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A Sports Meet Where Daikon and Eggplant Were the Prizes

Totto—Chan kept winning at the Tomoe sports meet, and the prizes she carried home
were armloads of vegetables: daikon, eggplant, lettuce. I laughed for a long time at

this part, and then I thought about it for a long time.

Our Children’s Day gifts are usually bought: toys, new clothes, or tickets to an
amusement park, and my mother adds a red envelope on top. Totto—Chan’s prizes were
different. Every one of them she had earned at the sports meet herself. They could be
eaten at home, and they were also proof that she had won. Two good things stacked

into one.

The events at Tomoe were unusual too. There was swimming, where the children
raced through the water with nothing on. There was kangaroo jumping in pairs, and
there was a relay. The headmaster said every child mattered the same, so nobody

teased the ones who lost. A meet like this could naturally give away daikon and
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eggplant, because the prize was not the most expensive thing in a shop but something

grown from the ground that everyone could share.

The book says that for dinner that day, the Tomoe children ate the vegetables
they had earned. Totto—Chan’s family happened to have daikon and eggplant for supper

too, and she ate better than ever, saying the food had never been this delicious.

Reading that, I remembered last year s Children’ s Day. With pocket money I had
saved all term, I bought my mother a scarf. She did not wear it right away. She hung
it on the hook in the kitchen, where she could see it every time she cooked. She told
the neighbors that her child had saved up and bought it. The way she said it sounded

much the way Totto—Chan must have felt carrying eggplants home.

A bought gift and an earned thing are not the same. The second one makes a person
feel capable. When Totto—Chan walked through the school gate with her armload of

vegetables, she must have felt like someone remarkable.

This Children’s Day, I plan to earn something too. I will fix the air pump that
has been broken for a year and belongs to my father, or plant garlic sprouts in the
empty flowerpots on the balcony, so that when they grow tall, my mother can snip a
handful for stir—fry. They are worth little, but they follow the same rule as Totto-—
Chan’ s daikon and eggplant: what you earn yourself feels heavy in your arms, and that

is why it feels joyful.
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