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INTRODUCTION 

Miss Masako Ishida was born in 1931. When she was fourteen 

years.old, her household removed from Tokyo to Nagasaki as her 

father was transferred to Nagasaki as the president of the Naga- 

saki lew-court. 

And she workea@ as one of the student-laborers from Nagasaki 

girl's high school at the Mitsubishi arms-factory in Nagasaki. 

On the ninth of Qugust in 1945, the Atomic bomb was dropped 

above Nagasaki City, and innymerable lives and properties were 

lost in a flash. But the little girl escaped death by a miracle. 

However, the awful atomic sickness tortured her body for a long 

time (for 7 months’. Once, the numbers of white blood corpuscles 

in her blood decreaged from 8000’ te 1600. But she bravely and 

patiently conquered the sickness, and went to write her dreadful 

Wxperiences “Masako taorezu" (Masako Neyer Die). in 1947, she 

entered the English Literature course»of Nagasaki Woman's College. 

But unfortunately, she was attacked again by illness in January 

in1949 and her eyesight was entirely lost for three months. 

Mevertheless, she again surmounted her illness, reciting Milton's 

"On his Blindness” in her ped, and continued to write her per- 

sonal experiences. Her work “Masako Never Die" was published in 

August inl1949. Recently,.I read this book and i was deeply in- 

pressed. 

Then I tried to translate the first two chapters of the book 

inté English. But I have studéed English only for two years. 

So that I am sure that hhere are a lot of mis-+takes in my 

/  



translation and you will be very troubled to read it. 

However, if you learn, even a little, the real fearfulmess and 

wretchedness by Atomic bomb from reading my awkward English 

sentences, i shall be much pleased. 

Hiroaki Otawa 

 



"THE DAY OF DESTINY" 

That day, I woke up early in the morning. As usual, I put 

on a white chemise and a white short S$heeved sport-shirt; then 

wore Mompei or Japanese woman's trousers which had been made 

over from the bottoms of my father's pajamas. 

When my father got up, he gave me a handkerchief ana a éoll 

to present them to Miss Eiko Morita. in those days, 1 was work- 

ing everyday at a factory, as one of student-laborers. And 

Miss Morita who was working with me at the same work-shop, had 

given me a pretteay handkerchief before. So I was going to give 

her those things in return. 

I put on clogs and left home cheerfully, darryin the presents 

for her....without expecting that the dreadful calamity was 

approaching at every moment. 

I had no sooner reached the factory than there was an alarm 

for warning of air-raids. But we were hardly startled by it, 

for such a thing had almost become a common event during those days, 

The air-raid alarm was given when we were holding a usual morn- 

ing meeting, so we immediately beat a fled in to the woods. 

Soon after, the alarm was cancelled, and 1 again weat to the 

work=-shop talking with my fiiends about the new powerful bomb 

which had been dropped above Hiroshima; ....“You see, my father 

is really lucky man. Because he sdved at the Ministry of Justice 

as the head of the accounts section before,and last year, he 

expected to be transferred to Hiroshima, but the plan was changed, 

and he was transfered to the division law-court of Tokyo at  



Kasuga-cho. AS soon as my father was transferred there, the 

Ministry of Justice was purnt to the ground by air-raids. 

Thereafter, my family removed toiNagasaki, 4s my father had been 

ordered to come this city. 

The division law-court was also burnt after he left there: 

So my family has often talked with father at the table like this 

-eeee Both Hiroshima and Wagasaki have been free of damage. 

1 ; : : a E 
But which is the gfer CityPecces 

Hiroshima was destroyed by the new bomb the other day. That's 

why, 1 say that my father is a really lucky man.” 

Talking with my friends, in this way, + entered the work-shop, 

and immediately went to work. 

After finishing the work set out for me, + felt hungly, and 

casually glanced at the clock on the wall...... 1t was 4 few 

minutes to eleven o'clock. It was & fOWese+.e% really few seconds 

after that the fearful ana dreadful Atomic bomb was dropped above 

Qo 
Seeeaeeorweteeee 

Suddenly, there exploded an awful spurt of flames i felt as 

if everything in the world had been swallowed up into ag incale- 

seent pink géow; and it all happened in a moments I shut my 

eyes unconsciously,.During the very brief instant before the 

violent winds supervened to 4 faash, I imaged that the fish- 

torpedoes set in the work=shop might have exp loded. 

Who could. Know that the Atomic bomb had been dropped? 

How terrible and dreadful it was: 

Even now, + cannot recollect well the events of that. moment. 

Any-way ,i was peside myself. I was blown down by the violen 

winds which were the result of the explosion of the bomb; 1  



lay flat on the grownd. Then i felt something like sand or dirt 

falling heavily upon my feet like an avalanche. 

The crashing of the broken window-panes, the weird roars 

like landslides, the rumblings and peals of the destroying large 

stractures.......ihen those yumblings were combined and formed 

an indiscribable din, my mind became like a vacun. 

4s I regained consciousness and lifted up my eyes, i saw 

a fore-man in clouds of dust; he had been wounded and blood was 

oozing from his nostrils. 

Intolerable bloody stench had filled the atomosphere. And 

I found that blood was ceaselessly oozing from my neck. A work- 

er w&as bandaging the wounds of a girl student from Keiho girl's 

high school. He was ‘using a black curtain. 

"Oh, I must bandage too.” It had taken a few seconds for me 

to realize it. 

is it possible that our minds become bland for half a moment 

when we face great danger? 

All at once, there were fires ali around me, for the ruined 

work=shop began to burne 

On seeing those fires, my mind became clear again. 

"Fire! Fire! Flee quickly:" 

"Staying here is very dangerous. for a little girl like you." 

“Cover your injury with this cloth!" 

"Take care!” 

The pathetic crie@sof the workers beat against my ears. i 

did not understand whether those cryings were for me or not, 

but a worker suddenly offered me a black curtain. Having seized 

the curtain, 1 held my neck tightly with it; I ran away without 

even looking around at *he kind man. (at that time, J thought  



that 1 had been wounded around the neck) Shoutings of horror 

and eryings of fear in clouds of dust were heard like voices in 

hell. Livan and ran as fast as i could with several girl studeits 

of Keiho high school and Miss Ota who was @ woman-worker ot the 

factory, and several other women-workers. But at last we were 

at a loss where to flee, for fire had already spread everywhere. 

It was obuiously dangerous to svay in that place where burnt 

fallen everywhere. So we hurried, to - 

frames of buildeings had 

seek refuge, but the more we hurried, the more difficult it became 

to find a sage place. ie often staggered and fell down. Cryings, 

bellowings, shoutings, and the roaring bangs of exploding oil... 

in ne li. 

It seened that those horrible clamours came irom tortures 

d ran....-midst such a scene ol blood 
Frantically, we ran an 

Then I saw*the figure of a man and I screamed, “Uncle: 

Please tell me the sate direction!” i had felt a great shudder, 

as if I alone were attacked by this intolerable pain, and fear 

forced me to call for help. 

Alright! Go that way: And wnere's your work-shop?"” y 

‘The first finishing shop.* 

“Well, go quickly.” 

Then we ran in the direction he told Use 

Suddenly, Miss Ota who was infront shéuted in a loud voice. 

"cheer up my friends: i've found the way out, over theres" 

I frantically followed her; we soon reached the playground 

where we had been holding the us¢ual morning meetiigse But 

pehind us, in’front of us, and everywhere around US, sear let 

flanes with thick black smoke were blazing up skyward. 

coufused 

"What shall we do? Which way shall we run?" We were 

and looked up at the dark sky- Just then, a deep voice cried  



behind us. "Run that way! Go in the direction of the normal 

schools..... Go quickly or you'll be hemmed in by the fires? 

Many people were pinned under falling frames and killed! So hurry 

ups” 

We scampered off agains, but on our way I lost traek of All.of 

my school-mates. 

On the say, { met innumerable wounded persons lying on the 

srounds. Their injuries were so serious that they could not Move. 

By that time, I had recovered composure well endugh to recognize 

them. 

Then, running I felt very fortunate that my wounds were so 

slighte 1 heard behind me a shuddering voice of a badod-stained 

man, crying as hard as he could. "Waiti.....Waiti.... Please 

take me.e.e.eewith yous” His wailing ery caused me to hesitate for 

an instant. But at such a dangerous Occasion, what could | do 

The next moment, 1 rembered myself again, and found a 

poor woman-worker beside me hobbling and erying pathetically to 
. 

her friends. It's all up with me, I know. 30 you Tun away quick- 

ly...+..Don't worry about me! Leave me alone. Save yourselves." 

She seemed to have lost vigour even to walk, and ghe 

looking forward with vacant eyes. 

Suddenly, a deep grief wedled up within me, and I was at 

loss what to do. But staying there for a long time was extreme ly 

dangerous for me. Because the gerrible fires were coming toward me 

at every moment. 

I held my dishevelle@ hair with my hand, and unconsciously 

began to run alone. 

Soon I reached a fork in the road. i felt towards those two 

ways as if one way were to life and the other were to deat..  



So I was puzzled which to choose. J] took the left way and 

progressed a little, stopping over the broken pieces of Zinc 

goards. But on secom thought, Tf retraced my steps ana took the 

right way; then again I began to run with Miss Otae 
$< 

As everything around us had become 4 sheet of fire, our en- 

virons were broiling hdt. 

"Oh, I've found a way of escape! We are by the main gate now" 

I found the remains of the stone gate-pests there, and cried 

in spite of myself. 

But a mad horse is turning restive directly in front of usé 

Fires stare us in the face? 

The space between the junatic horse and the flames is no 
Pp 

more tham one meteré 

Can I make it?e.ee.+esBut there was not sufficient time to 

consider it. 

At length, 1 desperately surmounted the dreadful difficulty. 

And I became aware that there was nobody with me, Bxcept “iss 

Otae Green rice-fields have now been burnt. up mercilessly, and 

an intolerable stench mixed with a bloody smell is adrift in 

these parts. 

in the direction of mountains and farms, of couFse in the 

direction of the factory alSOeceecee eKGrtible smokes and flames 

are soaring into the sky. 

We took refuge in a rice-field with a great deal of trouble. 

Then I again breathed freely, and took my hana cautiously 

from my neck. 

it seemed that the blood had already stopped. My limps smartea 

very much. 
. 

"Miss Ishida, are you alright?’ Cheer up dear? The danger  



is now well over. We have nothing more to fear... i lay be- 

hind a vice-taedé, so I was hardly hurt.” 

"Well, that's very good. But I can't help doubting the evidence 

of my senses. What the deuce if the matter?” 

We rejoiced together that we had escaped up to here even 

with great difficulty. But soon again, we had to hurry away, 

for the fires seemed to have been coming up for us and fear kept 

us restless. We began to walk with many refuges in the same 

direction. But I could find nothing anywhere but fearful fires 

and horrible smoke. 

‘The enemy airplanes must have bombed in the direction of 

Ohashi also. So I'm sure to go to Ohashi is difficult, and a 

lot of bombs must have been dropped in the City tool” (at that 

time, I didn't suppose at all that the Atomic bomb had been 

dropped) 

“Which way shall we go for refuge?" 

As our minds had been confused, and moreover all hduses and 

buildings had been ruined and burning, we could not even make 

sure of directions. 

We paddled in a rivulet. When we reached the opposite shore 

of the stream, the counterpart of my clogs had sdipped out 

and been carried awaye 

I erossed the strean hobbling; and found there Miss Ota with 

bare feet on the ghore. 

Innumerable pieces of window-pames and fragments of buildings 

had been scattered around and it was extremely dangerous to 

walk with bare feet. So + intently looked for shoe or clog to 

‘put on, But it was in vain. After a few «minutes walk, i found  



something like a straw rag on the roade i picked it up and wound 

it around my right foot for a shoe, and continued to walk. 

But the rag was too easily slipped off. At last, I gave up try- 

ing and walked with a bare foot. In paddy-fields, in farms, and 

on the read, we saw many seriously injured people and the dead 

who had gotten burnt all over their bodies. Some were already 

dead; some were still breathing painfully; and some were foaming 

at the mouths and crying in wailing voices. 

"Give..«egive me water:....Water!!" 

It is only slightly wounded people that are walking now. 

After a while, we reached the railroad tracks. And there, 

we considered what to do hereafter. 

Then a cheerful voice addressed us. saying "Hello there! 

Where's your factory?.....The Arms-factory?"™ 

"Yes, our factory is the Arms-factory ( IE The Mitsubishi 

Arms-factory)"answered I. 

Which way are you running?" he asked. 

"We are at a loss where to go now.” 

“Alright dear, go in the directidn of Michi-no-wo then. 

Phe tunnel factory at Michi-no-wo was rid of air-raids. And a 

first-aid station is there to..... But, are you alright! Can 

you walk by yourself?" kindly he asked me. 

"Thanks, i'm alright.” 

"But, with a bare foot, to walk is quite dangerous..eeceee+30 

you can put on this clog." 

He gave me a big gentiman'’s clog. Then I put it on and bade 

farewell to the kind manj I be-gan to walk with Miss Ota in 

the direction of Michi-no-wo....dragging the big clog. 
u  



A gas-tank standing besike the Arms-factory had been blown to 

pieces, and only bent iron frames remained. Thick somke was spread 

all over the sky. On our way to Michi-no-wo passing along the 

Arms-factory, 1 thought that American airplanes must have dropped 

bombs on the gastank with a view of blowing tp the factory by 

the explosion of the gastank. And I was deeply impressed by the 

sagacity of the tectics of American forces. 

The Arms-factory had gone to pieces and had been burning furious” 

-ly. All structures of the factory had so completely been des¢ 

troyed that 1 could not recognize even the direction from where 

I had escaped. 

Aman walking beside me exclaimed. 

"what, I'mblessed! The Arms-factory has entirely been destryedg" 

And scarecely had he uttered those words before a rearing hang 

broke out in the faetory. "Look out ! Time-bombs may have been 

dropped! Let’s escape from here as quickly as possible !" go 

we began to run again as fast as we could. 

After much running, I heard again a bang behind me, By degrees, 

I became tired, but I walked for my life without .saying even 

& single word. At last, we reached the tunnel factory at Michi- 

no-wo.e Hewever, strange to Say, we saw there many refugees con- 

ing out from the tunnel factory. And on of them told us that 

air-raids on a large seale would follow soon; So that they were 

all takying refuge in the woods. Then we began to run unwillingly 

with them. 

i was stifled; Ifelt my feet as heavy as lead. 

gradually, + got very tired and stifled violently; my eyesight 

began to fail.  



Miss Ota is running before me at a great distance, and also 

I have lost sight of a man who has run with us until now. At 

the moment, loud shouts anouncing air-attacks were heard again. 

I took refuge into Boku-go or air defence-trench. 

In the trench, several refugees beside me eagerly warned IG, 

say ing "Bleeding from your wound is very serious, so you'd better 

go to the first-aid station over there.” 

"And you should have the wound treated soon.” 

So I left the trench after the American airplanes had gone, 

until I began to walk alone. Om the way to the first-aid station, 

a stranger kinkly addressed to me. 

*wWhy! You are seriouly wounde, dear. I'll take you to the 

first-aid statian” and he took me caréfully there. At the first- 

aid station, many slightly wounded persons were lying on sheets 

which were spread out on a grassy field. (as the seriously wounded 

persons could not move, they had still reymained near by fires) 

All of them were groaning painfully. I laid down on a sheet too. 

Beside me, a man was eagerly encouraging a woman it seemed 

to me that the woman was his aquaintances He was bandaging her 

wounds with fragments of a shirt, and soothing her heartily. 

I turned my eyes and rivetted them. 

Their clothes had been torn assunder, and their faces and ex- 

tremities had become dirty; moreover, they haa been seriously 

wounded and burntee..eNevertheless I envied them very much. 

For the most miserable as they were, they could encourage 

and sooth mutually. Unconsciously my eyes swam with tears. 

Just then, the man recognized me lying alone without having 

wounds treated. And he soon gave me first-aid kinkly. At that 

time, 1 foywnd that the biggest wound was not around the neck, 

but on the head, and I found also that the wound was not slight.  



Afterwards, ¥ learnt that this kind man's name was Mr. Taira. 

Oh, at last God has saved mes i had the wounds on my body treated 

carefully with tincture of iokine and oxyful. But for many wounded 

people who came later, even a drop of oxyful was not left. 

When I had the wounds treated, I unconsciously murmured in my 

a 
-‘mind. “Ah, at lengthy I've been rescused from danger. 

And I thought tkat my deceased mother's soul must have pro- 

tected me from jeopardy. 

Soon after, we heard again loud vadices anouncing the air- 

attackse Then we took refuge in the shade of small trees where 

we could barely conceal ourselves. By that time, i had gradually 

haé a bad head-ache. Having heard that the sunshine was bad for 

wounds, 1 removed myself under a tree by a muddy road, and lay 

down theree The American airplanes. frequently passed above our 

headse And every time thesaitplanes passeé over, Il recollected 

the terrible expeirences which I had undergone until then. 

By and by, the sun was going down, and I felt as if my heart 

were being covered by the shadows of uneasiness and loneliness. 

Mr. Taira beside me had kindly fanned me with a round fan 

written "Kami-kaze“or divine tempest. And he said gently "it's 

about haff past three.” 

As my family had removed to Nagasaki only a short fiime before 

Nagasaki was destroyed by the Atomic-bomb, I did notknow the 

directions of these parts yet, to say nothing of Michi-no-wo. 

eeeeeeOh, when can I see my loving father again? 

What shall I do hereafter without any aquaintance? My une 

easiness was getting more and more. After while, I overheard 

some information that Katsuyama-cho had been free from air-raics, 

though + did not know ehere the information came from . 

So Mt. Taira soothed me as kindly as a real elder brother,  



saying "I say dear, I'm sure your father and mother are safe. 

So you needn't worry about them. Von't sleep or you'll take 

& cold.... And your wounds are slight......Don't be anxidus.”" 

But 1 responde "Thanks uncle, but I've lost my mother already" 

Hearing my depressed answere, Mr. Taira caressing ly consoled me 

in more gentle voice. 

"Isee.....then, your father alone must have been very anxious 

without fail." 

When it was getting dark, somehow or other it had come to deter- 

mined that weshould go to the Navy hospital at Isahaya. Because 

we could not anticipate whether we would be able get first-aiz 

or not at Michi-no-wo. 

“Are you alright? Can you walk by yourself?” 

Mr. Taira took good care of me. I struggled to my feet, 

bearing intolerable dizziness. Then I began to walk very care- 

fully and slowly, leaning on the woman's arm. At that time I 

hag mot put on any clogs or shoes. Fragments of glass were 

Scattered all over the road. Had it been an ordinary time, I 

would have hesitated to walk on such a dangerous road, even suppose 

ing I put on shoes. But I ventured to walk with bare feet. 

But that time, I must have had my right foot cut on the road, 

for the right sole tingled very much. 

On our way to Michisno-wo station, we heard buzzings of air- 

planes and conéealed ourselves under a tall tree. 

After a while, we reached Michi-no-wo station and there 

we found about a twelve or thirteen aged boy sitting on the pile 

of rails. in the consequence of looking at him carefully, we 

recognized that he had got burnt all over his body. The boy had  



not a shred of clothing on him, and he was shivering. 

Hello my boy? Let's go together.” 

Mr. Taira addressed to him kindly. The boy glanced at us, and 

wore a sad face; then he very carefully got down from the pile 

of rails. Frequently the boy made a wry face irom the pain of the 

burn, but I could clearly recognize his eyes sparkling with 

Joy. I was deeply impressed by the expression in his eyes, for 

it had known that it was intolerable for one to be alone when 

one was filled by miserable sensation. 1 asked Mr. Taira 

"Whaat are we going to do hereafter?” Then he explained 

"A train will come soog from Isahaya. So we are’ getting on the 

train... .-.ethen we'll at once go near Ohashi, and there we'll 

take seriously wounded people on the train. And again, we'll come 

back to Michi-no-wo. 

Then we shall start to isahaya." 

joon after therek® reached the train. All seriouly wounded 

persons got on the train leaving slightly wounded persons there. 

I and Mr. Taira and the littlebdpy whom Mr. Taira had saved, 

got on the train also. Afterwards, I found that the boy's name 

was Mre Fukabori and he was a fresh:of Nagasaki commercial school, 

that his home was at Aku-no-ura. 

In the train, the wounded were vomiting. with a vengeance. 

They were very painfully vomiting something like water making the 

same noise. 

No sooner had the train started than I felt sick at my stomach. 

So that I stuck my head out of the car-window to vomit. But 

try as I might, I could not vomit anything. 

when the train reached Ohashi, we saw conflagatidéns with  



a@ark thick smoke in all directions——in the city, in the moun- 

tains, not ¢@ mention the Mitsubishi Arms-factory where I had 

worked. At Ohashi, Mr. Taira led a navy soldier into the train, 

and he said to us. "Trust yourselves to this navy soldier. He 

will kinkly help you.....1 believe. I'll get off the train here 

and inform your father and mdther that you are safe. And..." 

then he asked me "...-and your home is the official residence of 

the law-court at Katsuyama-cho, isn't itt? 

And Mr.Taira's figure vanished into darkness leaving bhe 

cheerful voicesseeeeee Good-bye dear, Cheer up" 

 



"MASAKO NEVER DIE” 

In the meantime, the day had come to an end and night &ad 

closed in. And in the darkness, only blazing flames were to be 

seen. JI stood up and gazed at the surroundings; I saw furious 

fires everywhere. In the direction of Urakami station, in the 

direction of the Urakami Catholic Church, and in the direction 

of the Mitsubishi 4rms-factory also, the fires were burning. 

Though the fires at night seemed to be bigger and more bright 

than they really were, 1 could not escape from horror as if 

all terrestrial beings were annihilated. At Ohashi, a few sol- 

diers and police-men began to také seriously wounded people on 

the train. The wounded were lying on the grass as they fell. 

And some were crying; some were shouting in wailful voices; 

and some were vomiting. 

A man passed before me, waddling and shouting in delirium 

to get on the train at the very first. By that time, it seemed 

that my heart Bad forgotten all sympathy or compassion. 

As soon as we got on the train under the navy soldier's dire- 

ction, the train started to Michi-no-wo, in the dark. I thought 

that we would retrace again ag far as [sahaya. But as we reached 

Michi-no-wo, the navy soldier told us "Even supposing if we go 

to i[sahaya from now, we'll be unable to have the wounds treated. 

So let's go to the tunnel trench and take a sleep there.” 

So we followed the navy soldier's suggestion, and got off the 

train at Michi-no-wo. Then step by step, very carefully and 

Slowly, we began to walk.  



The sole of my right foot tingled very much. 

~ limped along leaning on the navy soldier's arm. 

In the meantime, Mr. Fukabori beganito Suffer, groaning out 

ba J "WACCT eco eWAteles ce 

The navy soldier gave him some water. Another unknown woman 

was also given some Water by the navy soldier. But I firmly bore 

out my thirst. 

Again we saw there many wounded people. They were still lying 

in the bushes on.either side of the road; they had been exposed 

to the night dew. After a while, we reached the tunnel trench. 

We entered into the tunnel trench. in the tunnel, several 

Koreans were burning a tall caidle. The navy soldier placed there 

three oblong boards in a row on the rails of the track, and I 

lay down near the exit; and next was Mr.Fukabori, then the woman. 

Two Koreang and Mr. Fukabori were groaning painfully. At 

the beginning, we could Seejob jects in our surroundings by the 

aid of candle-light. But the hummings:of airplanes were heard 

again and we blew out the candle; the blackness of the darkness 

supervenede 

Cold water was dropping on my head from the ceilling of the 

tunnel, and it was unbearablg cold. 

Mre Fukabori so frequently complained of his cold that the 

navy soldier took off his own coat and gave it to Mr. Fukabori. 

\s the navy soldier took off his coat, he began to sneeze 

this time in the dark. 

Nevertheless, Mr. Fukabori continued to complain of his éold. 

So the navy soldier brought a bedewed strwnat from outside and 

covered him.  



And yet Mr. Fukabori complained of his cold. Thereupon, the 

navy soldier borrowed a s@a@ll and thin kneeling cushion from a 

Korean and put it on the board; then he made Mr. Fukabori lie 

on the kneeling cushion. However, Mr. Fukabori continued to wail 

lamenting about the cold. Maybe, it was about ten o'clock at night 

the navy soldier gave us each a piece of seabuiscuits. 

IT ate if, but it did not taste delicious at all for me, and 

soon 1. felt sick at my sfomach. 

Mr. Fukabori had pleaded for water, groaking “Water.....water 

eeeee” An Old Korean woman gave him a jittle water, though she 

had saved little water. 

Having drunk water, Mr. Fukabori fell asleep. 

But it had not passed five minutes before he again began to 

mal 
cry “WatereceeWaterececed 

Then the old woman gave him a little water again. They repeated 

those deeds over and over again. But at last, she got angry 

and cried roughly. 

"T haven't water any moreee.e.eGO and drink....-if you want 

toe..." Nevetheless, Mre Fukabori pleaded for water, crying 

; amd Hip 
gp go, bp UPeoeee- Water, ...eeplease give me watere...,wateresee 

Give me water.” 

He repeated his entreaty in Nagasaki dialect, aS if he were 

unconscious of his own ecrying; and by degrees, his voice became 

faint. The old woman answered no more. i lay as still as death on 

the board, and t vaguely thought of miscellaneous things, over- 

hearing their groans........When one is endangered a8 now, one 

reveals sometimes hearty kindness, and sometimes entirely exposes 

one's selfish disposition or silfullness which one is Op@inarily  



concealing and affecting...... 

“My beloved father's face, my gentle elder brother's figure, 

and my old acquaintances’ faces; those imageries appeared into 

my mind, and vanished away like a dream. 

eoceceee Though Mr. Taira promised me to notify my family that 

I'm safe...-.e-could my family have been free of dangerfeceee 

What should 1 GO?eeeeeif by any chance anything worse should 

have happened to my family......if my family are all free from 

care, they must have been very anxious about MeGeee.. 

Mr. Fukabori who had lain beside me often moved his body, 

groaning painfully. Every time he moved, i felt something clamng 

on my arm. And at last 1 found that this unpleasant feeling 

came from contact between my arm and his skine As mr. Fukabori 

had gotten burnt so seriously and was naked, clammy wounds thouch- 

ed my arm whenever he moved. Then I triei to keep away from him 

as much as possible. But the width of the board was hardly suffi- 

cient to lay down half of my body. 

As the night went on, my body was by and by getting colde 

My clothes were merely a blood-stained chemise and @ short 

sleeved-shirt. 

I tried intently to persivere the cold, however i could not 

help shivering. 

"Oh, cold. i'm terriblly cold.* I contimued to lament in a 

faint voice in the hope of any one who would kindly cover me 

with something warm. But, after all, no one gympathized with 

mee, 

Frequently, I gave attention to the entrance longing for the 

dawn. But the darkness of the night seemed to be interminable. 

In the meanwhile, Mr. Fukabori suddenly began to lapse into  



delirium. "Hi there......(maybe it was his brother's name) Let's 

ZOoeeee let's go togethers™ His cries resounced ghastly in the 

dark tunnel; then his voices and breathing gradually became faint. 

I recollected my father's face; the belowed figure of my de- 

ceased mother came to my mind; and my brother and sister's faces, 

my intimate friends' faces also appeared in my mind. AS it was 

&@ long time since the Atomic bomb had been dropped, my mind had 

been troubled by miscellaneous recollections. But my excessive 

fatigue induced me to sleep and deep gumber overtook me, I @id 

hot know when. 

Upon awaking suddenly in the middle of the night, I heard 

rumblingssof the earth. The navy soldier's voice murmured near 

by myeface. 

"Bombs were dropped just now yonder the mountain." 

But his voice soon merged into dimness; and a profoundsleep 

fell upon me again=—-a sleep like that of death. 

"sissy! Sissy! Let's go to the hospital." 

As I was awaked by lire Fukabori's voice, the day nad already y y 

broken. Mr. Fukabori urged me, saying Sissy, let's go to the 

hospital soon.” 

“Alright, I will.” I answered and stood up. 

The navy soldier dressed a paper cement bag to naked Mr. 

Fukabori. I went out from the tunnel. The atomosphere of outside 

was unbearablly close. A Korean old man gave me some boiled rice, 

kindly saying "Eat now dear, or you'll be unable to get any food.’ 

But I had felt sick at my stomach and had lost my appetite at all. 

However, so earnestly I was asked to eat that: 1 took the  



boiled rice from him. it was a little rice boiled with bardey 

served on a piece of news paper; and there was nothing to go with 

it. I directly put the rice in my mounth, for there were no 

chopsticks either. 

Mr. Fukabori was also given some rice and ate it, but he 

yonited it soon. After a while, a man-called on the old Korean. 

The visiter seemed to be the old man's aquaintance, and an offic- 

ial of the prefectual office. Having had nothing to do, I over- 

heard their talking unintentionally. And i kndw there that 

the bomb which nad dropped above Nagasaki seemed to have been the 

Same kind as the new power-ful bomb that had been dropped above 

Hiroshima the other day. The visiter asked me about my address 

and what to do hereafter; and he added "Your home is at Katsuyama, 

isn't it? Then I'm sure your house hasn't been burnt. So you 

should get home soon instead of going to Isahayae And set your 

father's mind at reat as soon as you Cane..." and kindly he coa- 

tinued "I'm going as far as Inasa bridge, so why don't you cane 

with me?” 

For a@ moment, I was at a logs which to choose. 

But at last, I determined to return home with him to set my 

father's mind at rest; So I answered him "By all means, 1: will." 

“Well, the sooner the better. The prefectual office and the 

law-court were burnt up, but I'm sure you neighbourhood wasn't 

burnt." 

Upon hearing his explanation, I involuntarily cried 

“what! The law-court was burnt too?" 

The man took good care of me with real father's kindness. 

"Are you alright? Can you walk as far as your hane?”  



He was so kind to me that I could not but answer him in high- 

sprited voice. 

"Yes, I'm alright. Surely I'll get home." 

Then I began to walk with hin hobb ling, but vigorously. 

However, it seemed to be very difficult to walk with bare feeti 

as far as my home. But I thought that my father must have been 

worried about his obligations for the law-court burning down 

and about my safety. 

So I endured walking with bare feet on the pieces of glass 

and fragments of boards. 

"Dash it! I'm not to be beaten by a pain like this i” with 

set teeth, I bore my distress and continued to walk very slowly 

and carefully. 

"why! You are walking with bare feets” 

The man found me walking with bare feet, and exclaimed with 

astonishment. 

"That will never doé Wait a minute dears” 

He found a dirty, thong snapped counterpart of straw sandals 

on the road, and he picked it up; fixed a thong with grass. 

Then he gave it to mee 1 slipped the straw sandal on the right 

foot, and began to walk again. 

Upon reaching the railroad tracks, we saw there the Arms-factory 

which was still burning furiously. 

People followed us, walked before us, and people passed by us; 

eooeeetiey were all muédy and blood-stained. And I was also one 

of these miserable refugees. 

My hair had been disordered and soiled by ash and dirt. My 

clothes had been all soiled by mud and blood not only the  



pure white sprot-shirt but also the chemise and the blue Mompei. 

From my arms, from iy hands, from my feet, and from my soles 

also; the blood had been oozing out. On our way home, we 

often heard the hummings-:6f airplanes and we had to conceal 

our miserable figures under-a large tree and in bushes not only 

oncé or twice. In proportion to approaching the Arms-factory, 

the numbers of the dead and of blistered naked laborers had 

ingreased. The miserable were calling for help or water. 

The arm-factory was still burning furiously. The man picked 

up a pole on thé way and gave it to me, Saying”"Walk with a cane, 

or you'll be tired.” But I answered "No thank you, sir. I 

don't need a cane. I can walk without Gane." 

"Oh, no dear. Surely you'll be tired. So walk leaning on the 

Can@eeeeeeVYOU are hurt on your foot, aren't you? Moreover, there's 

no knowing what may happen in ease of danger like now." 

So earnstly and Kindly did he give this advice that I walked 

with the cane at his suggestion. 7 

As we reached the river of Ohashi, an entirely destroyed 

railroad bridége was found there. So that we could ndt walk on 

the railroad tracks any more. We could not help walking on a 

very dangerous main street updn which I used to come to the 

factory every day. From that time, many relentless bodies by 

fires and & miserab le carcass of a burnt horse came in sight 

here and there. Even a bit of electric wire was not found. The 

large river buried under innumerable corpses: women~in. kimono, 

men with gaitered legs, little girls and babies.....they must 
h ; ‘ é have trown themselves into the rivér. 

I could not catch even a g&limpse of them. 

In proportion to proceeding on our way, miserable burnt 

corpses lying at intervals one meter came in sight.  



I felt rather nausea than sympathy for then. So I walked 

as fast as possible, looking downwards. 

Nevertheless, I could not but look at those miserable and relentless 

bodies;————such aS a burnt mother and child who had strongly 

embraced each other; a corpse lying painfully on his face. Stoop- 

ing my head and keeping a silence, i walked with all a 

Bloody stink and intolerable sgoke arose to my nostrils, 

and nausea went from bad to worse. 

The numbers of corpses having decreased, I raised my face. 

We reached Urakami now. And there the Urakami Catholie Church 

which had been famed for its greatest scale in the Orient was 

seene The Catholic Church was now furiously burning, In stead 

of the dead, innumerable whole burnt persons came in sight this 

time. 

They were lying on the road and were groaning painfully. 

Oh, what a miserable and dreadful spectacle it was: 

By degrees, broken electric wires and fallen electric poles 

came in sight. And at length, I could not but bid farewell to 

the benefactor, for we reached Inasa bridge now. But he was too 

kind to say good=by easily. Before saying good-bye, he again 

madé me exchange @ scorched old pair of straw sandals for new 

one. (By that time, I had often changed straw sandals on our 

way here) So he fixed thongs in straw sandals with wires. And he 

cast aside my cane, the tip of which had scorched. Then he gave me 

@ new strong pole. These things were not all he had done. 

He often called to refugees passing by us and asked them if 

they would go in the direction of Nagasaki station. 

in the beginning, nobody agreed to goithere, but at last  



he found @ manwwho was going in the direction of Maruyama. And 

he repeatedly requested the man to take me as far as the statidn. 

I offered my cordial thanks to the benefactor, then I made 

for my home with the refugee, stepping on the dangerous road on 

which innumerable pieces of glass had been scattered. 

By that time, I was ready to drop with fatigue and my leaden 

legs had been tingled. But I endured the hard-ship. 

After @ while, we reached the completely destroyed Nagasaki 

Station and I had to walk all alone hereafter. 

After biding farewell to the refugee who was going to Maruyama, 

I went up a gentle slope amidst a shower of falling sparks. 

Ahi if I had been walking without the cane that time, I should 

have sunk down on the ground. I had been worn out, and went up 

the slope leaning on the cane and gasping. 

The thick somke had changed the naturally bright sky into a 

leaden onee A few tumble-down hduses had been left on either 

side of the road. And also, my figure must have been miserable. 

I eame inssight of Katsuyama primary sshool. 

eooeeMy Old home is just around the corner!..... 

Nevertheless, the more I hurried, the more my leaden legs 

struggled. 

eooeeOhd I can see my old official residencelecess 

My heart throbbed. At length...eoh, at length I reached the 

home of my own! 

But, I was deeply disheartened, as I found nobody at the 

destroyed official residence at hatsuyama-cho. 

However, i mustered my courage again and made for the official 

resicence at Yaoya-cho this time. 

The official residence at Yaoya-cho was in the immediate neigh-  



borhood, so 1 was impatient to go .there rapidly. 

But my legs were so tired that I could not but walk as slow- 

ly as a tortoise. 

Oh, the gate! Gate, gate! At last I reached the very gate 

of my own hdme} 

Then I found there some words written with white chalk on 

the door of the gate. And those words were really my father's 

handwriting without fail. 

Dear Masako 

We are all safe. Come to the remains of the law-court 

after the fires are put out. 

Upon reading through the notice, I evidently found Miss Haye- 

shi's figure in the desolate garden in front of the porch. 

(Miss Hayashi had come to Nagasaki with my family from Tokyo 

as younger sister's tutor) 

"Miss Hayashis™ criedl. 

“Why! It's Masakoé" 

Hardly had I clung to her when I burst into tears in spite 

4 

“myself. I thought to myselfe...."1 May WEED NOWeeees 

Weeping upon her shoulder and dragging an old pair of straw- 

sandals, I entered the house; the pieces of glass had been scat= 

tered all over the interior of the hduse. As soon as Il entered the 

house, 1 asked after my father's safety forgetting even the 

pains in the wounds. 

© ® 

‘Where's father? Where is my father? Tell me where he is 

"Don't worry dear. ‘our father is safe, and he is now at the.  



public office. But he will come back soon." 

With her face bathed in tears, Miss Hayashi took me to the 

Kitchen. And she set a kneeling cushion for me on the planking 

at the entrance, then let me sit down on it. On taking a seat,, 

I was suddenly attacked by. unbearable fatigue and I felt nausea. 

But i endured the nausea and got Miss Hayashi to change my 

clothes; then I had my wounds treated carefully with oxyful and 

tincture of iodine, and I got her bind my head. Now that I had 

the wounds treated and I was reasured, 1 began to feel twings of 

scratches on the extemities this time. 

But the most serious hurt on my head did nat give me any 

pains. 

At that moment, my beloved father's voice saying "Hello." 

in depressed tone was heard outside. 

He came into the house with downecast eyes, and lifted his 

eyes; fle unintentionally looked at me. 

There was such a valuable and impressive moment as this for 

both my, father and me, wasn't there?” 

"Oh, father!....Father!"™ involuntarily cried I. 

"Oh, Masakoi"™ He ran up to me. 

I was beside myself with joy, and cried again. 

“Father!...."% I rushed at father and clung to his breast. 

it was not a dream, it was an actualitye . 

it was not the other world. It was the present life. 

"Masako!...My dear....Masakole...” 

My father's voice repeating in faltering accents was also 

real, I had longed for my father's voice.  



"FIGHTING AGAINST ATOM" 

In the very evening I had come back to the official residence, 

my household my father, Miss Hayashi, her mother and I left 

the residence and removed to the training hall at Tagami, com- 

plying with several officials' recommendation. 

The first shades of twilight began to settle upon the house 

at Tagami which was surmounded by a bamboo grove, when I was in 

a corner of the dark, un-lighted room calmly sleeping with my 

head on my father's lap without being aware of the other's 

eating dinner. 

On the following day, the llth, I went to Yosei-en (the hospital) 

at Tagami to see Dr. Makimoto for his medical advice (Dr. Makimoto 

was the director of the hospital). As American airplanes frequent- 

ly attacked, and moreover the alarm was not given, 1 often had 

to take refuge into an air-defense trench every time plane-humnings 

were heard. To go to trench which was very hard for even healthy 

people, was felt harder and haraer for mee I could not put an 

air-raid hood on the wounded head which gave me pain by touch- 
anti- 

ing: I could not urn so fast with the hurt right foot, and I 

had felt sick at my stomach all of the time. 

oh,I cannot tell you enough how hard it was for me to go to 

the trench so often leaving the warm and comfortable bed. AS 

I had eaten notheing for two days, I had become_less energetic 

and felt dizzy.  



I ate for the first time a salty small riceball and three 

big pickled plums for lunch that day, I could not eat any more. 

To tell the truth, I thought that I could not have eaten 4 single 

pickled plum. But it was so delicious that i ate three plums at 

last! However, I felt later intolerably thirsty and drank water 

many times. And yet, much as I might drink, l could not quench 

my thirst. And at last, I was reproved by Miss Hayashi. Neverthe- 

less, 1 could not bear thirst and drank water AgaiNneccere 

On the following morning, as 1 got up 1 felt severe pains in 

the sound on my head which had not given me any pains before un- 

less it had been touched. And I went through hardship even to 

wagh my hands. The pain was every moment becoming worse. The 

swelling of a lymphatic gland at the neck to get Upe 

Then it was agreed to ask for Dre Makimoto to visit mee 

After my father went down to the city, my pain grew from bad 

to worsee I began to. fgel an intolerable chill’into the bargain. 

I then had many coverilets put on my»obed, thereupon an unbearab le 

hotness attacked me this time. Miss Hayashi, saying "You must have 

a fever.” and took my temperature. My temperature was then about 

102 degree, but it was some 104 degree when Dre Makimoto came 

home to:see me» Moreover, i had lost much of my appetite. The 

@€octor said "The virus of the wound has been stopped by the lym- 

phatic gland, } supposed. And the fact that you have become tofeel 

pain at the wound proves that your wound is gradually healingeee. 

So don't be anxious. The sufferers of the new bomb commonly loose 

their appetite. it seems that poison-gas was mixed in the bomb. 

And he gave me a painful injection. But the pain at the wound  



wass to severe to listen to his explanacion. Tingles at the wound 

became unbearable, and I could not keep back my tears. I coulé 

not recognize whether I was living or not. 

"Buzzing!" A shouting made me come to myself again. But I 

had already lost my vigor even to rise up. 

“Ivwill die. I would rather die than live and suffer so much... 

I will dies. wscsens® 

I thought to myself, but the next moment, second thoughts pro- 

iInped me to give up this idea. And I swore to my self in the bed. 

"I must not die now. Norsmust I be discouraged, however bitterly 

I may suffer. I'll surely regain my dear life before long, though 

I am suffering so severely now. This life of mine is not merely 

my own lifes... More than thate So I shall never fail to over= 

come my enemy of disease and become healthy" 

However, the pain was unbearable, until it became quite diffi- 

cult even to rise up to go to the trench. As time went by. the 

pain grew from bad to worse and I continued to sob, complaining 

"Ouch!i...-,How it hurts mes....e0h my aching headé™ 

I set my teethy I clenched by fists to bear the pain. And 

yet tears came into myceyes. “What a tame girl you are, Masako, 

that you can't bear such external wound. Cheer up! I guess you 

are exaggerating a little, aren't you?" Miss Hayashi said to me 

in a tone of reproof and yet encouraginge But I was seized with 

a great pain and listened to her in an absent sort of way. 

id 

By and by, the evening dusk gathered, and feeble candle-light 

was kinkled in the room. 

{ still continued to moan. My pillow, my bedcloth and a towel 

had been also wet .by my tears. I was alone sobbing and waiting  



for my father's return. 

That night, delayed as usual with tie business in the office, 

my father came back through the darkness with his aching heart 

at the inquiring thought of how i was getting on, climbing 

gasping up and down 35 miles of mounté@éain passage, 

.fter having finished his dinner by tie light of the candle, 

with boiled pumpkin which had already gpown cold, my father 

soon came to me. And he gently massaged me still suffering from 

the pain on the shoulder and around thepneck. 

Father kindly followed me even to go to tie toilet, and took 

good care of me. 

Also, he shared his own light quilts with me, and se said, “well 

dear, I'll massage you on the shoulder thene So Sleep soon™ 

Theb he gently and calmly rubbed me on the shoulder which had 

been stiffened by the labor atithe factory. Comfortable massage 

gradually deprived the wound its pain. Father still continued to 

massage me gently and caressingly.e Then the comfortable feeling 

induced me to the dream-land unnoticed. 

As 1 was awaked from sleep in the midnight, 1 found there 

my father, still had been massaging me. My father eagerly had 

been rubbing my shoulder all through the night unmindful of the 

dayts fatigue so that he might alleviate my pain even a little 

more. Tears came into my eyess But those tears never came frou 

the pain. i was very very much overwhelmed with gratitude for my 

father's tenderness: 

August 15. The utter darkness of the night had already fallen. 

But a six watt globe which had been used since the previous  



day was throwing.a faint light over a eight-mat room in waich 

mosquito-net had already been hung. 

The new powerful bomb was proved to be the awful and dreadful 

Atomic-bomb, and the fact that the bomb had a great strong power 

was known by the papers. But the factory zone in the proximity 

of Urakami which eas looked down from the room through the dagk 

bamboo grove was still furiously burning. 

ind inmuverable smokes of cremating bodies must have been 

rising into the air everywhere in the eity. 

As my temperature which had been developed three days before 

did not quite fall yet, I was in my bed, especially longing 

for my father's coming home, recollecting the events which had 

happened on that day. 

Maybe, it was about 10 ofelock in the morning. And @ veighbor 

was talking with myfamily in this way. 
a. 

*when I passed such and such place,little wnile ago, i saw 

a soldier ona high stone. ind he was saying ‘Japan has surrender- 

ed unconditionally to America.$....’ It's very silly of hia 

to say such a thing, isn't it?" 

After a while, a Mr. Ariura, an official of the law-court 

came to Miss Hayashi to deliver my father's messag ‘iss Hayashi 

then opened the letter and read it: "A very important thing 

will be broadcast at noone So listen to the radio, anybody will 

AO eei0 6 odace Sere 

Theh we asked a man in order to listen to the raéio to know 

what the important thing would be. By his explanation, we learnt 

that it had ween His Majesty the Emperor's own broadcasting, 

and that it was probable that hostilities had been suspended, 

though the import of broadcasgt had hardly been caught by dint¢  



‘ 

of moises of ahiou Yes, indeed, it was quite strange that the 

plain-humaings had sot been heard at all from the morning on that 

day. But I could not bring myself at all to believe such a 

thing as an armistice. 

For this reason, I had been especially waiting for my father's 

return. But strange to say, he gid not come back though the 

time when he had usually returned:«.home haé already passé€ce 

Miss Hayashi said,"The armistice must be truee” But i could 

not believe it af all. 

The following morning, or awaking, 1 abruptly asked my father, 

who had already got up and been changing his clothes,. about the 

previous day's broadcasting. 

What I had firmly believed was after alla great mistake. 

At last, oh at last, Japan was defeated! 1 couldnot contain 

myself for vexation. 1 was very inuch impatient at this fact. 

After that, as i was given thecinjection of anti-feorility, 

gradually I had a good appetite though i had a mild fever for 4 

while. 

August 29. I again climbed down the hill earrying heavey 

baggage on my back to the official residence at Yaoya-cho in the 

city. But the official residence was still in an entirely rouinous 

condition. in a certain room, we could see the blue sky through 

the broken ceilling. We had to walk with clogs to go to the room 

at the back of the house. and in the kitchen, heavy rain forced 

us to put on boots and put up an uubrella for cooking. 

cn the following morning (30th), my aunt Chiyoko ana my cousin 

Yoshikazu came from Fukuoka to my home in or der inquire after 

my condition. Then i very cheerfully wert as far as Nagasaki  



station to meet them. Nevertheless, a few days after, i. began 

to feel dizzy and excessively fatigued as I stood up. As tuere 

was something suspicious about “ay condition, I had the number 

of my blood-corpuscles cow.ted on the 7th of Septe i was tien 

to know that the number of tie white-corpusciles 
extremely surprised 

had decreased to only 1850, though the healthy people's 
in my blood 

must have been from 6000 to 8000. The clogs and red thongs whica 

i put on first that aay all at once seemed as if tiey were duile 

Here's &@ pretty go: it's a matter of life and deaths My fatuer 

who had taken an optiaistic view about my condition by that 

time was also very much surprised. 

And on the next day, 1 left Nagasaki for Fukuoka with my 

aunt and others. 

 



"A NEW LIFE™ 

After | removed to tne family villa in the Noma mountains, 

perhaps due to the influence of diffenrent surroundi:.gs, the 

dizziness, which hadi been bothering me for some time, stopped 

and I gained colar. This pleased everyone at the Noma House. 

Every day my aunt took great pairs to make versimion- leat 

iumplings for me. Fersimson-leaf, which contains much vitasin- 

C, is supposed to be good for one witn atomic disease. Besides 

that I was the only one who could have raw eggs every morniuge 

September 15. On that day, 1 dressed up in my Sunday best, 

pink hempen blouse and purple Mompei,aid cheerfully went out 

with my aunt. 

The sky wag perfect blue and there was uot 4 jign of a cloud. 

It -was hard to beliewe that a B=-29 had appeared in this same 

sky carrying the dreadful atomic-bomb. 1 walked along with my 

aunt cherishing a joyful feeli: g in heart. 

fe vere going to the Imperial University 
oS S 

yee : 
purpose of checking my blooc=<count. 

T was convinced that my white corpuscle must have increased 

since I had left Nag 

MAA 

that I might soon 

grave, andleave my gentle father, 

sisters, Yasuyo auc Shizuko. 

riding on a V@r;  



fe) Sit Ls a 2 § ont bo 

in the departusnt of interaal disease under 

T\ + 
Dr. Sawada. I was assigged to a private room. It 

was very bright and comfortable. 

(jointed on of the back corridors, so it was very 

quiet all the time. i was allowed to walk around as much as I 

liked. 

Through the window of the corridor I could see a beautiful 

avenue bordered with pine trees, which game out from the front 
+ , 

. 
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of the shrine of Hakozaki Hachiman. 1 could also look at the 

glittering sea, and the waves calmly lapping on the beach. 

In the Hospital Il was attended by the childlike, jolly phsi- 

cian, DreHayashi, and two gentle nurses, Miss i shida and Miss 

Taguchi. 

My aunt Osono stayed with me there and made delicious meals 

every day. I spent each day calmly and happily in the hospital 

with my aunt, looking at the beautiful sea@...e. forgetting even 

the conditidn of my blood. 

Many things happened in that room which 1 cangot forget. 

It was here that I was given the valuable blood by Mr. Teizo 

Tsutsuai (My aunt Chiyoko's brother-in-law). “erhaps his blood 

saved my life. 

That day, I was much pleased because I was able to see my 

father. He visited me after a long separation. He had made a 

bussiness trip to Fukuoka Prefecture. Teizo's visit also pleased 

me very much. 

Hewever, I was surprised when + heard that 1 was to receive 

a transfusion. Seon aiter, Teizo came into the room with set  



teeth, holding his right arm. He was followed by Dr. Hayashi 

with a large hypodermic full ef darkish blood. Then came Miss 

Ishida all in white. My heart pounded when i saw them. i was fur- 

ther shocked when £ noticed the biggest needle I had ever seen 

on the end of the hypodermic! However, that needle had been 

used for Teizo. & was replaced by a finer one for me. f now 

felt truly sorry for Teize whe had been stuck by the big needle. 

But I seen forgot about him and theught ef what was coming fer 

mee My father and aunt were on my left side, and the decter 

and nurse were on the right. 

I took my father's hand, turned ty face from the needle, 

and shut my eyes, I felt a slight ache, but there was no mare 

pain after the needle was in my arm. Wheb 1 opened my eyes, 

my father asked,”"Does it hurt a little bit?" 1 answered, “no, 

not atiall.” It took quite a while to finish the transfusion. 

That evening, the new blood circled ground in my body and 

made me become red and totter as if i were drunk, and my temper- 

ature rose to 102 degree. 

I spent the days that followed very happily in the hos ital. 

My white corpuscle, count was increasing day by day. The red 

angb lue lines on my temperature chart were gradually descending. 

Nutritious food was recommended for me while I was in the hos- 

pital, so i had my fill of delicious food every day. 

There were s@asoned rice, rice-balls, rice boiled with chest- 

“nut, grippled rice, O-shiruko (Sweet red-bean soup with rice- 

cake), Tempura (vegetable and fish fried in oil), bread and butter, 

raw fish (a delicacy), hot cakes, eggs, canned salmon, milk,  



persimmons, ¢UCe 

y aunt kept me entertained at all times. 

Each day when the nurse caile in, i would tell her that i had 

just eatem four cups of the sweetest O-shiruko she had ever 

seene She would lick her lips and say, “Oh, what an enviable 

child you ares" I began to really feel sorry for here 

I soon began to gain weight rapidly. i had been nicknamede 

"Living Skelton’ or ’Skinny Damsel", so it was a pleasure to 

hear the astonished words of all visitors when they would say, 

You've grow 
Well, well, I can hardlj recognize you, Masako. 

v 

, 

fat, haven 'tyou?" 

Not many people spent such happy days in the hospital as l 

did. However, i was always tormented by Sn anxiety. Itiwas that — 

all "Atomic" patients had to pe given extremely painful injections 

of liver hormone. It was given in small doses on the buttockse 

Liver hormone posed to be good for atomic disease, so 

it was given in varying quantities to all such patients. 

Therefore, it was quite probable that Il would soon be given 

those injections although i seemed to already be in the stage of 

convalescence. 

This was my only fear! But at last my turn caile around. it 

i ceo See a iets ; ; 

was in my same room that I received the painful injectiln. l 

had already been permitted to walk outside of the hospital on 

several oceations. 

The late afternoon sun Bas calmlyeshining inte my sick roon 

and I was in bed eating €inner with aunt peside me. Just then 

a nurse came into the room and said. 

"Please prepare for 4h injection, Miss ishida.” = was sur- 

prised to hear her words, because i had never before been given  



an injection in the evening. Oh, it was surely the terrible 

liver hormone! Against my will, I lay on my stomach on the bed. 

How it hurt me! Gritting my teeth, = held fast to the bed posts. 

“It hurts, doesn't it?" said the nurse. “This is just like a 

salt injectién. That's the girl, Miss iShida. Can you bear it a 

little longer....?” 

But her voice soon merged into pain. 

The next morning, when I awake, my buttocks was swallen and 

feverish on that side. 

Thag day I was given another injection, so that both sides 

of my buttocks were so sore that I couldn't sit or even lie down 

on my back. 

After the painful injections 1 soon lost interest in my hospital 

life. I was dying every day for my father's permission to leave 

the hospital. But the letters from my father were all the same. 

"There is no need to be in a hurry. You'd better take it easy 

for as long as possible.” 

It was not long before I was permitted to enjoy the public 

hot-baths. So, when my sister, Yasuyo and Shizuko visited me, 

we went together to the bath-house at Hakozaki. But 1 did not 

fret. Still I longed for.my father's permission every day. 

There was an additidnal unpleasant experience in the hospital. 

One day a nurse brought an India-rubber tube to me early in the 

morning. 

n 

According to her explanation, Nad to have my gastric juice 

analized by swallowing the small “plumb” connected to the top 

of the tube. But I could not force my-self to get it down. 

“Why should I mind simply swallowing the tube? I'm not trouble 

ru 
with indigestion!” I stared fixedly at the small “plumb”. Two  



or three times I had the nurse to stuff the tube into my mouth. 

But every time i tried to swallow it, I vomited up something 

and felt so nauseated that I desperately pulled the tube out of 

my throat. 

The Bime went on, one hour...two hours. Bui li could nat get 

it down. Finally, 1 gave up trying and went sleep..... throwing 

the tube down at my bea@sides. All the rest of the day i felt 

sick at my stomach. 

i was completely tired of life in the hospital. 4+ lost my 

affection for the lovely room, the jolly doctor and the Kind 

nurse€Se 

Every day, + woote to my father asking him to, “#lease let 

me leave the hospital soon." 

But his answer&s gave me no consolation. 

On the 12th of October, Mr. Shono came from Nagasaki to see his 

son who was also in the hospital with the atomic disease. 

He dropped in at my Boom 4s my aunt and I were finishing our lunch. 

He brought me a big package and siad. “Masako dear, here's a 

present from your father.” 

What could it be! 1 hurriedly opened it with trembling hands, 

héping to find a letter containing good news fron my father 

among the presents. 

: i un 5 | Pe : : 

But all I fogjnd were some uneipe oranges and four pairs of 

A 3 ; 
straw sandSls. Just one postcard bearing the words “You may 

leave the haspital” would have pleased me more than those oranges 

and sandals. Then I decided to send a message to my father 

by Mr. Shono, since he was soon returning to Nagasaki. 

Dear Father: 

Please let me leave the hospital soon. I was given per-  



mission to leave the hdspital ten days ago. Every time 

Dre oe makes his rounds, he only telis me the same thing 

without checking carfully “Well, you are on the mend." 

My neighbors are leaving the hospital every day. Mr. 

Iwatsu was also discharged from the hospital yester-day. 

The other day i was given a very painful injections on 

my buttocks, and my buttocks were so Sswallen and feyerisn 

that I could not walk for a few days. Yesterday, I was also 

forced to swallow an India-rubber tube to analize my gastric 

juice. I tried to swallow it, but i vomited something and 

felt nauseated. At last, i gave up trying. As I told you 

just now, my healthy body has been used in a tentative 

way here in the hospital. 4+ cannot endure to stay here any 

moree Today? Tomorrow? Any day will do. My only desire is 

to leave the hospital as soon as i Gan. Please permit me 

to go home. 1 am quite well now. Please let me make myself 

comfortable in my own home. The severe patient in the next 

room is also going tooleave the hospital on the 20th of 

this month. I am after all a burdefa to people here. 

Please, please let me leave the hospital soon, won't 

you? 

i need nothing! I won't nothing. except your words = "You 

may return home. ~ 

I am dying for a letter from you. 

ar ost, 

Please let me leave the hospital on the 7th ef 18th 

at least! Please please please:: 

Hoping to hear from you soon, il remain, 

Yours affectionately, 

Masako.  



i few days after I wrote this letter, Miss i shida smiling 

brought me my father's letter which I had longed for. How 

joyful and delightful it was to read the letter!...-. My happiness 

at that moment was beyond the power of the pen to describe. 

In the evening on the 18th of October, my aunt O-sono and 

I went back to the family vidla in the Noma mountains, under 

same umbrella in the dizzling rain. 

In due @ourse, the feast of the chrysanthemum past away. 

And pretty blossoms of thea sasanqua opened in the garden of 

Nema Hause. Then the fair snow lady often came to the garden 

to decorate the withered trees with her pretty white bouquet. 

The remorseful year of 1945 past away with the sounds of the 

bell ringing the old year out. And at last, the new year came. 

I delightfully reached 15 years old. (According to the Japanese 

custom, everyone celebrates his birthday on January.1, so i 

was very delighted to becomel5 years old at last.) 

A new school term would soon begin. So I said farewell to 

my time of recovery which had been filled with so many experi- 
ali 
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ences. 

My train is now running with comfortable swings toward my 

dear old Nagasaki. 

T am now thinking of the many experiences which I have just 

related.....as 1 stare from the train wido at the shifting scenes. 

The awful explosion of the atomic bomb at the factory. 

Painful vigil in the tunnel trench. 

The haré life i: the sick-bed at Tagami. 

The joyful time of recovery in Fukuoka.  



et 

411 these kaleidoscopic memories are revived in my mi aad Y Ald Lii C aid d 4 - 

Valuable experiences and ach lessens. Unintexti@mally, i 

remembe@ some phrases in the 1 ster from hen-ichi (my cousin, 

Kenichi Tanabe ) 

i, eoeeseoel think, youlpast torturing experiences must 

have often made you shudder. Your harrow escape from death 
é e's & 1 may, indeed, be on of the most baluable experiences of your “ 

life.You have started your life afresh in all respects. 

den Masako may have once perished at Nagasaki....wit! 

mrp ne expiosions of two atomic-bombs brought old, 

iit Japan to ruin. 

fell a victim to thi calmity, and 

hair's bfeath, must have had many 

fact that innumerable lives around you 

with the dreadful rays of the 

to you something more solemn 
al 

than your own eXcape from death, doesn't it? Therefore + 
, 2 

= lf offer my hearty good wishes to you whe got a golden chance 

to begin your life all over. 

Perhaps, your deceased mother rescued and protected you. 

To enjoy life is never a crime. I think that you must now 

appreciate héw joyful it is to live....... 

4h, the train has passed the tunnel of Nagayo. My train is 

rushingat full speed for Nagasaki. The train will soon reach 

chino-wo. The tunnel trench at Michi-no-wo will @ome in Sight 

soone 

I again pictured the unforgettable memory to myself....e.e  



the memory of the pain gil in that very tunnel trench. 

 


