Personal Record of Takeharu Terao: Hiroshima Atomic Bomb Survivor

As posted on: http://www.coara.or.jp/~ryoji/abomb/a-bomb1.html

I want to erase this unpleasant, disgusting memory from my brain.
On the fateful day of 6 August, 1945, I was a 3rd year student of Science Department, Hiroshima Teacher's College. (now Hiroshima University Teacher's Course for Mathematics). About the middle days of my first year, we often heard that the war condition was getting worse and the war front expanded limitlessly. Almost all students were drafted to the army. But we were still in the college because we were Teacher candidates in the future. But the situation changed gradually. Students of the humanities were also drafted, only the students of the natural sciences like us were allowed to remain.
I went up to the second floor for deskwork. I was checking the student attendance while directing my back was facing to the hypocenter. Suddenly, a bluish white light flashed like an electric welding spark, gas-welding torch, or magnesium burning at a time. The world went white.

I instinctively thought that this was a big accident of the gas supply company in Kannon-district or in the transformer substation in Misasa. I rushed to the window widely open to the outside for ventilation. I saw the direction of the possible accident. I witnessed a yellowish scarlet plume rising like a candle fire high in the sky surrounded by pitch-black swirling smoke. (As I had no idea of an A-bomb at that time, I never imagined that a mushroom cloud was about to rise). At the same moment, from apart, houses levitated a little and then crushed down to the ground like domino pieces. It was just like a white wave head coming toward me while standing on the beach. The wave steadily approached (This was later called blast shock wave). I felt terrible for the first time. I had to do something, the second floor I stayed would have soon crushed down. My friend near by Mr. Soma or Mr. Yoshikawa shouted something. I dashed under the desk and held my breath awaiting something to come. It was just a few seconds that I saw the flash and got beneath the desk.

My friend shouted "Your right eye is hurt!" I touched my eye only to feel blood clot on my palm. But I didn't feel any pain at all. The blast shattered the windowpanes to smithereens and scattering pieces must have penetrated my eyelid. Flowing blood got into my eye and I lost eyesight.

It was said that there was no other way to ease the burn victims only to apply white ointment. I was then put on a wooden board and laid down on the floor of a building that was slanted by the blast wind. On my chest was a paper tag on which my name, birthplace, age and blood type were written. Around me were many burn victims groaning of pain. Skins of the living people were decaying and releasing intolerable odor.
No more. I don't want to witness again such a hell on earth. I don't want to even recollect it. This is the limit of what I can post.
