
 This Monday was the sports festival at my high school—the last sports festival 
before I’ll leave my school this summer.  The events were meant to be held last Friday, 
but due to bad weather it was postponed until Monday.  And even though it looked like 
rain from the moment I got up that morning, the skies cleared just enough to have a 
great day.  When I saw the sun coming out, I donned my sports gear, and although I 
was not looking forward to a day outside in the humidity, I set off to the grounds with a 
smile on.   
 Before sports day, I had asked around to see if I could get involved in any of the 
events.  But for the most part, I was told that the events had been decided and there 
was not a lot of room for teacher involvement so I was resigned to just taking pictures 
and watching.  In the morning I admired the students’ class t-shirts (I wished I had one 
of my own!) and enjoyed talking with students that I know, but as time went on I wished 
that I could do more.  To my surprise, some of the teachers didn’t want to get involved 
as much as I did, so I had the chance to get involved and take the place of some teachers 
who didn’t want to sprint together with their club in the club relays.   Even though I 
have been jogging and running for fun in my free time, I was pretty unprepared for 
sprinting in that race!  I didn’t win the race, or even come close, but just participating 
in that one event brought me a lot closer with a lot of the students.  They were more 
willing to come up and talk to me about my race, or to cheer for me when I ran again 
later in the afternoon, and by the end of sports day I felt more a part of things that I 
usually do at the school events.  

 After running in just two relay races, I was exhausted.  But this sports 
festival was particularly fun for me—running together with the students as well as just 
walking around, watching the events and talking with students throughout the day.  
Instead of feeling like an observer, watching the rest of the school at a fun event, I felt 
more like part of things at this festival than I have at a lot of school events in the past.  
When the closing ceremony was starting and the rain just starting to fall, I realized that 
it would be my last big festival like this at Tsu Nishi and I started to feel a bit nostalgic.  
It will be hard to leave my students, but the nice thing is that I will still live in Tsu and 
will still be able to visit from time to time, see my old students and even enjoy things 
like the cultural festival in the fall.  As soon as the ceremony finished and we all 
rushed inside, the rain started pouring down.  There couldn’t have been a better end to 
the day—we all made it in safely before the rain.   
  


