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It’s good to have this opportunity to write about an almost-
forgotten chapter in the history of the IUC: the opening in 
April 1961 of the Stanford Center for Japanese Studies, the 
ur-IUC, and some of the experiences of the students who 
formed the first-ever class. According to the program for the 
Opening Ceremony there were 24 students in that class, in-
cluding 10 graduate students of whom I was marginally one, 
having just completed the requirements for graduation the 
month before. Unlike most of the others who were doing 
thesis research, I was still grappling with the Japanese lan-
guage and spent most of my time in classes at the Center, 
learning in the Historical Documents class taught by Tsurumi 
Kazuko to recite the Kyōiku Chokugo and striving to keep 
Kawakami-sensei’s eyebrows on an even keel as I read the 
texts he had assigned me. 
Like the other eight women in the group I was housed in 

a YWCA dormitory, the Sekiguchi-ryō, not far from Wakei-
juku where the Center was based. As was the case back in 
Stanford at the time, we women were subject to a lot more 
in loco parentis than were the men. They could get out and 
about freely, while we had a mongen at Sekiguchi of 7:30 
p.m., much worse than back on the Farm where women 
recently had achieved the right to sign out of their dorms 
until after midnight so long as they indicated where they 
were going and with whom! It was really quite intolerable, 
and I’m afraid some of us made life quite miserable for the 
Center Director, Professor Goheen, with our complaints. 
He relented after about six months, and the undergradu-
ate women were re-housed up the road at Nihon Joshi 
Daigaku, where I believe there was a slightly more civilized 
mongen of 10:00 p.m. Graduate women, now numbering 
three, were permitted to lodge with families, which all of us 
promptly proceeded to do. Not equality by a long shot, but 
a step closer thereto.
The opening of the Center was pretty big news in Tokyo. 

There weren’t many foreign students in Japan at the time, 
and not that many foreigners in general. The media covered 
the opening ceremony, of course, and we were invited not 
long thereafter to meet Prime Minister Ikeda at his official 
residence for a Q&A session. I got into a bit of trouble on 
that occasion by asking him what he thought of Taishō de-
mocracy, a theme that Ambassador Reischauer was then 
emphasizing in his speeches in order to suggest that Japan’s 
postwar constitutional order had prewar roots. Ikeda replied 
that he didn’t have the faintest idea what the phrase Taishō 

democracy meant, and the Asahi wrote it up as ‘Shushō, Bei 
joshi gakusei ni oshierare.’ Ouch! My first lesson in media di-
plomacy, and I do apologize if Stanford/IUC students found 
it difficult to get access to the PM in future. 
 Thanks to our scarcity and burgeoning linguistic skills, it 

proved incredibly easy to get arubaito of diverse sorts, most 
lucratively on radio and TV where aome no mita Nihon pro-
grams abounded. The more you said, no matter how un-
grammatically expressed, the more you got paid! And at an 
exchange rate of some ¥360 to the dollar, it was a lot cheap-
er to live in Tokyo than in Palo Alto, provided you could cope 
with a significant absence of heating in winter. But there was 
a downside as well. We were cosseted by the administra-
tion of the Center in ways that complicated our interaction 
with the Japanese, especially with the Japanese students 
at nearby Waseda University where we went for lunch. We 
had to get our meals from the Faculty side of the dining hall 
where fine food was served up on fancy plates and then take 
our trays to the Student side to join our peers who were 
subsisting on noodles and curry rice. It was excruciatingly 
embarrassing, and not a few of us took to lunching at our 
own expense in nearby eateries. We also took to spending 
time in local coffee shops, augmenting our language skills in 
what came to be known as Shinjuku Daigaku. Our command 
of the vernacular improved apace, although I never learned 
to express anger until one of the Zengakuren leaders I was 
writing a seminar paper about phoned my geshuku at 3:00 
a.m. to inform me of something or other he considered to 
be of great importance. My geshuku no ojisan stood patient-
ly by the phone while I told my caller that it was ‘rather late’ 
and suggested we might get in touch at ‘a more appropriate 
hour’. When I hung up he made an appointment to teach 
me invective at supper, and that he did.
So there were limits to the language instruction we re-

ceived at the Center and impediments of diverse sorts to 
our engagement with Japanese society. I figure the situa-
tion on both fronts improved pretty soon thereafter, and I’m 
pleased on behalf of my classmates that we contributed to 
that outcome and to the Center’s future. I’m also pleased 
that one of the observations made by Stanford’s then Presi-
dent, J.E. Wallace Sterling, at the Opening Ceremony proved 
to be only partially accurate. In keeping with the ethos of 
the time he said he expected the young men taking part in 
the Center’s program to make significant contributions to 
U.S.-Japanese relations in future. The young women, as we 
were way back then, have made our share of contributions, 
too.


