“Typhoon!”
Coming to Japan was a new experience for me in a number of ways.  Learning about the culture in everyday life and in the business world was valuable, fun, and interesting.  There were other aspects of living in Japan that I didn’t expect to experience and was unprepared for.  The severe types of weather I’ve encountered in the places I have lived usually just consist of icy roads in the winter and heavy snowfall.  

This summer and fall I experienced my first ever typhoons.  I remember the day I first realized a typhoon was occurring.  I was moving apartments from Akihabara to a place about an hour away in Nerima-ku.  I was lugging my things from my apartment to the train and way across the city.  It was pouring, I was miserable, and didn’t have a free hand to hold an umbrella, but it was useless to try anyway because the umbrella was getting blown around.  
I had two very large bags still to move, but I gave up and had a shipping company take them instead.  There was simply no way I was going to try to move those giant bags in the middle of a typhoon.  I was frustrated and angry and wet and cold, but I remember feeling very excited at the same time.  The rain and the wind were like nothing I had ever seen before!  It was quite the storm.  As long as I wasn’t outside in it, I was enjoying it.
The second typhoon I experienced was after my move from Akihabara.  I moved into a much older building made of wood.  I heard the wind screaming outside for hours, and the rain on the roof was deafening.  I laid awake at three in the morning just listening to the weather and occasionally peeking outside to see just how strong the rainfall was.  It was fun to lay warm in my bed with a cup of tea staring out at the weather.  I missed the hectic sounds the next night when I was trying to sleep – it seemed too quiet after that night!
The wind was still strong the following day, and the trains were non operational in the morning.  Everyone in the city got to work late.  I stood around at Ikebukuro station for a while trying to decide what I should do.  I packed onto a subway train with a bunch of other inconvenienced commuters and headed off to meet my boss at a different station where we would take a cab the rest of the way to work.

When I got off the subway and tried to walk down the street, the wind was so strong it kept me from moving!  I was wearing a jacket, but it only acted as a parachute in the wind.  I was taking steps, but making no forward progress because the wind was just so strong!  I wish I could have seen myself on the street that day; I can only imagine how amusing I must have looked.

When my boss and I got into the cab to head to our office, it quickly became apparent that the rest of the city had had the same idea we did.  What would have been a 5 or 10 minute taxi ride to the office turned into a 20 or 30 minute ride because there were so many cars on the streets.  It was the only way for a lot of people to get to work because the JR trains had stopped.  
It was amazing to see the way the whole city shifted its efficiency.  Tokyo never stopped running – it just found different ways to keep doing what it always does.  By the afternoon, everything was back to normal, and the weather was beautiful.  By the time my boss and I got to work, it was about 11:00 AM, and nobody else had arrived.  It seemed we were the first people in the city to reach our desks that day!

I was so pleasantly surprised at the beautiful, beautiful weather following the typhoon.  The autumn season in Tokyo was stunningly beautiful and I can’t wait to experience it again!
