
MICHI CONTINUES her narrative in this chapter and talks about her
life in more recent years, between 1970 and the present. As the
children grew up and became more independent, Michi started to
explore other activities outside home. But marriage stability for which
she had been striving the whole time she was in Australia did not come
easily for her. She also looks back on her life course and reflects upon
her experience as a war bride.

Michi’s story

In 1969, Gus retired as a Sergeant Major in the Army after 26 years and
we finally settled down in Adelaide. Since we all liked the sea, we
bought a house near the beach. I was working as a housemaid at a hotel
between seven o’clock in the morning till four in the afternoon.
I worked hard at the hotel. Although my job was mainly to tidy up the
bedrooms, I helped in the kitchen when I finished with the upstairs
rooms and did waitressing for the breakfast. Since I was willing to help
out with any type of work, they appreciated me very much. I did not
want people to think Japanese were lazy. I knew the Japanese had a
reputation as hard-working people and I wanted to live up to that
reputation. Many of my colleagues at the hotel were Italian women and
we all got along very well. Actually, we still keep in touch. The
manager liked me a lot and he still calls out to me when he sees me on
the street. Since his voice is loud when he calls out, it is rather
embarrassing. But it is nice of him to remember me so fondly years after
my service in the hotel.
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In 1969, my eldest child, Sumiko, got married. I was very happy on the
wedding day and I wrote the following in Japanese on the back of her
wedding photograph:

My dearest daughter,
I would never have got through all the difficulties without you.
You have been my inner strength. You comforted me when we
were sad. We have been joyful together in the happy times. You
are everything to me. On this fine Easter Saturday in 1969, the
clear blue sky is here to bless you. I say thank you and all your
friends at your wedding. When I touched your wedding dress my
tear drops made a small mark on the dress … At the church
I could not understand all the words [the] minister spoke, but
I listened to them very intently. After the ceremony Sumiko
and Kerry waved and headed for the hotel. I will be so lonely
without you. I miss you so much around the house. I kept telling
myself that you were not far away from me, so I should not be so
lonely. Happiness is not something you are born with but must
build up by yourself. Do build up your happiness with Kerry.
From your Mother23
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At Sumiko’s wedding. George and young Ronald are on the far left, Frances is
second adult from the right.



Unfortunately, Sumiko later divorced her husband, but now she has
remarried.

In 1970, I finally made my first trip back to Japan. Almost a year before
the trip, I wrote to my mother, who was living with my brother at the
time, that I was going to come back and both of us were really looking
forward to seeing each other. Gus gave me the money for tickets and
I provided my own pocket money. Although I could not afford to bring
much money back to Japan, it was not a big problem because the
exchange rate for the Australian dollar was very good at around 450 yen.
A hundred dollars could buy quite a lot in Japan then.24 That was the
very first time I went away without my children. I remember that my
youngest son who was nine years old cried at the airport, saying he
wanted to go with me. It was such a joy to be back in Japan after
seventeen years, although a lot of things had changed during my
absence. The streets looked different with many new houses. The station
names had been changed and it was difficult to find my friends’ houses.
I realised that my mother had gone to the station to meet me five hours
before the train was due to arrive. Furthermore, she kept my wedding
photo by her bed. She must have been missing the child who had gone
furthest away.

I stayed in Japan for three weeks. Although I was very happy to be back
in Japan, I missed my children terribly. I kept wondering if they were
eating properly or doing well. My mother sensed my feeling and pointed
this out to me by saying, “You had better go back to Australia soon.
Your heart has already flown back to Adelaide.” She used to save up her
pension money and occasional income from sewing in order to give it 
to me when I went home. The amount was around 100,000 yen and
I guess she gave me almost all the amount she had saved. She was living
peacefully with my brother’s family. It was nice to see her contented.
Witnessing her happiness in her old age, I hoped I would be able to
achieve a similar outcome for myself eventually. Compared with the
troubles she had experienced, my problems with Gus looked minute.
I thought I should be able to handle and manage them well.

I managed to make a second trip to Japan in 1974 with Sumiko, her two
young children and Frances. At that time, a local newspaper reporter
came to interview us and an article was published in the paper. He
wrote as if that was the very first time that I had gone back, but actually
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Michi’s family welcomes her on her arrival in Tokushima in 1970 after seventeen
years in Australia. First on the left is Michi’s mother and the third from the left
is Michi.

Visiting Michi’s mother in Tokushima in 1974 with Sumiko (middle on right),
Frances (next to Sumiko) and Sumiko’s two sons (front right). 
(Michi is not in this photo.)



it was the second time for me and the first time for my children. I said
in the article, a lot of things had changed in Japan during my absence.
The economic development made Japan a much more affluent country
than in the 1950s. When I left Japan in 1953, people did not have
much, but, in twenty years or so, the situation was all different. Of
course, inflation had been tremendous, and things were all incredibly
expensive. I felt as if I had just woken up from a long sleep and had
trouble catching up with changes. My mother was very happy to see her
granddaughters and great grandchildren. I remembered that she kept
calling Sumiko’s two sons Sumiko and George. I guess they reminded
her of Sumiko and George when they had stayed with her in Tokushima
before we left for Australia.

In the article, the subheading said “Living a comfortable life as an Australian
citizen”. Although she talked about some hostility towards Japan in Darwin in
the 1950s, it is not possible to detect the hard life Michi had to endure from
the article at all. It said that the family lived happily in a quiet academic city,
Adelaide.

Later, I went back to Japan with George and his family. George was very
much impressed with the economic growth in the country where he
had been born. Being half-Japanese used to be something he could not
boast about, but he said that he now felt proud to have Japanese blood.
I think he decided to start his own business then, and he runs a very
successful business in Western Australia now. He told me his friends
thought one of the reasons for his success was the work ethic which
came from his Japanese background. As he was only two when we left
Japan, he did not go to school in Japan at all. I do not think I had ever
formally taught my children a Japanese way of working or thinking.
Probably, he just watched me while he was growing up.

Gus was working for an accounting firm after he retired from the Army.
Since his lifestyle had changed drastically, his health suffered and he
lost a lot of weight, but he eventually got used to civilian life. He and
I did not have any big problems around that time. I was still at the hotel
working from seven to four. The children were growing up. In 1979,
Gus and I had a holiday together in Europe. On the way there, we
stopped in Japan for him to meet my family for the very first time. He
never had a chance to meet my family while he was in Japan during the
occupation.
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I left my job at the hotel before I turned sixty-one (in 1980). I started to
experience back problems and I was worried I might become stooped
just like my mother did. Since I had worked hard for years, I did not
mind staying at home. There were still many things to do at home.
Meals needed to be cooked and the house needed to be cleaned.
I prepared nice breakfasts for my family.

Then a very sad thing happened in February 1981. My youngest son
committed suicide. I did not sense anything before he killed himself.
When I look back, I could remember he seemed rather subdued around
that time, but we could not foresee anything.25 After our youngest son’s
death, Gus suffered a lot and became depressed. Similarly, it took a very
long time for me to come to terms with my son’s death. One thing
I pledged was to grow flowers in my garden so that I could bring them
to his grave. In 1982, I decided to visit the head temple of So–ka Gakkai
in Japan with other followers from Australia in order to pray for my
son’s spirit. That was the first time I visited the head temple even
though I had joined the sect almost twenty years ago. I was impressed
during this visit by the eagerness and sincerity many followers expressed
at the head temple which was located near Mt Fuji. I could renew my
belief and felt more positive about my future.

I did not join the So–ka Gakkai in order to meet other Japanese. That was
not my intention. In Adelaide, there are currently very few Japanese
members in our sect and the majority of them are either Australians or
people from other countries. I am the only war bride among our local
members. Other war brides in this city are generally happy, without many
problems. Their husbands are nice and they did not experience much
misfortune. I do not think they needed religion at all. I believe there are
about ten war brides who are So–ka Gakkai members in Melbourne. At
our meetings, although we chant in Japanese, all the discussion and
teaching are in English. Other members wonder if I can follow the
English discussions. Although the details of the discussion are not clear to
me, I can understand what has been discussed more or less instinctively as
I have trained for all those years in Australia. Also, I treasure the inter-
actions of different types of people at the meetings. That is why I can
happily sit in the discussion even though I usually do not speak up.

When Michi was the South Australian state representative of So–ka Gakkai in
the early 1990s, Tina Turner, a rock singer, held a concert in Adelaide. As a

56

Michi’s Memories

 



devout follower of the religion, Ms Turner wanted to meet other members and
pray together, so she contacted Michi and decided to come to see her to chant
the prayer. Michi did not know how famous Tina Turner was. When she
arrived with her bodyguards and entourage Michi realised Ms Turner was
somebody famous, but she was not impressed with her “funny hair-do” and
mini-skirt which did not suit her age. By the time the chanting session was
finished, the neighbours realised who was visiting Michi’s small flat and a
crowd gathered outside her residence.

At home, everything was peaceful after my son’s death. The other
children were growing up and becoming more independent. I was at
home and had more time to myself than before. I thought it was such
happiness for a wife to wait for her husband’s return and enjoy having
meals and chats with him at home. On a typical day, we watched TV
after dinner and went to bed at 10:30. On weekends, we went out
together. After the earlier difficult years, I thought I could finally enjoy
an ordinary happiness at home. Such peaceful days lasted for eight
years. I thought I had finally obtained the ultimate happiness as a
woman after a long struggle.

One day, when I went shopping, a shop assistant in a dress shop asked
me how long I had been in Australia. I answered, “I have been in
Australia for thirty-three years. I have eleven grandchildren and seven
children. I lost one son, but the rest are all independent and happy.”
Then, the assistant said, “Wonderful! You have contributed so much to
Australia. It must have been difficult for you, but I really appreciate
your contribution in bringing up those who support the country.” For
me, her words sounded as if they came from god. On the other hand,
some people were still ignorant. At a party, my husband and I were
talking to another couple who seemed to have had a lot of drink. The
wife asked me where I was from, so I answered Japan. Then she asked
me which part of China Japan was. Then we started to talk about
children. When she heard that I had seven children, she commented
with laughter, “Our dog just gave birth to seven puppies last week as
well. It is the same as you, isn’t it?” I realised that there was such a
difference in people’s perceptions. The former sounded glorious, the
latter sounded as if they were words from demons.

I felt so contented that I told myself to work hard in order to retain those
peaceful days at home. But this happiness did not last for long. Gus
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retired from the company job in 1986 and started to work as manager at
a local yacht club. The work started at four in the afternoon and he did
not come home till very late at night. I was worried about the job
because he needed to work in the club, serving drinks to customers. I was
not sure whether he could stay away from alcoholic drinks when he had
to serve them. In addition, they said many people who previously
worked in that position experienced marriage problems and divorce. Yet,
Gus was so pleased to find a job locally that I could not stop him. For
about six months he worked there without any incidents, so I thought
I was worried over nothing. I had already planned to visit Japan again
with other So–ka Gakkai followers. About a week before our departure,
Gus said he wanted to come along with me. However, I told him that it
was impossible to arrange for another person to go at such short notice
and left on my own. I should have brought him with me because I was
going to be away for six weeks instead of a few weeks as usual. By the
time I came back to Adelaide I could sense something was going on.

When I was away, my second son, Wayne, and the two younger sons
were living at home with Gus. That was the reason I had been able to
go away for a longer period than usual. The boys said they would look
after their father. Wayne had come back to Adelaide from Perth after
his divorce and he was keen to meet another lady. Apparently, he went
out every night and told his father how much fun he had. I guessed such
talk awakened Gus’s habit which had been dormant for a while. By the
time I came back, Gus was drinking a lot and seeing another woman as
if he wanted to catch up what he had missed in the previous years.
I blamed myself that I had left him behind, and tried to change his
mind. I had to repeat all the things I used to do many years ago all over
again, such as staying up late to wait for Gus to return. But this time he
did not want to come back. He said that he did not want to be tied
down by his family and wanted a life of his own. I asked him what he
would do if he got sick when he did not have anybody who could look
after him. His answer was that he would just go to hospital. He said,
“I do not want to be tied down by my family any more. I do not like my
children and grandchildren anyway. I want to be on my own and do
what I want to do for the rest of my life. I do not want to be bothered by
anybody and I want to be free.” He even told me to go back to Japan
and marry a Japanese man. A woman who was reaching seventy years?
Remarry? Go back to Japan?
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Finally, I made up my mind. One day when he was not around, I packed
my belongings and left. I always thought perseverance was the most
important virtue for a Japanese woman. My mother persevered through
all the misdeeds of my father for all those years. In her old age, she was
finally rewarded by obtaining peace. I told myself I should do the same
since my mother had done that, and tolerate my husband’s
misbehaviour. However, I realised I had already changed into an
Australian woman. I could not take Gus’s selfish acts any more and had
to leave him. My children all supported my decision. In a way, they
urged me to leave. Sumiko said she did not want to see me cry any
more. Sumiko and George said that they would look after me. Other
children said, “It is better for you to be without him.” Frances rented
a vacant house next to her for me and I moved in there. Soon after
I moved out, the two younger sons decided to move in with me because
they did not want to live with their father.

Although I made the decision to leave, I was devastated. I cried and
cried and hated Gus fiercely. In many ways, I did not want to leave him.
Although I had known that Gus was not a respectable man, I left Japan
for that man and persevered through all the hardships for forty years.
It was not as easy to sever such a tie with him as the children had
expected. My children did not mind leaving their partners when things
did not work out. When Frances had a divorce, she said that it was not
difficult to leave the situation she was in and that it was easy to start
again. However, I could not think that way so easily. I had made
a commitment to Gus forty years ago and persevered though all the
hardship. If the marriage ended up in divorce, all the hardship I endured
would have resulted in nothing.

I was so upset that I tore up all the photos of Gus. I did that with even
our wedding pictures, so I only have photos of me at the wedding now,
not of him. Since I lost a lot of weight after the separation, my family in
Japan was very surprised to see me so thin when I went back soon after
the separation. When I was asked what was the matter, I could not tell
them I had left him because of the problems with women and drinking.
If I told them what actually happened between Gus and I, my family
would have been very worried, especially my mother. She would be very
sad and upset for me because she remembered how she had felt when
my father acted in a similar way as Gus. I did not want her to stir up the
agony again. So I told them that I was distressed because Gus had died.
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Of course, they expressed their sympathy, and they gave me condolence
money, which I was not expecting.26 I had completely forgotten that
gifts of condolence money were customary in Japan when somebody
close died. Although I was surprised, I could not change my story then.
Then, my mother wrote to me later to tell me that she had arranged
return gifts for the money I received. Again, I had completely forgotten
that I needed to make return gifts by using a certain proportion of the
money. Since my mother organised all that and also paid for them, I felt
really embarrassed. There was still some more regarding this. When 
I told Gus some years later that I was planning a trip back to Japan, he
said he wanted to accompany me. So I said to him he could not come.
When he asked me why, I told him that he had already died and I had
accepted condolence money for him. He looked rather surprised to hear
that, but he did not complain.27 When my brother and sister visited me
a few years ago from Japan, I wondered what I should do about Gus.
Since it was too difficult to explain everything to them during their
short visit, I decided to stick to my previous story. I always kept my
youngest son’s photo next to my bed so I managed to find Gus’s and
placed his photo frame next to my son’s. I did that before my brother
and sister arrived in Adelaide so that they should not be puzzled not to
find photos of them side by side. After they went back to Japan,
I apologised to Gus’s photo and put it away from my bedside.

It took me almost two years before I could sort myself out after the
separation. It was difficult for me to accept the relationship which had
lasted for forty years could actually end so simply. I had always believed
the tie between us was much stronger than that. During that period, 
I wanted to get back with Gus, although nobody agreed with me. My
children did not think their father was a person worth living with. 
I asked for opinions from Gus’s friends, but they also told me to leave
him. Poor Gus, he was not respected by anybody at all. Yet, at the same
time, nobody, even Gus’s brothers, was willing to talk to him to change
his mind. They said it was a matter between him and me. If this was 
in Japan, someone in the family or a friend would play the role of
mediator. However, in Australia, such a matter should be left between
husband and wife. It is very different.

As I said, I used to hate him and curse him soon after the separation.
However, after almost two years, I finally realised that the hatred would
just hurt nobody but myself and would not do anything productive. The
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teaching of So–ka Gakkai helped me a lot during that period. Whenever
I read books and magazines published by So–ka Gakkai, I jot down some
sentences which I want to remember in my notebook. Something
which could not be solved by myself can be solved after reading some of
the teachings. Once I realised that hatred would not bring about
a solution, I could think otherwise and started to enjoy myself again.

Around that time, I wrote an essay in Japanese about my life in order to
let my children know why their mother had come to Australia and how
she coped in this country. Since I could not write in English, I wrote it
in Japanese and found somebody to translate it for me. I paid $500 for
the translation. It was a big amount of money for me, but I wanted my
children to read it. I know the essay was circulated among my children,
but nobody said anything about it to me.

This essay was the one which I received in the mail soon after I met Michi in
1993. It was a long and well-written essay. Her handwriting also indicated
that Michi was well educated and used to writing. When I was in Adelaide,
I asked Sumiko if all the children read the essay and how they reacted to it.
After assuring me that all of them read it straight away, she gave me her
reaction to the essay from the daughter’s point of view. She said, “It was a sad
story. I felt I finally knew what had been going on in the family. But I do not
think I personally could have done anything differently to change the situation
under those circumstances.”

Presently, I live in a townhouse in Adelaide on my own. My children
keep regular contact with me and help me with various things. It was
hard to bring up so many children, but now I feel lucky to have them.
They are concerned about my well-being and ring me up now and then
to make sure I am all right. Actually, some think I still do not
understand sufficient English. It is true that I cannot read much English
and have problems understanding it, but I can get by. I read through
women’s magazines so I am well informed about what the film stars are
up to. Recently, I have come to think that if people cannot make
themselves understood to me in English, they should go and learn
Japanese instead of expecting me to speak in perfect English. The other
day, Sumiko’s husband phoned me and asked me to recommend a good
Japanese restaurant. So I told him the name of a restaurant. When
Sumiko heard about the conversation, she was so surprised that her
husband could understand my English. It was not a problem for me at
all. Why should it be?
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Recently, I started to realise that the way I brought my children up was
not the same as in an Australian family. I can see that when I look at
my grandchildren. My sons’ children who have Australian mothers are
different from my daughters’ children. My sons’ children would come to
me for kisses and hugs from an early age, but my daughters’ children do
not do that naturally. I guess I did not do that when my children were
small, so they do not do that to their children either. Yet, Frances tells
her daughter to kiss me when I leave and the girl protests by saying,
“You never kiss your mother, Mum. Why should I do that?”

War bride conventions

I attended the war brides’ convention in Melbourne in 1993 for the first
time with about fifteen women from Adelaide. I was the first one who
heard about the plan from Miyuki in Melbourne and let others know
about it at a BCOF reunion. In Adelaide, the women had started to get
together regularly because we had more spare time to enjoy ourselves.
We usually meet once a month at a Japanese restaurant to enjoy food
and chat. Somebody named this group the Kasasagi-kai (Magpie
Group). It is not easy to pronounce the name in Japanese, but I heard
magpies are the symbol of Adelaide. For the Melbourne convention, we
practised a Japanese folk dance and performed it after the meeting for
entertainment. That was the first time we ever did something like that
in costumes, and it was a lot of fun.

The network among Japanese war brides in the United States and Australia
started to take shape in the late 1980s and in the early 1990s. The first
convention in Australia was held in 1993 in Melbourne to celebrate the
fortieth anniversary of the war brides’ arrival in Australia. About ninety
women, some with their husbands, attended the occasion from all over
Australia. In 1994, the first international convention for war brides was held
in Honolulu, Hawaii. About 300 participants came to attend the convention
from various parts of the United States and Australia. The second
international convention was held in Japan at the old castle town of Aizu-
Wakamatsu in 1997 and the third in 1999 in Los Angeles. The fourth
convention is going to be held at a Japanese hot springs resort, Beppu, in 2002.
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I really enjoyed attending the Melbourne convention. We had all been
internalising the feeling of being war brides, so we could share our
feelings straight away. I cannot find such empathy with younger
Japanese women even if they are married to Australians. I could relate
to the women at the convention much more easily because I could
assume all of us had married soldiers. I could catch up with those whom
I did not see for many years at the convention. One still lives in Sydney
and I had not seen her since I left Sydney. Those who attended the
convention really had a good time. Others who missed the occasion
regretted that they were not there.

In 1994, I attended the Hawaii convention which was organised by the
Nikkei International Marriage Association. I had a great time there as
well. You asked me if I felt comfortable with those women who moved
to America. All of us did. Yes, I felt something in common with them
although I had never met them before. We were about the same age and
they too had all married soldiers. We all remember the period in Japan
when we met our husbands. So naturally, I felt close to them. I did not
hesitate to ask their names and start conversations. We usually started
our conversations by saying, “We have all become old women, but we
used to be so pretty when we were young, weren’t we?” We talked about
our time in Japan before we left, by asking where we used to live in
Tokyo and other things. We mainly talked about the time we were in
Japan. I did not feel any big difference between the women from
America and those of us from Australia. Although they might
pronounce some English words with different accents, it did not matter
because we all spoke in Japanese.

The term “war bride” [senso– hanayome]

“Senso– hanayome” is a literal translation of the English words “war bride”.
However, those two terms in the two languages have different connotations.
The English term “war bride” might evoke old-fashioned love stories between
American soldiers and Australian girls during World War II, while the
Japanese translation, “senso– hanayome”, is a more tricky phrase for Japanese
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to use.28 It has almost a derogatory connotation and can be demeaning. In the
Japanese media, the women are often described as “so-called senso– hanayome”
[iwayuru senso– hanayome]. By inserting “so-called”, the media tries to separate
a particular woman from the stigma which has been attached to the term. But
simultaneously, the media draws attention to the stain carried by the term and
places the woman in the historical context of post-war Japan.

The unsympathetic attitudes of the general public in Japan toward the
relationships between the occupation soldiers and the Japanese women have
already been made apparent in the previous chapters. In that period, any level
of personal relationship between Japanese women and occupation soldiers was
not readily approved. The women were often scorned and abused as traitors
and seen as loose women, but at the same time envied because of their access
to an abundance of goods through their boyfriends. The women’s willingness
to mix with foreign soldiers was often suspected as being materially driven.
And this motivation became a source of their condemnation.

Many Japanese women who married foreign soldiers refuse to be called
“senso– hanayome” and are offended by the term because of its stigma. As the
women are aware of the stigma, they try hard to remove themselves from 
the senso– hanayome category even though they are happy to admit that they
are married to Australians. Instead, they want to define themselves as
internationally married women. I was told various reasons why they were not
“senso– hanayome”. Some said that they did not meet their husbands during
the war, but after the war. Therefore, the word “senso–” [war] should not be
applied to them. A woman claimed that she was not a senso– hanayome
because her husband was already a civilian when she met him. Although this
claim was contested by other war brides, she asserted that her marriage was
not to an occupation soldier, but to a civilian. Whatever the reasons the
women gave, they denied that they could be accurately categorised as “senso–

hanayome”.

Michi’s perception of the term “senso– hanayome”

I do not mind being called a “senso– hanayome” at all. I believe that it is
an accurate description of us because we all married soon after the war.
I know some women who do not like this label. It was true that some
women who associated with occupation soldiers were from brothels, and
some of them might have reached this country as wives. Yet, I would say
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most of those women who engaged in prostitution did that in order to
survive and support their families. In a sense, those women sacrificed
themselves for the sake of their families. Yet, people, especially those
who had lost their husbands or brothers in the war, looked down on
those women and wondered how they could hold the hands of ex-
enemies. I remember I used to look down on those women harshly at
that time and regarded them as dirty. At the same time, I was annoyed to
be categorised with them when I was dating Gus. However, when I look
back, that was the springtime of our youth regardless of who we were.
That was the best time in our lives. People might have said that the
women who were hanging onto the arms of occupation soldiers looked
disgraceful, but we were enjoying our happiest days then. We all began
to cry after we arrived in our husbands’ countries. In our lives, sometimes
we laugh and sometimes we cry. So, I don’t think we can criticise those
women who went out with the soldiers for money. They did not do that
just for fun, but because they needed money to survive. Often they had
to support their families as well. Since there were virtually no jobs
available then, they had to do that in order to feed themselves.

International marriage

The interviews could not be completed without asking Michi about her view
on international marriage. She had made the very unconventional decision to
marry an Australian serviceman over fifty years ago in the face of family
members’ opposition and general social disapproval. The decisions led her to
the extraordinary circumstances that have been closely followed in this book.
Her decision to marry an Australian determined who she is and where she is.
At the same time, I wanted to avoid asking her an abrupt question, such as
“Was your marriage a happy one?” I believed a question such as this would be
too direct and would not provide her with any room for reflection. That was
why I adopted an impersonal and hypothetical question which had been put to
another war bride about advising a young Japanese woman in international
marriage.

This question fortunately provided Michi with a chance to objectify her
experiences and to compose answers without making them too personal. At
the same time, her answers were strikingly frank and non-evasive appraisals
of the situations she had gone through.
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Your question to me was what kind of advice I would give when a young
Japanese woman who is in love with an Australian man asked me if she
should marry him. Well, I do not think international marriage is a good
thing, so I would not recommend it to young Japanese women. I had so
much hardship for myself for forty years. I would advise them to marry
their own countrymen. Of course, marrying a countryman does not
guarantee a happy marriage, but, at least, she has friends nearby when
things do not go well. On the other hand, we did not have a supportive
network among Japanese war brides in Australia. When I had many
problems with my husband, I could not tell my Japanese friends about
them, because the news would spread through the community quickly.
Well, I did tell somebody about my unhappiness when I was in
Melbourne. People did not sympathise with me by saying, “Poor thing”,
but the story became more and more exaggerated within the
community. At the end, I was blamed for my own unhappiness and was
accused of being the one who caused all the problems. I heard people
were saying, “The reason her husband ended up like that was because
she did not behave properly.” I was hurt badly when I realised what
people were saying about me. I vowed not to tell any Japanese about my
problems, except Fumiko, my closest friend, whom I trust.

When you have problems, it is a great help if you have somebody with
whom you can talk. I learned in a Japanese TV documentary about a
Japanese war bride who committed suicide in America. Maybe she did
not have anybody to talk to. I thought about suicide sometimes, but
I could not do that because of my children. I forgot where we were
living then, but my husband once told me to go back to Japan. I could
not when I worried about how the children would cope and who would
look after them. I was determined to stay with him in order to feed my
children. I think I endured all the hardships for my children’s sake. 
I learned about the virtue of perseverance by watching my mother
endure hardships. That was why I could persist.

I do not think young women can do the same thing these days. Our
generation survived the war in spite of all the hardship. Difficulties did
not fall just upon some individuals, but on everybody in society during
that period. Since women of our generation had gone through that hard
period, we could endure poverty and other problems after we arrived in
Australia. I believe those women who went to America experienced
similar problems. We all overcame hardship and sadness. If one was
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overwhelmed by those feelings, one might have committed suicide.
These days, a young woman can get a divorce and go back to her own
family in Japan. I know somebody who did that recently in Adelaide.
She could do that, but we could not. When I look back, I remember
I wanted to go back to Japan with my children when everything was too
difficult. I would have done if I did not need to cross the ocean and if
I could have walked back. Maybe I withstood the hardship because I did
not have any other choice. If I could have hopped on an airplane and
arrived back in Japan overnight, I might have left Australia as the
young woman did.

In spite of all the problems I have experienced, I am still grateful to Gus
for bringing me to Australia. I cannot forget how happy I was to receive
the letter from him, which said that he was going to bring the children
and myself to Australia. At that time, I loved him dearly and he
responded to that by bringing us to this country. How I am now really
depends on the decision he made. I do not know how I would be if he
had abandoned us then. That is why I keep wondering if I should
forgive him and let him come back if he wants to. Yet, if I mention such
a feeling to my children, they say, “Mum! Stop it!”

Two years after the main interview sessions, I met Michi again in 1997 in
Japan when the second war brides convention was held. She arrived in Japan
with Frances and her children a few weeks before the convention started and
had a holiday with them. She looked well and happy and told me that Frances
bought her a nice cottage and she had moved in there. Gus remarried
somebody a few years ago and she was not agonising whether she should let
him come back or not any more. At the convention, an essay contest was
organised for the war brides by American Airlines. Michi sent in an essay
with the title “War, Peace and My Life” and won the first prize, a return
ticket between America and Japan. The Association negotiated with the
airline to convert the tickets into a money prize so that Michi could use the
money to attend the next convention.

The following is an English translation of her essay. Although the essay is
relatively long and some sections have already been told in her narrative in this
book, it is included here because it is an excellent example of her
representation of her life. This was how she wrote her own life in Japanese.
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War, Peace and My Life

War has been with me since I was born. When I was young, I made
countless trips to the train station to cheer departing soldiers with
“Banzai” as they were joining the war. As a young woman, I worked for
Asahi Film in Tokyo and edited news films. One day, when we were
having lunch on the roof top of the office building, a strange-looking
airplane with stars on its wings flew in our direction. As it approached
the Shinagawa area, we started to hear the sound of anti-aircraft guns.
Everything happened very quickly. Later, we heard the plane was the
first North American aircraft which came to Japan for a reconnaissance
flight. As I worked on news films of the war every day at work, I started
to dream of joining the war outside Japan. Luckily, I found a job as a
typist in the Ministry of the Navy and was sent to New Guinea as
administrative staff for the Civil Government there. A year before the
end of the war, all the typists were sent back to Japan from New Guinea.
Things were miserable during the war, but similar difficult situations
continued after the war. Even now, I cannot forget that a large number
of orphans were living in the underpass of Ueno Station as street
children. A brother and a sister who were as young as five years old were
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sleeping on the pavement side by side in rags. Soldiers who were
repatriated to Japan from overseas were wearing clothes stained with dirt
and sweat. I could tell their clothes were infested with lice. People now
joke that it took so many days to get rid of the lice from their bodies.

A few years later, foreign soldiers were driving around the town in their
jeeps. I went to dance at one of the dance halls in order to lighten
worries and woes which had settled deep inside me. I met Gus at a
dance hall and we eventually got married. I had problems at home as
my father wasted the family estate for his own pleasure, and that caused
sorrow for my mother. I was attracted to Gus who, with his smattering
of Japanese, was nice to women as most foreigners were. Interaction
with him relieved my melancholy. Some time later, we started to live
together. As marriages between Australian soldiers and Japanese
women were not allowed then, I could not formally become his wife for
a few years. In the meantime, we had a daughter and a son two years
apart. On the day our son was born, Gus was sent to Korea as the
Korean War started. He returned to Japan two months later.

In 1952, Gus received an order to be transferred back to Australia. 
At that time, the marriage was not yet permitted by the Australian
Government. He took a piece of paper with the address of my mother,
where the children and I would be staying. If he threw away the paper,
he would abandon us as well. However, Gus kept the paper in his pocket
and went home to his parents in Australia. Soon good news reached us.
His letter said that the government recognised the marriage, and his
application to bring the children and myself was being processed. My
mother repeatedly told me possible problems of living in a far land and
difficulty in the new language. At the same time my mother, who was
born in the Meiji Era, told me to be a virtuous Japanese woman again
and again. I was also hoping to live up to that ideal wholeheartedly.

When we arrived in Sydney after a month-long boat trip, it was night.
I finally got together with Gus after a year of separation. I realised my
new life would start in a new country. When four of us got together
again in a car as he drove us to his parents’, I felt I could not be happier
in my life. Since I arrived in Australia as his fiancée, we organised an
Australian wedding ceremony. We had already lived together for six
years and our two children attended the ceremony. I felt as if each of us
had already had another marriage.
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We moved to an army camp in Darwin where a tropical climate greeted
us, and I experienced my first disappointment there. I felt lonely as my
husband drank every night and I had to stay up to wait for him well past
midnight. I did not have anybody who would listen to my worries and
I felt completely isolated as the silence surrounded me. Soon, the third
child was born. Our neighbours were all nice to us although I could not
understand English so well. One day, when I went into the town for
shopping, I visited a fish shop. An old man who was mumbling to
himself asked me where I came from. When I answered Japan, he
almost grabbed my hands and started to tell me his story. “I used to
know a Japanese woman whom I loved. Her name was Yoshiko. She
was sent back to Japan as the war broke out. We lost contact and
cannot contact by letters. I don’t know how she is now. She said she
would come back when things became peaceful, but I have been
waiting. Peace is here, but not Yoshiko.” I cannot forget his sad eyes
which were filled with tears. By the time I tried to visit him again, he
had passed away. The war brought about separation as well as birth of
love. Love also brought sadness, hatred, and happiness. Nationalities
affected the outcome of love and influenced people’s lives. A woman
can devote her life to a love she has found.

By the time I had three children, I realised the place I needed to settle
down was Australia. Gus was transferred eleven times in twenty years
from camp to camp. Whenever we moved to a new camp, a new baby
arrived. “I want to enjoy my own life.” That was what Gus used to say,
so the children were a nuisance to him. He enjoyed his drinking and
womanising and sometimes could not remember how many children he
had. He was interested only in himself.

By the time my husband retired from the Army we had seven children.
They were not appreciated by their father, but I put my best efforts into
nurturing a loving home for them. One day, when we went to a sea-port,
I saw a Japanese cargo ship which was moored there. I started to cry
when I saw a Japanese flag on the ship. Until then, I did not have time
to think about my home country because I was too busy looking after the
children. “That is the flag of Japan. Your mummy’s home country,” I said
that to my children as I tried not to cry. They were staring at me without
a word.
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Difficulty in making a living, sadness, resentment of life, goodness 
and evil. All these feelings have passed through my life as if they were
ever-changing lights in a kaleidoscope. I had contemplated committing
suicide now and then. Whenever I touched on the thought, I thought
of those hordes of orphans and men in military uniform covered in lice
after the war. Those people were working hard to reconstruct Japan. So
I should not be defeated and kill myself because of such a minor worry.
I should live and make sure my children will realise the dreams that
I could not make true. So, in a sense, the war itself provided me with
the strength to live.

Forty years had passed. When I was approaching seventy years of age,
Gus met a new woman. He did not come home at night. My children
suggested we should separate. When I realised my forty years as a war
bride had finally come to an end, I could not help but cry. I came to this
country as a bride without knowing anybody but Gus. I was hoping to
have an ordinary happy family with seven children and fourteen
grandchildren. But that was to no avail. I packed my things and left the
house. For a woman, separation is more painful than death and more
desolate.

I was a war bride who was abandoned at the age of seventy, but I would
not be defeated with a broken heart. Joy does not last forever and life
shows us different alternatives. So we can choose one or the other and
no decision is the correct one. There are continuous obstacles in one’s
life. When one obstacle is cleared, another appears. Such is one’s life,
I believe. I would never go backward as long as I live.

My children now make contributions to society and became successful
in business. They bought me a house. As I approach eighty years old,
I am thankful that I am close to my family and filled with happiness.
My ex-husband is seeing another woman even though his health is
declining. If that is what he enjoys doing in his life, let it be so. I do not
object. Yet, whenever he finds a new woman, my heart sinks and
saddens. As I am happy now, I hope he is happy as well.

In a novel Ho–ro–ki, Fumiko Hayashi wrote as follows:

“Happiness for a woman is to love a man, to bear children for him, to
nurse him to his death and to be nursed by the children to her own
death.” I still believe these words describe the ultimate happiness for
a woman.
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War brides were all young and pretty forty years ago. As dandelion seeds
travel a long distance in the wind, war brides migrated to foreign
countries. They persevered in isolation, and withstood financial
difficulties. They are now rooted in the country where they arrived and
are producing flowers. When I reflect upon our past, each of us
experienced ups and downs and created our own dramas of life. Even
the wrinkles on our faces were the evidence of our hard work.

Death will finish everything. Wherever he is, it is good to know that
Gus is still alive. I wish him health and happiness.

I pray for world peace from a corner in Australia. Once I read the
following words: “Those who are in their sixties and seventies are at
their best. When the invitation from the other world arrives in your
eighties and nineties, send it back and make them wait till you reach
one hundred.” (Translated by Tamura)
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Michi (left) at the Migration Museum in Adelaide with Mrs Sadako Morris
(centre) and the author (right) in October 2000. An exhibition on war brides
was held at the museum between September and November 2000.


