Part 2
The Family
June 25- The Family Arrives

It was cloudy as I left the house this day, but at least the rains had stopped for the time being.  When Kiyoe saw my gel, she thought that the band that had appeared looked like the right protein.  While there was no more of it than during my second attempt with the slow-growing cells, Kiyoe also thought that, if we combined the two attempts, we might have enough to do our experiments.  It was clear that purifying this protein was not easy and this might be the best we could do.  As I looked over my fractions from my previous two H4 purification attempts, I realized that I had often skipped fractions in order to conserve space on my gels- I now needed to fill in those gaps to know which fractions to pool together.  I also started concentrating the H2A-H2B complex formation that had dialyzed over the weekend.  I did not expect to be able to apply it to the size-exclusion column that day and knew that I could store it more easily in its concentrated form.  
I ran a gel with the missing H4 fractions and had lunch as it was being washed.  I had a nice box of sushi, not the inari sushi, which I also liked, but real nigiri sushi- with pieces of fish, squid, and eel on little ovals of rice.  I bought 10 pieces for only 366 yen, which was even cheaper than the kaiten sushi places charged.  I had waited until 12:30 to go to the co-op instead of going about an hour earlier to choose out a hot dish, I wondered if they discounted fresh lunches when they though no one else was going to buy some.  It didn't matter- it was good, probably my best lunch so far!

After I had my gel in stain and my concentrated complex in the coldroom, Kiyoe took me to Saty, the department store at the Kita-Senri station.  During my cleaning spree, I had realized that we only owned two pillows, and that we would need four by evening.  After I had picked out the pillows, Kiyoe dropped me off at home, it was about 2 pm.  I had planned to take the train to the airport from Suita, but now that plans had changed and I was in Toyonaka, I decided to take the bus.  

At 3:45, I walked to the Ishibashi station and took the train for one stop, to Hotaragaike.  This name means "firefly pond" in Japanese, and I had been unable to pronounce it during my first month in Japan.  I had gone past this stop many times but never gotten off there.  This day was different, however, since there was a bus that went to Kansai International Airport from the station.  I bought a ticket from a vending machine and waited for the bus that would take me on the 90-minute ride to the airport.  Kansai Airport, called Kanku by the locals, was built in the 1990s to take the pressure off of Itami Airport, which was very close to our new home.  The time soon came when the former handled all international flights, while the latter handled only domestic ones.  Yoshinaka-san, my “Kanji Table” instructor, had worked for many years at Itami Airport before being transferred Kanku.  The only problem with the new airport was that it had been built on a man-made island in Osaka Bay, and was not particularly close to the city.

I arrived at the airport at 6pm, I had checked the internet and knew that the family's flight had been delayed, but I wanted to be there in case they were able to make up the time over the Pacific.  I ate a tandoori chicken wrap from Subway while I waited, along with a chocolate Belgian waffle from a nearby bakery for dessert.  Their flight landed at 7pm, and it took about 40 minutes for them to go through all of the landing procedures.  Finally, after 6 weeks alone in Japan, I was reunited with my family!

We bought some drinks from a vending machine and Justin took pictures as we waited 40 minutes for the next bus to leave.  All three of them alternated between looking at the scenery on the way back and dozing off.  We arrived back at Hotaragaike Station at 9:30, fifteen minutes ahead of schedule and then waited there for Tadashi to pick up our luggage.  His car was definitely not big enough to take all four of us home plus our luggage, but we sent Justin to our house with him to help unload and Trudy, Brennan and I took the monorail home from there.

Since everyone was hungry, I made a pizza after we reached the house, and we started putting things away as best we could.  Brennan was having a hard time, and was not thrilled that he would be sleeping in his room on the floor.  We put some extra blankets down to make it as soft as possible and promised him that we would get him a bed as soon as possible.  

About 11:30, as we were about to go to bed- I slid the sliding glass door closed that was on the front of the house.  It apparently wasn't on its track well, because the very large glass door fell outward onto the cement and shattered with a large crash.  Mrs. Tsumonori, the neighbor across the street, was out watering her plants; she came to our gate and asked if we were all ok.  I assured her that we were and that we could take care of it.  I hoped that the crash had not awakened all of the other neighbors!  As Justin and I cleaned up the glass, Mrs. Tsumonori kept coming over and bringing us things that would help: a broom, a dustpan, a box for the glass, gloves, tape for the door, etc.  Eventually, we got it cleaned up and rigged the screen door so there wasn't a huge gap to the outside.  We all went to bed around midnight, the family having already experienced an exciting first night in Japan!

June 26- Getting Settled

My three family members managed to accomplish something that I had not been able to do during my two trips to Japan- they slept through their first night there with no problem!  I called Kiyoe about 8:30 and told her about the door, I had wondered if the university could somehow arrange for someone to fix it.  She said she would check into it and let me know.  Justin was very upset as we ate breakfast, he said he was missing his friends and started to cry.  I thought that the best thing for him would be to get out of the house and to keep busy in order to keep his mind off of how much he missed everyone.  As we stepped out of the house, it was clear that the six weeks of wonderful weather I had experienced in Japan had abruptly come to an end- it was quite hot and very humid out!

The first order of business was to travel to the Toyonaka Municipal Hall to register the family as aliens.  As we walked to Ishibashi Station, Justin was impressed with number of bicycles on campus and took pictures of the masses of them that were parked there.  The family enjoyed looking at the quaint shops that were located along the approach to the station, as well as between Toyonaka Station and the Municipal Hall.  Trudy said that they really gave her the feel of Japan with the covered pavilions as well as all of the open markets.  The kids received their papers on the spot, but Trudy, like me, had to wait for a month for her real card to arrive.  Everyone agreed they were getting hungry as we left the city offices, so we walked down to a restaurant that looked good.  They didn't speak a word of English there, of course.  The family picked what they wanted from the pictures in the menu and I enquired about what it was they were ordering.  They all wanted pork over rice, and I ordered a beef dish that looked good.  They then served us chilled green tea without even asking what we wanted to drink.  Everyone agreed that the food was delicious, and loved the tea as well.  It was quite an experience for our first meal out in Japan!
We returned to the house and rested for a little while, but it was soon time for Justin's appointment at the Middle School.  As we walked past his building, some girls were watching out of the top floor window.  They giggled and waved "Hello".  As we approached the front gate, some more girls were leaving the school.  They said "Hello, Justin" and giggled.  He was famous already!  An official from the Department of Education was waiting for us just inside the gate.  We were ushered inside, where we changed into "guest slippers" to walk around inside the school.  A few boys passed us; one said to Justin, in broken English, "I play soccer".  We entered the principal's office and sat behind a long table.  Justin’s homeroom teacher was also present.  She, like the principal, spoke fairly good English.  They both seemed excited about Justin starting school there.  The lady I had met the previous year, however, was nowhere to be seen and apparently no longer worked for the school.  After getting some information about Justin's schedule as well as other pertinent information, his teacher took us for a tour of the building and showed us his classroom, including where he would sit.  She said the boy who would sit next to him knew Judo and wanted to teach Justin some as well.  We asked her about the kids knowing Justin's name already and she said they had announced to the school that an American would be starting there that week.  He was quite a novelty at their school!  In all, the visit to Justin's school took about an hour.

The school official the offered to give us a ride to Brennan's school, even though it was only a few blocks away.  We went though the same process of putting on guest slippers and being ushered into the principal's office, but there the similarities ended.  Brennan's principal hardly spoke English at all, he did little more than greet us initially, then we sat down with the Japanese teacher as well as a teacher who was in charge of new student orientation.  As at Justin’s school, none of the people we met with were the same as the ones I had met on my previous year’s visit to the school, including the wonderful Japanese teacher I was looking forward to having teach Brennan.  Unlike Michiko-sensei, Brennan's new Japanese teacher struggled to speak English; she translated as the other teacher went through the necessary information.  Every time this new teacher had to speak in English, she got a funny look on her face and I could tell she was concentrating very hard in an effort to make English words come out of her mouth.  Brennan needed a lot more equipment for school than Justin did, including nametags, a swim cap, as well as a chef's hat and apron to help serve lunch.  As we talked, Brennan's principal served each of us (including the boys) a glass of unsweetened iced coffee.  Justin made a face as he drank it, but managed to finish it out of sheer politeness.  Luckily, we did have our choice of cream, which I offered to Brennan to help make his more palatable.  Once, while no one was looking, I switched .my empty glass with his mostly full one and drank the rest of his coffee.  We met with Brennan's school officials for about 2 hours.  About 4 pm we were walked home together.

Trudy and Brennan both went upstairs to lie down, since Trudy was tired and Brennan said he had a headache.  Five minutes later, Brennan came back downstairs and reported that Trudy was asleep.  While she slept, Kiyoe called back and said that our contract read we were on our own as far as fixing the door went- we needed to find someone to fix it and we needed to pay for it as well.  Justin and I decided to take a walk in the park, but Brennan, who still had a headache, decided to stay back at the house.  When we returned, Mrs. Tsumonori was outside her house talking to Oliver, our German neighbor, who indicated that I should come over as well.  She was determined to get our door fixed as soon as possible; she and her husband alternated talking to various university officials on the phone as we conversed on her front step.  In the end, it was agreed that the university would send someone over in the morning to look at the problem.  Unlike Kiyoe, our neighbor had experience dealing with the university bureaucracy, and knew exactly who to call to get things done.

When Trudy woke up, we agreed that we would all walk to Gyoza no Osho in Mino-o for dinner.  This was despite the fact that we had already walked a few miles that day between train stations and school visits- what did a couple more miles matter in order to get a nice dinner?  The family thoroughly enjoyed our dinner there, the menu even had English translations of all the items on it- imagine that!  As we returned to our house about 8 pm, we could see a number of cars parked in front of it.  Mrs. Tsumonori had gotten the school officials to come that evening, and they were busy working on the door.  She apologized for letting them in our house without us being there (all she had to do was un-tape the screen door), but I told her that it was fine that she did.  They put plywood where the glass had been and replaced the door onto its track.  They then promised to return within a few days to finish the job properly.

We watched some Japanese T.V. together and Trudy did the dishes.  We were all quite tired from the busy day and went to bed by 10:30.

June 27- Supplies

Since we planned to visit China during the kids’ summer break, I wanted to take the family and apply for our Chinese visas first thing in the morning.  The Chinese consulate was in downtown Osaka, and everyone in the family needed to appear in person in order to apply.  We took the train to Umeda and then walked through the underground sidewalks near where I got the camera repaired to catch the subway from there.  We changed trains once and got off at the Awaji station.  I had directions to the consulate that I had gotten off of the internet, as well as a picture of what the building looked like.  We found it without much problem and I turned in our paperwork to the Chinese woman behind the counter, while doing my best to explain our travel plans in Japanese, since speaking English was not one of her skills.  She said that the visas would be ready to pick up the following Monday morning.

As we were walking out of the consulate, I checked our cell phone and saw that Kiyoe had tried to call twice within the previous half hour.  I had emailed her the previous evening to say that, with everything that needed to get done, I would not be in to work for another day.  When I called her back, she said someone would be at our house to fix the door at 1 pm, despite saying it would take them a few days to get back to us. This wasn't a problem, since it was only about 11 by then, but it meant we had to return home without much delay.  We retraced our steps to Umeda and soon returned to Ishibashi Station, walking home from there.  The kids were hungry, so we bought some chicken on a stick from a street vender.  They said it tasted ok but the consistency was funny- similar to cartilage.  When we had returned to the house, I fixed a lunch of manju and dim sum.

When the door crew got there, I asked how long they were going to be and whether it would be ok for us to go shopping while they worked.  They said that would be fine and took our cell phone number, in case they needed to contact us.  We walked to the school uniform shop that was just past Brennan's school on the same street as the Mandai grocery store.  The man who ran the shop spoke no English whatsoever, we motioned and pantomimed that we needed uniform pants for Justin as well as the various supplies that Brennan needed.  Each time we wanted something new, we had to repeat the process of misunderstanding and then trying our best to communicate, which finally led him to pulling the thing we had requested out of a box.  The whole process made Trudy and Brennan very frazzled, but Justin and I thought if was kind of fun.  We then walked to a bank which was associated with the Department of Agriculture in order to open an account that could be used to pay for various things at school, such as lunches.  We found that process quite easy compared to the uniform store.  We finally walked home.

After looking over the materials we had gotten from Brennan's school, we realized that we didn't have the things he needed to serve food at school.  I wisely took the schoolbook with me this time and walked the 10-minute trip back to the store to point out the things we needed in it instead of playing more of the guessing game with the shop owner.  Justin decided to come with me, but Trudy and Brennan wanted to remain at the house.  It went much smoother this time, and soon we were on our way with the additional supplies.  The only problem when we got it home was that Brennan's apron didn't fit him, so Justin and I walked back to the store to exchange it.  By this time we had put in an hour of walking, just to and from the uniform store and not including any of the other trips we had made that day.  After a brief rest at home, we decided to walk to Kohnan to get some things we needed around the house.  There, we had to ask where would could find some of the items on our list, which Justin and I handled the best we could.  We talked about going out to eat as we walked the 30-minute trip back from Kohnan, but Trudy was exhausted and just wanted to get home.  Instead, I heated up frozen sesame chicken nuggets and pan fried some gyoza for the family.  We all went to bed tired from all the walking we did, we all had a big day the next morning to prepare for.

June 28- First day at school

We got an early start to the day.  I made everyone banana pancakes for breakfast and labelled the rest of Brennan’s supplies with his name, written in katakana, since the teacher had said that most elementary students couldn’t read romanji, the Roman alphabet we are used to.  Soon it was time to head off to school; Brennan was due in the principal’s office at quarter after 8.  We all walked there together but Trudy and Justin decided to wait outside, since Trudy was nervous and didn’t want to make Brennan any more nervous than he already was.  We were once again ushered into the office, but this time the two of us were served iced tea, which was much more pleasant for Brennan.  After a while, Justin dropped in to tell us that he and his mother were going to walk to his school, since it was almost time for him to be there.  The time soon came for Brennan to head to class, but I remained in the office and finished filling out a form about his health.  When I had finished, I hurried to meet up with the other two at Justin’s school.

They were back in the principal’s office there as well, and were just finishing up.  A teacher said that they would give Justin a tour of the school and then he was done for the day, since the students there were taking exams for the next few days and Justin was obviously not prepared for them.  His real schooling would start the following Monday when exams were over.  I dropped Trudy off at home and then left for work.

At work, I picked up where I had left off- I finished concentrating the complexes I had started on that Monday, and applied them to the size-exclusion column.  I also ran the pools of histones H3 and H4 on gels in order to get an accurate measurement of their concentration.  I had a kimchi-themed lunch that day; I picked out pork kimchi as a main dish as well as a kimchi-containing soup.  The column was running very slowly, it kept building up pressure and blowing the top tubing off, stopping the separation process.  Finally, I devised a way to get it to stop doing it, but only after losing a lot of time messing with the top tubing.  The gel was also a bit of a problem, the staining revealed plenty of H3, but, after pooling the fractions, the H4 was no longer anywhere to been seen.  Kiyoe suggested that I soak the gel overnight in “destain” and try staining it again in the morning with a different type of stain.  

As I prepared to leave to catch the last bus home, the column was still running in the coldroom.  I checked the gel that I had run following my first complex purification, and was reasonably sure that most, if not all, of the complex had already come off the column and dripped into fraction tubes by that time, so I turned off the pump and decided to finish running the column in the morning.

The family met me near the bus stop.  Brennan had had a rough day at school and was not saying much.  We walked over to the Family Steakhouse near the monorail station and talked things over.  He had not understood much, had not liked it, and did not want to go back.  We asked him more details about what had happened, and everything he described were good things, but maybe the culture shock and the general feeling of not understanding nor being understood was what had bothered him the most.  He said that the lunch was very good, that he got to play the violin in front of the class as well as play the drums in music, and that the kids were nice to him- perhaps too nice- since the girls had wondered during a question and answer session what he looked for in a woman.  We tried to assure him that it would soon get better.  

It was, of course, an adventure ordering our food.  They initially brought coffee for Justin instead of Coke, but we soon had that remedied. Justin ordered a piece of cheesecake for dessert, which we all had a bite of. The dinner ended up being fairly expensive, about 7000 yen for the 4 of us, but we all agreed that it was high quality meat and was very good.  As we walked up the hill toward home, we continued to talk about the school and hoped that the next day would be a good one for Brennan. 

Trudy had spent the day cleaning the house, as well as rearranging furniture, and had also walked to Kohnan with Justin to get more supplies.  The house was in much better shape than it had been during my first six weeks in Japan.  Justin and Trudy were in bed by 10, I stayed up with Brennan, who was still upset.  The two of us eventually went to bed, to face a new day in the morning. 

June 29- More Difficulties

I asked Brennan if he would like me to walk him to school on his second day of school and he said he would, so I saw him to the gate and then took the 8:40 bus to work.  I started the column running again and stained the gel which supposedly contained the histones H3 and H4.  It showed about the same thing as the previous day's attempt, with the exception of a faint band in the H4 sample, running at about the same size as an unrelated protein that was contaminating the H3 sample.  Kiyoe thought that this showed that the previous two attempts at purification had not been successful after all, and worried that something went wrong in the very first step when I prepared the DNA from the clone.  If something had gone wrong at this step, all subsequent manipulations would have failed.  She suggested that I start with the original sample we received from Tokyo and insert this into cells again.  Meanwhile, I poured some gels in anticipation of running them once the column had finished.  I got a fried chicken dish over rice with mayonnaise squirted over the top of it and rotini noodles in a tomato sauce for lunch.  After the column finished running, I detected the amounts of protein using the colorimetric assay and ran a gel of the appropriate fractions.  The results were a cause for concern: instead of two proteins in my purified complex, there were three!  One of the proteins, H2A, looked like it had gone bad after being stored in the coldroom for about a month.  The scale-up had failed; at least I had the very first complex formation attempt safely stored away.

I called before leaving work at 5:55 and asked the family to meet me at the bus stop so we could walk to the train station together to go to church.  The service had been switched from Wednesday to Friday since Yudai, a brother who was visiting from Tokyo, would be preaching; this also meant that the Sunday service would be moved to Saturday in order to take advantage of his being in town.  The family had luckily brought umbrellas, since it started pouring rain as soon as we were all assembled.  Brennan had another rough day at school and had not enjoyed it any more that the first day.  We took the train to Mikuni and ate dinner at the McDonalds that was located in the station.  We then walked through the rain to church.  Everyone there was excited to meet the family, and Yudai’s message was a good one- he continued the theme of the Holy Spirit that we had started the previous midweek service.  They sang more than the usual number of songs in English, probably to help the family feel welcome.  A number of us walked to the train station afterwards, Trudy walked ahead of the pack and talked with Nami, a sister she had hit it off with right away.  Soon, the family was making its way across campus and had returned home by 10:30; luckily the rain had finally ended for the day.

June 30- Busy Saturday

Trudy and I decided to walk to the store in the morning before church, since we needed groceries and didn't know when we would get to go otherwise.  Before that, I had walked to the Family Mart near the International House to pick up milk, an iced latte for Trudy, as well as a pastry for breakfast.  We woke the kids up and told them that they needed to be ready to go when we returned from the store.  The phone ran as we were about to walk out the door at 8 am, it took me a while to figure out that it was the man from the uniform store, calling to say Justin's pants were ready.  We stopped by there first and picked them up, then went down the street to Mandai.  Trudy had fun picking out the various things that we needed for the next week.  When we returned to the house, the kids weren't quite ready to go, and required a bit more motivation on our part.  

We finally left the house about 10 minutes after 10.  We bumped into Roderick, Brennan's interpreter, near the train station and we stopped to talk, since I thought it might help his situation at school if we better communicated Brennan's needs to Roderick.  We ended up getting to church about 15 minutes late, but we had only missed a song or two.  Yudai preached again, this time on the parable of the talents.  Since he also led the teen ministry in Tokyo, he exchanged contact information with Justin so they could keep in touch.  

After church, Yudai accompanied a number of us to the kaiten sushi place, which I had promised I would take the family to.  They all thought it was delicious: Trudy liked the eel, Brennan stuck with shrimp and crab, and Justin had just about everything, finishing off his meal with cheesecake, his favorite dessert.  We asked the group at lunch where the best place to find backpacks for school was at this time of year and they suggested going to Umeda.  In fact, they all insisted that they would accompany us to Umeda to help find the supplies.  A group of 11 of us all boarded a train for Umeda and headed to a huge department store that was located next to the train station.  After looking at backpacks that were 9000 yen, we asked if there were any reasonably priced ones.  We wound up on the 5th floor, where we found backpacks on sale for 1900 yen.  These were much closer to the price range we had in mind- so we purchased them.  Then Trudy suggested that I get some more shirts while we were there, so we found four that fit me and which were on sale as well.  Soon the group had split up, with two brothers accompanying Yudai to see him off, four sisters heading out for tea, and the four of us on a train headed back towards home.

At the Ishibashi Station, I put the rest of the family on the train to Mino-o, and I got off and walked home with all of our bags.  Since Mino-o was the end of the line, I was confident the family could meet me near Mino-o Park.  About 75 minutes later, we met up near the Mino-o Hotel and proceeded to climb to the falls.  The kids had great fun exploring the side paths while we walked and wandered through the temples and shrines.  I was hoping to spot another monkey, especially for Brennan's sake, who loves animals.  It took us about an hour to reach the falls, the sight of which impressed everyone immensely.  The kids were hungry, so I bought them each a hotdog on a stick at a stand near the falls.  Since I had told them that food attracts the monkeys, Brennan walked ahead of us on the way back down the mountain, waving his hotdog in the air, but to no avail.  There were no monkeys to be seen that day.

The kids ran most of the way back down, stopping occasionally to rest or to hide on a side path and jump out to scare us as we passed.  On our descent, we ran into a Japanese lady I knew from "Konnichi wa" class, so we talked to her and her husband for a bit.  By the time we reached Mino-o Station, it was after 7, and everyone was quite hungry.  We went to the closest and easiest place to eat- Wendy's.  There, we met the first American couple that I had run into in Japan.  They were from Chicago and had two small boys with them who were running around the restaurant.  We then took the train to the Sakurai stop and walked home from there.  We had had quite a full day!  We rested for the first time that day as the kids watched short anime films on T.V.  We all went to bed around 10 pm and slept quite well.

July 1- Boys' Day Out

We had talked about spending the day in Nara seeing the Dai Butsu, the huge statue of Buddha, as well as the Deer Park which surrounds it, but Brennan had wanted to sleep in at least one day this week and Trudy woke up not feeling like walking for long distances.  Since the family wasn't all awake and ready to do something until 10 am or so, and since getting to Nara involved a 90 minute train ride, as well as lots of walking, we opted for a different plan.  We tried to think of something fun and unique that Trudy wouldn't mind if she missed.  We came up with a perfect idea- the three of us (Justin, Brennan, and me) decided to head to the public bath!  But first Justin and I walked to Kohnan to get a few household items for Trudy so she would be set for the day, since she was planning to do laundry.  We ate a quick lunch of manju and pizza and then the three of us headed to Ishibashi Station.  Once we got to Umeda, we switched to the subway and headed to the closest stop to Spa World.  All the information I had from my guidebook of Japan, however, was the name of the subway stop as well as a note that it was near the "Festival Gate".  Getting off the subway, we found that we were able to find the Festival Gate without a problem, we then looked at a map on a kiosk until we had located Spa World.

I paid the1000 yen a piece to get into the bath house (a special price they happened to be running for the day) and then received an arm band as well as a piece of paper with English instructions on it.  The armband ended up being for charging items within the building to our tab (since we would no longer be carrying cash on us).  First, we took off our shoes and put them in a locker on the ground floor.  Then, we put our valuables in a different locker that we could only get into by correctly giving my name and telephone number.  Finally, we headed to the 6th floor to the Asian continent.  Spa World had two floors with public baths on them, one themed for Asia, the other themed for Europe.  The floors were alternated between men and women each month.  For the month of July, men could use the Asia rooms.  Inside the men's locker room, we picked up small orange towels and got our third locker for the day, in which we put our clothes.  Each room on the Asia floor was designed to represent a different country; the first (Turkey, I think) had a large pool in the middle of the room with lion heads along the wall that had water pouring from their mouths.  

Brennan was a little weirded out by the whole thing, and kept his towel wrapped securely around himself, but Justin and I didn't really give it a second thought.  Brennan became more comfortable as time went on but would have really preferred being clothed in front of the hundreds of naked Japanese men (as well as girls up to age 7 or so) who were bathing in the facility.  The Japanese don't have quite the same hang ups that Americans do about nudity.  It was not unusual for families to take baths together at home, a practice that is not considered weird or dirty like it is in America.  Young children of either sex were allowed in both sets of baths on both the men's and women's floor.  The other rooms had a variety of other baths: India had massage baths and a sauna where one rubbed salt on one’s skin, China had a medicinal bath, there was also a steam room and an outdoor area (surrounded by a wall) with stone hot tubs.

After a couple of hours, we were in need of refreshment, so we headed to the communal 3rd floor.  As we exited the men's locker room, we donned yukata, cloth garments which resembled pajamas, to walk throughout the rest of the building.  On the third floor, we sat on tatami mats at traditional Japanese tables and ate sushi as well as chicken katsu.  Women were all wearing pink yukata, while men all had on blue ones.  We charged our meal to my armband so I could pay for it on the way out.  After a short break, we were ready to hit the pool.  Back in the men's locker room, we rented swimming suits to go to the communal 8th floor where they had water slides, a lazy river, more hot tubs, and a water squirting contraption like what we have seen in America, where a big bucket of water that fills up and then dumps its contents on the people below.  All of this was on the enclosed top floor of the building, with large windows that looked out onto Osaka.  We spent a couple more hours in the pool area and then were ready to move on.  

We stopped at Mos Burger for dinner, it doesn't sound really good but was one of the better fast food chains.  Brennan had Indian chicken on naan (Indian bread), Justin had a teriyaki burger, and I had a kinpira rice burger (sautéed vegetables between two rice patties).  Afterwards, we went next door to get ice cream.  Justin had two scoops of cheese cake ice cream (of course), but Brennan was eyeing a flavor called azuki.  We asked if he could taste it, but the lady behind the counter didn't understand- so he just ordered it, along with a scoop of chocolate chip on top.  Azuki is apparently the red bean paste that finds its way into many Japanese desserts- Brennan thought it was quite good, but Justin was slightly disgusted by the thought.

I needed to put the original H4 DNA into bacteria for use the following day, so the boys and I next took the train to the Kita-Senri Station and walked to my office.  We called Trudy from there to assure her we were ok, since by now it was 9 pm.  I finished with my work within an hour and we rode the monorail home, arriving at Shibahara Station about 10:30.  It started to rain as we walked home from the station, but we didn't mind- we had already bathed together once that day, a little extra shower couldn't hurt at that point.

July 2- School Refusal

Brennan made good on the assertion that he had been making over the weekend that he would refuse to go to school when it started again.  We didn't want to push him and make this a worse experience than it already was- so we let him stay in bed while Justin got ready for his first “real” day at school.  I had come up with an idea that sounded like it was worth a try- I would accompany Justin to school and see if there was any way Brennan could be admitted to the middle school, instead.  After all, Brennan technically should be a 7th grader at this point, but both boys had been placed into the grade they had just completed in America- based solely on their ages.  I figured that Brennan might enjoy that school more, since many teachers could speak English and the schedule seemed somewhat less regimented than elementary school.  Justin had to be at school early, at 8 am, so we decided to go at 7:45 to see if I could talk with the principal.

Justin had been asked to stand in front of the school with the principal to greet the other students as they arrived.  The first day of school on each month was "Greet Each Other with a Smile" day, and this particular day featured an amazing sight: a real, live American boy!  There was even going to be a photographer there from the Board of Education to record the event.  Unfortunately, rain was threatening to put a damper on their greeting plans.  When we got to the school, I could tell the principal was busy with preparations and didn't really have time to chat- so I asked him if we could talk later and he said to come back at 8:35.  Justin had gone into the school to change into his 6500 yen uniform pants we had picked up over the weekend.  When the principal saw Justin, he asked, "Does he have a belt?  Only the bad students go to school without their belt".  Not wanting Justin to start his first day documented by a photographer as being a "bad student", I removed the belt I was wearing and gave it to Justin.  I then went home to await my meeting with the principal.

When I returned to the school, Justin was in the principal’s office with the principal, the Board of Ed. representative that had accompanied us during our first meetings, Justin's homeroom teacher, as well as Justin's city-appointed interpreter, Noriko.  They were about to head up to homeroom, and asked if I would come along.  There, they had me introduce myself to the class, which I did in Japanese.  As soon as I started speaking, there was a collective outburst of surprise from the class that I could speak Japanese, followed by silence as they listened to me introduce myself.  Afterwards, I left Justin in his class and went with Noriko and the Education official to meet with the principal.  He said that the decision about Brennan was not up to him, that I would need to return to the Municipal Hall to talk with an official there, but that, as far as he was concerned, it would be ok for him to attend the middle school.  I thanked him, bid them all goodbye, and returned home to await my 10:30 appointment in Toyonaka that the principal had made for me.

Back at Municipal Hall, things didn’t sound as promising.  The official there, which I had never seen before, pointed out the age range for each grade on a chart and said that there were no exceptions made.  He suggested that Brennan take a Japanese course at the Toyonaka International Center nearby, until he was more comfortable with the language.  I took my leave and headed for downtown once again.  Our Chinese visas were ready to be picked up at the consulate there, but the office would be closed for lunch between 12 and 1:30.  I knew I would be short on time, since I had left Municipal Hall about 11, but it was worth a try to get there- and I wasn’t sure when else I would get a chance to go.  When I arrived and the consulate at 12:01, metal shutters had already been pulled down over the entrance- I had no choice but to wait around for 90 minutes.

I decided that I might as well have a nice lunch while I waited.  I found a corner noodle shop where one got served at the counter.  Inside, I saw a sign that I recognized- ramen and gyoza, so I ordered both.  I received a big bowl of steaming noodles as well as a plate of gyoza, both were very delicious.  I still had time to kill after lunch, so I decided to try to find the Myanmar Consulate, which was where our passports needed to head next.  Based on a map I had printed from the internet, the consulate should have been fairly close by.  I walked down the street, looking at the buildings, until I saw the katakana letters for “Sugino”, the name of the building that the address listed.  I found the office but it too was closed for lunch.  Lunch was from 11:45 to 2:00 in this case, I surmised that the Burmese must take more leisurely lunches than their Chinese counterparts.  

By the time I had walked back to the Chinese Consulate, it was almost time for it to open.  I sat on the steps with about a dozen Chinese people and waited for the appointed time.  When 1:30 came, the shutters were raised electronically, and we all headed inside.  The lady behind the counter asked for the receipt that they had given me the previous week but which I hadn’t been able to find that morning.  When I told her that I didn’t have it, she made me hand in a copy of my gaijin card as well as sign a slip of paper that read, “Due to my own carelessness, I have lost my receipt and will not hold the Chinese Consulate responsible for any losses due to fraud”.  Despite this minor difficulty, I now had our passports and Chinese visas in my possession!  I then walked back to the Myanmar Consulate, which was about ready to re-open as well, to apply for our visas.

Kiyoe had told me when I mentioned to her that we would be traveling to Myanmar, formerly called Burma, that Japanese people rarely went there.  I came to believe her during my 45 minute stay at the consulate, during which time I filled out two different forms, one in duplicate, and affixed my family’s pictures to all three sheets.  Compared to the Chinese Consulate, which was a hotbed of activity, the Myanmar Consulate was tucked away in a tiny suite located in a fairly obscure building.  No one came nor went during the time I spend in the office, with the exception of the mailman, and the phone only rang once.  Myanmar was a poor, isolated country which was probably not up to Japanese tastes for modernity and cleanliness.  Finally, I was on my way to work- I boarded the subway at the nearest stop and headed toward Kita-Senri.  

Once I arrived at the train station, I decided to pay my friend Mr. Donut a visit, since I would need a sugar rush to get through the 90 minute group meeting that was due to start in 30 minutes.  I picked up a “hotto cohe” and a “fancy” donut and briskly walked to work.  At 4:30, however, when the meeting was set to begin, there was not a sole in sight!  When I finally found someone from the lab, they said there was a special speaker at 4 and that this superseded the scheduled meeting.  I had heard in passing that this was going to happen, but had forgotten the specific day.  Since the talk was already in progress, and I knew that I wouldn’t understand any of it anyway, I decided to get some work done instead.  I concentrated the small-scale complex formation that I had performed previously, prepped the pools of H2A histones for running on a gel to see if they had all gone bad (resulting in extra, contaminating bands), and picked some of the colonies that had grown on the plates I had inoculated the previous evening, to grow these overnight in liquid culture.  Since I didn’t have enough time to run a gel and still catch the last bus, I took the 6:35 bus home.  

Justin reported that his school must be full of bad students, since no one else bothered to wear a belt that day.  Trudy had made Indian chicken and had convinced Brennan that he was going to go to school the next day.  Perhaps he felt we had exhausted all our alternatives, or was simply frightened by our threats to have Trudy home school him.  We were just thankful that he was going.  One problem that his return presented was that we needed more school supplies for the next day, including a red hat for P.E., colored pencils, scissors, and glue.  After dinner, we decided to walk to Kohnan to get some of these supplies.

I hadn’t been to Kohnan very late before, but I had supposed that it closed at 9 or 10, like similar stores did in the States.  After all, the typical Japanese person worked until at least 7 or 8 at night.  As we approached Kohnan, we could see that it was already closed, the sign said that it was open until 8, it was about quarter after by the time we reached the store.  We stopped at a convenience store on the way home and picked up scissors and glue, but there were no colored pencils to be found.  I remembered the co-op on campus and thought that I saw that it was open late, so we walked there.  It was open later than Kohnan, until 8:30 in fact, but it was now 8:45.  My last suggestion was that we walk to Nissho, the big grocery store in Mino-o, surely it was open late!  Justin and I parted company with the others at that point, so Trudy and Brennan could return home.  We took the shortcut to Nissho, arriving 15 minutes after it had closed at 9 pm.  I guessed that Japanese stores were not open late since Japanese women traditionally did the shopping during the day and tended to their husband at night, who normally would never have to set foot in a store.  At least we were getting plenty of exercise!  We had walked for a good 90 minutes by the time we returned home.  Trudy and Brennan were watching “Sister Act” on a T.V. station that they had found showed movies in English nightly at 9 pm.  We finished watching it together and then went to bed.
July 3- Back to Normal?
Brennan got up and grudgingly went to school in the morning.  Justin, of course, was excited to go.  I walked to the campus co-op when it opened at 8:30 to see if they had any colored pencils, which Brennan still needed for the day.  They didn’t, their focus seemed to be on snacks, not school supplies.  I knew of another co-op across campus that would have more school supplies, but I didn’t feel like walking there and didn’t even know if they would be open yet.  I figured Brennan could get by one day without colored pencils, at least he was there.  He did need his red hat for P.E., though, so I walked to the uniform store near Brennan’s school.  I asked the man for an “akai boshi”, and he extracted one from a box on the shelf.  He had offered one to us the first day that we had visited his store, but we did not know what it was for and had not seen it listed among the many supplies that Brennan needed.  When I dropped by Brennan’s school, the outside gate was securely padlocked.  I pressed the buzzer and explained that I had brought a hat for Brennan, and man came out of the school, took the hat, and disappeared inside.  I hoped that Brennan was having an ok time locked within those foreign walls.

At work, I spun down the 17 tubes of bacteria I had grown overnight to test for the presence of H4 and prepared their contents to run on a gel.  I loaded these, along with the other samples I was checking on, onto the gel and had it running by noon.  At 12:30, I had lunch with Evgeni.  He had emailed me the previous evening to see if I wanted to meet for lunch, and I had agreed to meet him in front of Starbucks once again.  This time he had brought along another female friend of his- Ekka, an OB/GYN from the former Soviet Republic of Georgia.  We went to yet another place I had not previously known existed, a cafeteria that was tucked away in the woods near the International Center where I had Kanji Table.  There, I ordered a Thai dish that had ominous looking red peppers scattered throughout it.  For the first time since coming to Japan, I had finally found a dish that was somewhat spicy! 

When I returned to the lab, I stained the gel and had a pleasant surprise: only two out of the three pools of histone H2A had apparently gone bad- the purest, but least concentrated, sample looked fine.  The cell extracts, on the other hand, were difficult to interpret- it did not look like any of them contained H4!  I had been planning to grow up any H4-containing cultures in large flasks, but thought I should discuss things with Kiyoe before committing to any of the samples that were before me.  Since Kiyoe was attending a meeting in Niigata, in northern Japan, and would not be back until the next day, I decided that it was silly for me to hang around the lab and try to look busy- so I left early.  But first, I stopped by the Suita campus co-op to get Brennan’s colored pencils.  I was anxious to hear first-hand how his day at school had gone and hoped that he would actually be returning the next day to use his pencils.  I took the 3:55 bus home for the first time and arrived home soon after the kids had.

Brennan said that school hadn’t gotten any better but did not say he would not go back, so we did not beleaguer the point.  Since we were running low on groceries, and had some unexpected free time, Trudy and I decided to walk to Nissho to get some.  Since the kids were not thrilled about going, we gave them some yen and they headed off to play tennis at the International House.  We had not left them alone before but felt confident that they would be fine in this extremely safe country where we had seen children younger than Brennan taking the train by themselves.  

Before going to Nissho, we walked to campus to find the cash machine for our bank and make sure Trudy knew how to use it, in case she ever needed more money.  We started shopping at the 100 yen store adjacent to Nissho since Justin wanted a small lunch cooler that he could take bento boxes to school in as well as a water bottle for his drink (that was what all the other kids brought).  Unfortunately, we didn’t find either of these items- but did locate some other things that we needed around the house.  Then, we walked next door to Nissho.  Trudy liked the store but was somewhat overwhelmed by its sheer size and the difficulty this presented to finding everything.  The prospect of carrying all of our bags of groceries up the hill to Toyonaka was also not very appealing to her either.  She preferred Mandai, the smaller, and much closer, store where I typically shopped.

When we got home, the boys had not had luck in their quest for tennis.  Apparently, a resident of the International House must reserve the courts ahead of time if we were to play there.  Despite this, they still had had fun going to Family Mart together and hanging out.  Justin was disappointed that we hadn’t found his lunch cooler, so I offered to walk to Kohnan with him to find one.  This time we arrived 20 minutes before it closed, which was just time enough to find the things he needed.  When we returned home, Trudy and Brennan had already eaten the hamburgers she had prepared using the special Japanese Hamburger Helper and they were watching a movie about a giant turtle battling Godzilla.  Luckily, it was net necessary to understand Japanese to get the basic idea of the plot.  After the turtle had defeated Godzilla, we then watched Sister Act 2 together (this time in English) and we all went to bed around 10:45.
July 4- Two-Thirds Day
Japan does not celebrate Independence Day for obvious reasons but the kids did get somewhat of a holiday from school.  They got out of school early every Wednesday, at 1 pm instead of 3:30.  We were calling it a half day in order to encourage Brennan that it would soon be over, but he correctly insisted that it actually be called a 2/3 day instead.  

Since everything was progressing smoothly at home, and we had all the school supplies we needed at this point, I caught the early bus in to work.  Journal club dealt with whether hair follicles can regenerate in areas where they have been destroyed by a wound.

After the meeting, Kiyoe looked at my results and suggested that I make complexes out of the remaining good histones as soon as possible and also thought that I should do a small-scale purification to see if any of the cells I had run extracts of on a gel actually were expressing histone H4.  She asked if any of the 17 bacterial colonies had grown slowly.  I had noticed that one in particular, number 12, had unimpressive amounts of growth the previous morning.  I decided to streak this sample out on a plate and pick additional colonies from it the following morning.  In order to make complexes, I needed to run different dilutions of the histone pools on a gel in order to add equal ratios of each one.  I was able to accomplish this and make a scan of the gel by early evening.  Since it was nearing 6, when I needed to leave for church, I decided to analyze the scans in the morning.  One more day in the coldroom couldn’t hurt my samples!

I met Justin at the bus stop at 6:40 to head to church.  We had decided that Brennan probably needed as much rest as possible and didn’t need another reason to not want to go to school.  Previously, I had not gotten home from church before 10:45 or so.  The two of us decided to eat at Cha Cha's, an Indian restaurant on the way to Ishibashi Station.  The Indian man who ran it spoke English and has said hello to us before as we made our way to the station.  The food there was excellent; we received larger portions there than we had at any other restaurant in Japan.  Justin couldn’t even finish his order of cheese naan, so I had to help him out a little.  I was already stuffed with my Tandoori chicken but hated to waste any of that wonderful food.  After our meal, we jumped on a train and headed to church.

Midweek was a singing and prayer service, we sang songs (both in English and Japanese), watched a portion of a video based on the book of Matthew, and formed an English prayer group with the two of us, along with the three Japanese members who could speak English.  One of our prayer requests was that Brennan would start enjoying school more.  As we went to leave, the group insisted that we stick around to sing happy birthday to a sister, so we stuck around for 10 more minutes.  We finally got home about 10:30, Trudy was waiting up for us and Brennan had gone to bed but was still awake, wanting to be tucked in.  He had had an ok day, but still had not enjoyed it much- perhaps we just needed to wait a little longer for our prayers to be answered.
July 5- Trudy’s Big Adventure

This was the first day Trudy was planning on venturing out alone in Japan.  The mothers from church had a devotional group which met on Thursday mornings at a home near the church building since many of them had to stay home with their children during the Wednesday midweek service.  I went over the directions with Trudy until she was fairly confident that she could get there by herself and then caught the early bus to work again.  

My bacteria were ready for one more big race.  I picked 25 colonies from the previous day’s Petri plate and started them growing to see if they had retained the slow growth characteristic, and presumably along with it, the H4-encoding DNA.  Kiyoe helped me analyze the gel in order to determine the ratios of histones H2A and H2B to mix together.  I had also loaded the previously purified, and newly concentrated, complex on the same gel.  We were pleased that the complex seemed both pure enough and concentrated enough to use in the experiment that we had planned.  I mixed most of what was left of the two H2 histones and started them dialyzing in the coldroom.  That afternoon, I looked for slackers among my bacterial contestants.  Five out of the 25 colonies grew quite slowly, so I inoculated these five into larger cultures to grow overnight.  

I called Trudy about 4 pm to see how it had gone.  She was on a train, just making the return trip from her day with the other moms.  She had not run into any problems and had enjoyed a very good time.  I took the 6:15 bus home and got the update on everyone’s day.  Justin had brought four friends home after playing tennis with them at school; he has never had a problem making new friends!  The best news of all was that Brennan had actually liked something at school other than the lunch, which he often raved about but said he didn’t really count as liking school.  He had a great time in music class- he liked the teacher and reported that he wrote down the words for him to sing in romanji and also told him what they meant.  Since he didn’t have a recorder like the other kids, Brennan played the drums to accompany them.  He said that he used the petal on the bass drum while keeping a beat on the snare drum and tapping the cymbals as well.  Overall, it sounded like everyone had had a good day!

We made a sesame chicken-like dish for dinner, complete with rice and small dumplings as hors d’oeuvres.  After we ate, Trudy and I decided to scout out the site of her next adventure- she planned to go to Japanese class at the Toyonaka International Center near Municipal Hall the following day.  Justin’s interpreter had invited her to come since Noriko taught a class there.  We took the monorail to the train line to save a little on the distance that we needed to walk, and then found the International Center using a map I had been given at the Board of Education when they had suggested that Brennan take classes there.  Once again, Trudy was confident in her ability to get there alone, so we headed back to the house.  The kids were watching “Jaws” on T.V.  After the shark was dead, we all turned in for the night.
July 6- TGI Friendly

I spun down the cells from my fourth attempt to purify histone H4 and spent a good portion of the day breaking them open in my noisy alcove.  I also changed the buffer on the latest complex formation three times throughout the day in order to complete that process.  As I left work to catch the 5:55 bus, I said goodbye to Kiyoe, who was leaving for Colorado the following day.  I hoped to have good news to report to her during her absence.

Not everyone had experienced a wonderful day- Trudy had gotten to and from her destination ok, but it had not been what she expected.  She was the only foreigner who had attended, and, instead of a Japanese class, she just spent the time talking to Noriko.  Brennan also was disappointed in his day, and didn't have any good parts to report.  Even lunch hadn't thrilled him, since they had cold beef as the main course.  He had also done a double period of swimming, which he did not like because they didn't have time to play around; they had spent the whole time learning the proper strokes and techniques.  We assured him that this was probably something that would be good to know later in life.  Since the rest of the family didn't really feel like going to “Konnichi wa” class, we instead walked to Friendly for dinner in order to lift everyone's spirits.

It seemed to work- everyone enjoyed the food: Brennan had a BLT, Trudy and Justin had roast pork sandwiches, and I had a pizza.  But the biggest attraction, by far, was the unlimited drink bar.  Justin alone had 1 orange soda, 5 melon sodas and 2 cappuccinos- we hoped that he would be able to sleep that night.  We all returned home to find that "The Fugitive" was playing on the English movie channel.  Trudy decided to go to bed, but I stayed up and watched the movie with the kids.
July 7- A Day in Kyoto

We had decided to spend the day in Kyoto, so we got up and left the house by 8:30.  It was already hot and humid out- on the way to the train station, As we briskly walked to the train station, Brennan asked for us to slow down- complaining that he was nauseous.  We didn't think much of it at the time and told him that he would feel better in the air-conditioned train.  We took the train into Osaka and then switched to a train that would take us to Kyoto.  Our second train was packed and we were unable to find any seats; every time someone would get off the train, someone else happened to be closer to their seat, which they then rushed to occupy.  The air conditioning hadn’t helped Brennan, he was feeling worse standing there on the train.  Finally, I saw a couple getting up and quickly sat in one of their seats, and then switched places with Brennan.  We reached Kyoto some time after 10 and then walked across a bridge to take the subway for a couple of stops.  Throughout the day, Brennan still felt nauseated, we had thought it was a passing thing but evidently it was more than that.  He did his best to enjoy the sights as well as to keep up with our harrowing pace.

Our destination was Sanjusangendo Hall, which, at 390 feet long, is the longest wooden building in Japan.  It houses 1001 life-sized bronze statues of Kannon, the Buddhist manifestation of the goddess of mercy, along with more than two dozen other statues, this time of Hindu gods.  Japan was one of the few places on Earth where elements of two very different religions could be seamlessly woven together in one place.  It was all very awe-inspiring, but I told the family I was glad that we worshiped one God- that it was simply too hard to keep track of all the ones there!  Besides, many of them looked pretty ferocious staring down at us and holding a variety of weapons.  Since no pictures were allowed inside the hall, we bought a book with photographs of all the statues in it.

When we were done at the Hall, it was time for lunch.  We wanted to go somewhere that sounded good to Brennan, so we let him choose the place.  First, we looked for a restaurant which served gyoza, but the one we found was only open for dinner.  We then went to the only other place in the area- McDonalds.  After lunch, we walked to Kiyomizu Temple, the temple of the pure water.  On the way there, we found another interesting shrine, but Brennan didn’t feel like exploring it, so I sat with him near a bridge over a pond while the other two family members checked it out.  

Nearby the shrine was the approach to Kiyomizu.  The temple sits a top a hill over looking Kyoto, getting there involved a walk up a steep, narrow street and then walking up many stairs.  Brennan made it up the street but didn't feel like walking up the stairs.  Since I had visited the temple on my first visit to Japan, I offered to sit with him on the stairs and wait while Trudy and Justin continued on.  It was actually quite pleasant on the stairs to Kiyomizu: there was a slight breeze blowing that gave some relief to the summer heat, women walked by in colorful kimonos on their way to the temple, and there were beautiful flowers to admire in a nearby garden.  After an hour or so, the others came walking down the stairs; fully impressed by the sights they had seen.  

We decided that it was due time to get Brennan home.  We walked back to the train station and I went over the directions with the family so they could get home.  I needed to stay in Kyoto to meet my friend Mitch, who had invited me to dinner that evening.  I had not seen Mitch since my visit to Japan the previous year and it was now time for us to be reunited.  He was taking a client out to dinner at one of the restaurants that he owned and, as far as I can tell, thought it would be interesting to have an American there to stimulate the conversation.

The only problem was that I had over 2 hours to kill before I was supposed to meet Mitch near his restaurant.  After seeing the rest of the family off, I took the train to a stop near Nijo Castle in order to check it out for a future trip to Kyoto.  I arrived at the castle grounds at 4:20, the last people had been allowed in at four.  I walked around the outside walls of the grounds and took some picture of its huge gates- determined to return with the family at a later time.  I then walked to the old Imperial Palace grounds, which was about a 20-minute walk from there.  Tours of the Palace itself had also ended, but, unlike at the Castle, the immense grounds surrounding it were open for people to walk through.  I walked throughout the grounds, wandering through a small shrine and then taking a path through a serene forest.  Finally, I headed to the Kamo River, which we had crossed when we first arrived in town.  I walked along the river, crossing it once on flat stones that had been placed there for that purpose, and then doubling back to the west side of the river.  

At 6 pm, I headed into the busy area of town where I was to meet Mitch, a narrow pedestrian lane called Pontocho Dori that was the center of Kyoto's nightlife.  He met me at one of the 7 restaurants that he owned in the Kyoto area (in addition to the Lexus dealerships, as well as a natural gas distribution company).  It was this latter business which his client was involved in, who he introduced me to.  I don't recall his name, but I will call him "Mr. Big".  Not only was he a fairly big man, it was apparent from dinner that he was in charge of the proceedings.  We sat at a traditional Japanese table in an alcove that was raised slightly above the rest of the restaurant.  Mr. Big took off his shoes and knelt on a pillow at the low table in the alcove.  He then proceeded to choose the order that the rest of our group would join him at the table, as well as where each person would sit.  Mitch was accompanied by two of his assistants, as was Mr. Big.  Mitch was chosen to enter the alcove first, followed by myself, Mr. Big's assistants, and finally, Mitch's.

Dinner was delicious, Mitch's assistants took care of ordering, and all dishes were placed in the middle of the table and shared in a communal fashion.  When one came, we always waited for Mr. Big to try some before the rest of us dug in.  We had copious amounts of sushi and sashimi, washing them down with Japanese beer, sake, water, and tea.  We did have some interesting dinner conversation, and talked about many topics- even though Mitch was the only other person there who spoke English well.  Dinner started around 7 pm and did not wrap up until 9:45.  I took a 10 pm train home from Kyoto, arriving home by 11:20.  It had been a full day in Kyoto!
July 8- Major Shopping

We were out of breakfast items, so I walked to Mandai before we left for church.  I just picked up orange juice, a few boxes of cereal, as well as some eel and sushi rolls to take to another communion service where we going to share a potluck meal together at church.  I figured that everyone would be expecting to try another of my home-cooked dishes, but we had been very busy that weekend and the sushi would just have to do.  Luckily, Brennan was feeling much better after a good night’s rest.  At church, they showed more of the video from the book of Matthew and each of the tables spent time discussing how it had impacted the individual members seated there.  We then took communion together and had our meal.  During the meal, people commented on how well the boys had been singing the Japanese songs out of the hymn book.  Gladly, no one complained about my lack of cooking that day, the food we had brought disappeared quickly, along with the other delicacies which covered our table.  

After lunch there was a short break while the church prepared to throw a baby shower.  At this point, the kids asked if they could go do something else, so I sent them to Midori, the electronics store that was nearby the church, and told them to come back by 2 pm. Miyu, the baby whose shower it was, was 6 months old but the church had been unable to throw her a shower earlier, for various reasons.  Miyu was one of the happiest babies I have seen; she looked our way during much of the shower and couldn’t help laughing every time she did.  We played a game during the shower to predict what her future had in store and it ended up that she would be a kind, generous stockbroker who loved to cook.  The shower ended about 2:45, after which Takashi and Tsuneko, the brother who had been arrested during his morning commute and his wife, had offered to take us to Costco.

 The four of us piled into their car, along with the two of them, as well as their 2-year old son.  We hoped that there would be room on the way back for any purchases that we made.  Costco was a 15-minute drive along the nearby river; we parked in a parking garage and took a moving sidewalk down to the store that was large enough to fit the huge shopping carts.  It was almost identical to the stores that we had been in at home, except the prices may have been somewhat higher.  I predicted that we would end up spending $300 there.  We kept filling the cart higher and higher with supplies while the kids traveled around and made sure they tasted every food sample that was being given out.  For once we didn’t have to worry about being able to carry all of our groceries home at once, so we bought a lot of items.  The total came to 34,000 yen, hopefully it would last us for a while!

The ride home from Costco took about 30 minutes, after which we discovered that our freezer was not as big as we had remembered it being.  We had to take the drawer and the ice trays out and still did not have room enough for everything.  We stuffed what we could in, and decided that the food we would eat within the next week could be put in the refrigerator.  There were a few items that we had not gotten at Costco, simply because the portions were too huge for us to use in a short period of time.  Justin and I walked back to Mandai to pick up these things: soda, tea, and packets of sweetener, along with a bento lunch for Justin for the following day.  When we returned, Trudy had made the gnocchi that we had bought at Costco.  I helped Brennan study for the tests that he would have during his upcoming week at school, watched some television, and then went to bed.
July 9- Brennan’s Surprise

My samples were waiting for me when I got in- the cells which hopefully contained histone H4 this time, as well as the latest scale-up of the complex formation.  I spun the former down and applied it to a column; I concentrated the latter and then trimmed it with an enzyme, since it was important to remove a portion of the histones that had been artificially added to them in order to aid in their purification.  The Nanodrop analysis of my column fractions were disappointing, however, there were no decent peaks of protein as there had been with the other three histones.  Nevertheless, I ran a gel of the key fractions, just in case.  I also loaded a sample of the complex on the gel to see if the trimming process was over.  The gel results were as expected: no H4 was to be found in this, my fourth attempt to purify it.  The complex also required some more trimming, so I left it a little longer and ran another gel, along with more, predictably blank, fractions from the column.  As evening neared, I stained this second gel and placed the well-trimmed complex in the refrigerator over night.  I took the 5:55 bus home and Justin met me at the bus stop.

Trudy had gone shopping at Carrefour, a French chain of department stores, which was a short drive from our house, but not within walking distance.  Yuko, another sister from church had offered to take her and she had accepted her offer.  She had come home with a clock for the house, which we had lacked completely with the exception of the alarm clock in our room, and a mattress pad for our bed, which was just a bit too firm for our tastes.  We apparently had the only queen bed in Japan; however, since the largest mattress pad Trudy could find was for a full bed.  Therefore, the pad only covered her side of the bed, which was fine with me since the mattress did not bother me as much.  Trudy had cooked bulgogi, Korean barbeque, for dinner- which we all enjoyed thoroughly.

Brennan had some very good news- he had scored 100% on his science test that day.  Roderick, his interpreter, translated the questions for him and then wrote his answers on the paper in Japanese.  In not quite a week and a half of school, Brennan had brought home his first “A”.  After dinner, he studied for two more exams that he had the following day while the rest of us relaxed for the evening. 
July 10- Lunch with Trudy

I ran the size-exclusion column of the trimmed complex when I got in to work and tried to think of what my options were for trying to get histone H4.  I wanted to try one more attempt before Kiyoe returned from Colorado; I had been hoping to pleasantly surprise her with good results when she got back.  I began to wonder if the original DNA from Tokyo, which I had used in my last attempt, even contained the gene for the histone.  I thought of one more thing I could do to test a large number of samples, but to start it would have to wait until the following day.  I ran the column, tested the fractions using the colorimetric assay, and then ran the fractions on a gel before lunch.  

I had suggested that Trudy take the bus over to the Suita campus, on this, the last day before the kids started early dismissal from school in preparation for the summer break. She was a little nervous about making the trip, mainly because she wasn’t sure of the proper etiquette for boarding the bus and was worried about messing up.  She said she prayed that she would be neither first nor last in line for the bus- as it turns out she was second.  Then, in a bitter twist of fate, the person who had been first started talking to a friend and moved to the back of the line.  She then asked the person behind her to switch places with her, which he did, even though he did not speak any English.  She boarded the bus properly and arrived on campus about noon.  She got a brief tour of my lab as I put my gel in water to wash it and then I took her to the 14th floor of the hospital, since that was the nicest place I had found to eat lunch on campus.   We had a good lunch together- I had the special, which was fish in a Chinese sauce, and Trudy had tonkatsu, pork tenderloin.  After lunch, she re-boarded the bus using her newly acquired Japanese bus-boarding skills, and headed for home.

The gel of the complex had some extra bands in it, and I wasn't sure if it would work for our experiments, so I decided to show Kiyoe when she returned.  When I got home, Trudy had made a chicken dish, along with fried rice and pork manju.  Brennan had gotten another 100%, this time on his math test, but thought he had missed some questions in social studies, since Roderick had not translated the entire sections in his book, only the highlights.  "Full House" was on T.V., which we watched together, but the boys and I mostly made fun of the bad acting.  We wondered why they would show such tripe on Japanese television, but Trudy correctly pointed out that it was better than 90% of the Japanese shows we had been watching.  We played hearts together for a while and then called it a day.
July 11- Aussie Midweek

My new plan to find some histone H4 was to combine two methods together that, individually, had not yet worked for me.  I decided to run a race between a number of growing colonies, selecting the slower ones, but then going through the entire purification process on a small scale.  I also re-introduced the use of the inducing chemical in half of the samples, since I had not entirely given up on the thought of using it.  This way, I could narrow down which cells were most likely to be producing the H4 and then perform the purification steps so the results would not be ambiguous.  I started 22 colonies growing before journal club, and then went to hear about the role of autophagy in cardiac development.  By afternoon, with 7 slow-growing candidates that I had identified, I split each culture and added the inducer to half of the samples.  I attended Kanji Table and heard a Chinese girl give a lecture comparing Japanese and Chinese holidays, then read more of my book and practiced more kanji.  At 4:30, I spun down the 14 cultures to put them in the freezer overnight.  Two of the colonies had grown so slowly that they didn't have any cells to work with after spinning them down, so I was now down to 10 cultures, since each colony had been split into two tubes.  I hoped that this was enough for my experiment to work! 

At 5 pm, I walked to Kita-Senri and took the train to Mikuni to meet Trudy and the boys.  We had decided to meet at the Chinese restaurant under the train station for dinner before church.  I had previously discovered that the restaurant had good food at reasonable prices, and best of all- a drink bar!  Justin was determined to beat his record of 9 sodas, which he did by one- although he seemed a little bloated as we left for church.  He and Trudy had both ordered the Peking Duck, Brennan had gone for an assortment of appetizers, and I had gotten something with strips of beef and green peppers in it.  

Since Fiona’s entire family was in town from Australia for her wedding, along with her Australian friend, who was a bridesmaid, Midweek service consisted of snacks and fellowship in the home above the church where the newlyweds were going to be living after the wedding  We sang a few English songs, and then spent the rest of the evening talking with one another.  Her father, a horticulturalist, especially took to me and showed me pictures of England, where he was originally from, his current home in Perth, Australia, as well as their ongoing trip to Japan.  We left at 9:40 and arrived home about an hour later, tired but in good spirits.
July 12- The Calm Before the Storm

I set about subjecting each of my remaining candidates to the purification protocol as soon as I got in to work.  It went much faster than it normally did with a large amount of cells.  Resuspending each culture in media went faster, and the sonication process involved a hand-held device that was quicker (and quieter) than the big machine on the 8th floor.  By afternoon, I had the samples ready to run on a gel, but put them in the freezer overnight since I had to return to the Myanmar consulate before they closed at four.  Our visas were finally ready, the last set that we needed for our trip over the summer break.  I took the train to the correct station, but had to pause for a while to pick from the two dozen possible exits.  I had failed to make note of what entrance number I had used during my first trip to the consulate.  I chose one based on my best sense of direction underground.  Luckily, I ended up just across the street from where I needed to be.  The mailman was sitting talking with the man who worked at the consulate when I arrived; he quickly excused himself as I, the rare customer, approached.  With our passports and visas in hand, I headed for home, arriving there about 4:30.  

Trudy and Brennan were home, but Justin had gone to a nearby festival with three of the girls he had met at school.  After a brief rest, I decided that the time had come to whack the lawn.  We hadn’t been able to do it lately because it had been raining on and off and it was either raining or still wet out every time we had thought about it.  With typhoon Man-Yi bearing down on Japan, the prospects of it being relatively dry any time in the near future were slim, so I started whacking.  As I worked, Trudy pulled weeds out of our flowerbed, leaving one lone plant that was actually flowering, and Justin returned with his friends, who went inside to see his room.  I also got the screen door back on our front sliding doors; it had been off since they had fixed the glass.  Since Mrs. Tsumonori was outside doing some yard work too, Justin and I brought her a box of chocolates to thank her for her help with the door situation.  She asked about his “girlfriends” and said that he was a handsome boy.

Since it was still not raining by the time we had finished, we decided to walk over to Cha Cha’s, the Indian Restaurant, for dinner.  As expected, we all had huge servings and had to bring home leftovers, something that was as rare in Japan as customers at the Myanmar consulate.  The curry was a little spicy for Trudy, but she mixed it with her rice and was then able to eat it ok.  When we got home, the boys wanted to watch “Unleashed”, the English movie that evening, but Trudy and I were ready for bed.  We went to sleep trusting that the kids could put themselves to bed after the movie.
July 13- Something Fishy

It started raining sometime in the night and was supposed to continue throughout the weekend.  I loaded my samples onto a gel when I first got in to work and had it run and stained by lunch time.  What it showed was no surprise- that there was little or no H4 in any of my samples, whether they had been induced or not!  I really needed to talk to Kiyoe about my results before I continued, so I worked on getting my notebook up to date with my data as well as a description of what I did, and then I went home on the 1:35 bus.

Since the rain was only expected to worsen as the weekend went on, I suggested that we go to the Osaka Aquarium together that evening, in case we ended up stuck in the house for the rest of the weekend.  We left home about 2:30 and reached the aquarium about four, after taking the train to Umeda and then switching to the subway.  The kids were hungry, so we stopped at McDonald’s near the train station for a snack.  

The Osaka Aquarium was on the waterfront of Osaka Bay and was located next to the Suntory Museum and IMAX theater as well as the largest Ferris wheel in the world.  The aquarium itself is the largest in Japan and one of the largest in the world.  Its centerpiece is the huge “Ocean” tank in the center which houses a whale shark, great white sharks, huge sting rays, tuna, and other ocean fish.  Before reaching that tank, we were led through various aquatic habitats and saw otters, penguins, seals, and sea turtles, along with a variety of fish.  The final regular exhibit featured a dozen different kinds of jellyfish in separate tanks.  The highlight of a special exhibit on Africa was an open tank where we could touch various fish, including flying fish and eels.  Justin spent a long time getting his nerve up before he touched an eel, while Trudy avoided that tank completely.

For dinner, we went to the food court of a nearby mall.  Brennan had been asking for sushi, so that is what he got, Justin ordered a plate of noodles, but Trudy had a hard time finding something she could eat.  She had ordered shrimp tempura over rice but was grossed out when it came with raw egg over the top of it.  She then ordered some Chinese dumplings from a different place, one type was really good but the manju ended up being soggy on the bottom.  I ended up eating the parts of everyone’s meal that they did not like.  I was tempted to order a burger at one restaurant which was topped with spaghetti and a fried egg, but literally chickened out when I ordered a chicken sandwich instead.  I didn’t eat any of it, however, since I ended up trading it to the others for parts of their meals.  Dessert worked out a little better, with Trudy and Brennan splitting a fruit crepe, Justin had an ice cream cone, and I had an iced green tea.

We left the waterfront about 7:30 and retraced our steps until we arrived home about 9.  The rain had actually slowed to a drizzle by then- we would have to wait and see what the weekend would hold.
July 14- The Wedding

It was raining when we woke up, of course.  Since we were in no particular hurry to head out into it, Trudy did the laundry and hung it up on two clothes racks we had arranged in the living room, and I helped with the dishes and then spent some time reading scientific papers.  When lunch time came, I made gyoza, along with some frozen pizza, for the family.  

At 2:30, we left for the Nori and Fiona’s wedding.  Luckily, we needed to take the monorail for most of the way, which left from Shibahara, the station which was the closest to our house.  Nevertheless, the rain still managed to dampen our pant legs as we walked.  After a 40 minute ride, we switched to a regular train for a few stops.  The “chapel” was just a five minute, yet equally drenching, walk from the station.  West Minster’s Park Verger was a smaller scale replica of Westminster Abbey in England, yet there are no religious services held there- just an average of four weddings a day performed by a Westerner who looked the part of a minister but was rarely actually trained as one.  In Japan, couples were legally married at the appropriate city office before the wedding ceremony occured, so it didn’t really matter to the government who performed the actual ceremony.  Nori and Fiona’s wedding was unusual since they had asked if they could provide a real minister for the occasion- which ended up being Rich, from the Tokyo church, who I had met previously.  Receptions were also held in rooms which were attached to the faux chapel, as part of a corporate venture into the Western wedding trend that had recently been gaining popularity in Japan.  

The wedding lasted only 40 minutes, but was beautiful, complete with acolytes in robes which lit the candles on the altar and trumpeters which announced the newlyweds.  Rich performed the wedding in both Japanese and English, alternating between the two for the entire service.  It was likely to be the only wedding I would ever attend in Westminster Abbey, although the remote controlled video cameras which were mounted on either side of the wedding party and the “snow” machine mounted in the balcony which spewed some kind of flakes at the end of the ceremony seemed to me that they may have been additions to the original designs.  

Afterwards, a couple who was visiting from Nagoya offered to give us a ride home, which we gratefully accepted.  We rode an elevator to the roof of the building, where they were parked; they then proceeded to drive their car onto a giant elevator to get it off the roof!  This was one of the highlights of the day, riding down three stories sitting in their car in the largest elevator I had ever seen.  They then backed out, and a giant turntable turned their car 180 degrees, so they could drive out of the building.  We had a great time getting to know the couple, but we came to realize why the Japanese took public transportation so much of the time.  The drive home took two hours, twice as long as it had taken us on the train!

We made crab cakes for dinner, along with dim sum and fried rice.  It had never stopped raining but the weather report showed that the typhoon was still to the south of us and had not yet hit Osaka.  We went to bed anticipating a stormy day to follow.
July 15- Typhoon?

We woke to clear skies above our house, although dark clouds covered Osaka proper, to our south.  We figured that we could probably make it to church before the typhoon hit, so we grabbed our umbrellas and headed for Mikuni Station.  It was quite windy out, but otherwise a very nice day, with lower temperatures and humidity than we had been experiencing recently.  Church had about twice as many people as usual, mostly on account of the wedding.  Fiona’s family was still in town, but were all leaving fairly soon to return to Australia.  There were a dozen or so people present from Nagoya, where Fiona used to live, including the couple who had given us the ride home.  There were another half dozen people visiting from Tokyo, including Rich, who ended up giving his sermon in English.  Many of the songs were in English to, probably due to the international nature of the attendees.  Afterwards, we stayed and talked to people for a while, but had to leave after about 20 minutes because Brennan was very hungry and was getting increasingly upset about the delay.

Since the storm was still nowhere to be seen, we walked to the other kaiten sushi place I had gone to in the area.  The atmosphere was not quite as festive there, but at least one person had told me that they liked the sushi better at this second place.  The family disagreed, they were unanimous in their preference for the first sushi place, which did not surprise me since I liked it as well, but I at least wanted them to have tried both.  

Brennan, not finding much else that he liked, stuck to the shrimp almost exclusively, and, as we prepared to leave, wanted one more piece of special shrimp.  If a person didn’t see what they wanted on the conveyer belt, they could press a button next to their table and order it over a loud speaker.  The food then came out on a raised platform that read what I assumed was the equivalent of “special order”, so one knew not to grab it if it wasn’t yours.  I pressed the button and ordered him some “oki namae ebi”, or “big name shrimp”, which was a big piece of shrimp with a slice of lemon over the top.  Soon, we saw it coming towards us on the conveyer belt, but then- right in front of our eyes- a man from a few tables down grabbed Brennan’s shrimp and ate it!  

Brennan was still having a hard time after being so hungry at church and not really liking this particular sushi restaurant, so this was the final straw for him.  I then saw a different kind of special-order shrimp going by, sans lemon, and assumed that the man had made a simple mistake by grabbing the wrong order.  Since Brennan had been anticipating that particular shrimp, he was visibly disheartened as he pushed the button to have the waitress come and count our plates to write up our bill.  Just then, as I scanned the four rows of booths as well as the conveyer belt which snaked between them, I saw a piece of the shrimp Brennan wanted from across the room.  I asked the waitress to hang on for one second, got up, dashed to the next row of booths, and made a daring grab for Brennan’s desired sushi across an empty table.  He finally had his big name shrimp! 

As we walked to the nearest station to head for home, we discussed our plans for the rest of the day.  Brennan and Trudy were fairly tired and didn’t feel like doing too much else, but Justin and I were restless and in need of another adventure.  We turned on the news at home and discovered that the typhoon apparently had stalled out over Kyushu, the southernmost of the four main islands of Japan, and then headed out to sea.  

Justin and I therefore left the umbrellas at home and headed to Namaze.  We had read in a magazine that there was a trail along a deserted railroad bed that led through a series of 7 tunnels cut into the surrounding mountains.  We took the train to Takarazuka, which was the end of the line going the opposite direction from Umeda, and about a 20 minute ride from our house.  This town is known for its acting troupe which is made entirely of females and which puts on Broadway-quality productions throughout the year.  We switched to another train line there and took it one stop further into the mountains, to Namaze.  We soon stopped at a convenience store near the station and picked up fried chicken, sushi, bread, and drinks to have for dinner during our hike.  We had a little difficulty locating the head of the trail, based solely on the directions from the magazine, but soon located the correct spot.
The trail followed a rushing river which cuts through a breathtaking gorge.  We wondered if it would be crowded with people after being featured in the magazine and after the day had ended up being such a beautiful one, but we soon discovered that this was not the case.  We saw two people walking their dogs during our first five minutes on the trail, and then did not see another soul until reaching its end about two hours later.  Justin wanted to eat our picnic dinner on the rocks by the river, which was at least 100 feet below the level of the trail.  We saw an iron ladder going down from the railing which separated us from the drop off- but it ended in the swirling rapids and not on the rocks, per se, so we kept walking.  The next ladder we encountered, however, did lead directly onto an outcropping of rocks.

We imagined that climbing down the sheer cement embankment probably was not encouraged, but we did not see any signs that said not to- so over the railing we went!  With its views of the raging river, our spot on the rocks ended up being a perfect place for our dinner.  When we had finished, Justin climbed around on the rocks for a while and then we hoisted ourselves back up to the trail.  It was not long after our dinner that we encountered our first tunnel.  Luckily, we had brought a flashlight from home, since the tunnel was pitch black inside, especially once we had walked for a hundred or so feet into it.  There were also railroad ties left on the ground which would have been easy to trip over with no light source.  I commented that, in America, the government would never leave such tunnels open for people to walk through, but would board them up and put “danger” signs all around them.  Perhaps the Japanese government was not as concerned with being sued, since they had apparently not worked very hard to keep people out of deserted train tunnels and off of steep embankments.

The second tunnel was by far the longest one, taking a full 10 minutes to walk through it.  During that trek, Justin shined the flashlight on a bat that was hanging in an alcove, which quickly flew off.  By the fourth tunnel, it was difficult to see the light at the end of it, because, since it was 7:30 by then, there wasn’t much light left outside!  As we approached the town at the far end of the trail, we desperately hoped that there was a train station there.  It was very dark by then and the prospect of walking the two hours back to where we started from in complete darkness was not an appealing one.  I was excited when I recognized the kanji for “station” on a wooden sign that said something was 1.6 km ahead, but we still hoped that the kanji in front of it which I could not read weren’t the symbols for “abandoned” or something of that nature.

The town that we eventually came to, Takedao, was a sleepy little town, to say the least.  At 8:30, the streets were deserted to the extent that we still were uncertain whether “abandoned” remained a distinct possibility.  Finally, we saw another live person walking home from work, and realized that the train station was indeed operational.  We had walked from the first train stop away from Takarasuka to the third, a total of 4 miles.  We rode the train the rest of the way home and got there around 10 pm, we were glad to have left our umbrellas in our genkan during the hike- despite the dark clouds and the wind, it had failed to rain one drop during this day, the day of the big typhoon!
July 16- Marine Day

The kids had the day off school, since “Marine Day” is a national holiday in Japan.  The holiday celebrates Japan’s unique ties to the sea and marks the occasion when Emperor Meiji, the first emperor to be seen in public, returned from his travels by boat to Hokkaido, the northernmost of the four main islands of Japan.  This was, at that time, the farthest that an emperor had traveled from the main island of Honshu.  Nami, a sister from church, had suggested spending the day in Kyoto together.  I was torn between wanting to spend time with the family and feeling like I should go to work, since Kiyoe had returned from her trip and would now be available to discuss our results.  In the end, I figured that Marine Day only came once a year, while my research would always be there- so I was off to Kyoto for the second time in as many weeks!  The girls wanted to go to The Museum of Kyoto to see a special exhibit on tiaras, but the boys and I decided to head to the old Imperial Palace to hopefully get a tour within the compound.  I had discovered that two tours a day were given at 10 am and 2 pm, but that one had to arrive early for a place in the tour.  Unfortunately, we found out when we arrived that no tours took place on Marine Day, so we had to be content to wander the grounds as I had done the previous week.

We actually had some pleasant, unplanned moments on the palace grounds.  First, we ran into a man who was playing a traditional Japanese flute, who talked to us and then played “Amazing Grace” on his instrument for us.  Then, we found a shrine on an island in a pond and watched families feeding the fish and ducks from the shore.  A little boy there gave us some of his bread to throw in the water.  After an hour or so, we started wandering in the direction of the museum.  We stopped at a café on the way there and had a snack before finally meeting up with the girls near the museum.  After we were reunited, we walked down Shijo Dori, one of the busiest streets in Kyoto, and found Saizariya, an Italian chain, to have lunch in.  We then took a bus across town to the Silver Pavilion.

The Silver Pavilion, despite its name, is not silver at all.  It was built to compliment the Golden Pavilion, but the Shogun who supervised its construction ran into some financial problems after coating the latter with gold, so the former was never finished.  It is still considered one of the most beautiful buildings in Japan in its simplicity and lack of material splendor.  The grounds around the pavilion, which is built onto a mountainside, are completely covered in moss, in addition to the trees which are scattered throughout.  We walked the grounds on a circular path and had just come to a building containing a store and a tea house, when it started to pour rain.  We waited for as long as we could under the shelter of the building and, as soon as we thought the rain had let up a little, we ventured out again.

We bought two umbrellas as well as a rain poncho, which Brennan wore, at a shop that was located along the hilly approach to the pavilion, and then caught a bus back toward the center of town.  There, we walked through Gion, where a month-long festival was being held, and bought some ice cream from a store there.  I had green tea flavor, Brennan had vanilla swirled with green tea, while Trudy and Justin, after tasting the green tea cone, stuck with vanilla.  We met up with Kira at this time, who was headed home to America in another week as soon as school ended.  Our walk through the rain eventually took us down Pontocho Dori and then along the banks of the Kumo River.  At this point, Brennan said he had had enough sightseeing and was ready to go home.  The girls wanted to stay for at least another 90 minutes, when the festival floats would be brought out and the maiko-san (geishas-in-training) would be dancing.  Justin and I then offered to return home with Brennan to let Trudy enjoy her remaining time in Kyoto with just the girls.

We took the train home and decided to get okonomiyaki for dinner near the station.  We, of course, couldn’t tell what the varieties were, so we went purely on looks.  There was a big grill in the middle of our table at the restaurant, onto which we received three separate portions of grilled food, which contained things like soba noodles, octopus, green onions, and eggs, among the components which we could identify.  It was a fun experience with plenty of good food, which we even brought home leftovers of!  

We relaxed at home and watched T.V.  Apparently, there had been a large earthquake 450 miles away in Niigata during the time we had wandered the Imperial Palace grounds, but we had not felt it.  Trudy arrived home around 9 pm.  The maiko had not danced, on account of the rain, but she had seen the floats as well as more people than she had seen in one place for as long as she could remember.  We all went to bed fairly early, to recover from our busy three-day weekend and to prepare for another week at work and school.

July 17- Kiyoe’s Assessment

Kiyoe seemed fine about me taking the holiday off, even though she had most likely worked the entire day.  She didn’t think that my complex formation was a failure, she just thought the gel was overloaded so that even small amounts of contaminants were showing up- so she suggested that I run the gel again with less sample loaded on it.  As far my failed H4 purification, she agreed that it did not look good once again.  Kiyoe suggested that she contact a lab on campus that had their own method of purifying the same protein, as well hedging out bets and seeing if Hitoshi would send another batch of plasmid from Tokyo in case the first one had been no good to start with.

After I had gotten the gel running, Kiyoe stopped by with some information.  She had contacted the other lab at our institution and received their protocol, but it was not an easy one and could potentially take a long time to perfect.  She decided to call Hitoshi in order to pursue the option of getting more plasmid.  After a short time, Kiyoe returned to report that, not only were we going to receive more plasmid from Tokyo, we would also be getting some of the bacterial cells Hitoshi used to express the protein in.  We had been using a very similar, but not precisely the same, strain of bacteria as he had.  The strain he used, however, was not commercially available but did have the potential of making a difference whether the purification worked or not.

The gel indeed turned out much better with less sample loaded on it.  I chose the best complex-containing fractions to pool together, concentrated the sample, and then ran it on another gel to quantify the exact amounts of protein.  As evening came, I finished running this gel, scanned it using the Fluoroimager, and then froze the pools of complex for later use.  I had now finished all that I could do with the H2 histones; I needed H4 to continue my research!

Justin met me at the bus stop at 7 pm and walked me home.  Trudy had made dim sum, rice, and vegetables for dinner; she had also stopped at Mr. Donut for a little treat for dessert.  She had attended the women’s devotional, which had met two days earlier than normal this week, and had enjoyed it.  The boys both reported that they had had good days at school, as well.  We all read some and watched T.V. for a while.  There was a reality show on where contestants played hide-and-seek with the hosts of the show, who were all dressed as royalty, complete with crowns.  If the contestants could keep from being found for 3 hours, they won 1 million yen.  Unfortunately, no one did on this night.  We all went to bed fairly early once again.

July 18- A Fresh Start

Journal club dealt with “epidermal differentiation”, I had received the paper ahead of time, but couldn’t force myself to read it the night before.  After the meeting, Kiyoe brought a box to me that had been received by overnight delivery from Tokyo.  In it was another batch of the H4-containing plasmid and, perhaps more importantly, the exact strain of bacterial cells in which to express it.  After a somewhat unusual lunch of spaghetti with a side of sushi (I was a bit tired of the hot lunch selections again), I transformed two different sets of cells with the new plasmid (one to make more plasmid and one in which to express the protein) and streaked them onto Petri plates of agar.  I attended Kanji Table to hear about Russian holidays from a Russian man (the subject of holidays had been big lately in that class), and learned that I could detect different accents when listening to Japanese- a Chinese accent the previous week and now a strong Russian accent.  I probably spoke Japanese with an American accent but would not be likely to recognize one if I heard it.  I then read Japanese and wrote kanji, but had to leave early to get to my next class.

Every year, people who used the animal lab needed to take a 2-hour refresher course to maintain their access privileges.  There were so many researchers at Osaka University that different people went on different days; this particular day was the day that Kiyoe and I had been assigned.  The class ended up just being an extension of the same material that was covered in my initial, one hour course and proved just as impossible to understand.  I followed Kiyoe’s lead and pulled out some scientific papers to read shortly after it began.  I found that I could concentrate on the papers, despite the fact that different speakers were droning on and on in Japanese for the next two hours, something I could never do if someone had been speaking English in my vicinity.  In fact, I finished all of the papers that I wanted to read in order to write my article on “chromosomes and cancer” which was due in just over two weeks.  Once again, I took a test that I couldn’t read at the end of the session and was approved to use the facilities for the rest of my stay, although it was still unclear at that time whether I would ever be required to do so.  As the session ended, the moderator mentioned that they were going to develop a training session in English, since they realized that a number of researchers did not understand Japanese well.  I hoped not- I had already paid my dues for the year and knew I wouldn’t be able to read through an English session.

I walked to Kita Senri and took the train to Mikuni in order to meet Justin for church.  Trudy had a bad headache and Brennan had decided to stay with her- so it would just be the two of us this particular evening.  Justin was proud to have taken the train from home all by himself for the first time.  In Japan, it was not unusual to see kids taking the train by themselves.  We had seen children as young as 6 or 7 taking the train alone, something that would be unimaginable in America!  We decided to go to Gyoza no Osho for dinner.  Sitting at the counter to eat, I ordered mabo dofu (which was actually a bit spicy for a change) with a side of gyoza, of course, and Justin got a gyoza dinner set complete with soup, rice, appetizers, and pickled vegetables.  We then walked to church together.

Midweek service continued the series of videos that they had been showing of the minister from Tokyo talking about the Holy Spirit.  Fiona was back to translate for us- since she and Nori both worked as teachers, they had decided to take their honeymoon in September, during a break.  After the message, we took a 9:30 train home- arriving there an hour later.  Trudy was in bed, still not feeling well.  The rest of us headed for bed as well.
July 19- Second Writing Assignment
I started my new cultures growing as soon as I got into work.  The bacteria which contained the DNA for purification, I combined into a single, medium sized flask; the bacteria which hopefully contained the expressed H4 protein got split into 25 tubes which were subjected to another race.  Since I had finished reading the papers that I needed to in my mouse training, I finally set about writing the article on "chromosomes and cancer".  I couldn't help but think of my sister, Lisa, as I wrote.  I hoped that her chromosomes were back to normal in all of her cells.  I wrote that almost all cancer cells have extra, or missing, chromosomes and that the debate still continued whether chromosomal abnormalities actually caused cancer, or were simply a result of the DNA mutations which were linked to that disease.  The consensus seemed to be that it was some combination of both.  I went to Starbucks once for a Cafe Misto during my writing for a little extra inspiration. In all, I wrote 1100 words out of the 1400 that I needed.

That afternoon, I inoculated large flasks by splitting the two cultures which had grown slowly between them.  I also froze a portion of both of the candidates and took a sample to perform a scaled-down purification on, just to make sure.  After performing most of these mini-purifications, there wasn't much else I could do that day- so I took the 5:55 bus home.  Trudy, unfortunately, still had a headache.  She had rested for much of the day but was fixing dinner when I arrived at home.  She had made the hamburgers we had gotten from Costco and wasn't sure what to serve with them.  The family agreed that what we needed were some fries to complete our American-style dinner, so Justin and I volunteered to walk to the store and get some.  After a tasty dinner, we mostly relaxed around the house.  I managed to add the 300 missing words to my article during this time.  One writing assignment was complete- I just had two more to go! 
July 20- Natsu Yasumi (Summer Vacation)

Since this was the last day of school for the summer, we had been asked to meet with Justin's teacher during the closing ceremony.  Justin apparently did not have to attend the ceremony, since the other students had practiced something for the assembly and he had not.  They had said it would take about 2 hours, but I did not really believe that meeting with his teacher could ever take that long.  

When we arrived at 9 am, Noriko, his interpreter was waiting for us in the conference room.  She started by going over his report card with us.  He had apparently done well during his 16 days of attendance; he had gotten S's (superior, the top grade) and A's in all of his subjects, despite the fact that he did not speak the language and had not done much of the homework or taken any of the tests.  I think they graded more on effort as well as his cheerful disposition.  After that, Noriko started to explain his summer homework to us.  He had many assignments to do in a wide variety of subjects.  As she explained everything to us, Justin's face started to sink.  I could tell that he was picturing his 6-week summer vacation slipping away as we spoke.  Apparently, the Japanese schools didn't want the kids to forget the material over the break, so they gave them enough homework so they were forced to do a little each day just to keep up with it.

Forgetting their subjects was not the only thing the school didn't want the kids to do over the break.  The third, and longest, part of our meeting was friendly advice from the school to the student and his parents.  They suggested that he not stay up too late nor make it a habit of sleeping in.  They warned him to use sunscreen and to avoid heat stroke.  They discouraged going to karaoke parlors or to arcades.  The list went on and on of "do's" and "don'ts" for the summer.  Every piece of advice involved basic common sense that middle school children and their parents apparently lacked and that the school felt it was their responsibility to warn people about.

Finally, Justin's homeroom teacher joined us and proceeded to go over his homework assignments again.  To Justin's relief, for much of the material she said things like, "You don't have to do that; you won't be able to understand it".  There was also a lot of general review that the students had to do using their textbooks from the previous two years, which Justin did not own.  His teacher thus managed to cut his workload down considerably.  In addition to homework, there was also a schedule of physical activities that Justin was expected to take part in.  Tennis club met 3-4 times a week, and the school's pool was open certain days for swimming.   

In all, we met for just under two hours.  As we were leaving, we learned that Justin had 4 hours of tennis club practice that day, starting immediately.  He didn't mind, since he really liked playing tennis and hanging out with his new friends.  Justin went home in order to quickly change into some shorts, and I went to work on the 11:00 bus.

I spun down the bacterial cultures as soon as I got in, and then began the long and noisy process of breaking open the cells.  Since I had gotten a late start, I tried to get done as much as possible before I broke for a late lunch.  Surprisingly, I was able to finish the sonication process by about 3 pm.  The only thing left to do was to run a gel to see if, this time, the purification process was going to work.  I had taken samples of the slow cultures from the previous day and had put them through the miniaturized version of the purification process, so I could tell if I was finally on the right track.  After my sonication was complete, I ran these samples, along with some of the broken-open cells on a gel.  Before leaving around 6 pm, I stained the gel and showed it to Kiyoe.  The cell lysate looked somewhat promising- we could both imagine that there was a band of protein around the correct position on the gel.  Then again, I had convinced myself each of the previous four attempts that I could see something at that position.  The mini-purification told a different tale, however- it was completely blank.  Kiyoe thought something had gone wrong with that particular experiment and that I should still press on with the sample, but I was beginning to doubt that things would be any different with this new batch of material.

When I got home, Trudy had made spaghetti for dinner and had gotten most of the packing done for our weekend trip.  She had returned to Carrefour with Yuko.  Since I had not been to “Konnichi wa” class for various reasons for the previous three weeks, I wanted to head over to Mino-o, despite the fact that it had started raining during dinner.  Trudy didn’t feel like going, but both kids decided that they would come, although Brennan had some reservations.  The people at the class were glad to see the boys there, they talked to us about school, about our upcoming trip, as well as the various firework festivals which would take place in August.  Justin enjoyed the (mainly social) gathering, but Brennan was bored and didn’t really enjoy trying to talk to the people in Japanese.  The rain had picked up as we walked home- despite our umbrellas, it managed to thoroughly wet our pant legs.  We told the kids that they should get to bed early, since we were leaving for Nagoya at 6 am the next morning, but Blade 3 was the English movie of the night, and they wanted to watch it.  They insisted that they would get up in the morning and not be grumpy- so I let them stay up until 11.  Trudy had already gone to bed; I stayed up with the boys until the movie was over and went to bed.  
July 21- Trip to Nagoya

Trudy had set the alarm for 4:15 am to ensure an early departure from our house.  Our bus to Nagoya wasn’t until 7:50, but we didn’t want to take any chances.  Surprisingly, we got everyone up and out of the house by around 6, as planned.  We arrived in Umeda a little after 7 and then walked 10 minutes to the Osaka JR station, where the bus depot was located.  Osaka Station was already crowded with people, even at this time on a Saturday morning.  We found the spot where our bus would leave from and then the boys and I went in search of a restroom.  We had seen signs for one when we walked through the station, but did not want to stop while carrying all of our luggage.  The JR station was so immense that it took us almost as much time to find the restroom as it did to initially walk to the bus depot.  On the way back to the bus, the boys wanted to stop and get drinks, which seemed to be defeating the whole purpose.  Justin picked out a drink with the consistency of partially hardened gelatin called “Booze”, mainly so he could take a picture of it and post it on his webpage.  Trudy was a bit frazzled by the time we returned around 7:30, since they had been announcing that certain buses were boarding and she couldn’t understand what they were saying.  As we waited, I looked at a sign on the wall and realized that there had been a restroom right around the corner the entire time!  After a brief glance, however, we were still glad that we had gone into the train station.  Japan was, in general, a very clean country, but there must be some unwritten law that restrooms at bus depots have to be frighteningly dirty, no matter what country you are in!

About 7:40, we boarded our bus for the 3 hour trip to Nagoya, which pulled out of the station precisely 10 minutes later, of course.  Occasionally, the bus would stop to pick up more passengers, but instead of pulling off the expressway to stop at the towns between Osaka and Nagoya- the bus would pull over at designated stops along the expressway and stop for only a moment or two.  Some of the stops were near toll booths, others were at rest areas, all appeared designed to keep delays to a minimum.  Justin slept for much of the trip but Brennan played video games, listened to music, or looked out the window.  Most of the trip was through the mountains which encircled Kyoto; Trudy commented that it reminded her of driving through the Shenandoah Mountains in Virginia.  As we neared Nagoya, the mountains gave way to rice fields with pretty white birds dotted throughout them and very Japanese-looking farmhouses alongside.  Soon, these were replaced by more urban surroundings.  Nagoya is a center for shipping and manufacturing in Japan, and is therefore, perhaps, not the most picturesque city in Japan.  Toyota is based nearby and is a major employer in the area.  The city, however, was not particularly ugly, dirty, or crime-ridden, as a comparable auto-industry based city in America is known to be.  

We ate lunch at a bakery/deli in Nagoya Station when we arrived.  Everyone but me ordered BLT’s, since they were one of the few identifiable things on the menu, while I had a ham and egg sandwich on an English muffin. After lunch, we took the subway to Meijo Park.  The park looked as if it had rained fairly hard not long before we had arrived, but apparently the rain had turned to a fine mist that felt like snow flakes landing on us as we walked around.  The park was very pretty, complete with fountains as well as a large windmill.  It bordered Nagoya Castle, which was our next intended destination.  We ended our stroll through the park by walking along the outside moat of the castle and admiring the massive outer walls of the keep.  

When we arrived at the entrance to the castle, a volunteer met us and offered to give us a free guided tour in English.  We agreed, so she proceeded to show us around the castle for the next 90 minutes and give us the history of it.  The castle was originally built in 1612, but was burnt to the ground following air raids during World War II.  It is best known for the two 10-foot tall golden dolphins which top the castle, there is actually ten times more gold found in those dolphins than that which coats the entire Golden Pavilion, owing to the extremely thin gold leaf found on the latter.  The portions of the original dolphins which survived the fire were displayed inside.  From the top of the castle, we could see the whole city of Nagoya, as well as the surrounding area.  We bought ice cream outside the castle, following our tour, but soon had to be on our way to make it to our Sumo wrestling matches.

Luckily, the gymnasium where the Sumo matches were held was directly adjacent to the castle entrance.  Trudy commented that the gym was smaller than she expected it would be.  Its small size meant that we could see the action very well, despite the fact that we were seated near the back.  We sat in chairs which encircled the gym, while most people were seated on 2-foot square pillows that were placed on raised bleacher-like platforms.  Trudy said that she preferred our seats.  The boys were quite impressed and kept saying they couldn’t believe they were actually there in person.  Justin and Trudy took many pictures of the action.  We had arrived during the matches that featured wrestlers which were just below the championship level.  After a half-dozen of these, they had a short break and then performed the ring-entering ceremony for the championship-level wrestlers.  Following this, there were about a dozen separate matches, building up to those with better and better records in the tournament.

Once each one started, the matches usually took no more than a minute, and were over as soon as someone fell down or stepped out of the ring.  Most of the time was spent in pre-match posturing, throwing salt into the ring, and trying to psyche out one’s opponent.  Wrestling did not commence, however, until both contestants put their hands on a line which was drawn in the ring.  Much of their strategy seemed to be to catch their opponent off-guard when the wrestling started.  It was all quite interesting, and the rest of the family actually recognized many of the wrestlers from T.V., since they had been watching the first 13 days of the tournament on and off.  The final match ended in the unexpected defeat of a Mongolian wrestler by a Japanese one.  Lately, the sport had been dominated by foreign challengers such as this.  As the closing ceremony took place, almost everyone who was sitting on a pillow tossed it into the ring.  We weren’t sure what was happening at the time, it looked reminiscent of graduation day, but with much larger hats.  We found out later that this is how the usually reserved and serene Japanese registered their approval of a particularly good match.

It was raining again as we left the gymnasium, we followed the stream of people into the subway and headed back to the train station, where we had agreed to meet one of the couples we were staying with.  We had met Stephan and Bonita, both South Africans, at Fiona’s wedding and they had agreed to put the boys up for the night.  Since they didn’t have much space, Trudy and I had agreed to stay with James and Daisy, both Kenyans, who we also had met at the wedding.  Both couples were part of our associated church in Nagoya and were happy to extend their hospitality to visitors.  We met Stephan and his wife about 7 pm and soon had left the station with them in search of a place to have dinner.  They wanted to take us to a local place which was known for its chicken wings, but had some difficulties locating it at first.  When we finally found it, they didn’t have enough room for our party of 6, so we decided to head to a part of town that was closer to where we were staying.  At 8 pm, we found ourselves back at Nagoya Station, ready to board the subway for this other part of town.

We were finally able to locate dinner at a Hawaiian restaurant which was located in a bustling shopping district.  We had thought that this sounded like an interesting option when we heard of our alternate choices for dinner.  There, we sipped fruit drinks which were garnished with fresh orchids and ate things like avocado burgers, barbequed spare-ribs, and even- Spam sushi!  Apparently, Hawaiians eat a lot of Spam- the previous year; I had dined on Spam, eggs and rice after ordering a Hawaiian breakfast in Tokyo.  After dinner, we headed to James and Daisy’s.

We all walked to a small apartment nearby where we had eaten.  Even though it was about 10 pm on a Saturday, James had just gotten off at his job as an urban planner.  After a short while, the boys headed off with their hosts and Trudy and I got to know our hosts better.  They had a 9-month old girl named Casey, who wasn’t yet interested in going to bed.  We talked for a long time- at midnight; Daisy made us all milk tea flavored with ginger.  It was after 12:30 by the time we settled down on a futon mattress on the floor of their office and went to sleep.
July 22- Nagoya's Port

We woke up at 8 am a little stiff, but rested.  Daisy was busy making us breakfast.  Trudy asked if she could help, so Daisy put her to work making the sandwiches.  We ate sandwiches for breakfast made of egg salad mixed with tomato and topped with cucumbers and lettuce.  We washed them down with juice, coffee and, of course, milk tea.  After our meal, we took the train to church and met the kids there.  They had experienced a great time, but had also eaten an unusual breakfast: bagel sandwiches filled with cottage cheese and tomato.  

It was good to see some more familiar faces from the wedding at church.  One unusual part of the service was that all songs were sung in both Japanese and English at the same time.  The English-speaking foreigners had English song books, while the Japanese had the same books we used in Osaka.  They would announce both numbers and proceed to sing the same song in two different languages simultaneously.  I tried my best to sing the Japanese version, but from where I stood, at the border between a group of foreigners and natives, it was hard to concentrate through all the cacophony.

After service, the two families that we had stayed with accompanied us to lunch, along with the Japanese brother who had performed the translation of the service.  We chose a traditional Japanese restaurant where one sat at low tables on cushions which rested on tatami mats.  Brennan, since he loves shrimp tempura, asked for it over rice, and Justin followed suit.  Unfortunately, there was a breakdown somewhere in the communication and they both got the dreaded dish that had bothered Trudy so much at the food court- ebi tamago don (shrimp mixed with raw egg over rice).  We asked the Japanese brother for the name of it so we would never make this mistake again.  Justin couldn’t eat it, so he traded meals with Trudy, who then traded with me.  Brennan ate it because he was hungry, but didn’t enjoy it very much.  I tolerated it, but certainly did not make my list of the most delicious meals in Japan.

After lunch- Stephan, Bonita, Daisy, and Casey went to the Nagoya Aquarium with us.  Nagoya’s port was beautifully constructed- complete with a tall observation deck, Ferris wheel, shopping, and dining (including a Red Lobster), in addition to the aquarium.  But, since we had arrived about 3 pm, we didn’t really have time for much else.  We headed straight for the 3:30 dolphin show, since it would be the last one for the day.  We all enjoyed some ice cream while we watched the dolphins, Brennan and I were particularly interested in eating something that would finally take the taste of raw egg out of our mouths!  We didn’t understand anything that the trainers said in the show, but didn’t really have to in order to enjoy the dolphins’ various tricks.  When the show ended we saw a Beluga Whale which was due to deliver babies at any time and then headed to a rather disappointing touch tank that had only starfish and seaweed- a far cry from the eels and flying fish we had played with in Osaka! 

As it neared 4:30, I suggested to Brennan that we go and watch an IMAX film together.  They had a short Pokémon film showing then, and I figured we could have some bonding time together.  We both agreed that the 15 minute film was pretty bad, but had a good time nonetheless.  We went in search of the others and, not having learned our lesson at the first film, brought Trudy and Justin back to the theater to see a dinosaur film that was about to start.  It would be hard to imagine a film with worse acting in it- but we had already been exposed to over-dramatic characters on Japanese T.V. for the last month, so it wasn’t as much as a shock as it could have been.  The dinosaurs were ok, but some of the others said they looked fake.  The most unusual part of the movie was when the earth was destroyed by a meteor- no less than 6 times.  We weren’t sure from the narration whether they were showing alternate scenarios of meteor damage or whether they had used their entire budget to get some good impact scenes and wanted to get the most out of them that they could.  We also weren’t sure if they were warning of an impending meteor strike or just reenacting the one that led to the dinosaurs being extinct.  At least the whole experience gave us something to talk about afterwards.

By 6 pm, we figured that we had better head back to Nagoya Station to catch our 7:30 bus.  We stopped off along the way at the station closest to James and Daisy’s house, and James met us there with a going away present they had gotten us- cookies filled with gelatinous green tea in one half and bean paste in the other.  We were hungry by the time we reached the station, and barely had time to stop at McDonalds to pick up dinner to have on the bus.  I slept on and off on the bus, and the trip home seemed to go faster than the trip there.  For Justin, however, it seemed much longer, since he had slept most of the way to Nagoya initially.  We arrived in Osaka at 10:30, but did not reach our house until close to midnight.  We all went to bed fairly exhausted.
July 23- The Fourth Histone

Trudy and the boys were still asleep when left the house to catch the 8 am bus to work.  I was still tired, but ready to return to work after an eventful weekend.  This would be the day that I found out whether my new batches of cells and plasmid were going to make a difference.  I spun down the sample, which had been stirring in the cold room by this time for about 60 hours, instead of the normal 16, and applied it to the column.  I ate lunch as the fractions came off the column- then came the moment of truth.  I was trying not to get my hopes up, in case of yet another failure at H4 purification, but the Nanodrop analysis of the fractions looked very promising for a change.  The readings were even higher than most of my other histone purifications!  I decided to run a gel to confirm what I was already quite sure of- that my purification had finally worked!  It was about 6:45 when the gel was finished staining and I was able to show Kiyoe the results.  We were both pleased with the amount, as well as the purity, of the histone H4 that appeared on my gel.  The biggest hurdle that I had yet encountered in my sabbatical research was over!

I took the last bus home for the first time in a long while.  Trudy had made banana pancakes for dinner, along with bacon and sausage.  We had occasionally had breakfast foods for dinner in America just to mix things up a bit, so it didn’t really seem like a strange dinner for Japan, either.  After all, we had just eaten sandwiches and salad the previous day for breakfast, the dinner that evening simply served to restore balance to our lives.  I told the family the good news over dinner and they were very happy for me.  They had their own good news- the final Harry Potter book had arrived in the mail that day and they had been excitedly taking turns reading it.  After dinner, we watched T.V. while the person whose turn it was read the book.  The boys wanted to stay up all night and read it, but Trudy and I were tired and ready to go to sleep.  We left the boys in the living room with their book and went to bed.
July 24- Another Hike

We woke up at 5 am and shooed the boys up to their beds.  Justin had fallen asleep on the couch a couple of hours before that, but Brennan was still up, and was brushing his teeth as he read.  They had not, in fact, finished the book, which was over 700 pages, but had made fairly good progress.  I caught the first bus once again, in order to get an early start with my new protein.  Since I had only chosen the fractions with the highest readings to run on a gel, I needed to run another one to decide which fractions were pure enough to keep for my experiments.  When I had done this, I combined the pure fractions (there were many) and then ran yet another gel to quantify the amount of protein that I had.  By afternoon, I had finished this gel and scanned it with the Fluoroimager.

Trudy had called just before that to ask if they could leave Brennan home while she and Justin went on a hike.  Justin had been wanting to take her on the Fukuchiyama Railway hike, but Brennan wasn’t up for another outing yet.  I went over the directions to get there from our house with Justin and sent them off with my blessing.  

Once I had determined the amounts of the two proteins, H3 and H4, that I needed to form the final complex, I combined the correct amounts together and started them dialyzing into a chemical that promoted their association.  I used only half of my newly purified sample, in case something went terribly wrong with the complex formation in which I lost that batch of protein.  Since there wasn’t much else I could do once they were dialyzing, I took the 5:55 bus home.

Trudy and Justin were still gone when I got home, and Brennan was sitting in the living room, reading.  Since I knew that Trudy had intended to make doria, the dish I had ordered in Kyoto on Marine Day, for dinner but didn’t have any cheese, I decided to walk to the store and get some.  When I returned, I started making dinner and the two hikers arrived home shortly after that.  They were very tired and hungry, of course.  Justin had taken my advice and done the hike in reverse of what we originally had done, thereby saving the longest and darkest tunnels for last.  I figured that Trudy had a better chance of getting through them if there was little option of turning around once they reached them.  She had actually done just fine and had really enjoyed the scenery.  My doria was passable, even though I had not located the right kind of cheese, and the hikers did not seem to mind at all, they were so famished!  

After dinner, Brennan went upstairs to finish the Harry Potter book, which he had made good progress on during the hike.  Justin watched “Life is Beautiful”, an Italian movie with English subtitles, which we had borrowed from a couple at church.  He was still watching it, and Brennan was still reading, when Trudy and I went to bed.

July 25- The Big Speech

I left for work once again as the family slept, but not before putting out a huge amount of cardboard for recycling day.  I had missed the previous one, two weeks prior, since it was raining that day and my instructions had said not to leave cardboard out under those circumstances.  The information had said to; instead, leave the cardboard out on the next day.  I wasn’t sure, however, if “next day” in this case meant the following day from when it rained, the following Wednesday, even though collection occurred every other week, or the next scheduled day- so I had opted for this final choice.  

I didn’t have much to do this day in terms of the new complex formation.  Since there was an added step of dialyzing it into a special chemical, the next step- changing it to a high salt solution- which was typically performed overnight, would take the rest of the day.  I changed the buffer which surrounded my protein-filled membrane and then set about writing a speech.  

Kanji Table planned to meet this day for the last time before summer vacation.  They had planned a tea party to celebrate and had asked everyone to prepare a 3-minute speech in Japanese in order to mark the occasion.  The instructors, meanwhile, would prepare a comparable speech in English.  Yoshinaka-san had given me his speech the previous week to look over and make corrections to, but I had not prepared mine that far in advance.  Anna helped me with my speech, since her Japanese was much better than my own.  Soon, I had a passable speech together.

The Japanese love making, as well as listening to, speeches.  I counted 37 people in attendance at “the party” and quickly figured out that, at 3-minutes per person, the entire 90-minute class would involve listening to speeches!  There was a person with a flag that was supposed to wave it if a speech went over the allotted time.  Thankfully, some people actually came in under the time limit.  In all, 85 minutes of speeches were given (including my own-which went just fine), followed by 5 minutes of posing for a group picture.  They handed out treats as everyone got ready to go.  I ate mine, and quickly downed a milk tea, staying a few extra minutes to talk with some of the people who were assembled there.

I returned to the lab briefly, but without anything more I could do with my sample until morning (unless I wanted to spend the night changing the buffers which surrounded my tubing), I decided to run an errand before I met the family for dinner.  I walked to the Kita-Senri Station and went to Saty to get Trudy a pillow.  The one I had picked up before they came was too hard for her taste, and she really preferred my feather pillow.  With 5 more months left in our stay, I figured that a comfortable pillow was a must!  After that brief stop, I took the train to Mikuni, where I met up with Trudy and the boys.  The boys had both slept until 2 pm, in what was probably a delayed reaction to their all-nighter on Monday.  Brennan, especially, could rest easy- since he had finished the book before going to bed.

We walked over to Royal Host for dinner, the chain of family restaurants that I had first been to in Kyoto during my prior visit to Japan.  I saw tacos on the menu, the first Mexican food I had seen since I left America, so I ordered them.  Justin got the featured “pick two” Indian curries, along with naan and a salad.  Trudy and Brennan stuck with Japanese food- she got a crab cake, fried shrimp, and tonkatsu; while he got sweet and sour fish, along with rice, miso soup, and baked eggplant.  Everyone enjoyed the drink bar, as well, although we strongly discouraged the kids from setting any new records.

After dinner, we walked to Midori to pick up another flash drive, and then headed to church.  Tadashi shared some thoughts on taming the tongue, something that we could all learn from when emotions ran high in our often exciting, but sometimes stressful, life in Japan.  As we walked home from Ishibashi station later, we stopped to buy ice cream at one of the confectionaries along the shopping arcade there.  We were convinced that these stores remained open later than all the other shops in the area in order to feed hungry businessmen on their way home from work.  We got home around 10:30, and Trudy took her turn with the Harry Potter book, but I drifted off to sleep.
July 26- Third Progress Report

This would also prove to be not the most intense day, as far as experiments were concerned.  In order to form the complexes, I had to change the buffer in my beaker 3 times: once in the morning, once at midday, and once in the afternoon.  After the morning change, I started working on my third progress report.  We had a meeting with Dr. Kaneda scheduled for 10 am that day, but I had not yet written up my latest results.  I had good news to report that morning- I summarized the recent victory over histone H4, as well as my completion of the formation and the purification of the H2A-H2B complexes.  I ended with my current project of forming the H3-H4 complexes.  Everything went fine in the meeting, of course.

My final buffer change took place at 4:45, but I waited until the 5:35 bus before heading for home.  I didn’t want to push it too far with my recent habit of leaving early.  Trudy and the boys had gone into Umeda for a buffet luncheon with the rest of the moms from church, along with their children.  They had eaten at the Ramada Inn, and had really enjoyed the food there.  On the topic of food, they suggested that we walk over to Cha Cha's for dinner.  With this being Justin and my third visit there in the month since the family came to Japan, we started to feel like regulars.  We had even mentioned the food to my friend Siddick, who then took his family there.  When we left, the owner thanked us for sending him more business, and we assured him that we would continue to tell people about our favorite restaurant in Japan.

We walked home and I went to bed fairly early, but Trudy stayed up and read Harry Potter while the kids watched T.V. 
July 27- Help with Homework

The H3-H4 complexes were finally done dialyzing and were ready to be concentrated and have their tails trimmed off.  Concentration took about 90 minutes and was completed by mid-morning.  I then added the trimming enzyme and left the sample until early afternoon.  Since I was using half of my total sample, I monitored the trimming by running a gel to make sure that the process was complete. The first gel showed that about two-thirds of the proteins had been trimmed, so I allowed the reaction to go longer and ran another gel.  This one looked fine, but had taken until after 6 pm to complete- I put my sample in the refrigerator over the weekend- I could load it on the size-exclusion column the following week.  

I took the 6:35 bus home and joined the family there.  Trudy and the boys had spent the morning in Toyonaka.  She had picked up her Gaijin Card and had then gone to the International Center there so the kids could get some help with their summer homework.  The Center had a time set aside just for this purpose, in order to assist foreign students with understanding their Japanese homework.  Noriko, Justin’s interpreter, was there to meet with them and to give them a hand during a 90-minute session.  They managed to make good progress, as well as to identify more of their assignments that they wouldn’t be expected to do.  Afterwards, Trudy returned to Municipal Hall to meet with school officials.  She was concerned since Roderick, Brennan’s interpreter, was going to be gone the entire month of September, leaving him without anyone to translate for him.  Noriko had offered to help him during that time, but it was up to the school officials to approve that plan.  They had listened to Trudy’s appeal and said that they would let her know what they decided later.

We had burgers and fries for dinner, and then Justin and I walked to Family Mart in order to get some pound cake to go with our strawberries, for dessert.  Trudy then set about packing for our weekend trip, while Justin read more of Harry Potter.  He was convinced that, since we would be leaving for Hiroshima early the next morning, he would do better staying up all night and sleeping on the train, rather than having to wake up so early.  When the packing was finished, we went to bed and left the boys up: Brennan watching T.V. and Justin reading his book. 

July 28- Trip to Hiroshima

I had been to Hiroshima during my first trip to Japan and thought the family should see it too.  It was quite an experience- just getting there and back was an adventure in itself!  

I am a fairly frugal person, and I don’t like spending lots of money on things that I could get for much cheaper.  Sure, you could take the shinkansen there in as little as 90 minutes, but you would pay dearly for the convenience- a round-trip ticket from Osaka was going for more than 20,000 Yen!  Our college group took the shinkansen there the previous year since we had obtained week-long passes for not much more than that which allowed us to take virtually any train in Japan.  Such passes, however, were only available to those visiting Japan on tourist visas- which we were not.

Another option was taking the bus between these two cities, which took 5 hours and was available for half the price.  A third option was using a special pass that was only sold during times of school holidays.  The seishun juhachi kippu can be translated “youthful 18 ticket”, and was designed to allow college students to transverse the country during school breaks for not much money.  Despite its name, it was sold to people of any age.  In my opinion, only the “young at heart” who were up for an adventure in travel would normally attempt to use these passes; a little child-like naiveté didn’t hurt either.  The passes, at less than a quarter of the price of the shinkansen, allowed the bearer unlimited travel via regular trains during any 24 hour period.  This is how the family got to Hiroshima and back.

Since the trip there was expected to take 6 1/2 hours, we wanted to catch the earliest train that we could in order to get to our destination as soon as possible.  The first train which was headed in the proper direction left downtown Osaka at 6 am, which meant that we needed to leave Ishibashi around 5 am, and to be out of our house by 4:30.  Trudy had set the alarm for 3 am, just to make sure we were all ready on time.  

Justin was still up when our alarm rang, and had almost finished Harry Potter, but Brennan had gone to bed shortly after we had.  We all headed downtown and caught the 6 am train to Himeji; Justin finished reading the book as we waited for it to arrive.  The journey was divided into four legs, which involved approximately 90-minute train rides each, between which we had to switch to a different train.  We never had to wait for the next train very long, but we did need to make sure it was the right one before we jumped on board!

The first leg of the journey took us through Kobe and then along the coast of Osaka Bay.  We could see Himeji-jo from the station where we switched trains.  Unfortunately, I hesitated for a bit too long there, making sure that the train we were about to board was the right one.  By the time we got on, all the seats had been taken!  Luckily, we all eventually got seats as people disembarked at various stops along the second leg of our trip, which took us to Okayama, a major transportation hub where one could head to Shikoku, the smallest of the four major islands of Japan, via a bridge which connected it to Honshu, the main island on which we were living.  

We decided to stop and eat breakfast at this station, rather than catch the next train out.  We went to a convenience store and bought donuts, along with other assorted pastries, as well as drinks for everyone.  Soon, we were on our way once again.  We then caught a train for the ride to Itozaki.  This route took us through mountains and past quaint little rice-farming towns.  Unlike our previous stops, Itozaki wasn't a metropolitan hub- it was a tiny town in the middle of nowhere!  Our train simply pulled into the station there and we switched to a train that was waiting on the other side of the platform.

The final leg of the journey took us through more mountains and through a deep valley, across which they were building a large suspension bridge.  We finally pulled into Hiroshima around 12:30.  For lunch, I took the family to the restaurant that I had visited on my previous trip to Hiroshima.  It was an authentic Japanese restaurant located right in the train station that featured a large grill on which they were making okonomiyaki, as well as grilled meat and vegetables mixed with udon noodles.  I ordered the former, while the rest of the family all opted for the latter.  The restaurant was packed with people (although we appeared to be the only tourists) while nearby restaurants were not busy, which we assumed was a reflection on how good the food was there.

After lunch, we took a streetcar to our hotel.  While trains circled the periphery of the city, electric streetcars are the means of public transportation in the center of this town of over 1 million people.  I had booked the hotel off of the internet, using my skills in frugality, and was hoping that it would be a suitable one for the family.  It ended up being better than I had imagined.  It was located directly adjacent to the Atomic Bomb Memorial Peace Park and, from our 11th floor room; we had an amazing view of the park, including the Atomic Dome.  The kids were excited about the Japanese robes which were in our room, and immediately changed into them.  They were also entertained by our toilet, which had many knobs and buttons, and even included a bidet.  We eventually got them to put their street clothes back on so we could see some of the park.

It had climbed into the 90s that day, one of the hottest days we had experienced all year.  We left the hotel and quickly headed for the cooler confines of the Peace Park Museum.  We hadn’t expected the displays inside to be very uplifting- and they didn’t let us down.  The displays started with a brief history of Hiroshima and then led to scale models of what the town looked like before and after the blast.  They had the watch on display that had stopped right at 8:15, as well as a replica of the Atomic Dome that one could walk underneath.  After that, they started showing pictures of people who had survived the bombing, artefacts that they had found afterwards (such as a burnt school uniform as well as a lunch box full of ashes), and then a diorama containing models of people who had their skin melting off them.  With that, Brennan had had enough and wanted to hurry through the last half of the displays.  This was fine with me, since I had already been through the museum on my last visit.  We sat and waited for the other two on a bench near the exit.

Although we wanted to see the rest of the Peace Park- the heat was unrelenting, and I had promised Brennan we would head to a more cheerful place, so we decided to get on a streetcar and travel to Miyajima.  Miyajima is an island that is reached by a ferry from the outskirts of Hiroshima (it was about a 40-minute trip on the streetcar).  It has one of the most famous sights in Japan- a red shrine gate that is surrounded by water.  Before we left, Justin and I ran back to the hotel to get our train passes, which were also good on the ferry.  We brought back ice cream for everyone, and found Trudy and Brennan on a bench where we left them, talking to an 82 year old Japanese man.  He had come over to see if Trudy had overheated and had stayed to talk, as well as to take some pictures for an album filled with the different people he had met walking around Hiroshima.  We stopped to take a picture of him as well, and then headed to the streetcar stop.
Miyajima means “beautiful island”, and it was.  It was one of the most beautiful places we had been in Japan so far.  It was a small, mountainous island which was filled with shrines and quaint little Japanese houses.  What is even better, at least from the kids’ perspective, it was filled with tame deer.  The deer were everywhere, and would even follow us along the street.  The kids and I kept petting the deer, which worried Trudy greatly.  Not only had she heard that the deer could be aggressive at times, Japanese bathrooms rarely had any soap, and she had forgotten to bring the Purell that she usually carried with her.  After the kids had succeeded in coated their hands with deer germs, they wanted to get ice cream- so they went off to look for a place to wash their hands, while Trudy and I did some shopping in one of the stores which lined the narrow road we had been walking down.

As it neared 6 pm, we decided to go in search of a place to eat.  We found a traditional restaurant where we sat on the floor around a wooden counter.  When we ordered, I made sure to ask whether Trudy’s eel tempura or Justin’s shrimp dish had any eggs in them.  The food was probably the best Japanese dinner we had eaten during our stay.  Everyone agreed that it was delicious!

We wandered around the island some more after dinner and watched the sun set over the shrine gate.  Then we explored a pagoda which was on a hill near the shrine and walked along a little stream which ran through town.  Trudy was getting tired, but the boys wanted to find a waterfall that they had seen a picture of- so she returned to the shrine gate to wait for us while we ascended the hills in search of the falls.  We found them fairly quickly, but by then it was starting to get very dark.  We climbed around on the rocks near the stream for a while, and then rejoined Trudy.  We said goodbye to our deer friends and boarded the 8:45 ferry for the mainland.

Since the streetcar had taken so long getting to the ferry dock, we decided to use our passes and to take the train, out around the city, to get to a closer streetcar stop.  We arrived at the station in time to board the 9:20 streetcar, which happened to be the last one which left from there that evening.  After one last stroll through the Peace Park, we arrived at our hotel room around 10 pm, tired and thankful to be back in the air conditioning.
July 29- The Return Trip

When we woke up around 8 am, Trudy and Brennan, who had been fighting sore throats the previous day, both reported that they felt worse.  Nevertheless, we got everyone moving and headed up to breakfast.  The hotel had a buffet on the 15th floor which included some things we would normally eat for breakfast, but which also included a salad bar, traditional rice porridge, fish, pickled vegetables, and- meatballs!  There was such a wide selection that we were all able to find something that we liked, but it seemed more like a brunch than a breakfast.  The view from the 14th floor was amazing; we took it all in as we ate our unusual meal.

We checked out a little after 10 and headed back to the Peace Park, luggage in tow.  It was promising to be just as hot out as the previous day had been.  We headed for the Memorial Hall this time, an underground complex that had the names of victims of the bombing displayed under a panoramic mural of Hiroshima after the bomb had hit.  Just inside the doors was a woman handing out information behind a display case with tiny cranes made from origami.  Trudy stopped to admire the cranes and commented on how pretty they were.  The woman handed her a small handmade paper box and said "this is a present for you"- inside were two of the tiny origami cranes!  As we left the hall, there was a video bank that flashed pictures of some of the 145,000 people who had died in the bombing.  The final display dramatized letters written by survivors who had to leave wounded and dying family members behind in order to save themselves.  Brennan did ok with these displays since, although they were tragic, they were not particularly graphic in nature.

Afterwards, we walked by the Children's Memorial, the Korean Victim's Memorial (10,000 conscripted laborers had died), the mound which contained the ashes of 70,000 unidentified people, and the Peace Bell, which we all took turns ringing.  As we were leaving the park, we met some Koreans from the Church of God who had just finished a big service by the Memorial Mound.  They tried to explain to us about the existence of the Heavenly Mother in very broken English.  We talked with them for a while, but soon had to excuse ourselves and move on.

We walked through another park, and past a stadium, as well as two museums, on our way to Hiroshima Castle.  Before we entered the castle grounds, we stopped for ice cream in order to cool down as well as to soothe the throats of Trudy and Brennan.  Trudy and Justin had vanilla, Brennan had strawberry swirl, but I decided to try sweet potato- it was very good.  We walked to the castle, but, in order to save time, decided not to go in.  We then made our way across town to the train station.  

Once there, I stopped in a convenience store to look for medicine for sore throats.  When I thought that I located some, I asked the girl behind the counter if it was, indeed, for sore throats and then inquired whether they were supposed to swallow it or not.  I didn't know how to say this last part, so I had to act it out.  Justin was especially entertained by my pantomime of gargling medicine and then spitting it out, but that is exactly what they were supposed to do.  By 1pm, we were back on a train, headed for home.

The trip back seemed to be going faster than it had coming, as is often the case.  By the time we reached Okayama at 4, we were ready for a late lunch (breakfast at the hotel had held us over for quite a while).  Instead of eating at the convenience store again, we opted to go out the gates and to have a real meal.  We found "Via de France" not far away and had a nice lunch of sandwiches and baked goods, Trudy and Brennan had smoothies as well.  The rest of the trip went smoothly- until we got to Kobe.

In Himeji, we had been excited when we caught the "rapid express" train to Osaka, since it promised to trim 30 minutes off our trip.  This, unfortunately, was not destined to be.  After pulling into Kobe, the train just sat there.  After a long delay, they began announcing things in Japanese over the loud speaker, following which some people got up and left the train.  Others were still getting on the train, however, so we just sat and waited with the others.  Soon, we could take it no longer, so I asked the woman across from us what was going on.  She said there had been an accident up ahead involving a pedestrian (she made it sound like someone jumped in front of the train, but I'm not convinced whether they would announce those kinds of details over a loud speaker); she suggested that we switch to the Hankyu train line which we usually took from our house.

By now, the train had sat for an entire hour and didn't look like it was going anywhere soon, so we switched to the other train.  The Hankyu station was mobbed with people in the same predicament, we stood in line for tickets and then squeezed ourselves onto a train headed toward Umeda.  We eventually got some more room when we switched trains in Juso, and finally reached our home station around 8:30.  We walked home, arriving there around 9 pm, after having traveled for nearly 8 hours straight!
July 30- The Final Complex

Everyone was asleep, of course, when I left for work on Monday morning.  I changed the dialysis buffer on my new batch of H3-H4 complexes, and then loaded the trimmed complexes onto the size-exclusion column.  They eluted from the column until after lunch, then I performed the colorimetric assay to see where the protein had ended up.  This looked promising as well, so I loaded the pertinent fractions onto a gel.  The stained gel showed both concentrated and pure fractions of the H3-H4 complex- quite a relief after all the problems that I had getting the pure H4.  My final job for the day was concentrating the complex so that it would be in a useable form for my experiments.  It was the final protein complex that I needed to start building chromosomes!

Trudy and Brennan were still feeling under the weather, but Trudy had done the laundry and had made chicken and gravy over rice for dinner.  After dinner, she read a book, while the kids played around, and I worked on uploading the pictures from our trip onto our computer.  I was still quite tired, so I went to bed around 10 pm.
July 31- Lunch with Justin 

I changed the buffer on my latest batch of complexes, and then loaded my newly purified complexes onto a gel in order to quantitate the amount of protein that was present.  I also began working on purifying the DNA I would need to make the miniature chromosomes.  Both of the protein complexes were ready, but I would have to mix them with DNA in order to perform the experiments I had proposed.  I would have to cut the DNA with enzymes and then purify the appropriate-sized piece.  

I had suggested that Justin take the bus to my work that day in order to have lunch with me.  Since this was the last week the student bus would be running before the kids went back to school in September, I figured that the time was right for his visit.  He arrived at 11:40, just in time to help me scan the gel and confirm what I suspected already- that the H3-H4 complexes were about three times more concentrated than my best batch of H2A-H2B complexes had been!  We ate at the cafeteria near the Intercultural Center; I had spaghetti- while Justin got a Japanese dish with beef and cabbage in it.  Then Justin took the 12:55 bus back home, and I returned to work.

After a few more changes of dialysis buffer, as well as the completion of the DNA purification protocol, I was ready to head home.  Before I left, I ran a gel of the DNA.  It looked like there were too many bands on the gel and that the DNA was not concentrated enough to use- but I was tired, and decided to show Kiyoe in the morning so I could make the 6:15 bus.  Justin met me at the bus stop, and we walked to Family Mart together to pick up some drinks for dinner.  Trudy had fixed spaghetti for dinner as well, but I didn't mind- I could always eat spaghetti.  After dinner, the kids headed back to Family Mart to get dessert.  We then repeated our activities from the previous evening: Trudy read, the kids messed around, and I worked on the computer until bed time.

August 1- Third Writing Assignment

I started my second batch of H3-H4 complexes trimming with the enzyme and went to show Kiyoe my DNA results.  She agreed that there were too many bands and remembered that she had used high concentration enzyme to cut her DNA the last time she had worked with it.  I decided to start the process over using her batch of enzyme.  While this was cutting the DNA, I forced myself to work on my third writing assignment, which was due the following day.

In order to sit down and write something, I generally need two things: a deep-seated interest in writing about a particular topic, as well as a clear deadline of when it is due.  When I came to Japan, I had neither in regard to “Chapter 7 of the Report for the 10-year Review of Monmouth College by the North Central Association Commission on Accreditation and School Improvement: Ethical Inquiry and Values Exploration”.  Recently, I had talked the chair of the NCA committee into giving me the latter, but I remained woefully lacking as far as the former condition went.  Don’t get me wrong- I did care about how well the college was teaching about ethical enquiry and values, I just didn’t want to have to write about it.  In addition, while I expected my articles to be read and enjoyed by many, I imagined that my chapter would be read only by members of the NCA committee at Monmouth College, as well as those on a visiting team from NCA itself.  As far as I was concerned, the whole thing was a colossal waste of time.  

Yet, I forced myself to write a majority of the chapter throughout the day, stopping each time after a few sentences to surf the internet or do something else that I would rather be doing.  By the end of the workday, I had written 1100 words.  I had also trimmed my complex, as well as discovered that, no matter what I did, I always got the same set of three bands in my DNA sample instead of one.

I walked to Kita-Senri around 4:30 so I could meet Trudy and the boys in Umeda at 6 pm.  Since it was the first day of the month, movies were only 1000 yen, instead of the usual 1800.  We had thus decided to see the 5th Harry Potter movie together.  First, we met Nami and had a quick dinner at a place called First Kitchen.  We could have sworn that it was called “Fast Kitchen” when she first told us about it, but when we got there we realized that she was just pronouncing “first” like “fast”.  I had the omuspa burger, which I had first seen at the food court near the aquarium but did not have the guts to order at that time: a burger topped with spaghetti as well as a fried egg.  All considered- it was pretty good.

We walked to an adjacent building and headed up to the 7th floor movie theater.  Two other members of the church also hooked up with us to watch the show, since there would be no midweek service that evening.  A brother from Tokyo would be visiting on the weekend and was going to lead a devotional on Saturday, instead.  

Nami had gotten the tickets ahead of time using the internet, as is the norm for all Japanese movies, and we all had reserved seats in the theater, which were printed on our ticket.  We were a little alarmed that we were going to be sitting in the 4th row, however- until we entered the theater.  The screen was approximately twice the size as a large screen television back home!  After 20 minutes of commercials and previews, however, curtains were pulled back for the feature presentation, revealing that the screen was actually larger than we thought, although it would still have been considered quite small in America.

In the movie, Harry Potter was being punished by an evil headmaster who made him write a sentence over and over using a magical quill.  The quill, in addition to writing on the paper, caused the letters to be scraped onto the back of his hand, making each word he wrote more and more tortuous than the last.  I thought about my own writing assignment and could relate to how Harry felt.

When the movie ended, an amazing thing happened- nobody moved.  As the credits rolled, the theater remained dark and everyone sat and patiently watched the credits to the very end, something I had never seen in America.  I asked Nami about this and she said Japanese people always do so out of respect for the people who had worked so hard on the movie.  I told her that ending credits should always be written in Japanese then, since no Americans have ever bothered to read them all the way through!  It was 10 pm by the time the movie let out and after 11 by the time we arrived home and went to bed.

August 2- Building the Beads

After seeing my DNA results, Kiyoe agreed that there was some problem with my plasmid and offered to give me some DNA fragment that she had prepared previously.  But first she cut it with an enzyme to make it the size of one nucleosome.  A nucleosome is the smallest unit of a chromosome.  Chromosomes have been described as looking like pearl necklaces under the microscope with nucleosome "beads" strung along a "string" of DNA.  Before I could start building chromosomes in the test tube, I needed to make sure that I could assemble a nucleosome from its component parts.  I now had all the components I needed: the four core histones as well as the DNA to wrap around them.  

Before I started building the beads, I applied the trimmed H3-H4 complex to the size-exclusion column and started eluting the purified ones.  While I waited for Kiyoe's DNA to be ready, I managed to finish writing my chapter, bringing it to just under 2000 words, as well as to proofread it.  It actually sounded quite good for having been written under the conditions that it was.  I sent it to the committee a little after 2 pm, just after it had turned midnight back home.  I hoped that it would be sufficient to appease the committee.

After this, I prepared the DNA Kiyoe had given me and mixed it with my two sets of histone complexes.  Finally, I dialyzed the entire mixture into a high-salt buffer.  Since DNA has a negative charge and the histones have a positive charge, the two readily associate. But, if these are mixed together in low salt conditions, they will precipitate into a gloppy mess.  Salt acts to mask the charges, preventing precipitation.  If the salt is removed slowly, via dialysis, the proteins and DNA will form miniature chromosomes, just like in our cells.

When I got home a little after 7, Trudy and the boys had not been home for long.  They had gone to Costco with Tsuneko in order to stock up on supplies.  Trudy made chicken noodle soup, which we had with rice.  Feeling good about getting my writing assignment turned in, as well as starting a new chapter in my research by finally starting to build the chromosomal units, I took some time to read for leisure and finished the first 3 chapters of the Harry Potter book before going to bed.
August 3- Lunch with Brennan

I changed the dialysis buffer surrounding the nucleosomes I was making when I got in, then analyzed the fractions that had come off the size-exclusion column.  The colorimetric assay showed good amounts of proteins in a number of fractions, which I then ran on a gel in order to select which fractions I should pool.  I finished the gel just as it was time to meet Brennan at the bus stop.  Since this was the last day that the campus bus would be running until college classes resumed in October, today was the last chance Brennan had to ride the bus in and have lunch with me.

We went to the restaurant which was adjacent to the main co-op and sat outside, despite the wind that had kicked up that day. We ordered the hamburger platter, which was the special for the day, but only asked for one- since Brennan wanted to try it to make sure that he liked it.  He did- so I asked for another one.  Unfortunately, they had just sold out of it at that moment and we had to order fried chicken pieces instead, we ended up sharing both of them, so it worked out fine.  I made sure Brennan caught the bus back to Toyonaka and then I went back to work.

I pooled the fractions which contained the latest H3-H4 complex purification, and then ran them on a gel in order to quantify them.  I also changed the dialysis buffer one more time on my nucleosome reconstitution.  I took the 5:55 bus home and met the family there.  Justin had gotten a haircut while Brennan and I had eaten lunch together, then he and Trudy had headed into Umeda to go shopping.  Justin and Trudy loved to look at the clothes and accessories in downtown Osaka, while Brennan didn't enjoy this activity at all.  He had stayed home and taken a nap once he arrived back, while the other two had gone shopping.

Trudy and I went to “Konnichi wa” class together, but the kids opted to stay home.  Trudy had a great time talking with the people there, and worked on saying something was "delicious" in Japanese and that something else was "cute".  When we arrived home around 9, "Tomb Raider" was the English movie of the night, so we watched it together as a family.  We all went to bed around 11 pm, when it was over.
August 4- Fire Flowers

I slept in until 8 am, then got up and got ready while the rest of the family slept.  Trudy got up about an hour later and I fixed pancakes for us for breakfast.  I was able to read more of my book and take care of some things around the house before the boys finally got up- first Brennan and then Justin.  We got ready and left for church by 2 pm, since we had our special “midweek” service at 3.  As we were leaving the house, I said “ohayo gozaimasu” to one of our neighbors, out of habit.  We then realized that the time for “good morning” had passed a number of hours before.  

As we walked, Brennan remembered that he had not eaten lunch.  Since we had all gotten up at different times, there was never any designated meal time- our lunch had overlapped with the kids’ breakfast, which was actually brunch by the time Justin ate.  We stopped by Family Mart and got him an “American Dog”, which is what they called corn dogs in Japan, as well as drinks for everyone, since the weather was promising to be in the 90’s yet again.

The service actually started at 3:30, since the brother was running late on his arrival from Tokyo.  He had also brought his college-age daughter along with him.  He gave a message on “Connecting to God”.  Afterwards, a group of 16 of us decided to head downtown to see the fireworks which were scheduled for that evening.  The group consisted of our family, 9 adults from church, including our out-of-town guests, as well as three little girls between the ages of 4 and 8.  Before we left, two of the girls changed into kimonos, which were commonly worn to festivals and firework shows.

Hanna bi, the Japanese word for fireworks, literally means “fire flowers”.  There were firework shows taking place in the area every weekend in August, but this show, the Yodogawa Fireworks, was one of the biggest and best in the area.  Nearly one half million people lined the banks of the Yodogawa River each year to watch them.  

After the service had ended, Shohei had ridden his bike to the river to save our group a spot, while the rest of us headed to the supermarket to pick up food for the outing, then took the train to Juso, nearby where the action was taking place.  There were mobs of people everywhere on the walk from the station to the river.  We got there about 7, to an awe-inspiring sight.  I had not seen so many people in one place since we watched the fireworks from the steps of the U.S. Capital when Justin was a baby.  The spot Shohei had gotten, however, was close to the banks of the river and a perfect spot for viewing the fireworks.

We took off our shoes to sit on the tarp that he had laid down and spread out our picnic dinner in the center of it.  The fireworks started at 7:50 and we knew we were in for a show when the opening fireworks seemed as good as any finale we had seen in America.  Throughout the next 50 minutes, we saw all types of fireworks- they were arguable the best we have ever seen anywhere.  Each time there would be a huge burst of fireworks, we would assume that they were over, but then they would resume with full fury again.  It was definitely worth fighting the crowds to see that amazing display.

Afterwards, it was also interesting seeing 500,000 people trying to get home at the same time.  Since we had one of the best seats to view the fireworks, we also had one of the worst seats to make our getaway.  We were trapped on the banks of the river, with only a few stairways leading back to street level and many thousands of people ahead of us, crowding the stairs.  Our group eventually had to forge our own way out of the area.  We made our way between some food vendors, underneath one of the main bridges across the river, over a short fence, as well as down an embankment- in order to get to the street.  Soon, however, we reached a standstill as we neared Juso station to find the road blocked with people trying to get on the trains.

We decided that it would be in our best interest to walk back to Mikuni, the station where we had started out at after the service.  We had an enjoyable time walking and talking, and even pausing in the middle to get some shaved ice, or kakigori, at a shop that we encountered along the way, I ordered mizori, condensed milk, flavor .  We finally arrived back at Mikuni and took the crowded, but boardable, train the rest of the way home.  We arrived home around 11 and of course went to bed.
August 5- Dinner with Mitch

I woke up at 8:45, the latest that I had slept in since coming to Japan!  We had to get everyone up and out of the house in about an hour, which was no easy feat.  We got to church a little after 11- but, luckily, they were just getting things under way.  We had another enjoyable service led by our visiting friend and got to see many of the church members for the first time in a while, since we had been travelling the previous two weekends.  We had to leave, however, soon after the service ended so we could head to Kyoto once again.  Mitch had invited the entire family to dinner at one of his restaurants and we wanted to do a little sightseeing before we met him.

We went to Gyoza no Osho for a quick lunch before getting on the train.  We all received large portions of our favourite Japanese foods- it being one of the few restaurants where we could get large portions for not much money.  I warned everyone that they needed to be hungry again by 6 pm, but Justin, for one, didn’t think that would be a problem for him.  We caught the train around 2 and were in Kyoto within an hour.  We had decided to see Nijo Castle.  I had been by there the last time I had dinner with Mitch, but had been unable to go in, since I had gotten there too late.  This time we had plenty of time.

Nijo Castle was more like a palace than a castle.  Like the other castles we had seen, it was surrounded by tall stone walls and a moat.  But unlike the others, it was actually the residence for the Shogun and his family, and not just a defensive keep.  Nijo was the first original castle the family had been to together- the other two had been reconstructions.  It was beautiful- Trudy said it was her favorite castle so far.  The paintings on the walls and ceilings were intricate and amazing.  The palace also has the distinctive quality that the wooden floors creak and are supposed to sound like nightingales when you walk across them.  This was engineered on purpose so no one could sneak into the imperial residence at night.  After touring the palace itself, we walked around the stunning grounds of the castle.  We left just as the gates were closing around 5 pm.

We took the subway back to where we had gotten off the train from Osaka and walked around for a while, since we were still quite early.  Around 6, we met Mitch and his daughter, Kaho, in front of the designated location.  Kaho would be a junior at Monmouth College in the fall- I imagined that her father had something to do with her selection of higher education.  Unfortunately, Mitch’s wife had a cold and couldn’t join us that evening.

When we got to his okonomiyaki restaurant, I thought it looked distinctly familiar.  It turns out that I had eaten there on my first visit to Japan when the students were introduced to their home stay host families.  Mitch said that it had changed from a Korean barbeque to an okonomiyaki place since then.  The food was wonderful- we let the Kumedas order for us and ended up with a sampling of all sorts of delicious things.  We had fried octopus and kimchi in addition to our okonomiyaki, one of which was made of salmon eggs and the other was made with beef.  After enjoying those things, we ordered four different desserts and split them all.  Trudy found that she actually liked red beans mixed into ice cream, although Justin was not quite ready to try it.  We also had fried sweet potato wedges dipped in honey and covered in ice cream, as well as melon sorbet and green tea ice cream.  We were thoroughly stuffed by the time we said goodbye to Mitch and Kaho and caught the train for home.

We got home around 11 pm for the second night in a row.  The kids were still full of energy, though, and were still awake when Trudy and I went to bed around midnight.

August 6- Building a Chromosome

I took the monorail to work for the first time in a long time.  Since classes were no longer in session at the university, the inter-campus bus service was on a 2-month hiatus as of this day.  Since I was no longer constrained by the bus schedule, I left at 7:30 and got in to work by 8:00.  

I analyzed the results from the scan I had taken of my final H3-H4 complex purification the previous week, and froze aliquots of the sample in liquid nitrogen for later use.  When Kiyoe got in, she showed me the gel I had to run of my nucleosomes to make sure that my bead-building had worked.  It was a massive gel that had to be run very slowly in order not to dissociate the nucleosomes.  I poured the huge gel and had my samples running on it by mid-morning.

Apparently the bus wasn’t the only thing that was on hiatus.  When I went to the co-op to buy my lunch, the hot lunches I had enjoyed almost every day since I started eating in the conference room were not there.  I chose some rolls of sushi, along with an assortment of vegetables as well as other tidbits, for lunch instead.  By 1:30, my gel had finished running and was ready to be soaked in a fluorescent dye and scanned using the Fluoroimager.  I was encouraged to see bands on the gel which were running in the expected locations for nucleosomes!  I had built these “beads” for two reasons: to make sure the four proteins actually worked to make chromosomes, as well as to test out my predicted concentrations of the complexes by trying a few different ratios of one to the other.  The proteins had worked fine, and my concentrations were right on the mark- the best ratio was one part H2A-H2B and one part H3-H4!

The next step was to build the entire mini-chromosome that I wanted to study.  While it only contained 12 nucleosomes strung together, instead of the million or so found in a typical human chromosome, it would be big enough to study how it was able to fold up, or condense, under a variety of conditions.  If nucleosomes were indeed the beads, then I was making at least a nice bracelet, since the whole necklace would have been too complicated.  I mixed this longer DNA segment with the correct ratio of histone complexes and started it dialyzing overnight in the cold room.  Since this was all I could really do to get started with building my chromosome- I took the monorail home about 5:30.

When I arrived home, Trudy had worked hard on the laundry as well as cleaning the house most of the day.  She and Justin wanted to get out of the house and go to Cha Cha’s.  Brennan, however, was busy watching anime over the computer and didn’t really feel like eating Indian food.  We therefore agreed that just the three of us would go and that we would bring Brennan back some food from McDonalds, instead. 

The owner was happy to see us, as usual.  He told us that his name was Waris, and his partner was named Biim.  He gave us free refills of lassi, a popular Indian yogurt drink, even though we were technically only supposed to get one with our meal.  Then, when we had leftovers that we wanted to take home, he filled our bag with more naan as well as chicken curry.  Justin, who generally hates leftovers, said he might even eat the food that we were taking home since it technically wasn’t leftover.  We picked up an ebi (shrimp) burger from McDonalds, as well as some sweets for Trudy to take to her women’s devotional the next day, and headed for home.

Brennan was glad to see us as well as to receive his dinner.  Trudy and I then worked on going through all the papers that I had been stacking on the desk and in the nearby cabinets, some of which were very important, and others of which were trash.  We all went to bed fairly early, in order to test it out, the kids slept on an air mattress that we had bought for when company came to visit us. 

August 7- Dialysis Day

This was a day for changing dialysis buffer to make the chromosome.  Not the most exciting work, but a necessary means to the ends.  I changed it right when I got in at 8:30, and then again 1 hour later.  Two more changes four hours apart were needed in order to build it right.  In between times, I started looking over some of the papers I would need to read to complete my fourth writing assignment.

I left work at 5:30, in order to meet Justin at Mikuni and head to church together.  Trudy had attended the women's devotional in the morning and had stayed for a late lunch; she had just gotten back in time for Justin to leave.  She was therefore pretty wiped out and decided to stay home; Brennan decided to stay with her and keep her company.  Justin wasn't feeling the greatest himself; he thought he had caught Trudy or Brennan's cold from the previous week.  

We went to a little coffee shop to eat dinner.  Since the whole menu was in Japanese, we didn't think the other two would mind having missed it.  Luckily, they had some plastic models of the food in the window, so we figured out what we wanted from those.  Justin had yakisoba (beef over buckwheat noodles), while I had pizza.  For dessert, I ordered kakigori, now that I learned what it was walking home from fireworks and could read the katakana on the dessert menu.  It was a massive green bowl of sweetened ice topped with red beans and whipped cream.  Justin still couldn't bring himself to eat desserts with beans in them, however, so we walked to McDonalds and got him a Carmel and Oreo McFlurry.

At the midweek service, the visiting brother, who was leaving the next morning, gave a message on the prodigal son.  He talked about being like the father, and patiently waiting for people to return to God.  It was his best message yet, perhaps because I was getting used to his style, or maybe it was because Fiona was back translating for us again.  Tadashi offered to give us a ride home afterwards, so we accepted.  We were home by 10 pm, but I stayed up to watch "Iron Will" with the rest of the family, until 11.

August 8- Immigration

One more change of dialysis buffer was needed to complete my experiment.  I changed it when I got in and then headed to journal club.  After an hour's worth of hearing about exposing hair follicles to protein fragments in order to induce them to take up certain genes, I finally took the samples out of the buffer and put them into plastic tubes.  The next step was cutting a portion of the sample with an enzyme to get it back to a manageable size in order to run it on a gel.  Since the enzyme digestion would take 10 hours, I had decided to start it running and then meet Trudy downtown and head to the immigration department with her.

In order to leave Japan and re-enter the country without giving up our resident status, we needed to fill out some paperwork and take it, along with our passports and gaijin cards, to the immigration department near Osaka Castle.  Since it was only open until 4 pm, I needed to head there during the day.  It was the last order of business I had to attend to in order to take the trip that I had planned.  I headed to Umeda at 11:45 and was there in about an hour.  I went to Subway for lunch, and then met Trudy at the designated location.  We then headed to the real subway to go to the immigration department.

Once we arrived, we turned in our paperwork and waited while they processed the forms.  Since more and more people were coming in as we waited, we were glad that we had gotten there when we did.  After about 20 minutes, we left with our re-entry permits.  

I asked Trudy if she wanted to walk by the castle, in order to check it out.  It was extremely hot and humid this day and we started to regret our little excursion after walking for 15 minutes in the hot sun.  To top it off, there didn't appear to be any clearing up ahead that would fit a castle.  After we crossed a river, I looked at a map to see how close we were.  It turns out that we had walked the wrong direction the whole time!  Luckily, my map had the location of all the subway stops on it.  We found the closest stop and headed to Umeda- the castle would have to wait for another day.

After we got home, I changed into some shorts, and then Trudy and I headed back out again- this time to the grocery store.  We bought enough groceries to last for about a week, the last one we would be in Japan for a while.  We then took one more trek through the heat as we lugged all the groceries uphill to our house.  We fixed tempura shrimp and fried chicken for dinner and then watched "The Green Mile", one of the video tapes Tsuneko had lent us.

August 9- Swimming

After one final change of my dialysis buffer, followed by an hour-long wait, it was time to load my samples onto a gel.  Once again, I ran the huge gel for three hours and then stained and scanned it.  Now that I had determined the correct ratios of the histone complexes to each other, it was time to discover the best ratio of the histones to the DNA.  Theoretically, one to one should work the best, but I had tried three different conditions, just to be sure.  Sure enough, the 1:1 ratio looked the best, while the 2:1 ratio looked like it had been too much.  Strangely, the ratio I had used between those extremes looked like there wasn’t enough, which didn’t really make sense.  

This worried Kiyoe a bit, so she suggested that I run the uncut original samples on a gel to check them out.  Since they were so much bigger than the cut samples, they needed to be run in the cold room, overnight.  Instead of pouring another gel, I took a section that I had cut off of it in order to stain the section I had just analyzed and used it.  I started the gel running at 2 pm; it wouldn’t be finished until I came in the next day.  Despite the somewhat strange results, it was time to scale-up the experiment, using a 1:1 ratio, to obtain enough chromosomes to begin our proposed experiments.  I placed these samples in their dialysis buffer and put them in the cold room as well.

That afternoon, I continued to work on my fourth writing assignment, the review paper.  It is called that since one reads all the recent literature on a subject and then condenses the important information into one “review”.  Kiyoe had given me over two dozen papers that she thought were important, that afternoon I added an equal number of my own selections that I came across while searching the subject material online.  Then, I decided that I should actually begin reading the collected papers.  Since they were rather long as well as technical in nature, I was only able to finish two and a half before leaving for the day.

Trudy and Brennan had just gotten back to the house when I arrived.  They had spent the day at a swim park with the rest of the women and children from the women’s devotional group.  They both were very tired and had gotten a little sunburned despite applying plenty of sun block.  Unfortunately, Justin still had his cold and had therefore decided not to go.  We fixed a dish for dinner that I had picked out at the store: eggplant, peppers, and carrots mixed in a somewhat spicy sauce with ground chicken, over rice.  Trudy and I read our books until bed time, while the kids watched T.V.  They were still up when the two of us fell asleep. 

August 10- Men's Night

I was in for another day of changing dialysis buffer in order to complete my scale-up of the chromosome reconstitution.  After changing it for the first of many times, I scanned the gel to see if the uncut chromosomes looked good.  It was hard to tell- the bands were broad, not sharp like I was expecting.  Kiyoe thought that the gel had probably floated up out of the buffer during the night and that it was best to re-run the gel, using an entire slab.  She was also concerned about some measurements she had taken of my original chromosomes.  The #2 sample, which hadn't worked, had a lot more DNA in it than the others, even though I though I had added the same amount to all of them.  If this was the case, the 1:1 ratio I was using for the scale-up may not be the correct amount after all!  

Since the best way to find out was simply to complete the process, I continued changing the dialysis buffer throughout the day and hoped for the best.  I also found time to read more of the papers for my review, increasing the number I had read to 9 by the end of the day.  With every paper I completed, however, I discovered new ones that also sounded like they would be relevant to my project.  In the afternoon, Kiyoe accompanied me to the library so I could order some of the papers that I did not have access to over the internet.  I left work at 5:30, following my final change of buffer, in order to meet some of the men from church in Umeda.

Since the women were always getting together and having such a good time, I had suggested that the men hook up as well.  Due to their work schedules, it was much more difficult to find a convenient time when everyone could meet, but we had finally decided on that evening at 7 pm.  I met Tadashi and Takashi at the station and, after a few tries at restaurants which had waits of an hour or so, we headed to a building that the locals call "Hankyu 32", it was called that because the Hankyu corporation ran the Umeda train station, near where it was located, and has 32 floors.  We headed up to the 29th floor, which had a wonderful view of Osaka, and found a place to eat with only a 15-minute wait.  

After we had ordered a round of Japanese beer- Shohei, who had just gotten off work, joined us as well.  We talked and ate things like eel and rice covered with hot water, grilled fish, okonomiyaki, and yakitori (chicken grilled on little sticks).  The latter was perhaps the strangest, because it included a whole stick of just the triangular piece of cartilage taken from chicken breasts.  I tried one, just to be adventurous, but didn't really like it that much.  I told the men that we usually throw that part of the chicken away in America.

The men talked and ate for quite a while, which was good- since we did not always get a chance to talk long in the hubbub that usually occurred before and after church services.  I caught the 10:30 train back to Ishibashi and got home a little after 11.  The family was waiting up for me.  Brennan had gotten his hair cut short, just like Justin, who was feeling much better.  Trudy and I read for a while during which time the kids watched a movie, then we all went to bed.

August 11- Lunch at Kiyoe’s

Kiyoe had asked the family to come over for lunch on this day.  After nearly 8 weeks in the country, the rest of the family had yet to see her and her family and, with us leaving the country soon for three weeks, she figured that the time was ripe for a visit.  We had to wake the kids up in order to leave the house by noon, she had asked us to come to a late lunch around 2 pm, but I wanted to stop in to work first.  We rode the monorail to work and I was able to load my samples, including the new chromosome scale-up, onto a gel for an overnight run before Kiyoe’s husband, Shinichi, picked us up in front of the medical school.

Kiyoe had fixed a wonderful lunch of various kinds of sushi.  We had tuna, shrimp, scallops, and sea urchin, among other things.  All were eaten by wrapping them in a square of seaweed, along with a portion of rice. After we had eaten the sushi, Kiyoe made Vietnamese spring rolls filled with beef, lettuce, cilantro, and lemon grass.  The kids then busied themselves playing video games, while the adults talked.

After a little while, Kiyoe brought out her tea set and made frothy green tea for all of us.  We ate blocks of bean paste mixed with mochi for dessert, along with cookies and a cake roll which was stuffed with cream filling.  Finally, the adults had coffee together.  In all, it had been quite a lunch!

Since Trudy wanted to go shopping on the way home, Kiyoe’s family walked us to the nearest bus stop, where we caught a bus to Senri-Chuo, the monorail/train station that also had a shopping mall attached.  There, we went to a camera shop to get a memory card for our trip as well as a clothing store, where everyone but Trudy got some new clothes.  After an hour or so, we took the monorail the rest of the way home.

Around 7, we had a late dinner consisting of French bread pizza and other sundry items.  I continued to work on reading my book, while the kids watched T.V.    We all went to bed around 11.

August 12- Sick Bay

I decided to go in to work before church to see how my gel had turned out.  I was hoping against all hope that someone would be in at 8:30 am on this Sunday morning, since I did not have a key to get in where the scanner was.  As luck would have it, one person was indeed working there when I arrived.  I stained the gel and scanned it.  It looked pretty good, but the newest sample looked more like the ill-fated sample #2, rather than the first one, which I was trying to emulate.  As I was finishing up, the phone rang.  Trudy had called to say that Brennan was not feeling well and couldn’t go to church.  I offered to come home and stay with him while she and Justin went.

I took the monorail home, but had just missed Trudy and Justin leaving.  Brennan was sitting on the couch and said that his stomach hurt.  After about 15 minutes, Justin walked through the door.  He had started to feel ill after reaching the train station, so he walked home and Trudy went on to church alone.  He said that he had thrown up near the ball field on campus.  I wondered if the heat had anything to do with it; he had just walked 30 minutes in near 100 degree heat, the hottest day of the year so far.

When Trudy got home from church in the afternoon, she made Korean bulgogi as a late lunch.  I had been feeding the kids various snacks up until then to keep them at bay.  They, of course, ate the bulgogi as well- both seemed to be feeling a lot better.  Trudy and I continued to read our books, as the kids continued their recuperation by watching videos.  

As dinnertime approached, I suggested that we try carry out pizza from “Chicago Delighta” near Brennan’s school.  After all, how could we go wrong with a restaurant that had “Chicago” in its name?  Since I had picked up a menu during an earlier trip past the establishment, we scanned it for appetizing combinations.  The scallop pizza didn’t look right, nor did the one with slices of roast beef on it, neither of which I remembered having seen during one of my previous trips to Chicago.  We finally decided on a white cheese one. 

Since I didn’t trust myself to phone it in, Justin and I walked to the pizza place and put in our order.  30 minutes later we returned for the pizza, drinks, salad, and korroke (deep fried potato croquettes).  Again, I figured that walking back there was easier than trying to get them to deliver it.   After dinner, we returned to our reading.  Trudy finished a Nicholas Sparks book and Justin started a new one, while I worked diligently on the final Harry Potter instalment.  Brennan chose to play his Nintendo, instead of start on a new book.  The others had all gone to bed by the time I finally finished my 700+ page book- at midnight.
August 13- Too Little, But Not Too Late

I got into work early and started running the gel of my digested samples a little after 8 am.  When it was done, I stained it and took it down to the scanner.  To my dismay, I couldn’t make out what any of the bands looked like!  Since I had used the same batch of stain from the previous day- something that one should be able to get away with- I decided to put the gel in fresh stain and leave it for a while longer.  In the meantime, Kiyoe accompanied me to the library once again to retrieve more papers that I wanted to read.  When we returned, I scanned the gel for the second time.  Fresh stain had indeed improved my ability to see the DNA, but confirmed what I had suspected on Sunday morning- the new chromosome scale-up had too few histones, a 1:1 ratio was not correct after all!  

It was time, therefore, to return to the test reconstitutions and try more than 1.75:1.  From this new data, I had concluded that samples 1 & 3 from my previous attempt had lost some DNA, and that sample 2 had been the only one with the correct proportions.  Since sample 2 had consisted of a 1.75:1 ratio of histones to DNA, and was underdone, this was the most logical starting point.  I mixed 3 more ratios of histones and DNA: starting with two to one and going up to 3 to one, and put them into the high salt dialysis buffer.  I also added more histones to the scale-up that I had just performed.  While having too many histones would have been difficult to fix, having too few had not harmed the samples.  I could simply add more and go through the entire dialysis process once again, hopefully that would fix the problem.

I arrived home around 6:30 to join the rest of the family, who had decided not to venture out in the heat that day.  Trudy made yaki udon, beef over noodles, for dinner.  She had made up the recipe based on other dishes we had eaten in Japan, and it was pretty authentic tasting.  We then set about organizing for our trip: I tried on my new clothes, got the luggage down that we would be taking, and went through the various papers I had accrued, making sure they were all there.  Since we were tired, we all went to bed fairly early, around 10 pm.
August 14- Osaka Castle

This was yet another day devoted to changing the dialysis buffer around my samples.  I changed it as soon as I got in, at 7:50, meaning the last change would have to take place at 4:50.  Kiyoe was off this day, as were about half of the other members of the laboratory, since it was the middle of a 3-day observation of Obon, when the spirits of your ancestors are said to come and stay with you for that period of time.  Although this time was not considered a national holiday, it is similar to Thanksgiving time in America, and many people travel to see their live relatives during Obon.  Although it lasted three days, Kiyoe only took this, the middle day, off.  

Since there were such long breaks in between changing buffer, I called Trudy to see if she wanted to meet me in Umeda so we could try to find Osaka Castle again.  I also wanted to see the Osaka Peace Museum, which was located near the castle grounds.  Brennan didn’t feel like coming since he didn’t feel the greatest and it was promising to be another scorcher outside.  In addition, he hadn’t really enjoyed the last peace museum we had visited and was even starting to tire of castles.  Justin and Trudy, however, were interested in going- so they left Brennan at home and took the train to Umeda.  As luck would have it, I met Anna riding her bike in to campus as I was leaving it.  I asked her if she would change my buffer for the final time.  Before that encounter, I had planned on coming back in to work to do it after our outing.

This time, instead of walking from the subway stop, we boarded a JR train and took it right to the corner of the castle grounds.  The Peace Museum was our first stop.  Its first floor concentrated on the 8 major bombing raids that took place in Osaka during WWII, which destroyed most of the city at that time and killed tens of thousands of people.  We then went to the basement, where the various atrocities that Japan has committed in China, Korea, and Southeast Asia were displayed in vivid photographs.  We were glad at this point that Brennan had opted out of this particular visit.  Finally, the third floor had events throughout history and how they have affected the Atomic Clock, which supposedly ticks down to world-wide nuclear destruction.  In all, the museum was not a cheerful place, but did represent quite a learning experience.

We then walked over to the castle.  Justin and Trudy got ice cream and were content to eat it in the shade while looking at the outside of the castle.  I figured that I had better go in, since I didn’t know if I would be able to return during the day like that again.  The other two figured that they would probably return when family came to town, now that they were confident of how to get there.  

When I entered, there was a long line to take the elevator up to the top of the eight story castle.  Since this modern contraption was not an original part of the castle, but had been added during a recent renovation, I would have no part of it- so I stepped into the empty corridor leading to the stairs.  An attendant who was directing the people motioned to the line and said “elevator?” “No”, I replied, “stairs”.  He told me that there were 160 of them, but I assured him that it was ok.

I climbed the 160 stairs and came out on the open-air observatory.  The view from the top was amazing!  I spent time looking each direction and making out some of the landmarks that I recognized around Osaka.  The rest of the floors were filled with a museum which detailed the history of the castle, the main tower of which had been destroyed in 1615 when the Tokugawa Shogunate rose to power, and was finally rebuilt over three hundred years later, in 1931. I spent about half of my 45-minute visit watching a video about a decorative screen which had been painted by someone who had been involved in the battle and which detailed the fall of the castle.  It was quite interesting and the details on the screen were so intricately done that it took a long time to go through the highlights of it.

I rejoined the other two just in time to take a “train” (really a tram) ride back towards the Peace Museum.  We headed back to Umeda and called Brennan to see if he would meet us for dinner.  We went to Cha Cha’s once again, this time knowing that it really would be our last time for a while.  It was dark by the time we walked home.  I was feeling quite tired by that point, so I went to bed early, around 9:30.
August 15- Trudy's Birthday

I wanted to get in extra early this day in order to have time to cut my samples for 10 hours and then start them running on a gel.  I therefore took the first monorail train in to work, at 5:45.  I was able to change the dialysis buffer at 6:30 and then start the enzyme reaction an hour later.  Once again, I was at the mercy of my colleagues, since the enzyme was kept in a room for which I had no key.  Luckily, Dr. Kaneda came in around 7:30.  With that, I was essentially done for the day until the samples got loaded onto the gel.

I tried to force myself to make revisions to the chapter I had written on reflections assessment, since the college committee had met and had sent back some suggestions to improve it- but I just couldn't do it.  Instead, I read more of the papers for my review and sent off a letter of reference for a student who wanted to go to veterinary school.  At 5 pm, I decided that the enzyme digestion had proceeded long enough, so I loaded the samples on the gel and headed for Umeda.

Since it was Trudy's birthday, I wanted to take her out for Mexican food.  A certain Mexican restaurant in the States had been like the Indian one was to us in Japan.  We had gone there a few times a month and knew the owner as well as all the staff.  If there was anything we missed in Japan, it was Mexican food.  I had found a listing for 3 Mexican restaurants in Osaka, one of which was in Umeda- so I printed out directions and met the family at the train station.  Trudy and the boys had spent the afternoon at "Sega World", the arcade inside of the Hep 5 building with the Ferris wheel on top of it.  They had had a wonderful time and were quite hungry by the time we hooked up.

The worst part of living in Japan is trying to find an address.  If streets happen to be marked with signs, which they rarely are, it is usually in kanji.  Despite the fact that I had the exact street address, as well as a map that I had printed from the internet, that didn't stop us from getting utterly turned around.  I started asking people on the street, some of which had no idea where the street in question was, and finally got pointed in the right direction.  We eventually realized that the "street" shown on the map was actually the shop-lined arcade that I had wandered through on my very first trip to Umeda.  We finally found the restaurant after 45 minutes of searching.

As we walked up to the door, the owner was standing outside the establishment.  "Sorry, Amigos", he said, "but there is a special party here tonight".  If he only knew what we had just gone through to find his place!  Nevertheless, we noted the location of the restaurant for future reference and went in search of something else.

Trudy really had her heart set on ethnic cuisine, so we went in search of something that fit the bill.  We finally saw a sign for a Thai restaurant on the 3rd floor of a narrow building, but couldn't find the restaurant after reaching the correct floor.  Finally, as we were about to give up and return to Ishibashi, we wandered past a Thai restaurant that we could actually locate.  The place was tiny- it was tucked away in the basement of a building and had only four tables, one of which sat right in front of the door to get in.  The food was delicious, though.  We were pleased that none of it was too spicy for Trudy, either.  I imagined that the food was specially designed to be palatable to Japanese people.  

After dinner, we walked over to the Floating Garden Observatory, which I had figured out the way to during one of my earlier trips to Umeda.  There, we boarded a glass elevator for the 32nd floor, and then took a glass-enclosed escalator, which was suspended between two buildings, to the 39th floor.  It was quite a trip for Brennan and I, who are both uncomfortable with heights.  Finally, we emerged onto the roof of the building, where we walked down a trail of phosphorescent gravel and looked out at the Osaka skyline.  It was a beautiful place to close out Trudy's birthday celebration.  We took a 9:30 train back home, and I went to bed as soon as possible.
August 16- Too Much of a Good Thing?

I took the monorail in at 7:30, wanting to get my results as soon as possible.  I scanned the gel, only to find that I did not have the bands that I was hoping for.  Apparently, I had now added too much histones to the DNA.  The 2:1 ratio gave complexes which were larger than the expected chromosomes, which the others had caused the DNA to come out of solution entirely.  Building my chromosome would just have to wait until our trip was over!

I cleaned up my bench as well as worked to get my lab notebook in order.  Kiyoe said she would use it during the next progress report, which I would miss, to show Dr. Kaneda that I was still making good progress towards my goal.  I once again tried to motivate myself to work on the chapter, to no avail.  Instead, I did some last minute preparations for the trip.  I knew that I could never be completely prepared for whatever our trip had in store, but tried to have as many of the details planned out as possible.  Even though I couldn't really start any more experiments, I hung around until 4:30 before taking my leave and saying goodbye to Kiyoe.

At home, Trudy made cocktail shrimp for dinner.  I did my part by walking to Family Mart with Justin to pick up drinks for everyone, and then mixing wasabi powder in ketchup in order to make something that resembled cocktail sauce.  We had a nice meal together and then Trudy returned to the packing that she had been doing, while Justin and I spent a few hours organizing the 700+ photos he had taken, so he could put them on a removable drive and free up the card he had in his digital camera.  We finally finished with our respective chores around 11 and went to bed.
