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After a week at sea, Wu Boqiang finally arrived in the port of Yokohama, Japan. He had never been to Japan before, and he was not fluent in the language either. Therefore, it took Boqiang a lot of time to clarify his needs on the deck by talking to a man in a red cap who was in charge of carrying passengers’ luggage. The red cap then caught two rickshaws for him, loaded his luggage in, and took him to the train station.

When Boqiang left Shanghai, he had written a letter to his home fellows and asked them to look after him when he landed in Yokohama. And he wrote them another postcard as the mailboat arrived in Kobe. But today to Yokohama, after being checked by the customs officer, he still carried several heavy bags to the station by himself. In the face of this strange land, Boqiang felt lonely and depressed. 

“If I’d known they weren’t coming, I would have landed in Nagasaki and taken the train to Tokyo. When the ship arrived in Nagasaki, a Cantonese merchant encouraged me to get ashore and promised to carry my stuff to the train station. I went through a lot of hardships merely to save money. I had no idea that the sea waves from Kobe to Yokohama were so frightening.”

Sitting in the rickshaw, Boqiang lost in thought. Many boring memories came crowding into his mind.

“It is understandable that they don’t want to spend money to come here. They shouldn’t be blamed, maybe they have an essential school assignment due today.”

It was the only way for Boqiang to comfort himself.

The train was arriving.

He sat in the third-class waiting room alone, absent-minded. Boqiang had no idea how to buy a ticket or check his luggage. All his hope lay in this red cap. He looked at the clock in the station’s bell tower, it was 11:15.

The Red Cap was very responsible, he came back and forth to help Boqiang and wrote with a pencil in his notebook to ask Boqiang if he needed food or drinks from time to time. Boqiang shook his head because all he wanted was to get to Tokyo as soon as possible.

Boqiang learned at home that the Japanese were more enthusiastic and more service-oriented than the Chinese. It seemed right. Boqiang intended to test Red Cap, and he did arrange everything for Boqiang since he knew Boqiang had traveled alone and was unfamiliar with the language. Even Boqiang’s brothers and friends couldn’t possibly be as willing to help him as Red Cap—a total stranger.

Hardly had Boqiang got off the rickshaw and arrived at the station when the carters asked for the money. He did not know how much Red Cap had promised, nor did he have any small changes left. Red Cap was the only person Boqiang could rely on, so he handed Red Cap a 10 yuan note to cover the fare. He looked at Red Cap and pointed to the ten-yuan note in his hand and then to the two drivers. Red Cap smiled and nodded to show that he understood.

Boqiang was exhausted after the two carters left with Red Cap who carried a 10 yuan note. He believed that traveling was challenging and that everything could be chaotic. He stretched out on the bench and fell asleep. The bell woke him up, and he opened his eyes immediately, only to find that the hefty bags he had in front of him were gone, and he was afraid. There was only a suitcase under his arm. Boqiang felt bad for being so careless that he shouldn't have fallen asleep so away after sitting down.

“Maybe Red Cap moved my stuff somewhere else.”

He nervously sat in the waiting area for a long time before Red Cap walked over and showed Boqiang his notebook with six words written in it— “Please wait for another twenty minutes”. Unconsciously, Boqiang nodded. He was just interested in how Red Cap handled the ten-yuan note. But Red Cap placed his pencil and notebook in his vest’s pocket and said nothing about the money. Boqiang was perplexed, but he was too shy to inquire.

Boqing waited another ten minutes for Red Cap, but he never appeared. Every passenger in the waiting room stood up, holding their red tickets. The barrier was packed. Boqiang became more anxious as he saw this scene.

“Did that brat cheat my ten yuan and then stole my luggage? There are many clothes, expensive books and foods in my luggage. And an authentic Jinhua ham! Crap! I shouldn’t have trusted him! I should have followed him. Although the suitcase is small, it’s not easy to carry with me. How can I take this suitcase to chase him as I am so weak.”

After a long while, Red Cap didn’t show up. The crowd had rushed into the barrier. Boqiang heard the bell and the whistle.

“I should not have listened to them! They all came from Japan and stated it was okay to deliver the luggage to Red Caps, but they also needed some beer tips. The lowest classes in Japan are greedier than China’s. And this Red Cap is not trustworthy as they said. Well, I am completely wrong! I'm a loser! They further stated that when Red Caps receive people’s bags, people will receive a small bronze board with a number so that they can use the board to go to the police if their luggage is missing. I was so careless not to ask Red Cap for a board.”

The waiting room was quiet and there were less people. Red Cap appeared around two minutes later and handed Boqiang a luggage receipt and a red ticket. He carried Boqiang’s suitcase, pointed to the platform, and urged him to board the train. Boqiang mechanically followed Red Cap to the barrier and arrived on the platform after his ticket was punched. After a while, the train drew in. Red Cap entered the train full of passengers, located a seat for Boqiang, and then waved to him from the window. When Boqiang entered the train, Red Cap grabbed the suitcase and placed it on the wire rack above. The bell was ringing, Red Cap immediately bowed to Boqiang. Then he heard the conductor blow the siren to signal that it was time to drive, so Red Cap dashed to the door and jumped off the platform. The train moved slowly forward. Red Cap bowed to him again outside the window, with a wicked smile on his face. Boqiang gave him an unintentional nod while thinking the use of the ten-yuan note. He should not be so afraid to question Red Cap. It was too late. Boqiang was sitting on the train, contemplating, when the train stopped before the second station.
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In the Kanda neighborhood of Tokyo, which had the most Chinese students, Boqiang rented a small room that was approximately seven square meters in size as soon as he arrived in Tokyo. And he chose a prep school nearby that catered specifically to Chinese students to study Japanese. Boqiang met all of his home fellows and also knew some new friends indirectly. He arrived in Tokyo the day after Christmas, when all schools were closed. So, they took Boqiang to the park and the movie theater. After more than two weeks, it was time to start school again.

Boqiang also signed up for another prep school to learn English and Japanese. The classes were only held for four hours in the morning. Boqiang found it challenging to wake up at seven every morning. Therefore, as soon as he learned there were sessions for English and Japanese in the afternoon, he rescheduled his classes.

After a few days’ learning, Boqiang thought that Japanese was not difficult to learn but difficult to remember, so he was bored with Japanese when he couldn't recall. However, he was a little concerned that if he couldn't communicate in Japanese, he wouldn't be able to study in Japan.

The majority of Boqiang's roommates were Chinese students, but few of them got along with him. Actually, nobody. Boqiang did not want to get close to those people because he detested them and thought it was silly that they consistently thought of themselves as progressive and proud.

The fact that Boqiang could not speak Japanese presented the biggest challenge. When the maid greeted him, he couldn’t answer. Even though he had learned some basic Japanese words for conversation, such as "tea," "water," and "meal," he seldom ever had the opportunity to use them throughout a day.  

Boqiang found Japanese tough and nasty after more than two weeks of classes. A simple sentence in Chinese was difficult to express in Japanese since it had twenty or thirty syllables. And it was difficult to distinguish such pronunciations as Kanata, Nakata, Katana, and Tanaka. As a result, he abandoned Japanese for a while and concentrated on English. Boqiang picked up English in the level of the second grade of high school, but it was still a challenging task for him. After a week of classes, he thought that both grammar and vocabulary are as difficult to remember as Japanese. Boqiang eventually became tired of English too.

It had been gloomy for a week and the spring was deeper. When it rained in Japan, the streets became muddy and difficult to walk. Boqiang postponed going to school since it was so cold. He closed his door, sat cross-legged in front of a small table by the window, and read his favorite poetry and phonology books that were brought from China every day. His Chinese roommates would stick out their tongues, shake their heads, and shiver while he read aloud, and the Japanese maids would cover their mouths with long sleeves, sniggering.

Boqiang strolled to the window, rested on the window frame, and stared out at the tram, rickshaw, truck, and people on the street when he was tired of studying. And from time to time, Boqiang would notice several schoolgirls in long dresses going past his window.

“Followed them with my eyes, sure enough, gorgeous! Great! Great!”

Boqiang chanted and laughed alone. He hated the window was so high that he wasn’t be able to see the schoolgirls’ faces clearly. But their figures were good enough. In addition to those girls, he believed some of the maids were attractive too. The women Boqiang had seen were not as good as those maids, despite the fact that they were not blazing beauties.

“Japan is famous for its beauties. Well, it seems right. Now that I come to Japan, I need to take a good look at those beauties sometimes.”

Boqiang stared at a group of schoolgirls passing by, and suddenly he became fascinated, with his mind drifting far away. 

“If I want to be close to those schoolgirls, I must learn Japanese well. I need to work hard.”

Boqiang quickly returned to his low table and sat down to read Kametaroo Mastumoto's bilingual book in Chinese and Japanese:

Zhangfei! Yes!

Guanyu! Yes!

Maid, would I have some tea please!

Maid, would I have some tea please!

After reading a few sentences, Boqiang could hear the maids sweeping the corridor outside laughing. He stopped reading as he could feel his face reddening with embarrassment. Boqiang wanted to open the door and gave them the rough edge of his tongue. Yet he was so careful that he understood what would happen if he scolded them.

“Recently, I just have learned one curse word in Japanese—“baka”. It’s meaningless to swear them with “baka”, “baka”, “baka”, “baka”......Instead, they will laugh more. They won't understand if I curse at them in Mandarin, and they'll continue to make fun of me.”

Boqiang had cooled down.

He had been living here for over a month. It was in pain in the butt, and he felt confined. Boqiang also felt sad for himself because he had gone roughly two weeks without eating any meat. He frequently observed his roommates getting together to buy some beef and pork, carry the charcoal stove into the room, and prepare their own meals. Boqiang envied them and wished he could have done the same, but he lacked the funds and didn't want to waste any since his family hadn't sent him any money. And it was also not convenient because he did not speak Japanese. He therefore felt too lazy to do this.

“Oh, my ham! I wouldn't have remembered if I hadn't seen them eating meat. I have a Jinhua ham in my case. It is a farewell gift from a relative. I will take it out and eat it.”

Boqiang immediately jumped up from the mat at the thought of his ham, with a smile on the face
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