Transcultural Studies

Newsletter

Ne 7

Spring 2022

D7 L Df5E Eos Rk
The World From My Window

Special Collaboration with Waseda University
Hitomi Yoshio
featuring

JCulP students

& alumni
AR EEN
WRED D B FE EAR En




Transcultural Studies Newsletter N2 7
Spring 2022






b7- L oW

Foa

WESE X SCHEH O UL RS ic BB L, Zoefbic/g@ Lz, K% - K
R RELICHB L, BE2MELTECwAads, BE, HiEg¥a—
ATKREGEREL T 2 bz Licid, ZInbimf oS kER G L 5 icillx
b THB,

b Lk, INEED & E Lol [=EE] 25A T, PEH#RO
HEICHN, B0 2icHERo TZEE] 25 AT BLRz2MiEL
k3L Boz =it bhoTwd X [ZEE o Tth 3,
R BHIROGIPIRIT— RO AR & D FIC i, 2 ~ABRE W, L
L. KR¥FIC A2 == NOEICIR, WEZE <A 7 ZTEROMEY T E 258 % il
i, BEAEHOFKESEESEBA LT EINTEY, THEK] (O
57 AHT) LI FTEIHS AVESE D X, BRI Nz MHBT AL,
—ICTANL P EZLTVEDS, 2DZATH B,

RFICIZE D LTHERAF D 722 o 72 DTy ZREERR T IS =2 235 fifi
T CREE L 72 WEBE O T R E Wz, HEEF I, ZH
EEAY I L CHEICHEEZFEOH D S 0, MBI E R & LD
WREENF, ZEERZEMET 25 I RV, FENRICTZ L, ZEHE

FATHHLL B BE20LTHAH, BE, ZDOIAHITo Tz KE



D IZEE] W T —b%25FThELIE—EbPo-I ARV, 20
CBLAERIIZT, 32— XADnLT — L2027 28 b H o,
FZER R TR LT & v ) BB RS 2 d - 7,

KB, ZEEERTR AL, —OHOBEDOHEE Lz, BB,
e (] off i@z d-z00, Hy - BERIKE W) SENEET 212
il o T [H] LWIHIEROBY HEMY Ieh oD TH D,
AT &, [ 2EAET 27201, BEE»ShTNE RS R
WZ EEHloT, b)) YHEEmXEEFEEKRAZI LT, HES—DOE LK
S572Dhb Lk,

Z 2T MREE] 22RLAa80, HHAORELZINBEZTRE L VIR
il ﬂbfk%f%bto%otf%u M b Lo, [MEEER O X L F
Bl LWIHIKRELI LT, &V HATERDIFIIITREL 72, KEX
fERFICEB L 22103, ZERMRUICE Y . #ERABREICRA L 72 8K
MELHRL - REAZI L A2, [ZEBEOREL (411l 2L,
FT2L, BHLAVDLDT, —DDMFEAKRD B L &6k 2 MEEHMI AT
h, BEEPZALERONEERZBRE L= AV, 2% [BEICE T 5 [E
HEFK] O] i, IHICEETDIAANNTH o 1-F B R EE L
B CHEAERS RIS L x S HERESR] & HER] e
O 7=, SIE, MRHE TR TWBEDIE, ThThH 3,

BRECE > T2 613, HETZCHBELEZCEbH Y [HHFE] ok
LA, [TEwEE] o e iEO R & v [EHEE] opOnak & FERE
TOfFMEEZ T L0 72Ig0, FERRTW I i fRichz2b 0 e LT, il
FE] LIS EREL. ZTOBRICIRENLREEN 2> 2 EHROHEH
HifF % cpubic TTF P E ] ok e T3F]. TH#FE] csu s e o
by o, XL IERT 222U [THIPE] KT 3 0¢%e
R - TT B E ) s 2/Nat e R - [T APE ] cB i 25022 R
Al #ELz, 2O, ZEEZSCO A o2b I TIRARL, ZEEL Y A
MEAE] #EF L, ZEEROEREGO D & T, BFETOS Y HEH X
776

ZIREo72DD, v TOVIIA4AFERTH L, bk [TiFiEE
(7ZELHv)] il MRT) FBERE S o 7o, BlER [T Z2Hiic
TR vy XFrEX (182) 210 3 LERT 3, HEHROFEHEEED
ﬁ%ﬁ%bfhéﬂ%?l@$i%éx\E%Oifé@ﬁ&ﬁémbt
. EiRADOTH B,

SEEPOIBE - 72b 7 Lo, BHED ZEEEZPLICE STV 3,



The World From My Window

Special Collaboration with Waseda University

Hitomi Yoshio
featuring
JCulP students

& alumni

The World From My Window (TWFMW) project is a record of the global
pandemic and lockdown of 2020, when everything about our daily lives
seemed to change overnight. We were suddenly confined to our homes and
estranged from our friends and classmates, and even our closest family
members. The project brings together voices from around the world in the
form of stories and poems, as we lived through this pandemic in an acutely
individual, yet collective way. It's been two years since the world experienced
this collective trauma, and as we begin to emerge from the nightmare with the
arrival of vaccines, we realize that the way we see the world outside our
windows may never be the same.

In November 2020, in the midst of the pandemic, I invited my journalist
friend Elizabeth Coll to my “Global Tokyo” seminar to talk about this project,
and she created a special video in conversation with the co-founder Dan
Boyden and artistic designer Karoline Sato. From this conversation grew a
special collaboration with TWFMW and our students at JCulP, some of whom
have now graduated. We wanted to showcase the voices of students, who
were dispersed around the world during the pandemic year as classes went
online—in various cities in Japan, and in countries such as China, Korea,
Taiwan, Vietnam, Philippines, Indonesia, Singapore, Kazakhstan, Morocco,
France, United Kingdom, and the United States. Here you will read letters

from some of those places — a view from their windows.

Homepage: https://www.theworldfrommywindow.com/



Arina Simonova (Astana, Kazakhstan)
Pure Beauty

One early morning, using grocery shopping as a reason to go out I felt a
strange feeling in my nose and lungs, as if I am in the forest outside the city
breathing in pure oxygen from plants and trees. In the middle of spring, when
mud from melting snow was everywhere, the air of the capital was never so
clean and easy to breathe. It seeped in through the invisible holes of the
medical mask, bringing the best pleasure for the body not seeing nature for a
while. There was no one around me, the sky purely blue and it seemed like
birds returned for the new season. The road in front now looked like the
zombie scene that we laughingly watched in cinema so many times.

By the eyes of the isolated, the scene was lifeless and hopeless, but when I
looked at a piece of fresh cigarette on the ground, I knew that someone was
on the same spot as I am and dropped yet smoldering tobacco on the road.
“This isn’t an abandoned city” - told the voice inside me and the things
around began to come to life, bursting with memories of people moving,
leaving footprints, touching door handles, gazing at waking from winter trees.
And so I took the step forward, leaving the traces of mine and disturbing the

silence of the new, unknown alien world that we are gradually adjusting to.

Anais Chene (Nanjing, China)
To Become a Superhero

Back when I was in my quarantine hotel room in Nanjing, I watched the
world move on from my window without me in it. Everyday people walked
their dogs without me, got drunk without me, offended women without me,
earned money without me, broke hearts without me. I wondered, what’s my
role in all of this?

Fourteen days are an eternity stuck in an eight square meter. I binged eight
seasons of Friends in fourteen days. One day I walked 54 steps, or I could say,
I peed four times—my daily contribution to society.

But fourteen days are nothing to save the world.

Remember when you dreamed of becoming a superhero? Dressed in a
crappy homemade costume and standing proudly in it, we all thought we

could be the savior of this vulnerable world. Imagine telling your six-year-



old-self that you have now become the hero you dreamed of, you would be
so proud of you.

If you have not yet realized your accomplishment, here’s how to become a
superhero in 2020, and from now on too.

Stay at home. Understand the impact of your individual actions on the
collective. Alone together, we can all be the masked superheroes our younger
selves looked up to, though the mask may vary from what we had in mind.
Travel in your imagination, let your mind take you on surreal adventures,
forge legends in time and write them down. Do all of that on your couch.

Did you know that it was this easy to make a change?

Himari Semans (Saitama, Japan)
Tainted

A girl, or a woman? She herself doesn’t know which she is. 19 years old in
Japan is considered underage, but if youre a girl and 16 and above, the
government wants you to marry and have babies.

She’s not the window gazing type. She avoids the window. Facing East so
that it pours in all shades of gold each morning, the window of her bedroom
is a place she dreads. Clear glass with no curtains. As generously big as the
top of a table seating six. The transparency and dimension add to dread.

What is dreadful is sometimes forgotten, and is remembered when
accidentally noticed. She too, forgets to avoid her window, and sees what
other eyes don’t. Other eyes, looking out her window, would see landscape.
Her eyes, see the past that never leaves.

Other eyes would see a telephone pole and the street light strapped onto it.
Her eyes see the nights he walked her home and held her underneath the
dusty-white street light.

Other eyes would see a concrete road running parallel to the window. Her
eyes see the place where she raised her middle finger to another person for
the first time, and afterwards asked for forgiveness and begged not to be sent
to hell.

Other eyes would see a side walk stained with blue spray paint. Her eyes
see the day she and the girls sprayed T-shirts for fun, naively vowing they’d

be best friends forever.



She can skip the songs that remind her of him, she can keep her middle
finger away, and she can go without spraying garments. But she can’t get rid

of her window and the gutting past that never moves away from view.

Yvette Capellan (Mandaluyong, Philippines)

sink and swim

Hey, do you have a moment to listen? It's been a while, hasn't it?

The world has become incredibly loud in these months of the pandemic.
All the same, it feels like my head is underwater. It feels a little bit lonely here
in my head.

Thoughts bounce off of the 4 walls of my room and I drown under their
weight. Time seems to pass by in a blink. It's hard to keep track of the time
when you're confined within the same space for months. And yet, there are
these moments in which I become hyper-aware of the passage of time, of how
minuscule my own problems are in comparison to the chaos that’s happening
beyond my windows. What have I been doing all this time?

The events of this year have felt like a heavy weight that pulls me
underwater, head blank and lungs screaming for a reprieve, but I let myself
drown because it feels like I don’t deserve the things I have. Do you know this
feeling too? Do you feel the same as I do?

It's been a rough year, hasn’t it? But it will be okay because we’re human,
we have survival ingrained in our veins down to our very being, we'll swim
and reach for the surface and remember the feeling of air in our lungs, we'll
remember the warmth of the sun kissing our skin again. Better days will come
and they will go, but regardless, they will come. Laughter will ring in the air,
and warmth will fill your chest and we won’t be so lonely anymore. Don’t
forget to come up for air. Don’t forget that the sun rises, again and again, every
day. Be kind to yourself, yeah? Rinse, repeat, until it feels real.

I'll see you again

Kanon Kimura (Tokyo, Japan)
Untitled

16,18, 41....
67,107,124, 131......



Just to see the numbers.

It is like a daily routine to check the weather forecast every day.
157,293, 316, 392.......

When I stayed home, I felt a certain distance from the numbers.
It gradually expanded, and sometimes shrunk a bit.

As I got used to have conversations with my friends online, I had to see my
own face each time.

I saw my face on the computer screen, and I became more and more objective
for myself. I got totally lost in my identity.

It was a disappointing fact for me to know that I am only an image on the

screen.

In July, I went outside after a long self-quarantine period.
I went outside wearing a mask, and I realized that I felt much safer with
covering my face with the thin cloth. It is not only for avoiding viruses but

also for becoming a person with less-identity.

This year, in the period of covid-19, words are as significant as numbers.
New words were created, and I was surprised at how easily I adjusted myself
to these words.

We had no choice but to believe anyone's words, so the society itself was
constructed with such unfamiliar terms.

The society of New-normal made me reconsidering the term, "normal".

The concept of "normal" seems much more attractive than before.

What is the "normal" situation?

I didn’t know, and I still don’t know.

Now Ijust feel that the numbers which increase every day should contain any
abnormal meaning.

Someone should be under abnormally heavy pressure. I have to be aware of

it more vividly, but I cannot feel that I now suppress someone.

305, 460, 678, 822......
Today was 664 people.
Today, I am only myself again.



Minami Yoshitaka (Tokyo, Japan)
Starry Sky

20 years old is a meaningful age in Japanese culture.

In simple terms, we officially become adults. We get to be allowed to drink,
to smoke, to get married without parents’ permission. Another tax to pay,
clubs with genuine IDs, and most of all, we have a celebration called Coming-
of-Age Day.

On the day, 20-year-old girls (maybe I should call them “ladies”) wear a
beautiful Kimono with long sleeves, and gather at halls. Every year, the streets
and stations are full of color. Red sleeves sway, gold obi belt shines, white
snowflakes fall upon chats and laughter of dressed up ladies.

This year is my turn. The celebration of my city is still to be held after the
great struggle of COVID. I was born in 2000, and finally became 20 years old
last month. I have been waiting for the day forever because my long sleeved
Kimono is beyond beautiful. I don’t hesitate to say that it is most elegant
among any other girls in Japan. The indigo tie-dyed pattern is as though
flowers bloomed on the starry sky. My white obi with golden embroidery is
like the milky way on it. The neckband is light orange just like the sun is
breaking the night.

What does it mean to grow up in such a chaotic time? How can we find
hope to sail for adulthood while weathering the storms through grownups’
disappointed faces? I've not found the answer yet. One thing for sure,
however, is that I am responsible to make my life deserve my Kimono. No
matter what’s awaiting, no matter how rough the waves are, I must survive

the storm as a mature sailor, so I someday see the orange dawn glow.

Yukina Tsuji (Saitama, Japan)
404 -Not Found-

I fall into the illusion of being a God when I open the Internet. A story of
how many people passed away today, a story of Mr. X was sentenced to death
etc. Not only local news, but I know world news that I've never been to. But
shortly after I see the happiness side of this world. A story of a celebrity
getting married, a story of ordinary girls becoming professional idols etc.

They make me delusion to be in an amazing world.



Every day, such news illuminating the binary world appears in front of me.
Too organized, too intelligible, and too beautiful. So, the world I can see on
the Internet looks distorted to my eyes. News that makes me happy, news that
is about to pull into the darkness, news that feel how insignificant I am... I
pretend to understand this world, but I'm always not there. I don’t exist in
this “world”. I only see the world where I don’t live. I'm desperate because I
want a place to belong to.

Hilarious

So, close my eyes. Fill my eyes with the warm spring scenery from the
window, fill my ears with the refreshing summer sounds from the window,
fill my nose with the scent of the arrival of autumn from the window, then,
fill my skin with the chilly wind blowing from the window. The same “season”
as last year might not come, but I'm in such a world that I can feel from the
window. I definitely exist here. Then, think about what to do the next time I
meet my loved ones, and what to talk to my loved family when I wake up.
Let’s live the day like that. Let’s love myself in the world of “404” that never

appears on the Internet.

Kana Hozoji (Tokyo, Japan)
Counting Lighter Bodies

There is another side to the window

forgotten in the guarded loneliness I have spent

counting the numbers of passengers on trains,

the rumbling sound softer, the car lighter

florescent lights shining through, too empty to contain within itself

I am now the number

the number increasing without hesitation
because we all have places to be and things to do
just me and so many more others

and faces remain unrecognizable

Announcements sing
warning, caution, advice

recordings enough we can recite



but can’t

we are too tired to hear

we have places to be and things to do
and that

hasn’t changed

Thin layers of light escape the cars now,
inviting slices of rain and cold air

I let circle around me

bodies can’t leave here

there are too many of them.

Rena Nozawa (Tokyo, Japan)
Time Flies and So do I

People fly by my sight, like the vast majority.
Happy lights twitch in the pitch-black sky.
No one to see them. No one to clean them.
Money, flies with white wings,

Buzzing, the mosquito sounds.

Only for the plants.

Yes, I know

the toxic ones.

Warm lights for people who sit on the high chairs.
Cold lights for people who move with the heart.

As an adult,

I thought I couldn’t hear them anymore
But, I guess I was wrong,

I can hear them when I want to.

I can hear them buzzing around my head.
Round-and-round

But, I don’t know how much that will last.

As the snowflakes dry away,

10



I will walk down the long corridors of the sparkling clean towers
Looking down, seeing the fast-moving tinny city,

I will say,

“Good thing I studied hard”

and feel my mask, wet with tears

I see myself smiling

But our eyes never meet

I'look again,

My fake eyes,

Made of brown lenses and liner and shadow

and that ink I put on with my black fluffy worm

I'look at the eyes

And, it looks away.

I'look at the one eye, on the top of my device
And finally see my straight face

I'look down and see my bandaged fingers.
My short bony fingers,
placed on the keys like two claws.

I hated these once.

But now, with nobody to see them,
Idon’t mind at all.

They see me.
From the perfect angle
Perfect as I will ever get

And

I am here

Just being me.

Just being Female.

11



Mirabelle Long (Chengdu, China)
untitled
February 14th, 2020 Chengdu, China

I am trying to think, what I am pretending:
To be a butterfly and look away from a rose,
Or whether I have been hiding.

The dew on the rose was shining —
I talked myself through it and believed that my heart certainly knows.
I am trying to think, what I am pretending.

Stepping forward without a clue of direction is nothing but frightening.
Am I open to it yet reacting too hard to expose?
Or whether I have been hiding.

It could be a rose and anything.
There is no more truth in my sorrows.

And I am trying to think, what I am pretending.

I'hate to admit, I am a coward shivering,
for I have lost and let my confidence froze,
Or whether I have been hiding.

I'hate myself for long, for I have stopped trying.

My clouds blocked my butterfly and anything that glows.
I am, honestly, trying to think, what I am pretending,

Or whether I have always been hiding.

Note: I am just as confused as the poem and had no choice but to compose it

before the sunrise of the Valentines’, 2020. Night has been eating away my

sleep these days. I know I am all messed up for now, I won’t be when I am

out there on my own. I love a person, “but only on my own” (this is for

Eponine and myself).

12



My Dearest
April 26th, 2020 Chengdu, China

Thought I was crying, crying for you
A spell of winter which the twig of greens couldn’t broke

It turned out I knew, to where the line drew

The season wouldn’t risk to miss its cue
While the ladybird was hiding under that oak
I thought I was crying, crying for you

Warmness sneakingly grew
Wind-chime was flushed in dawn, and suddenly I awoke

It turned out I knew, to where the line drew

I'heard a whisper waving me adieu
Drawing down the curtain, I did quietly invoke

Thought I was crying, crying for you

So far like a rainbow, yet as near as glistened dew
I attempted, with smile, to choke

It turned out I knew, to where the line drew

There was an impetuous youth fallen through
The most colourful plate after the last brushstroke
Thought I would be crying, crying for you

It turned out I already knew, to where the line drew

13
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