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Fall

The maple leaves begin to change
the colors swirl and twirl and fall. 
To fall onto the roots of the tree, 
destined to support it 
in death as in life
or into the river, flowing down and out of sight
away from everything 
they’ve known and seen. 
I feel the colors changing in me
the choice between roots and river 
altering and switching
constantly. 
How is a decision made? 
The other leaves descend so surely, 
dancing on their way. 
I watch the ones next to me,
how almost all choose the roots 
their excitement to contribute

Fall      
    Paige Turner
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Fall      
    Paige Turner

and be created once again
amongst the branches. 
Different and new. 
One of them chooses the river, 
their excitement as contagious
as the rustling of the breeze. 
We never see the difference, 
never see them born anew. 

I feel myself slipping, the fall begins. 
I cannot decide, but the wind cradles 
me 
and ushers me toward the end. 
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Instagram: @fle_spamtography
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“Who was the first Japanese to be appointed 
to the post of Director-General of UNESCO?” 
Reading the question, I smiled to myself as 
I marked “Matsuura Kōichirō” on my answer 
sheet, remembering the days leading up to 
today, when my colleagues and I quizzed each 
other on various topics. Just how many times 
you think we went through this question, I 
thought.

What was I doing, and how did it come to this, 
you asked?

  Half a year ago, the Office for World Heritage 
and Cultural Affairs where I work at Arao 
City Hall organised a free seminar on world 
heritage sites. Free knowledge? Count me in. 

Once a month over the period of four months, 
I spent one Sunday afternoon each month at 
the city library, learning about sites both in 
Japan and elsewhere. Some are familiar to me, 
but most are new, and especially since the 
seminar is conducted in Japanese. Nearing 
the end, there was an option to sign up for 
World Heritage examination, with various 
levels from 4, 3 to 2. There exists higher 
levels, but those come with the prerequisite of 
having taken the previous level, and were not 
being offered in this occasion. I did not sign 
up for the seminar thinking I would be signing 
up for an exam, but through some witchcraft, 
my colleague managed to rope me into taking 
level 3 along with two others.

  There was just one problem. I could not read 
the textbook.

I could read a line, only to stumble in the next. 
What probably take my colleagues half an 
hour to read, took me close to three hours, 
stopping every few words to look up history 
and cultural terms on the dictionary and on 
Google, occasionally extending to reading 
about related background knowledge that 
might be common knowledge to most 
Japanese, but does not ring a bell for me. I took 
me 26.5 hours over a period of 9 days to just 
read the 175-page book once. As surprising 
as it was to me myself though, it was…fun. It 
brought me back to my childhood, reading 
books about faraway places filled with wonder 
and amazement. Little did I know, the fun had 
just begun.

Before that, though, was the tedious work of 
going through the textbook again, and making 
excel-based flashcards out of them. Slightly 
over a week’s effort later, I had my flashcards, 
over 1,300 of them, and wondered how I will 
ever remember all these. Housework was 
reduced to the bare minimum, plans to go 
out were put aside, and, probably the hardest 
of all, play time for the new Pokémon game 
was severely limited. (Though I still squeezed 
in time to make it for the Charizard event ;)) 
Leading up to the exam, I clocked in 64 hours 
of studying over 4 weeks. I’m never doing this 
again!

  And then I started to feel the difference. 
When I reread the textbook, I could read it at 
an acceptable speed. When a friend said she 
went to Kumano, I knew what she was talking 
about. When there was talk at work about 
ruins of a castle, I knew where it was and who 
made it. The good thing about starting from a 
low place? The only way is up. Where we are 

64 Hours
 Veronica Vanessa
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used to face language barrier every day and function at less than our full capabilities (“Oh 
gosh I sound so dumb in Japanese,” “I’m so much smarter in English!”), going through this 
journey had given me a whole range of vocabulary and enlightened me to the differences in 
various sites in Japan (admit it, many shrines and temples look similar at first glance, and the 
second and third). At the same time as I learned about Japanese sites things that would have 
been common sense to people working at the Office for World Heritage and Cultural Affairs, 
my colleagues got more familiar with overseas world heritage sites. Now it was not just me 
trying to learn about Japan, they too, were learning about places more familiar to me. What a 
great team-bonding activity!

As my colleagues and I gathered after the exam over dessert at Joyfull to go over the questions, 
I felt a sense of achievement that for once, we stood on equal footing, talking about culture 
and history in Japanese.

Ever since then, not a workday has passed without my colleague mentioning *all of us* taking 
the next level’s exam in 2023. Indeed, it has been a fruitful journey, and I would be lying if I 
say I am not interested. As tiring as I got at the end of it all, I was really glad I did it, and would 
consider going through it again. But first, let me rest! 



(above) red Gate in KaGoshiMa - Matthew treceK

(Left) Mirror seLfie - Matthew treceK

Matthew Trecek
Instagram: @framing_matthew

Like many people, I developed countless surface-level 
hobbies during the lockdown many of which dwindled 
away over time. While the unfinished short stories and 
8-bit pop song covers remain in a long forgotten folder 
of my computer, one specific hobby made a triumphant 
return: film photography. 

Upon my realization that I would likely find a lot of 
support for photography enthusiasts in Japan, I dusted 
off my camera, bought some film, and packed it all 
neatly in my suitcase. Photos of my travels in Japan 
are much more interesting than whatever I was taking 
pictures of indoors... The following images are 8 shots 
from my 1986 Nikon FA film camera (proudly purchased 
2nd hand from Schiller’s in St. Louis, Missouri), all from 
the months of August, September, and October of 2022. 
I hope you all like this grainy aesthetic as much as I do.
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(above) Green Gate in KaGoshiMa - Matthew treceK

yatsushiro, KuMaMoto - Matthew treceK
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We now turn to Vetch, the neighbourhood trouper, and also the last moth in the 
100 metre perimeter he considers his domain. The creature has finally achieved 
his dream of becoming the lone star, the unsurpassable, unmistakable theatrical 
icon of Fukushomachi. Currently, he is revisiting a previously discarded draft of a 
somewhat self-inspired bit of spoken word:

as he sought more from the hand it fed him well
but his hunger did swell
and biting the hand was the only command 
his feverish soul could understand.

He jolts to the opposite end of his handcrafted auditorium, and with a flourish he 
procures a deck of cards, winces, then crumples to the floor. After the imagined 
applause has ceased, he angles his face away from the audience, while positioning 
himself for the imagined photographers. Smiling, he slowly turns to face the 
nearest of the inanimate beetles he has sat in an auditorium of staggered 
leaves, positioned so as to resemble the Alabama Theatre.

“And how do you like that for a declension, ole boy? You play the game and you 
bring about your own downfall, no matter the cards you’re given. Ha! Bitter is the 
precious root we chew on, indeed it is so!”
“...”
“…”
“Only thespians see the world as it really is, I fear…” he mutters to himself.

The moth survived the mass extermination that took place at the apartment 
complex on Sunday, as he was holding Mass down by the water. His attempts to 
baptise the dead carcasses of beetles he collected weeks ago were, as he would 
have us believe, extremely successful. He now confronts the newest convert, a 
half of a beetle found in the nearby parking lot. His victim was evidently treated 
unkindly in his last life, considering the gashes in the remainder of his shell. To 
Vetch’s chagrin, it seems the beetle—more so than the other dead beetles around 
him—was particularly unmoved by the sermon.

“Speak freely, foul beast! You wear apathy with a freshness yet unseen by mine 
eyes, yet I carry the suspicion that beneath that gossamer veneer of a smirk, you 
carry centuries of ancestral rot! Break free of your chains as I instruct you to do–
for receiving knowledge means truly to come into being, and those who remain in 
error do not really exist at all…”

Vetch has an inclination to harangue and proselytise, although only the dead 

Vetch
Julia Neely
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seem to be suitable catechumens for him. As all roads lead to Rome, all topics of 
conversation for the moth tend to veer towards, swerve around, and then crash in 
front of the ineffable. His nature being predisposed towards the extreme, his love for 
the narrative, and his participation in the Curculio Aesthetic Movement all, naturally, 
drew him to Catholicism. However, in reality, Vetch avidly propagates Gnostic belief to 
any corpse light enough to be carried to the congregation. He begins to sway gently, 
probing the semi-beetle with his antennae in efforts to find in him a dancing partner.

“I am sorry for my outburst. I was a different person then, but now, I’m back. Surely, yes, 
I’m back. Did you know Luna moths cannot eat? They have no mouths with which they 
could…Do they ever wonder...Do they notice–”

He frowns, but continues rocking back and forth. A soft melody rises from the sound 
of the nearby creek. He shuts his eyes tight as his swaying becomes more erratic and 
wild, turning into what could only be described as an entirely uncontrolled lurch.

“The melody of life, a symphony just for me, the chorus of my thoughts which are mine 
alone! Truly the path less taken must be a curious one, but the path taken alone is 
undoubtedly the greatest mystery, for it shall always only be known by one! I find that 
if one i—”

The melody stops. A voice comes from 
beneath Vetch’s makeshift sanctuary, 
somewhere along the creek 
bed.

“Hello?” 

“...”

“I heard you speaking up here, and 
was hoping to find some company. It 
has been me and my violin for quite 
some time now, and I worry that it 
hasn’t been good for our mentals.”

“Your what?”

Vetch betrays his position by questioning the stranger’s grasp of the English language.

“Ah! I knew I could not be hearing things. I always carry with me a healthy dose of 
suspicion when it comes to unknown auditories. Otherwise, I’d be having conversations 
with the sky and hearing my violin play itself before I knew it!”

Vetch’s frown returns and comfortably settles onto his face. Not only is he vexed by the 
stranger’s misuse of another word, but he is troubled by his misguided impression that 
he had been the one producing the tune to which he had been swaying. He senses that 
the stranger and him should not get along very well.
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“Sir...I don’t thi—”

The stranger’s face crests over the small mound of dirt that was separating the 
two, and Vetch gasps at the sight. A terrifyingly beautiful beetle approaches him, 
instrument in hand. Vetch’s search for a cantor for his congregation could be coming 
to a close today. Everyone, but no one more than Vetch, knows that the cantor must 
be the most attractive beetle in the sanctuary.

“Ah, yes, hello old friend. You have a beautiful way about you. Might I ask...out of 
curiosity, do you sing much?”

The beetle aggressively vocalises:

“Why of courseeee, my friend, I dooo!”

Vetch smothers a frown and forces a smile. He cannot afford to be picky in this life 
anymore.

“And how excellent this is. I have missed music in my life for far too long. One cannot 
enjoy music in solitude like he can in good company.”

“It is so, it is so indeed! Shall I play us a tune? I’ll just sit over here with th—oh, my.”

The stranger now has had the proselytes in his peripheral vision, and turns to fully 
face them.

“And who might these unmoving fellas be, and for why are they positioned so, dear 
boy?”

Vetch senses his company is wary of the congregation. Why he should be wary 
Vetch cannot understand, but he seeks to use the most neutral of wording in efforts 
to avoid arousing any suspicion.

“You see, these lovely friends of mine...have found a home here. They want for 
nothing, as they have found everlasting companionship in me through our shared 
positionality in a higher plane of existence. Why should they move about—where 
could they wish to be but here? I exist as a vessel, you see. Imagine the Great 
Narrative, the story that tells all stories, as a denim jacket. I am the bedazzle gun in 
this scenario. Through song and dance, my glue, and the power of embellishment, 
my jewel, I seek to share the greater truths of this life with grace and ornamentation. 
As a musician, surely you understand my path.”

The beetle is a simple, simple creature, and thus Vetch’s deflecting is successful.

“But of course, my brother.”

“Shall you join us tonight for dinner? Have you a proclination towards the intellectual, 
the cerebral? Our colloquies rarely disappoint if one is looking for the ultimate form 
of thespianism coupled with the sweet, ambrosian knowledge of a world beyond 



17

YOKA

ours. Do join us, good sir. We’d be honoured to have you.”

“I’d be delighted to join, my friend. I haven’t eaten in quite some time. Yes, quite 
some time…Would you do me the honour of telling me your name?”

“…Vetch. Just Vetch.”

“Ah, of course, the given name. Can I ask your real name, sir Vetch?” “If you must…”
“I feel I must…”

“Spodoptera frugiperda, it is.”

“Ah! I see…Of course! You carry a...certain charm unlike the creatures of this area. 
Yes, your disposition is exceptionally American… … positively Western. You seem to 
enjoy a healthy dose of oration and...a spectacle here and there. How wonderful…”

Vetch fails to see through the beetle’s pained smile and forced charity, as he himself 
had never been able to find anything wrong with these descriptors. Regardless, 
he, as always, feels the urge to demonstrate his great talent and societal worth as 
an entertainer. It looks like it’s time for a show.

“Do you dance, good man?”

“Not if I can help it, nay. I prefer to provide the tune and enjoy myself in a more 
stationary manner.”

Vetch, facing away from the stranger, frowns again. Suddenly, he thrusts his wings 
out flat, forcing his face to the ground. He glides in a circle around the beetle, 
smiling softly into the dirt, only breaking his grin to cast a few cursory glances 
at the stranger. The beetle looks somewhat fascinated, and also a bit woozy, but 
nonetheless he begins to play a sombre, dragging tune to accompany Vetch’s 
performance. Vetch jerks to a stop rather ungracefully, glowers at the beetle, and 
when the music does not let up, he resorts to releasing quite an unattractive, shrill 
note.

“That’s the spirit, ole boy, there it is! Lovely harmony, good man! How sweet is 
the fruit of life, even as it rots from inside! Such a life I thought to be positively 
chimerical...so dreamy, is it not?”

This disconcerts Vetch beyond consolation, and the stranger was not offering 
anyway. Language, while certainly flexible, has its limits, as does Vetch. It seems 
the beetle discovered them rather easily. The moth’s exceptionally shallow capacity 
to endure the presence of another has run dry.

“I never dream, but I know enough to sense that you are of the nightmarish kind. 
You enter my sanctum, you presume to eat my food, engage with my congregation, 
dim my spotlight, and worst of all, interrupt a performance done for you alone, all 
without consequence. You, sir, are behaving in a manner entirely unfit for a proper 
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gentleman.”

Vetch glides over to the beetle, whose expression seems dazed, as though he were 
perhaps not entirely in the moment with Vetch. Using his head, the moth begins to 
castigate the beetle with theatrical thumps to the back.

“Insolent!” Thump. “Impudent!” Whack. “ “Impertinent...rat!”
The beetle stumbles a bit towards the edge of the hill, facing the creek as he attempts 
to regain his balance. Vetch backs away, bewildered by the beetle’s sudden change in 
attitude. The stranger drops his violin, then, no longer able to bear the weight of his 
body, collapses next to the instrument. He begins to murmur with his eyes fixed on the 
violin, while Vetch traipses over to observe the now entirely immobile critter.

“I suppose...it’s been long enough. Let’s...watch the sky. Let’s watch the sky. Let’s watch 
the sky. Let’s wat–”

“You said that thrice already.”

Vetch, who cannot leave well enough alone, is also unable to deny the compulsion to 
antagonise. The beetle seems to have not heard him, though. He is now facing the sun, 
holding the violin while gripping a handful of dirt on his right.

“You and I have seen it all—nay, we may not have seen it all, but we have seen enough. 
I hadn’t realised how long it had been. Perhaps I could have eaten and prolonged our 
journey, but this hill is as good as any to die on, dear friend. Let us rest and await the 
next journey. I shan’t worry about tomorrow.”

Vetch watches cautiously, as he has not yet realised that the beetle is talking to the 
violin. The beetle closes his eyes, but continues the conversation. He pauses, listening 
with great attention to something inaudible to Vetch.

“A grand idea that is, dearest companion of mine! You already know my request. You’ve 
known it all along. Give me Samuel Barber and give it to me quickly, for I feel myself 
slipping away.”

A tentative, sorrowful melody reaches the ears of both Vetch and the beetle. The beetle 
is motionless, his posture slowly relaxing as he crosses from the fleeting world into the 
Elsewhere. Vetch finally registers the reality of the situation in full, discerning that the 
beetle had perished after a few half-hearted kicks to the gut failed to rouse the creature.

“There shall be no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any 
more pain: 
for the former things have passed away…”
“…” “...”

“Well, that was certainly abrupt. Ought I to feel guilty for what I am about to do? I 
wonder…”

Vetch stomps on the violin until the music ceases to play. He hauls the recently 
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deceased back over to the congregation, preparing a new leaf for the convert of the 
day. The beetle is propped up with his arms out, holding the broken violin. Vetch enjoys 
pushing the beetle’s hands around the violin a bit until pieces of the bug begin to fall 
off. He backs away, accepting his work as sufficient with a nod, then approaches the 
centre of the auditorium.

“A tune of my own, now!”

An entirely new song begins. Vetch returns to his fervent, turbulent dance. He jerks 
and jolts around the congregation, offering his hand to the cheeks of the awestruck-to-
the-point-of-silence audience. 

“Your beauty is unmatched when you dance!” 

“Your grace is on another level!”

“We love you!”

The melody crescendos and Vetch quivers in excitement as he soars above the 
congregation. He laughs without meaning to—the elation is almost too much for him 
to bear. His congregation is complete! The sun is just beginning to rise as the music 
starts to fade, but Vetch continues to fly upwards. Light breaks through the clouds, and 
Vetch halts his ascension, hovering over his sanctuary.

“But, in truth, I have wept too much! The dawns are heartbreaking. Every moon is 
atrocious and every sun bitter. Acrid love has swollen me with intoxicating torpor O let 
my keel burst! O let me go into the sea!”

As he finishes borrowing the words of Arthur Rimbaud for his final monologue—ever 
the unoriginal critter, even in his own requiem—he takes a final flap of the wings and 
then stills. The descent takes far less time than his flight up did. Far from a clean 
landing, Vetch makes contact first with the wooden pulpit he fashioned hastily before 
his first sermon, caroming from there straight into the newest proselyte. They both 
hit the ground, disturbing the dust around them and creating a cloud around the 
congregation. As the dust settles around them, a new voice breaks through the 
cloud:

“That was, by far, the weirdest dude I’ve ever met.”

The half-beetle rolls off of his leaf, and struggles towards the horizon.

“Best to get on with it, then.”

He rolls down the hill, with a familiar looking parking lot in his sights.
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The red bird is a Daurian Redstart. It comes back to Japan between 
mid Oct to winter. This one is the lil boy who lives in my garden, I 
called him Jobi-kun, as his japanese name is ジョウビタキ. It is part 
of the ヒタキ (old world flycatchers) family. It announces winter is 

coming.

The brown bird is a Grey-streaked Flycatcher, in the same family 
of the old world flycatcher. His Japanese name is エゾビタキ. “Ezo” 
referring to Hokkaido, meaning coming from the North, even though 
it comes from Siberia every fall. There is only three to two weeks 
when you can see them throughout Japan, as they are migrating to 
the tropical countries to winter. They are an iconic autumn bird in 

Japan.

I watched the eclipse from the Seiwa observatory, considered one of 
the best spots to see it. There were no clouds, fortunately.

Instagram:

@plumesetmerveilles
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Hand Painting at the International 
Friendship Festival

Lily Nguyen

Armed with a paintbrush in hand, I felt like a 
superhero with the power to bring anything to life—well, 
anything within the range of my limited color palette, that 
was.

“I can paint anything you want, anything you can 
imagine!” I said, smiling to the young boy sitting across 
the table. “Your favorite anime and video game characters, 
animals, flowers, world flags…really, anything is fine!” 

The boy considered his choices carefully before shyly 
requesting a hand painting of Pikachu. Taking his hand and 
dipping my brush into the yellow paint, I replied, “Of course, 
Pokémon are my specialty!

Just one week prior, I had attended a volunteer 
information session for the 27th Kumamoto International 
Friendship Festival. The festival is an annual Kumamoto 
City tradition sponsored by the Kumamoto International 
Foundation. The event celebrates the prefecture’s cultural 
diversity and encourages visitors to learn about and engage 
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with new cultures. The information session would detail to 
us volunteers instructions on how to man the various booths 
and tables featured at the festival, including cultural dances, 
music, games, clothing, and bazaars. Additionally, this year the 
festival aimed to raise donations for charities in Ukraine.

Coming from the islands of Kamiamakusa, I was caught in traffic on the 
hour-long drive to the city and struggled to find nearby parking. When I finally 
got to the 

meeting 30 minutes late, I spotted two fellow Amakusa Assistant Language 
Teachers (ALTs) in the crowded room filled with chattering groups of 
volunteers. “Sorry I’m late! The drive was crazy. What did I miss?”

“Actually, I’m not too sure…I also got here late,” said Elijah sheepishly. 
“Ryan, what’d we miss?”

“Well, I don’t know how, but I accidentally went to the wrong meeting! I 
have no idea what it was for, but they made me pay ¥500 and gave me some 
pamphlets before I got the feeling I wasn’t supposed to be there…so I also 
literally just got here.”

         “So none of us knows what’s going on?!” I asked exasperatedly. 

Luckily, one of the organizers, an eccentric Japanese woman dressed 
head to toe in vivid colors and bold geometric patterns, noticed our distress 
and came over to assist us. “Call me Yoko…Yoko Ono!” she said, laughing at 
her own joke, and she gestured towards the back of the room. “Your group is 
over there.” 

To our surprise, we had all been assigned to work the hand painting 
booth together. I had worked as a volunteer face painter just once in high 
school, but Ryan and Elijah had no previous experience with hand painting. I 
hoped that our meeting mishaps did not foreshadow the beginning of a bumpy 
road ahead of us as we ventured into the unknown world of hand painting.

One week later, we stood in Sunroad Shinshigai, watching the festival’s 
morning preparations unfold, a flurry of folding tables, chairs, duct tape, and 
multilingual shouting as volunteers dashed about the shopping arcade. We 
pinned on our name tags, rolled up our sleeves, prepared our paints and water 
cups, and nervously sat down to wait for our first patron. 

“I don’t feel prepared for this at all,” groaned Elijah. “At least you got the 
whole artist look going on with the beret, Lily.”

“Well, I’m still amazed at the fact that the event organizers assigned 
Japanese volunteers to the ‘American games’ booth and not us, the actual 
Americans!” I replied, giving a side-eye at the cornhole game set up nearby. 

Our hand painting tables were situated in front of the main stage, giving 
us the perfect view of all the musicians, dancers, and performers that day. At 
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Kumamoto International Friendship Festival. Afterwards, a growing number 
of curious visitors began streaming into the arcade. Soon, the seats at our 
tables were filled.

It took a few hand paintings for me to initially gain my confidence. 
My first client was a local high school girl. She sat down in front of me 
and pointed at the chart of world flags lying on my table. “I want to do 
Australia.”

Thinking the student wanted to paint her own hand, I told her she 
was free to go ahead. She looked at me expectantly. I quickly glanced 
behind my back to check if she was looking at someone else, but there was 
no one there. I turned back. “You want me to do it?! Are you sure?!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” She replied, throwing her hand out towards me.
With slightly trembling hands, I slowly and carefully painted the red 

and white stripes and stars of Australia’s flag onto her hand with a thin 
brush, and we made small talk about our lives in the meanwhile. Then with 
a thicker brush, I added the solid blue rectangular background. 

“What do you think?” I nervously asked. The small canvas space 
had severely limited the amount of detail I could include in the painting; 
Australia’s white stars looked more like white blobs, in my opinion.

To my surprise, she grinned widely. “So cute! It’s totally perfect!” 
Then, wanting to practice her English, she added, “Like my husband!”

“Eh?! Your husband is Australian?!”

“Ah! No, no, no!” She pulled out her phone and showed me her 
lockscreen. “Cute like my husband!”

I looked closer and laughed at the image: a K-pop idol from a famous 
boy group flashing a peace sign. “I see what you mean! Thank you!”

Witnessing the elated faces of the guests increasingly gave me 
confidence, and each time I picked up my paintbrush, I gained more and 
more surety in my work.

Elijah, Ryan, and I quickly realized that we had the best role in the 
festival. Whereas other volunteers stood awkwardly with stacks of flyers 
in their hands, trying to grab the attention of uninterested passersby, we 
were able to sit down with people and to learn more about each other, 
exchanging stories from our lives.

 We met a variety of faces throughout the event, from little toddlers 
speaking broken Japanese to wise elderly folks with wrinkled hands. Not 
only did we meet native Japanese people who had lived in Kumamoto 
all their lives, but we also met international students and citizens from 
countries around the world. Every hand painting request provided a unique 
channel for me to get to know my client and what was important to them. 

 An ALT from Nagasaki requested the flag of her homeland, Germany.

 A high school girl with dreams of traveling to Europe in the future, the 
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Icelandic flag.

 A recently arrived international student wanted both 
the Vietnamese and Japanese flags together, to symbolize 
love for his native land and love for his new home.

A particularly enthusiastic man went around to every 
single volunteer hand painter, asking for the flag of each 
person’s country. He had amassed quite the collection 
before he was satisfied with his painted arms, including the 
flags of Japan, China, Canada, and the United States.

 An elderly woman in a plaid yellow suit asked me for 
the flag of Mauritania, but even after I had finished painting, 
she continued to sit with me, sharing stories of her life in 
Kumamoto. Although secretly I couldn’t quite pick up every 
word she was saying, her joy was infectious, and in turn, I 
shared with her my desires for life. I was shocked when she 
began applauding me. “Those are wonderful dreams. You 
will have a bright future.”

 Many children and young adults requested 
Anpanman, Sanrio, Chiikawa, Pokémon, and other cartoon 
characters. Though some character names were easy to 
recognize, like Pikachu’s, other character names in Japanese 
completely differed from their English counterparts, and 
in some rare cases, I had never even heard of the name 
before. Luckily, the older children could pull up reference 
images for me to copy. One young child, however, requested 
a Pokémon with a name that completely stumped me. 
Suddenly, the mother had a stroke of genius and pulled 
out a flyer for the brand-new Pokémon games. The toddler 
pointed to a picture of a puppy Pokémon made out of bread.

 “Oh, I know that Pokémon! In English, their name 
is Fidough! So in Japanese, it’s called Papimocchi? That’s 
cute!”

 As the day went on, the arcade was filled with 
an increasing number of people with painted hands. I 
couldn’t help but to study the hands of every passing 
child.

I turned to Ryan and Elijah. “We can’t stop until 
every hand in this arcade is painted! Let’s encourage 
people to come over and get a free hand painting!”

Some of my guests came to me because they 
had seen my artwork on other client’s hands and 
wanted the same painting. Other times, a child with 
an already finished hand would get jealous of a 
sibling’s painting and ask for a second design, one on 
each hand. My most popular and requested design 
was of the Pokémon Piplup, or Pochama in Japanese. 
By the end of the day, I was proud of the efficiency 
and speed at which I could paint an adorable 
miniature Piplup, an extremely useful skill I hope to 
use in my future career someday. 

eliJah Kelly 
- LiLy nGuyen

alt ryan Moraga disCussing logistiCs   
with event coordinator yoKo - LiLy nGuyen



Although we began the day with apprehension 
at the unknown challenges ahead of us, we ended with 
satisfaction at how enjoyable and fulfilling our work was.

“I definitely want to come back and work at the hand 
painting booth next year!”

“Me too, like seriously.” 

“Let’s keep our calendars open for it!”

“And in the meantime, we can spend the year 
memorizing the names of Pokémon in Japanese and 
perfecting our painting skills.”

“I kind of want to do it again sooner than next year 
though…”

“Well…the local government is trying to get more 

families to move to Amakusa…what better way to attract families than with 
hand painting?”

“Yes! We can start a hand painting business! People can hire us for 
events, and we’ll offer free hand paintings for their guests!”

“We could even put out a tip jar. Say, a suggested donation of ¥100 per 
painting?”

“With an average of five minutes per painting, we would be 
making…¥1200 per hour…” 
 
 “...”

“...”

“Well, it’s not about the money anyways! It’s about bringing joy to 
people’s lives!”

“Yeah!”

“Let’s go pitch our business idea to the government right away!”

various hand Paintings

- LiLy nGuyen



baMboo LiGhts - KuMaMoto castLe Grounds - Kt setLhodi

baMboo LiGhts - KuMaMoto castLe Grounds - Kt setLhodi

sidewaLK heart - KuMaMoto city 
- Kt setLhodi

(below) 
teddy with XMas hat - cafe in KiKuhi - Kt setLhodi

(above) 
wheat pLantinG - 
KiKuhi - Kt setLhodi

(below) 
baby carrots harvest - 
KiKuhi - Kt setLhodi
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The Instinct of a Moth
Written by: 
Aliza Reitsma

Dedicated to:
The Moth who got singed

When an eclipse of moths flutter 
with whispers of a spark,
it is in their nature to take flight 
towards the light.
Every now and again a moth might 
find something more than a spark, 
something more even, than a flame.
It’s what appears to be the glittering 
of an iridescent chandelier,
something like 
glowing moon rays on water
or dappled sunlight on autumn leaves.
That’s how bright it seems;
how inviting, how lovely, how perfect, 
for a moth.
To forego chasing the shimmering 
rainbows through a waterfall,
however appealing, 
in favor of what appears to be a grander, 
more spectacular form 
of brilliance. 
The instinct of a moth is not 
to pursue the light, 
but rather to be drawn towards it- 
helplessly, hopelessly, happily, 
blinded by it. 
So when a moth reaches a light, 
it might be enchanted by the sight. 
It might flit closer,
encouraged by the warmth it’s been told 
to expect.  
Yet in its anticipation, 
it flies too close, 

like Icarus to the sun, 
it sears its wings. 
Except,
Icarus had a warning and

the moth 

did not.

So when the moth falls to the flame, 
it isn’t its own fault,
for even instincts cannot block out
the blazing radiance of a fiery sun.

And not every moth in an eclipse 
gets singed;

often just the one,
before the rest smell the danger,

mourn the loss,

and mindfully 

flutter on.
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