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My hometown is Yamanouchi in Nagano Prefecture in Japan. As the site of the Shiga 

Highland UNESCO Biosphere Reserve, our town aims to be a place where human beings 

and nature can coexist in abundance. We also concentrate on achieving human rights, 

peace, and social welfare. Maybe for that reason, I felt that I wanted to do something 

for the good of my town. 

The year I entered junior high school, Yamanouchi Junior High was accepted into the 

UNESCO Associated Schools Network. In school we work on ESD (Education for 

Sustainable Development), and in the student council, we run activities for achieving 

the Sustainable Development Goals. In my first year (Grade 7), I joined the Community 

Outreach Committee, which focuses on activities related to social welfare, human 

rights, and peace. I am still active with the committee today. 

I would like to share with everyone the thoughts I had about ‘kindness’ in the 

context of the Outreach Committee’s activities. 

In April of my first year, when I first joined the committee, our project was collecting 

plastic bottle caps. Every Wednesday and Thursday morning, we gathered at the school 

entrance. We collected not only bottle caps, but also empty aluminum cans and old 

stamps. Each week, we measured the weight and the number of items we had 

collected, and announced it to the school. This work was surprisingly hard and I was 

quite tired, but at the same time it made me happy and gave me a sense of 

accomplishment to see how much we had collected. The plastic bottle caps were 

donated to help pay for vaccines for children around the world. The aluminum cans 

were sold, and at the end of the school year the money was used to buy walkers for the 



elderly or other equipment, which we donated to a local seniors’ home. When we 

received a letter of thanks from the elderly people at the home, it made me so happy… 

I felt that I had been able to do even a little something for the good of the town. 

Our next activity was ‘heartwarming lunch letters’. The town’s Welfare Council made 

box lunches for elderly people living alone, to help brighten their spirits. Our group 

wrote letters about our school life and attached them to the covers of the boxes. We 

used nice handwriting and wrote many letters to send the elderly people good feelings. 

In May, the school principle presented the responses to this activity. The elderly people 

said that we helped put them in good spirits, and that the content of our letters was 

wonderful. When I heard this, it renewed my fondness for this activity. 

The last example I want to share is an activity where we collected miswritten 

postcards to raise money for prosthetic legs for people in Rwanda. In the winter of my 

first year at junior high, Gatera Rudasingwa and his wife Mami, the directors of the 

Mulindi/Japan One Love Project, came to give a talk at our school. From 1990 to 1993 

there was a civil war in Rwanda, and large numbers of people were massacred, while 

many others lost arms and legs. Gatera and Mami are continually making prosthetic 

legs for people who lost their legs in the war. At the beginning of their talk, I was just 

listening casually, but as I became absorbed in it, I felt a strong sense of dread and a 

hatred of war. At the same time, I also felt great respect for these two people who 

have been making prosthetic legs. 

After the talk, I wondered if there was something we could do to help in their work, 

and that’s how we started collecting miswritten postcards. The Community Outreach 

Committee steadily collected the postcards up until the fall of my second year, and then 

we sent them to Mr. Rudaswinga. Later, we received a reply that they were able to 

make a prosthetic leg for one person. Our activities had reached beyond Japan’s 

borders and helped someone in Rwanda. Needless to say, this gave me great joy and a 

real sense of accomplishment. 

Through these activities, I realized that there is kindness we can see, and kindness 

we can’t see. The walker we donated, the lunch letters we wrote, and the prosthetic leg 

that was made—these are kindnesses we can see. What supports these acts of 

kindness is the day-to-day thoughtfulness of each individual. Even though we can’t see 

the results of our thoughtfulness right away, I hope to continue holding this kind of 

thoughtfulness in my heart. 


