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lirgshima

RIBOSHIMA, AUG. 6, 1845: The Enola Gay arrived overhead at 8:15 a.m. and released its solitary bomb. Shizuko Yamasaki was at home with
her toddler son. People near ground zero were vaporized —about 80,000 died instantly—and most of the city simply ceased to exist,

T WAS A VERY HOT DAY. I CAME OUT
of an air-raid shelter with my
2-year-old son, Atsunori, a little be-
fore 8. It was breakfast time, and
we hurried back to our old wooden

house. Iwasjustabmntohandhnna'
bowl of rice when rays of a strange blmsh

and whitish color came in
throngh the kitchen win-
dow,- brushed my right
cheek and hit Atsunori
right in the eyes. I held him
tight to my bosom as the
house was hfted and moved
by the blast. :
- The next moment G
._jomd__myselﬁ_mxshe
house. It was pitch “dark
and I couldn’t move an
“~inch with the roof, “walls
and rubble on ‘my back. All
I could think of was “I'm
\ going to die here.” Then
something moved under
ny body. It was Atsunor,
begging for help and crying
" with pain. 1 had to find a
way out to save his life. If
he died, I could not face
my husband when he re-
. turned from the war. The
mushroom cloud must have
gone, ‘and I saw a ray of
sunlight coming through. ,
. Al Icould do was dig -~ :
—-ground - with my—hand and move like a
snail toward the s
Covered with mud and blood, 1 pus‘hed
‘my son out, then came out of the fallen
house to see a kind of Hiroshima I had
never seen—a destroyed city much worse
than a living hell. I saw people walking
hkeghostswaththen'shnpeeledand
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“h?nﬁﬁg—mce seaweﬁ. and there were.
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charred bodies inside the burned trams.
Carrying Atsunori, whose body was slip-

pery with blood, I rushed to the river-

bank, where we spent three nights, sur-
rounded by the injured and corpses. On
the fourth day I stood up. Holding my son

,in my-arms, I managed to reach a village

overtbe mom:tamwbere my&ﬂxer]xved.

Soon after the blast, our hair began to
fall out and Atsunori developed a serious
nose-bleeding problem that continued for
years to come. We stayed in Hiroshima in

_that hot summer to wait for the return of
my husband. I wanted to make sure that

he had a place to come back to. But there

was no word from him even after the war

‘

‘was over. So I visited a former mﬂxtary of-

fice on Aug. 29 to ask about my husband.

“There I was informed that he had died of

dengue fever in Singapore on March 29. If
only they had told us of his death, we
could have been spared from the radiation
and the hardshap that followed.

After the blast, I made a
living sewing and selling ki-
monos. 1 later taught knit-
ting and at times worked as
a clerk. But the sufferings

stopped. When he was in
the fifth grade I noticed
__that something ‘was terribly

_wrong thh .Atsunon s eye-
blmd, and was dxagnosed
as having an “A-bomb”
cataract. Even after an op-
eration, his eyesight re-
mained weak. He had to
attend the school for the
blind and became a mas-
seur. He and I worked
hard, hoping to build a
house one day.

. That dream was short-

. lived Atsunori began to
have serious problems in
the early "80s with walking

it was due to a cerebellum
disorder. His condition has
been deteriorating ever

n-smee As_for myself, I have undergone
~about 10 operations starting in 1858. T am
getting old, but I cannot die yet. How can -

1 leave ia¥ sou behind tie way he is?

Though almost 54 years have passed since

the A-bomb was .Irop’ «ed over Hiroshima,
1 don't feel the war is over yet. The trag-
edy of Hircshima basw't ended. My son
and Lare living proof. . : u

from the A-bomb never'

and speaking. Doctors said
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