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Finding Time for Yourself:
The Joys of Selt-Care

Writer & Translator: Sarah | Designer: Ainun

When I was told that this month’s WISH TIMES theme was ‘joy’, I have to admit that I was at
a loss for what to talk about. To me, being stuck indoors all the time for the past year and
physically distancing myself from others was anything but joyful, and this situation is sure to
persist for a while longer. I considered reframing the question:

“what have I been doing for fun in the past year?”

A couple more ideas crossed my mind, like watching Netflix, reading my books, or taking walks
in nature, but then I realized that all of these were part of something that everyone has been doing
a lot of in the past year, which was taking time for the self.

In the past, I had not particularly thought about the quality of the time that I made for myself,
but in our current situation, the time we have alone is becoming one of the most important parts of
our lives. As we constantly change and grow, I sometimes pause and think, “How much do I really
know myself? Have I taken the time to really get in touch with the values that are most important
to me?” When much of the outlets we have with the outside world lie in social media, we tend to
get bombarded with information and different communities that demand to take up space within
our minds and identities. I was no exception to this, and this took a toll on my mental wellbeing
for a while when I was stuck overseas in the United States during COVID-19. Especially in the
COVID-19 pandemic, there has also been an understanding in society that in order to be happy
later, we must work hard and be patient now. But through the year of contemplating myself, I
realized that this would lead to constant overwork and exhaustion.

Here, I also thought,

why not experience happiness right now?




One of the most precious lessons I learned during the past year was that you don’t have to

experience hardship in order to be happy, and you don’t have to devote 12 hours to your day
constantly working or being around the company of others. Taking time for yourself is one of the
best things you can do for your own growth, because you can find what matters most to you. Self-
care doesn’t have to entail anything special, and of course, not everything works for everyone, but
taking time to picture yourself as a happy and independent person is something that became a
game-changer for me and my confidence in myself. The definition of happiness is different for
each person, which is what makes searching for joy in your daily life all the more exciting.

So next time you feel a bit tired of the bustling stress of daily life, I hope you take a moment to
be alone and make time for yourself. There are a multitude of opportunities, activities, and people
out there, but sometimes, taking a break and enjoying just being can be one of the most rewarding

experiences that we encounter.
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Have you experienced
an unforgettable summer?

Writer: Haruka
Translator: Asami
Designer: Yukie
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Summer is my favorite season. It burns me, it
melts me, and if you’re unaware you get a clear line
on your ankle, but the contrast between the bright
sunshine and the sweet breeze at night is irresistible.
Especially at night. Night is always gentle to me,
but it feels much more gentle on summer nights.
Being pampered by its gentleness, I think about
things that I don't have to think about. I recall things
that I don't have to recall. All these are forgiven on
summer nights. Tonight I will softly lean on that
gentleness and think about one hot summer of

somebody, some time ago.

It is an overwhelming poem that you can feel by
reading this song. I can immediately think of "the
shadows that stretches out after school" and "the
song that I don't know where the climax is", but I
feel a lump in my throat. I guess it is the word
"early summer" that has great power. It’s not
"midsummer" or "late summer", it’s the "early
summer” that has a great sense of heat in the future.
It’s the soft sound of “Hatsunatsu’, which is
peculiar to the Japanese word.

It may be the author who is singing after school in
early summer, or someone beside. Even if it's not
explicitly stated, the melody of the song there
certainly gives the feeling of getting lost in
something without an exit.

Anyway, speaking of summer, I wonder how
many people will think about Koshien. Koshien is
the national high school baseball championship of
Japan. Generally speaking, Koshien is reminiscent
of baseball, but in reality there are various Koshien
in Japan. This tanka was announced at a tournament
called Makimizu / Tanka Koshien, and all the
participants including the author were high school
students at that time. Participants debate with other
schools based on their own tanka and the victory is
decided by the great judges led by Machi Tawara.

There is no expression of the existence of a person

anywhere, but I can clearly see someone riding a
bicycle. The author is on the back of the bicycle.
The reason why she is not straddling but throwing
her legs to her right, is probably because she was
always in a skirt when she was with him. Does only
knowing the right side of the city means he always
picked her up at the station? It may not be every
time, but the author came to his town so many times
that she remembered the cityscape, and he always
came to pick her up with his bicycle.

The bicycle he pedals goes slowly, and a nice
breeze caresses the cheeks. If you zoom out a little
more, you can even imagine the author looking
back at that summer. When you read this piece, you
can feel the wind blowing gently somewhere in the
world. It’s that kind of poem.
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Summer is my favorite season. It's mysterious in
the morning, dazzling in the daytime, and gentle at
night. Besides, it’s summer that the brightest colors
come to my memories. The scenery is desaturated,

the joy in it is doubled, the sadness grows bigger,
and the entire outline is surrounded by the summer

air. With the memories covered with summer, I will

be celebrating summer again this year.

As I said, summer nights are gentle, but how

about the morning? In the white hours of a quiet
summer morning before the sun rises, I feel like
I’m out of the usual world. The space in the
morning, which is not dazzling even though it is
summer, seems to be unusual.

The author, who picks up the mysteriousness of

the morning glory that blooms in the morning to
display their encounter, is having expectations for

the summer encounter, is having no doubt. As they

. . . . . The one that remembers, or wants to remember,
walk side by side, the author is convinced. Their

. . is just me. Still, I will continue to cherish “that one
summer is not just a summer.

day in summer" that’s irreplaceable to me.
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Another one from Tanka Koshien, that was

introduced in the explanation of the first one. I put
itoutb e it's my favorite, but I won't write a
review here. I can't really explain this one. Just let
me show off a little ean, quite openly, about
@y hottest summer ev8. Good for you, the old me.
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PHOTOGRAPHY

Writer: Chrisanne
Translator: Non
Designer: Ainun

Storytelling comes in many

forms. One might write a
book, others might speak in
front of a sea of people, and

some share through casual
conversations. For me, I tell
stories through
photography.

Finding Joy in
Connections &
Things Unseen

Growing up, the last thing I could do is to settle
on one interest without moving on to another. Many
things intrigue me, but the excitement towards some
of them died down after a certain time. Photography
came to me when I least expected it, and my life has
always been surrounded by it. My uncle owned a
photo studio, and another close relative is a
photographer. However, it was not until my teenage
years that I understood the powerful expression in
which photography holds. I remember scrolling
through Instagram and mindlessly navigating
through the algorithm. It was then I received a
"Heart" from a girl from Canada.

Naturally, I clicked on her profile, and there it was, hundreds of picturesque pictures focusing on
the play between shadow and light, all taken by her iPhone6. I was enthralled. Years of observing
my uncle possessing gigantic DSLRs and sophisticated lenses, the strong correlation between
having a "professional" camera and good photography is ingrained in my mind. Little did I know
that art is multi-dimensional; the best tools without emotions or meaning do not make good art.




Since then, I have started to reject the idea that one can only do photography with a proper
camera. People tend to overlook photography's power in storytelling. The art introduces
perspectives of the photographer, the subject and the period in which the photo was taken. Of
course, this understanding was not a Eureka! kind of thought. As someone who used to focus
solely on the aesthetic, the mentality was cultivated throughout the years I pursued this passion.

I am captivated by street photography. Heart pacing, I often found myself on my feet, taking
pictures of what I discovered.

“What's so

intriguing about an “Taking pictures of the postbox
old, pot bellied man is a waste of time.”

sitting on the bench
immersed in his
newspaper?”

\J

Many people had questioned my interests in certain

“They always have stories.”
subjects, to which I answered with a shrug.

The adrenaline rush from capturing the best shot of the fast-moving subject or asking a random
stranger if I could take a picture of them was compelling. Furthermore, discovering the unexpected
from ordinary things through the viewfinder conversely expands my perspective of the mundane.

Recently, I started learning about Vivian Maier, a photographer whose art was discovered not
until she was dead. Her works became one of the most significant and brilliant photographs in the
early twentieth centuries. Vivian Maier was arguably one of the most secluded and mysterious
people in her community; no one knew why she took the photographs or why she did not develop
them then. However, when her rolls of film were developed and made public, people marvelled at
the genius in her. She focused mainly on street photography, portraying the peculiarities of early
twentieth Chicago. Was and still is an enigma to many, Vivian Maier's art brought the essence of
the fast-paced, evolving society around her to the present world. Through photographers such as
Vivian Maier, I continue to find the significance of storytelling, especially of the mundane things,
in photography.



Standing in the underground shopping district of Tokyo, my gaze lingered expectantly among
the crowd. I was waiting for the Canadian girl (previously mentioned) whose account inspired me
to pursue this passion. It was insane to think that I could meet a new friend from the other side of
the world just because of our mutual interests in photography. Another time I recalled having
made connections was in Okashi-yokocho in Kawagoe. I was standing across from the candy
seller; as my heart rate accelerated, I plucked my courage and asked for her permission to take a
portrait of her. Initially, she was surprised. She then gushed shyly but proceeded to smile sweetly
for the picture. My heart softened as I put down my camera after the shot, knowing I will cherish
the photo for years on end.

Unending assignments on top of the State of Emergency in Tokyo made me long for the day |
could just wander around Tokyo taking pictures with my handy camera. I yearn for more
discoveries of the common things in life, and to hear the repeating clicks of the shutter. As one's
interests can be vast and rapidly changing, sometimes, we need unwavering passions to pin them
down.
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How It’s Made: Screws

Writer: Daichi
Translator: Naomichi
Designer: Yukie
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I’d like my readers to know that this periodical is nothing but ingenious when it comes to deciding
fancy topics to trouble its writers—notably me. Initially, I was told this month’s topic would be “life
hacks and Quality of Life.” Yet another subject that I was far from being familiar with. If you know me,
you’d know that I never bother myself just because I want to add a bit more color in my life, or make it
slightly more convenient. Simple is the best, and no need to complicate matters. Then, I got another
message, informing the writers of a new theme, “spark joy, or what makes your heart dance.” Ah, here
we go again. When was the last time I had felt that? Whoever is in charge of WISH Times, you got me.

Recalling my life, I have come to the conclusion of writing about my experience at the building no.59 of
the Nishi-waseda campus. If you have never been to the Nishi-waseda campus before, just picture a grey
cluster of concrete. This is where having a monochrome camera from the 1960s wouldn’t be a problem,
because everything is whether black, white, or grey. People call this place by cheeky names, like ‘the
Okubo Institute of Technology’* or something even bolder and more simple, like ‘Factory.” As for the
no.59, however, calling it a ‘factory’ is no exaggeration. The floors are crowded with machines and
cables, and even the ceiling is occupied by the crane, making the rooms feel even smaller. To top it all,
wherever you stand, there is constantly a thick, mixed scent of metal and oil. By ‘factory,’ I didn’t mean
that the students here are working up sweats while manufacturing products to cover their research
budget. The facility is mainly used for training of the mechanic majors. Inside this building, students are
able to practice basic manufacturing skills such as: cutting, welding, forging, casting, etc. I happen to be
undergoing such training since April, which is how I found my “spark joy.” Although the expression
might be exaggerating, this was the closest experience to the topic that I had.

Welding is a technique to stick two pieces of metal with heat and
pressure. You know, the stuff someone with a bulky mask does, that
goes “skzzzzz...” There are different kinds of methods in welding;

W 1 d . what I did is called ‘arc welding,” which is a method that uses

e lng electricity to melt metal. Once I put on a burn resistant apron, arm and
leg covers over my coverall, and grabbed a welding shield, I was good
to go. After some friction between the torch and the material,blinding
light was emitted. I was shivering. Bluish flashes were shutting out
my sight. Whenever I slightly lose control over my torch, it would
stick on the metal. I still remember how frightened I was after seeing
the red-hot material start discharging electricity with a strong, audible
noize. The result came out interesting; some parts were curvy, some
were disconnected, some were forming ugly lumps. It seems like I was
more of an abstract artist than a mechanical engineer. Needless to say,
my respect toward welders has skyrocketed ever since then.
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Lathing refers to the method of material processing using a lathe,
and a lathe is a machine that rotates the material at high speed, so
that it can be shaped by applying tools such as blades and drills to
it. It is rather usual to control the tool digitally, but the training
was done in the old school way. My assignment was to make a athin g
whistle out of two metal rods. No glues, no screws, but still, a
functional whistle. It could even play different notes if it came out
well. The lathing practice started as soon as the instructor finished
his lecture. I carefully pushed the blade toward the fast rotating
workpiece. Suddenly, I felt the resistance on my hand growing,
and the metal rod started to get thinner and thinner, emitting tiny
sparks at times. It was satisfying to see a piece of metal getting
carved up as if it was a vegetable getting peeled. First I cut out the
shape, and open a hole with the drill, then shave off the excess
material; all that while going back and forth between measurement
and lathing. Finally, after striking the piston into the cylinder with
a press, the whistle was done—my first work on a lathe. The
whole process felt like digging the whistle out of the metal, just
like the wood carver in “Ten Dreaming Nights”* describes. What
I’m trying to say is that the sense of accomplishment was quite
superb.

I guess it’s high time that I explained the meaning of the title, although I wanted to tell you more about my
training. Have you ever wondered how screws are made? Screws are often manufactured in automated
production lines, but it can also be hand-made, with a special tool used to cut out the grooves. Nobody cares
how screws are made, but there isn’t a day where we won't see them, use something assembled with them.
We constantly rely on screws. Almost every structure we see has at least one screw in it: electrical goods,
cars, even buildings. Nevertheless, I had never known how this component was made until I learned it from
my training. This is a shocking fact if we think about it; we live in a world built with technologies that we
don’t even know how they work, and our life depends on it. Perhaps people from the primitive times, who
had made every tool by hand, were better off in some ways. What is slightly comforting, however, is that
now I know what I don’t. Socrates, the great philosopher once said that the awareness of one’s ignorance is
the origin of discovery. To this, as an immature apprentice of mechanical engineering, I couldn’t help feeling
a spark of joy.

*There used to be an English Wikipedia page dedicated to the ‘Okubo Institute of Technology, OIT.” The
website was actually a description of Waseda’s Faculty of Science and Engineering. To be honest (, for
which I am very proud). Although the link has already been deleted, the funny thing is that if you type
‘Okubo Institute of Technology’ in Wikipedia’s search bar, you can still be redirected to “Waseda
University.’

*”Ten Dreaming Nights” is a series of short pieces written by Soseki Natsume, a famous Japanese novelist.
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Writer: Takato
Translator: Moeka

Designer: Asami
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Weighing only 50kgs, a skeleton, [ was a 17 years old introvert confined in
a frail body. Unsurprisingly, I had very low self-esteem, and I wasn’ t the
most skilled when it came to sports either; whatever physical activities I
partook in, [ was either mediocre or downright bad. Moreover, my lack of self-
confidence didn’ t help me much when it came to making friends as well, I
was often teased and taunted by my athletic peers. Compressed by the
malicious comments, I was forced to find some adjustments but I was
clueless as to where to even start. It was my high school senior year and my
dad signed up for a membership at a gym close to our home. My dad told me
to take advantage of it, I initially hesitated and resisted but his will
persevered and I decided to eventually listen and follow.

i I
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I can remember clear as day how nervous and out-of-place I felt the first
day stepping into the gym. The place reeked of sweat and I had decided that I
would only run on the treadmill for that day. Fast forward a week, I had
finally gathered the courage to start lifting dumbbells. I ran my swe
on the treadmill and lifted the dumbbell high into the air with
going to the gym gradually took part as an irreplaceable fa
addition, I started developing better sleeping patterns
greens [ didn’ t favor seeing on my white plate st
more of what [ mainly ate during the day. I st
within my body, muscles started to grow a
steadily energetic. My chin soared hig
ruled the world. I began interacting
confidence to challenge new sp
badminton, and volleyball we
knew it, [ was asking my fri
play some sport.

Just like
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"A Heartwarming feeling"

(Writer: Haruka)

—
-

The December 2020 issue, "Spice
Life With Winter" has a high degree of

perfection in"ar?i-cl_es, translations, and d
and I think it is the best. One of the re
think so is haruka's article "A Heartw
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will enrich our wfﬂ!&kfe‘t-.

“I want to live in Kamakura with a cat and

someone. Someone can be anybody, you also

ore writerg.he is leading the Japanese

of WISH Times, and it’s so

articles

surprising that the article he wrote for the

first time is also professional.

can be.” - Mayumi Sato
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Lastly...

The season is early summer. A season in which something born in spring begins to swell one after
another and turns into many memories. The farewell season is usually the end of winter, so it's really
sad to have to say goodbye to WISH and WISH Times in a season so far from goodbye. I wanted to be
a little more involved in the design of everyone's writings and English translations.

Thank you very much to the editorial members, the designers who colored the article nicely, the
translators to reach more readers, and the senior RA who got involved in WISH Times. I was really

happy to be involved in WISH Times. Also, thank you for reading my articles.

My words sound a bit like they’re aimed at the inner circle of WISH Times, but those of you reading
this article are already a part of this inner circle. Your support is what motivates us to keep
publishing this magazine, and we hope for you to continue supporting us. Not only that, but if you
enjoy reading WISH Times, do reach out to the members of our team. Knowing that there are people
out there reading and enjoying the work they have worked so hard to create will most definitely make

them happy. This month’s edition is, as always, filled with beautifully designed, well written articles.

This article is almost at its end, but I’'m a little scared to look back at the members of the editing
team, so I shall try and escape from WISH now. Bye bye. The composition of the human anatomy
makes it impossible for me to look at my own back, but I sincerely hope that the heat I feel on my

back, minus that from the constricting summer air, is filled with friendly warmth.

While saying that, the editorial RA spoiled me. The writers wrote great articles. The designers made
the article nicely colored. The translators have translated it for more readers. The senior RA gave me
an opportunity to get involved in WISH Times. Everyone at the Residence Life Center carefully
reviewed it every time. I’d like to express my gratitude to all of them. I was really happy to be able
to make WISH Times with you and to be involved in WISH Times. Also, thank you to all the readers

who I want to believe that it exists, for reading the long crap that is as long as the report.

Even after leaving the dormitory, I will continue to be the number one reader of WISH Times.

See you.

Satoshi
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