PIKA-DON

6th August, Hiroshima, A schoolgirl, 13 years old

The air alert was cancelled and the enemy planes had gone away as usual. I felt relieved,
but then a friend shouted: "There is an aircraft. It's a B-29." "Oh, it drops a parachute."

In this very moment like lightning an orange flash as bright as the bursting of thousands of
magnesium flares appeared. Just as I turned in that direction, "DON", a tremendous
shockwave hit me. The blast mixed with broken glass, earth and sand blew through the
factory and I was flung against the floor.

When I came to, I finally realized that because I was directly hit by the blast, my uniform
was dyed red with nose-blood, from the inside of my left arm which was gouged out by
splinters of glass blood spouted and small pieces of broken glass stuck all over in my body.
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