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They had their similarities and they had their differences.  Their differences, however, were what other people would have noticed first had the two men ever been in the same place at the same time.  Despite their differences, it was an inherent similarity that led each man to very dissimilar consequences.
     Mr. Shin, standing tall and handsome, was the envy of many men his age.  He had been a fair athlete in high school and at Keio University in Fujisawa.  Although he was in his mid-thirties, he was still as fit and as strong as he had been when he was playing soccer in college.  People often guessed his age at 28 instead of 35 like he was.  He never smoked. He was quiet and polite.  Perhaps, too quiet.  Had he not been so quiet, he may have been more of a leader among his colleagues.  Unfortunately, his meekness was sometimes seen as a quirk, or an effort on his part to hide something.  His students, though, interpreted his peaceful demeanor as kindness, patience and caring.  His students admired him greatly.  Some would even develop a schoolgirl crush on him.  In spite of his quiet, almost distant moods, he was a very likable man. 
  
     Mr. Kato was considerably shorter than the average man.  While just a boy growing up in tenements near Kawasaki station, he was often the target of teasing.  As a teenager he prevailed over the teasing of his classmates by developing three keen talents:  fighting, drinking and surfing.  At thirteen he silenced a boy twice his size with a flying kick to the kid’s face.  Kato broke the bigger boy’s nose and according to his retelling of the tale, “blood shot out like a fire hose.”  From that day on, other boys never teased Kato.  Older boys who had witnessed the event took the young Kato under their wing as an honorary member of their scooter gang.  That is when his drinking began.  At fifteen his ability to drink without falling asleep or getting sick led him to several beach bars where he met the local Shonan Beachside surfer crowd.  This was probably a blessing in his life, for if it had not been for learning how to surf, Kato would have continued with the hooligan gang of motorbike derelicts, which was just a career step away from becoming a flunky for the Yakuza. 
