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Children of the Dumpsite
Kanaya Taichi (National Institute of Technology, Sendai College, Hirose Campus)
When you hear the word “dumpsite”, what do you imagine? Well, it’s a word that comes from dump. Probably, you wouldn’t imagine a beautiful place. But the reality is far worse than your imagination. Today, I would like to talk about how I happened to know about dumpsites, and the painful meaning the word “dumpsite” has.

Due to my father’s job, my family and I lived overseas for three years. The country is called Solomon Islands, located in the South Pacific Ocean. Solomon Islands has a beautiful ocean with various kinds of fish and coral reefs. Also, it’s famous for its untouched nature that is so incredibly beautiful. So, I couldn’t believe my eyes when I first visited the dumpsite with my mother.

Beside the beautiful coast, there was the dumpsite. Shockingly, heaven and hell on the earth were next to each other. Enormous piles of wastes were burning everywhere, and the smoke made it hard for us to open our eyes. Dead bodies of rats, cats, and dogs were burning in the garbage piles. When I breathed that smoke in, I always felt stinging pain throughout my body. It’s the worst place ever I’ve known. So, I was astounded when I saw children running around there. That was the first time I met children living in a dumpsite.

People who couldn’t find a job move to this place to settle. In dumpsites, normally, positions of parents and children are reversed. Most parents gamble all day, and children have to work hard for their family. Of course they don’t have time to go to school. As a result, they can’t get a decent job when they grow up, which leads them back to the dumpsite. Necessarily, they start forcing their own children to work hard just like they were forced to do as children. And this vicious cycle repeats over and over.

To make this story even worse, children in the dumpsite have a really weak immune system. When they get a scratch, it can lead to serious diseases. Even so, their parents don’t seek treatment until it’s too late. It’s no surprise that many children get killed from just a little scratch. 

However, I don’t think children in dumpsites are unhappy. Every time I go there, I see them laughing. It always makes me smile. If you have a chance to visit a dumpsite, play tag with them. I recommend you to be “it,” because the kids don’t want to be chased, and they’ll start chasing you instead. And this is what happens. I really like playing tag this way. 

This summer, I went to the Philippines and visited a dumpsite there. To my joy, the rules were exactly the same with the ones in Solomon Islands. It’s so nice to be in the middle of muddy, sweaty children. Once they’ve caught you, don’t let them run away. You must give them hugs. And tell them, “I love you so much!”. That’s because they need to know how much they are loved and how to love. And maybe they will become parents who want to give their children lots of love and hugs. No matter how long it takes, I will keep trying to demonstrate this to them. Thank you for listening.
