
of experiences with my part-

ner, someone whom I had not 

known before. I started to 

feel at home at George Fox.  

Working together on the 

Serve Day project taught me 

a lot about being a good stu-

dent in George Fox Univer-

sity, and also about making 

friends with Americans, even 

though we didn’t know each 

other before. I love my study 

life in George Fox Univer-

sity, and I hope the life will 

continue to get much more 

colorful in the future. 

By Yu Zhang 

As an international 

student in George Fox Uni-

versity, I am very proud of 

studying here. Firstly, George 

Fox is the most famous 

Christian school in America. 

Secondly, there are many 

students from different coun-

tries all around the world; we 

can have a good cultural val-

ues community. Finally, I can 

feel I am not lonely here, and 

I am one of the members in 

George Fox University. 

For the first big event 

in 2010 was the Serve Day, 

with its history of 11 years in 

existence. On that day all the 

people from George Fox Uni-

versity have gone to different 

places of need. Luckily, I was 

one of them.  It was my first 

time to serve in a big group 

with hundreds of people. 

That was so exciting and in-

teresting. Although it made 

me tired for the next few 

days, I learned and benefited 

a lot from the Serve Day. It is 

also a win-win situation in 

that not only did I learn so 

much, but also the people 

being helped will be happier. 

The best part of Serve 

Day for me was the fact I 

found I gained so much 

through sharing those kinds 

My Serve Day in GFU 
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by Jingwen Lu 

When I came to 
George Fox University, I felt 
everything was new, strange 
and interesting. There are 
many impressive things in my 
mind. Some are funny things, 
and some are confusing 
things. I want to share my 
experiences in this new envi-
ronment.  

Firstly, I want to tell 
you some stories about my 
roommates. They are three 
nice, typical American girls. 
They have taught me Ameri-
can slang, how to dance, how 
to cook cookies and cakes, 
and how to use some kitchen 
appliances, such as an oven, 
that I have never seen before. 
However, we still have lan-
guage differences and some 
culture shock issues.   

For example, when I 
saw my roommates dancing 
in the living room, I said, 
“You are so high.” I didn’t 
like the expressions on their 
faces at that moment. I used 
the word “high” to express the 
emotion of happiness because 
I had learned that word from a 
TV show. Then I asked my 
teacher, Katrina, how to use 
“high” in reading and vocabu-
lary class. She told me you 
could say “high” when some-
one takes drugs. Suddenly, I 

felt embarrassed. I understood 
why my roommates stared at 
me when I said “high”. Then I 
went back to my apartment 
and told them about the mis-
take; they said they under-
stood because I am a foreign 
student.  

For another example, 
I cook meals for myself eve-
ryday in my apartment. My 
roommates looked at what I 
cooked and asked me what it 

was that I was cooking.  I 
wondered whether they were 
interested in the food I 
cooked. So one time when I 
had cooked curry beef, I in-
vited them to try some. But 
they said, “No!” I was embar-
rassed and thought they hated 
me and hated my food. Later 
we talked about this topic, 
and I understood this was just 
a cultural shock. They didn’t 
hate me; they just thought that 
the way I cooked was weird. 
When they had cooked the 

bread with cheese or some 
other food I tried some, how-
ever I didn’t like the flavor of 
cheese. In general, we are 
harmonious, although there 
are still some cultural shocks.  
 Then, I want to talk 
about the most different thing 
between China and America 
in daily life. In China, when 
seeing a stranger, we don’t 
have to speak or give him or 
her any expressions in our 
eyes. However, in America, 
we smile and say “hello” to 
express politeness.  Express-
ing politeness is good. Never-
theless, it is boring to answer 
when everyday someone asks 
me “How are you?” because, 
in China, we never ask other 
people these kinds of ques-
tions except close friends. 
Through learning American 
culture, I understand it is a 
cultural shock. “How are 
you?” like “Hi!” just ex-
presses politeness.  
 Although cultural 
shock is still existent, I will 
learn and gradually under-
stand it, try to think and act in 
American style, communicate 
better with my roommates, 
think and speak more in class, 
and say “hello” and “how are 
you” when I meet friends.  

Roommates and Food 
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 by Qian Li 

I came to the United 
States in January, 2010.  It is 
a very different life from 
China. Americans have differ-
ent learning styles which I 
never saw before. Further-
more, the most different thing 
is how to ask questions, 
which made me confused at 
first. However, it has helped 
me to know American culture.  
 Every student has 
questions when they are 
studying something new. It is 
common to ask teachers ques-
tions when a student has a 
problem. However, Chinese 
students and American stu-
dents are very different in the 
way they ask questions. For 
example, in the United States, 
students are used to disrupting 
teachers during the class to 
ask questions. In their opin-
ion, disrupting in this way is 
not impolite. In addition, 
teachers are always very kind 
to stop their lecture and an-
swer the students’ questions. 
They encourage student ques-
tions as a way to make certain 
their lectures are being under-
stood well, and as a way to 
prompt students’ discussions 
with each other. 
 Chinese students, on 
the other hand, have a differ-
ent approach when it comes to 
asking questions. For exam-

ple, if a Chinese student has a 
question during the class, they 
will almost never ask it. Dis-
turbing the teacher during 
class is considered disrespect-
ful. It can also embarrass the 
teacher. Instead, Chinese stu-
dents will ask questions after 
class because they think this 
is the best way to have a con-
versation with their teachers, 
and they can learn a lot this 
way. 
 In my opinion, the 
reason why Chinese students 
and American students are 
very different in asking ques-
tions is because they have 
different power distances in 
their cultures. In the Intercul-
tural Communication text-
book, it says that “power dis-
tance describes the degree to 
which people accept and ex-
pect that power is distributed 
unequally.” There is low 
power and high power.  

China is considered a 
country that has high power 
distance. Because of this, stu-
dents need to respect teachers 
all the time, and the teacher’s 
status is higher than the stu-
dents. However, the United 
States is considered a low 
power country. In America, 
students and teachers need to 
respect each other. In addi-

tion, the relationship between 
teachers and students is closer 
than in a high power country. 
Because of this, American 
students are used to asking 
questions in class, and teach-
ers are glad to see students 
ask questions. In my ESL 
class, it is very different from 
a Chinese class. For example, 
when I was in China, I did not 
like to ask my teachers ques-
tions because of the teacher’s 
high power. If I knew at least 
eighty percent of what the 
teacher said I would not ask 
questions.  

When I began to study in 
the United States, I did not 
ask questions at first. But 
teachers encouraged me to 
ask questions, so I no longer 
hesitate. The situation is 
changing. I am now asking 
the teacher questions when-
ever there is something I am 
not sure of. I am beginning to 
get along with my teachers 
very well. 

Asking Questions 
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by Feng Zhu 

There are some dif-
ferences between different 
countries. You will have dif-
ferent cultures. China has an 
indirect culture. It is quite 
different with American cul-
ture because America has a 
direct culture. Sometimes this 
will cause misunderstanding 
with each other. I want talk 
about the differences between 
Chinese and Americans, so 
that we can understand differ-
ences better. 

The most important 
difference is the mode of 
thinking. I am a student here 
in America, so I know it is 
hard to understand and dis-
solve into a different culture. 
When I first came to America, 
I always thought as if I were 
in China. It got  me in trouble. 
When I asked others for help, 
I explained to them why I 
needed their help. This made 
a misunderstanding because 
they could not catch my main 
point. I found people from 
different cultures have differ-
ent modes of thought. The 
mode of thought of Chinese is 
like a circle.  

Before I went back 
to China I gave back the key 
of my mailbox to an officer. 
When I returned to school I 
wanted to get it back. So I 

went to the student life office 
to ask if they could help me. I 
explained to an officer for a 
long time. I hoped he could 
help me get the key, but he 
didn’t understand me. At last 
I had no idea, so I gave a call 
to my friend to ask for help. I 
let the officer talk with him. It 
only took thirty seconds to get 
back my keys. I was so sur-
prised that he could do it so 
quickly. He said, “Catch the 
main point; you just need to 
tell him what you want. Don’t 
explain too much before you 
tell him what you need. That 
will make a misunderstand-
ing.” After this, I knew there 
was a difference between dif-
ferent cultures. 

China has an indirect 
culture. When we were chil-
dren, our elders always told 
us not to refuse others di-
rectly. It wasn’t polite. If you 
refused others directly, you 
would hurt others’ feelings. If 
we are asked to join some 
activities, but we don’t want 
to, we will tell others we have 
other things to do instead of 
refuse them directly. Ameri-
cans have the opposite reac-
tion. They may refuse others 
directly. Different cultures 
make people have different 
reactions about the same 

thing. So we Chinese don’t 
need to be uncomfortable 
when we are refused directly 
by American friends. This 
doesn’t show they don’t want 
to be friends with us. They 
only want to tell us their feel-
ings about this thing. 

When you have a 
friend who comes from an-
other culture, try to know a 
little about his culture, so that 
you can understand each other 
better. When you have a mis-
understanding with your for-
eign friend, try to think it over 
to see if you have made a 
mistake. After that you may 
find there are differences be-
tween your cultures. We have 
different opinions about the 
same thing because we come 
from different cultures. When 
you have a misunderstanding 
with others, you could tell 
them your opinion. Maybe 
they can understand you bet-
ter. 

Different Cultures Lead to Different Reactions  
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by Jingxin Peng 

According to an Internet 
vote from the United States 
and Canada, it is reported that 
the most culturally powerful 
countries among twelve coun-
tries are China and America. 
There are thousands of years 
of civilization and a quite 
ancient cultural tradition in 
China. Some cultural symbols 
such as kung fu, The Great 
Wall, and Confucius have 
become synonymous with 
Chinese culture. And repre-
sentatives of American cul-
ture are Wall Street, Holly-
wood, Harvard University and 
the Statue of Liberty. With all 
their cultural power, there are 
plenty of differences between 
China and the United States 
and I have fully realized it 
since I came to George Fox 
University. 

Americans uphold indi-
vidualism and they usually do 
not like to rely on others; they 
do not even necessarily accept 
parents’ help. Parents seldom 
interfere with the children’s 
development but encourage 
children to leave home early 
to make a living. On the con-
trary, Chinese parents molly-
coddle their children and help 
them to do everything, which 
causes Chinese students to 
have poor hands-on ability. 
American students are fond of 
doing things by themselves. 

For instance, one day in one 
class, the professor spoke too 
fast so I could not catch some 
of the content, and I asked my 
American classmate if I could 
borrow her notes, but she re-
fused. I was so confused and I 
did not know why she did not 
want to give me her notes. 
But thinking of it now, maybe 
she wanted me to take notes 
independently. 

Sarah A. Lanier writes, 
“The population of the entire 
world can roughly be divided 
into two parts. The two 
groups represented are ‘hot-
climate’ (relationship-based) 
cultures and ‘cold-
climate’ (task-oriented) cul-
tures.” As far as I am con-
cerned, most western coun-

tries’ people are cold-climate 
cultures and a number of 
Asian people are the hot-
climate cultures. It may lead 
to misunderstanding when 
Asians communicate with 
Americans because of cultural 
contrast. Americans like to 

express directly while Asian 
people prefer indirect expres-
sion. Hence, sometimes some-
body asks us if we want to 
have some dessert or not 
when we are already full, and 
we will still say yes. It is our 
culture that we just want to 
make a good atmosphere and 
do not want to make someone 
embarrassed. 
The United States is the mod-
ern saxophone; its economy, 
its sports, its trade and its 
technology are always having 
an influence on the world's 
footsteps. China is playing the 
ancient zither; its language, its 
kung fu, its architecture and 
its development more and 
more clearly controls the de-
velopment of the world. We 
should not judge which one is 
better because there are just 
contrasts here and not wrong 
or right. As more and more 
“made in China” labels ap-
pear in American supermar-
kets, there are more and more 
McDonald's around down-
towns in China. This is the 
good expression of cultural 
fusion between China and 
America. The only thing we 
should do is to recognize the 
differences between the two 
countries, make ourselves 
adapt to them, and then par-
ticipate in them. 

My view on contrasts between China and America 
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By Pei Wang 
 
Mystery Bus Tour 2010 

was a special event for me. 
Almost all the freshmen at 
George Fox University took 
part in this activity. I had an 
embarrassing experience dur-
ing this tour. 

It was really a fun tour.  
There were nearly ten school 
buses that went to Portland, 
and every bus took many stu-
dents, so you can imagine 
how many students we had. 
 The first stop was a 
square with an artificial wa-
terfall and rockwork. Birds 
were singing in the trees. It 
was perfect. We had lunch at 
the square after a singer’s 
euphonious performance. I 
forgot the names of the foods 
we ate, but I remember that 
they were delicious. When I 
was having my dessert, there 

was a cute boy who said 
“hey” to me. We had a good 
time during our conversation, 
until I asked him a question:  
 “How old are you?” 
He answered,  

“I am 18.” 
“Wow, you are so 

young! And could you guess 
how old I am?” 

He gave me a smile, 
and said gently, “Maybe you 
are older than me, because 
you were shocked when I said 
I was 18…so…maybe…”  He 
showed me two fingers and 
said, “Maybe 20?” 

“Well, actually, I am 20 
and 46 months.”  

The boy’s eyes turned 
round, and he opened his 
mouth widely — “Wow…”  
Before long, he left. 

After lunch, we went 
skating. It was my first time 
to slide on the ice, and I en-
joyed myself. At the skating 
rink, I met the boy many 
times, but he never talked to 
me anymore. It was horrible. 

I questioned myself 
whether I should have told 
others my age. I know Chi-
nese girls look much younger 
than our real age in Ameri-
cans’ eyes. Therefore, should 
I have pretended I was 20?  I 
do not think so. 

In my opinion, the rea-
son that people want to be 
friends is not because of age. 
They just need a person who 
can understand them and be 
with them. If you are kind and 
friendly, you will have many 
friends. All in all, I will not be 
shy to respond with my real 
age whenever someone asks 
in the future. 

of the river. We kids usually 
went to the field to steal some 
plants to eat, like peanuts,�
sugarcane, sweet potatoes, 
and so on. Sometimes we 
were lucky that we weren’t 
found, but I was caught by the 
owner of the farm several 
times and my parents beat me 
with a stick. Though it would 
be painful, we still went on 
doing that because there was 

By Cheng Jinyuan 
 
 I am a sixty-year old 
man from China; let me tell 
you something about my 
hometown. 
When I was young I always 
played with my friends on the 
farm, the river was extremely 
clean, and was about two me-
ters deep. You could see the 
fish swimming on the bottom 

not much food for us. The 
harder they beat us, the more 
we stole from the farms, ha 
ha! Another thing was that we 
often peed beside the river, 
and the housewives who were 
washing clothes and vegeta-
bles downstream would shout 
at us and run after us. Then 
we made faces and ran away 
as soon as possible; of course 
the sticks were waiting for us 
at our homes. 

Mystery Bus Tour 2010 
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By Lu Chang 

Transition into a new 
culture takes time. This is my 
second semester here at 
George Fox University. I have 
adjusted to life in the U.S. 
now, but the process was hard 
and long. I spent almost one 
semester to figure this out. I 
know that we should not com-
plain aobut people around us, 
just because we don’t know 
them well. 

Last semester, I lived 
with an African-American girl 
from LA. At that time, I felt 
very nervous to live with her. 
I refused to talk with her and 
moved to my Chinese friend’s 
house. Probably my actions 
hurt her; one time she actually 
asked me, “You don’t like 
me, right?” Though I said no 
and told her I just wanted to 
live with some of my friends, 

she still didn’t believe it. At 
the end of last semester, she 
transferred to another school. 
I always feel guilty that I did-
n’t go back to live with her or 
that it may have hurt her, but I 
have no chance to make it up 
now.  

This semester, I have 
two new roommates. They are 
really nice girls, and when I 
first saw them I had the feel-
ing of old friends. I tried to 
have a good start, and I tried 
my best to transition. Maybe 
because I changed my attitude 
toward local students, we 
have had some really happy 
conversations. For example, 
once, we sat together and 
talked about different hand 
gestures. It was really funny. I 
love the feeling, which makes 
me think we can get along 

well when we are together. 
We made sandwiches together 
and gave them to some of my 
friends. We used cookie cut-
ters to make the sandwiches 
shaped like dinosaurs. That 
was a really interesting ex-
perience. I feel better now 
when I talk with American 
students. 

From the start of 
school until now, I have 
thought a lot about how to 
transition to a new culture. I 
should show more friendship 
to local students, and talk 
more with them. Maybe they 
are worrying they cannot get 
along well with me, either. 
So, I will talk to them with a 
smile, and everything will get 
better. 

ing all the time. Fortunately, 
the government sent me to a 
foreign country to go on with 
college for free.  
The place I went to  was Man-
chester, U.K. The university I 
entered was a good place for 
studying, but some areas of 
Manchester were polluted by 
factories, and the air was grey 
and all the buildings were 
covered by dust. At that time I 
missed my hometown very 

When I got older, I went to 
school out of my hometown. 
My school was located in a 
big city of China, so I had no 
chances to swim in the river 
or pick up the fruit from the 
trees in the field. However, I 
had to work after my class to 
earn money for living, so 
gradually I had no time to 
think about the fun things, 
just kept studying and work-

much because of the bad envi-
ronment, and I thought the 
cities in U.K were no better 
than my hometown. 
However, that was wrong. I 
lived in London for over 
thirty years, but when I came 
back home, I found that eve-
rything had changed. There 
were no longer clean rivers.       
 

A New Beginning at School 
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By Zijin Wu 

Many American friends have 
asked me: “what is the major difference 
between Chinese people and Americans 
in your opinion?" I answered that “We 
eat cooked, you eat fresh. We keep tradi-
tional; you keep open. You don’t fear 
that your actions will draw someone’s 
attention. You do have the spirit of inno-
vation and enterprise. We work on time, 
work conscientiously, according to some 
principles.” Besides these matters, here 
are a few different of types of my experi-
ences so far that can show differences.  

· In China, the greeting is 
fake without emotional feeling. In Amer-
ica, when people meet each other, they 
will smile and hug.  

· Americans will use the 
measuring cup or spoons when they cook 
and take some medicine. Once I was ill, 
and my roommate gave me a bottle of 
medicine--a cup’s liquid; he had me use 
it according to the explaining paper. In 
China, I never use directions about medi-
cines and just think this is the doctor’s 
business.  

· Chinese people usually look 
young when they are old. You will think 
that they look like thirty years old when 
they are fifty years old. Once an Ameri-
can asked my friend “why you do always 
look like you are twenty years old?” and 
that American was younger than my 
friend, but she looked younger.  

· Americans generally take a 
bath in the morning and go to work; Chi-
nese generally take a bath at night. It 

means that you are clean for sleeping. As the 
time has passed, I have adjusted to taking a 
shower in the morning and at night.  

· In China, I never wear a seat 
belt when I sit in the back seat. I feel uncom-
fortable when it is tilted over my chest 
tightly. When I went in my American friends’ 
cars, they would ask me to fasten the seat 
belt. I always wanted to answer that I cannot 
die for not doing this. When I found out that I 
would pay a ticket for not doing this, I began 
to adjust. 
 Above all, although there are a lot of 
differences in these two cultures, I try to ad-
just. I chose to study here; I need to adjust. 
Broadening your horizon is good for your 
experiences and relationships.  

Differences You Wouldn’t Think Of 
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By Hongbo Lin 
 

Everything that hap-

pens around us can change 

our life to various degrees. 

And there is one thing I can 

still remember that changed 

my life outright. 

When I was in high 

school, I enjoyed participating 

in all kinds of activities. Due 

to my bravery and endeavors, 

I was selected by my fellow 

students to be the president of 

a 200-member group. At first, 

I felt excited because I could 

organize many kinds of ac-

tivities in school, which in-

cluded football matches, flea 

markets, communication 

among schools, and volun-

teering. All of those activities 

not only enriched my knowl-

edge, but also gave me new 

perspectives. Thus, I over-

looked everything else, so that 

even my grades dropped. I did 

not pay much attention to my 

studies until one unforgettable 

day. 

It was a muggy after-

noon. I was thinking about a 

celebration for my friend’s 

birthday while I was doing 

my homework. Suddenly, the 

phone rang. I glanced at the 

phone through the reflection 

of a mirror. My dad answered 

it as usual, with a smile. After 

a while, I felt nervous because 

I heard the name of my 

teacher, so I turned around 

and looked at my dad’s face. I 

saw that anger showed on his 

face instead of the smile. At 

that time, I knew something 

was wrong, and my hands 

became wet. I waited, as mad 

as a meat-axe, but nothing 

happened after my dad fin-

ished the phone call. Finally, 

later that night when we were 

watching TV together, my 

father shouted what my 

teacher had told him. His face 

turned red because of his 

shouting, and even the water 

in a glass shook. I can still 

remember that I heard nothing 

at that moment, although the 

voices on the TV were loud. 

Since then, I have 

woken up to the importance 

of my studies. I talked with 

my teachers and tried to find a 

solution. My parents were 

more worried than I was, be-

cause I had to face the Na-

tional College Entrance Ex-

amination, which is the most 

important test for Chinese 

students. 

Luckily, due to my 

hard work and my teachers’ 

help, I passed the exam suc-

cessfully. Through this ex-

perience, I clearly understand 

the importance of my studies. 

Every time when I have to 

make a choice between study 

and work, I try my best to 

keep a balance. However, if it 

is hard to do that, I will 

choose study eventually, be-

cause study is the thing that 

can make it possible to leave 

my name on this world. 

 

A Turning Point in My Life 
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By Jiarong He 
 

During the 21 years of 

my life, there have been lots of 

turning points, but the most sig-

nificant one is the dormitory 

experience in the university, be-

cause it taught me an important 

thing. 

Studying in college was 

an entirely different experience 

for me. New people, new cir-

cumstances, and an independent 

life were all fascinating and fear-

ful for me. But on the other 

hand, they have improved my 

personality. I have learned how 

to respect others and how to get 

along with and be polite to peo-

ple whom I “dislike.” 

I was not feeling com-

fortable sharing a room with 

others because I had had a room 

by myself before I entered the 

university. When I was eighteen 

years old, I went to university 

where four girls, including me, 

had to share one dorm room. The 

dorm was not big, and there were 

not separate spaces for us so we 

were easily affected by each 

other. This thing happened dur-

ing the orientation week. 

“Excuse me, would you 

turn the volume down?” I 

complained from my bed. It 

was 2:00 a.m. I had been 

awakened by the noise of the 

movie. There was strong 

rock’n’roll music permeating 

the dorm. My roommate didn’t 

respond to me but was im-

mersed in the romantic movie.  

“Can you turn the TV 

off? You’re really noisy. Don’t 

you know we are sleeping 

now? How can you so ignore 

us like this?”  

“I’m very sorry. I 

didn’t know that. I was just 

immersed in my movie. Do 

you know? It’s really fantas-

tic.”  

“Oh, come on. Stu-

pid.” I was lying in the bed 

angrily and things became 

very silent finally. Everything 

seemed to return to  normal.  I 

can sleep now, I told myself. 

  The next evening, 

when I came back, she 

greeted me.   

“Hey, how are you? 

Did you have dinner?”   

“Eh, she is greeting 

me initially and smiling so 

friendly,” I whispered to my-

self. Did she forget what hap-

pened last night? I thought. 

 “I’m good.” I 

squeezed a smile.  

“I made a strawberry 

cake. It’s really good. I cut a 

big piece for you. Taste it.” 

She talked so friendly and 

gave me the cake.  

At that moment, I 

felt a little bit guilty. It seems 

she is good and the smile is 

not pretentious����I thought. 

 “Oh, it’s really 

yummy. How you do this?” I 

asked.  

“Eh…actually, I just 

did the cake for you, because 

last night I disturbed your 

sleep and I was sorry about 

that.” Instantly, I felt shamed 

and did not dare to look at her 

friendly face.  

“Never mind,” my 

face flushed. “You know, I 

Strawberry Cake 
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was at fault too. I shouldn’t 

have been so rough to you.” 

“You’re okay. I 

know it wasn’t deliberate.” 

She looked at me and said, 

“Let’s forget this and do some 

fun things.” Then, she taught 

me how to make cake, and we 

chatted with each other hap-

pily. 

Since then we have 

become friends and I changed 

my attitude toward her. I 

know respecting others is 

very important even when I 

am annoyed by someone. 

Campus life taught me how to 

respect and get along with 

people. Never be rude to 

someone, because sometimes 

you do not even know him or 

her.   

 “Oh, it’s 12’o clock. 

We should go to bed,” she 

said and gave me a hug. 

 “Good night.” 

“Good night. Have a 

sweet dream.” 

Lying on the bed, I 

was feeling so good. Once 

again, I felt my bed was so 

soft, so warm and so friendly. 

  

By Fang Lue 
 There are a lot of 
events in one’s life, and some 
of them can even change peo-
ple’s lives.  One of these 
events in my life was both a 
crisis and an epiphany.  
 When I was in high 
school I used to do well in all 
of my examinations. I had 
eight subjects in my high 
school, and I got very good 
marks in all of them. In my 
thoughts, there was no doubt 
that I would enter a famous 
university and start a wonder-
ful life on campus. The result 
of all the high school place-
ment examinations also 
showed that my thinking was 
right. 
 But sometimes, be-
lief is very far from reality. 
On the day when grades were 
shown to the public, I turned 
on my computer and checked 
the website, feeling a bit nerv-
ous and excited. I had thought 
of hundreds of possible re-
sults for my exam, but at that 
moment I still could not be-
lieve what I saw. I had failed 
the college entry examination. 
That was just like a nightmare 
to me.  
 I’m a person who 
hates to be a loser, so I de-
cided to stay in high school 
for one more year and take 
part in the next year’s college 
entry examination. During 
that year, I felt pained and 
hopeless. The only thing that 

supported me was the belief 
that I would be successful. So 
I got up early every morning 
and then studied in the class-
room. I did not go out to play; 
I did not watch a film; I did 
not play basketball. I was very 
sure that I would do well in the 
examination. 
 Finally, the day came. 
While doing the exam, I sud-
denly felt a bit of fear; I didn’t 
how this feeling came. I had 
been very confident for one 
year, and I still believed that I 
would do very well. 
 In the following 
twenty days, I even started to 
imagine life in the university. 
Finally, the day came, and I 
checked the website after I 
prayed to God. Unfortunately, 
I failed the exam again.  
 After the moment 
when I knew the result, I 
closed my eyes. But at this 
time I had many different feel-
ings about it. This year I 
learned a lot. I thought this 
failure was just like a turning 
point in my life. I had paid one 
year of my life and got only 
one experience, but I think it is 
worth the time I had spent.  
 If you pay a lot, you 
may still get nothing. But the 
important thing is that you try 
your best to do well. You will 
not feel regret if you try your 
best. But if you feel no pain, 
then you won’t gain anything. 

An Unforgettable Experience 
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wanted us to attend. There is 

not a variety of churches in 

Japan because of the low 

Christian population. She 

visited many churches; how-

ever, none of them are open to 

everybody. There are also 

strict rules that you have to be 

like this or you have to do like 

this to be a Christian in many 

Japanese churches. But my 

Mom believes that God loves 

us as we are. This is one of 

the reasons she took us to 

America: to meet Jesus. She 

wants us to know about God. 

By Kei Aizawa 

In Japan, there are 

only 0.5% Christians. It is 

hard to keep the faith in God. 

It is also hard to find friends 

or people with whom I can 

talk or share about God. It is 

easy to forget about him if 

you don’t have strong faith. I 

accepted Jesus when I was 

little, but I didn’t really know 

about the Bible and Jesus 

himself until I came here. My 

Mom had been looking for a 

church in Japan for my little 

brothers and me, but she 

never found a church she 

Since I came here, many peo-

ple have taught me about 

God, and I have been learning 

how much God loves us, and 

what he had done for us. 

Now, he means a lot to me. I 

am so excited to learn more 

about God at GFU.  

Being A Christian in Japan 
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