Wednesday September 1, 2004
[image: image1.jpg]CREEN LABEL

y)— DIy

Auﬂ70% 17

ZI2=]LB%




What a way to start off month number two.  I had a nice warm shower (Nette couldn’t get the heater to work, so I got to choose my own perfect temperature).  Then a fresh banana for breakfast, but this would just make it a good day, the great day happened at 8:10 as I went to walk out the door.  Just as I was preparing to leave I heard the neighbour’s door rattle.  This is about the time when the man across the way goes to work.  I then heard his wife saying good-bye or something, next was the voice of his three year old daughter, Ayaka.  I rushed to tie up my shoes and out the door so I could say good morning before they closed the door.  I made it out in time, said Ohayoogozaimasu to the mother, then “good morning” to Ayaka.  In the cutest voice you can imagine she said “good morning” back.  We had found out earlier that this is an English phrase she knows.  Next I leaned right down to her and said in a slow voice “have a good day” and with minimal prompting from her mother she repeat back to me in perfect English “have a good day”.  I said to her mom jyozo, which if I have said it correctly means perfect, or very good, and it is a big thriller for a Japanese person to hear this about their English.  So the mom was super happy.  Next I put out my hand and indicated for Ayaka to hit it (a la high 5), she did, I gave her a big thumbs up and said have a good day, she gave me a wave and said “bye-bye” and I was off to work grinning like I just ate a whole chocolate éclair dessert.  I will eventually send a picture, but I have to pick up the cable to my phone so that I can download them.  At school I did a bunch of work on stuff for the basketball team and that is really about it.  At home we just watched some friends and had an early night (I think we were both tired from Nette’s adventurous night last night.
Thursday September 2, 2004

This morning I jogged all the way to Tobata station.  I am really out of shape, after about 15 minutes I wanted to stop, but luckily for my health I was still 10 minutes from home, so on I went.  At school I had to read a short paragraph, which I had prepared in advance, for an exam.  The students were to circle the correct words in a few places.  Afterwards they were to answer questions about the paragraph.

Please listen and circle the correct words.  (1 point each)

I talked to Courtney on ( Wednesday / Monday ).  She will be ( free / busy ) on Friday, so we will ( eat / buy ) ice-cream.  ( She / Sally ) likes ice-cream a lot, but she does ( really / not ) like cake.  On Tuesday we may be able to watch ( a movie / television ), but I have to do work.

/6

Please answer the questions using sentences.  (2 points each)
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Ex.
Are you writing an exam?

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​

1. Who did I talk to on Monday?

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​

2. Is she free Friday?

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​

3. What will we do on Friday?

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​

4. Does she like cake?

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​

5. Does she like ice-cream?

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​

6. What must I do on Tuesday?

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​

7. On what day may we watch a movie?

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​

/14

Total

/20
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They did fine on the word circle part, but man did they do terribly of on the questions.  The lowest mark on the circle was 5 out of 6, yet I still managed to have one person get a total score of 7 out of 20.  Oh well, that is life.  The rest of the day was spent more on basketball stuff and just plain wasting time.  When I got home my day got much more exciting.  I got to do laundry (that’s not the exciting part yet).  I received a skymail (to the phone) from Nette saying she would be late so I had some time to kill.  While I was out doing laundry Ayaka saw me and waved up to me.  I waved back and went on with my stuff.  She kept waving, it was way too cute, so I decided I would try to go down and play with the kids in the back sand area.  I started to head down, then I thought to myself, “How the hell am I going to let these kids know that I would like to play?”  I figured I could just go down and sit on the bench with the parents, and hope from there the kids come to me, my other option was to hope there was a ball lying around, I could go and kick the ball.  I turned the corner to come around the back of the building and there was a soccer ball!  My plan was shaping up.  I walked over and did a little fancy footwork.  After only a few seconds Ayaka saw me and headed over.  I kicked the ball towards her, she stopped it and stood there, I then indicated for her to kick it back to me and sure enough she did.  We kicked it back and forth for a minute or two, and this attracted attention.  I had another 3 year old (Ami) come over and want to kick it as well.  Eventually they got bored of the kick game and walked away.  I thought my fun was over, but then I heard “mite mite”, “look at me, look at me”.  They had grabbed there bikes (cute little pink things with training wheels) and they were now riding circles around me.  After they got bored of that the one girl came over to me, grabbed my finger and started to pull me, she then said something to me and guided me to a pile of sand.  I later found out that we were going to make onigiri (rice paddies).  They continually balled chunks of sand with their hands and handing them to me.  I guess I was supposed to “eat” them, but I don’t know.  I just put them down beside me, and they continued to hand more to me.  I think Ayaka understands that I “do not speak properly”, but the other little girl has not yet figured it out.  She was talking away to me, asking me questions, and every once and a while she would give me this look that said “why won’t you reply, are you dumb?”  But that would only last a second or two, then she would go on talking.  After a while the mom’s wanted to go in for dinner, but the kids wanted to keep playing.  I caught on and said that I had to go home.  Ayaka took my hand and we walked around the building and up the four flights of stairs.  It was really cool.  About 30 seconds after I got in from playing Nette got home.  She had a lot on her mind, it seems the American she is working with is just that, an American.  The poor girl had to listen to this jackass spew garbage from his mouth for hours.  But the good news is that the teachers seem to know that he is a tool, and they made comments around Nette about “she has finally experienced Marshall, etc”.  We talked for quite some time, then Nette sat down to do some work.  I made a nice big salad for a late dinner and we wrapped up the night with another episode of friends.
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Friday September 3, 2004

TGIF, I can finally be bored at home instead of bored at work, but 8 more hours to get through.  On my way out this morning the second 3 year old (ami) was out front with her “grandmother?” saying goodbye to her dad.  She saw me and I got a big wave and an enthusiastic “Hello”.  I guess they like me now, even though I don’t know how to talk.  At work I got to talk to Rob and Courtney for quite some time on the internet.  Rob thought it would be funny to greet me with a big vertical smile, aka his ass.  I told him I was at work and his response was “I know!”  What a jackass, man I miss him.  Rob and Courtney did a dance for me on the camera and made several entertaining gestures for the entertainment of anyone who may have been looking over my shoulder.  I had to cut the conversation short because I had another exam to dictate.  After that I went down to the cafeteria for some curry.  The caf is fairly cheap, I got a plate of curry rice with four chicken nuggets for 340¥ ($4.00).  It was pretty tasty too, three of the nuggets were good white meat, the other was questionable.  It was then time to grade the exam papers.  Then more dickin’ around on the computer and off for home.  Nette was staying late at school again so I played with the kids.  This time I played with some of the older ones, we played soccer mostly, then some boys (around 8 – 12 in age) joined us.  Eventually they suggested dodge ball.  We played some prison ball, then I suggested to them to play “Canadian Dodge Ball”.  We played the version with a person in the middle of a circle.  They seemed to really enjoy it.  Later on I was talking with the parents, and it is official, I did somehow manage to invite the whole building over for Lion King.  It turns out we will do it on the 25th at 10 in the morning (I really have to study the language so that I don’t get into more situations like this).  Eventually Nette called so I walked up to the [image: image5.png]


train station to meet her.  From there we went to a restaurant that I had been told sold good Chicken katsu (breaded and fried).  The restaurant was Ichikawa, so we went to Ichikawa and sat down, they poured us water, we used the hand towels and got ready for some good chicken.  We then look down at the menu and the only think on it is unagi (eel), what the heck!  It turns out that the one building has to neighbouring restaurants that are both called Ichikawa, and we were in the wrong one.  We elected to stay because [image: image6.png]


they had already poured our drinks etc.  Nette asked about the chicken or if there was anything else I could eat, but no, only eel.  They were nice enough to go next door and order me the chicken, then bring it over for me, with no mark up of price.  For 600¥ I had the best chicken katsu I have ever had, plus the miso soup was really good.  Another cool thing at this restaurant was a little tiny pinapple, it entertained us for a while.  When we got home we watched Finding Nemo and Faindingu Nimo that’s right, back to back, English and Japanese.  I added two cans to my new “horse wanting to be a dragon beer can collection”.  I found a beer I like, so I am trying all the options that that beer company offers.  To date there are only the two, but I will see what I can do.  These are 500mL cans, so they take a little more effort to get through when they are not good tasting.
· The collection as of September 17th.
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Saturday September 4, 2004

We woke up this morning to clean (oh what fun it was) but we were just doing the chores early because we had plans to meet Miki at 2:00…so that is what we did.  We met her at Kokura Station and from there we went shopping.  Nette convinced me to buy 2 shirts, [image: image7.png]
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which I guess is a good thing considering I am to dress up everyday.  The next stop was Kokura Castle.  It is a remake of a castle that used to exist in the middle of Kokura.  They tried to make it look the same, but I think they put it in a different location.  [image: image9.jpg]


Anyhow, the outside of the castle is beautiful, the gardens are really nice and the castle itself has some cool architecture.  The inside of the castle is a different story.  The inside is just a museum, a boring museum.  Oh well, they had a good ice cream vending machine at the top.  Although I did manage to spill the ice cream all over myself (Courtney’s thinking “what a waste”).  We then headed back home for dinner.  Nette made a variety of stuff, including chicken katsu, I will never get sick of that.  We watched Nemo again (Miki had not seen it) and I added another can to the “horse wanting to be a dragon beer can collection”.  Although we did a lot today there is not much to tell, so let me tell you about a game that I have been playing.  I have found it quite enjoyable to blurt out random stuff to Jeanette when there are Japanese people within ear shot.  I am guessing they don’t understand, which makes it all the more funny for me, especially when my opening line is normally, “ah, man did you let one rip”, the usual topics of my outbursts are “toots”, “boogers” and of course “monkey boobs”.  You would be amazed at what you can think of when there is a person nearby that has not idea what you are saying.  Most of the time it is just a random string of words, but Nette gets embarrassed, so it is worth the chance that someone is going to turn around and say “what do you mean the giraffe licked the peanuts of a warthogs tushy?”  The other fun game is the random accent game.  I even mix it up with some cowboy, or a little type writer.  Anyhow, people ask me what I do in my free time, I make up random words because people don’t understand, and that’s funny (man I sound like an American).
Sunday September 5, 2004

Today we went to see if we could find the stuff needed to download the pictures from my phone.  It turns out that we would be spending about $50, so I figure let’s just buy a stinkin’ camera.  I am not going to settle for one we can afford, I want a good camera, hell we are in Japan, they have to have one that can see through women’s clothes or something.  In the process of looking at phones etc, we also signed up for internet (should take a few days) and bought a phone, which was supposed to be activated today (see future entries).  We then trotted over to Saty (the big department store) and submitted our pictures to be developed.  Little did we know we were also committing to pay them with [image: image10.jpg]


our first born. We dropped of the pictures and didn’t think to ask what it would cost.  When we arrived back to pick them up and hour later they wanted $40 for two rolls of doubles.  Anyhow, they were at least nice pictures (good quality, excellent subjects).  While we were waiting on the development I bought a purse (it’s a man’s bag!! – JT).  Basically I need somewhere to put all my crap because my shorts don’t have pockets.  I bought a fanny pack type thing made by Champion, so it looks masculine (dam, I bought a purse).  After I was done trying on skirts and heels we went to a new grocery store.  This place had quite a few really good deals.  The pictures [image: image11.jpg]


got picked up and we had lunch at McD’s.  I ordered just burgers with ketchup, I was not risking them botching it again.  After McD’s was ice cream (Courtney what have you done to me) and up to the dollar store, hey guess what they develop pictures for less then half the cost.  When we got home Nette took a long nap and I worked on the remote control translation and the apartment floor plan.  When Nette woke up she watched Lion King in Japanese and I continued on the computer.  It was quite a pleasant day.  Although the phone never did start working. 
Monday September 6, 2004
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The weather was terrible this morning so no jog, I knew it was terrible cause Nette went for a jog in it.  Good girl.  At school I had to do another listening exam thing, then I had a little ceremony with the principal.  Basically we all stood there (me, supervisor, principal, VP, and some other dude), bowed, the principal said 45 seconds worth of stuff, handed me a paper, bowed, it was translated, then I left.  Evidently it is a big deal, all teachers have to do this, but I really don’t know what it was (I threw out the paper on Tuesday).  Today at school I also got to talk to the Smiths.  The basketball team came to the office and asked me if I wanted to practice today, so of course I did.  All we did was play a game the whole time, but it went alright.  There were 10 players there, and I played as well so we had one sub.  They have a much different style of play, and I think some of them are going to be difficult to coach, they seem like they are a little rough around the edges.  We played for an hour and a half.  When I went to go home I walked out of the front door of the school, and guess who was there staring me in the face, it was someone who forgot her keys and was out in the early makings of another typhoon.  Now who could be that forgetful?  Luckily one of my teachers offered to drive us home, so we didn’t get too wet.  It was really bad weather so the evening was boring, Nette made some good curry, but that was it for today.
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Tuesday September 7, 2004

Another Typhoon today.  I rode my bike anyhow, and got soaked coming to work.  At work half of the teachers did not show up, and the classes were cancelled, so there were no students.  In the morning I studied Japanese, 4 and a half straight hours.  As I was finishing up, one of the teachers approached me and asked if I wanted to play volleyball.  So that is how I spent the last 3 hours of my working day.  Today there were 11 people that came to play, so it was much more fun.  We actually played a full game.  Their rules are slightly different, but I just jump around anyhow.  Half way through our playing it was time for the daily teacher’s meeting, so we all ran up to the teacher’s room in our sweaty clothes, stood there while the VP talked, then back down to the gym.  This typhoon was much worse than the last one.  The school was leaking every where, the teacher’s office was covered in buckets trying to collect the water.  We couldn’t do anything again tonight, at least we are saving money by being forced to stay inside.  Nette had stayed home because her school was cancelled, when I got there she was studying for the language test we are taking in December.  It turns out she failed the practice test, so she will need to study lots.  I too will have to continue to study if I want to pass.
Wednesday September 8, 2004

Quite a boring day at work today, I really didn’t do much at all other than prepare Japanese study notes.  I had to be home for 5:00 because someone was coming to look at our bathtub heater.  Turns out they are going to replace it, which is good news, the new one will have a shower feature.  I tried to make it back to school for the rest of basketball practice, but they were just finishing when I got there.  When I went home I played with the kids until Nette got home.  We then looked a little at some study stuff and went out for udon (noodles).  As soon as we walked in the guy recognized us, he seemed happy that we had returned.  As we were eating an old lady came in, she was there the time before as well.  She got so excited and said “you were here before, I talked to you, remember”.  Oh, the little things.  At home we did some more studying and off to bed.
Thursday September 9, 2004

Well, I’m getting lazy. It is Sunday right now, but we will see what I can remember.  Rainy today, so much so that I walked instead of taking my bike to school.  I had two more classes today.  In the first one there was actually a lesson taught, instead of me doing my self introduction.  Of course the teacher that I was teaching with didn’t inform me as to what she wanted me to teach until after 4:00 yesterday, so needless to say it didn’t go great.  One of the students came into class with a sucker; he was eating it during class.  The teacher told him to get rid of it (or put it away, it was in Japanese so I don’t really know, but I understood enough to know that she wanted him to stop eating it).  He looked right at her and laughed, then stuck the sucker back in his mouth.  She said something again and he just glared at her then turned his head and looked out the window.  She gave up and we went on teaching.  Later on the student finished his sucker and the teacher told him to through out the stick, he once again just smirked and put it back in his mouth.  She tried once more, he took the stick and threw it in the desk then put his head down and slept for the rest of the class.  Welcome to Hibiki-koko, school for bad asses and rough necks.  I had a bit of fun with him (at him) later on, the class was based on questions.  I was asking each of the students set questions, when I got to him I walked over to his desk, waved my hands randomly around his head and said “what are you dreaming about?”  Most of the students thought it was really funny and laughed at him.  I also got a bit of revenge later on because I was to mark their self introductions to me, his consisted of “My name is___.”  He got 10% (I had to give him something he had a full error free sentence.  The second class was another self intro, same old crap, students starring blankly, not giving a rat’s ass that I am there.  After school I had a short basketball practice and then met Nette at the train station.  After cleaning up we went to the grocery store and got dinner (pasta and garlic bread, not too shabby).  Today Nette mailed our applications to write the Japanese Language Proficiency Test.  Basically I now have to study my butt of to make it worth the dam entrance fee.
Friday September 10, 2004
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No classes today, I planned a lesson that will be used on Monday for all three of my classes.  Then I put together a schedule to figure out how many classes I actually will be teaching.  You see, the three classes I teach on Monday are my last for the month (if you are keeping track I have only taught 2 so far).  I am supposed to teach 8 classes a week, for a total of 12 hours week in class.  As it turns out I will be teaching at most an average of 6 hours a week from now until the end of April.  This is assuming that the teachers do not cancel any more classes, and so far they have cancelled a lot.  So it looks like I will be averaging less then 5 hours a week in class.  That rocks, I will be bored, but I will not have to work much.  The day wrapped up with another short basketball practice, then home to clean.  [I new I would forget something, this is a short addition put in on Monday, when I got home I turned on the TV and saw Transformers.  Kick ass!!!]  Nette was going to be super later, so I was going to meet her at the train station so we could go out for dinner.  We went back to the place that sells the good chicken katsu, but we almost screwed up again.  We were under the impression that the two restaurants with the same name were in the same building, but no, the eel one has two entrances.  Luckily I second guessed our first guess and we walked further down the street.  The food was not as good this time, but it was still good.  On the way home Nette had the “pleasure” of meeting some of my delightful students.  As we walked past the area where my school is we heard someone yelling “Collinson”, we went over and talked to three charming young ladies.  They were talking to Nette, and I guessed they asked if we were planning on having children,  Nette said not yet, but someday, the girls response was, “so you can have kids, his equipment works right?”  Once again, welcome to Hibiki-koko.  Another can was added to the “horse wanting to be dragon” collection and off to bed for an early morning tomorrow.
Saturday September 11, 2004

Up nice and early to head to Nette’s sports day at school.  Did I say sports day, well if I did it is only because Nette did, and Nette was only repeating what her supervisor told her.  If he had a clue he would have told her that today was “set up for sports day” day.  So, I got up on a Saturday at 6:00 in the morning to go to Nette’s school for abso-frigin-lutly nothing.  I had the opportunity to meet some of her students and my first thought was “my students would eat them alive”.  They were all really nice, and seemed legitimately interested in English (as opposed to the little shits I have that don’t care what language I speak).  The best part of the day was that we got to stay for an extra 45 minutes to do cut and paste (I am currently in mid air from my jump of joy).  All was not lost though, we did have a good salad for lunch, I got bored and went for a walk to the store nearby and bought a really cheap, but nice, shirt.  Best of all is we went to McDonald’s for dinner and Nette felt bad (even though it was not her fault, except for the stimulating cut and paste session) so she actually had them bring out samples of mustard so we could show them what I wanted on my burger.  I had five hamburgers with only ketchup and REAL mustard, they were great, and only a buck a piece.  We came home and I showed Nette the stuff I had been doing at school and she actually got excited with some of the prep stuff I had.  She was trying to figure out how to adapt it to her stuff when she has a full time French job.  I think I will be able to help her with it, and hey I have enough free time on my hands considering I don’t teach after tomorrow, until the 5th of October.  We then watched South Park the movie, I laughed my ass off, wished Rob was watching with me, laughed some more, sung Uncle F*&ker a few times, and went to bed so that I could get up early again for Nette’s real sports day.
Sunday September 12, 2004

Well, I decided that I was going to ride my bike to Nette’s school to try to save some money and work of the beer that has been slowly replacing my water (just kidding, I still drink my water, I wouldn’t want a hang over).  I managed to get within 500 m of her school in only 25 minutes, then at 43 minutes I finally found the dam place.   I had planned a route to get me to her school (actually this is the plan I made last time, but my navigator disagreed with, so I didn’t get to try it), I followed it perfectly this time until I got to where I had to enter the neighbourhood where the school was.  I really can’t figure out where I went wrong, but I must have circled it a few times before I finally caught a glimpse.  Oh well, like I said the beer has to be worked off somehow.  Today was much better, I got to sit right behind the principal to watch the events.  The day started with a 200m race for the first year male students, okay, pretty standard.  The next event was a little different, it was a relay race, but the girls had to run in groups of about 10, with their feet in loops attached to a rope.  As they ran, if anyone screwed up, all 10 would fall flat on their face, it was great.  They had many cool events, but I will only go into detail about my two favourites.  The first was a capture the flag like I have never seen before.  A flag was placed in the top of a pole, maybe 20 feet long.  One team was then to attempt to hold this pole upright (it was not anchored at all, only man power).  Other members of the team were used as blockers.  The whistle would blow and team two was to charge and try to capture the flag by knocking over the pole.  People were throwing each other, stepping on one another.  The boy who made the best move in the first game actually took a running start and jumped on top of the pile of defenders, he stood on their heads (while they were standing) and pushed on the pole.  One of the other groups had two defenders stand on top of the pile and push away the offence as they came for the flag.  They were initially kicking anyone who tried to climb the pile, they then just tackled people away.  It was great.  The other one that was pretty cool was what I will call “super chicken fights”.  We play a game in the pool that involve one person going on the shoulders of another, the object being for those on top to knock other people off the shoulders.  The way they play is that there are three people on the bottom, one of the top, but of course they are in a field, not in the pool.  They also really tackle each other off.  The object of their game is for one team, consisting of about 10 towers, to knock of the flag bearer (one pile of people is specially labelled, and you can only go after him when no one else is left).  They are crazy, they just put each other in head locks and ride to the ground, only one team is eliminated from each “face-off”.  Basically the games were really cool, really violent and there is no chance in hell they could be played in Canada, parents would be suing before they started.  Some of the other games were a dance contest, a skipping contest, relay races etc.  We took many pictures and I am sure they will help me to elaborate.  After all was said and done I hopped back on the bike and headed home.  I only took a slight detour and got home in 22:27.  My goal was to convince Nette that she can ride her bike, she just came home, I told her my tale, mission accomplished.  Now I sit here pondering what I shall do while Nette goes out to party.  As it turns out I didn’t need to figure out what to do because Nana and Papa called.  Okay, it was only 10 minutes of my night, but it was enough to tie me over and not go insane watching Japanese television. 
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Monday September 13, 2004

I am to teach my first real classes today.  I had to get to school a little early to make some photo copies.  After the first class the teacher told me that she thought it went really well.  I thought it was okay, but I guess it was not too bad.  The second class was a little different.  There were many more students in this class, which made it much more difficult to get them to speak up and listen.  Also, I guess you can never consider a class good when you make a girl cry.  I asked a girl a question and she got all snippy and said I don’t understand, basically to get me to go away.  I pointed at the word on the paper and asked her to say it, she once again repeated that she did not understand, I didn’t leave, and she just put her head on her desk.  When I left her desk she ran out crying, I guess she didn’t understand.  I would be more upset about it, but the attitude I got with it makes me not really care, plus I had a good finish to the class.  One of the freaks in my class (she slept the whole first period) answered some questions for me with my prompting, but she did them perfectly.  After the first one I could see she had more confidence.  At the end of class she approached me (I didn’t know if she was going to put some voodoo curse on me or talk to me), she said thank you.  Wow, freak girl with a million facial piercings and a love of sleeping in class just thanked me, screw the cry baby.  My third class (and final class until Oct 5) went really well.  I got the class to participate much more.  Nette went out with Miki tonight to do a French-Japanese language exchange.  I had a really exciting night, well no I didn’t, but that is no way to sell a story.  I bought a Birthday card for mom and that was about it.
Tuesday September 14, 2004

I did not bring my laptop to work today because I had a meeting in Fukuoka.  As par usual the meeting was as boring as sin.  I played video games on my phone the whole time, hey, I am one of my students.  After the 3 hours of meeting we went shopping for a wedding present for Glenn and Wakako.  It didn’t last long and Nette gave up, we went to an electronics store and found a camera that I think we will buy next weekend.  It is a 4 mega-pixel camera with a 12x optical zoom.  I want to do some research before the weekend so that I make a good decision.  We walked around for ever looking for a bar that Nette used to go to every week (evidently she used to “warm up” for the bar, because she had no idea how to find it).  Eventually we gave up and got on a bus to come home.  When we got back we decided to go into the supermarket by the train station to see if they had anything to eat.  Boy did they, they had all their pre-made stuff on for half price.  We got tons of stuff for dirt cheap.  The bill was about $10 and we got both dinner and tomorrow’s lunch for both of us as well as two loaves of bread and a baguette.  Can’t beat that.  We came home and chowed down.
Wednesday September 15, 2004

I got to stay home from work this morning because we were getting a new heater for the bathtub.  It is pretty nice, it has a shower attachment right on it and you do not need to pre-heat the water and pump it out, it heats right from the tap and puts it through the shower.  The water pressure is also　stronger than we have had, so Nette is a little happier, the only issue is that it is hand held, I prefer wall mounted.  After they were done with the tub I had to remain home and wait for the modem to be delivered, it showed up[image: image16.jpg]
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 around lunch and I headed off for school.  Boring day, I did some studying and also some cleaning.  They do not have janitors in Japanese schools.  The cleaning is all done by students and teachers.  I’m talking everything from sweeping to toilet cleaning (even after someone explodes over it).  There are entrance exams tomorrow and Friday (an entrance exam is an exam written by students wishing to come to our school next year, there are three subjects tested, math, Japanese, and English).  For the entrance exams the school is really anal about tons of stuff.  As of today 4:30, no one is allowed to use the photocopier because the VP will be photocopying the exams and they don’t want anyone to see it.  For the next two days there are to be no phone calls in or out of the school.  The teachers also cleaned the school top to bottom.  I think it is weird, our school lets anyone in, why do they need entrance exams?  Anyhow, I finished up the day with a volleyball practice.  I think I had one of the best hitting days of my life, sure the Japanese block is a few inches shorter, but I’m not going to complain.  When I got home Nette was not there, and was not going to get home until 7:30ish so I decided to meet her at the station, from there we went to the supermarket again.  Things were 20% off, so we stuck around and it paid off, looks like at 8:00 things start to go half off, and by 8:30 it is all going.  So another cheap dinner/lunch.  The best part of the day was that I found MUSTARD!!!  It is the smallest jar in the world, and it cost $2.00 for 100g, but it was mustard.  When we were eating dinner we got a call from Keiko, she was phoning to make sure everything went alright with booking our flight home (Nette should be at the bank transferring our lifesavings as I type).  We talked with Keiko for 20 minutes or so, then off to bed.

Thursday September 16, 2004

Talked on msn for a while, then I did a bit of work.  I talked for quite a while today with one of the teachers about digital cameras.  I have found one that I want to buy, but I had no idea if it was a good deal or not (the one I found in Fukuoka).  We came to the conclusion that it was a dam good camera.  I then contacted Teru and he recommended a few web pages to look on for better deals.  I started work on a program that will help me study my Japanese by presenting random words.  I hope I can get it to work properly.  When I came home I went back out to buy a table to put the modem on.  I bought a Walmart type shelf unit in a box deal.  When I opened it up I discovered why I thought it was so light. In North America we use a cheap particle board to make this kind of furniture, here in Japan they take it step further and use a particle board frame with cardboard on either side.  Man is it a cheap piece of crap, but it does the job.  Nette got home shortly after I finished putting it together.  We went down stairs and played with the kids for a little bit (I played, Nette talked to the moms) then we had dinner, Nette talked to her mom on msn, and we went to bed.
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Friday September 17, 2004

Great day today.  It started with some work on the Japanese study program, whish is now working well, I am extremely pleased with how it turned out.  I also did some more browsing for the digital camera and I managed to save about $100 by getting from the internet.  It will arrive tomorrow at the apartment.  I played volleyball for an hour and a half, and came home to wait for Nette.  Very short description, but it was a good day, trust me.
Saturday September 18, 2004

Happy Birthday Mom.  We spent today at home waiting for the camera to be delivered.  It is now almost 6:00 and no camera.  To fill the time we studied and cleaned, not really much more that I can say to make it sound like we lead exciting lives.  The camera never did come.
Sunday September 19, 2004
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Well, once again I have not touched this in quite some time.  This has shown me that I am not really doing this for me, so I will no longer be putting as much into each day’s entry, unless the day is unusual in some way.  I guess today is a good day to talk about an unusual day.  Today was Glenn and Wakako’s wedding party.  Before we get to that, the camera arrived this morning.  It is really quite amazing.  I managed to make an ugly plant look like it was a beautiful flower, I am really 
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quite happy with the purchase.  We left for Fukuoka around noon with a quick stop at McDonalds.  When we arrived in Fukuoka we bought some wine glasses for a wedding gift, then took forever (looking in ten billion stores) to find a bottle of wine that was good enough to give them.  We eventually found one in the grocery store that we visited when we went to their place for dinner in August.  By now it was almost time for the party so we went to find the restaurant.  I took us right there, but unfortunately they have two names for the place and the one we knew was not on the outside of the building.  As we were walking I said to Nette “I think we have gone too far, we must have missed it”.  We walked for another 20 minutes or so, and finally asked someone if they knew were it was.  We got the directions and went to the place.  The restaurant was literally 30 feet from where I said we had missed it.  Once again I wonder why she doesn’t trust my directions.  Maybe one day she will realize I am always right (that is unless being wrong stops the nagging).  Okay, now we are at the restaurant.  It was really quite amazing, the tables were in a big metal tube, quite fancy looking.  This was not their wedding, it was a get together for Japanese friends because they had their wedding in France.  So we actually paid for our meal and all.  It was ¥4000 per person and with that, you ate what they brought (all communal plates, nothing individually served) and you also got all you could drink from a menu of about ten things.  I was drinking what I figured was a screwdriver, but after about 10 of them and no impairment I guessed I was just drinking a shitload of orange juice, oh well, I guess juice is expensive around here (which is funny cause vodka is actually cheap).  The food they served was not really edible by me, but they served a tiny salad and some pasta so I didn’t starve.  I once again tried some raw fish, but the texture got me before I could judge the taste.  As for the people there, there was Glenn and Wakako of course, the two of us, then a bunch of Wakako’s co-workers.  Glenn had a bunch of friends from his boxing club, some of whom Nette knew, others of whom she was supposed to know.  She talked a lot with Honda-san, who was Glenn’s boxing instructor.  Also there was another older guy there (possibly Honda-san’s brother?) and Nette had met him before.  He had his three and a half year old son with him.  After talking for a while it turns out that I not only met this guy when I was in Japan (run in while walking down the street) I also met his wife who was pregnant (this is just over three and a half 
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years ago, crazy eh?).  I was sitting beside another boxing friend, we spoke a little, he had some English, although afterwards Glenn said “what do you mean, he can’t speak English”, I guess they hide it until they need it.  We were at the restaurant for 2 and a half hours, drinking more and more orange juice, I sure had to pee like it was a night of drinking, but I found the washroom without any problem, so I am sure that it was just the juice.  When we were done in the restaurant we went outside to decide on new plans.  While there the boxing club decided it was time to throw Glenn in the air.  This was really quite amazing because they really did launch him, it wasn’t some wimpy hoist him up, it was lets throw a 6’4” guy above our drunken heads and see if we can catch him before he smashes to the ground and spends his “wedding” night in the hospital.  He made it out alright, the next thing was a “3 cheers” type deal.  We do our “hip, hip, hooray x3” in Japan they yell “bonzai” three times and throw their hands in the air as they say it each time.  We (and when I say we I mean a bunch of people speak Japanese and I pick my nose) decided to go to karaoke.  Wakako went home with her friends and all the guys, and of course Nette, went out to karaoke. On the way there one of Glenn’s friends asked me if I spoke Japanese (in Japanese), I told him only a very little, so he then asked if I spoke French.  I told him that my French was better then my Japanese so we spoke French together for the ten minute walk to karaoke.  I thought it was hard to understand Japanese English, try Japanese French, it was pretty cool though to see the way the second language worked.  I somewhat understand now why all of these random countries want to learn English.  They don’t necessarily give a rat’s ass about us, but knowing the one language allows them to speak to many other countries because they also have the strange English [image: image26.jpg]


obsession.  Karaoke was actually more fun than I had imagined it would be.  I tried to sing three or four songs, and bombed terribly on all but one of them, the only song that I could actually sing was a Japanese song believe it or not.  I guess technically I bombed at it as well because I could only do the chorus, but dam it I did that chorus well.  The song was one that Nette played over and over again in the car.  At the karaoke place it was also all you can drink, although I was so full on OJ that I only had one drink in the two hours we were there.  The way it works is that you get a small room, maybe the size of the small bedroom at Mom and Dad’s, you pack all your people in there and they have catalogues to pick songs from.  There is also a phone in the room with a direct line to the kitchen.  You pick up the phone, order your drinks and they bring them to you in the room.  They also bring in snacks every half hour or so, which was great because I was starving.  I only ate one dinner.  Half way through karaoke we said that we had to go if we wanted to catch the last train home, but Glenn told us to come back to his place for the night, so on we went singing like fools.  Afterwards the walk home was interesting.  It started with some more bonzais, then they tried to throw Glenn again, of course this time there were less of them and a lot more alcohol.  They ended up falling down on the catch, Glenn hit the side walk and one of his friends crashed through a barrier thing on the side of the road and ended up lying with his head out on the road.  After that all got straightened out and we got the evil eye from the karaoke guy for breaking his barrier thing we walked up the street for a bit so that one guy could grab a cab.  We ended up standing there for like half an hour even after the guy had his cab.  Glenn was just wobbling around pretending to box with his friends.  I guess now would be a good time to mention the gift that his boxing buddies gave him.  They fashioned a “heavy weight champion” belt out of some craft supplies.  Glenn was wearing this around his waist, it was quite entertaining from where I stood.  After everyone went their separate ways we walked back to Glenn’s apartment.  To his credit he made it all the way without support, and only lost a few articles of clothes along the way.  When we got back to the apartment he lasted about 30 seconds, we turned our backs and when we heard a thud, he was on the couch, out cold.  Wakako lent us some clothes and off to sleep we went.
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Monday September 20, 2004
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Today is a holiday (I think it is respect for the age day).  We woke up around 10:00, which was nice, I had expected not to sleep.  When we got up we had a little breakfast and then played some video games, I have actual proof that Nette played video games (and not the stupid penguin on the ice game).  We went out for lunch with Glenn and Wakako then headed our separate ways.  On the way to the train station we bought Brother Bear.  The ride home went fast because we slept most of the way.  Not much accomplished the rest of the day, except for watching Brother Bear.  I was a little disappointed with it, I thought it would be much better.
Tuesday September 21, 2004

Just an average day.  I ate lunch with on of the vice-principals, I think he really likes me.  We had our last volleyball practise today after school.  Nette was really late at school today so I just studied.

Wednesday September 22, 2004

Another average day.  When I got home I played with the kids for quite some time.  It was really fun.  They are starting to really open up to me, they are all openly grabbing my hand or sneaking up and “pushing me” in the back to scare me etc.  I still don’t know their names though, and that is kind of bugging me.  I taught them how to play ball tag and they really seemed to enjoy it.  Once again Nette was at school for ever.

Thursday September 23, 2004
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Today is another holiday (autumn equinox day), but no sleeping in today, for there is a volleyball tournament.  We went to my school at 8:30 in the morning, (I guess that is sleeping in for Nette).  When we got there is was just warming up and a bit of small talk.  Then when they wanted to get things started it got all serious.  We had to line up with our team and we bowed and the principal talked and we bowed some more, then they had to decide who would play first.  This was the funniest part, between the bowing and the talking there were three grown men playing rock paper scissors to determine who was going to play first.  When the game started they start with some practice play, each team sets up and they just play without keeping score for a while.  Then the game starts.  There were many different rules, some I had already been informed of, others I learned the hard way.  There are nine players per side, not the usual six.  There is no rotating, meaning that I had to jump on every single play because they played me on the offside to block the other team’s power hitter (I played every single game, meaning I had to jump every play for 5 games).  On one of those jumps I made an amazing block, the guy hit the ball and I managed to get up and right over the net so that I put the ball straight down in front of the hitter, but his is when I learned another 9-person rule.  Evidently you can not reach across the net.  In 6-person you can reach over as long as the other team has already touched it three times, in the 9-person you can not break the plane of the net under any circumstance.  Oh well.  The first game went really well, we won handily 21-12 and I had some really nice hits.  The second game we put on our subs and they moved me to power.  My first one or two hits were right on the money, so the other team started to throw a four person block at me.  I tried to cut the ball around the block and screwed up a couple of times, which resulted in some frustration and bad hitting to follow.  Eventually I got it back and just decided to go right at the block which worked fine because I jump much higher then them, but it was too late, we were down too much and ended up losing 12-21.  The third and deciding game against this team was a close one, I was put back to offside and my hitting role was reduced because our starters were back on.  The game came down to them being up 18-20, we managed to bring it back and tie it 20-20.  Back and forth it went until it was tied at 22.  The next serve was theirs, and dam it was a hard one.  Our passer shanked the ball, I chased it down and managed to get it up high enough for our [image: image30.jpg]


power to hit it.  He saved our buts are smashed the ball.  I gave a big fist thrust and let out a holler.  23-22, our serve.  Wimpy serve, very easily passed, they got it perfectly to their setter, and he made a perfect set, which actually worked out for me because with a perfect set I can set the perfect block.  Their power hitter went up, let loose on the ball and I canned him, straight down block, 24-22 game over.  I gave Rupert a run for his money with the scream I let out.  I flexed my whole upper body and celebrated like I just won the flippin’ world championship (which is pretty funny because I have not upper body to flex).  My team got really excited and they kept saying that they won because of me.  I made the finalblock, but I by no means won us the game.  It was after that that I found out that one of the gym teachers was telling everyone (before today) that we were going to win the tournament this year because of me, and that he had promised the principal that he would win it for him.  No pressure eh?  Ok, our next game did not have quite the dramatics that that first did, but we had to win to win the tournament because the first team we beat just beat this team in two straight.  We managed to win both games quite easily (anti-climatic eh, sorry about that).  It turns out that that 24-22 win made the difference in the tournament, if they had beaten us for those last two points, we would have lost the tournament.  So in essence, I made the block to give us the championship, I rock!  Just kidding, if I hadn’t completely botched the second game we wouldn’t have needed the drama.  After the final game was over we did a little more bowing and talking, then our team got a gift certificate to some book store or something.  Fun day, but it is only just after noon.  We went home, showered up, then went for some udon, after that we went into town to get some cookies etc for the young visitors we have coming on Saturday.  We ended up buying some really nice curtains to cover the bathroom and toilet windows (recall that they had windows on the actual door, so you could see inside).  Then we watched “The Postman” (Kevin Costner) it was actually quite good.
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Friday September 24, 2004

All I have done to day is play with this journal, lots of fun.  I also worked a bunch more on the Japanese study program.  After school I continued to work on the study program, Nette got involved (simply as a way to test herself).  And the night drifted away.  We also prepped the apartment, for tomorrow we get visitors.
Saturday September 25, 2004

[image: image32.jpg]


[image: image33.png]


We finished tidying the apartment then prepared for the kids to come over at 10:00 am (the neighbour’s suggestion).  We had no idea how many were coming, and we assumed the parents of the smaller ones would stay.  We got six kids and no parents, but before leaving, one of the parents was kind enough to tell us that the smallest two need help going to the washroom.  We started the movie and the kids watched for about….oh… five minutes.  They decided that running around the apartment was more fun.  So basically we just played around for 3 hours instead of watching the movie, but either way it was fun.  I took lots of pictures of the kids, and Nette got to learn a few games in Japanese.  One of the girls found Mr. Doggy, so he got into the mix as well.  None of the kids noticed when the movie was over, so I just put Lion King 2 on, and they kept on with what ever they were doing.  At one point one of the girls looked at me and said (in Japanese) “I have no idea what you just said, I don’t understand you”.  Luckily Nette was not too far away and over heard.  She explained to the girl that I don’t speak Japanese, and just as she can not understand me, I can not understand her.  Either way the girl didn’t really care, she just kept on playing.  By the end of it I was picking the kids up and swinging them around, then I was on the floor and holding them up with my feet.  That is when I slipped and dropped (quite slowly, luckily) Ayaka right on her noggin.  No tears, just a look of confusion “why did you do that” in her eyes.  Anyhow, she was fine and jumping around in another few minutes, and the mom didn’t seem to care at all when I told her.  After all the kids left we re-vacuumed, put all the pillow cases and blankets into the washing machine, and straightened the apartment back up.  Then it was back to work on the Japanese vocab tester.  Nette had a long nap, and we just vegged for the rest of the night with some “Friends”.
Sunday September 26, 2004

We decided to ride our bikes to Nette’s school today so that she could learn the route.  It took us 35 minutes each way, which is not bad, but it will get faster if she does it for a few weeks.  We figure the bike ride will save us $100/month, which will add up over the next year.  When we got home Nette watched a movie and I took a nap.  We then did some grocery shopping.  When we got home we started a list of “what we want to bring back with us”.  We figure the best Christmas gifts for us this year will come from the food isles of the price club.  Right around 6:00 we got a phone call.  The mother of one of the little girls was calling to let us know that she had prepared some stew and that she wanted us to have some.  Okay.  Down we went with our Tupperware in hand, she gave us enough to serve four.  Quite good.  When we got there her little girl looked up and said “I played at your house”.  Yes, yes you did.  I guess we have made a good impression on both the kids and their parents.

Monday September 27, 2004

I actually did some work today.  I decided to look through all the crap that was left by my predecessor.  Her lesson plans were not overly exciting, meaning that I will not have to try too hard (yay).  I made a list of potential lesson plans, and over the next week I intend on writing them up, I hope to have enough to cover the next two months.  I only teach two different classes, I have  total of 8 classes, but they are the same two, just repeated with different students.  Meaning that I only need two lessons per week.  Not too shabby.  (okay, I am lazy, it is now Friday and I have only done two lessons).  The rest of the day was once again lack lustre.  The kids didn’t even play outside so that part of the day was also boring.
Tuesday September 28, 2004

Tuesday was another typhoon day.  Pretty crazy, I got up and jogged from 7:00 to 7:30, then by 9:30 you could barely stand up outside the winds and rains were so strong.  Throughout the day I worked on lesson planning and improving the Japanese study program (the one that never gets used because I am having too much fun making it).  Once again the kids did not play, and Nette was out with Miki, so I goofed around on the computer.

Wednesday September 29, 2004

What a beautiful day today.  The weather was nice, the sun was out and there was no rain.  But I spent it inside doing lesson planning and studying.  When I got home the kids were at the front of the building.  I “talked” with them for a bit then headed upstairs to change.  I then went out back for some playtime.  We did the usual, volleyball etc, then I decided to try to teach them a game.  I taught them “くまさん、何時ですか。” “What time is it Mr. …  Bear” (so my vocabulary is limited, it was either that or Mr. Bird, or Mr. Horse).  It went over pretty well.  They eventually figured out to just take tiny steps and you will never get caught, so I had to adapt the rules, which I was surprised I could do not speaking Japanese and all.  Then I taught them red light green light.  I didn’t explain why we were yelling out colours, but they figured it out.  Nette came around the corner just as we started playing that one and she heard the Japanese word for traffic light.  In the evening we watched American Psycho.  Now that is a screwed up movie.
Thursday September 30, 2004

As month number two wraps up  I still have only spent 15 hours in class, and that includes 9 hours of doing my self intro.  I really don’t yet understand how they will work with me, it doesn’t seem as if the teachers want to assist in my planning at all.  No biggy, I will just plan and if they don’t like, tuff , I get paid no matter what.  I made version 3 of the Japanese study program, Nette had complained that she would not use it because she could not have it concentrate on a select number of words, so now you can tell it a range of numbers to select the random from.  Anyhow, I still don’t think she will ever use it, but again, I am enjoying doing it.  At 3:30 the teachers decided to have a volleyball practice.  I thought it was just going to be a fun, goof around type thing, but no, they actually did a practice.  What the hell are we practicing for?  The tournament is over, I don’t think we play again.  Oh well.  When I got home Nette was already there, she actually beat me home.  The evening drifted away as we watched “who wants to be a mill-yen-aire” (just kidding, but it was a Japanese, official, version of the same show as in the states).
