That was indeed an infernal train (1)
9th August, Nagasaki, A schoolgirl, 15 years old

"The rescue train is arriving!"
We were ordered to care for the passengers.
Seeing the train coming, I gasped with surprise.
It was indeed an infernal train.

Burnt and festering faces. Skin was peeling off. Skin was red and swollen.

Their hair was dusty and full of blood. It stood on end.

There was almost no place left on the locomotive since many wounded people clung to it.
I shrunk when they stared at me with their rolling hollow eyes.
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