
wheat agreement ratified by the 
greatest possible number  of  pro- 
ducing  and consuming countries 
thus becomes an absoldte necessity. 
The new agreement  must envisage 
progressively expanding  production 
for a world with  a progressively de- 
veloping purchasing power. It must 
provide coverage for losses incurred 
by any participating  country. Stocks 
must be available for  all kinds of 

emergency, from local famines to 
widespread harvest fadures Long- 
term. credits may  be needed to  en- 
able  certain  poor countries to par- 
ticipate in the agreement. Producer 
countries  should  understand that 
trade  must  be reciprocal. 

T o  create peace we must  root out 
the cause of war; to combat com- 
munism  requires the  elimination of 
Its predisposing factors; to  liquidate 

colonialism means to provide not 
only liberty but  the  opportunity for 
prosperity; to achieve full  mterna- 
tional  cooperation involves not 
m.e r e 1 y understanding  another’s 
point of view but being  prepared 
to make‘  concessions  to  1t. Pmem‘  e t  
czrcenses was the  old Roman pre- 
scription  for satisfylng the people. 
In  the long run bread will prove the 
more important. 

’ [,The A-bomb dropped on Hiro- 
shzma on August 6, 1-445, ktlled 359 
students  and 10 teachers in Haro- 
slaznza H i g h  Sclzool, known locally as 
‘rItcIZu.” A yea7 later  the  bereaued 
parents formed an  Organzza5ron of 
rtchu Survzvors to  comfort and help 
each  other.  Masayuki  Akita, Presz- 
dent of the group, collected from 
m e m b e ~ s  thezr-  fiersonal account7 of 
the  tragic day; later,  a T o k y o  pub- 
lzshzng house,  Masuboslzo,  pranted 
the stories iit book form under  the 
tttle rrThe Stars Are  Watckzng Us.’” 

The followmg extracts from the  
book  weye  tTanslated by a Japanese,  
resident of the  Umted  States, who 
notes  that  she trzed to retaan an.Eng- 
lash “the simplzcity  and  altogether 
unlzterary qualzty” of the  orzginal 
Japanese. T h e  translator  also dzd 
the  drawzngs.] 

By Mrs. Tsunataro ‘Mitsuho 

ON THE morning of August 6, 1945, 
I overslept, and made 5reakfast in 
a rush. But I did  not  hrget  to slip 
into  the rice the two tiny sweet 
potatoes I had  found m the  potato 
patch the day before. 

As soon  as breakfast was ready, 1 
called my son. Isshin, but he had 
overslept too, and I found him so 
fast asleep that I hesitated  for a mo- 
ment to wake him. Then I shook 
him  and called his name  for I knew 
he should not be late for school. 
When  he woke up  and saw the time, 
he was going off to schbol without 
any breakfast, but I told him  to  eat 
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some,  as there were  sweet potatoes 
in the nce. With his suoes already 
on,  he  sat on the edge ot the  kitchen 
floor, blowing on his rice and  gulp- 
ing  it down. Then he ran out of the 
house: Who couid know that this ’ 
was, the last we would see of him? 

About an  hour  later the  atomic 
bomb was dropped. We had no idea 
then, of course, of the Invention of 
the new weapon, and we thought 
many b o m  b s must have been 
dropped  all over the city. From our 
place i t  looked as if !he.  gas tank in 
lMinamiimichi haa been hit. I was 
concerned for Isshin’s slster, a  stu- 
dent  at Yamanaka High School, who 
had gone to the factory in Mlnaml-- 

michi  for  labor service ‘hat morning, 
and lny  husband  started  there  rlght 
away. When  he arrived he  found 
no one, and the  people around there 
said ali  the  students and teachers 
had  lek; so he felt relieved about 
her.  He  then  started off for  “Itchu” 
to look for Isshin. The authorities 
would not let him go, however, with- 
out a fire costume, and so he came 
home and changed and left again, 
this time on a bicycle. 

There were fires all over the city; 
and  although he tried  many  routes 
he  could not get near  tne school. As 
he  turned back from Fujimi Bridge 
and passed the Hifukusho, he came 
upon Fujii, a classmate of Isshin’s, 
lying on the  ground. ‘He picked him 
up and  put  him  on  the back of his 
bicycle and  brought him to our 
house. After stopping  at Fujii’s home 
to tell them about  the boy, he went - 
oft again  to look for  isshin. 

H e  searched everywhere, walking 
through  c  r o w d s, calling  \Isshin’s 
name. Until  midnight he went on 
and on, but there was no answer 
anywhere. The next  mozning before 
i t  was light he went out again. 
Starting at the school, he searched 
in every direction, but ne could find 
no trace of our son. 

For twenty-four days he con- 
tinued  to look every day all over the 
city, taking  with him a  change of 
clothes for Isshin, somp food, and a 
belt with  which to carry him  on his 
back. Every night he would come 
home miserably, with  no news. 

Finally one day he said, “Where 
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did he die? H e  must have wanted 
water and called our names, and we 
were not there to give i t  to’ him.“ 

Every  day he continued to go out, 
coming back at night  with  the bad 
smell of death  on him from hoking 
at the dead and touching them, 
hoping to find the body of Isshin. 

He had never believed in ghosts 
before and  had laughed at  the idea. 

‘But nbw he began to go to the 
school at midnight to see if Isshin’s 
spirit might appear. fTe  went one 
night  in the pouring  rain because he 
‘had heard that spirits come out on 
rainy nlghts. H e  kept w a 1 k i n g  
around  and  around, the“ school  call- 
ing as loudly as he could. “Isshinl 
Isshinl” But nothing appeared and 
he heard  no answer. He came home 

When I look back on all-  that 
happened, I feel that Isshin must 
have been born  under a dark star. 
The day the results of his entrance 
examination were announced, March 
19, 1945, the sky  was covered wirh 

0 American airplanes and ~ the Hiro- 
shima Kosho  was hit. After he 
started . going  to  school, we were 
bombed ,twice. And then the atom 
bomb that  brought his death: I anly 
hope he sleeps in peace. 

_ ,  weeping. 

By Yasuo Yasnamoto 

i THE year blfore  the bombing of  . 
Hirmhima  the younger of our two 
children, aged  seven, had  died of 
food poisoning from a can of gov- 
ernment-supplied f o o d. I was so 
shocked I did not think I would ever 
recover from it. After that I kept 
telling Masumi, the other chil,d, a 
boy of fourteen, that he must, live 
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through the war as he was our only 
son  now. 

On the morning of the bombing 
I was making a, trip on my bicycle 
in the opppslte direction from the 
place  where I worked, as I had to do 
some errands. I heard airplanes but 
did not think much of it;  in those 
days we were so used  to raids that if 
we kept worrying about planes we 
would never get any  business  done. 
. About two minutes later there 
was a column of fire about ten.yards 
ahead of me-a regular waterfall of 
fire-with terrific explosions like the 
sound ’of a thousand thunderclaps. 
My bicycle  was thrown high in the 
air, and I turned  a couple of somer- 
saults and  landed  behind a concrete 
wall. I looked myself over and found 
I was not  injured. 

When I was able to climb’ out 
from behind the wall, I found every- 
thing in frightful confusion; t h e  
screams of babies and women and 
the helpless calling , for lost  ones 
poured  into my ears like water from 
a dam that has broken. As I started 
toward home, I saw a  gronp of peo- 
ple running from the direction of 
the railroad station, some of them 
covered with blood, soFe holding tO- 
gether bleeding wounds with their 
hands, some with half their, halr 
burnt dff, all of them showing the 
greatest terror and suffering. It was 

house had18 no walls  ‘Bnd the third 
floor was on  a steep Slant. My wife 
cahe out, holding a bandage over ’ 

one arm and smiling, so I gathered 
she  was not seriously hurt. Inslde the 
house there were  piles of broken 
lass and fragments of doors and 

feilings. 1( 

Where was Masumi? Should I go 
and look for him? If I did, we might 
miss each other on the way. I t  would 
probably be better to  wait at home. 
I did not know what to do, so I did 
nothing, feeling restless and worried A 

all the ume. 
Suddenly I heard someone outside 

saying, “How dreadful you look, 
sonny. Who are you?’: 

“My name is  Yamamoto.” 
That @as surely our son’s voice! 1 

ran  out of the house. There stood a 

no skin left, and  no hair. There was 
no resemblance to my son, but  it ,was 
indeed Masumi. 

accident,” I cried, “but how happy 
we are  that you got home.” 

‘ practically naked form, with almost ‘1 

“You have met with a terrible ’ 

4 
He could only  say “Yes.” 5 

We  cleaned a part of the room 
and made a bed for him, and got off 
what clothing was left on him. 

He asked, “Am I going to die?” 
“Oh no,” I shouted vigorously- 

more to  reassure  myself-“nobody 
dies of anything like thls.” 

v 

‘ a  sea of fir. beyond the stazon,  and ~ I began  to  wonder what could 
all the houses there seemed to be 
destroyed. I began to worry about 
my own  house and  about MasumI. 
He  had left home that morning to 
go to work in the labor service, 
cleaning the, city. Perhaps where he 
worked it would be safe. 

When I got home, I found our 

I 

have  caused  such terrible wounds. 
It could not have been a bomb or in- 
cendiary bomb. It must have  been 
somethmg different: I I thought it 
must be somc. new weapon w$h 
strong power. My mind was filled 
with curiosity and terror. 

With the  help of a neighbor we 
put  our -son on a door panel  and 
took him to the first-aid station 
about ten blocks  away. There was a 
long line of seriodsly wounded.’ 
There seemed no use of waiting our 
turn, so finally I asked an army 
doctor at the entrance to check him. 
He  put some oil on him. Then, since , 
there seemed nothing else to do, we 
took him back  home. We could not 
stand it to watch him  breathing with 
such difficulty lying there on h e  
panel. 

When we got him home and  laid 
him on the bed, he was calmer. “I 
am not going  anywhere any more,” 
he said. Then he started telling US 
about  what  had happened, and, 
ended by saying, “‘I -wanted to see 
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Daddy and Mommy so. I ran out 
from the hell without knowing what 
I was doing.” 

After it got dark, he seemed  even 
calmer, but he wanted water more 

I ?  often. M y  wife  knew that so much 
water was not good for him, but she 
could not resist  giving him what he 
wanted. Still we did not give up  
hope.  Sometimes he was delirious, 
but most of the time  his  words  were 
clear. 

From the voices outside we knew 
that the fire beyond Hijiyama Park 
had kept on burning since morning, 
but we did not go out Lo see it. We 
stayed by Masumi, and ? tried to 
keep my wife from getting too much 
worked up. 

About eleven  o’clock  Masumi 
asked a strange question: “Is it true 
that there is a heaven?” 

I was ’shocked, and my w i f e  
seemed  confused, but she managed 
to- explain about the  beauty of  i:, 
as  she had heard. “Yes, there is,” she 
said. “It is a calm and peaceful  place, 
and there will be notlling like the 
war. It 1s full of naturai music.” 

Our son  listened ictently,’ and 
then interrupted with a question. 
“Are there sweet  jelly ,beans, too?” 

“Yes,  sweet jelly  beans and every- 
thing,”. my  wife answered  tearfully. 

“Then I am,going to die,” he said. 
I could not move. I could not 

breathe. My wife too  stoodd like a 
stone. My son started to say a prayer, 
After that he did  not even  ask for 
water. 

At  twelve  o’clock he breathe;  his 
last. It was a very beautiful and 
calm end. 

B y  Saburo Okada 

OUR oldest  son, Tatsuhi, was good 
at his  studies and  a gentle,  honest 
child. To get in  Itchu he  worked 
very hard,  and when he was ad- 
mitted to  the  school he called on the 
long-distance telephone to tell  me 
the news. 

I was stationed at Ono- army  hos- 
pital as a petty medical officer. 
When I heard the news, I was.very 
pleased and  had  drinks with my 
friends to celebrate. After that every 
morning I would  watch for the train 
carrying my son  to  school  to pass by 
the hospital so that I could give him 
a ‘morning, greeting. 

On August 5, 1945, a Sunde, I 
was at home on a one-day  leave. The 
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children and I sat together on the 
mat floor and talked about every- 

, thing. Tatsushi told me about his 
new  ,school and new friends and his 
plans to become an army or navy 
offlcer. Ai-er a happy talk we went 
to bed about ten  o’clock. 

Next morning, August 6, Tatsushi 
had to take a  train at half-past five. 
As I walked  with him to the gate tQ 

see him off, he said as usual, “I must! 
be going.” Then he turned  and came 
back. I thought he had forgotten 
something, but  he  just lqoked at me 
€or a moment and then walked  away 
again. We parted smiling, not know- 
ing this would be our last slght of 
each other. 

I went  back tu the hospital. Not 
long afterward there came  the great 
flash and sound of the atomic bomb. 
As the hospital was about ten  miles 
away from the city, we did  not suf- 
fe? any  damage, but we  were terri- 
fied by the mushroom-shaped cloud 
whlch  covered all  the eastern sky. 
I began  trying to get-through on the 
telephone, but I could only reach 
the Hatsukaichi police s t a t i  o n. 
About ten  o’clock  we learned that  a 
great bomb had been dropped on 
Hnoshima  and that there had been 
tremendous damage  land injuries. 
With medical soldiers in a car we 
started out for Hatsukzichi, where, 
we  set up a first-aid station. People 
were streaming iri with miserable 
cuts and burns. It was a dreadfvl 
scene. 

After working a couple of hours I 
got permission to go through the 
burning city to Itchu to  look for 
Tatsushi. When I- arrived, I found 
a  hell on earth.*The schoolhouse had 
been burned down. There were a 
few children in the pool. When  they 
saw  me,  they cried and begged  me :o 
help them. Their shoulders were 
burned; and  the water hurt the 
burns but outside it was too hoL for 

the naked body. I did not know 
what I could do for them. I asked 
the children if they  knew  where  my 
son  was. They  didn’t,  but  _one of 
them pointed to a  man they said was 
his teacher. I ran to him, but he 
had already breathed his last. 

I began  to  search for Tatsushi all 
along the way to  his school-Takano 
Bridge, to Nishikannon, qnd to  Koi 
station. Until it got dark I kept-go- 
ing back and forth, back and  forth. 
The fires  were  becoming stronger 
and bigger. Finally I went  back  to 
our first-aid station, where there was 
now a line of people extending over 
a mile. I worked there until €our 
o’clock,  worrying all the time and 
hoping to find Tatsushi among the 

i‘crowlds, but there was no sign of him. 
Then I went  back to the hospital, 
taking some  badly burned people 
in a car. 

From the hospital I called my 
wife, but she had  not succeeded in 
getting any  news at a11 of Tatsushi. 
For  more than two  days we could 
learn nothing. Then on the ninth 
my sister found  out  that he had been 
taken to the Akatsuki  army  camp in! 
Taio.  They told me there that he 
was already dead’and  that his  body 
had been  moved  to Ninoshima. But 
when I finally arrived at Ninoshima 
to claim the body,  they did not know 
whit had been done with it. I was 
given a wooden box hth nothing  in 
it but an army ,envelope, not even 
any hair or nads. A soldier told me 
that before  he died Tatsushi kept 
repeating “God damn! God damn!” 
That was at qoon on the seventh. 

When I remember  how a few  days 
before he  had played and worked 
happily, and when I think how  he 
must have  looked out  at the burning 
city from the,  Akatsuk! camp and 
longed to come home, I feel my in- 
testmes being torn  out. Now he is  an 
empty box. 
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