AT «4—=7 - I3TARRBIHDC, Ah7ZEPD
EFTcBDHRIEDIEN D EbNK UTe, SARK
(ORELIEEVD CERFS UL INICHIEDE
9. MFEERBRITDIEDDEELRNE PR
BEEBICHAZMNF Ufce €U CTENIF[ERE
DRZEDIFE. IWDHATORBROFIADAEPIER
FEOEBCA VD b5 TWVWDDZED D C
ENTEFT,

AIH I ZHARICEWNZDTU & DD ? FLVEED
EFT UL D Ui o fe DT, 2L TT L
([CRLF 7 5D THRIES UDLWBEAEDEEICHRL
FUlZ, RLIFFLCHAFEE EDICHEEDH
ACTKNT, AEFZENCETHBB TSINF U
Z U CJETTOT S Al ZBAANGN D E.
ALT (ANEFEESBF) EULTHADNEE2D
DO, EHROERMN EELRICERBINE U,

FBZY. ADME—BARTH > TLD AL HHT
FHRCRABNON DODZRECEZREA TN
9. RVLEBDDZECRESN, [KS([EhEE
INENTTKDIES DO ? ] EBRcCEZR
WHEULET, SRNICEE. FDT)— hDHD
HPORANNDEZEEENS. TN RFRIE
BITC. DT ZITRD CEITEENZDIFE. &
CHEELCEEoTeEAD F LTS

CORDHAEDINVES —T (TN L TN
FUle. BEOLHE. ETB<BEDSA. i
DREDEEELECTT ., ®OFFLCFADETE.
HEHEEICDVTOE/RZ L TET, IhWDRE
TELIIENDLDICLBDVAHTEZLTLN

TEARSRN EEISEF
Jordan Patrick Lincez

Ja—45V (ERE - \FUvo - Ut

FUTZo ADYIURICRR U C &0 BRISERIFH
JElCHDFEATUIZ, BLWRLTHDE. Ll
CNRETHHOH e ofcTT, NHDEREL
F—HIR. RIFHVERHF. IZEZTDHANEE
CFBEFUR,

CDELDERNWHERTH—DHEANTHDHEWN
DC&F AR ZDIES UE U, &
NCAHIFSET—EFDZR O ETHD [H
APUPIEVE] ZRE L. FENTEFX U

IFCNZEEFN D KA . E/EPH
HEDHITIEUICER UEFOSNED D CTh
HOCDHWETOYV T b [SRDID] £WD
CDZEWCTWE T, ZNIEEATIRHR. #FEL
JeCDZBAXTUU—RTHEVNDITATTHHD
BEDFUC. IDBKDZHDEEREBTIBD
BICDONT. INSINTDHFRZER dfc AL
EDfeANY MBI DHDIFEVWVNBATED D &
BUVEUIZ, ZNHSORIFER, FIEHAL Jv
IPEEREVOTEMDBEDEMREE WA
. TNOSEEHIEZR O ED SBEIEH—HE
[CWBDTENTEF U,

ZTNUFFE UL IIEETUTE, FhlFA N MEID
CODUU—XFXTODHEIC, FELHBHIHFENB6HH
ULDHDFEBATUR. BFVY T hD 7%
W BaOIVE1—5 T+ I UE U
NAOZBAL, LT« VIJDARZEITVE
Ufce TORISEFRE—RIIFRLE LIS, &
O SADEFEEBRATHFOFZEE. BXR
([CRLEHR DD INTDEL SHEREERZ—HE

BEaAEERE T +—> L May 2013 25



[cuLT. 77/
THICHELEITE
Ulce AhfeBIE
| TN7Z [FADHE
B CBfHIFF
Uiz,

) - HBEA AP
[RADEHER] OES HlEss=cED
(THNKUIE, TNUSRAICO T 1EHFZBUOHE
B, RBEOERICEODNFT Ufc,. TNIEHDIRS
RETCTCTECR—FT AN YOO EE] EWD
FICKRIZENTVER T, F—R— FOFIICEST
NV T U oHZEEHFH UF Uc, fDHE
BIDF—R— R ZES UIAZRERE LI L
Jco BFCDHNE DY OTTECHZEBADIE
[JTTEINULFT,

DAY bOHES, fe<TADRBS LW
B, RFEEFNEFNETUIZ. INTDF
EDREBZEFEDDENTE., FEHICHNDN
DEFEZEL. [TADHE| Z—HE(ICAT—IT
RofclEo MHEDFFHBKFHICT > MEILT
CEBZEFLOCLKNIENT VT 4« PHRIETH
10ANFWEC & BEZREMARKRD OCEE
(. FAETIHFZULTCHBEVLDFZabE. <
DERES T CHORENGRZ Ul &,

CNBITNTCOEVNEDEII>TVERT, LM
USHF CLDWZFZFTSBTCLDDIE. ZRE
THDIETY, SRNDBEESANTEDRZLED
BAEDRBSULWLF v THEDFvETHD
FUlce TNEFDZENETTICRIEC EDIFRNE
BTU. AEFRDZELHEL T HFREDED, R
T—IDEFE2ODRNBELEEZPDOTETDH
BNTVWER U, hDAREDIENZILWLD C
ECHRULAERD
ERTZERRNEN
TIT21eDTT
h. NENRED
CTHDEREDIE
DI —
FZHAELTL
T, [1RIRIE A

=Y ) f > A%
HAL R EVWR)EOREBDY T4 X

=74 —

’26 ERAER LT+ —5 /A May 2013

B CHDHRDICHIC] ZRWNIEDIZDTI, TD
HOFLADREREEHEN S o TcDDREITVEE
AD B CEZLFD OV CTIEFhDE
<FREATWEEA.

BRDFARINTUTC. EBHEDIEHET
FROEHISHLVFI—ZEA L. DNHOHND
S CHIIBEDNTENZEDIIE U, B
BAONTEDANY hClEEEZEDHFT UZ, LD
U2 3)VAJET (JETTOJ S LASMEDR)
LERBBEZEDHBBLFUICIE. FADIDE%Z
KIRSE D L[FTELED OETL LD,

CONEZELDEFHULNDIETT . ADZRA
EHEANER EDTEDRH LD T D EIFHULL)
T, W HIoCTLD T &lFE. SRITDALDHE
AHECICVWTBIDDDIELICHDEEITFT
9, Rk RS, M. B, RIB. TE. &
o BARICITSZEFINSDERICTHBUNID T
HEDZETUfce RO TETLLR, ADEAT

BOANEBEHVNNIIVE K AICEZ TEHMID
WCHAETDHIENTEF U, MDD AL
BU. WOHRKICH T DEEREZDHBELN
RIEEHRZE DIFIF D EFTH %2 K DEE CHEFRF I
DEANDDEKLTVET, TUTREFINZE
FERIICVLKIEE D EBIELTVET,

NFIDFZVAMNA I OHE, 2008FEH 52011
FFETEMNRSIRMALTEZHE D, XKEHSHRIICF
ﬁg? F—BEBolcDEFIHHIC.
7 . $VED S T E X EHRES
i ! BEL, DVICIKERICHKS
BICRDRERE—HREICTILIN
LZEHETREFEER ST
FYOKRZETHENEEZD,
BERAF IOV I—I—
% 5 TISYRERERCIED I
Yl 2 \ DfE%E LTV,
Jordan Patrick Lincez




The Heart of Toyone

Steve Jobs once talked about connecting the dots only
after you go through something. Coming to and leaving Toyone
was like that. I have left Japan with a wealth of memories and
friendships that I will carry with me forever, and it was only
in connecting the dots looking back that am I able to see the
impact my experiences there have had on my life and current
endeavors.

What brought me to Japan? I wanted a new challenge, and,
one day, I met a wonderful teacher in Ottawa who taught me
Japanese, but also taught me about Japanese culture—and I was
fascinated with it. Then JET brought me to Japan and placed me
as an ALT in two of the smallest villages in Japan: Toyone and
Toyama in Aichi Prefecture.

I remember watching the only people I knew in Japan leave
on the shinkansen heading for Nagoya. I remember the long
drive through the rice fields and thinking “Where are they taking
me?” Upon arriving there and listening to the sounds of cicadas
and Onyu river outside of my apartment, I knew that I was in
someplace very special, and that I was lucky to be chosen for
this.

Everyone in this village welcomed me openly. The lady
at the store, the grandma working on her garden, the local
restaurant owner. They asked me questions about my life and
where | was from, and did everything they could to make me
comfortable and happy. I very rarely felt lonely, and I very
rarely had a free weekend. Reflecting back, I am extremely
grateful for this. These good first-impressions and friendly
smiles are what kept me there.

Being the only foreigner for miles around in such a small
community did present unique opportunities. This is how I had
the chance to do what has made me most proud of myself so far:
put together the music festival HAL%\NE (Anjanai Matsuri).

As T write this, I listen to [#E4RD.(s (Toyone no Kokoro)] a
CD project that I never would have started or completed without
the help of friends, teachers, students and contributors. It started
as an idea to compose an album in Japan and release it there. As
I started working with more musicians, I thought it would be a
great idea to create an event that would bring all of these like-
minded people together. Then I started to meet other types of
artists, painters, ‘handcrafters’, cooks, ceramic artists, and so
on, and it all blew out of proportion - yet somehow managed to
stay together.

It was quite the process. I had less than six months to put
together the album before our event for release. I mixed it on
my computer through software, buying microphones and setting
up recording sessions. Then I wrote the songs with the students.
Students from each class write some lines of poetry, and
over a weekend I somehow compiled all their beautiful, pure
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words into a song on the piano. We called it [FAD W H |, “My
Hometown”.

Of course, everyone was touched by the disaster. It reminded
me of 9-11, how I felt caught up in my own tsunami of emotions.

s

It came out as the bonus track, “Tsunami,” one evening in
the o-furo. When 1 finally sat down on the keyboard to finish
hammering it out, another earthquake shook my keyboard and
completely blew me away. I get chills just thinking of how that
song came out.

There were so many great memories, friendships and
connections made during this event. How we rounded up all the
kids we could find, gave them our sheet music and sang “My
Hometown” together onstage; how there was a surplus of at
least ten volunteers to help put up the tents and setup at 6:30
a.m. in the pouring rain; how we all clapped when we counted
up the money and gave each other high-fives and “otsukare
sama” the rest of the evening. These memories all stand out.
But the one that chokes me up to this day was at our after-party.
It was held in this wonderful cabin-park in Toyone, which also
had a large room for yakiniku. It was a feast unlike any I have
ever seen. | was sleep-deprived, exhausted from running around
all day, setting up, performing two sets myself, and so on. My
taiko instructor took me aside to discuss the money, but when I
walked back into the room they had a cake for me, and they all
started to sing for me: “For He’s a Jolly Good Fellow”. I did not
remember telling anyone it was my birthday, but nor do I really
remember much after the sake came out.

The festival was a huge success. With the money we raised,
we purchased new guitars for the schools and we found a village
in Fushima to help out with our donations. Of course the event
required some funding - without the sponsorship of National
AJET and the Toyone Board of Education, I would not have
been able to make this dream of mine come true.

It was very difficult to write this. It is hard to comprehend
and be grateful for the lessons one learns. All I know is that I
carry them and their lessons with me everywhere, close to my
heart. Humility. Patience. Community. Openness. Friendliness.
Politeness. Respect. Going to Japan was like meeting these
ideas for the first time again. Since coming back, I was able
to reflect on how the people I met in Japan have changed me
forever. Through the people I meet, I feel as though I have a
responsibility to share my love and experiences of Japan to
strengthen and sustain the bonds that were tied in fellowship and
goodwill. And I believe I will continue to do this until the day I
die.
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