
This month brought new experiences such as 

teacher health checks (think an annual physical), 

trips outside of Kumamoto City to Fukuoka Prefec-

ture and Uto City. There are definitely many days, I 

can feel my foreigner status, particularly when it 

comes to the challenge of navigating life in Japa-

nese. 

Summer vacation will start this week and because 

of my position, I have the time off. So far, I have a 

trip to Tokyo planned to meet with the director of 

the Asia/Pacific region for the ELCA followed by 

playtime. I am also going to explore what I can of 

Kumamoto Prefecture and try out the public trans-

portation system while I have time to get lost. I con-

tinue to study Japanese and do my best to pay at-

tention to the world around me. 

I have had another month of deepening my re-

lationships with Oe Church. Pastor Morita has 

what we in the ELCA would call a two point par-

ish. He also serves Uto Church, a tiny congre-

gation with about 4 or 5 members in a suburb 

30 minutes south of Kumamoto. A number of 

Oe members went there a couple of Sundays 

ago to worship and do some landscape cleanup 

as the members of Uto Church are older.  

Here lies one my biggest cultural differences so 

far. This particular Sunday was quite hot with a 

heat advisory. As a native Texan, I can’t tell you 

why we started the landscape cleanup around 

12:30 pm as opposed to earlier or later in the 

day.  

I have also eaten with different members in 

smaller groups this month, which has been ab-

solutely lovely. As I said last month, I love eat-

ing. Favorite dishes include: all kinds of noo-

dles, tonkatsu, yakiniku, and syabusyabu. 

News from Nihon* 

      *Nihon or Nippon is the Japanese way of saying Japan. 

My mask did not stay on long while cleaning up clippings. It 

was too hot for that. 

Trip to Fukuoka Prefecture 



The phrase below means “good morning.” If you use both words, you 

are using the polite version. If you only use the first version, you are 

using the more casual form. You say it when you first see someone 

during the day, at least before noon. When I come to school in the 

mornings, there is a continuous stream of this phrase as I exchange 

this greeting with every coworker and student I pass in the halls. I 

would say this is different in the U.S. because there are times I natu-

rally feel inclined to pass in silence, but that is not the cultural norm, 

at least not when you are both part of the same school. There does 

seem to be silent passing on the street.  

おはよう（ございます）。  

(in Hiragana, the simpler of the Japanese character systems) 

Ohayoo (gozaimasu).  

(in Romaji, the Romanized version of Japanese) 

Ohayō gozaimas—The first word almost sounds like Ohio, with the 

emphasis on the second o, while the u at the end of the second word 

is silent. 

 

Prayer Requests 

 Please pray for   

everyone traveling 

over the upcoming 

summer break,    

including my           

upcoming trip to   

Tokyo. 

 As someone who 

has treated, but on-

going depression 

and anxiety, please 

pray that I will man-

age this extended 

time without routine 

during summer 

break. 

Living in a new country can have unexpected consequences. When I 

first moved here, Paul-san, an employee of JELA, helped me get set up 

in my apartment. JELA is an NGO in Japan, and in my life, they own my 

apartment building. I know and vaguely remember that Paul explained 

how to pay my utility bills before he went back to Tokyo where he lives. 

In the time between his explanation and my receiving the bills, I had 

coronavirus for a second time. By the time I stopped procrastinating 

dealing with an unknown piece of life, I had a stack of bills I didn’t un-

derstand with which I needed to deal. The other J3 in Kumamoto, Han-

nah, was very helpful in explaining, which piece of the bills to take to the 

convenience store to pay.  

Here’s the reason I am telling you this story. I went into the convenience 

store with a pile of unpaid bills and the clerk started entering them into 

the computer. He looked up at me and asked, “Lutheran?” “Um, yes,” I 

replied. “School teacher?” “Yes at Kyushu Gakuin.” He knew I was Lu-

theran and a school teacher by my pile of unpaid utility bills. He has 

worked there long enough that I am not the first person who has 

brought him such a problem. I can’t help but laugh that his first question 

wasn’t about my job as a school teacher, but rather, “Lutheran?” 

At Kyushu Gakuin, everybody seems to have survived exams. The 

schools had several days of class matches, where each grade level’s 

homerooms competed in dodgeball and volleyball and swimming. 

Dodgeball in Japan is different than I remember from when I played in 

school with one ball and you can be attacked from both sides of the 

court. 


