Rubbing the hands of his family, he left for heaven
6th August, Hiroshima, A schoolgirl, 13 years old

With a water bottle hanging from the neck, I walked around in search of my brother,
gazing into the face of each person I met.

I checked also the faces of many dead persons.
"Please give me water!", "Water!"

Burnt and wounded people often embraced me, but because the water was for my brother
I couldn't give it to any of them.

When I found my brother at last, he had terrible burns and wounds on the upper part of his
body and was breathing very feeble. He was too weak to drink the water which I had kept
only for him. And he seemed to have lost his sight as well. He rubbed the hands of his
family, uttered his eternal farewell, and left for heaven.
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