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Anyone who’s witnessed aga-chi is familiar with its progression: concentric rings of brotherhood and sisterhood; the mellow hum of the first round in comparison to the passion of the third. Yet only those who have recited its verse fully grasp the moment’s significance. 
Both as a cross-country runner and as a swimmer, aga-chi has accompanied me each step of my Deerfield journey. It was there when I was only eleven years old, as I eagerly cheered on my older brother from the stands. It stayed with me throughout middle school, subconsciously kindling my love for DA until I chose to make this school my own. It unwaveringly carried me through freshman novelty and sophomore insecurity, junior stress and senior pride. Truth is, for all my days with aga-chi, I never imagined saying goodbye.
* * *

Senior Swimming New England’s 2018. A wave of chatter emanated from the pool deck, coating the walls and bleachers in fervent anticipation. Choate, Andover, and several other opponents loomed in the distance, kept at bay by our fortress of DA flags, banners, team apparel, and cheerleading pom-poms. Today was it. Today was what we’d been working towards. Roughly sixty-four practices, a hundred and ten hours, nine meets, one long-winter weekend training trip, and three hundred twenty-five thousand yards later, it was time. 
I’d like to think on the outside I was cool and composed – ready to leave everything in the pool and make my teammates proud. But underneath, opposing feelings battled relentlessly for the spotlight. Should I be excited? Maybe nervous? Downright euphoric, or perhaps nostalgic? Only one thing was truly clear: time had played me for a fool. It had lured me into the fast lane and left me utterly dumbfounded, wondering, “How did I get here so quickly?” It felt like just yesterday, I had shaken hands with my freshman-year captains. Just yesterday, I had stood at my first starting line and roared my first Deerfield chant. Suddenly, here I was, three years later, moments from bellowing my last aga-chi.
“You ready?” a fellow senior called out.
I falsely nodded in affirmation. 
“One last time, Marco, one last time,” I tried to convince myself.  “Let it all go.”
I took a deep breath and let my lungs fill with pride.
“Aga chi, aga cha,” we started slow and steady, garnering the attention of allies and rivals alike. “Aga chi chi cha cha cha” we pronounced, gradually building momentum. As the pace quickened, so did my heartbeat. My eyes focused. My expression hardened as I commanded confusion into clarity, as the walls trembled at our passion, as our parents went wild with enthusiasm, as I exchanged determined gazes with my brothers and sisters.

* * *

If Deerfield is a body, then aga-chi is the network of veins that glues its diverse parts. Whether you’re a football quarterback or a seasoned squash player, a baseball all-star or a non-athlete nevertheless cheering your head off at Choate Day, we have all been touched, all remain universally connected, by aga-chi. 
When I – when any one of us – steps into that circle, we tap into something so much larger than ourselves. Not only are we inseparably bonded to the people present, but also to all those that came before, and all the many more that shall follow after.
Cleverly enough, the timelessness of aga-chi is infused in its very structure: just as Deerfield evolves, so does the chant. From the guttural acka lacka chi to the crisper aga-chi, or from the rhythmic booma lacka booma lacka to the simpler bulah bulah, the chant welcomes each Deerfield generation to leave its own small but meaningful mark. In this way, so long as the tradition continues, we can preserve and admire the ever-changing legacy of centuries in a mere thirty seconds.

* * *

I could’ve stood here today and spoke about something grand; instead, I thought I’d share something small. Indeed, fifty years from now, it is most likely the small moments that we will remember. I cannot tell you the meaning of Deerfield athletics. One, because everyone’s meaning is different, and two, because the whole point is to discover it for yourself. What I can say, is find something that makes you truly happy – the same way aga-chi has made me happy. My days with it have sadly come to a close, but I will cherish the memories forever and watch proudly as new Deerfield students get their turn. 
For those of you that still have time with aga-chi, do me the favor: cherish it. Put your arms around those next to you. Scream as loud as you possibly can. Let past generations hear you. Let future generations hear you. But most importantly, let you hear you. You are a part of Deerfield, and Deerfield is a part of you.

