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I think what was most interesting to me about Tokyo, namely in Shibuya - Dogenzaka, as 

pictured in the first photo, wasn’t the immense crowds or strangely intimate video ads played on 

screens hundreds of feet in the air. Instead, the “stacking” of commercial locations in tall 

buildings on every street speaks on some aspectsJapanese culture at their core. I learned 

throughout the trip that generally appearance and simplicity are preserved in the pursuit of 

functionality and total ease of access. Its uncommon to see a convenience store beneath the 

clothing store beneath a Whole Foods that would be beneath a fancy restaurant and so on. 

Layouts like such are reserved for outlets and shopping malls, places in America meant to 



provide ease of access to a multitude of commerce without concern for smooth aesthetics. The 

Japanese cut out the purpose of something like a “mall” and instill that efficiency into their 

culture firsthand.  

 

 
This next photo I took on my first day in Sado island. The island was just beautiful. The soft 

clean air provided me recluse from all my thoughts and concerns for the trip upcoming. 

Arguably, amongst the traveling student group, our time on Sado was one of the most friendly. 

This photo captures that warm welcoming essence found in some sort of serenity. I couldn’t 

enjoy any part of the trip more once I had set foot in Sado. The woods and forests were so 

rustically perfected and picturesque, the photos I had snapped seemed like they didn’t belong on 



my phone. I thought I had stepped foot into a beautifully crafted coloring book, if anything. 

Confidently, I can say that although my days on Sado were unfortunately numbered, I will 

definitely make plans to revisit.  

 

 
This photo was taken in Hokkaido during the homestay. After a long day with homestay partners 

from Student Diplomacy Corps touring schools, we went back to a partner’s homestay. The two 

young brothers in the household had a special place in their heart for soccer, as do I. After they 

completed their homework, and we discussed our experience in a Japanese school, we headed 

out to the local park where we were met with all the young local kids just finishing up school as 

well. We engaged in a big, incredibly fun and barebones soccer game with boys and girls of all 



ages! Everyone had so much fun, and it not only made me feel a bit like a kid again, but more so 

like I fit right in. This experience really hit home for me, because I grew up in a neighborhood 

where sports essentially transcended all identities in the name of collaborative enjoyment. I never 

could have imagined coming to Japan and having such a refreshing and homely experience. 

 

 

This is another photo from Sado Island, and I can safely say that I think this is the most 

incredible photo I have ever taken in my entire life. I never have just stared in absolute disbelief 

at the true, natural, untouched beauty I witnessed when standing on the bridge across from this 



coast line. The clouds were scarce yet perfectly placed, the sun’s setting provided for the most 

alluring shade of lavender, the calming jagged edges of rock harmoniously piercing the tranquil 

translucent delicate waters flowing in every and no direction, and quietly, residents of Sado 

Island reveled in their everyday paradise. I wish I could jump back into this photo and spend the 

rest of my life on this kind little island. 

 

 
This photo is the culmination of a tiring and long day. The Daibutsu, or the greatest Buddha I’ve 

ever witnessed is the very essence of the sought after mind of peace where there stands no 

suffering, desire, nor nuanced sense of self. And after one of the longest and most difficult hikes, 

where we scaled a mountain up and down, trekked up sludged mud stairs and down the steepest 



and slickest of stone ramps; we met the deity who first discovered and introduced the 

transcendent state known as Nirvana. Why the Buddha is so vital to the core beliefs and 

traditions regarded by the Japanese became increasingly more comprehensible in the days after 

our trip to Kamakura-Shi - Hase.  

 

 



This is one of many powerful photos I took in Kamaishi, the site of the devastating 2011 

Japanese Tsunami which took the lives of nearly 16,000 people and left a town in the awful 

ruined aftermath for years after. This woman had reopened an old restaurant of hers was 

destroyed by the Tsunami, her material child. Her restaurant was everything to her and was her 

best representation, as she poured out her heart and soul with the careful appreciation she 

displayed in her cooking. Her restaurant is even open for free to those affected tragically by the 

Tsunami, anytime. She had us, students from SDC, help her with cooking our final feast, and 

once she had prepared and served us an amazing curry soup dish, she broke down in tears upon 

hearing how much we liked her meal. It meant so much to her, and I just found the entire 

interaction so genuinely innocent and sweet. Through and through, this community’s patience 

had been tested, and their strength through cultural faithfulness reinstated their beautifully 

procured flow to their lives.  



 

This photo was also taken in Kamaishi, and portrays a similar idea as portrayed in the previous. 

The professional Taiko drummers we stayed with for a day, and learned from, were absolutely 

incredible and so fluid with their art form. Like the old lady who had her own restaurant up on 

the hill, these drummers were so careful and precise with their craft. Another instance of respect 

for their culture, which in turn, brought out a resurgence and confidence to their institution. They 

had a beautiful studio full of instruments and tools entirely destroyed in the Tsunami’s wake, and 

even lost two of their members. They spoke on how it was quite difficult to come back to 

something so fun and simple in a time that brought on so much of a depressing state of mind for 

them. However, they knew that their selflessness and perseverance to continue to make friendly 



and welcoming arts would help put smiles back on the faces of fellow community members, as 

they helped rebuild the infrastructure for the Taiko drummers. This was a truly beautiful example 

of how a community joined hand in hand to rebuild a community through traditions and love for 

their namesake - Kamaishi city. 

 

 

This photo is my last from Kamaishi, as it is also a photo of two young baseball players simply 

giving back and reinforcing the culture. They are pictured with big smiles on their faces, despite 

the depressing past they’ve experienced in their city. They’ve taken baseball truly to heart and 

used it as a means to provide the community and themselves with a sporting type of 



rehabilitation. I play baseball, as well, and I can see exactly where this mentality and love for 

tradition can be expressed, especially in overcoming difficulties concerning an entire 

community.  

 

 

This photo was taken during our stay in Sapporo, a city I will hold close to my heart now. In 

Sapporo Odori Park, there were people of all ages enjoying the quiet cool afternoon with music, 

picnics, sport, and conversation. I felt a bit homesick, for the first time in my life, in Sapporo, at 

a park with college students I’ve never met before, from a country I’d never even fathomed of 

coming to. It was surreal, how much the experience truly made me reminisce of sweet summer 



days in Central Park or by the Chelsea Piers, or walking through Union Square. It could have 

been the weather, but I think Sapporo will always be my perfect metropolitan wonderland - home 

away from home. If I could choose to go to Japan once more, I would most definitely make an 

effort to travel, if anything, to Hokkaido (Sapporo), and Sado Island. I think what proved to be 

the most inviting and appealing qualities of both the places I became so fond of, was the candidly 

serene way of life cherished. It’s something I always will search for, a true dream of mine.  

 

 

This photo was taken on our last full day in Japan. It depicts the main street, from a view I 

experienced only for a second, but loved every bit of it. During the Lantern Festival, in Shinjuku 



- Kagurazaka, I experienced the mix of cultures done in the Japanese way. I suppose I couldn’t 

have gone into the Japan trip thinking that there was such possibility for a change in how 

diversity is displayed, in contrast to the greatest melting pot I know, New York. Yet, I was 

wrong. The entire street was covered in Japanese traditional ornament and decoration, but in 

every Japanese-style vending stand, there would be a new culture with foreign cuisine and 

tradition being sold. I walked by an Italian empanada stand, a Brazilian-Japanese-Jazz standard 

fusion music performance, a Nepalese-Tibetan momo stand, and a truly Japanese-American 

creation, dairy free soft-serve merchant. The unorthodox conglomerate of culture in celebration, 

unbeknownst to me at the time, was the perfect and most fitting conclusion to my otherworldly 

experience in a country 11,000 kilometres away from where I live, amongst a people and culture 

I had never before spent time with before. I loved Japan, and these photos document every single 

amazing part of my trip. Thank you, SDC.  


