Zealous Sweat
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	It was a sweltering afternoon, I was standing by the window watching the action that was going on in the courtyard below. I had to squint because the sunlight was so bright and strong, and I saw a teacher there coaching some twenty odd boys how to play handball. It looked like an introductory lesson as the teacher was showing the boys how to hold the ball and pointing from time to time at the goals. The sun was beating down relentlessly on their heads, but none seemed deterred by it. The teacher shouted instructions, demonstrated the throwing skills and then let each boy tried in turn. The heat from the ground rose in a haze around them, but I wondered if they noticed because they were so immersed in the magic of learning a new game. There was much cheering for perfect throws, and good-natured jeering at misses. Thus they went back and forth the courtyard non-stop for two solid hours. By the end of the game, a few boys had taken off their T-shirts because these were so wet that they were impeding their movements, while others had their T-shirts plastered to their bodies. As for the teacher, I hadn’t seen a wetter or smellier (I guess) man than he; even his shorts had gone dripping. These practice sessions continued all summer zealously and consistently, and each time, the teacher was there, sweating it out with the boys. The latest I heard about the games was that the team got promoted one division up. Hurrah for zealous sweat!
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