
 Just when I thought I was running out of things to write about, I finally did 
something that I had been looking forward to for a long time.  This past weekend I 
finally had the chance to go to a Japanese baseball game in Nagoya.  It was well worth 
the wait! 
 When I lived in Cleveland, I used to go to Indians baseball games often, but not 
usually because I was such a fan of the game.  My dad and older brother liked to watch 
baseball and I usually went along with the family, with the lure of hot dogs and peanuts 
at the ballpark convincing me to go.  But even though I didn’t watch much baseball on 
TV at home, I always enjoyed watching the game when we were at the ballpark.  
 As we walked up to the Nagoya Dome on Sunday night I realized that it was a 
dome, and the game would not be held outside.  This was the first surprise to me!  At 
home, the only baseball games I had attended were outside, at stadiums in Cleveland, 
Pittsburgh and Boston.  I have never seen a baseball game in a dome before.  It was so 
warm inside that I thought I might not be able to enjoy the game.  But when things got 
started it didn’t really matter that we were inside.  
 As soon as the game started I remembered what I liked about baseball.  It was 
fun to watch the players and get into watching a game that is played exactly the same 
was as at home.  Our seats were so far away (the very last row) that I could have 
imagined that all the players on the field were American, not Japanese.  But the thing 
that surprised and entertained me the most about the game was the singing and 
cheering that went on in between and during almost every player ’s at bat.  I didn’t 
know what it meant when I was given a big Chunichi poster with song lyrics on the back, 
but I quickly figure out that they were the words to the cheers that were going on 
nonstop throughout the game.  In America, especially when the pitcher winds up to 
throw the ball, the crowds are mostly quiet—waiting for the pitcher to throw and giving 
the batter a chance to concentrate on his swing.  But not in Japan!  I hadn’t imagined 
all the cheers continuing right through the pitches and the swings.  It was new to me, 
but while it may be more difficult for the players, it was a lot more fun for those of us 
watching the game to cheer along with the rest of the crowd.  I had never seen the 
hollow tubes that fans used for cheering before—but I had to get a pair for myself after 
just a few innings because my hands were getting sore! 
 The baseball game was a close one, but unfortunately we had to leave at the 
bottom of the 8th inning, when the Dragons were up just one run, in order to make our 
last train.  Watching the baseball game was a lot of fun and it felt, in some ways, like I 
was at home.  But running for the train, and not just walking to the car, after the game 
was one reminder that I am still in Japan.  I am already thinking about when I can go 
to the next game! 


