INESTETHE

FFoEBIAMN, 040

BEFf&L SECIC

L5 —ALUEELDAMNENC w7l
NEIZITCEEDTWIFE BIA. RICHE-STRIZEST
FIh, BIZWBALvRLVEES5H

HELTHN BHRAZZTEFE#<NS-T

BEEICEST. ChIFEVY v ELCDRESEHL

i, BE

HLonf-&IHIC, BRA—RICHEEDIEL ABITNTNTLTLBATL
HREODIS5LONINTE: LHFELRSDIEH

AKHETH, EOZALVATHRHEL ShTdtshgs

L5 DRV LBI LN HDE BEOEEFEOHDIERD &

BLWMERBICEST. FoRYRWEEFOL 1
F—LT—LIZCTHAMNIKA T, BEEZFLVZDE

WEhyhvhvémsh [RKTHIRITEH, B<IDIATHIHVWET) &

BlE& %IV —RBIMEIER ZHEHISFIFALBELLELC AL
SHLEDENTEVL DL &KIZ, SWRAENTEE: TELIMNSIEEESIV:AR] &
BiELGE TH. SOBICIFEERABE NS IXWEALRE

HEDNERTHLEENE O NIADT-

SEEFEF- [SEOBRFIZELLSADEENIMYFET]

BENFTHD  [20EE. #EP/LSIATIM

SEF—BREZRE: ZTLTHME o= [HEE6TY.,. RULEHEZANITT]
FELEBEFALRIZ TEAENLWOEK, BEEZRODE-DEFIRAL 0ELH]
WODREIZAT Y FEIVICEHRAFN TV : EREDERN

EHOHRBEX. FHTHEER

REIBEETHLIHIRIC

ALFOEHKR->TH RUNSLHROBMIMEZLDEES LORAR

INESGEHRIEH >TSS EROBELEHALSFTHALGNILE
INSHEHRIEEZEAD VLAVBOI+— U FVIAMBEBOELIZUAA > TLIK
BEKA LR

S 20Y (NPOEANBAREEERESR)



Small Citizens

A mother with a big heart cringes at every turn.

Son, where are you?

You haven’t been in touch with me for over a month yet.
You said you were going abroad, [ ‘ve been so worried,
And cannot bring myself to do anything else.

Don’t you say me you're in the war, do you?

Promise me you’ll call me tomorrow.

For a disabled man, nothing sounds more chilling

Than the word “"WAR”.

When [ hear it, it’s like all the oxygen suddenly thins out, and I really start to feel the huffing and puffing.
While the world’s punishments is slowly getting to take effect, who will be the ones to pay the price more?
Not the President, not the military brass, that goes without saying.

There’s another thing I'm worried about: our disabled brothers and sisters Oppressed in the enemy’s lands.

[t was a quick way for us poor bastards to earn money.

We were heading across the border as if for a team game.

Suddenly the orders started to be given intensely and loudly, “Aim and shoot, dogs, cats, anything that
moves.”

[ pulled the trigger. The first shot made my fingers shake, the second shot made me feel nothing.

With a sickening sweat, an excuse came up: ~Poverty made me pull the trigger.”

[ know I'm a coward, but that’s the single thing [ can do now.

The war began to be talked about in rural primary schools.

The teacher told them: ”This war is going to cost a lot of money.”

The classroom was abuzz: “Who is going to pay for it?”

The teacher’s eyes were downcast for a moment and then she said quietly,
"You people. Over a long, long time.”

The children said, “That’s not fair. It was the adults who decided on the war.”

Before the pupils got to realize, their school bags had been stuffed with bundles of bills to pay.

Daily reports of war results look like a black—and—white pictures.

Bombs shatter not only shapes but also colours into shreds.

What is the true nature of the debris, the accumulated shattered hearts and lives of the same small citizens
as you?

The little citizens know that there can be no such thing as the war for justice.

The little citizens dream of a crayon—coloured folk dance spreading just above the borders.

Without any distinction between friends and foes.

Katsunori Fujii (NPO Japan Council on Disability)



