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Social Studies I- Modern World History

Directions: Read the article and answer the questions on your own piece of notebook paper. : . . s , ”

108 THE MORNING OF THE 500-TON BOMB

On the morning of August 6, 1945, an American B-29 bomber
dropped a single atomic bomb on the Fapanese city of Hiroshima.
Much of the city was leveled, and 80,000 people—about a quarter of
the city’s total population—were killed instantly. Michihiko Hachiya
was a doctor at a Hiroshima hospital during World War I1, and on
that fateful morning he was resting after a long night of duty as an air
warden. In the excerpt below from Hiroshima Diary, he describes the
first few minutes after the dropping of the bomb. As you read the
excerpt, consider whether the use of such weapons as the atomic bomb
15 ever justified. .

"The hour was early; the morning still, warm, and beautiful. Shim-
m. mering leaves, reflecting sunlight from a cloudless sky, made a pleas-
ant contrast with shadows in my garden as I gazed absently through
wide-flung doors open to the south.

Clad in drawers and undershirt, I was sprawled on the living room
floor exhausted because I had just spent a sleepless night on duty as an
air warden in my hospital.

Suddenly, a strong flash of light startled me—and then another. So

well does one recall little things that I remember vividly how a stone was a sizable fragment of glass which I matter-of-factly dislodged, and Hiroshima after the
lantern in the garden became brilliantly lit and I debated whether this with the detachment of one stunned and shocked I studied it and my  atomic bomb
light was caused by a magnesium flare or sparks from a passing trolley. blood-stained hand.
Garden shadows disappeared. The view where a moment before Where was my wife? .
all had been so bright and sunny was now dark and hazy. Through Suddenly thoroughly alarmed, I began to yell for her: ‘Yaeko-san!

Yaeko-san! Where are you?”
Blood began to spurt. Had my carotid artery been cut? Would I bleed
to death? Frightened and irrational, I called out again: “It’s a five-

swirling dust I could barely discern a wooden column that had sup-
ported one corner of my house. It was leaning crazily and the roof

mmmm&.nmb.monocm_w. , . hundred-ton bomb! Yaeko-san, where are you? A five-hundred-ton
Moving instinctively, I tried to escape, but rubble and fallen timbers bomb has fallen!”

barred the way. By picking my way cautiously I managed to reach the Yaeko-san, pale and frightened, her clothes torn and blood-stained,

roka and stepped down into my garden. A profound weakness overcame emerged from the ruins of our house holding her elbow. Seeing her, 1

me, so I stopped to regain my strength. To my surprise I discovered was reassured. My own panic assuaged, I tried to reassure her.

that I was completely naked. How odd! Where were my drawers and saMM__“ be all right,” I exclaimed. “Only let’s get out of here as fast as

zsﬂ%ﬂwﬂwﬂ happened? She nodded, and I motioned for her to follow me. . . .

We stood in the street, uncertain and afraid, until a house across from

All over the right side of my body I was cut and bleeding. A large us began to sway and then with a rending motion fell almost at our feet.

splinter was protruding from a mangled wound in my thigh, and some- ,
thing warra trickled into my mouth. My cheek was torn, I discovered as READINGS IN WORLD HISTORY 233
I felt gingerly, with the lower lip laid wide open. Embedded in my neck _



Our own house began to sway, and in a minute it, too, collapsed in a
cloud of dust. Other buildings caved in or toppled. Fires sprang up and
whipped by a vicious wind began to spread.

It finally dawned on us that we could not stay there in the street, so we
turned our steps towards the hospital. Qur home was gone; we were
wounded and needed treatment; and after all, it was my duty to be with
my staff. This latter was an irrational thought—what good could I be to
anyone, hurt as I was.

We started out, but after twenty or thirty steps I had to stop. My breath
became short, my heart pounded, and my legs gave way under me. An
overpowering thirst seized me and I begged Yaeko-san to find me some
water. But there was no water to be found. After a little my strength
somewhat returned and we were able to go on. . . .

Our progress towards the hospital was interminably slow, until finally,
my legs, stiff from drying blood, refused to carry me farther. The
strength, even the will, to go on deserted me, so I told my wife, who was
almost as badly hurt as I, to go on alone. . ..

All who could were moving in the direction of the hospital. I joined in
the dismal parade when my strength was somewhat recovered, and at last
reached the gates of the Communications Bureau.

Familiar surroundings, familiar faces. There was Mr. Iguchi and Mr.
Yoshihiro and my old friend, Mr. Sera, the head of the business office.
They hastened to give me a hand, their expressions of pleasure changing
to alarm when they saw that I was hurt. I was too happy to see them to
share their concern.

No time was lost over greetings. They eased me onto a stretcher and
carried me into the Communications Building, ignoring my protests that
I could walk. Later, I learned that the hospital was so overrun that the
Communications Bureau had to be used as an emergency hospital. The
rooms and corridors were crowded with people, many of whom I recog-
nized as neighbors. To me it seemed that the whole community was there.

My friends passed me through an open window into a janitor’s room
recently converted to an emergency first-aid station. The room was a
shambles; fallen plaster, broken furniture, and debris littered the floor;
the walls were cracked; and a heavy steel window casement was twisted
and almost wrenched from its seating. What a place to dress the wounds
of the injured.

To my great surprise who should appear but my private nurse, Miss
Kado. . ..[She] set about examining my wounds without speaking a
word. No one spoke. ... Why was everyone so quiet?

Miss Kado finished the examination, and in a moment it felt as if my
chest was on fire. She had begun to paint my wounds with iodine and no
amount of entreaty would make her stop. With no alternative but to
endure the iodine, I tried to divert myself by looking out the window.

The hospital lay directly opposite with part of the roof and the third
floor sunroom in plain view, and as I looked up, I witnessed a sight which
made me forget my smarting wounds. Smoke was pouring out of the
sunroom windows. The hospital was afire! . .

Fires sprang up on every side as violent winds fanned flames from one

building to another. Soon, we were surrounded. . . . As the flames came
closer the heat became more intense, and if someone in our group had not
had the presence of mind to drench us with water from a fire hose, I doubt
if anyone could have survived.
Hotas it was. I began to shiver. The drenching was too much. My heart
pounded; things began to whirl until all before me blurred.
“Kurushi,” I murmured weakly. “I am done.”

READING REVIEW

1. What surprised Hachiya when he stopped to regain his
strength in the garden?

2. What in the excerpt suggests that casualties from the bomb
were very heavy?

3. Do you think the Allies were justified in dropping the bomb
on Hiroshima? Why or why not?



