December 28th - 


I simply need to get this all down just so I can remember. It has been nothing short of a bizarre, wild, and embarrassing couple of days, and so there is a real need to record what happened. We left off a few days ago – Christmas day to be exact. I was recovering from the fragrance hallucinogenics that I had inhaled/slash absorbed via Otsuki's warehouse, feeling lonely as hell, and completely being unwilling to give up and go home. So this is what I get. 

Two nights ago, feeling almost somewhat encouraged that I'd be starting work the next day again at the warehouse and could go out to Nishi-Kasai (I guess today because I got rained out two days ago) and do more research, I discovered much to my surprise in my calendar that I had completely and utterly flaked as fuck on work at the warehouse that day. So, you can only imagine that after 4 days in bed, low grade amnesia, abject loneliness, and very little to eat, that I didn't take it so well. 

I don't flake on work. I'm always on top of this shit – especially when the stakes are this high.

So, I called mom and she helped me work it out as to how exactly to communicate to the Otsukis what the hell happened to me in the first place. Enough said about that.

Flash forward to yesterday – As if it weren't already embarrassing enough that everyone in the office thinks that I'm a complete idiot foreigner who acts like he can hold his liquor and then ditches work because of his hangover (which wasn't the case we all know, I was seeing Oni and shit), this is the icing. So, I take a shit – because I'm human – and there are some slight complications right before I leave the toilet.

A little background.

The toilet at the warehouse is on the third floor where there are office people working near the elevator, and some girls usually working on some of the products right outside the toilet. The toilet is in a corner, with two walls being the warehouse walls and two walls having been erected. However, the erected walls don't reach the ceiling, so everything can be heard that occurs in the toilet for the most part. Then, to add insult to injury, everyone knows who is in the toilet because you have to walk by everyone to get there and they know where you're going. 

So I take a shit. I'm perfectly comfortable with everything so far, I wipe, nothing noteworthy, moving on. I flush on big setting (yes, there are two flush settings on most toilets in Japan – one for the 'smaller' of the deeds, and one for the 'big'), and there is still a nice fresh turd staring me in the face. 

This has happened to all of us – no big deal right?

I flush again, on big of course, holding the handle down a couple more seconds to get that extra water flowing. Shit-san is still wading in his bath.

Of course now I'm nervous as shit (I wrote it without thinking...I'm sorry) because of the aforementioned circumstances of everyone being aware of who and what the hell happens in the corner toilet. 

One more flush is all I've got, and this fucker better go down or I'm seriously going to be upset. The cascade of water floods the porcelain and obscures my view of the culprit.

It remains.

Now, I looked in the back of the toilet, like maybe I wasn't suppose to take a crap on this toilet – the pipe is plenty large, and was obviously designed to take a whopper. So was my American, can't handle his liquor, son of the Boss's old business partner turd too large and powerful for the toilet? You better believe it.

I had to leave the fucker there because a fourth flush just means trouble, then people might start asking questions. Oh, and there was no plunger available or anything with which to remove, shove, breakup, or otherwise alter that piece of crap – leaving me with little option but to leave it for the next poor soul who knows exactly who put it there and how many flushes were attempted, and the fact there is a piece of shit still in the toilet (when they see it), and holy God, that's it, the least foreign of all foreign people is adding to our already tarnished image with a new tasty bit for the press: Gaijin leave crap in our toilets, BEWARE!

Now, I made it through work, of course managed to hurt my back sitting on a broken chair, and I was sent back to the second floor where my hallucinations came from last Saturday – but I made it. This was the little victory I could claim. I was asked very nicely to come in the next day (that being today) to make up for the lost Tuesday, but I politely refused citing that I had work to do. Which is somewhat true, but mostly the fact that I was having low-grade hallucinations, and that I had just fucked up my back (and let's not forget the turd incident) was kind of preventing from seeing any positives in coming in the next day, or ever again at all. 

I didn't want to explain this all in Japanese – it's not laziness, try communicating complex medical/pshycological terminology with the Japanese of a 9 year old.

But it gets worse.

I come back to Sakura house from work, I chill out, make some food, everything is great, blah, blah, blah. The resident Frenchman, Saif (like Safe), has prepared some seriously amazing hot chocolate with cream, milk, and barely sweetened Swiss milk chocolate. He offered me a cup, and I gladly accepted. He warmed it up and toped of the glass with some whipped cream from France with Madagascar vanilla (you couldn't tell but it sounds nice). 

It was divine.

But that's not the point. Leon, Mark (both Aussies), Saif, Belinda (from Singapore), Johan (Germany) and I are all chilling in the common room later in the evening around 11:30. Shooting the shit, nothing out of the ordinary at all. Saif was chopping some vegetables by the sink and laughing about Johan's drawing of Belinda dressed up as a Moe maid from one of the Akihabara maid cafes (look it up on Wikipedia if you must).

I'm not sure what provoked him. I couldn't tell you what he was thinking. I was telling Johan how good his drawing was (because it was), he was all like, “No, No, Thees is nothing, I'm not trying, blah blech,” and i'm all like, “Bullshit, it's awesome, and you even wrote a message for Belinda – Oh that you think she's the cutest in the house! Nice Johan – fuck you can write bubble Kanji too...”

The next thing I know there is a knife flying towards me (point first, not spinning) hitting the table, and ricocheting off on to the floor, narrowly missing my torso.

Silence...the loud kind.

I'm staring at Saif wondering what in all fucking hell is going the fuck on his fucking mind. 

I very calmly grab the knife and put it on the table. And then I very calmly ask Seif what in the fucking hell he was doing throwing a knife at me.

His answer (think heavy stereotypical French accent): “You know, I was just fahking around! You know I was throwing the knife into ze table, you know, like boingongong in ze movies and sheet. I wasn't trying to hit you man - fahk...”

I'm not sure when last a knife was thrown at a crowded table by an amatuer knife throwing professional jackass in your presence, but let me tell you this: it redefined stupidity and spazticity. I think Saif may have invented spazticity last night.

I was straight-horrified and spat at him for a good 5 minutes about knife safety, knife throwing, knife handling, the danger of dull knives (which is why it didn't stick into the table, but that's really not the point) and the fact that you never, ever, nevever, throw knives at people unless you want to kill them or inflict serious pain.

“Were you trying to kill me Saif?”

“No man – I was trying to stick the knife in ze table man, to be funny”

“Were you trying to kill me Saif?”

“No man”

“THEN WHY THE FUCK WERE YOU THROWING A KNIFE!!”

Leon wanted to kick his face in, Yohan (the Korean who walked into the middle of this) wanted to call Sakura house, but I insisted everything was fine (because it was), and that Saif was just a spaz-dumbass (which he is), and that the best thing to do is for everyone to calm the fuck down. 

He really was just fucking around, and I am perfectly aware that anyone who throws a knife when just fucking around should be thrown into an institution. Saif has never done anything like this before, and I seriously, heavily, completely doubt he'll do anything dangerous again (at least in my presence because I told him that Leon and I will bury him alive if we ever see him do anything like that again – and we will).

So at this point I needed a drink, or five, or more. Dana (Chicago – Chef, Jazz, Awesome) walks in from hearing me going apeshit at our brilliant safety expert. I insist that we all (sans Saif, most ironic name ever) go to Wara-Wara, the local Izakaya and get Shwasted.

I just walk out the door, and they follow me. A few beers, some great food (Okonomiyaki, Yakisoba, Gyoza..Oh yeah) and a bottle of Shochu later, we've exhausted many an argument about the US administration and the frustrating ice-cold, immature childlike sexuality of the Japanese female. It was a good night.

Most surprising of all was the moment I walked out onto the streets before getting loaded with my crew: I felt really alive. And I had a shitty day (I swear to you that was not intended). A really bad, embarrassing, difficult, life-threatening, lonely, painful, frustrating, long, day.

There was something about having a knife thrown at me that snapped my out of my misery – I know this is nothing new, nothing revolutionary – and it's not like all of the sudden women were responding to me, or that I didn't have to worry about my budget, or that stopped missing my wonderful life in Minneapolis, or that my back problems disappeared (although it is almost completely fine today, very out of the ordinary considering how bad it hurt last night...must be the shochu); it was the fact that very quickly life gets put into perspective. I'm not stuck in a hospital bed with a gut wound – and seeing as that was a grand possibility last night, I think things are looking up.

