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(The Detroit Symphony
Orchestra is on tour in Japan
through Tucsday, Nov, 24. In
this article Ervin Monroe gives
his impressions of Jopan.)

BY ERVIN MONROE
PRINCIPAL FLUTE,
DETHOIT SYMPHONY ORCHESTIA

The Arrival: Fourteen hours
nnd four movics later — the musi-
cinns of the Detroit Symphony
Orchestra disembarked Flight
Na. 71, a non-stop from Detroit
to Nagoya, Japan. We are weary
but rendy to begin our North-
west Airlines Friendship Tour to
Japan, with concerts in Toyota
City nnd Otsu City.

. We landed in Nagoya on
schedule at approximately 5:30
" pm. It was dark and the air was

- “warm and humid. The bus ride

to Toyotn was very interesting.

The Yocal businessea were well

lit with bright lights and bril-
_liant colors and English words
“gporndically appeared as part of

company names or advertising
jargon.

Words like “Family Mart,”
“Supor Dry,” and “Tune-Up”
nppeared out of nowhere,
 Even delivery trucks had the
word “Express” written under-
nenth highlighted Japanese
characters.

. The Orchestra is staying in

two different hotels, and ours is
- on the outskirts of town. We
were anxious to eat upen arrival,
and there were several restou-
rants in the neighborhood. We
set out with several other musi-
cinns to dine in Japancse style.
We found an interesting spot.

Upon entry we discovered sev-
eral of our group already dining,
Caroline Coade of Birmingham,
violist, and Jeffery Zook of Royal
Ouk, piccolist, were sitting in the
traditional section enjoying
bowls of noodles. We decided to
also sit in that area of the
restourant but quickly realized
the difficulties involved for the
tall members of our party.

Donald Baker, our principal
oboist, is 6 feet, 3 inches tall and
had a challenge getting his feet
under the very low toble. He
finally locked into a strange posi-
- tion, his knees nearly at his ears,

laoking like an Olympic luge

racer.

I sat between my wife and
Sharon Sparrow, flutist, who
finally found a comfortable posi-
tion by stretching out their legs
to the side, Cleopatra-Style.
With my legs crossed, I felt likea
Buddha surrounded by two
Princesses of the Nile

We successfully erdered by
pointing to items on the menu,
and were quickly enjoying the
local fare. The only miatake the
waiter made was to bring one
more extra large sake than
requested.

This was no problem, really.
Susan, Sharon and I ordered
shabu-shabu, a Japancse fondue,
- Day 1: Freo Day. The Orches-
tra has two tour choices. Qur
buses headed for a Cultural Cen-
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Eager to learn: Japanese students get a music lesson from Ervin Monroe, principal
flutist of the Detroit Symphony Orchestra.

ter, which had nn unusual collce-
tion of ancient tea pota discav-
ered in different ports of Japan.

Tea time

The exhibition also featured
many modern dny art works and
a ceremanial Ten Room where
we were served by women
dressed in traditional Japanese
kimonos.

This green tea was frothy and
thick. Mine tnsted and smelled
very much tike the grass I mow
in my front lawn. In another
building at the exhibit we were
offered the more traditional
green tea, along with a snack
which consisted of warm rice
mixed with soy paste served on a
popsicle stick.

It was rather tosty, and we
later learned that this ricc on a
stick is a common anack here.

We traveled from the Art Cen-
ter to Korankei. The winding
ronds passed ever so close to the
homes along the way, and at
times I could look out our bus
window and see the ceramic tile
roofs an arm's length away.

There were many vending
machines along the road, and
American words were again
prevalent, though not always
appropriate. One popular drink
in vending machines is ealled
“Sweat" - hardly appetizing,
even when thirsty,

The resort area we visited
reminded me of Ogunguit,
Maine, or Tarpoon Springs,
Florida, It was a quaint village

of shops and intercsting scenery,
with amazing traffic jums on the
outskirts, We were surrounded
by mountainous terrain adorned
with the color of Japanese
maples.

One could stroil nmong the
many street shops, or take a tall
pedestrian bridge over n rocky
creek to a wooded walkway that
led to a nature hike. There were
many people in the shopping
aren, but we were the only non-
Jopanese in the crowd.

At the temple

There was an interesting Shin-
to temple nearby, and we
watched as many Japnnese visi-
tors approached the altar to toss
coins into an open box and puil
one of three long cords hanging
in the entrancesvay. A bell would
clong.

Lenore Sjoberg of Holly, violin-
ist, explained that she had read
that these bells were rung to get
the attention of the gods to
answer prayers.

Lenore’s husband, Geoffrey

Applegate, principal second vio-,

linist, and I decided to find a
men's room but there were no
American signs to be found. We
agreed to go back to the obvious
restrooms at the bus packing lot.

As is typical even in America,
there was a long line in front of
the lndies’ room, and there wns
no waiting at the men's room
directly adjacent. Geoff and 1
had no soener begun taking care
of our business when a young
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Indy emerged from a stalt behind
us. “Arc we in the wrong place?”
1 nsked Geoff. “We're standing,
aren’t we?" he replied.

Maybe cops

“I think I remember reading
that they do this kind of thing
over here,” he added. Even ns he
finished his sentence, two other
ladies came inte the room and
entered the stally, politely hold-
ing their hands as though shicld-
ing their eyes from us as they
passed.

Susan and Lenore waited in
line for the women's room which
they alsv found quite different
than the public restrooms in
America. Upon entering a very
norrow cubby, women delicately
straddle a long thin ceramic
bowl mounted flush to the floor.

There's no room for ervor, and
wemen hero apparently become
very accomplished at the delicate
and precise maneuver.

Back to the hotel after our
sightsceing journey, we flipped
on the television in the room,
Susan became intrigued by the
Sumo wrestlers, who were
apparently in some kind of tour-
nament. This was one of several
programs that were brondcast

imul ly in both J
and English, a new and provoca-
tive demand on the mental focus
of weary travelers, which proved
too draining for us. So we decid-
ed to take a stroll inatead and
look for a small restaurant awny
from the main busincss ther-
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oughfare.

We found a little cluster of
stores that inciuded a carry-out
place that bad the word “Snack”
written above it and we couid
smell food and hear sounds from
an ndjoining Dbuilding that
appeared to be a very samall
restaurant.

We peered through the win-
dow and saw a counter with
stools filled with peaple eating.
We finally took courage and
walked ingide where we instant-
ly became the center of atten-

tion.

The lady behind the counter
motioned us toward a tiny back
room where we could sce some
tables, but two men sitting at
the counter offered us their
seats, There was much chatter,
and we knew instantly that our
presence was an unusual event.
This was obvious} i

ing man's fare.

After it was served, 1 became
very aware of my chopstick tech-
nique becnuse we were being
scrutinized by everyone present.
1 knew we were doing dismally
when Susan's new friend compli-
mented our cfforts with “Chop-
sticks- good.”

Shortly thereafter { yplaghed o
gencrous amount of soy sauce all
across my white shirt and turned
quickly to sce if I was caught in
the act by the locals both stand-
ing and seated. Miraculously, it
must have happened ot the only
moment when they were all look-
ing away!

These are very polite people.
Three men-in-suits arrived,
young businessmen, and sat at
the other end of the counter by
the grill. With each newcomer,
we could hear the word “menu”

y a

gathering place, ond the work
area behind the counter was like
a home kitchen.

1 ardered a beer, “bieru” here. [
held up my fingers for two, and
we whre served two small glass-
¢ nnd one giant bottle, No soon-
er hod 1 poured the beer than
the gentleman gitting on Susan's
right and the lady behind the
counter offered a tonst of
“Cheers,” 8o we returned the
salute.

What menu?

Ordering food, however, was
not as ensy. We asked for a
“menu,” a word everyone under-
stood, and the whole place broke
aut in laughter. One of the ladies
behind the counter pointed to
this smnl} picce of paper pinned
to the wall, covered in Japanese
characters,

‘This was going to be a chal-
lenge. Susan was carrying on &
Robinson Caruso-and-Friday

jon with the
on her right, and neither seemed
to be making great progress in
communication but were having
a good time trying.

We noticed some ginnt pieces
of tofu being warmed in brath on
the counter in front of us, We
pointed to it, nnd the lady
brought two bowls, It was good.
We tried naming different dish-
es, but no one svemed to under-
stand.

Eventually the word “sashimi”
arose, and I nodded approval.
One of the workers in the busy
Jittle restaurant produced a
package of raw fish still wrapped
from the local mart.

She pointed to both sides of
the container, onc being tuna
and the other mackerel. I nodded
approval to both sides. She
appeared surprised that 1 would
order so much, and I realized
that this was not a typical work-

chito do, you'l
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included in their conversntion
followed by a round of hearty
Inughter.

One of the ladies behind the
counter begon preparing what
looked to us like waffles. We
watched her with interest, and
soon were served two large por-
tions of more tofu, compliments
of the men by the grill.

One carefully snid to us, “Dee-
licious,” and we nodded
approval. Shortly thereafter,
Susan and I requested a check .

We realized they were pur-
poscfully delaying when we were
suddenly served a dainty saucer
with some smal! shavings in o
fine brown teriyaki sauce.

Susan's new friend pointed to
his ankle tendons. 1 think the
dish contnined pig knuckles. [
renlized that 1 was being tested
by the natives, who had not heen
sufficiently impressed that I
could eat raw fish.

His finest hour

Susan looked on in horror
while I began what would most
likely be my most challenging
performance of our Japan
Friendship Tour.

The dclicacy was very chewy,
and I finished the dish very
quickly. The lady brought the
check, and announced the total
in Jopnnese.

1 looked puzzled, and she
repeated the sum, as though 1
could understand. She laughed
when I gestured for her to write
it out. As we stood to go, a gen-
tleman who might have been the
owner came to us with a baby
boy in his arms. He said some-
thing to the young lad, wha then
put his hands to his lips and
blew kisses to us. We returned
the gesture andeveryone smiled
and waved goodbye. It was spe-
cinl evening.

Tomorrow we begin our con-
certs.




