
 Some say that winter in Fukuoka is sight to behold -  brilliant lights drape 
over office buildings and shopping centers as the western cheer of Christmas em-
braces Japanese architecture old and new. For those of us attending Kyushu Univer-
sity, that festivity is clouded by the heavy fog of our imminent final exams. Minutes 
merge into hours, hours become days spent revisiting material, and I can feel the 
wrinkles over my left eyebrow intensifying as I question my intellectual capability. 
Twenty years old and already developing wrinkles - my mother would cusp my face 
in an overly-maternal display of melodramatic shame.

 In the spring of 2017 I was a senior in high school. As one may assume, I 
lived the thrilling life of an anxiety-riddled student. As I stopped by a coffee-shop to 
scrounge up some energy to make my way home from cram-school, some pillar of 
reason snapped within me. I couldn’t leave my chair; the final sip of my iced-Amer-
icano would be the end of me. I could not continue this miserable way of life. I 
stayed in the cafe until closing, and then she appeared. A woman put her hand on 
my shoulder (a very personal gesture in Japan, mind you) and looked at me. 

 “I didn’t realize it had gotten so late, I’ll leave immediately. I’m very sorry.” 
My voice quivered.

 “You can stay. I will leave the keys to lock up when you leave.” 

 “I don’t work here… I think you have mistaken me with someone else, 
Ma’am.” 

 “I’ve seen you before, you’re that high-school student that always has such 
a glum expression.” She chuckled with her hand covering her mouth slightly. “Just 
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relax, life was hard for me when I was your age too. Sometimes finding reasons to 
live is harder than living itself, but these things always work themselves out. You’re 
going to be alright!” The woman grabbed my hand and placed the keys to the cafe 
in my palm. And just as abruptly as she came, the woman’s silhouette disappeared 
down the street as I stood in shock. 

 Later came a pounding on my front door. 

 “Mail delivery for resident 204, please sign for this!”

 “I didn’t order anything?”

 “I’m sorry, all package errors must be handled at the post office. See you.” 

 The postman rushed off to the next door, and there I was with a small pack-
age titled “To Daichi, Sensitive Information Enclosed.” I carefully cut open the box 
to find a letter. 

Daichi, 

 My name is Yua Masumoto. I am the owner of the former-cafe you used to 
frequent. I’m sorry to write to you so abruptly given that we are strangers. To be 
honest, I resent my inaction when it came to never contacting you beforehand. Each 
day I would see you scurrying back and forth from school - it broke my heart to 
see the youth drain from your face each day. But you see Daichi, I have no family. 
I happened to hit a stroke of luck with investing and was able to purchase this cafe, 
but my health has taken a turn for the worse. I’m having this letter sent out after 
my death along with a copy of my will to declare you as the owner of my business. 
The only time I ever saw you smile was as you peered down into your cup, so I hope 
running my cafe will bring you joy. If you must reject adulthood to be happy, do so. 
Rejoice in the ever-changing opinions of adolescence, let your mind prismatically 
mold itself into new realities and preserve the youth within you. Please do not be a 
spectator to your own life. I hope my cafe will bring you the freedom I saw in your 
eyes that day.”

With hope,
Yua.

 That night I officially withdrew from Kyushu University. Leah Ullman, You’ve Got Mail, Digital Media, 2023


