A SR S (S5 St

o 44
7/ e D AT O ﬁm






T L o® KIS FE

PRAEA DERR

YTV KD S <z EHeE< A T BoZH ESTAN L Th 7o NP Y Wiz N 13<<

SRR THOMOEE) 12, FHE L SN CEAIC LD, P b OB b F B T
LN

WZHERR L E Lz,

NP ) ElF AL & oY A 13:<< T é;ﬂ< f_L ~ALwH k9D

F ik 7‘_%@%%"’“?5,:&%9*“ VR B B DIEOICIEFEEO B E NKREE E T,

1FA Lk IS HOE L HEN Wolx X LH5LEICLALED Z9EH & b

REDTHHY BM % | %%é/vc‘f —HEICHEA, B AMOITHOKFFHIZOWTEART &

mh & /u IZHblxd o LATA W =g [E2AS )
EREUTD, BHRIE I, B H OEFERERNCAEZ TV ZEORYSREEZFELE > THT
<TZE,

A ) S Iz £ el [ONNO) K Mmook Wb

®%E%FM®I@ ﬁj%ﬁﬁ@%af IEHA L TWEFE 0L s Wt

To Parents & Guardians,

Our goal in making “Sainokuni no Détoku” (Moral Education) was to promote healthy

emotional growth in children at school and at home.

Education at home is extremely important for promoting such emotional growth and a respect

for societal norms ins children.

Please read the stories collected here with your child and discuss them with your child. How
did they feel about the characters in the stories and their actions? What about themselves? Be

sure to talk with your children about the importance of their daily lives and living earnestly.

We hope you will be able to use “Sainokuni no Détoku” as you raise your child day by day.
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Onigiri & Miso Soup

A small, white onigiri and miso soup with nothing in it. For me, it's a meal | can
never forget.
| had to leave my home in the Great East Japan Earthquake to live in a disaster

shelter. While | was there, that was what | always ate.

Until then, | had always had snacks to eat, and even dessert after meals. | thought

that was how things would always be.

When the disaster happened out of nowhere and | had to live in the disaster
shelter, | realized that | was lucky to have had all the foods that I'd had before the
disaster.

Onigiri and miso soup was all | had for several days, but oddly enough, | didn’t start

craving this or that. | could eat when | was hungry, and that was all | needed to be

happy.

| was delighted when they gave us onigiri with umeboshi in them, instead of just

rice.

After leaving the shelter to go to Tokyo, we had rice with side dishes for the first
time.
When my brother saw some of the vegetables that he loved there, he kept on

asking “Is it really OK if | eat these?” as he ate. He seemed very happy.

| still can’t go back home, but our table’s full of foods that | love. We even get to eat
fruit that's in season now. At the shelter, after we put our futons away, we looked down
at the ground as we ate without so much as a table to use. I'll never forget the taste of
the small onigiri and miso soup with nothing in it we had there. And I'll never forget the

people who made it for us either.

When we were at the shelter, we couldn’t really smile. But now, we smile as we
eat. There were a lot of tough and scary things. Now, I’m happy | get to eat, take a bath,

and sleep in a futon. I’'m very lucky.

| never want to put any food to waste. From here on out, | want to take the time to
enjoy the food I've been given.
(Adapted from a child’s writing)
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New Cards

“I'll see you at Sankaku Park tomorrow. Bring your games with you, OK, Ken?”

| had promised to play with my friend Ichiro.

—Sitting together at a bench in the park on Sunday the following day, Ichirou said,
“Ken, let’s go buy some snacks at that store we always go to.” We often went to that

candy store to buy snacks when we played together.

At the store, just as we started to take our juice and snacks up to the register, we

noticed a commercial for new trading cards playing on TV.

“Ken, these are the new ones,” Ichiro said in a quiet voice, stopping in his tracks.

“Yeah, you’re right. | really want them, but this is all the money | have today.”

“Hey, we’re the only ones in the store, so let’s just grab them and slip out.”

“‘No way. We can’t do something like that!”

“It's fine. The store lady’s reading a book, see?”

“Yeah, but... are you sure it's OK?”

As | stood there worrying, Ichiro had already grabbed two packs of cards and stuck

them in his pocket.

“Ill have this, please,” Ichiro said, holding out his juice and snacks and paying the
woman at the register 150 yen.
My heart was pounding in my chest so loud | could hear it.

“The same for me,” | said, and tried to hand the woman my money. But my hand

was shaking, so | ended up dropping my 100 yen coin to the floor.

“Everything OK? Money’s valuable, so make sure not to drop it,” the woman said.

Her voice was gentle, but | could feel her words pricking at my heart.
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® We hurried out of the store like we were running away from the lady at the register.
When we returned to the park and sat down at the bench, Ichiro put one of the packs of

cards in my pocket.

That night, | sat down at the table to eat dinner with my family.
“‘What's wrong, Kenta? You’re not yourself today. We've got hamburger steak

tonight, and that’s all you're eating? | thought you loved hamburger steak.

| couldn’t even hear my father talking to me. Everyone was laughing as they watched

TV, but | couldn’t laugh at all. | curled up in my futon right away.

® The next morning, | had a hard time getting up. | couldn’t stop thinking about the
cards, so | couldn’t fall asleep.

I can’t go on like this...
| forced myself up and decided to tell my mom what had happened.
“Mom, | stole some cards with Ichirou...”

Before I'd even finished saying everything, my voice was so choked with tears |

couldn’t speak. My mom looked sadder than I'd ever seen her before.

@ “I'm... going to go apologize and return them.”

My mom'’s eyes filled with tears.

After school that day, | went with my mom to the candy store to return the cards
and apologize.

“Don’t ever do that again.”
The sadness in the woman’s eyes weighed on my heart like a stone.
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Today’s Hero

Everyday in my class’s afternoon meeting, we always have a part called “Today’s
Hero” where we find a friend who tried their best today and announce what they did. |
talked about Yoko.

It was raining yesterday during our lunch break, so | went to the school library and
found the book I'd been wanting to read. Just when | was about to sit down and start
reading, | noticed a first-year student sitting quietly off in the corner. Every now and then
he’d smile as he stared at the picture book in front of him. Sitting next to him was my
classmate, Yoko. | decided | shouldn’t bother them, so | quietly started reading my own
book.

It was raining today too, so | went back to the library. As | stood at the entrance
looking around the library, | noticed Yoko was reading a book to the same first-year
student again.

| wonder why she reads to him every day...

| asked Yoko about it when | went back to the classroom.
“I like reading. | like helping little kids, too, so | figured | could read to some first-
year students.”
“Yeah. | bet they like it too.”
‘Il want to read a lot of books to kids from here on out,” Yoko said, her eyes
sparkling.

At the afternoon meeting, | told everyone in my class about how I'd seen Yoko
reading to the first year student yesterday and today.

“Everyone has strengths. Try to find your own strengths, everyone,” my teacher
said.

What are my strengths...?
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@ | went back home and thought. “What’s wrong, Mayumi? Did something happen?”
My mom asked me, looking worried. | told my mom about what had happened at school

that day and what my teacher had said.

“You have plenty of strengths, Mayumi. A while back, you realized that Takeshi
was all alone, so you made friends with him, right? Takeshi’s mom told me ‘Mayumi is so
kind. Thank you,” over and over. And when your grandmother was in the hospital, you
went to see her everyday, didn’t you? She got better because you encouraged her.

You’ve got plenty of other strengths, too. Try looking for them yourself.”

“Huh... Thanks, mom.”

© Come to think of it, my teacher said “I always feel better when | hear how well you

greet everyone.” Oh, and then...

That evening at supper, | told my mom “I found some of my other strengths, too.”

@ “That’s great! That settles it, then! Today’s hero for this family is you, Mayumi!”

| couldn’t help but smile.
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A Single Flower

D In 1840, Eiichi Shibusawa was born in Chiaraijima Village (present day Fukaya
City).

@ When Eiichi was ten years old, a young woman named Rin lived in his
neighborhood. She had a serious iliness, and lived all alone. It was rumored that her
illness was contagious, so no one ever visited her. But Eiichi’s mother, Ei, was the only
one who worried about her and went to visit her.

® One day, Eiichi’s mother said, “We’re going over to see Rin.”
“l don’t want to go,” said Eiichi.
But Eiichi’s mother ignored him and said, “Oh, don’t say that. Come on, let’s go.”
Rin was sitting all alone in the middle of a dim room.
Eiichi’s mother said, “It's not much, but we brought you some vegetables. Get better
soon, OK?”

The young woman looked happy.

@ But Eiichi didn’t get close to her.

® One day, Rin brought over botamochi that she’d made to show her thanks. She
pulled out a small parcel from the sleeves of her kimono and gave it to Eiichi’s mother.
Eiichi’s mother popped a piece of the botamochi in her mouth happily, and said, “This is

delicious. It tastes great.”

® Eiichi quietly watched the two of them from the shadows of the sliding door.
“‘What are going to do if you get sick too, Mom?” Eiichi asked after she’d returned
home.
‘I won’t get sick. The doctor said it wasn’t contagious. And just think of how happy
it made her for me to eat the botamochi she made.” Eiichi’s mother said, smiling.

@ Even after Eiichi went back to his room, he couldn’t get his mother’s words out of
his head.

12
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At the time, there was a well inside the grounds of Kashima Shrine. The well’s water
was said to heal sickness, so a public bath using the water had been built beside the
temple. Not only the local villagers, but also many people from the other villages nearby

came to bathe there.

C) “'m going to go take Rin to the public bath,” Eiichi’s mother said, and left again.

When Eiichi’s mother and Rin stepped into the bath, the other people all left in a
hurry.

@ But Eiichi’'s mother wasn’t concerned at all. “Here, let me wash your back,” she said,

and gently began washing Rin’s back.

“Thank you, Miss,” Rin said, crying.

®@ After that, Rin died alone without anyone to care for her. Eiichi watched his mother

place a single flower on Rin’s grave.

® Until Eiichi passed away at the age of 91, he worked to help those in need,

because his mother still lived on in his heart.
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My Dad

My family grows rice for a living. Whenever we get busy, | help my family too.

My dad has another job too. He works in the volunteer firefighter squad. Whenever
there’s a fire in our area, he works with the official firefighters to put out the fire and help
people. So even when he’s relaxing at home, or when it’s late at night and everyone’s
sleeping, if he gets a call that there’s a fire, my dad leaves right away.

I's my birthday today. Just as we were all celebrating together, the phone rang. |
could hear a firetruck’s siren ringing in the distance. There was a fire. My dad started
getting ready to go help at once.

“It's my birthday today. Don’t go.”

“Sorry, but there are people in trouble, so | have to go help,” my dad said, running
out the door.

But it’s my birthday...

| was so worried about my dad that | couldn’t sleep at all

My dad made it back a little bit after 10 o’clock.

From the next room over, | could hear my mom and dad talking.

“Welcome back. How was the fire?”

“The whole house burnt down. They had a kid younger than Yumi. We managed to
save everyone, though.”

“I'm glad everyone was safe.”

“...I'm worried about what life’s going to be like for them from here on out. They’re

going to have to work together as a family from here to out.”
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When | got up and opened the fusuma*, my mom was patting my dad on the back.

“‘Oh, Yumi. Sorry for leaving halfway through your birthday party,” my father
apologized.

“‘No, it's fine. Dad, you're already tired from farming, so why are you in the
volunteer firefighter squad too?”

| worked up the courage and asked him what I'd always wanted to.

My dad thought a bit and replied. “That’'s a good question. We don’t have to worry
about living here because everyone helps each other. Even if it’s just a bit, I'm glad | get
to help everyone out. It's for everyone else, and it's also for me. And more than
anything, it’s for you, Yumi. | want you to be able to stay safe and healthy here.

| could see my reflection in my dad’s eyes. My mom gave a big nod.

Before | knew it, I'd taken my mom’s place and started patting my dad on the back

with all my heart.

*A fusuma is a traditional Japanese sliding-door.
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