
 Two weeks ago my friends came to visit Japan for the first (and maybe the 
last?) time.  They definitely wouldn’t have come to Japan if I hadn’t already been living 
here, so they didn’t know anything about what to expect.  This made it really fun to 
show them around and explain everything, and I ended up feeling more enthusiastic 
about Japan than I did before they came.  
 But there were some surprises.  The biggest obstacle during the trip was the 
food.  Of course, I wanted to give them a chance to eat some of the good Japanese foods 
that we can’t get at home.  The first day, we went to kaiten zushi and I had a feeling of 
even worse things to come when they only wanted cucumber rolls.  I remembered that 
sushi in America is all rolled up, and rarely has actual raw meat inside.  A giant slab of 
raw meat on top of a little patty of rice didn’t appeal to them.  But at least they tried it!  
That night we also went to tea ceremony, where they were less than enthusiastic about 
Japanese sweets.  One of them leaned over to me and asked, is there anything that 
isn’t made with beans?  The rest of the trip panned out pretty much the same way.  
Okonomiyaki, yakisoba, onigiri, yakitori—almost everything that I hoped they would 
like, went over badly.  By the end of the trip they just wanted to order white rice and 
we even ordered pizza, which I have never done in Japan before.  
 Another funny thing was shoes.  Of course, in Japan, we take off our shoes 
before going into someone’s home. While my friends knew this, they were always 
confused about where they could step in their shoes and where they couldn’t.  I was a 
little bit embarrassed any time we went somewhere and they stepped on the wooden 
platform in their outside shoes, or walked in the shoe area of the genkan in their bare 
feet.  But what surprised me most was my reaction in my own home.  Of course, in 
America, we can wear our shoes anywhere we want to.  But since I live in Japan and I 
have a Japanese-style home, of course I like to keep my floors clean and only wear my 
indoor slippers inside.  My friends must have assumed that I was still in an American 
state-of-mind, as they walked freely on my dirty veranda in bare feet and then walked 
around the apartment (that’s what the patio slippers are for!) or sat on the edge of my 
bed in a tatami room to tie their shoes.  I could only laugh at all of us at the end of the 
trip—me refusing to change my Japanese shoe habits and them refusing to understand 
why I don’t do things the American way in my own home.  
 While these little things did bother me a little bit, this was only 1% of the 
experience that we had together.  I learned that these differences in the foods I eat and 
my habits at home had no strange effects on my personality, and my friends and I got 
along better than ever.  Even though their reactions to Japanese life were sometimes 
surprising to me, we had a great time discovering many new things together, too.  I’ll 
tell you more about it next week! 


