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Remembering My Father

By Reiko Takasaka Lee (BIRIEF)

y father, Tomotake Takasaka (FEa¥ FIEY), was
Mborn in Yamagata City ( [T ) in northern
Japan. He lost both of his parents at a tender age of ten
and had to travel by himself to Ohmuta (KZEH) in the
southernmost island of Kyushu (JLJ) to live with a
relative family. There he attended a middle school, then
No. 7 National High School(ZE-E=EEE4%) in
Kagoshima (FE51./S5), and then went on to the Imperial
Kyushu University (77BJ1LNAEE), majoring in
agricultural machinery (FEZER%MK). After graduation, he
worked in a couple of Agricultural Experimental Stations
(EEFEABET). During his employment at the Kanazawa
(=15 Experimental Station located near the Sea of Japan,

my parents lost their

National Taiwan University after the World War II. When
the university was turned over to the KMT government, a
fair number of Japanese professors were asked to stay on
to teach. As the number of Japanese dwindled and they
could no longer maintain schools for Japanese children,
my father finally contemplated of leaving Taiwan.
However, the department chairman (£ 3{F) and a
number of students came to our house to plead for him to
stay on. He was moved and agreed on a condition that T
was to be enrolled in a local high school. As it turned out,

he remained in Taiwan all together for half a century.

Musically, he had an interesting background. His mother
was a teacher in a public school, which was quite rare in

Japan at the dawn of

first-born son to
pneumonia, which
probably contributed
heavily to his
decision to move to
warm Taiwan. He
became an Assistant
Professor (Bj##2)
in the Department of
Agricultural

Engineering (B2 1

ZKED in the Imperial

Taihoku University
(EZILKRE), |» BIRBT 7 RREQXSHER

which became |%B-° (FB#t &RRT)

the 20™ century (the
Meiji BHYA period).
On top of that, she
somehow got hold of
a violin and tinkered
with it. His strong
interest in western
music seemed to
have developed in
his early teens. He
taught himself to
play organ (har-

monium) and

C wARE IR EFREASE | violin. He told me

that during his
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middle school days he had to practice his violin in an
“oshi-ire (F#A)” (something akin to a walk-in closet,
in which you have to stoop down) with his violin muffled
by wrapping a towel around strings, because the head of
the house where he lived held a dim view of western music.
When he started to teach me violin after the war, this
story made me uncomfortable and feel ashamed, since
my musical environment was so blessed compared to his,
yet I was not particularly diligent in practicing. A hallmark
of his music making is breath of the instruments he played,
which included all the string instruments from violin to
double base. Essentially he was filling in whatever the
instrument needed in the school ensembles and orchestras

in his high school and college days.

I don’t know much about his musical activities after
he came to Taiwan, but his musical activities started almost
as soon as the World War II ended. It started with his
teaching violin to a few youngsters in our neighborhood,
plus all sorts of group playing in our house. But his favorite
activity was a weekly string quartet playing, which was
sustained throughout my high school and collage years,
although members of quartet changed from time to time.
I must say I admired my mother for putting up with all
that noise (often it was more of a noise than a melodious

music), and always graciously treating the participants

with drinks and snacks. Our quartet group was often called
upon to perform in public, including performances in the
concert hall of NTU Medical School. It was at these
gatherings of music making that I met my future husband,
(Z=3%]10). It appears that my father maintained his
vigorous involvement in music after I left Taiwan for
America in 1957, especially in the area of organization of
the NTU orchestra. Naturally he was helped by many
dedicated and musically talented students, including my

husband’ s younger sister and brother.

My father’s involvement in music was not limited to
actual musical performances. For some time after the war,
he spent considerable amount of time hand-copying sheet
music, which was in a short supply in those days. My
father was also a very handy man in making and repairing
things. As a child, he opened up an expensive (at that
time) clock to try to figure out how it worked. Of course
he could not put it back together, but his mother never
scolded him for his act. He developed his own way of
repairing string and other instruments and re-hairing the
bows, sometimes making tools just for the purpose of

repairing. He even acquired the skill of piano tuning.
As much as he was involved in the development of my
violin playing, he was totally hands-off when it came to

my school work. I don’t remember him ever
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pushing me to do homework or telling me to
excel in school. Perhaps he would have gotten
involved if my grade started to slip, but
fortunately I was more or less steady in my

school work.

I think that my father was a very unique person

with many talents, but most of all he was a

very generous and unselfish man.
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