Dad, mom, and me
15th August, Nagasaki, A student, 19 years old

Against the public announcement "Insignificant
damages caused by a new type of a bomb", the
Urakami area in Nagasaki was a burnt field.
Fifty meters away from hypocenter, my house in

Matsuyama-Machi had perished without any traces.

I dug the burnt ground to look for a sign of my
parents.
And I picked up one burnt white bone among the

debris.
I thought it might be a bone of my mother.

Under the debris

left by the atomic bomb explosion

1 at last discovered

dry pieces of Mother's bones.

Never shall I forget the warmth of her bones.

More than half century has passed since that day, and
my father's bones, which I could not collect, may still

rest on the dark bottom of the ground.

I feel I can hear

the voice of my missing father,
whose bones remain uncollected
deep under the atomic ruins,
where people bustle about now.
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