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Ms. Jerasaanon at‘- Il;oéum
KICA Essay Contest: Japanese Culture, My View
KICA happily received 15 entries in Japanese and 21
in English to our 28" contest, supported by the Kyoto
Prefectural Government and the Japan Foundation Kyoto
Office. On Sunday, September 25, the authors of the six
selected essays presented their essays at Kyodai Kaikan
and, then participated in the discussion sessions, one in
Japanese, and another in English. They enjoyed exchang-
ing their thoughts with the audience and the members of
the selection committee. They were awarded with the

KICA Prizes with 50,000 yen supplementary prizes.

Prize-winning Essays in Japanese
“My Swaying View of Japan” Sonya Eneva (Bulgaria)

“Time and Space in Japanese Architecture and Picture

Scrolls” Zhu Lin (China)
“My Admiration for Japan, Lost and Regained”
Yang Gyue (China)

Prize-winning Essays in English
“Japan: An Inward Journey” Irene Herrera (Venezuela)
“Japanese culture: the changing of four seasons”
Fundow Jerasakanon (Thailand)
“The Value of A Human Being”
David C. Moreton (Canada)
Following are the summaries of the six prize-winning

essays. Complete essays will appear on page 12 through 31.
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“Japan: An Inward Journey” Irene Herrera

Irene arrived in Japan in search of Tale of Genji-like
serenity and instead came face to face with the alienation of
modern Japan. Confronted by an unpleasant and jarring side
of Japan she turned to zazen, which calmed her spirit, honed
her senses, and awakened in her an appreciation of the
emptiness and ephemerality of life. But this spiritual change
was at the same time a spiritual crisis: many of the values
esteemed in Japan were looked down upon in her native
country of Venezuela. Timeliness, adherence to social
rules, reticence, while held in high regard in Japan signaled
little more than social naiveté in Venezuela. Ultimately her
sense of crisis evolved into a new understanding that ones
cultural condition, while of immense importance, is sec-
ondary to two fundamental truths, love and understanding,

without which everything else is meaningless.

Ms. Irene Herrera (OO OO OO0 O0)

“Japanese Culture: the changing of four seasons”
Fundow Jerasakanon
If asked to describe the essence of Japanese culture
Fundow Jerasakanon would respond in one word: “sea-
sons.” Landing in Fukuoka in the summer, Fundow was
immediately drawn into a celebratory world full of fire-
work displays, cricket songs, and kakigori. The summer

was also a time of uncertainty, not only because she was
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faced with another language—her third! —but also a new life
in a (still) foreign country. The advertisers and clothing
companies signaled the coming of fall even before the
weather, and Fundow, taking advantage of a break from
school, traveled to Kyoto where she marveled at temples
and meditated over tea. Winter, throughout the world, is a
time of reflection. In her new environment, Fundow pon-
dered the lives of modern Japanese, wondering if the pur-
suit of wealth is really worth all of the spiritual emptiness
and uncertainty. Thankfully, New Year’s brought families
together and allowed respite, if only brief, from the diffi-
culties of daily life. And then, at last, came spring. The
pink of the cherry-blossoms brought festivity and smiles
on people’s faces. With her parents she took a trip to
Tokyo, which despite its enormous size is populated by
kind-hearted people, ever willing to help a stranger who
has lost her way. The Japanese, it is said, are keenly sensi-
tive to the seasons, for not only does each season carry
cultural associations, but the passing of the seasons sig-

nals the transience of life as well as new beginnings.

“The Value of A Human Being” David C. Moreton

Having read through his grandfather’s diary that
describes the experiences of an English POW forced into
labor by the Japanese army, and recalling his own experi-
ences of living in a Japan where capitalistic consumerism
appears to reign supreme, David Moreton despairs for the
loss of those qualities that form the essence of humanity.
As his grandfather became an object of labor for his
Japanese captors, David too became an “English practice
board” when living in Japan. While this parallel presents a
scenario in which human beings have become objectified
by others, the author proposes that the creation of identity
through the acquisition of material goods is just another
venue of objectification, albeit imposed upon oneself.
Hope, however, is found along the Shikoku Pilgrimage
with the custom of o-setfai, that is assistance in the form of
nourishment or repose given selflessly by those who live
along the route. Through relations of camaraderie with

others on the same pilgrimage, and the receiving of aid
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from those who ask nothing in return, David has learned

the value of a human being.

KICA Seminar

We invite visiting scholars and artists from abroad to
talk about their specialized fields and their interests and
concerns for Kyoto as well, at this seminar series with a
generous support by the Kyoto Prefectural Government.

This past year, we were privileged to invite four spe-
cialists in Japanese Language in a row to talk on Japanese
Studies and Teaching Japanese as a Second Language in

their homelands.

Teaching Japanese as a Second Language through
Performance

On Saturday, November 5", we invited Ms. Priya
Ananth, a doctoral candidate at the Department of East
Asian Languages and Literatures, the Ohio State
University, originally from India. She came to Japan in
2004 as a Japan Foundation Fellow to develop her
research at the Kyoto University.

At the Seminar, Ms. Ananth introduced the teaching
method used at the Ohio State University, and pointed out
that the final goal of learning Japanese as a second lan-
guage is not to write its grammar-book, but is to master

vocabularies and behaviors proper for Time, Place, Role,

Script and Audience, with which one can perform the best

\fama

Ms. Priya Ananth Conducting a Model Sessi();
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Prof. Chenld O [0 O O Talking about Today’s TJSL in Taiwan

imaginable without being misunderstood by the Japanese
audience. Emphasizing that this goal can only be achieved
by learning with this method, Ms. Ananth conducted a
model session with five foreign students who played the

roles of the beginning learners of Japanese language.

Teaching Japanese in Taiwan

On November 26%, we invited Professor Mungtzu
Chen, from the Taiwan National University who was cur-
rently staying at Kyoto University as a visiting scholar.
She talked about today’s TJSL in Taiwan. Statistics
Professor Chen gave us shows that more Taiwanese peo-
ple are interested in studying Japanese and actually over
150 colleges and universities and over 300 high-schools
have either faculties or courses of Japanese language, and
more people are studying Japanese through broadcasting
classes than before. She says that the estimation for Japan
and Japanese language in Taiwan as well as the relation-
ship between Taiwan and Japan were not always stable in
the history, but it is true that Taiwanese has kept quite a
large vocabulary derived from Japanese and more words
from animation films or TV dramas popular among young
people there are being added to it. She also points out that
to use the vocabulary derived from Japanese is taken in
Taiwan as something smart and trendy. Everybody pre-
sent at this seminar fully enjoyed Professor Cheng's talk

and chatting with her after it.

Today’s India through Japanese Studies and TJFL
On Saturday, December 10", Professor Rajiv Ranjan
from the Department of East Asian Studies, University of
Delhi gave a talk on Today’s India through his fields. He
stayed in Kyoto (1985-87) as a Monbusho Student for
Japanese Language in Kyoto University, and in Tokyo
(1998-99) as a Japan Foundation Research Fellow at Tokyo
University. This time he was invited to visit Tokyo by the
Japanese Government to discuss the outlook for the South
Asian students coming to Japan to study. It was very kind
of him to have spared his precious time in Kyoto for this

seminar while he had numerous friends and acquaintances
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to renew his friendship with.

With its remarkable development in economy, India
has been vitally communicating with Asian countries like
China, Korea and Japan. Consequently, colleges and uni-
versities, Japanese Embassy, Japanese communities and
private institutes are forced to provide more opportunities
for the Indian citizens to learn Japanese. On finishing cer-
tain education in Japanese, Indian people work either at
Japanese car industries, IT related companies, or in the
field of tourism. It is a little regrettable to learn that most
of the Indian people studying Japanese are not as much
interested in Japanese people or its culture as we imagine,
but tend to relate their studies simply with their job
chances. Professor Ranjan has trained quite a number of
excellent students in the fields of Japanese Language,
Japanese History or Japanese Society in the past eighteen
years at Delhi University and some of them have already
started their teaching careers, but India today seems to
need more and more well-trained teachers of Japanese lan-

guage and its culture.

A Report from Kamchatka

On Saturday, March 4*, 2006, Ms. Natalia Kalouguina,
librarian at the Science Library in Krasheninnikov,
Kamchatka came and talked about the learners of the
Japanese language there. It was very interesting to know
that her city was already known as a popular mountain

resort for ski and fishing among the Europeans. Showing

beautiful photos of the town and the surroundings, Ms.

Ms. Natalia Kalouguina Talking about Kamchatka
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Ms. Lerbinger and Daldrup Introducing German Cuisine
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Kalouguina invited the audience to visit her city as
tourists as well as teachers of the Japanese language. She
also appealed the audience to donate books written in
Japanese so that more students be able to learn Japan and
its language. She was scheduled to go home in two weeks
after finishing the trainee-ship at the Japan Foundation

Kansai Center.

Genshitsu Sen Program for Foreign Students
and their Families

KICA'’s programs for foreign students and their fami-
lies such as Private/Small Group Lessons in Japanese,
Theatergoing for Kabuki, Kyogen and Noh, and Cooking
with Foreign Students has been supported both spiritually
and financially by Dr. Genshitsu Sen.

The Joys of Cooking with Students from Abroad

Among many cultural events which took place in
Germany and Japan as well to commemorate the 2005-
German-Year in Japan, we invited Ms. Susanne Lerbinger
and Valerie Daldrup to introduce their favorite dishes on
June 6*. They had studied Japanese for a year at the
Tubingen Center for Japanese Studies at Doshisha in
2003, and this time, they volunteered to tour around Japan
with their cooking pans in their hands, just out of their
love for Japan. Savory chicken soup, old-fashioned pasta
and simple but delicious cheese cake were prepared with
traditional formula and utensils and fully enjoyed by
German and Japanese participants.

On November 14" Ms. Ling Janglong, teacher of
Home Economics at a high-school back in Taipei showed
how to fix world famous shaomai, Chinese steam meat
dumpling, and sweet rice porridge. She was on her three-
year maternity leave and was accompanying her engineer
husband studying at Kyoto University then. We all
enjoyed her clear and prompt way of teaching. She called
our attention to add shrimp, glutinous rice and egg-white,
but never onions to her shaomai, which turned out to be
one of the best we ever had. As one of KICA’s staffs had

brought dried ju-jube from Xi’an in summer, Ms. Ling
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- Ms. Lingd O O O O Teaching Taiwan Cuisine

decided to use them in her menu. She surprised us by
adding a lot of sugar and sweet litchi fruits to the hot pot of
rice porridge with dried ju-jube. Since we do not have a
habit of making porridge sweet, nobody did not want to
taste her porridge at first, but students from Mongolia,
Germany, China, Spain and Venezuela started to join us
and found the porridge great. Yes, we were all ignorant!

It was just delicious!

KICA Private/Small Group Lesson in Japanese

We have tailored the needs of students of the
Japanese language since we started this program in 1995.
Following is a short report on one of her lessons by Ms.

Kazuko Hirose.

My student last summer was Mr. P, a botanist from
Taiwan whose stay in Kyoto was as short as three months.
As he was too busy with the research in his specialized field
to decide his lesson dates ahead of time, we always fixed
the next date when we finished one. We met two to three
time a week this way. Because he had studied Japanese by
himself, I found it necessary to confirm grammatical usages
before starting conversation drills each time.

As a great flower-lover myself, I fully enjoyed talking
with Mr. P who knew so much about flowers. He was not
only knowledgeable about flowers, but also quick in find-
ing interesting topics and objects with flowers such as a
set of coffee cups with seven-autumnal plants painted on

them, a pot of rare foliage plant in the shape of maple
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seeds, and so on.

It was when I showed him a photo of some alpine
plants from Mt. Hakusan that I came to know that Taiwan
is a treasure house of alpine plants. I never got tired of the
lessons since we never talked about imaginary topics but
about specific matters, knowledge and information about
flowers and plants. I believe it was also true with him
since he left Kyoto with “Keep in touch” at the end of the

summer. (Kazuko Hirose)

International Tea Gathering

The International Tea Gathering, co-sponsored by
KICA, Urasenke Foundation, UIA and the Tanko-kai, at
the Chado Kaikan of Urasenke on Saturday, October 15th.
KICA Trustee, Hajime HATA, Professor of Doshisha
University, gave an opening speech, and Midorikai
(Urasenke International Students of Tea) members greet-
ed some 350 guests.

Each of the guests arrived at the reception desk at
the time appointed and were led into a tearoom. They
found a hanging scroll, an incense case, and modest flower
arrangement on the feebly lit Tokonoma making a subtle
contrast with the mossy garden outside of the room. A

Midorikai student started femae (the making of tea) while
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other students brought in a sweet and a bowl of tea for the
guests. As they had arrived in Kyoto only a couple of
weeks before, some guest students simply admired the
master femae and hakobi by the Midorikai members. Both
groups learned “an exquisite, singular moment in time
shared by the guests”. After tea, the guests also enjoyed a
seasonal exhibition at the Urasenke Chado Museum.

We all went home with a lovely o-miyage, a box of dain-
ty sweets in our hands and peacefulness in our hearts. The
gathering was only possible with kind cooperation of all the
friends of KICA’s including the oversea students from Kyoto
University and Doshisha University who volunteered to help

the staff members at the reception desk in the heavy rain.

Japanese Classes for Beginning Learners at KICH

KICH and KICA jointly provide classes in the
Japanese language for the newcomers who want to study
Japanese for the first time. They largely differ in their
nationalities, mother-tongues, or in their goals, but they
are invariably eager to learn.

I am teaching the introductory class with students
from Holland, Canada, Korea and England in it. Since we
do not have any common languages, I need to utilize any-
thing I could including pictures, photos, books and maga-
zines, stationeries in hand for their understanding. I some-
how manage to make my intentions understood with my
exaggerated gestures so far. Teaching them has been very
challenging, and rewarding when they brighten their eyes
with joy as they grasp what is being taught. I am simply
hoping that all of them will continue their study after fin-

ishing this class. (Kayoko Tsuji)

Each course starts in April, July, October and January
Place: Kyoto City International Community House
The First Step in Japanese (A) 13:00--15:00 on Friday

(B) 18:30--20:30 on Friday

The Second Step in Japanese 18:30--20:30 on Thursday
Fees: [ 3,000/ course

Information: Call KICH at 075-752-3511

or KICA at 075-751-8958



ouoooogd

goboobobooobigobobooobooobbo
gboboboboboomoooooooooooon
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
ooboooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
ooboooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gbobobooboboboobooboobobooooon
gbobooooboboboboobooobogoon
gobooooboobbuoobboooboooboobog
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooboboobbbboooooooooooo
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooboboobbbboooooooooooo
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
ooboooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gbobobobooboobboobooooooooooon
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
ooboooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
ooboooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gboboooobooboooooboobobobooon
gobomoobooboooboooboooboooo
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
ooboooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
ooboooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gbooopooobooooboooooboooobooo
goooooboobbbbooooooooooon
ooboooboobobooobooobooooboooo
goooooboobbbbooooooooooon

12

guoooood

000000000 00oDoooooooooooo
gdooooboooooooooouoooooooo
000000000000 D00o0oooooooon
gdooooboooooooooouoooooooo
000000000000 D00o0oooooooon
gdooooboooooooooouoooooooo
000000000000 D00o0oooooooon
gdooooboooooooooouoooooooo
000000000000 D00o0oooooooon
gdooooboooooooooouoooooooo
000—00000000000000000000
oO000ooOoooooooo
00o00o0oooooooooooooooooo
000000000000 DO0DO0D0OO0O0oooDoo
0000000000000 0000o0oooooon
000000000000 DO0DO0D0OO0O0oooDoo
0000000000000 0000o0oooooon
000000000000 DO0DO0D0OO0O0oooDoo
0000000000000 0000o0oooooon
000000000000 DO0DO0D0OO0O0oooDoo
0000000000000 0000o0oooooon
000000000000 DO0DO0D0OO0O0oooDoo
0000000000000 0000o0oooooon
000000000000 DO0DO0D0OO0O0oooDoo
000000000oooDo0oDooooooooooon
00000000000 0DO0DO00O000O0D0oon
000000000oooDo0oDooooooooooon
00000000000 0DO0DO00O000O0D0oon
O000000o0ooooooooooooon
J0oo00o0opo0ooOoooooooooooooo
000000000oooDo0oDooooooooooon
OO000oooOoOocCcbooooOoOooDoOoOooonO
OTower Records0 000 000OOODOOOOODOODO



goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
gboboobooooboooboobooobocebboon
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
goboooobooobobooobobooobobos3gooo
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
gobogooboooboboobbooobooobobooboo
gbobobobobobooobobooooooboooboon
gobogooboooboboobbooobooobobooboo
goboobooboboobboooboobooboobn
gobogooboooboboobbooobooobobooboo
gbobooboobooboboobooboobobobobo
gobogooboooboboobbooobooobobooboo
goboobooboboobboooboobooboobn
gobogooboooboboobbooobooobobooboo
goboobooboboobboooboobooboobn
gobogooboooboboobbooobooobobooboo
gboboboobooboooboobooooboooooooogn
gobogooboooboboobbooobooobobooboo
goboobooboboobooobooboboobn
ooboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobooobooboboobn
gbobobobobobomoooooooooon
goooooboobobbbbbobobooooooooon
ooboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobooobooboboobn

13

goooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
goooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
goooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
goooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gbooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gbooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gbooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboboboboobooboobooooooooooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gbooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gbooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooobOonobobooboooboooboon
gbomooboooobooooooooobooboom
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboooooboooboooboobobooooboooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboooooboooboooboobobooooboooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboooooboooboooboobobooooboooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboooooboooboooboobobooooboooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
goboogobboo42000000000D00000O
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboooooboooboooboobobooooboooon
gbobobooboobooboooboooooooooboon
gboooooboooboooboobobooooboooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboooooboooboooboobobooooboooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboooooboooboooboobobooooboooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon



goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
goooobobobobbbbbooooodooooooon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
gboboooooooogo
goboooboobbooobobooobooobobo
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
gbobobobooboobooobooooooooobooon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooboobobooob.obboobooo
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon

14

gboooooooboobobo
goboobobooboooboooboooboo
gboooobooboboobobooobbooobooon
gboooboobobooobooobbooobooon
gboooobooboboobobooobbooobooon
gbooobooboboooboobboooboon
gooooobobbbbboooooooooooo
gbooobooboboooboobboooboon
gboooooooboboboobooogon
gobooboboobbooobooobooboo
gboogoobooboboooboooobbooobooon
gbooobooboboooboobboooboon
gboogoobooboboooboooobbooobooon
gbooobooboboooboobboooboon
gbooboooooooboooobobo

gobooboboobboobooobobooooo
gbooobooboboooboobboooboon
gboogoobooboboooboooobbooobooon
gbobooooboooooooobooobooooobogan
gboogoobooboboooboooobbooobooon
gboogooboobobooobooobboooboon
00000000000 O000O0OfabulousDO0O0O
gboogooboobobooobooobboooboon
gboboooooooooooooooooooon
gboogooboobobooobooobboooboon
gooooooooo..

gboboooooobooboboboooo



Jodooobooogogd
—gouogogogon

goboooboobboobbooboooobg
goboobobooboboobboobobobobooogoon
gobooboooboobooobooboboobon
gooooooobobbbbboboobooooooooon
goooooboobbbbbobobobooooooooon
gboboooooboobobobooooo

gbooboooboooobooooobooobooooobog
gboooobooboooboooboobooboobobo
goooboooooomoooobooooooon
gboooobooboooboboooooboobooobobo
gbobobooboboboobooooboobooooon
gooboooobooobooobooobooboon
gbobboobooboobobobooboobobooboo
gboooobooboooboboooooboobooobobo
gbooobooboobobooboobooboobobo
gboooobooboooboboooooboobooobobo
gboooboobooboboobooboobobooboo
gbooobooboogoboboooboboboobobo
gooooobooooooomuoooboomooo
gboomoboooomobobobobooobon
gobooobobooobooomoboooboooon

goboooboobboobobooboooog
gboboobooboboobboooboobooboooboon
ogoboobbooboboobboooboobobooboo
gboboobooboboobboooboobooboooboon
ogoboobbooboboobboooboobobooboo
gboboobooboboobboooboobooboooboon
ogoboobbooboboobboooboobobooboo
gboboobooboboobboooboobooboooboon
gobooboooboobbooobooboboooo
gboboooooobgan

goooboobooooooobo
goboooboobboobobooboooog

15

gooobd

obobodbl12000000ooooboboooon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboon
gbobooboboooboboooboobboooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboon
gbobooboboooboboooboobboooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboon
gbobooboboooboboooboobboooboon
gbobobomoooboooooooooooon
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboaon
gobooboobgobooobe@uooboboboOoOoOogn
ooooooooboooooOoouoobooooooog
goooooboobobooobooobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
gbooboooooboobobobooooobooon
gobooboboobbooobooobooobobo
goobooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
goobooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
goobooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
goobooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gbobooooooboobobobobooobooog
gobooooboobbooobooobooooo
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboboboobooooboboooboobboo—0an
gboboboboboobobmooooooooon
gboboobbooboboooboobboooboaon
goooooboobobooobooobbooooboon
gboboobbooboboooboobboooboaon
goooooboobobooobooobbooooboon
gooooobobobbbbooooodooooon
gboboboooboobooboooooooooon



goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gooboboooobobooooboooboooobn
oboboobomoooboobobooboooooobooobo

gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
gbobobobobobobobobobomoon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
gboobooooooooo

goboooboobbooobobooobooobobo
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gbobooboobooboboobobooboboooboon
goobooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
goo

200000000000DO0
goboooboobboobboooboooboo
goooobobobmoooooooooooooo
gboboboboboboooboobooobooooon
gbobooboobooboboobobooboboooboon
goobooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gbobooboobooboboobobooboboooboon
goobooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gbobooboobooboboobobooboboooboon
goobooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gbobooooobobobooobooooon
goboooboobboobboooboooboo
goooobobobobbbbooooodoooooon
gooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
googooboobooboobooobooobooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gbobobobobobooobobooooboobooon
gooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gooboooooboooooooooboomoooog
gooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gbobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
ooooooboooboooboooboooobooon
gbobooboobooboboooboooboboooboon

16

gooooo
ooMmooooooboooooooooboooono
gbooobooobooobooobobooobooon
gboogooboobobooobooobboooboon
gbooobooobooobooobobooobooon
gboogooboobobooobooobboooboon
gbooobooobooobooobobooobooon
gboogooboobobooobooobboooboon
gbooobooobooobooobobooobooon
gbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gooon
gbooobooboboboboboboboooboooo
jooooooboooooobooboboboobOoDo
gbobooocooboooboobobooobooboooooboon
gboooboobobooobooobobooobooon
gbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gboooboobobooobooobobooobooon
gbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gboooboobobooobooobobooobooon
gbooooooobobobooboobogon
goboooboboobbooobooobooobooo
gbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gboboboboboobobobooocoooobooo
gboobobobobobobooboobooobooobooon
goooooooobon
gobooboboobbooobooobooobooo
gboooboobobooobooobobooobooon
gbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gboooboobobooobooobobooobooon
gbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gboooboobobooobooobobooobooon
gbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gboooooooooboo

goboooboboobbooobooobooobooo
gooooobobbbbobooooooooooooon
gbobooobobooooooooooooooooon
gbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gboooboobobooobooobobooobooon

gbobobobooboobooobooooooooobooon



goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobboobbi—>0oboboobbobn
goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goooooboobbbbbooboboooooooobon
goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
gboboooooobobobooooo

goboooobooboboobobooboooobg
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
gooo

spooooooooboobooo
goboooboobboobobooboooobg
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
gboboboooooboboboboooog
goboooboobboobobooboooobg
obobobobobobmoobobooboboon
goboooobooobobooooboooobmoooo
goooooboobbbbbobooooooooooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo

17

goooobobooboboooboobboooboooon
gbooboobbooboboooboobboooboon
gbooboboooooooooobob
goboooboboobbooboboooboooboobo
goooooboobobooobooobobooooboooon
gboboobboooboooboobboooboaon
goooooboobobooobooobobooooboooon
goooooobboooboooboooobn
gobobobobobobooobobooboooobooooon
gboboobboooboooboobboooboaon
goooooboobobooobooobobooooboooon
goboobooooo
gobooooboobbooobooobooobooo
gboboobboooboooboobboooboaon
gooboooo
goboooboboobbooboboooboooboobo
gboobooooooobobobooooobooon

gobooooboobbooobooobooobooo
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
goooooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
goooo

oooo

gooooooooooooboooorro 90
oooooooooooOoooOooocOomoosoeoton
0000719910
0000000000000000000019980
00000000000000000000019950



ooooogon

gobooooboobboooboooboooboobo
gooboooooogooo
gobooooboobboooboooboooboobo
oobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooboobobooboboooboobobooooboon
oobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooboobobooboboooboobobooooboon
oobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooboobobooboboooboobobooooboon
oobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooboobobooboboooboobobooooboon
oobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooboobobooboboooboobobooooboon
oobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gbooboobobooboboooboobobooooboon
gooooo
gobooooboobboooboooboooboobo
oobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gmobobooobooboomoooboooboaon
gobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gboooobobooboboooboobobooooboon
gobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gboooobobooboboooboobobooooboon
gooooboboobbbboooooooooooo
gboooobobooboboooboobobooooboon
gobooooboobobooobooobooooboooo
gboooobobooboboooboobobooooboon
goooboobbbmooooobbbmoooo
goooooboobbbboooooooooooon
oobooooboobobooobooobooooooo
gboobooooooo
gobooooboobbuobobboooboooboobog
gbooboobobooboboooboobobooooboon

18

-

gbooooboobobooobooobboooboon
gboobobooobooooboooooooooooon
gbooooboobobooobooobboooboon
gbooooboobobooobooobobooobooo
gbooooboobobooobooobboooboon
gbooooboobobooobooobobooobooo
gbooooboobobooobooobboooboon
gbooooboobobooobooobobooobooo
gbooboooooooboooobobob
gobooboboobboobooobooooo
gbooooboobobooobooobboooboon
gbbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gbooobboobobooobooobboooboon
gbbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gbooobboobobooobooobboooboon
ooobmoobooooboboooboooobooooono
gbooobboobobooobooobboooboon
gbbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gbooobboobobooobooobboooboon
gbbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gboooooobobobooboboooboooon
gbbooobooboboooboooboooboon
gobooooobbooooboooboboooobn
gbobobooobobooobooooooboooboon
gbobobobobooboboboboboomoon
gbobogooboobobooobooobboooboon
gboogoobooobooobooobbooobooon
goooooooon
goboooboboobbooobooboboooboo
gbobogooboobobooobooobboooboon
gbobobmooooobobooooooooogon
gbobobooobooooooboobooboooooboan
gboogoobooobooobooobbooobooon

gouoobn



goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
gbobobobobomooooobooooooon
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
goboooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goooooooooobobbbbbmoooooo
gbobobobobomooooobooooooon
goboobooboboobbooobooboboobn
gbobobobobobmooooooooooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
gbobobobooooooooboon

goboooboobboobobooboooobg
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gboboobooboboobbooobooboobooobon
goobgoobooboboobbooobooobobooo
gooooooooobobooooboobomooo
gbobomooboooobooobooboobooboon
gooooomoooobooooobooooooooo
gboboboboboboobobooboooobooobooon
gboboobooboboobboooboobooboooboon
gooboobooboboobboooboobobooo
goboobooboboobboooboobboobn
ogobogooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobboooboobboobn
ogobogooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobboooboobboobn
goooooboobbbbbobooooooooooo
goboobooboboobboooboobboobn
gbooboooooogo

goboooboobboobboobooobog
gboboboboboboobooboooobooooon
goboobooboboobboooboobboobn
ogobogooboooboboobboooboobobooboo
goboobooboboobboooboobboobn
goooooboobbbbbobooooooooooo
gbobooooooo

19

gooooboobooooboobooboomoooon
gbobooboboooboboooboobboooboaon
goooooboobobooobooobobooooboooon
goooo

gobobobobooooogon

goboooboboobboooboooboooboo
gbobobmooooobooooooooooooon
gboboobobooboboooboobboooboon
goboooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboboboboobooboobooooooooooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboobooooooboboboboobooodg

gobooboboobbooobooobooobooo
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gboboboboobooboobooooooooooon
gbobobooobooboooboooooooooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooobooboboooboobobooooboooon
gbobobooboboobobooob—0ob0b0ooboaon
gooooboboobobbboboooooooooooo
gboobooooooon

gobooooboobbooobooobooooo
gooo

gobooooboobbooobooobooooo
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon
gooooboboobobbboboooooooooooo
gboobooboboobobooobooboboooboon



goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooooboboooboobobooooboon
gboboobobooboboobobooboboooboon
goobooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gbobooboobooboboobobooboboooboon
goooooboobbbboooooooooooo
goooooooooooooobooomooooo
goobooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
gbobooooooboobobobobooobooodg
goboooboobboobboooboooboo
gbobooboobooboboobobooboboooboon
goobooboboobobooobooboboooobooon
goooooooooomooobooobooooDo
gbobobomooobooooooooooooon
gbobooboobooboboobobooboboooboon
goobooboboobobooobooboboooobooon

20

gboooobooboboobobooobbooobooon
gbooobooboboooboobboooboon
gboogoobooboboooboooobbooobooon
gbooobooboboooboobboooboon
gboogoobooboboooboooobbooobooon
gbooobooboboooboobboooboon
gboogoobooboboooboooobbooobooon
oooooooboooooooooboooooomo
gbobooooboooooooooooooooon
gbooobooboboooboobboooboon
gbooooooobobomoooooooboooboom

gobooboboobbooobooobooboo
gboogooboobobooobooobobooobooon
ooooooomuooobooobooobooooono
oboooboobobooobooobbooobooon
gbobobobobooboboboboyooboooboon
oboooboobobooobooobbooobooon
gooooooon



Japanese Culture; the changing of four seasons

If someone asks me to describe Japanese culture in one
word, the word that appears in my mind will be “season”.
Why “season”? The story began when the Thai airline
touched the ground in August two years ago.

Standing in Fukuoka airport, there was a girl with the
tired face grabbing huge bags and walking to the bus. It
was my third time in Japan, but this time, it was totally
different. I came here to study, not for travelling anymore.
I would spend my almost-ending teenage life and early
adult period in this foreign country at least four years.

At that time, it was summer. I was first time in a
dormitory located on the top of a mountain. At night, I
always opened the window and listened to the singing
crickets. I was born in one of the busiest cities in the
world called Bangkok. So it is really hard for me to hear
the wonderful summer songs like this. At the beginning, it
was the very romantic moment of my summer in Japan,
but soon after that I noticed that summer was more than
just the amazing cricket songs. I could also wear summer
too. After two or three weeks passed, I bought my own
red yukata with yellow obi, Japanese sandals and a small
Japanese handbag for the summer festival. I went to
hanabi for the very first time. The lovely voices saying
“irasshyaimase” and the thousands of times of bowing like
you did something very special and valuable for them,
were very charming. When you look around, you can see
people got tans and sun-burns. It is easy to see that
summer goes along well with the sea and beach. Then
suddenly I heard the loud noise “Boom! Boom! Boom!” ,
the hundreds of colourful fireworks were incredibly
stunning. Moreover, one hand holding a shaved-ice,
another hand holding a small colourful uchiwa and

watching hanabi while shaking our legs away from
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mosquitoes were the perfect theme of summer in my
opinion. And after all, you can feel at that time that you
were really in summer.

That time was also my first time to learn Japanese
language. I started to study hiragana, katakana, and kanji.
A third language didn’t seem to be easy for an 18-year-old
girl like me anymore. Even though it was tough, there
were a lot of funny parts in Japanese language such as
some Japanese words adapted from English. I was really
impressed with the words “pasokon” which came from
personal computer and “ma-ku-do-na-ru-do” which was
the pronunciation when Japanese call McDonald’s — the
world’s largest fast-food restaurant. Those words are very
cute!! Another interesting part of Japanese language is its
own beauty. Maybe all Japanese know this haiku saying
“Furuikeya Kawazu tobikomu Mizuno oto” by Matsuo
Basho, which means the sound that a frog makes when it
jumps into an old pond. If we translate this poem into
English, it will lose its own gorgeousness. I think learning
language is not only for communicating with people,
because the Japanese language is an extremely essential
tool to view Japan and Japanese culture.

I also read various types of books from manga to
philosophy. On the shelf in my apartment, there are more
than 30 Japanese books. “Colourful” by Eto Mori is my
favourite one. From this book, you can learn Japanese
culture and society from the eyes of an unsuccessful
Japanese boy that later on, learns that everything has an
angel and devil sides, and sometimes things don’t go like
what they seem. This book helped me pass through the
hardest moment of adapting myself to Japan and returning
to who I am.

I enjoyed the feeling of summer atmosphere until few



months passed — the thing I almost forgot but nature has
never been forgotten — which was the changing of the new
season.

I realized that the new season had come, not because I
noticed that the weather was getting a little bit colder, but
because I saw tons of new commercial advertisements on
TV. When the season changed, there were great deals of
new products limited for the new season. The soft puffy
cake with kuri or Japanese chestnut with icing-topped
looked so attractive to me. Moreover, my much-loved fish
like salmon tasted extraordinarily nice in this season, too.

At that moment, owning to the short break of my
University, [ jumped on the ferry travelling to Kyoto — the
capital city in the past Japan. After my feet touched the
ground in Osaka, I looked around and saw that the
people’s clothes were already changed. From the pretty
colourful dresses in the summer to the plain darker
clothes that match with the red and yellow tones of the
trees that covered all over the city. I stayed with my
Japanese friend in Kyoto and she acted as a tour guide
showing me around the city.

The sunset colour of leaves scattered on the grey stone
ground leading me to one of the most famous sightseeing
places in Kyoto called Kinkakuji. I bought a ticket and
walked through the small street inside the fence. I was
laughing and taking the pictures with my friends as I was
walking along, when suddenly I was stunned. I saw the
gorgeous gold building surrounded with the red, yellow,
orange and brown trees serenely reflecting on the large
beautiful mirror-liked lake. It was just like Heaven. I could
not stop looking so that I almost forgot to take my
memory into the film. There were countless places that I
visited with my Japanese friend in Kyoto, all of them were
very unique and amazing. In the evening, I participated in
the traditional tea ceremony. There was no sound, only
silence except for the noise from the tea pouring and the
moving toward the tatami. The peaceful and calm feelings
came over my mind. I watched the steam rising from the
tea pot. My heart beat slowly. I took a deep leisurely
breath and then my little brain started to work. I thought
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Kyoto was telling me the incredibly important part of
Japan — which was the root of Japanese tree. The
memories of Japanese history came through both my eyes
via the journey to Kyoto. It was so fantastic. Talking about
history, every time when the conversation changed to the
topic of the World War, there was not a single word from
any of my Japanese friends, just the deep sad pain in their
eyes. Wounds are also another side of Japanese culture for
me. The failures made this country grow strong, and the
Japanese economic situation nowadays can prove this
word very well. I appreciate Japanese spirits. Even though
now they do not have swords on their waist anymore, but
Japanese people are still real samurai.

The days passed so fast, not very long, I found out that
the cold winds were blowing against my window. It was
winter. The white frosty snow started to cover every
single inch of the ground. The girl who came from the
dreadfully hot country like me began to hibernate — by
getting stuck in the warm room and doing nothing other
than eating and sleeping. Therefore it was the season of
watching movies for me because I had too much free time.
This is the reason why I am addicted to Japanese movies
and TV programs now.

The latest movie that I watched was “ima,
ainiyukimasu”. It is one of my favourite movies presenting
the love among family members and the meaning of life. In
my opinion, due to the books, dramas and movies that I
watched, I think these days a lot of Japanese people are
getting lost in the society that moves like the river flows.
They want a lot of money. They use brand name bags.
They work hard until late at night. They get drunk with
someone they call friends. But they go back to the empty
home. A lot of people do not know where they are going
everyday or what life means. I saw one TV program that
talked about one Japanese girl who ran away from her
house in the countryside and worked in a “host club” in
the city. It was a real sad story. For this all, at first, I
thought it was because they forgot their true Japanese
hearts. But after New Year’s festival in the university

campus, my thinking changed. I saw old people teaching



young foreigners and Japanese how to make mochi. Some
taught us karuta, the traditional Japanese card game and
kendama. Some gave us hot zoni which is the special soup
for New Year. The hot soup warmed us from our mouths
to our hearts. I thought that maybe they did not forget, but
because they were trying so hard to follow the things they
thought they missed, so they could not notice the beauty
of trees on the street they were walking along like before.
Actually, the trees were still there, but they just could not
be easily seen anymore.

Because Beppu, where I have been living in, is very
famous for natural hot-springs. It is not acceptable to miss
the warm healthy bath in the freezing wintry weather.
Over there, I found out a very interesting fact that
Japanese people love taking baths. They spent a lot of time
cleaning their bodies and scrubbing everywhere, and then
I saw them get into the hot water and then showered with
cold water and then hot water again and cold water again.
It seemed like endless bath-taking for me. But I think it
was also a very charming part of Japanese culture.

The cold freezing winds in winter were replaced with
the cheerful songs from the colourful little birds in spring.
It was the season of births. Everything came back to life.
The warm tender sunshine melted down the white snow
softly. Colourful flowers began to bloom. Also, the people
around me started to change; they threw away their dark
heavy weight clothes to the sweet light weight dresses.
Not very long after spring started, there was the news that
everyone was waiting for — the beginning of cheery-
blossom or sukura bloom. The garden was painted with
the romantic pink colour all over. You can see people
drinking and dancing under the attractive pink trees. It
looked like they were celebrating for the new season.
When I looked around I could see smiles and laughs on
people’s faces. I truly love to sit under sakura trees
watching the pink sakura storms bringing the happiness to
people’s lives. And, again the products changed into the

picture of sakura everywhere.
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“Kaze ni tomadou yowakina boku...” I sang a song
called “tsunami” in karaoke with my friends. Or do you
think I should sing “Sakura Sakura ima sakihokoru...” by
Moriyama Naotaro instead? Maybe yes, the sakura song is
really matched with the sakura garden that time. Not only
the products that changed into sakura images, but also the
music. There were a lot of sakura songs, but I like this
song the most because the meaning of the song suited the
atmosphere at that time. In other words, sakura bloom
was also the symbol of farewell. School graduations are
mostly held in this sakura-blooming season, so another
scene that we can see under sakura tree is graduated boys
and girls writing friendship books or exchanging their
school uniform buttons.

Last spring, I took my parents to travel in Tokyo. It was
extremely busy there, and everyone seemed to walk non-
stopping to somewhere. This city represents modern
Japan with tall buildings, sassy fashions, high technologies
and more. I think this is one of the fanciest cities in the
world. Anyway, doesn’t it sound like a very material city? I
don’t think so. On the day that I planned to go to Disney
Land, I could not find the place to get Disney Bus. We got
lost in Shinjyuku. I asked so many people but I was still
confused because of the language and the complexity of
the roads. The people there were very kind, and they tried
so hard to tell me where to go. One of them took me to
the bus stop and this really impressed me. People there
planted flowers in my heart like the spring season.

In summer and winter, the temperatures are absolutely
different in Japan. Not only the changing of temperatures
means the changing of the seasons, but also a lot of
different stories happen in each season which contain the
very vital keys to Japan. Summer, fall, winter and spring
are the words that mean a lot in Japanese culture. These
four seasons turn over and over again, something begins,
and something ends. But I believe that as long as we have
seasons on the earth, these four seasons will go on

continuously in Japanese culture and souls.



The Value of a Human Being

Recent events in my life and in the Japanese media
have led me to consideration of our treatment of each
other as fellow human beings. TV and newspapers tell us
of child abuse, murders committed by children, corrupt
companies and scam artists. And in my own life, reading
through my grandfather’s diary which describes his
experience as a Japanese POW during World War II and
continuing my research on the Shikoku Pilgrimage route,
I have begun to compare the ways people treat each other

and themselves.

I sometimes wonder where equality and respect have
gone. Do people value others or themselves anymore?
While it is perhaps relatively easy to attach a value to an
inanimate object, such as a used car or new TV, what is
the value of a human being? How much are we worth to
each other? It is clear that some people treat others as if
they have little or no value, and do not hesitate to destroy
another person’s life whether that destruction be physical
or mental. What then, is our value? Where or how can we
learn about our own worth? Where can we find total
acceptance — a place where one can be accepted as an

equal and treated with respect?

Between February 1942 and August 1945, my
grandfather, as a British soldier, was a Prisoner of War
under the control of the Japanese. He was one of hundreds
of thousands forced to build the Taimen Tetsudo — the
400-kilometer railroad from Thailand to Burma. During his
internment he kept a diary in secret and this document
records details of his day to day life, the conditions of the
camps and fellow prisoners, the treatment received by the

Japanese, and his thoughts about his captors. One entry
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written after the war states:

“A year ago I was still a prisoner and during this month
we moved with 500 men up to Krain Krai — what a
nightmare! The wet, the mud, filthy clothing, sweating
bodies, mosquitoes biting hard as we lay like sardines in
the railways tracks trying to sleep, the look of last hope
in men’s faces as they returned from work after
marching back barefoot. But always the hope that we
were going to win.”

Conjuring up this image makes me feel so sad about the
conditions he and others had to endure for so long. As well,
he suffered from diarrhea, beriberi, malaria, dengue, goiter
and dysentery as well as having various teeth pulled,
numerous blood transfusions and an appendix operation.
His diary, like many others, describes the cruelty of the
Japanese and how the Allied POWSs and local coolies were
treated as subhuman — worthless objects that deserved to
be (and were) worked to death. However, his journal is not
entirely bleak. He does offer examples of some Japanese
who spoke words of compassion or those who treated him
as something of value. For example, in early 1944, he wrote
that a Japanese doctor said, “In one year the fighting will
stop, so you must look after your health to go home to your
wife and children.” In May 25, 1944 he was told, “Most of
the Japanese troops are fed up with war and want to return
home just as much as we do.” We can only guess at how
these words encouraged him to persevere. He must have
appreciated hearing such words in that world of gloom - to

be treated, even momentarily, as something of value.

An interesting similarity between my grandfather and I
is that neither of us chose to begin our experiences with

the Japanese. And yet we both felt that most Japanese



would never treat us as equals or with full respect. I spoke
about such feelings more than a decade ago at a Japanese
Speech Contest. The title of my speech was, “The Value
of a Human Being.” At the beginning of my speech I
related an experience I had at a Science Center in
Vancouver where there was a most unusual weight scale.
When one stood on it, the machine determined according
to one’s weight, one’s worth in society based on the
amount of materials such as calcium, water, and minerals
in one’s body. The machine said I was worth $5.00 or
about 500 yen! I was shocked. “Is that my true worth?” I
asked the audience. In the rest of my speech, I urged
people not to judge, or determine someone’s worth, by
skin color, nose or feet sizes etc but to move past the
physical features and get to know others as fellow human
beings. I also mentioned that, at the time, I felt that
Japanese did not seem to accept me into their circle, that I
was always regarded as a tall nosed, big footed Caucasian,
in other words, a gaijin — someone from the “outside
world. © However, I am glad to report that this feeling did
change and, over time, I felt that ~wall® between us

dissipate.

However, too many people, especially those I meet for
the first time, determine my value because I am Caucasian
— in their eyes probably American — and thus a speaker of
English. It seems that my existence as someone who can
speak English is of more worth to them and so I am
treated as “someone to practice my English on® more
than as a fellow human being. On some occasions when I
have been by myself looking at books at a bookstore,
sitting at a café, waiting for the light to change or going
grocery shopping someone has approached me and has
asked me one of the following questions: “Are you
American?” or “Where are you from?” or “Do you like
Japan?” For my first couple of years, I answered politely in
English to them, but that lead to more questions. [ become
trapped in an interrogation of sorts. Now when this
happens, I often reply in Japanese asking the questioner a

question. I notice this does not occur with non-Japanese
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who are not Caucasian? Why is this? Are Caucasians
worth more in the eyes of Japanese? Is being a native

speaker of English more valuable?

We must remember that treating others with worth
does not only occur between people of different races and
countries. In my grandfather’s diary he writes, “This
imprisonment has showed me the real character of men
among themselves, cheating each other and trying to get
more than the others seems to be the order of the day.”
He is describing the behaviour of English soldiers. He also
writes of a time when he saw sick Japanese soldiers
coming back from the Burmese front who were mistreated
and ignored by others in the Japanese army. In society
today, there are many instances of similar behaviour. For
example: bullying, children ‘losing it’ (kireru) or abuse
(gyakutai). All these problems are constantly on the news
and I wonder why there are so many cases now. Why are
people treating others with such little respect or value?
One proposed hypothesis is that children who play violent
video games can no longer distinguish between the game
world and the real world; they quickly become irritated
and are numb to violence. I was most surprised to see in
one questionnaire, conducted among elementary school
children, that almost one in five students believe that if a
person is killed s/he can come back to life! “Just press the

reset button and start over.”

Japan has a long history of ostracizing minorities, the
disabled and the diseased. During the early 1990s, I had
the opportunity to do volunteer work with disabled
children. We had weekend playtime at a nearby
kindergarten, held summer and winter camps and other
activities. It was a pleasure to participate in various
activities with them but, when we traveled outside the
relatively private temple compound, I was always
interested to see how other people looked at us critically.
Their looks and their actions demonstrated our worth to
them. However, over the past decade, it is wonderful to

see that people’s attitudes are changing and not only



disabled people but others considered to be outside on the
fringe are now being accepted as part of mainstream

society.

While treating others with respect or as something of
value, we must also consider how much we are worth to
ourselves. It disappoints me to see on TV and to have
talked with various females — students at the schools
where I have taught - who, in order to obtain material
goods, work at night mainly for the entertainment of men
— whether it is just being a companion or hostess, one who
pours drinks and keeps a man company or one who does
even more. It is sad to see this booming business where
men pay hundreds or thousands of dollars for a bottle of
wine and openly flirt with the women there. And men
spent even more money to buy gifts for their girls. It is
unpleasant to see that both the women who work at such
places and the men who frequent them appear to have lost

their sense of values.

It seems that for many years, people have focused more
on “mono” (physical or material things) than “kokoro®
(heart). As a result, during the bubble period of Japan and
even today to some extent, people determine their own
and other’s value by the brand goods they have and/or
wear. Haven’t we know all known or seen someone in
Japan who has a fetish for a certain brand name? Someone
who feels worthless without such goods? Or don’t we
often see on TV rich people being highlighted with all of
their goods being shown off? It is clear that the media has
a strong influence on how we think and how we value
others. The end of the bubble may have brought a close to
the overflowing world of extravagance, but even today
some women still want or need that Gucci bag or Rolex
watch and to obtain it take on companion jobs and the like
to make a quick buck, not considering their own personal
worth. It amazes me that, despite Japan being a
predominantly Buddhist country, the Japanese do not
exhibit one of the fundamental Buddhist tenets — that is, of

non-attachment. People want to be attached to fancy cars,
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big homes, various goods, and this determines how they

will be valued by others around them.

We must ask ourselves if there is not a place in Japan
where anyone — whether Japanese, non-Japanese,
disabled, female etc are accepted as equals, where one is
valued as a fellow being or where there is a focus on the
heart and not on material things? I think the answer is the
Shikoku Pilgrimage route. This 1,400 kilometer
pilgrimage which goes around the island of Shikoku in a
circular route consists of 88 official temples, 20 non-official
temples and hundreds more sacred sites. It is said to have
been founded by Kobo Daishi (774-835), the 8™ Patriarch
of Shingon Buddhism. The earliest history of this route is
unclear but since the 17" Century the number of pilgrims
has continually increased. Today, it is said that
approximately 150,000 do the pilgrimage annually whether
by foot, bicycle, skateboard, car, or bus. In the past, there
was even a helicopter pilgrimage tour available! What is
the attraction of this route over other pilgrimage routes in
Japan, such as the 33-temple Saikoku, 34-temple Chichibu

or 33-temple Bando routes?

In 1999, I began researching the Shikoku Pilgrimage
route for my Master’s thesis, “The History of Charitable
Giving along the Shikoku Pilgrimage Route.” Charitable
giving is the phrase I have used for o-settai which is a gift,
whether it be something tangible, for example, money,
food or clothing or something intangible, for example, not
having to pay for a temple stamp or place to stay,
assistance in some way or some act of kindness to a
pilgrim. This differs from the word settai, normally
thought of in society, which is the action of providing food
and entertainment for one’s advantage. For example, a
company will take a client out to lunch and perhaps offer
entertainment in the hopes of continual partnership. I
have found that this pilgrimage welcomes all, that o-settai
is provided indiscriminately to all pilgrims, that many
people who do the pilgrimage discover their own true

worth, and that many people learn to how to live without



“mono" and to focus on “kokoro."

Let me explain in more detail. First of all, there is
acceptance. Over the past few years I have met
approximately a dozen non-Japanese who have done the
Shikoku pilgrimage. Their experiences along with my
own, have shown that the people of Shikoku do not treat a
foreigner with apprehension, do not show any discomfort
in associating with them, nor use them as "~ English
practice boards.” Once one dons the pilgrim attire, one
becomes a o-henro-san and loses one’s identity. This is
the same for Japanese as well. There is a story of an
elderly Japanese pilgrim who was a life pilgrim® who
continually went around Shikoku living mainly off the
generosity of the local people through their giving of o-
settai. Along his journey, he created haiku poems which
caught the attention of the media. Reporters went to
interview this man and his story appeared on national TV.
A police officer saw the program and realized that the man
was wanted for a crime committed many years before and
as a result, he arrested him, thus ending his peaceful
existence on the pilgrimage. However, the local people did
not care about this man’s background. They valued him
highly as a henro and willingly and constantly provided o-
seftai to him. Another example, is people with Hansen’s
disease or leprosy who until recently were not recognized
as members of society and were deemed sub-human or
worthless. Since the Edo period — more than three
hundred years ago —such people were ostracized, sent out
of their villages and forced to live in places set aside just
for them. It was clear that the feeling was, “Out of sight,
out of mind.” However, one place that such people could
go was Shikoku where they could freely participate on the

pilgrimage. They were accepted as pilgrims.

Let me return to the custom of o-seffai. Most people
who come to Shikoku — whether Japanese or non-Japanese
— are most surprised at this tradition. In other areas of
Japan, this practice existed in the past but disappeared

over time with modernization and commercialization of
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the pilgrimage routes. However, in Shikoku, due partially
to the belief that when one gives to a pilgrim one is
actually giving to Kobo Daishi, this has continued strongly
for more than three hundred years. One day this April, I
walked part of the pilgrimage trail in Tokushima from
Temple 11, Fujiidera to Temple 12, Shosanji with two
Americans. When we reached the bottom of the mountain
a woman came out of her home and handed us dried yams.
Further along, we met a man who invited us into his house
for tea. We sat in the genkan at a small table and looked
out over the valley in front of us. However, what shall I
remember most from that visit was his telling the story of
seeing hundreds of B29s flying over the valley on their
way to bomb Tokushima. He also talked about the many
men in his village who were sent to Burma to fight during
World War II and how so few made it back. His stories
reminded me of my grandfather and his experience. I
think, “War — why does it occur?” There is only pain,
suffering and death on both sides where so many people
are treated as worthless objects. And yet this man
willingly opened his home to three foreign pilgrims
offering what he could and talking with them — not caring
what nationality they were, what their past was, their
social status in the “real” world nor how much material

wealth these visitors had.

The culture of the Shikoku Pilgrimage where all are
treated equally and all support each other with respect is
something I think we need to examine. Recently I have
noticed that disabled people, foreigners, hikikomori (those
who seclude themselves from society), those looking to
find themselves, those looking to get away from the
materialistic society, those wanting a simpler existence,
those wanting to find their own worth are coming to do
this pilgrimage. What makes the route so special? To me,
the custom of o-settai will humble one, the concept of
camaraderie— people sharing the same goal- will
encourage one, and the ability to travel without an identity

will appeal to most people.



Your chemical value may indeed be only 500 yen. But
the pilgrimage will teach you your true worth, as well as

the worth of others although they may be different from

Japan: An Inward Journey

Coming to Japan, the land of the rising sun, became a
significant turning point in my life. Before coming to this
island, one of my best friends who lived in Kyoto, said to me,
“Japan leaves no one untouched”. In that moment, I didn’t
quite understand what she meant, but the passing of time has
helped me comprehend the meaning behind these wise
words. I have spent my early adulthood in Japan

contemplating my life as it grows with meaning day after day.

Landing in Japan from a Latin American country was an
experience filled with shock, not only cultural, but shock in
every thinkable sense that the word connotes. As the
romantic that I am, I came to Japan initially in search of the
Japanese kokoro as depicted by Lady Murasaki forgetting
that other Japan responsible for electronics and Candy
Candy and Pokemon cartoons. The conciliation of the
different images of Japan that I had in my mind and in my
heart required my undivided attention during early
mornings spent in contemplation. During my first few years
in Japan, this country and its people revealed itself very
slowly. Layer after layer unwinded. The Japanese kokoro

laid too deep to be understood without the aid of time.

When I first arrived in Japan and encountered the
chaotic and at times kitsch city of Tokyo, I was not able to
see these ideals that I had so much read about nor was I
able to see that superb simple sense of beauty that
Japanese people so carefully guarded. As foreigners, we

often come to this country with the image of that classic
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you. In other words, you will learn the value of a human

being.

Irene Herrera

Murasaki-like Japan only to find that indeed hundreds of
years have passed and Japan has changed. The big cities
no longer hold a wabi-sabi aesthetic feel but are rather
crowded with sparkling neons. People living in Tokyo
never seem to actually have time to observe, to feel
present, on the contrary, they seem to always be in hurry
and never have time for themselves. Seeing salary men
spending their free time unloading stress by drinking a lot
of beer, awakened compassion in me as I felt their
loneliness and their need to escape. This was one face of
Japan, but not the face that I wanted to learn from. I
figured that by studying Japanese religion and philosophy

perhaps I could find a more meaningful approach to life.

It is in this manner that my admiration of the ideals
voiced by Japanese Zen masters such as Dougen truly
became more fervent as zazen helped me feel at ease with
the loneliness I at times encountered in Japan being far
away from my family. After studying zazen in Sojiji
Temple all these years, I am capable now of feeling
richness in the emptiness. This lesson could not have

been learned anywhere else.

I remember the first time I went to see my mother after
having spent a year in Japan, she highly praised the
changes she had seen in me. The words she used were
“You have become more Zen”. At the time, I just laughed
and didn’t pay too much attention to her comment,

however, mothers seem to know about their kids what the



kids themselves don’t know. I had indeed been
contaminated with a more serene state of mind. However,
I still felt conflict within myself. I was having an identity

crisis.

When I saw my first hanami, | was amazed by the fact
that Japanese people where so excited about the
blossoming of the sakura trees. After two years in Japan, I
began to notice the blossoming of the ume flower, which I
actually liked even more than the sakura because it
advents the end of the winter and the coming of spring.
Once the ume flowers in my backyard blossomed, I knew
the winter was almost over. This second year, my mother
came to Japan and had the opportunity of seeing the
sakura in the spring in Kyoto, specifically in the fetsugaku
no michi and in Miyajima. My mom confessed it was one of
the most beautiful revelations of nature she has
experienced in the past years of her life. We spoke about
how Japanese people admire the ephemeral nature of the
elements created by God as they appreciate the
blossoming of such beautiful flowers and mourn that they
will soon be gone. The philosophy of mono no aware is
unique to ancient Japan and it is one of those things that
no matter how much Japan can seem to change on the
surface, it is still there, latent within the people of this
country. On the other hand, Venezuela, my home country,
does not have seasons; it is sunny all year round, causing
the perception of time to be different. Therefore whenever
I see the changing of the seasons in Japan, I think about
the changing of time with acceptance and attention, letting
go of the past and the thoughts of the future, to simply

embrace the eternal present.

Something so subtle but so important as the perception
of time, triggered inside myself an identity crisis provoked
by having come into to contact with Japanese culture, a
culture so different from my own. I began to realize that
values highly estimated within my culture are not
necessarily highly estimated within Japanese culture. One

of the few things that impressed me about Japanese people

29

was their politeness. In my country we tend to be polite in
a discriminating fashion, only to people we like, while on
the other hand we tend to be more aggressive to those
that we don’t like. Japanese indiscriminating politeness
made me feel well liked as a foreigner, however, I soon
realized that this politeness at times hides true feelings.
Understanding honne and tatemae is probably one of the
most difficult tasks any foreigner has to encounter. In
Japan I have often felt that I have no idea what people are
thinking when I talk to them, perhaps because it is not so
common to show what you are feeling with facial
expressions or perhaps because as foreigners we are not
accustomed to reading this subtle facial language we
encounter when landing in Japan. Japanese people seem to
sustain more subtle codes of communication, where words
do not hold importance, where perhaps actions speak
louder than words, where consideration for others
sometimes holds you back from expressing in a direct
manner what you feel. On the contrary, Latin Americans
tend to be very direct people who express themselves
spontaneously, sometimes without realizing that their
words could be affecting the listener’s feelings. In the eyes
of a Japanese person this attitude could seem quite
egotistical. Latins watch out for themselves more than for
others, while in Japan people think about the other before
they think about themselves. Although the Latin approach
can be healthy to the mind it is not healthy to the other
person. On the other hand, the Japanese approach can
sometimes result in the unhealthy bottling of feelings and
in gaman but at the same time demonstrates

consideration, omotyari or enryo.

For example, in Caracas, the city where I was born, in
order to survive you need to adapt yourself to the city’s
chaotic atmosphere. It is a place where the Darwinist
principle of “the most adapted, the most evolved survives”
is materialized. At times you find yourself angry because
someone has cut in front of you while cueing to go to the
bank or to go to the bathroom. You need to stay awake and

be aware of your surrounding because rules are easily



broken. On the other hand, in Japan if you break a rule you
turn into a pariah. In Venezuela if you break rules to get

what you want, you are considered socially smart.

When encountering a society as an outsider there are
always things that you see that people immersed in the
same society to do not see so clearly. Seeing Venezuela
from Japan has given me another perspective on my own
culture the same way that seeing Japan as an outsider has.
I believe that all Venezuelans need some Japaneseness and
all Japanese need some Venezuelaness. Work ethics differ
from country to country. For example, Japanese people
have stern work ethics while Venezuelans believe that life
doesn’t have meaning if you are always working and don’t
set aside enough time for fun. Venezuelans are constantly
in need to communicate what they feel, Japanese people
often don’t. At the same time, Venezuelans don’t always
listen because they are always talking while Japanese
people are avid listeners. These are the times when I
think that making a balance between these opposite
characteristics has given me an understanding of who I am

and who I want to be.

When I have parties at home and invite my Japanese
friends and Latin American friends over, my Japanese
friends are always thrilled to see how Latinos behave at
parties. Their warmness, openness, the dancing of salsa
and merengue are some of the things that fascinate them.
My Japanese friends feel embarrassed at first but soon find
themselves saying hello to everyone by kissing them on
the cheek and not hesitating to touch each other fondly. In
Japanese society body contact is not as well seen as it is in
Latin American societies where we are constantly
touching, holding hands and hugging those people we love.
It does not mean that Japanese people do not love in the
same manner but there is clearly a difference in the way
these feelings are exteriorized. In my country, we find
console in saying to each other that we love each other
quite often. I have heard from my Japanese friends that

they find it strange that I say to my mom I love her every
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time I talk to her on the phone. I simply respond that it is
natural for me to let my mom know that I miss her and
that I love her specially now that I am so far from her and I
don’t know what circumstances tomorrow may bring. I
also love to hear sweet words from her. In Japan, when
my homestay family says to me, “Irechan ni aitai”, I know
that this is their way of saying that they miss me and they
want to see me soon. When I visit them and find they
have prepared for me special Japanese dishes, I know their
way of expressing warmness and showing they are fond of

me is by spoiling me.

All the differences between my own country and Japan
have served to give me a broader perspective on the
different values of each culture. Although we are living
amidst a civilization on the verge of globalization, this
concept seems to apply to our physical bodies only. We
are able to be transported from country to country and
exchange different cultural, food and clothes products,
however, in our heads, we still feel intimately close to
those values bred in our own culture and hold them as
truths. It is not until we encounter a culture different from
ours and observe these new values that we realize we are
being offered the opportunity to embrace new values. It is
in this manner, that I came to Japan and began to walk on
the path of auto-contemplation by questioning the values
of my own society and absorbing from Japanese those
values that I admired. I began to learn patience, tolerance,
gaman, humbleness, a stern work ethics, punctuality,
consideration for others, selflessness and learned that not
necessarily my own opinion is the only opinion and that
imposing myself to be the center of attention is not as
positive as I used to think. There are moments for
embracing silence and not speaking out loud. There are
moments for expressing ourselves in a subtle and delicate
manner. There are moments where actions speak louder
than words. There are moments when it is beautiful to

watch a sunset in silence. These things I have learned in

Japan.



No matter how many years have passed since the last
samurai cried out loud protecting the uniqueness and
purity of Japanese culture, after living here I happily
realize that these values are still present in today’s
modern life, like an underlying river current underneath
an agitated surface. I have to admit, however, that I feel
the omnipresence of these values the most when I interact
with older people. They are proud of their values and

have embraced them sincerely.

I am grateful that my stay in Japan motivated my inward
journey; for it is here that I have found my treasure, it is
here where I have found myself. In Japan, I learned what I
lacked. Japanese culture being opposite from my own
culture served as a complement to who I am. I grew as a
person and began to walk on the hito no michi liberated
from fears. Taking the best from my own culture and from
Japanese culture, I feel I have found a harmonious balance.
What began as an identity crisis turned out to be one of
the most valuable lessons I have learned in my 29 years of
life. My initial fear of coming literally— to the other side
of the world has dissipated because I have found in Japan

my third home, after Venezuela and the United States,
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where I grew up.

The country that cradled Zen Buddhism gave me the
unique opportunity to come closer to this religion,
philosophy and way of life, to study the way of tea, aikido
and other arts unique only to Japan. Being between two
cultures has become a challenge. I have grown quite a bit
in the past five years and have realized how we as human
beings can be strongly molded depending on the society
we grow up in. The beauty of traveling and experimenting
with other cultures has given me the opportunity to
realize that the only truth is love and understanding. And
it is with these eyes today that [ embrace Japan and thank
this island and its people for all the knowledge they have
provided in the past years of my life. I know I will always
look back at Nihon with a nostalgic heart filled with
admiration as a place where I found my treasure, as a
place where I lived wonderful, joyful, fearful and lonely
moments but at the end it all amounted to who I am today.
I am thankful for having learned that heart, soul and mind
are all the same and if we approach our inner essence with
honesty we will be able to be happy and share this

happiness with others.
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We are a non-profit organization working for a better
communication between the Kyoto citizens and visitors
from abroad. For further information, please call our office:

TEL. 075-751-8958 FAX. 075-751-9006
E-mail office@kicainc.jp
URL  http:/kicainc.jp/

Kyoto International Cultural Association, Inc.
Rm116 Kyodai Kaikan

15-9 Yoshida Kawahara-cho

Sakyo, Kyoto, 606-8305 Japan



