In a dugout ten minutes after the bombing
6th August, Hiroshima, A boy soldier, 18 years old

At the foot of Hijiyama Hill, about 1.8 kilometers
away from hypocenter. A flash and then "DON", a
terrific noise, and a tremendous blast.

The boy soldiers outside of the army barracks were
knocked down to the ground. Because they were
stripped to the waist, they could not resist. The whole
waist caught the ray and was burnt. A cloud of sand
and dust arose. Darkness prevailed. We could not see
anything for a moment. A roaring sound and the
rumbling of the earth.

Under such circumstances we took refuge in the
dugout.

Some could not stand the pain and trembled in great
awe, crying "Ouch! It hurts!" Others bore the pain by
biting on their lips. The strange smell of burnt skin
was penetrating.

Those in the barracks faced a shower of broken glass
all over and were red because of the fresh blood
spouting out. I was also bleeding badly, and fainted

from anaemia.

Sickening odors of

sweat and burns fill an air-raid shelter;
inside, wounded boy soldiers

bear their pains — groans escaping
from their tightly-bit lips.
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