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			The views expressed in this manuscript are strictly those of the author and do not necessarily represent the views of the U.S. Department of State or any official or office in the U.S. government. Most of the names used are of real people; however, the names of some individuals and modified identifying features of others, as well as some places, have been slightly altered in order to preserve their anonymity. The goal in all cases was to protect these people’s privacy without damaging the integrity of this true story.

			Preface

			When we speak of minorities, we often speak in terms of broad generalities. We group people together as Blacks, Latinos, Native Americans, Asians, and other ethnic categories without delving deeper into the various subgroups and sub-identities found within each minority group. These days, more and more individuals consider themselves “hybrid” – a combination of two or more ethnic groups. And we often do not have an honest conversation or dialogue on race either in the United States or Japan.

			Whatever term we use to describe people of mixed heritage, all of us are in some form “mixed.” Just as cultures blend and styles change, human beings commingle and reproduce among people of different backgrounds – historic, ethnic, religious, and other distinctions. The sense of either acceptance or alienation an individual may feel within mainstream society depends upon his or her unique experience and the life events and people one encounters along the way. 

			There is even a danger in stereotyping Caucasians as there is no monolithic identity. Irish, Polish, Russian, Italian, and other European individuals who immigrated to the United States from Europe have their own unique history, tradition, and experiences. So do U.S. citizens of Vietnamese, Taiwanese, Chinese, and Korean ancestry. I can only speak from my own experiences as a Japanese American, but some people from different ethnic backgrounds might draw parallels from my own experience while others may gain greater insight into the complexities involved in juggling dual identities, especially in governments that all too often recognize only one. 

			There will be critics of dual or triple nationality, individuals who narrowly argue for only one passport. I count them among my friends. I do not judge their mono-nationality, so why should they judge my dual nationality? Jealousy? Feelings of unfairness? Are dual nationals in their minds prone to criminality or disloyalty to one country or another? I would argue the opposite. Dual nationals are an asset. One can be fully American and fully Japanese. Why can I not represent the beauty of both people? The world is not simply composed of governments but people who, like me, have a love and respect for more than one heritage. For me, my dual U.S. and Japanese nationality is part of who I am. Born with both, I believe strongly that neither government should ask me to refuse one or choose one. I choose to have both.

			Mixed children are common and continue to increase as individuals from various continents join hands in holy matrimony. Their experience will shape future generations. Society will need to adjust and governments will need to accommodate to the demands of a new political clientele – the “mixed generation” whose loyalties are to various competing interests that are not mutually exclusive and go beyond the boundaries of one particular nation-state. One can be a loyal American and a loyal Japanese. When will nation-states and their respective intelligence branches and governmental departments learn to nurture that dual identity to the advantage of all—as opposed to attempting to own exclusive ownership rights to an individual’s entire being by forcing him to choose one nationality? Forcing one choice is counterproductive. It’s also unhealthy.

			I am telling my story for four simple reasons: first, to allow my soul to feel liberated from restrictions placed on my “duality” by society and government. I elect to fight against prejudicial statements such as, “Your mother is Japanese so we doubt your loyalty to nation and country” as incorporated all too frequently into government policies in the hiring, recruitment, and assignments process. The same discriminatory rhetoric is heard among many Japanese who have often let me know in not too subtle a manner that, “You’re an American so you can never understand the unique Japanese spirit nor be one of us.” I oppose such rhetoric, statements or policies that are meant to demean, demoralize, and defeat the spirit into believing that one can only be either Japanese or American, but never both at the same time.   

			Secondly, I want to bring the Japanese-American story to the forefront of ethnographic discourse. We often hear of Japanese-Americans taken prisoner and stripped of their property and livelihoods during World War II in internment camps, but we do not have much literature or ethnographic accounts since then. Sure, we have some fictitious stories involving Japanese American families, but no TV sitcoms or major best sellers involving the Japanese-American experience in America outside of the internment camp narrative. Robert Kiyosaki’s Rich Dad, Poor Dad is a case in point. His book gained national attention not for insights into the Japanese-American community, but for his tips on how to become wealthy. In other words, a book on and about a Japanese American’s experience written by a Japanese American is long overdue. 

			Thirdly, my intention is to bring forth the prejudices present on both sides of the Pacific divide—in Japan and in the U.S. Unlike the Chinese-American experience, Japanese seldom welcome with open arms Japanese that have either left the islands, are not fluent Japanese language speakers, or do not “look” Japanese. I have the advantage of speaking the language fluently, but the disadvantage of not “looking” one hundred percent Japanese. I will always be viewed as a foreigner because of my appearance. No amount of fluency in the Japanese language or knowledge of Japan and its people or history will change that fact. The economic cost is that Japan will not be able to take advantage of highly talented individuals who choose to stay abroad and contribute to the development of other economies, not because they do not want to contribute to Japan’s social and economic advancement, but because they do not feel welcome in a society that places a premium on race, ethnicity, language, and national identity. 

			From an opposite angle, most Americans will continue to view me in terms of sushi, karate, Hondas, and Pearl Harbor. Many Americans associate my Japanese heritage as somehow related to the Japanese government’s attack on Pearl Harbor. I still distinctly recall my fourth grade classmates in Tempe, Arizona staring at me and asking why my family attacked Pearl Harbor during a history class on World War II. All I can remember is that I felt guilty for committing some terrible crime when neither my family nor I had any involvement in World War II. At that age, I didn’t understand why I was somehow seen as part of the enemy. 

			I grew to understand that the media plays a significant role in portraying people of certain ethnic groups, or races, as behaving in a certain way, even defining them by spreading stereotypes that most of us can live without. The Japanese media is in no way exempt from such patterns of behavior (see A Public Betrayed by Adam Gamble and Takesato Watanabe), but its reports on the United States and its citizenry tend to be far more extensive than the amount of time the U.S. media spends reporting on Japan. Of all the time I spent in Japan, I never had a Japanese person point at me for dropping atomic bombs on Hiroshima and Nagasaki.

			And fourth, I write this personal story to encourage the next generation of Japanese Americans to examine their roots and take pride in their unique heritage against the backdrop of a society and political structure that still does not know how to fully embrace “duality.” There is nothing wrong about wanting a win-win situation for two different countries and cultures at the same time. Governments can benefit from maximizing the talents of dual national citizens. Just remember, you are not less American or less Japanese because one society or group wants you to conform to only their particular set of norms or regulations. You have a choice. Embrace both your American and Japanese heritage because ultimately, you are an Ambassador to both nations– even if neither knows how to fully embrace you.

			My name is Ken Reiman. I am a Japanese American. This is my unique story and value proposition to forever alter U.S.-Japan relations, and ultimately, create more open, tolerant societies on both sides of the Pacific divide. LOVE BOTH KEEP BOTH is ultimately all about human dignity and love—applicable to each and every one of us regardless of race, nationality or heritage. When we embrace our diversity, we embrace humanity. When we embrace humanity, we honor God’s creation.

		

		
			Introduction

			There is no country called “half.” Most of us are born in one country and hold only one passport and nationality. Yet statistics reveal that dual nationality is soaring in both the United States and Japan with actual unreported numbers two or three times higher. Parents are opting to give the gift of both nationalities to their children, and why not? The U.S. and Japan represent two of the three largest and most powerful economies in the world with combined annual wealth of $24 trillion. With dual nationality come benefits beyond economic, what I call cultural capital. The gift of two cultures, two languages, and two identities. Why settle for one if you can keep two?

			Growing up bilingual, bicultural, and biracial as a youngster in the streets of Tokyo and deserts of Arizona, I knew my parents were giving me a gift that I did not quite fully understand. My parents were by no means rich, famous, or powerful. My mother came to the United States as an immigrant. My father cleaned hospital instruments for a living and was raised by a single mother in New York. What they lacked in resources, however, was compensated for by hard work, love, and education. They instilled in me a love for both countries, invested in language lessons for me, and made sure what opposition they faced in their interracial marriage would not prevent me from loving both sets of people and cultures.  

			My parents raised me to appreciate my duality, but they could not protect me from prejudices faced outside the home. I faced bullying and discrimination growing up in Japan for being the “white, foreign, American” who was viewed as “half” Japanese but never accepted as fully Japanese. I remember one particular experience when I was walking home from school on a bright, sunny afternoon, and I saw a group of kids that I knew from down the street playing a game. As I approached them to participate, one of the kids looked me directly in the eyes and told me I wasn’t welcome. At the time, this experience rocked my world. In contrast, in the U.S., I was just as American as the kid sitting next to me, who happened to be Muslim and from Bangladesh. While being half Japanese didn’t necessarily make me unique in the U.S., I certainly felt that way when all eyes turned to me during discussions of Pearl Harbor.  

			As I grew older, I started to realize that what I considered natural seemed “foreign” to others, and I found great meaning in translating two vastly different cultural sets of values to others. At first, it was difficult for me to understand why others would harbor any animosity toward the other country. These were two countries rich in history and culture, two countries I loved dearly, two countries that have much to offer each other and the world. United, these two countries can accomplish so much. Divided both suffer. LOVE BOTH KEEP BOTH offers a simple lesson: be who you are and accept both heritages at all costs. Doing so is only human. I learned this lesson the hard way and do not want others to make the same mistakes I did. Embrace both. Do not let fear or pressure or intimidation strip you of your dual dignity and rights.

			You would assume that of all the federal agencies, the Department of State, which champions mutual understanding and advancing human rights, would also champion the dignity of dual nationals. Far from it. The Department of State’s Foreign Affairs Manual (FAM) has a provision in 3 FAM 2424.5 on Dual Nationality which does not permit its employees to be assigned in states in which they are nationals without renouncing their non-U.S. nationality. This provision is dated December 11, 2017, three days after the U.S. entered World War II by declaring war on Japan 75 years prior. It’s time to champion peace and let dual nationals live in peace too.  

			My dream, since day one entering the U.S. Foreign Service in 2002, was to serve in Japan to advance U.S.-Japan relations as a diplomat; my desire was to go beyond World War II animosities and the tragedies of the Japanese internment camps to create a more positive narrative on the U.S.-Japan relationship. After all, I had spent my entire life learning Japanese and studying Japanese culture with hopes of becoming a bridge to two societies. It was also the reason the Department of State recruited me. Throughout this period my dual nationality was never a secret. Upon entering the Foreign Service I received an immediate letter notifying me that I would be precluded from serving in Japan. I was led to believe that I could serve in Japan at some point after that initial preclusion was lifted. I just needed to prove my loyalty, I was told by others, and serve in other countries and get known to the Japan policy decision-makers. I accomplished all of that over 16 years, only to be told once again, based on newer FAM guidelines that only through renunciation could my dream be made possible. 

			Imagine having your dream shattered over and over again, applying for Japan positions, lobbying to be sent, meeting the right people, going to Human Resources, and having your family members renounce their ties to Japan too. After five years, and tours in Taiwan and Nigeria, I was finally able to have my preclusion to Japan lifted in 2007. But that did not lead to an assignment in Japan. Time and time again, my dream was denied on account of my background, the very background that would make me an effective representative of the United States in Japan. Each rejection was way more painful than the last.

			Fluent in Japanese and knowledgeable of Japanese culture, the U.S. taxpayer would also save money in that the U.S. government would not need to provide years of language and cultural training. I already possess both. The reason the State Department recruited me was to bring diversity within the ranks of the diplomatic corps. If the State Department cannot effectively utilize the talents and skills of dual nationals, other organizations will. The Japanese government also does not accept dual nationality. It is time for both governments to reconsider their policies toward dual nationals for the sake of creating a more humane and robust U.S.-Japan alliance.

			Preventing dual national diplomats with fluency in both countries’ languages and culture from serving in their country of origin is not only harmful to the employee eager to serve, but a wasted diplomatic resource in a time when U.S.-Japan relations matter most. The future of Asia hinges upon a solid relationship and partnership between the U.S. and Japan. This is not possible if both governments discard their greatest asset: dual nationals eager to utilize their background to advance that partnership. With the nuclear threat of North Korea ever present, China’s growing military assertiveness, and Russia’s subversion of democracy, we need a strong U.S.-Japan alliance now more than ever.

			Fear and ignorance breed prejudice and hatred. Those elements, unfortunately, seep into government policy. You would think two governments would welcome dual nationality if they viewed dual nationals as assets rather than liabilities as other non-governmental and private sector organizations do. This book presents a real life human face to a dual national diplomat’s dilemma to live in a world that only understands one or the other. I decided to live my life according to my terms and accept who I am even in the face of prejudice and discrimination. I found that the organization that claimed to preach diversity, did not live up to those ideals when it came to dual nationals. But like any challenge and obstacle in life, raising awareness is the first step in changing people’s hearts and minds. I remain hopeful that in writing this book, others will benefit from the sacrifices I made and that it will help pave the way for other dual nationals – Japanese-Americans and others alike.  

			As I was struggling to reconcile my dual national identities and embrace my diversity, I looked for answers in books. But I could find no memoirs on the topic of dual nationality and diplomacy, let alone a current book about a dual national U.S. diplomat’s journey for inspiration and guidance. I could find no book that calls on governments and the general public to allow dual nationals to love and keep both nationalities without renouncing either nationality. In response, I decided I should write a memoir to help others and inspire the growing population of dual nationals to embrace their extraordinary background to transform the world for the better. 

			Dual nationality is part of the diversity I bring and giving up one or the other is akin to giving up half of who I am. Two of the most powerful economies and richest countries in the world can surely come together to change legislation to protect and promote dual nationality among its citizenry. We do not ask people to choose between loving one’s father or one’s mother. Let’s not ask dual nationals to make that same choice either. If I have to choose, I choose both.

			Championing diversity and dual national rights among government institutions that do not appreciate the human and health costs involved in such a decision is not easy, but denying yourself acceptance of who you are comes at an exponentially greater cost. Try as I may, I could not abandon either country because I refuse to give up on either one. I believe in America and I believe in Japan. I cannot give up loving both. Keeping both nationalities is my way of declaring my love for both people and societies. It is not a government decision; it is a people decision. A decision straight from the heart. I was a dual national at birth, not by choice. As an adult, I made the choice to keep both and to love both.

			Through it all, I have overcome prejudice with love and continue to champion a duality that I believe comes from God. I believe my mission in life is to carry two crosses – one American and one Japanese. This story is uniquely mine, but it could very well apply to you. Somewhere in your DNA, you probably have a mix of cultures and identities too. It just may not be as pronounced if you were never afforded the opportunity to view yourself as multifaceted nor given the educational gift of learning your heritage and culture. Whatever crosses you bear, bear them all. Accept all of who you are, as God intended you to be. Be fully yourself; be fully alive. This book shows us how to do so and inspires readers never to give up on themselves and their dreams. We are all part of a duality continuum that starts with Adam and Eve. With many people now able to check their DNA and personal genome, we are proving the spiritual tenet that we are all one human family. 

			Chapter One

			Arizona to Tokyo: 
Growing Up Bilingual

			“I want to lead an important life. I want to do it because I was born a human being.”

			~Eiji Yoshikawa

			I made it into the U.S. Foreign Service as a diplomat to represent the country that provided my family and me so many opportunities. I made it to a pinnacle of success even greater than I might have ever imagined, prepared to use my bilingual/bicultural background to serve America the best way I knew how – as a U.S. diplomat in Japan where I could advance U.S.-Japan relations. This was my dream since day 1 in entering the diplomatic corps. Surely, 22 years of investing in Japanese language and culture and my dual background would be viewed as an asset or so I believed. There’s no way dual nationality could prevent my dreams from coming true. After all, the U.S. and Japan are the closest of allies. But not close enough, as I learned, to allow dual nationals to love both. I had countless lessons to learn about navigating the diplomatic terrain but had no dual national mentors to show me the way.

			A handbook on how to balance dual identities growing up in Tempe and Fountain Hills, Arizona does not exist. Born to Etsuko Reiman, a Japanese citizen, and Carl Reiman, a United States citizen, I never thought twice of bilingualism or biculturalism. As far as I was concerned, these were mere academic terms that my mother used in her own research and writing on bilingual education as a Professor of Asian Languages and Literature at Arizona State University. Little did I know at the time about the sacrifices my parents made in raising me to speak and understand a language and culture so different from my place of birth, Iowa City, Iowa. 

			No Japanese American schools or language institutes existed in Tempe, Arizona to train a child in English and Japanese. So my mother took on the task of speaking Japanese to me at home, and hiring Japanese graduate students to tutor me in writing Japanese. She took me with her to Japan every summer to live with my Japanese grandmother (my grandfather had long passed away) and attend public schools in Japan when the American schools entered summer vacation. My father had the unenviable task of staying in the United States working and taking care of the house for three months while mother and son stayed in Japan. 

			In Japan, my mother would conduct research on Kokuji—distinct Japanese characters created by the Japanese that are not found in Chinese characters—while I attended school like any ordinary Japanese citizen. I wore my school uniform and carried my kaban or school backpack on my shoulders equipped with textbooks, notebooks, and school supplies. For three months I was a Japanese student studying in an all-Japanese school. Naturally, as the only non-Japanese and light skinned kid in the class, students would often stare and be very curious about me. But we played together, ate lunch together, studied together, and did all the things young Japanese school kids typically do during the summer, watch animation, participate in matsuri or festivals, play baseball, eat watermelon, and do summer homework.    

			While all my school friends in the United States enjoyed summer vacation, mine was spent attending summer school in Japan where summer vacation was only one month. In addition, we were assigned homework we needed to complete during our “vacation.” A lasting influence on me during this period was the impact of my Japanese grandmother who daily made me breakfast. She was the first person I saw when I returned from school, and the first to warmly welcome me home with one of her homemade Japanese meals I still miss to this day. Through living with her, I learned that the Japanese language consisted of various polite niceties and sayings that one would use according to rank, stature, age or gender of the individual you were speaking with. 

			It was an excellent introduction to the complex Japanese communication system of sonkeigo (praising your guest) and kenjyogo (humbling yourself and achievements to raise your partner’s stature). I also realized that men and women were taught to speak Japanese differently and end their sentences in a masculine or feminine sentence structure as defined by Japanese social and gender norms. Indirect and subtle forms of communication replaced the often comparatively direct and straightforward form of communication I was accustomed to in the United States or when speaking English.

			My Japanese grandmother was also the first to comfort me when kids at school bullied me for not conforming to Japanese standards. I could never understand why I was not accepted because in my mind, I spoke Japanese, had a Japanese mother and grandmother, and was every bit as Japanese as the next kid. The only difference was that my father happened to be a Caucasian American. In addition, since I was young, my mother had applied for Japanese citizenship for me in case something happened to my father and she needed to raise me in Japan. I had a Japanese passport and yet I could never understand why I could not pass as Japanese. 

			As years passed, I understood that it was not common for an American or half-white kid to attend Japanese public school nor was it common for one to speak Japanese. I was an oddity. I would often cry to my grandmother asking why I was bullied. My grandmother and mother decided to have me transferred to a different public primary school. Things improved. My life changed when I entered secondary school in Bunkyo Ward in Tokyo during the summers of 7th, 8th, and 9th grades.

			In the United States, my American grandmother would often notice that my facial expressions and hand gestures would change automatically when I had to change from speaking English to Japanese. I can only describe it as an automatic light switch that turns on and off based on whether I am speaking English or Japanese or depending upon the audience. I do this unconsciously, and have witnessed other bilingual and bicultural children do the same. My parallel ties to both cultures go as far back as my early childhood when my American grandmother would read me “Mother Goose” stories, while my mother would read traditional Japanese children’s stories like Momotaro or Peach Boy. 

			At home, we spoke both English and Japanese. We ate pasta, apple pie, and celebrated American traditions such as Thanksgiving while at the same time enjoying Japanese food and eating mochi or rice cakes on New Year’s Day. We used chopsticks as well as forks, spoons, and knives. We listened to Japanese and American songs. We drank beer and sake (well, only when my father allowed me to take sips secretly from his cup while my mother wasn’t looking). I was fortunate to have two grandmothers (both sets of grandfathers had passed away earlier) and two parents from different sides of the Pacific and blessed to attend schools in the U.S. and Japan, the birthplace of my dual identity. I was proud of my unique upbringing. I was taught to love and respect everything Japanese and American about me. Little did I know of the future burdens that dual nationality and identity would entail. 

			Because I identified myself as being outside of mainstream white America, I gravitated towards people of color. One of my childhood friends, and still one of my best friends, is a Nigerian-American. My other friends also tended to be Korean-American, Chinese-American, with some multiethnic or multilingual background, or foreign. My Japanese identity made me feel like an outsider and a foreigner, separate from my American classmates. Although I had no difficulty interacting with all of my classmates, I felt the strongest bonds to minority students. I sensed that we shared a common experience in a society dominated by a predominantly white majority.

			We were always taught to study harder and work harder to achieve success in life because we did not have the same luxuries of time and capital as our wealthier white friends – at least that was the mentality I had growing up. I can truthfully say that I’ve always felt welcome in the African-American community. And the Nigerian, Ghanaian and Burkinabe people welcomed me with open arms during my Foreign Service postings overseas and in DC. Embracing others allows them to embrace you. I now have a West African community that I can call on along with an East Asian one. Connect the diplomatic dots and your world just gets that much richer! You’ve created your own continental shift. 

			As time went by and I joined the predominately white male Foreign Service, I realized that my own biases and definitions of “whiteness” or “color” became murky and I learned that we deceive ourselves with silly classifications based on race that never hold water. The Irish-American and Polish-American and Italian-American have a unique duality too. I adjusted my lens to include all people because that is the only way we learn about ourselves and grow in our common humanity. 

			I cannot deny my white background just as I cannot eliminate my Japanese heritage. I live with both. What amazes me is that the Voters Right Act of 1965 signed by President Lyndon Johnson granting blacks the right to vote and eliminating discriminatory prerequisites for voting such as literacy tests has to be renewed every so often by Congress for blacks to vote. This is one of the most ridiculous and absurd policies. African Americans or blacks in the United States who hold U.S. citizenship should be able to vote without the President of the United States or Congress having to renew this Act. There should be no questions asked and no bills signed. White Americans don’t need Congress or the U.S. President to renew an act every 15 years to allow whites to vote, why should blacks? This is a form of duality that we all need to question regarding what purpose it serves and who it benefits. Segregation and prolonged separation helps no one. It simply breeds further distrust, suspicion, division and discrimination. How can we combine the best of both worlds? Dual nationals and supporters of dual nationality can provide that answer: empathy toward others starts at home.

			∞∞∞

			Education and Exposure 
Create a Dual Environment for Success
Let Your Diversity Shine Through

			Fitting in is not fitting in if you are not wearing the right shoe size. An ideal job is not an ideal job unless the culture and people feel right. When you carry two cultures or identities that are dramatically different from one another, even at times opposed to each other, the first step is to recognize and acknowledge those differences within yourself. Exposing yourself to other cultures to help illuminate your way forward allows you to grow and translate your values cross-culturally. My effectiveness as a Foreign Service Officer depended upon increasing my awareness and cultural sensitivity toward others who do not share my background in order to create common bonds. Those bonds led to business opportunities that have expanded my circle of friends beyond government and academia. The more diversity you have, the easier it is for you to connect with an array of people, expanding and enriching your life—spiritually, professionally, and financially further. Diversity keeps humanity moving forward, leads to innovation, and is the only diplomatic solution for peace. By affirming dual nationality, we are affirming humanity. 

			In a world of division and hate, we need at minimum a double dose of understanding and love. Dual nationals double our chance for peace if we create an environment that allows their diversity to shine through too. 

			Two is Always Better than One

			I encourage you to think about two people you love. This may be your parents, foster parents, grandparents or other close family figures. If you did not grow up knowing both your biological parents, think of a coach or teacher or another individual that played that role for you. Write down in one sentence what you positively learned, inherited, gained from the two most important people in your life. Meditate on how they educated and exposed you to greater truths beyond yourself. Read aloud your sentence and affirm your values and connection to them. Below are my own examples:

			
					I am the son of Etsuko Reiman, an immigrant mother who taught me that Japan has much to offer the world.

					I am the son of Carl Reiman, an American father who taught me that it’s ok to seek truth in different religious traditions.Now, expand that list to include other people who shaped your worldview and had a profound, transformational impact on your life.



					I am the grandson of Kuniko Obata, a Japanese Buddhist grandmother who led me to Christ.

					I am the friend of Mohamed Albusaidi, an Omani Muslim who taught me that the Arab World and Muslims are my brothers and sisters too. 

			

			Connecting Your Diplomatic Dots

			This exercise allows you to connect the dots of diversity in your life. Imagine losing any one of those dots. You lose a crucial connection between you, the world, and all the diversity of ideas, people, and resources that could help you and your family succeed for generations to come. Spend a moment to remember these figures who made you into the person you are today. Now read your sentences again in gratitude to reaffirm who you are and thank those people who cared enough about you to invest in you. When you do this, two things happen. First, you realize that you are not alone. Someone is always there along with you on your journey. Second, you recognize that you can always learn something from someone completely different than you. Be open to further education and exploration.

			When we connect our diplomatic dots that’s when we can make the impossible, possible, and envision the best of both worlds as opposed to thinking in terms of a clash of civilizations in which no side wins. Love does not dominate but cultivates. If we sow the seeds of hatred by denying dual nationals their right to be who they are, reject the diversity inherent in their dual nationality, prevent them from loving both people and countries, and label those who chose both as disloyal and unpatriotic, we lose a part of our humanity. 

			There is a way for individuals to be loyal to both. If I can be loyal to the State of Arizona (where I was raised), the State of Iowa (where I was born), the State of Virginia (where I own a home), and the United States of America (whose interests I defend as a diplomat), there is no contradiction. No one is asking me to renounce one state over another, so why ask dual nationals to renounce one nation over another? Some would argue that in the case of the United States and Japan, Japan’s entire existence is dependent upon the U.S. military and nuclear shield; that Japan is more like a 51st state of the United States. I do not prescribe to that view, but I do believe the U.S.-Japan alliance is unique enough and robust enough to allow dual nationals to be viewed as invaluable assets to the future success of both nations.

			How we imagine the world shapes how we live in it. Peace in the Middle East is possible when humans embrace their common humanity and create a dual environment for success that cultivates trust versus fear. We then can move on to create a model for multilateral success. But first we need to start with two partners and two allies and two concrete action plans for accepting dual nationals as valued assets. Why not start with the U.S. and Japan, East and West, to demonstrate our global leadership and renewed sense of commitment to each other’s success? Two is always better than one. If General Motors and Honda can partner on next-generational fuel-cell technologies to create economies of scale and drive down costs to benefit consumers, there should be no reason why the U.S. and Japan can’t partner at the governmental level to create an economy of dual nationality and reduce costs for taxpayers on both sides of the Pacific.

			When we acknowledge duality, we acknowledge diversity. When we acknowledge diversity we acknowledge divinity. The first letter “d” in duality represents, after all, the same letter found in the beginning of the Latin word for God – Deus – the source of all inspiration and diversity. Our duality can and should be turned into a gift of the most divine kind when both nations keep their diplomatic agendas in line with God’s mind. Becoming the number one and number three largest economies in the world means nothing if both ignore the source from which their wealth derives. If we cannot see God in each other, then we cannot see God at all.

			For those more scientifically inclined, E=MC² is an equation most of us have learned from the Nobel laureate Albert Einstein, a holder of triple nationality. Einstein held German, Swiss, and U.S. citizenship. He also was fervently against racism and discrimination and was a champion of diversity and civil rights. Imagine the loss to science and humanity if Einstein was asked to renounce his citizenship and serve only one nation. He adamantly demanded to be allowed to keep his Swiss nationality as a condition to work at the Prussian Academy of Sciences where he laid further groundwork to the field of quantum physics. Had he been denied the opportunity to retain his Swiss and U.S. citizenships, he very well could have lost his life in a German concentration camp or been forced to develop a nuclear weapons program for Nazi Germany against the United States. Either scenario paints a gruesome picture. If governments had prevented Einstein from retaining his dual nationality and demanded renunciation, a great mind like Einstein’s would have forever been lost along with his countless scientific achievements. 

			The Polish Saint Maximilian Kolbe is reportedly known for sharing his own equation that is much less known to the world: w=W. The lower case w representing our will and the capital W representing God’s Will. When our will is aligned with God’s Will, anything and everything becomes possible. There’s nothing wrong with a little divine intervention. On many occasions I have turned to God for assistance before, during, and after a diplomatic crisis. He answers the call of those He loves. Perhaps if we loved God more we would learn how to love each other more. 

			We can learn many lessons from religious figures whether Catholic, Buddhist, Jewish, Muslim, atheist or everything in-between. I regret that diplomats, I have found, chase after another kind of wealth rooted in status, titles, power, and promotions that ultimately never lead to peace of mind. An hour of mandatory meditation or prayer for diplomats who are often operating in high-paced, high stress environments is one way to keep diplomatic minds sane. Good diet and exercise are needed to keep the heart healthy and the mind alert. Daily rituals or routines have also proven to help lower stress levels and provide the self-regulation needed for all of us to lead and manage our hectic lives. 

			Diplomacy and Deus

			Know any other individuals who remind you of a dual nature, fundamental to our own understanding and belief in him or her? I can. I look to Jesus. For the Catholic, the Church teaches us that Jesus was both fully divine and human. In other words, he was both God and man. Do any of us dare to ask Jesus to choose to only be one or the other? Had he not carried both crosses I wouldn’t be here writing this memoir today. If God himself asked you to accept his duality would you deny Him? I know I wouldn’t. Better to let God be God and dual nationals be dual nationals. Now let’s move back to what we can do to understand the diversity of duality and promote that within ourselves and others. Here’s how:

			Your Own Personal Game Plan 
~3 Simple Steps to Put Duality in Action~

			
					
Write Down Your 1-Sentence Diversity Affirmation Statements. People who loved you enough to invest in you will inspire you to honor yourself and them by becoming fully yourself. I wasn’t born alone. Instead, it was because of two people, my father and mother, who gave birth to me that led to my entry into this world. My duality and yours started at birth. 

					
Read Aloud Your Unique Diversity Statements and reaffirm the gift of duality you received from your father and mother with gratitude. Your father and mother each gave you something unique. By reading aloud your unique diversity statement, you connect past with present and shape your future. When you write down and vocalize (#1 and #2) your internal thoughts into simple sentences like above to read aloud, you create positive energy that fuels your sense of confidence. You become more comfortable accepting all of who you are and appreciate why you are who you are today out of a greater understanding of the role others played in enriching your life. Duality can then evolve to create a positive domino effect. 



					Expand your exercise to include an additional sentence immediately after the first to identify what else you learned from the persons you listed. Here you are educating and exploring further your duality and adding one positive brick after another to build your diversity core where you feel right at home. 

			

			Spend some time writing and have fun doing so. This is not an exam, nor something you need to share with others. But write what speaks to you. Find a quiet place with no distractions. Give yourself silence. And if you cannot immediately come up with material, that’s perfectly fine. You need to be in the right state of mind to write, read, and reflect.

			Here are my own examples below.  

			
					I am the son of Etsuko Reiman, an immigrant mother who taught me that Japan has much to offer the world. She taught me that Japanese women can accomplish anything. 



					I am the son of Carl Reiman, an American father who taught me that it’s ok to seek truth in different religious traditions.He taught me that being white doesn’t mean you’re always right.



					I am the grandson of Kuniko Obata, a Japanese Buddhist grandmother who led me to accept Christ.She taught me that you do not need a high school degree to have a PhD of the heart.



					I am the friend of Mohamed Albusaidi, an Omani Muslim who taught me that the Arab World and Muslims are my brothers and sisters too.

			

			He taught me that regular prayer and avoiding alcohol helps the heart and the soul find greater peace.

			Feel free to write more and add to your list if you want to go even deeper. But the goal is quality, not quantity. Keep your list, carry it around, laminate it, place a version on your mobile or laptop if you like. But it is your diversity list, and you’ve just demonstrated how duality is fundamental to who you are, how two is better than one, how accepting both creates a positive multiplier effect, and learned to connect your past with your present to positively shape your brighter future. And you’re not alone. You can think of Einstein or Jesus or anyone else whose duality truly changed the world. Your duality is a gift from your parents, make the most of it and do not let anyone take a double dose of joy from your treasure box or ask you to forego one for another. Any organization or person who asks you to do so, does not value God, your health, your heritage, or your parents. 

			Chapter Two

			Educational Differences: Sushi Bentos and PBJ Sandwiches

			   
   

			   

			Studying hard is a rite of passage for any young Japanese child hoping to gain acceptance into a renowned school and later a top company. Japanese students from the time of elementary school to high school are forced to study in a competitive atmosphere and go to cram schools just to prepare them for entrance examinations into the top schools. Parents spend a lot of money for cram schools to give their children a chance in society. School children learn to respect upperclassmen and elders, while learning that education is the only way to ensure a bright future. The pressure on Japanese students from society and their families is intense. In fact, one argument cited for Japan’s high suicide rate among youth is the exceptionally competitive entrance examination system. Japan has the highest suicide rate of any developed country. Every year there are cases of Japanese youth committing suicide after failing a school entrance examination. There are even Buddhist amulets on sale with prayers for students to pass entrance exams sold in temples across the country.

			Surveys reveal that compared to American students, Japanese students on average test higher on math and science exams. But American students do not have to pass competitive entrance examinations to get into good public schools. American primary, secondary, and high school students also do not need to go to cram schools after school to prepare for test taking. Having attended public and private schools both in the U.S. and Japan, my experience has been that American student life is less regimented than Japanese student life. Unless attending a private school, most American students did not need to wear uniforms. In Japan, students wear school uniforms from primary school onwards until they reach college or university where there is no uniform dress code.

			Attending schools in the summer in Japan, I also wore a uniform, school cap, and Japanese style school backpack used in Japanese elementary school. At the middle school I attended again I wore a school uniform but we were not required to wear hats or carry backpacks. In high school, the uniform we wore in terms of school color and style also changed. In general, anyone who has lived in Japan or gone through the Japanese educational system can instantly spot by looking at the uniform worn if the student is a primary, secondary, or high school student. No such dress code exists in the U.S. in our public school system although there are private schools in the U.S. that enforce a uniform dress code.

			When we gathered for Physical Education (PE) class all of us wore uniform PE clothes and the same type of sports shoes. In the U.S., each student wore whatever pair of sports shoes he or she liked. In Japan this was not the case. You would not wear your Air Jordan shoes to PE class. In many ways, the Japanese education system’s emphasis on uniformity, regimented schedule, and grouping students into smaller groups where you would eat together and share school chores reminded me of the military. In elementary school, for example, I remember every week one student would lead other students in his or her neighborhood to go to another student’s home, round up other students, and then march as a group to the elementary school. During announcements from the school principal, all students would go to the outside school field, stand to attention and line up in perfect rows based on height to listen to the Principal’s remarks. Seniority, rank, and uniformity were all instilled in me at an early age through attending Japanese schools in the summer. In contrast, American schools emphasize individuality as opposed to group harmony. In Japan, the focus is on group first and individual second.

			Regimented Life: Japanese Primary School

			Japanese education begins with six years of elementary school. Elementary students are conspicuously cute wearing yellow hats with different logos according to each individual school and carrying yellow backpacks. While there are private elementary schools, the majority of students attend public schools. At school, the students will learn calligraphy, art, moral education, as well as the required math, science, social studies and Japanese. I remember even having to take a class on cooking and sewing in a home economics class. I wish I took that course more seriously now as to this day I’m neither good at sewing nor cooking Japanese food. My wife, thank God was a better student in home economics class than I was. Love you honey!

			The homeroom teacher assigned to a specific class teaches all of these subjects and is responsible for each student. There are no honors programs or advanced placement classes, so everyone learns the same material at the same pace. However, as stated earlier, many elementary school students attend cram schools. These schools are meant to prepare students for the tough entrance examinations for middle school, high school, and college. Most students attend cram schools around third or fourth grade while some start as early as kindergarten. Yes, Japanese mothers do take their children’s education very seriously. For extracurricular activities, many elementary school students take swimming lessons, sports lessons, and music lessons. When I was attending elementary school in Japan, I remember students attending soroban or abacus school to learn calculations as an extracurricular activity, but that is no longer popular among Japanese parents these days as the computer and modern technology have made soroban learning obsolete.

			A typical school day in primary school begins with the sounds of the school bells ringing alerting students to the 8:30am start time. Before class, students place their walking shoes in the designated shoe lockers and change into school shoes. When the teacher enters the classroom, one designated student for that day shouts the commands, “kilitsu, kiyotsuke, rei” which means stand up, attention, bow. Elementary school students also receive chores and cleaning duties at school as well. Students are divided into groups with one student selected as the group leader. Each week the various groups are assigned different tasks. These tasks range from cleaning the homeroom, scrubbing the halls, washing the stairs, sweeping the floors, or serving lunch to classmates. The reason behind performing chores like cleaning is to teach students how to work in community, serve the community, and take responsibility for contributing towards that community life. Students required to clean their environment are less likely to mess it up as one teacher of mine liked to remind me. In fact, it goes deeper than that. The tradition of cleaning in schools is a form of moral training originating from monastic Buddhism and it teaches students responsibility.

			Grades and Lunches

			Other differences between American elementary schools and Japanese public elementary schools are report cards and lunch periods. Japanese elementary students receive their report cards at the end of each trimester. The grading scale does not consist of A’s and B’s. Rather, students are graded by number scales ranging from 1 to 5, 5 being the highest and 1 being the lowest. The lunch periods are also different. In Japan, I distinctly remember students assembling into their designated groups by moving their desks together to face each other. Usually this was done in groups of four or more. Unlike in the U.S. where students eat lunch outside the classroom, in Japan, lunch is served in the classroom and each student eats the same lunch. No one is bringing lunches from home. A designated group from the class serves lunch to the rest of the class. That group is dressed in white hats and white aprons and is responsible for rationing out the food equally among students to ensure that there is no shortage of food. The homeroom teacher joins the students, but eats at his or her own large desk.

			I remember we were expected to finish the food we were served. Sometimes, I didn’t like to eat the food, particularly shiitake mushrooms which I had no taste for as a kid. I preferred my grandmother’s cooking, but all of us had to follow the rules. After all, even the teacher had to eat what we were eating, so I figured we better shut up and eat. I don’t remember the food as particularly bad. But I do remember that while we were expected to finish what was on our plate, we could leave over half a piece of bread. During days where we were served shiitake mushrooms or other foods I didn’t like, I would stuff the food I didn’t like inside the half piece of bread that I could throw away without getting into trouble. Ingenuity at a young age! The teacher and other classmates may have known what I was doing, but they never scolded me. As far as they were concerned, my actions did not go against established rules of eating nor did they disrupt school harmony. 

			The Only White Kid

			After school, students usually went home in packs to eat afternoon snacks. When I attended Tanaka Elementary School in Taito Ward in Minowa in the summers, I remember the only time we were allowed to bring bentos or lunch boxes from home was during the annual school sports festival with parents and family members in attendance cheering the students on during sports competitions. The pattern my friends and I in Japanese elementary school followed was to either go to cram school, play baseball, or play Nintendo games at friend’s houses after school. Although we had to go to school on Saturdays for half-day lessons and received lots of homework during summer vacation, I remember those school days with fondness. There were times when I thought it was unfair that after studying in the U.S. for nine months I could not have a summer vacation and hang out like my American friends. Instead I would have to do more schoolwork, and wear Japanese uniforms, and keep studying. But in hindsight those days and experiences shaped me to become the person I am today. I wouldn’t trade those experiences for the world. I had a head start on the benefits of duality and multiculturalism. 

			My experience as the lone white foreign kid in an all Japanese elementary school did pique my classmates’ interest in America. They would ask me why the U.S. dropped atomic bombs on Japan. I don’t know how I responded to that question at the time, but I probably changed the topic to something I did know like baseball. I collected baseball cards growing up in Arizona and did the same when I was attending school in Japan. In Japan, you would not buy baseball cards in packs or at a sports store. Instead, baseball cards of Japanese baseball stars were found inside snacks like potato chips for kids. That’s where I’d find the cards to add to my Japanese baseball card collection. I still have cards of sports stars like Kiyohara of the Seibu Lions, Hara of the Tokyo Giants and Randy Bass of the Hanshin Tigers. Unlike in the U.S., we didn’t collect cards to buy and sell or trade, but kept them as reminders of players we admired. We didn’t place any monetary value on the sports cards because there weren’t any baseball card stores or shops that engaged in buying and trading such cards at the time.

			I lived in the neighborhood with my grandmother, had Japanese citizenship, spoke Japanese and yet my situation was unique in that I was only attending Japanese public school in the summer. Somehow my mother convinced Tanaka Elementary School and other Japanese schools to allow me to enroll only in the summers when I returned to Japan on the basis that I held Japanese citizenship no matter how “foreign” I appeared, and therefore was entitled to receive an education just like everyone else. In addition, my grandparents were tax-paying members of society and contributed to the local economy of the neighborhood where they lived. I remember that my grandfather’s portrait was displayed prominently with other individuals in the school where photos were kept honoring past presidents of the Japanese PTA or Parent Teachers Association. I always felt pride seeing his photo displayed there.

			While my mother and grandmother did everything they could to make my summer school experience enjoyable, they couldn’t prevent some of the trouble that did occur. As the outsider and foreigner, I did encounter bullying such as name-calling, being excluded from group activities, and being kicked, punched on the shoulder, flicked on the forehead, or goosed. When I say bullying, I’m not referring to bullying involving only one or two people, but larger groups. One day, I remember trying to avoid being the target of jokes or teasing or physical foul play but the teasing would not stop. The group of male classmates whom I tried to fit in with decided to target me as the foreigner, call me a foreigner, and test how I would respond. I turned around and swung at one of them. While the altercation did not lead to bloody noses or injuries, increasingly I had to fight to defend myself when I could no longer ignore the name-calling, isolation, and cold looks followed by statements: “foreigner, go home.”

			It got to a point where my mother had to enroll me in another elementary school for the summers of my fifth and sixth grades. I can’t even remember the school I transferred to, but I do remember feeling confused and sad that I had to experience bullying at Tanaka Elementary school during third and fourth grades. In my mind, I was just as Japanese as they were so I couldn’t understand why I had to be treated any different. I was too young to realize that the American part of me got in the way of them accepting that I was truly Japanese. It is ironic that later on in life (joining the U.S. Foreign Service) I would have to battle a different dilemma, the Japanese part of me getting in the way of Americans accepting that I was truly American. 

			Bullying is quite a common phenomenon in Japan and is a rising social problem. Bullying and not drug use or petty crime is cited as the biggest problem that occurs in Japanese elementary and middle schools. There are cases reported in the media almost every year where some students committed suicide on account of prolonged periods of bullying. 

			Life in Japanese Middle School

			Japanese middle schools like high schools are three years each as opposed to two years in the U.S. for middle school and four years for high school. Japanese middle school students are conspicuous because they all wear black uniforms with gold buttons as opposed to the yellow uniforms they wore during elementary school. They are also required to always carry a handkerchief and pocket-sized tissue boxes with them. I remember my homeroom teacher periodically checking to make sure I had those two items available. Just like at Tanaka Elementary School, we ate lunch at our desks, were assigned cleaning duties, and were part of designated groups. 

			I attended middle school at Number 9 Bunkyo Middle School located in Bunkyo Ward. We don’t have school buses in Japan. Instead, every day I would ride the regular city bus from Minowa in Taito Ward to Hakusan Ue in Bunkyo Ward. From that Hakusan Ue station I would walk to school, avoiding the black crows that liked to harass me en route to and from middle school. I made friends and had some good teachers. Like in elementary school, we were assigned homeroom teachers. However, one noticeable difference was that unlike in elementary school, the homeroom teacher in middle school did not teach all of the subjects. Different teachers taught individual subjects to us in mathematics, Japanese, science and so forth. For the first time, students could join in school sports or clubs and it is in middle school when students, for the first time, are required to take English as a second language.

			Regarding social interactions, I noticed that in middle school, for the first time, boys and girls were separated when taking classes in physical education and home economics. Girls chat with girls and boys with other boys. Unlike in the U.S., I remember there was hardly any dating craze in middle school. The students were very shy about even discussing the topic of dating. There were no school dances or pep rallies. However, boys and girls did go on school field trips together and we would have opportunities to mingle during sports festivals. But, you could definitely see an attempt to separate boys and girls with certain classes segregated based on gender.

			At Bunkyo Middle School again I was the only white foreigner. We did have one Korean exchange student but that was it. He and I got along well, but I do recall him being teased more because he had an accent when speaking Japanese. I certainly encountered people that liked to tease me as well, but it was my ability to play basketball that won the admiration of my peers. I was able to make more friends simply because I excelled on the basketball court (more so than I did inside the classroom). Another element that helped my cause was that all of a sudden I noticed my Japanese classmates treating me as a “star” simply because I was an American and they liked to watch American movies. I certainly found it funny because I’m not particularly tall and handsome, nor did I have any acting skills. And, I don’t think I even closely resembled any American actor at the time. But none of that mattered. The American brand label made me gain instant stardom even though I certainly didn’t deserve that extra “special” treatment. 

			It was also in Japanese middle school that I began to notice non-white foreigners receiving a harder time gaining acceptance as gaijin, the term for foreigner in Japanese. At the supermarkets I noticed individuals with Chinese or Korean backgrounds not receiving the same cordial treatment. Some of that may be attributed to the fact that many spoke Japanese with an accent or did not speak the language fluently. Nonetheless, it was in middle school that I began to realize that Japanese people definitely show favoritism towards foreigners with European or American backgrounds (particularly those that are white) than those with a non-Japanese Asian ethnic mix. Many Japanese classmates at the time, associated American or European with being white. The MTV boom was also hitting Japan at the time so there was an assumption among my Japanese classmates that black people were “hip,” “cool,” “and groovy,” and could play basketball. It is amazing how lack of exposure and media images leave people with false impressions. There was a boom among some Japanese girls (mostly in their twenties) to tan themselves as dark as possible to become “black” because in their minds, being black was fashionable. 

			Earthquake Drills and Music Class

			Unlike my experience at McKemy Middle School in Tempe, Arizona, in Japan I participated in mandatory earthquake drills and took music class. Also we never used the computer to type up assignments or reports in Japanese. Rather, we would hand-write our reports to present to our teachers. We had pillows placed on our chairs for use during earthquake drills. We were instructed to place the pillow on our heads and duck underneath our desks during emergencies such as earthquakes. Tokyo definitely does have more earthquakes than Arizona and Japan is known for earthquakes. So it certainly makes sense that school children are taught how to prepare for such an occurrence. But as a seventh or eighth grader, I always felt silly having to use a pillow as a protective helmet, especially since I never had to participate in earthquake drills during school in the U.S.

			We were also required to take music class in Japan. We learned to play the flute and harmonica as well as how to sing. Every school has its school song. The same was the case for Tanaka Elementary School. We would not have to say the “pledge of allegiance” like in American schools, but we were expected to know the Japanese national anthem. We were also required individually to go up to the front of the class and sing a designated song. There was no “show and tell” time as in American schools. Again, the focus is on the group as opposed to demonstrating your own individuality or special talent. There is a famous proverb in Japanese that says “the nail that sticks out gets pounded.” That philosophy is still prevalent today throughout Japanese schools, businesses, and society. 
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