now and then James’s and Tatsuko’s conversations stray from the point. 

Some time ago in Paris, Sebastian the artist said, “Can you do a painting of 

Humpty Dumpty put together again (see Alice in the Looking Glass)?” 

“Of course I can,” James replied.  “Do you think I am a recalcitrant 

schoolboy?” 
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“When you have done it, show it to me.  I like the English feeling for 

nonsense,” Sebastian replied. 

At the time, Sebastian was ninety something years old.  Now this painting 

adorns the walls of our kitchen. 

This painting shows Alice as a young lady who is studying nonsense in some 

university or other.  Humpty Dumpty is depicted as being very healthy indeed.  
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Alice said to him, ‘I see you have got over your wounds extremely well.  James’s 

skill portrays you safe and sound as well as being full of life.’  Humpty Dumpty 

replied to Alice, ‘It is kind of you to say such things.  It seems I have become an 

egg again.’  ‘Then you must not sit on high walls anymore,’ said Alice in a 

reproachful tone like her mother’s.  ‘But I want to see all the king’s horses and all 

the king’s men as they go by,’ whimpered Humpty Dumpty. 

Nevertheless, James’s research into the Buddha teaching of Nichiren makes it 

possible for him to translate these texts into English.  It might even make his 

fellow westerners give rise to faith in this doctrine.  This is what he holds faith in 

himself. 

“This apparently boundless realm of existence to which we hold so dearly, 

then when our bodies and all worldly things have passed away as expected, may 

we swear to and pray to diligently continue reciting Nam Myōhō Renge Kyō into 

all our future lives.” 

In this way all our family dedicate their lives to life itself.  It would be nice to 

have a god who looks after all our wants and needs, but such an omnipotent 

divinity does not exist at all.  Always James finds studying a relaxation.  “I like to 

wash the dishes as a break from my usual work,” he says.  Then he wipes them 

all dry and puts them back in their place, without any misputting.  

“He is good at that sort of thing,” said Kamiko, in a somewhat high-inflected 

voice. 

Every morning, James gets breakfast ready in a sleepyhead way— English 

teacups and saucers, as well as making English tea, toast and marmalade.  “Put 

your cup in the middle of your saucer,” he tells Tatsuko.  “I was often scolded by 

my father for not doing so.” 
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 In the mornings, James puts on a shirt and pullover but continues to wear his 

pajama trousers until it is time to do our practice. 

“If you do not put your cup in the middle of the saucer, the cup will topple 

over and you will get scalded by the hot tea.  So don’t put your cup back on the 

saucer unawares.”  Kamiko and I find these breakfast mini-dramas very funny. 

Hence the days have gone by for over forty years.  Now it is winter.  

February has not come around yet, which is the coldest month.  Normally, 

Tatsuko and James have a nap from two o’clock in the afternoon until three.  

Tatsuko calls it a “winter treat”, but James refers to it as “hibernation”.  James of 

course hibernates all the four seasons. 

Hibernation is a pleasure and a joy.  Tatsuko creeps into bed at the same 

time.  This custom comes from the time when we were living in Italy.  This is 

referred to as a siesta, but in Japanese it is called a “daytime snooze”.  It is the 
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same thing for me to have a nap on a book on the glass table alongside Kamiko, 

just under the air conditioner.  What I choose as being the most comfortable is a 

book cover with either capital letters or large ideograms.  James and Tatsuko do 

not understand the reason why. 

‘To not have any fur is rather awkward,’ so I think.  “We are a strange 

couple.” 

“I suppose so, but what is Tatsuko doing?” says Kamiko out loud. 

Once a week a cleaning lady comes to generally tidy up.  She cleans the toilet 

and also polishes the wooden floors.  Generally speaking, James does not like to 

see Tatsuko doing this kind of work.  Tatsuko has bought a machine for doing 

gymnastics, so she doesn’t get fat.  Albeit she makes very tasty bread with a 

machine “made in China” because bread of any quality cannot be bought, 

sometimes the bread does not turn out as it should.  Maybe it is because of the 

flour she uses. 

For the past four years, Tatsuko has been working on the garden.  She has a 

talent for these things, apart from being able to paint.  Also she does the weeding 

and occasionally can write poetry with large happy calligraphy.  But she finds 

handwriting as such burdensome.  As for James, he has no ability with these 

things.  But Tatsuko is happy and feels fulfilled and enjoys life.  Now that James 

and Tatsuko have become old, perhaps Tatsuko will live longer than James. 

“James, I really love you,” says Tatsuko.  James replies, “I love you, too.”  

Tatsuko says she is happy, to which James replies, “I am also happy.” 

It is a good thing we came to Japan.  Now James is really happy and his 

object in life is to translate Nichiren Buddhist texts into English.  It makes his life 

worth living. 
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Full cover painting ~ by Tatsu Bradley 

43 – Looking towards the Future 

After a number of years, this task has become an all-consuming pleasure.  

These translations will survive after his death into the future, as an 

encouragement for the human race.  These treatises will set humanity onto a path 

of happiness that it has never had before.  After hundreds of years, or maybe 

thousands, these translations that contain this teaching will aid and abet the 

human species to find peace at last.  This would be the overriding result of 

James’s efforts. 
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 “Just look at Panda for a few minutes.  He has now become black and beige 

with being handled so much,” Tatsuko said. 

At times Kamiko puts on a black corset like Tatsuko.  Also she puts on a 

black triangular cache-sexe and black stockings that are held up with garters.  No 

doubt this is Tatsuko’s influence from when she was younger.  I (Panda) like sexy 

things.  Kamiko strokes me and it excites me enormously.  James fully 

understands. 

Finis 
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