
 Well, this weekend I finally took level 1 of the Japanese Proficiency Exam.  It 
seems like I have been talking and writing about this test again and again for the last 
few months.  But today will definitely be the last time! 
 As the test drew near, it became more and more apparent to me that I probably 
couldn’t pass.  I would never say never, but the extremely complicated nature of the 
test’s content meant that studying sporadically for two years and then cramming for the 
last three weeks was really not a good strategy to pass.  But even so, I studied harder.  
I got up early for work and studied before going to school.  I studied during my lunch 
break and slow times in between classes.  I went home and studied until I went to bed 
at night, and I spent my three-day holiday weekend, you guessed it, studying.  The 
more impossible it seemed, the more I studied.  Finally, the day before the exam, after 
reading through the reading comprehension passages from the last two years, and 
slowly and carefully dissecting the answers, I realized that there was not much more 
that I could do.  I studied some kanji flashcards before bed, and I looked at them again 
before heading to the test in the morning.  I felt confident that I could do my best, but 
not necessarily pass the test.  
 The test was ridiculously hard, but that was no surprise.  I was prepared for 
how hard it would be, and I understood that there would be some passages that would 
just be too hard for me to understand.  I did my best and even enjoyed taking the test, 
and when I walked out of the test room at Mie Daigaku, I felt like a great weight had 
been lifted from my shoulders.  I heard other people saying things like, I’m never 
studying again!  But my thoughts were the opposite.  I thought, I can’t wait to study 
the things that I want to study now, and try to use the kanji I’ve learned to start reading 
more.  It was empowering to study so much before the test.  I learned so many new 
kanji that when I look around, things have more meaning to me.  Signs that I used to 
ignore make more sense to me now.  The front page of a newspaper isn’t just a colorful 
picture, but a meaningful headline now, as well.  I spent my newfound free time after 
the test reading through the Japanese language books that I have accumulated over the 
years.  Not the test-prep books, but the other books that are actually interesting to me.  
I read an entire book about onomatopoeia while my students were taking their English 
exams yesterday, and I have more enthusiasm for studying Japanese than I have had in 
a long time.  
 I won’t know if I’ve passed my test until February of next year.  It’s a long time 
to wait for the results, but honestly, I don’t care.  I doubt that I passed, but as far as I 
am concerned, I succeeded.  I feel like I’ve gotten out of my slump and become more 
actively interested in studying Japanese again.  And that is a lot more important than 
passing the test! 


