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this story takes place during a state

of emergency and a public calamity.
it's an unfinished book because it's
still waiting for an answer. an answer
| hope someone in the world can

give me. you? it's a story in technicolor
to add a little luxury which, by God,

| need too. amen for all of us.

Clarice Lispector,
1977
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Foreworo

I would like to express a word of sincere thank you to all those who shared
their views of tolerance in their own words. In a world where people are
almost impelled by the pre-established ways of thinking that society
creates for them to constantly hate, to be violent or to forcefully defend
oneself, it is you as an individual who can step back to examine your
thoughts and actions before committing them. With this project we realize
that writing is one way to reawaken ourselves to this ability. That we are
going to tell a story with our own hands, not to create a universal law of
tolerance that could settle all the problems we have, but to reassess our
own lives to reconsider what must be tolerated, and also, what cannot

be. Writing that tries to give shape to our own murmuring conflicts within
us so that it emerges out on paper by itself, for us to affirm: “Yes, this is
what I have lived.” To be a little bit more wiser in our actions and the
words we speak—both to strangers and to people whom we see every day.
Wiser—that we live in this moment together—so why not be happy, why
not show kindness and gratitude and share joy. Why do we instead fight
and vehemently defend our own “justice"—all for the sake of the supposed
"happiness” that comes as the result of fighting. Why postpone happiness?

As Iread through your writings, a thought sprang to my mind: that
tolerance is the eye of joy that we constantly look at the world with. When
we come across someone with values that we disagree with, we give them
joy. And when your line of willpower breaks and you cannot see for what
good cause you are tolerating them for, then we give them a sad smile and
leave silently—to move on to seek others who are needing our joy. Who
would readily embrace the joy that we bring to them with their own small
but proud hands. Joy cannot be bought with insolence, or being scornful.
Be silent, be silent in carrying your joy, and it would certainly spread.

Speak only of joy.



Last but not least, be a little bit more considerate with your words. Words can
easily become daggers that wound a person deep, deep and buried and
solitary. Words define who we are; it is our "voice."

With much love, do spread this beauty. Your beauty.

Sincerely,

The Service Team of Senior High School of Kogakuin University,
Tokyo, Japan.
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Tolerance
by Akrisht Slﬂgh Sunbeam School Lahartara

Tolerance is an important concept that helps people to live
together peacefully. To be tolerant means that you accept
other people’s opinions and preferences, even then they live
in a way that you don’t agree with. It can also be defined as a
fair attitude towards those whose lifestyle differs from ours.
It is a noble virtue. It enables us to judge the other sides of
things with patience without losing temper. Tolerance
doesn’t just make peaceful coexistence possible. It helps us
in being open to other ways of thinking which can help in
personal development. Teaching children about tolerance is
very important. Children shouldn’t grow up with the feelings
of hatred or suspicion. Children who grow up with hate turn
into unhappy people. Children who are forced to believe
certain opinions develop into people who aren’t free or not
independent thinkers. If children experience love and
tolerance they will be able to grow up and lead a happy and
peaceful life. Hence, we should learn the importance of
tolerance.



Tolerance in our own minds

by Anarya <ashyap Sunbeam School Lahartara

Well, the word “Tolerance” is very deep and diverse. Almost
every second person has their own definition for tolerance.

Dictionary defines it as “the capacity to endure pain or
hardship.”

If I am a foodie to define tolerance then he/she may say that
tolerance is when they want to have cake and the bakery is
shut.

But...for me?

According to me tolerance is a combo of patience and
acceptance without these tolerance is incomplete. For me
tolerance is also accepting the difference in everyone but not
as a flow rather as a fact that it makes them unique.

This is tolerance in my words but I also want to acknowledge
the incident which helped me transform the bookish
definition into one of my own.

Actually I was a single child for quite a lot of time. So when my
brother was born, I was not ready to share my parents or any
of my stuff with him. Slow and gradually I also adopted scared
that he will damage it.

Tolerance, according to me is very important between friends
as well. Friends should be tolerant to hear each other,
understand their problems and take stand for each other.

Life is beautiful when we are tolerant because it helps you to
accept everything, even the challenges that make life fun.
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Tolerance

by Ayan Mehrotra sunbeam School Lahartara

Tolerance. The Cambridge dictionary describes this
particular word as "the ability to deal with something
unpleasant or annoying, or to continue existing despite bad
or difficult conditions. Though true, I would like to word
this definition a bit differently. My reason? I'll be explaining
through the art of storytelling.

A few months ago, I was in my room studying while my
brother was doing the same. Everything seemed fine until
out of nowhere, music started playing. I turned to him and
asked, are you listening to music? He replied with a yes. I
asked him to turn the music down because i need to study,
but he said he couldn’t concentrate without music. I was
backed into a corner. He had his boards upcoming so I was
trying to make him as comfortable as i could to relieve any
amount of pressure I could. I had to then soldier on each of
our same time studying sessions. Surprisingly by the time
his boards were over, I possibly started actually liking
studying with music. I tolerated his habit to make him
comfortable. I believe the definition of tolerance is just one
word, compromising. Whenever we Tolerate someone or
something, we compromise. That’s why I believe that the
definition of Tolerance in my own words would be
compromise.



Tolerance

by Ka NYyd ka Slﬂgh Sunbeam School Lahartara

Tolerance is a very important part of a person’s life, it tells us
about the person’s personality, and how much a person can
be patient, not only being patient but accepting the
challenges or differences that are part of life. As a student,
school is a place where I study with students who are very
different from me, but accepting their existence shows how
friendly and tolerant I am when I have to agree with the
opinion or behaviour of a person when I am in a team.
Knowing that everyone struggles with different problem I try
to give much of respect to them. Accepting people as they are,
is something a person needs to have for a peaceful and joyful
life. At last I would like to say, we all are different but Equally!
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Tolerance

by Lava Yd Slﬂgh Sunbeam School Lahartara

Travelling experiences bring enthusiasm and help us to learn
different values. Here, I am going to share an event which
taught me the value of tolerance.

Me and my family were on a trip to Shimlaand we were
travelling on a train. In our compartment there were two other
families sitting in front of each other.The family members
were talking in their native language. I'think it was
Tamil/Teluguand they were laughing in between.

Suddenly, one of the other passengers who was sitting in front
of this family started yelling at them saying that they were
making fun of him and are laughing at him and his wife. The
South Indian family was not comfortable in Hindi and that is
why they were not able to clarify. Ultimately, both the families
started fighting with each other which ended up in a physical
fight. Some of the passenger then called RPF officers travelling
on the train and they took away there people fighting, with
them. My father told me that later a legal case has been filed
against them.

We live in India, a country known for its ‘unity in diversity’. We
have different languages, religions and culture. We must give
due respect to everyone. That family could have easily avoided
that legal case and all the pain/discomfort if they were tolerant
enough.

Though this experience I have learnt the value of tolerance. For
me tolerance is a quality of allowing other people to do what they
like even if you don’tagree/approve of it.
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Tolerance in our words

by Prasoon Mishra sunbeam School Lahartar:

Tolerance is the willingness to accept opinions and
behaviours one dislikes or disagrees with. All of us tolerance
certain things to a certain extent beyond which the barriers of
tolerance are broken and in many such instances we take
wrong actions with worse consequences. Tolerance a lot of
times is respecting a person but not their actions, tolerance
can also be not getting angry for someone’s mistake even if it
causes a damage small or big. What seems a person’s strongest
attribute; to stay calm and not lose temper even against
wrong, is also the weakest link in a human being’s character,
people often test the tolerance of others expecting them to
shake it off every time. An anecdote which I recall and would
like share that around three years ago I met someone whom I
considered a friend, he had a personality of being this “cool”
kid in class and always try to do this so called pranks which
were not even close to harmless jokes to makes others laugh,
they were always humiliating. Just like the others I didn’t care
much because it wasn’t on me until it actually was on me; his
yet another “prank” made me get punished by the teacher for
no reason at all! Since then we just got distant apart and I also
made real good friends who are always by my side and realty
care.

In my opinion tolerance is like a dam if broken the massive
flow of water destroys everything in the way.That is tolerance
in my words.
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Tolerance in my own words

by Rupam Slﬂgh Sunbeam School Lahartara

Some say, “The highest result of education is tolerance.”
Some say “Tolerance is the only real test of civilization.”
Some say, “The heart of wisdom is tolerance.” But the fact
that the topic here reads, “Tolerance in my own words urges
me to develop my own narrative as I write this essay. My
definition will be unrealistic at time, it can be wrong, it can
be flawed but for sure will I develop a definition of
tolerance in my life, which will describe who and what I
am. Being a survives and sufferer of a sexual assault at the
age of 7, I wonder what tolerance means in my life, if it does
mean something, anything or probably nothing. Is it
tolerance, which stops me from revealing this to my
parents, or is it just my fear? Is it tolerance, that the creepy
man stands right in front of me, and all I can do is nothing,
or, is it just the sphere of helplessness that I made around
myself? Is it tolerance? I wonder. I don’t sit with my legs
crossed at the corner-most seat of patriarchy. I don’t smile
and wave and stay silent when a “her” wistles at me like a
bait. My pillow is weakling; it doesn’t complete its stories. I
don’t call myself alone. I am not alone. But I think the fact
that I am not alone makes me more prone into situations
wherein like today, I keep wondering of a so-called moral
virtue as nothing but an immortal vile. I know I am wrong.
I know my questions are wrong. I know my sentences do
not make sense here when I have to write all hunky-dory
things is what I have gone through. How do I describe to
you the pain I felt when unwanted fingers touched me in
places I covered my entire life. No words can do justice to
the suffocation I felt. Was it tolerance? Is it tolerance?
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Draupadi, the women who tolerated everything for the sake of
her husbands’ pride. The fact that I am writing of women like
her today makes me swallow the hard truth that we are not alone.
And indeed, it is a sad state of affairs. Krishna had blue skin.
Does that give you and me strength in any way? of course the
blueness of his skin and mine has differences. Vast differences.
His natural mine is forced. When you (Draupadi) look at the
marks, the imprint of his hand on your wrist, I see a part of you
fade away into the dust. How he dragged Draupadi, across the
room, like he owned her, from one corner of the room to another
in silence with only her scream and his yell or rather a violent
cry for dominance echoing through the vacuum. Do you call

this tolerance? Is this the tolerance I am talking about? Is my
view of tolerance flawed? What if I have been asking the wrong
questions all along? What if real questions are the ones that are
followed by a full stop?

With so many different questions in my mind, I went to the most
trusted person of mine. My grandmother, whatever she sold me is
extremely telling today when I write about tolerance. She said,
“The tolerance of any person is like a stretched thread, if it is
stretched beyond a limit, it is bound to break whatever you
tolerated shows your willpower to stand in a storm. But you
however forgot to bound or create a line of control for your
tolerance. You tolerate for the good, but if there is no good, what
are you tolerating for?” And hence, this brings me to this
conclusion that, one may tolerate the world of demons for the
sake of an angel but it is equally important for you to know who
that angel is and for what cause you are tolerating it for.
Tolerance is ensuring others have equal rights to live their life,
their way and the pursuit of happiness even if you don’t agree
with their decisions or choices.



Tolerance

by Sikhi Kumari sunbeam School Lahartara

In my life tolerance is something which gives me an inner peace
and a mental strength. It is something which in this generation
everyone lost. Tolerance is that if you accept other people’s
opinions and preferences, even when they live in a way that
you don’t agree with. From my life sometime I also got broke
my tolerance and start arguing and after that I have repentance
of my behaviour. Then that time my mother explained me
importance of tolerance from that time I have impressed me.

So please think before arguing, and try the peace of tolerance.
These are some tips to practice tolerance.

* Be sensitive to the language.

« Acceptance

- Change your perspective (if need)
« Understand others



Tolerance

by SuShmMIta sunbeam School Lahartara

Tolerance can be defined as a fair and aim attitude towards
those whose lifestyle differ from ours. It is a noble virtue, it is
wanted everywhere. It is the virtue that helps us put p with
those who have different ways and opinions, and outlooks in
life. It also enables us to judge the other sides of things with
patience, without losing temper. In the past, the difference
between in religion let to prosecution, the differences in
opinions ended in blows. Tolerance is a virtue much needed in
our turbulent world. A tolerant person does not tolerate political
and financial dishonesty. But in our personal life and daily
dealings, we shall have to belong bearing. Tolerance in the
negative sense simply means the ability to tolerate opponents. It
leads to less stress and greater happiness in the overall
community. Many people interpret the means of tolerance as a
weakness; we will say it’s their ful. Many tend to react to brick
with brick. Indian women in particular are a unique example of
tolerance. These women do not let their families suffer and let
them live a happy life.

We, as ordinary mortals should that everyone has equal rights
but unfortunately, we often forget about this and as a result we
make wrong actions and decisions. Most of the things depend on
the society we live in, This society helps us to become human,
and if we have an ambition to be different from the prehistoric
person, then we have to act like a human. Our generations can
teach next generation, that everyone is equal and let say to ‘No’ to
Homophobia. At the end what I really can tell is that the peace
begins with tolerance. I definitely agree with Hellen Keller’s
opinion that “the highest result of education is tolerance.”
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Tolerance puzzles

by Mikaela S. st George's College

On the midst of a seasonal change-
It’s February 28th-
I arrive to my dad’shome

The first words we exchange
Are about pain

But God, I am so happy to be
Where the air is cool.

It is a debate-

Opposition argues that my mom is insane-
I stand firm on tolerance

And bear that he, in spite of me,

has raw thoughts in his mouth.

Tolerance, my friends say,

Is about enduring and allowing-
But how long can one aby
When dignity is at stake?

To what extent does accepting mean promoting-
For I accepted -heated and defeated-
A reality we're I am insulted

The months pass like a dream,
and slowly my memory
detaches from reality-
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I understand that the crude comments
became a burden to tolerate.

Eventually,I learned.

Toleranceis not about acting deaf-
the force of sound is too loud-
rather it is:

About acknowledging the diversity of the melodies-
despite not resembling our own-
despite not resonating with our bodies.

I returned to Peru renewed-
and I shared what I discovered:

Intelligence and kindness intertwined
deliver a message of strength only to the worthy few-
who understand that cruelty is not a virtue...

That is tolerance.

26



Tolerance in my words

by Pierina C. st George's College

Having to raise a voice as a teenager is often something hard.
You are not considered adult enough to be talking about
serious topics, but you are also not a child, and the desire to
have your opinion listened to is always there. I often find
myself as a listener for that reason, and the things that I
witness at family lunches or on the streets, leads me to think
tolerance is not found everywhere.

People are different, people have different views and different
experiences about every single thing in the world; but we
don’t seem to realize that. For me, respect is the base of
tolerance, the base of a good society. Normally, we are used to
doing a single thing always the same way, because we find
ourselves feeling safe, and when the moment comes for
someone to show us a whole new world of meaningful and
unique differences, we tend to close our eyes and not listen.

I often hear the phrase “I can tolerate it, but I don’t accept it”
or “I tolerate it, but outside of my house” as if tolerance was
something that is linked to a burden, to something that you
wished wasn’t actually there. I want to believe that at some
point, tolerance will become an actual synonym of respect,
not only in the dictionary but in real life, because for me it is.

Listening to everyone and having respect for their opinions,

a way of expressing themselves and learning from them, may
help people to realize that there is more of a meaning to
tolerance than just pretending to accept something. For me,
tolerance is the key to a better change in society. Perhaps with
more tolerance, teenagers will start to raise their voices and
stop being listeners.
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Tolerance

by Adriano S. st George's College

We know that by being tolerant we show respect for the
ideas or beliefs of others since these may be different and
not coincide with ours. Therefore, by being tolerant and
respectful, we show ourselves as people with an open mind,
capable of solving any problem. Through this essay, I can
demonstrate how I put my tolerance into practice.

In November of last year when the school decided that it
would open its doors to returning to face-to-face classes, I
was excited because I would finally see my friends and
return to my classes after almost two years. Still, this return
would be done with prior authorization from the parents
and my parents said no, that it was not yet time to return to
school. I remember that I sat down with them and we had a
conversation where I explained my desire to return and
they gave me their reasons for their refusal. There I put my
tolerance into practice because I respected my parents’
decision even though it was different from mine and I
understood that they did it for my own good. That is why I
finished the school year virtually.

Today,tolerance has helped me to be more empathetic,
understand why people act or think differently and know
how to listen, so I can have a better relationship with my
family and friends. I believe that if we are tolerant, our
world will be better.
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Play (in) (of) Tolerance

by Shlrley ONno senior High School of Kogakuin University

The subject of tolerance is, in most cases, directed towards an
external other—an other person, an other culture, or an other
country. But isn’t there a much more immediate and close
presence that we are always neglecting to tolerate—our own
selves?

[ am a returnee—I spent the first half of my elementary
school in New York City—but the “intolerance” I experienced
was not in the foreign country, but rather back in my own
country, Japan. I had almost no difficulty blending in to my
new surroundings when I went to New York and immediately
after I returned to Japan—probably because of my young age,
which allowed me to soak up anything that I was surrounded
by like an innocent sponge. It was only when I entered
middle school when I began to question what my identity
really was. I loved New York and my experience living there
had given me so much: my love for books, for music, and the
tool called English which allowed me to access the world
outside Japan. But I had, after all, only spent a small portion
of my life in New York, and the place was increasingly getting
foreign to me as my years in Japan progressed.

It was thus when I was struggling to make sense of this
cultural duality that I began to realize the presence of a
certain pressure that was being exerted by my peers. And not
just by my peers—I began to realize that the entire Japanese
society was setting a certain expectation on me based on the
word “returnee” that I was labelled with. The terrifying aspect
was that I was never aware of this presence of “intolerance,”
and neither were other returnees recognizing this form of
cultural oppression. Moreover, this was never something that
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was brought up to the surface to be discussed seriously. The game
went like this: if you're a “just-returned” returnee who is completely
foreign to Japan, then you’re in, for you qualify the peers’ and the
society’s expectations of an idealized figure of a returnee. If you don’t
meet their criteria—or worse, if you lost them in the course of years
you spent after returning—you quit saying that you're a returnee, hide
that identity and blend in with the Japanese mass. The last thing you
want to be is something of an in-between: neither fully a returnee nor
fully a Japanese, always wavering between the two, unestablished,
undetermined, unstable.

It is impossible to fully get rid of these small peer pressures exerted
on the unestablished by the established mass. Japan is an extremely
monocultural country that values order, unity and discipline—hence,
it demands that each individual be placed to belong in an established
category, such as “returnee” that it specifically sets its certain
expectations for. But one can never simply do away with a culture by
labelling it dualistically as either “good” or “bad.” Hence, within a
culture, there is always going to exist certain “intolerances” for some.
The question is not how to get rid of these intolerances, but rather to
think how and when we are able to tolerate the very intolerances.
Tolerance and intolerance are not binary opposites, as the word may
indicate. The function that intolerance has is to negate and to reject,
while tolerance is to affirm, to accept. Hence, one could think of the
function of tolerance as a type of affirmation that opens up space for
its own capacity of accepting, to which it may include certain forms
of intolerance itself.

The subject of tolerance always begins with the I. I tolerate you, I
accept you. This is because the affirmative spatialization is always
something voluntary. If you see yourself caught in a net of
intolerances, it is only you who can start the chain of tolerance. You
cannot force another to tolerate yourself first, or promise that you
would tolerate the other once the other has first tolerated you.
Tolerance communicates itself in its gradual diffusion, not in mutual
exchange. Hence, it is always your own self who must find way to
open up the space for the other and their intolerance, to be the first
to say, “I accept.” How does one manage this?
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Instead of choosing sides on whether to force myself to abide by
their expectations of a returnee or to completely blend in with the
Japanese majority, I chose to be multiple, to be plural. This also
meant: to be undecided, to be deferring an absolute unity of identity.
By living with such a mindset within me, I was tolerating myself,
opening a space for the plurality of my identity. Likewise, tolerance
for the other always presupposes a tolerance for the self. Dispute
occurs and intensifies when one feels a violent necessity to defend
oneself with a justification of one’s righteousness. Because one has
not “come to terms” with one’s very own self, one demands to justify
it through effacing the possibility of the other. It is this insistence of
justice towards oneself without patience, without the spatialization
for small alterations or variations to your own identity, I believe,
that makes continue and deteriorates dispute with the other. To
change this chain of intolerance, one must start with accepting one’s
own self—as a collection of multiple identities, multiple backgrounds,
and multiple views that are themselves subject to change. I dream

of the thrilling arts in New York but I feel a sense of origin, an
“at-homeness” in Japan. And not just. I love music but I love the logic
of language; I love philosophy but 'm a woman; I'm a feminist but
I'm not a social activist; I love Clarice Lispector’s novels but I don’t
write novels...Who am I? One minute to another, racing back and
forth between my different loves and obsessions, changing in an
instant, then back again. But that’s precisely what I am: undecided,
multiple.

When you, too, become aware of this “multiplicity” that you already
have long carried within you—you, too, will see that the connection,
the agreement, and hence the tolerance of/with the other is made
possible by sharing one part of your identity with them. But for there
to be “parts,” as plural, you have to have both the parts that you share
with the other and parts that you differ from the other. And this “other,”
too, is made up of different parts that they in turn share/differ with
your parts. The concept that our identities are made up of multiple
parts takes us away from the notion that we each are something
complete and absolute in ourselves that we have to guard against the
absolutely stabilized other. Instead, our interactions with the other are
a play between our parts that share and differ—an ongoing play,
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like busy atoms bonding and breaking up, never ceasing their

small vibrations of joy. Our tolerance for the other happens right

in this movement, this change. We can come to view tolerance as

a play between those parts that we share and differ with the other,
of opening up and at times closing in, the play between tolerance
and intolerance themselves—the play of certain forms of intolerance
within the spacing of tolerance itself. This does not mean that we
should forcibly squeeze in every form of intolerance within our
spacing of tolerance. The constant change in this play presupposes
neither complete and unconditional states of pure tolerance
(agreement with every part) nor pure intolerance (disagreement
with every part). Rather, it is change itself in relation to time that
can make us say the “I” first, of coming to see ourselves as multiple,
then making that movement, the gesture towards the other, those
atoms bonding and breaking up, the other approaching, nearer

and nearer, more atoms vibrating, to finally make that movement,
to extend your hand and your agitated atoms, together and changing—

—"T accept—"
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To Have a Tolerant Mind
by Kirara Wakisaka senior High School of Kogakuin University

‘How can we contribute to the accomplishment of a peaceful
world?’ has been a question I've asked myself for a long time.
At first, it started off with an answer, “Kkill all the bad guys”.
AsIlearned and got to understand things, such as history
and human nature, my answers shifted over time. For
example, the answer that came after “kill all the bad guys”
was “follow the rules”. Like my answers have changed in the
past, at this moment of my life I have found a new answer to
my question.

Since the move from Japan to South Korea when I was small,
I've witnessed a lot of differences between two countries. The
culture was alike, but the impression of each other countries
differed a lot. The difference in impression towards each
other might be the affect from the education given to the
people, as an anti-Japan nation. Fortunately, I didn’t go
through some intense racism when I spent my early life in
the country, because I went to an international school.
However, small misunderstandings between me and my
classmates sometimes lead to fights on which country’s
character ‘Pokémon’, or which country’s culture ‘Origami’ is.
Sometimes, I saw shocking posters and writings in the city,
stating some anti-Japanese things. Such small yet giving huge
impact happenings are the memories I cherish up to this age,
and probably would in the upcoming years of my life.

Even in Japan, my home country, I faced some boundaries. It
may have been the effect that I spent time in an international
school, but when I temporarily went to the public Japanese
school, there were lots of intolerant norms I didn’t fit in.
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Some of them are the form of teaching, curriculum, teachers or
rules. Especially the rules the teachers set to their students was
the challenging thing for me when I look back to those times. For
instance, during lunch time, students weren’t allowed to leave the
classroom to go play at the playground, unless they finished
eating everything on their plate. While this rule is respectful to
the chefs and to the food, it seemed to be torture for some
students, including myself.

Experiencing such incidents and life in different places gave me a
hint to the answer I own today. Which is “be tolerant with
yourself and others”. Tolerance is a word we use to express one’s
fair, permissive attitude towards the things that differs from the
one. Having the mind and room of tolerance in your heart can
create deliberate actions with us. Such actions can create a
peaceful, positive relationship within others.
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Unavoidable Tolerance
DY Sara MOJ[O:ima Senior High School of Kogakuin University

When I was 4 years old, I moved to America. Since I moved to
a foreign country at a young age, I had difficulty blending the
two countries together. I was still learning about Japan and
getting used to my preschool life when I moved to America.
My family and I spent the first few years in America getting
used to our new life in a new country. After we adjusted and
got used to life in America, that was when I realized that my
parents and I were on different paths. I was 7 or 8 years old,
and my parents sent me to a Japanese cram school where I
started taking Japanese classes in a Japanese curriculum. I
was basically sent to a Japanese school after “normal school”. I
was very confused to why I had to go to a Japanese school
until I realized that an American school for me was a “normal
school”, but to my parents a Japanese school was a “normal
school”. My parents wanted to raise me as a Japanese girl
living in America.

Here is the thing about the United States. You can not tell the
difference between an “American”, and a “foreigner” just by
appearance. All my friends that were Asian were “American”. I
was also Asian, but I was not an "American”. My parents knew
that, but I didn’t. When I found out that I would never be able to
become an “American” unless my parents become “American”, I
started to neglect them. I knew that my parents wanted to go
back to Japan, and they plan on going back taking me with
them “someday”. My parents sometimes gossiped about job
openings in Japan. They always talked about the “someday”
when we go back to Japan as a family. But “someday” never
seemed to come. It didn’t come for 7 years. It was 4 years after
attending a “Japanese School”, and 4 years of neglect until
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I found out that we were going back to Japan. My 4years of neglect
started shifting to “tolerance”.

I had to start paying attention at Japanese school so that I can keep
up with class in Japan. The hardest of all was detaching and
neglecting myself from my “normal” life. Announcing to my friends
about my move, pretending to listen to information about the big trip
that I can’t go to, returning to my home that gets emptier every day,
etc. I had to start tolerating the big change in my life which was
being a foreigner in America. I had to start accepting that I was a
foreigner, something that I used to neglect.

Tolerance is often when you value your thoughts while respecting and
accepting other’s thoughts. Tolerance is based off the idea that our
values come first and understanding that values of others are
important as well. But sometimes, tolerance is something that can’t be
helped. From my experience in America, I learned that sometimes
tolerance is also when your values must change, and you must learn
to accept that your values must change. Tolerance is an unpredictable
thing seen everywhere.
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Personal Experience Regarding Tolerance
DY Soichiro Tanaka Senior High School of Kogakuin University

My personal experience with the topic tolerance (more
specifically the tolerance of other cultures in an environment
of another) is mixed to say the least. Sometimes when I

move to another place I get lucky and meet people who

are very open and kind. On the other hand I sometimes

do meet people often adults who forced their way of

showing respect, manners, and sometimes punishments

on to me without knowing how I feel.

When I first went to the United States I was very nervous
about what I would experience. The reason being in Japan
there were stereotypes about the US often circulating around
the media and I was afraid as a kindergartener that I was
going to get shot the second I stepped out of the airport.

But my expectation was far different then the reality. The
people at least at the community I lived in were very kind

and was generous. The community was extremely diverse

with people from Japan, Korea, China, Canada, and India all
lived close to each other and together with ordinary Americans.
So there was a big collection of different cultures in the
location. I personally think that the American Community

here had a lot of interactions with many other cultures from
around the world so the area was more friendly to people

from many cultures and backgrounds. Although Gun Violence
was higher in the US compared to Japan the area I lived had

a relatively few numbers of actual incidents involving guns

and although it was higher compared to Japan there was

about 1-2 cases per month. My school life there was extremely
fun as well. There were various students from the aforementioned
countries
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living in the area so the cultural tolerance was very high. People talked
to each other about their pasts and experiences and often shared their
distinctive food with the neighborhood during a festival. The school
that I went to had a day called an International day where people from
outside of the United States who comes to the school would perform
something to show off the cultures of that country. Although a place
like this is most probably a rarity in most countries it was an
experience I would never forget.

After the years spent in the US me and my family eventually went back
to Japan.

When I arrived there I went to a local elementary school near the
place I was born. There were several child hood friends who went to
that particular school so my parents decided to send me there. When I
first arrived the students in the class were very kind and to an extent I
think they were also excited since many of them never went outside of
Japan before since the place the school was in was in a semi
countryside area between the actual country side and the cities. I first
thought that I could have an ordinary school life not too different from
my life in the US but I came to realize very quickly that the culture in
Japan and the US were extremely different. Although I was born in
Japan I pretty much grew up in the US and I was used to many of the
various and diverse cultures and traditions present their so I ran into
issues with some people, specifically some of the teachers in the
school who were either very conservative. Most of the teachers who I
meat with were actually very kind and I personally liked talking to
them but there were about 5-6 teachers that were either very strict
(Sometimes to the extent of using force), very easily irritated by minor
mistakes, and very traditional. My first problem at the school emerged
when I personally had Issues with bowing, and although I got used to
it now, In America and especially the place I lived in bowing was
considered an act of submission to a person or an authority figure
unlike the meaning in Japan which is meant to show respect. In my
American school one of the first things I was taught in 3rd grade by
my teacher who I really respected was to never bow down to anyone.

So when I refused to bow in the first lesson the teacher mildly scolded
me for it since he thought I was being disrespectful (without each
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of us knowing the others interpretation of bowing). In the end the
misunderstanding was resolved by another teacher.

Although for the most part other than some minor
misunderstandings the regular school life went on with only small
incidents but there was one subject that I despised the most which
was the Japanese PE. Many of the schools PE teachers were extremely
conservative/Traditional so whenever someone was late to the PE
class he or she would make the entire class accountable for it since
“It was the failure of the entire class to make sure everyone arrives
on time” which I didn’t get a single bit. Eventually I was angry to an
extent where although I didn’t directly fight them I would rant for an
hour or a two at home to my parents about how Intolerant and
Inflexible they were. This kind of behavior was not uncommon
among many of the teachers even outside of PE and some would go
as far as too humiliate someone in front of the class who did
something wrong (even a minor one) just to prove a point to
everyone and to set an example. I was often caught in the cross fire,
in one occasion someone took (but most probably the object got lost
during the cleanup time) the teachers note that she kept and she
made us sit for nearly an hour and a half after school until the person
who did it turned themselves in. She made remarks about how the
person who stole it (who she didn’t know) was causing everyone else
harm although she was the one who was making everybody stay and
I felt disgusted by it. I especially never experienced a punishment
like this my entire life and I didn’t see the lesson she was trying to
teach other than to assert dominance. Eventually she let the class go
but I resented her until the end of the school for that and her
remarks.

In all of these occasions I didn’t go by completely quietly in these
cases. I not only ranted to my parents about this but I also talked with
teachers in the school that I trusted about these methods that some of
the teachers used to “teach a lesson” but the teachers that I usually
turned to and myself both agreed to not confront those strict teachers
directly so not to cause tension in the work-place.

I did think about directly confronting them if things got too bad butI
knew that unless my parents gets involved I was goingto get scolded.
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The environment wasn’t good for me to really oppose anything that
they do and I didn’t want my remaining elementary schooldays to be
a constant fight with the teachers over different valuesso I soldier
troughed it for the rest of the year.

Looking back on it even into my teenage years I still think that the
methods they used were wrong and I also think that the other
students in my class should have opposed it more instead of taking it
in. I personally am thankful for my friends and some of the teachers
who helped me through it by listening to my feelings and adjusting to
it. In conclusion from my experience the school should have been
more open to people from other cultures and they should have
especially been more active in solving problems with cooperations
with other teachers.

I believe that the meaning of Tolerance in a social term is to respect
the way of thinking and the values of others nearby without changing
yourself or to try and change others. I personally am also very
stubborn especially when it comes to adjusting to my surroundings
so I might accidentally make myself bit annoying, awkward, or
outright offensive but I want people to accept me for who I am and

if they have any problems with me I would try and adjust a little

but I will not change my core self.
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The key phrase is, “Love others as you love yourself.”
And that's all there is to it. Nothing else is required.
That would settle everything. Yes, of course it's nothing
but an old truth that has been repeated and reread
millions of times—and still hasn't taken root.

‘Awareness of life is a higher order than
knowledge of the laws of happiness.” That's an
adage that we must fight.

And I shall fight it.

—fFyodor Dostoyevsky
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