
 

Sed porttitor imperdiet odio. Sed ut leo.  

 

You have moved on, this is for you… 
 
 
During the summer 32 years ago, I met you for the first time in an Alaska trip. From then on, we 
ran up mountains, through Ohori-park and we traveled to USA and Canada. Throughout these 
trips, we were always together. I learnt many lessons of life from you, as you were the person who 
had more experience of life. After then, our paths split as I went to Canada and you moved on to 
England. You accomplished your dream of becoming a university student. Every time I saw you, 
you were always working hard to achieve your dreams and goals. This made me question my own 
life, “Am I okay to be the way I am right now?”  Therefore you gave me an opportunity to re-
evaluate myself.  
 
From getting sick, I am constantly thinking of my life and possibility of death. If I look at my present 
status, I cannot think about positive thoughts, but the enormous support from friends, people at 
work, teachers and fellows from my singing group, and the people of health care, have made me a 
very happy person. I truly appreciate all the glorious support. Tama! Thank you very much for 
everything.” 
 
You have moved on and you have left wise words for me. 
You carried through your beliefs and you fought for your beliefs. 
You also kept who you really are until the end.  
 
 I can feel that you will always be by my side… 
 
Tamami Nakashimada 
 

                                           
 

This is an image of Mount Damavand from the highest peak in Iran. 
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逝ってしまった、あなたへ 

 

 ３２年前の夏、アラスカ旅行で初めてあなたと出会い、 

 

それから一緒に大濠公園を走ったり、山に登ったり、アメリカ、 

 

カナダの大旅行をしました。私の人生の中でも、とても大きな 

 

想い出です。私は人生の大先輩である、あなたから、本当に多くの 

 

ことを、教えていただきました。その後、私は縁があって、カナダ 

 

に渡り、あなたはイギリスへ、そして念願の夢であった大学生に 

 

なられました。いつもいつも夢に向かって、前進していかれるあな 

 

たの姿を見るたびに、今の私はこれでよいのだろうか？と、自分を 

 

見つめなおす機会を、与えて下さいました。 

 

 ”病気になってから、生と死を見つめています。現状を客観的に 

 

見ると、良い方ばかりを考えられませんが、友達を始め、 

 

職場の人々、歌の仲間や先生、そして今、私を支援してくれている 

 

医療の方々など、本当に多くの方々に支えてもらっています。 

 

ある意味、今の私が一番幸せかもしれません。玉ちゃん、本当にい 

 

ろいろ有難うございました。” 

 

あなたは私にそう言って、逝ってしまわれました。 

 

 最後まで、自分の信念を貫かれ、そして、その信念と戦い、 

 

最後の最後まで、あなたは、あなたらしさを失わなかった。 

 

 私には感じます。あなたがいつも側にいてくれていることを。。 

 

中嶋田玉美 
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Gibsons Dojo report 

 

Praesent vitae nisl. 

Surrey Dojo report 
 
 It has been already 3 months since we started 
practice at Surrey Center. 
Kyle, Nathan K, Nathan P, Larrisa, Monique, 
Haadia, Max, Thomas have been practicing 
regularly. 
 
Even though our attendance is a small, but we 
practice hard and at the same time we enjoy it. 
Our core members are young and keen so that 
makes our class is fresh and energetic as well. 
 From this coming Fall, we are expecting to get 
more new members to join with us. 
Again, we, Surrey members welcome you to 
practice with us on Wednesday and Friday 
from 6:45pm-8:pm. 
Come and Join anytime!!! 
 

Tamami Nakashimada 

 

 

Japanese Bamboo Art Wall Photos 

 

 

 

 

This month Shohei Juku Sunshine Coast dojo 
was part of the Sunshine Coast Martial Arts 
Expo.  The event took place on a Sunday with 
one hour classes featuring Aikido, 
Hapkido/Jiujutsu, Shito Ryu Karate and 
Russian Martial Arts (Systema).  There were 
approximately 25 participants and each class 
was unique, challenging and eye 
opening.  Each participant came with an open 
mind and it showed in the training.  Everyone, 
even those with little and no experience, were 
able to follow along and work with what was 
being shown.  A very enjoyable 
experience!  The event raised over $450 for 
the local food bank too.  It was decided that we 
would do it again next year. 
 
We are still enjoying the hot weather.  The 
other day the dojo was 90 Celsius went we 
entered! It's nice to have a little sweat on after 
only warm-ups.  We have a regular summer 
schedule Monday, Wednesday and Friday from 
7-8pm so join us if you find yourself on the 
Sunshine Coast before school. 
 

Russ 
 

 



 

 

 

Member News 
 
End of July marks the end of the fiscal year 
for Shohei Juku Aikido Canada Trout Lake 
and Surrey dojo. This means two things: 
 
1. Your annual membership fee is due NOW: 
$60. Please pay Dietrich or Tama Sensei 
directly. If you're paying by cheque please 
make it out to Shohei Juku Aikido Canada. 
 
2. Our first Annual General Meeting for all 
members is coming up! Please save the date 
and join us after Saturday class on Sept. 21st. 
(Finger food will be provided!)  The main 
objective of holding an AGM is to update all 
members about our past activities and future 
plans, as well as to elect the new board of 
directors (see the list of current directors 
below). It offers an opportunity for the 
members to ask questions and engage with 
the operations of the society. 
 
At the last Board meeting there's been 
important decisions made with regards to 
making it easier for members of different 
dojos (Trout Lake, Surrey and Gibsons) to 
practice at different locations. The board has 
agreed to the following: 
- Members who pay a monthly fee at their own 
dojo (Trout Lake or Surrey) can practice at the 
other dojo for free.   
- Members who pay a drop-in at their own 
dojo (Trout Lake or Surrey) - pay half price 
drop-in fee at the other dojo. 
- Gibsons dojo members can practice for free 
if they come to Trout Lake dojo.  
 
List of current Board members: 
1. Tamami Nakashimada Sensei - Chief 
Instructor, Member at Large 
2. Charles Dumont - President 
3. Dietrich Bassewitz - Treasury 
4. Ward Blair - Member at Large 
5. Magdalena Szpala - Secretary 
 

  

Art Corner 
 

Kiri-e (切り絵?) is the Japanese art of paper 

cutting, while Kirigami, also called Monkiri, 
involves cutting and folding paper. 

Come to our 
 

1st Annual Board Meeting 
 

SATURDAY  Sept. 21st, 
12.45pm 

Trout Lake Community Center. 

 
Everyone please come  
Snacks will be provided! 

 
 

This cute picture was sent to me by Yuki, 
Tama Senseis sister in Japan. It is made of 
paper cut out, very beautifully made. Thank 
you Yuki! 
I think this is Kiri-e? 

Kiri-e (切り絵?) is the Japanese art of paper 

cutting. 
 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Help:Installing_Japanese_character_sets
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Japan
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kirigami
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Help:Installing_Japanese_character_sets
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Japan
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Message from Pedro: 
 
Dear Tama sensei: 
 
Ohayo... friend over the years come and go, 
we don't see each other that often as before, 
they are spread all over the world...Brazil is a 
nice place to live, very vibrate and sincere 
culture... I spend 8 years of my life there.  
 
Back in those days I was following Capoeira 
and it was another Karate dojo but nobody 
could afford it! student life back then... 
Portugues is a branch of the Romantic 
languages very pleasant to the ear, Am glad 
your friend enjoy the country and helps people 
to grow in a different areas such as the 'mighty 
Chi Kung's' .  
I 
n the martial world and 'martial person', there is 
always a small aspect  of Chi Kung , whether is 
karate, Tae Kwon Do, Hapkido, aikido, Judo 
etc... there are two mayor branches, one is 
static  and  active... fun to learn specially at our 
advance age... much youngsters  get  tiresome 
due to it's complex requirement 
of;  focus,stamina and patience...  the end 
result is health benefits, martial skills, have fun 
and interact with others... share with others 
makes us all a better person, without expecting 
nothing in return! I think... 
 
peace and harmony, 
P.R.  
 

 
Japanese art is clearly a reflection of the Japanese 
values of love of nature 

 
 

 

Message from Mike Boyle: 
 

Aikido Surprise 
 
"Seeing me stand up, the belligerent drunk 
relished the chance to focus his rage. 'Aha!' he 
roared, 'A foreigner! You need a lesson in 
Japanese manners!' He landed a heavy punch 
on the metal pole beside him to give weight to 
his words." 
 
Dear friends, 
In the inspiring story below, a young, Western 
Aikido master confronts a dangerous, out-of-
control drunk on a train in Japan. What 
happens in the end is a surprise to all, and is a 
major turning point in the life of the young 
master. Consider what you might have done if 
you were this young man sitting on the train in 
similar circumstances. Powerful food for 
thought. With very best wishes, 
 
Fred Burks for PEERS and WantToKnow.info 
 
A major turning point in my life came as an 
unexpected surprise one day in the middle of a 
quiet spring afternoon on a sleepy train in the 
suburbs of Tokyo. 
 
It all started as the old train car was clanking 
and rattling over the rails. It was comparatively 
empty – a few housewives with their kids in 
tow, some old folks out shopping, a couple off-
duty bartenders casually glancing through the 
sports section of the local newspaper. I was 
gazing absently at the drab houses and dusty 
hedgerows. 
Then as the doors opened at one 
unremarkable station, the calm afternoon was 
suddenly shattered. A man on the platform 
bellowed at the top of his lungs, yelling violent, 
obscene, incomprehensible curses. Just 
before the doors closed, the still yelling man 
staggered into our car. 
 
He was big, drunk and dirty. He wore laborer's 
clothing. His ragged shirt was stiff with dried 
vomit, his hair crusted with filth. His bloodshot 
eyes were bugged out, beaming scorn and 
hatred to all who caught his glance. 
 
 

 

http://www.examiner.com/article/white-house-insider-with-inside-scoop-on-deep-politics
http://www.peerservice.org/
http://www.wanttoknow.info/
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Message from Mike Boyle Cont.: 
 
Screaming obscenities, he swung his big fist 
wildly at the first person he could reach, a 
scared young woman holding a baby. 
The blow glanced off her shoulder, sending her 
spinning into the laps of an elderly couple. It 
was a miracle that she was not badly hurt and 
the baby was unharmed. 
 
As the frightened young woman ducked for 
cover, protecting her baby, the elderly couple 
jumped up and scrambled toward the other 
end of the car. They were terrified. 
 
The big laborer aimed a wobbling kick at the 
retreating back of the old lady. "You old 
whore!" he bellowed, ‘I'll kick your ass!" He 
missed, as the old woman barely scuttled to 
safety. This so enraged the wretched drunk 
that he grabbed the metal pole in the center of 
the car and tried to wrench it out of its 
stanchion. I could see that one of his hands 
was cut and bleeding, likely from an earlier 
scuffle. 
 
The train lurched ahead, the scattered 
passengers frozen with fear. I stood up. 
 
I was young then, and in pretty good shape. I 
stood six feet, weighed 225 and spoke fluent 
Japanese. I'd been putting in a solid eight 
hours of Aikido training every day for the past 
three years. I liked to throw and grapple. I 
thought I was tough. Trouble was my martial 
arts skill was untested in actual combat. As 
students of Aikido, we were not allowed to 
fight. 
 
My teacher, the founder of Aikido, taught us 
each morning that the art was devoted to 
peace. "Aikido," he said again and again, "is 
the art of reconciliation. Whoever has the mind 
to fight has broken his connection with the 
universe. If you try to dominate other people, 
you are already defeated. In Aikido, we study 
how to resolve conflict, not how to start it." 
 
I had listened to his words. I tried hard. I 
wanted to quit fighting.  had even gone so far 
as to cross the street a few times to avoid the  
 

 

pinball punks who lounged around the train 
stations. They'd have been happy to test my 
martial arts ability. 
 
My forbearance exalted me. I felt both tough 
and holy. Yet in my heart of hearts, I was still 
dying to be a hero. A part of me still wanted a 
chance – an absolutely legitimate and justified 
opportunity – to save the innocent by 
destroying the guilty. 
'This is it!' I thought to myself, as I stood up tall 
and proud to confront this menace to society. 
'This slob, this cruel animal, is drunk and mean 
and violent. People are in immediate danger. If 
I don't do something fast, somebody is going 
to get hurt. It's time to take his ass to the 
cleaners.' 
 
Seeing me stand up, the belligerent drunk 
relished the chance to focus his rage. "Aha!" 
he roared, "A foreigner! You need a lesson in 
Japanese manners!" He landed a heavy punch 
on the metal pole beside him to give weight to 
his words. 
Holding on to the commuter strap overhead, I 
gave him a slow look of disgust and dismissal. 
I gave him every bit of pissed-off nastiness I 
could summon up. I planned to take this filthy 
turkey apart, but he had to be the one to move 
first. And I wanted him mad, because the 
madder he got the more certain my victory. I 
puckered my lips and blew him a sneering, 
insolent kiss. 
It hit him like a slap in the face. "All right!" he 
hollered, "You're gonna get a lesson." He 
gathered himself for a rush at me. 
Yet just as he was about to lunge, a single-
syllable shout pierced the air. 
"Hey!"  
The word instantly sliced through the thick 
intensity of the moment. I was stunned by the 
strangely joyous, lilting quality of it – as though 
you and a friend had been searching all over 
for something important that was lost, and he 
had suddenly stumbled upon it and loudly 
shouted to you, "Hey!" 
 
I wheeled to my left; the drunk spun to his 
right. We both found ourselves staring down at 
a little old man. He must have been well  
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Message from Mike Boyle Cont.: 
 
seventies, this tiny gentleman, sitting there 
immaculate in his kimono. He took no notice of 
me, but beamed delightedly at the laborer, as 
though he had a most important, most 
welcome secret to share. 
 
"C'mere," the old man said in an easy 
Japanese vernacular, beckoning to the drunk. 
"C'mere and talk with me." He waved his hand 
lightly towards the seat next to him. 
 
The big man followed, almost as if on a string. 
He planted his feet belligerently in front of the 
old gentleman, and towered threateningly over 
him. 
 
The big man followed, almost as if on a string. 
He planted his feet belligerently in front of the 
old gentleman, and towered threateningly over 
him. 
"Talk to you!" he roared above the clacking 
wheels, "Why the hell should I talk to you?" 
The drunk now had his back to me. If his 
elbows moved so much as an inch, I'd drop 
him in his socks. 
The old man continued to beam at the laborer. 
There was not a trace of fear or resentment 
about him. "What'cha been drinking?" he 
asked lightly, his eyes sparkling with interest. 
 
"I been drinking sake," the laborer bellowed 
back. "And it's none of your goddam business!" 
Flecks of spittle spattered the old man. 
"Oh, that's wonderful," the old man said with 
delight, "absolutely wonderful! You see, I love 
sake too. Every night, me and my wife – she's 
76, you know – we warm up a little bottle of 
sake and take it out into the garden, and we sit 
on the old wooden bench that my grandfather's 
first student made for him. We watch the sun 
go down, and we look to see how our 
persimmon tree is doing." "My grandfather 
planted that tree, you know, and we worry 
about whether it will recover from those ice 
storms we had last winter. Persimmons do not 
do well after ice storms, although I must say 
that ours has done rather better than I 
expected, especially when you consider the 
 
 
 
 

 

poor quality of the soil. Still, it's most gratifying 
to watch when we take our sake and go out to 
enjoy the evening – even when it rains!" 
 
He looked up at the laborer, eyes twinkling, 
happy to share his delightful information. 
As the bewildered drunk struggled to follow the 
intricacies of the old man's conversation, his 
face began to soften. His shaky fists slowly 
unclenched. "Yeah," he said slowly, "I love 
persimmons, too…" His wavering voice trailed 
off. 
"Yes," said the old man, smiling and leaning 
slightly forward, "and I'm sure you have a 
wonderful wife." 
"No," replied the laborer to this so strangely 
friendly man in a softer, sullen voice. "My 
wife... she died last year." 
The suddenly changed drunk hung his head in 
heavy sorrow. Then, gently swaying with the 
motion of the train, this big, burly man, who 
was so threatening just a moment ago began 
to sob. "I don't got no wife. I don't got no home 
any more. I lost my job. I don't got no money, I 
don't got nowhere to go. I'm so ashamed of 
myself." Big tears rolled down his cheeks. A 
spasm of pure despair rippled through his 
body. 
 
Above the baggage rack, a brightly colored ad 
trumpeted the virtues of suburban luxury living. 
Now it was my turn. Standing there in my well-
scrubbed youthful pride, with my make-this-
world-safe-for-democracy righteousness, I 
suddenly felt dirtier and more ashamed than 
he was. Just then, the train arrived at my stop. 
The platform was packed with bustling 
humanity. The busy crowd surged into the car 
as soon the doors opened. Maneuvering my 
way toward the door, I heard the old man 
speak sympathetically. "My, my," he said with 
heartfelt care, yet undiminished delight. "That 
is a very difficult predicament, indeed. Sit down 
here and tell me about it." 
 
 I turned my head for one last look before 
leaving the now-crowded train. The laborer 
was sprawled like a sack on the seat, is head 
in the old man's lap. The old man was looking 
down at him with smiling compassion, his hand 
stroking the filthy, matted head of this confused  
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Message from Mike Boyle Cont.: 
 
soul. As the train pulled away, I sat down on a 
bench dazed with all that had just happened. 
What I had wanted to do with muscle and 
meanness had been deftly accomplished with 
but a few kind words. 
 
What I had just witnessed was true Aikido in 
combat. The essence of it was love, as the 
founder had always said. I determined then 
and there to practice this beautiful art with an 
entirely different spirit. I yearned to be able to 
move from the heart like this old man in using 
the deep principles of aikido. Yet it would be a 
long time before I could fully embody what I 
had seen on that unforgettable ride. 
 
Note: Terry Dobson was a highly respected 
Aikido master until the time of his death in 
1992. For more on his life and history, click 

here:http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Terry_Dobson 
Thanks to David Sunfellow, founder 
ofNewHeavenNewEarth, for sending this moving 
story. For an inspiring follow-up to the story 
experienced by David himself, read the second 
essay at this link: 
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/nhnenews/message/

16073 

 And for David's most excellent email list, click 

here: 
http://nhne.org/news/NHNEsEmailLists/tabid/432/

Default.aspx 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

Art Corner 
 

Example of the Jiahu symbols, a writing-like 
markings, found on tortoise shells dated 
around 6000 BC 

Long Letter 1 (2007-2009) by Brice Marden 

William Saroyan 1908- 1981, was an 
Armenian American dramatist , and author. 
This is one of his paintings called Monday 
August 12 1968 Fresno #3 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Terry_Dobson
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Terry_Dobson
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Terry_Dobson
http://www.nhne.org/
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/nhnenews/message/16073
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/nhnenews/message/16073
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/nhnenews/message/16073
http://www.nhne.org/news/NHNEsEmailLists/tabid/432/Default.aspx
http://www.nhne.org/news/NHNEsEmailLists/tabid/432/Default.aspx
http://nhne.org/news/NHNEsEmailLists/tabid/432/Default.aspx
http://nhne.org/news/NHNEsEmailLists/tabid/432/Default.aspx
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jiahu_symbol
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tortoise
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Animal_shell
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I promised Tama Sensei that I would post some 
of my art in the Newsletter. Here is a drawing I 
made at VanDusen Gardens this summer; I liked 
the pattern the cones made, with the spiraling 
needles surrounding them. It's a very simple and 
quick drawing; I wanted to capture the feeling of 
the trees energy. I hope you like it! 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Cone drawing by Katharine 

Drink pleanty of 
water this Summer 

Buy  
The Beautiful Blue  

Shohei Aikido Canada 
Water Bottle 

$12.00 
 


