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Part I — A Noiseless Flash 

At exactly fifteen minutes past eight in 
the morning, on August 6, 1945, 
Japanese time, at the moment when 
the atomic bomb flashed above 
Hiroshima, Miss Toshiko Sasaki, a 
clerk in the personnel department of 
the East Asia Tin Works, had just sat 
down at her place in the plant office 
and was turning her head to speak to 
the girl at the next desk. At that same 
moment, Dr. Masakazu Fujii was 
settling down cross-legged to read the 
Osaka Asahi on the porch of his 
private hospital, overhanging one of 
the seven deltaic rivers which divide 
Hiroshima; Mrs. Hatsuyo Nakamura, 
a tailor’s widow, stood by the window 
of her kitchen, watching a neighbor 
tearing down his house because it lay 

in the path of an air-raid-defense fire lane; Father Wilhelm Kleinsorge, a German priest of the Society of Jesus, 
reclined in his underwear on a cot on the top floor of his order’s three-story mission house, reading a Jesuit 
magazine, Stimmen der Zeit; Dr. Terufumi Sasaki, a young member of the surgical staff of the city’s large, 
modern Red Cross Hospital, walked along one of the hospital corridors with a blood specimen for a 
Wassermann test in his hand; and the Reverend Mr. Kiyoshi Tanimoto, pastor of the Hiroshima Methodist 
Church, paused at the door of a rich man’s house in Koi, the city’s western suburb, and prepared to unload a 
handcart full of things he had evacuated from town in fear of the massive B-29 raid which everyone expected 
Hiroshima to suffer. A hundred thousand people were killed by the atomic bomb, and these six were among 
the survivors. They still wonder why they lived when so many others died. Each of them counts many small 
items of chance or volition—a step taken in time, a decision to go indoors, catching one streetcar instead of the 
next—that spared him. And now each knows that in the act of survival he lived a dozen lives and saw more 
death than he ever thought he would see. At the time, none of them knew anything. 
 
Miss Toshiko Sasaki, the East Asia Tin Works clerk, who is not related to Dr. Sasaki, got up at three o’clock 
in the morning on the day the bomb fell. There was extra housework to do. Her eleven-month-old brother, Akio, 
had come down the day before with a serious stomach upset; her mother had taken him to the Tamura 
Pediatric Hospital and was staying there with him. Miss Sasaki, who was about twenty, had to cook breakfast 
for her father, a brother, a sister, and herself, and—since the hospital, because of the war, was unable to 
provide food—to prepare a whole day’s meals for her mother and the baby, in time for her father, who worked 
in a factory making rubber earplugs for artillery crews, to take the food by on his way to the plant. When she 
had finished and had cleaned and put away the cooking things, it was nearly seven. The family lived in Koi, 
and she had a forty-five-minute trip to the tin works, in the section of town called Kannon-machi. She was in 
charge of the personnel records in the factory. She left Koi at seven, and as soon as she reached the plant, 
she went with some of the other girls from the personnel department to the factory auditorium. A prominent 



 
local Navy man, a former employee, had committed suicide the day before by throwing himself under a 
train—a death considered honorable enough to warrant a memorial service, which was to be held at the tin 
works at ten o’clock that morning. In the large hall, Miss Sasaki and the others made suitable preparations for 
the meeting. This work took about twenty minutes. Miss Sasaki went back to her office and sat down at her 
desk. She was quite far from the windows, which were off to her left, and behind her were a couple of tall 
bookcases containing all the books of the factory library, which the personnel department had organized. She 
settled herself at her desk, put some things in a drawer, and shifted papers. She thought that before she began 
to make entries in her lists of new employees, discharges, and departures for the Army, she would chat for a 
moment with the girl at her right. Just as she turned her head away from the windows, the room was filled with 
a blinding light. She was paralyzed by fear, fixed still in her chair for a long moment (the plant was 1,600 yards 
from the center). 
 
Everything fell, and Miss Sasaki lost consciousness. The ceiling dropped suddenly and the wooden floor above 
collapsed in splinters and the people up there came down and the roof above them gave way; but principally 
and first of all, the bookcases right behind her swooped forward and the contents threw her down, with her left 
leg horribly twisted and breaking underneath her. There, in the tin factory, in the first moment of the atomic 
age, a human being was crushed by books. 
 


