SADAKO SASAKI

1943
January 7, Thursday:
The SS Benalbanach, a Ben Line 7,152-ton passenger/cargo ship, was sunk by 2 tin fish launched from aircraft
northwest of Algiers. She had been conveying 389 men of a Motor Transport unit the Clyde to Bona, North
Africa and had a crew of 74. The ship caught fire, blew up, and sank almost immediately. 57 crewmembers
and 340 troops died. Its commander Captain MacGregor was one of the floaters, but died just as his rescuers
were reaching him.
WORLD WAR II
In Hiroshima, Sadako Sasaki was born. She would be two years old when (through no fault of her own) we
would detonate “Fat Man,” one of our two atomic bombs, 1.7 kilometers from her home on August 6, 1945 —
a hibakusha, she would die of the well-understood A-bomb disease leukemia at age 12 on October 25, 1955.
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1945
August 6, Monday: Major Richard I. Bong, the fighter pilot from Duluth, Minnesota who had shot down 40 Japanese
planes and for this had received the Congressional Medal of Honor, died in an explosion shortly after takeoff,
above Burbank, California.

This was to be our 1st Hiroshima Day. We prayed for a day that would live in history. We dropped one of our
two atomic bomb designs, the uranium one that had not been tested using the gun-type detonation technique
that had not been tested, on Hiroshima, Honshu, Japan.

The fissile materials in this bomb consisted of 64 kilograms of 90%-enriched 235Uranium of which the design
succeeded in converting merely 9.3 to 13.3 grams into energy, the remainder of the fissile material becoming
part of the radioactive fallout — not very satisfactory from the standpoint of blast effect, almost a “dirty bomb”
in fact, but we did manage to kill some 66,000 people immediately, almost all of them civilians, and injure
some 69,000.1
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Carrier aircraft from naval task group (Vice Admiral J.B. Oldendorf) struck enemy shipping in Tinghai Harbor,
China.
Carrier aircraft bombed Wake Island.
WORLD WAR II
President Harry S Truman had instructed that the atomic bomb was to be utilized in such a manner that “military
objectives and soldiers and sailors are the target and not women and children…. [Secretary of War Henry L.
Stimson] and I are in accord. The target is a purely military one.”2

It Is Not Enough
It is not enough
if your name is Harry Truman
and you have that sign on your desk
saying “The buck stops here”
to only take responsibility.
I am sure he did not lay awake at night
agonizing over giving the order
to obliterate Hiroshima.
He was proud to take the
1. As a veteran of the nuclear power industry I am well aware of the industry’s conventional dismissal of concern over the possibility
that a commercial nuclear power plant could go off like an A-bomb. They are trained to regurgitate with disdain the sentence that
all memorize, “There is no way that a nuclear power plant could go off like an atomic bomb.” What they neglect to mention, of
course, is that their dismissal of concern is accurate only in the sense in which the device we detonated above Hiroshima also failed
to “go off like an atomic bomb,” producing merely the effect that a “dirty bomb” or “dud” or “exploding nuclear power plant” might
now produce.
2. Actually, President Truman knew very well that the targets for the A-bombs were not military at all, but were instead cities full
of civilians, cities that had been selected primarily because so far in the war they had not sustained significant bomb damage. He also
knew very well that his Secretary of State, James Byrnes, was very much opposed to this use of the bomb on civilian populations.
While he was aboard the USS Augusta waiting for the first bomb to be dropped, therefore, Truman hid out from his Secretary of
State in a marathon poker game. Another player in that fateful shipboard game, United Press International reporter Merriam Smith,
would report on this, that the President of the United States of America “was running a straight stud filibuster” against his own
Cabinet member.
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responsibility for this action.
But life is so short and the long-term
consequences of our nuclear actions
Unfold like the growing of
a mighty Redwood.
I wonder if Harry was willing to be
responsible for the consequences
of his actions since they are still
unfolding a half a century later?
I wonder if Harry could look at pictures
of Hiroshima survivors
or the shadow in the concrete
of those publicly cremated?
I wonder if he read the reports
of the continuing, widespread
radiation sickness occurring
long after the bomb was
only a memory?
I wonder if Harry was warned that
cancers traced back to genetic
damage or a high incidence
of deformed children would be “the rule”
and not “the exception” for generations?
Would Harry have been willing
to have eternally twisted and
torn the genetic matrix of
a whole people?
I wonder if Harry was able to envision
a world where more and more nations
possess nuclear capability
and terrorist groups will
soon be able to buy from
those who wish to sell?
Would Harry have been willing
to accept these consequences
and worse? Would he have been
able to watch the Twin Towers fall?
Would Harry have been able
to sleep and have sweet dreams
knowing the consequences
of his actions?
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I do not know if there will be
a final day of judgment
and God will assess what
we gave to the world in return
for Her giving us life and a free will.
Perhaps when Harry stands
alone before God, She will have wept
so long and so hard with those
killed or worse, over the centuries as a
result of his action, that She will just
sit in silence as he squirms.
I would not like to be anywhere
near that part of the galaxy when
that confrontation occurs.
Warning to all heads of state!
Do not post signs that you will take
responsibility for your decisions
unless you are willing
to accept responsibility
for the long-term
consequences as well!
Poor, dumb Harry.
— Harold B. Confer,
Finding My Voice
Enumclaw WA:
Winepress Publishing, 2003
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Subsequent to the explosion of the “Jumbo” tower device at Trinity flats on July 16th, the US had two weapons
in its nuclear arsenal, one a trigger-mechanism enriched-Uranium235 bomb named “Little Boy” that had been
constructed in the Tennessee Valley facility (on the left below) and the other an implosion-mechanism
Plutonium239 bomb named “Fat Man” that had been constructed in the Hanford, Washington facility (on the
right below).

This was, therefore, to be the 1st Hiroshima Day. A day that would live in our memory.
Bomber 44-86292, the Enola Gay, piloted by Colonel Paul W. Tibbets, Jr., departed at 2:45AM. He waved
from the cockpit as he took off, and you can see from the photo how dark it still was:

At about 8:15AM local time, two silver airplanes were circling over the city of Hiroshima, so high up in the
sky as to be almost dots, and a dot invisible from the ground dropped from one of the two planes, and then the
planes began steep banking turns, one to the left and one to the right. There were at least 15 kilograms of fissile
material in the two chunks loaded into the device, since that is the critical amount for Uranium235. Forty-three
seconds later, at about 8:16AM local time, this dot which had dropped from the sky fell to within a few
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thousand feet of its aiming point, a uniquely shaped “T” bridge in the heart of downtown Hiroshima that was
1.7 kilometers distant from the home in which baby Sadako Sasaki lay, and an altitude sensor being triggered,
a minute conventional explosion inside this canister propelled a small chunk of U235 into a hole bored in
another, slightly larger chunk of U235 beginning a chain nuclear fission reaction which in a fraction of a second
went to completion, transforming some of the U235 directly into energy in accordance with the exceedingly
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rough E=mc2 ±10% rule of thumb.3
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WORLD WAR II

3. Actually, E=mc2 only plus or minus ten percent. The formula has never been either tested or proved — it’s not science,
but publicity — it’s a sales pitch.
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Approximately 70,000 men, women, and children, most of them noncombatants, either died instantly and
painlessly or would, like Sadako Sasaki, die more slowly and horribly. 90% of the 200 doctors were killed or
seriously injured. Three of the 55 hospitals were usable. 150 of the 1,780 nurses were able to perform their
jobs. Our trigger mechanism and our Uranium235 technology had worked flawlessly. The aircraft crew radioed
its success: “CLEAR CUT RESULTS COMMA IN ALL RESPECTS SUCCESSFUL PD EXCEEDED TEST
IN VISIBLE EFFECTS PD” The bomber flight returned to Tinian at 2:58PM, twelve hours and thirteen
minutes after takeoff. President Truman proceeded to inform a group of Americans that “This is the greatest
thing in history” and went off to see a comedy revue. Our president fully understood how important Hiroshima
Day would come to be for us. The narrator of Kurt Vonnegut’s 1963 novel CAT’S CRADLE would purport to be
engaged in compiling a record of what various Americans were doing at the moment the atomic bomb went
off over Hiroshima, and he informs us that at this moment, 8:16AM of August 6, 1945, his character “Dr. Felix
Hoenikker, Nobel Prize winner and so-called father of the atomic bomb,” having made a “cat’s cradle” out of
a bit of string, had come up unexpectedly and was frightening his young son, by jerking this string back and
forth and exclaiming “See the cat! See the cradle!”4

4. Austin Meredith cannot remember what he was doing, as he was 71/2 years old and anyway was not informed of this event until
maybe a following day. He was in Brazil, Indiana, at his grandmother’s house, and presumably, as it was growing dark, was getting
ready to go upstairs to his and his Uncle Vergilee’s bed, which had a rustley mattress made of corn shucks.
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1954
Launch of the USS Nautilus, a nuclear-powered submarine. President Dwight David Eisenhower was under
pressure from the US military to mount a pre-emptive nuclear strike against the USSR, before it could develop
the capability to make an equivalent nuclear response, and struggled to find some way to explain to the other
generals that from his point of view such a pre-emptive strike would be –and this is his word– “un-American.”
In Japan, Sadako Sasaki of Hiroshima, who had been two when we dropped one of our atomic bombs on her,
fell to the ground while preparing for a school foot race. She had developed “A-bomb survivor disease,”
the well-known leukemia (everybody immediately understood, she was another goner).
THE QUAKER PEACE TESTIMONY

Friend Floyd Schmoe went to Korea to rebuild homes destroyed during the war.
Ernest Hemingway received a Nobel Prize (no, it wasn’t the Peace Prize).
Robinson Jeffers edited his deceased wife Una’s diaries, and they were published by Theodore Lilienthal and
printed at the Ward Ritchie Press as VISITS TO IRELAND.
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1955
A prototype engine for a proposed nuclear-powered bomber that would be able to stay aloft for years without
refueling proved too heavy unless the designers eliminated all radiation shielding. Such a device would of
necessity be a drone flown under remote control (another little difficulty would be that the initial takeoff would
need to be from an existing flat straight highway at least 16 kilometers in length).
Robinson Jeffers received the Borestone Mountain Poetry Award, for HUNGERFIELD.
A photograph was taken of Sadako Sasaki of Hiroshima, a hibakusha at this point still in the early stages of
leukemia:

Her best friend in school told her of a legend, that if you folded 1,000 origami cranes (senzaburu) you would
be granted a wish.5 She had begun to fold cranes out of whatever pieces of paper came to hand. She would
fold some 1,300 individual ones, out of whatever gum wrappers came to hand, before dying.
WORLD WAR II
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5. It’s a joke, actually, a sick joke. There’s an origami trick by which one is supposed to be able to fold a circular chain of 100 cranes
out of a single piece of paper — this takes about a week of folding (the crane figure is appropriate, since in Japanese mythology the
crane is supposed to live a thousand years, although of course everyone understand that the actual bird has no lengthy lifetime). If
one were able to accomplish this week-long folding task without any tearing, when one actually counted the cranes in the chain,
there would be only 96 little ones plus one larger central one possible by means of such a folding technique. Not only cannot one
fabricate a chain of a thousand cranes out of a single piece of paper, but also, despite the name, one cannot even achieve a round
hundred. The moral of this sick little tale seems to be: you aren’t going to get what you want out of wanting it very much, this real
world simply not being responsible to one’s longings.

But you can imagine how a sick little A-bomb girl received this tale.
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October 25, Tuesday: Sadako Sasaki, a “hibakusha” victim of our A-bombing of Hiroshima, expired at the age of 12
of leukemia. According to a popular story she had been able to fold only 654 origami cranes and it was her
classmates who had folded the additional 346 so she could be interred with a full 1,000. Isn’t she beautiful in
her coffin?

That 654-story is surely a just-so story, since according to her parents at the point of her death she had been
able to fold some 1,300, with plenty still left over in the home after she had been interred with a round thousand
of them.

16

Copyright 2013 Austin Meredith

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

SADAKO SASAKI

SADAKO SASAKI

1958
From this year into 1963, Lord Bertrand Russell would be serving the cause of peace as president of a
Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament and of a Committee of 100, and in consequence, with his 4th wife Edith
Finch Russell would be imprisoned for inciting civil disobedience (their sentence would, because of the
severity of the harm which they had inflicted, be commuted to one week).

THE QUAKER PEACE TESTIMONY
A statue of Sadako Sasaki, who had in the previous year died of the A-bomb disease leukemia, holding aloft
a golden crane, was dedicated at Hiroshima Peace Park.
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1988
Kenneth L. Carroll became Clerk of the Third Haven, Maryland monthly meeting of the Religious Society of
Friends (he would serve in that capacity until 2001).
At the age of 92, Tufts University awarded Friend Floyd Schmoe an Honorary Doctorate of Humane Letters.6
Also, the Japanese government presented him with the Hiroshima Peace Prize and he was made an Honorary
Citizen of that nation.7 The award came with a cash prize of some $5,000 and the problem would arise of how
to dispose of this since it would have been unseemly to have personally benefitted. The Schmoes would need
to cast about for some way to make an appropriate use of this money. Floyd would decide to petition the city
of Seattle WA to allow him to use the money, and his own labors, to transform a tiny weedy and rocky garbagestrewn piece of city property at the north end of Seattle’s University Bridge overlooking Lake Union into a
“peace park,” one in commemoration of those who had died as a consequence of our 1945 A-bomb that was
a near miss on the city of Hiroshima (a direct hit, however, on the Catholic cathedral, and on a POW camp
known to contain many Americans).
THE QUAKER PEACE TESTIMONY
SADAKO SASAKI

6. Eat your heart out, all you other folks who never managed to finish your dissertation.
7. It is to be noted that when another foreigner, Reginald Horace Blyth, who had similarly been awarded the Emperor’s Order of the
Sacred Treasures in the 4th Class, had asked in 1957 to be made a citizen of Japan — that request had been turned aside.
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1991
The Japanese “bubble economy” burst due to a sudden and complete failure of trust in the credibility of oldboy accounting and the transparency of insider dealings. Stock prices would decline for a full decade, quite
erasing trillions of dollars of wealth. (It’s this sort of thing that can’t happen in the United States of America,
where we do insist upon credibility in arms-length accounting and transparency in financial dealings.)
Friend Floyd Schmoe created a tiny Peace Park at the north end of Seattle WA’s University Bridge overlooking
Lake Union, in commemoration of those who had died in our bombing of Hiroshima. The Quaker, age 95, had
not only applied for permits, raised funds, and organized volunteers, but himself had accomplished much of
the bulldozing, raking of gravel, planting of trees, and grass mowing. The park contained a statue of a girl who
had been killed by leukemia 12 years after we dropped our World War II atomic bombs on Japan. The bronze
figure of Sadako Sasaki held aloft a crane origami.

THE QUAKER PEACE TESTIMONY
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Schoolchildren would often hang colorful paper cranes on this statue.

The Friends School began in the rented First Day School building of the monthly meeting of the Religious
Society of Friends near Princeton, New Jersey was permitted to begin to make use of the Schoolmaster’s
House on the Quaker Stony Brook property. At some point, also, the local meeting granted permission for the
school to erect a new building on the property. The trustees of the monthly meeting granted $50,000 to the
school as seed funding for a capital campaign.
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1995
May 15: The Nation (Volume 260, Number 19, page 661) published “Hiroshima Journey” by Terry Tempest Williams,
Naturalist in Residence at the Utah Museum of Natural History:

A “downwinder” in Hiroshima, Japan
In 1971, I read two books that moved me deeply, HIROSHIMA by John
Hersey and WALDEN by Henry David Thoreau. That same year, my
mother was diagnosed with breast cancer. I was 15 years old.
Twenty-four years later, I find myself standing on the campus
of the University of Hiroshima with Dr. Shoko Itoh, a
distinguished Thoreau scholar.
Dr. Itoh looks up at the Science Department Building, one of the
few structures to have survived the atomic bomb dropped on
Hiroshima on August 6, 1945, at 8:15 in the morning.
“That is the original clock,” she says as she points to the white
round face that appears as a pearl on the forehead of the
rectangular building. “It’s hard to imagine how it remained
intact.”
I look at this extraordinary woman, her strength, her grace, who
was 6 months old on that fateful day, and wonder the same thing.
The entrance to the university is lined with yucca. I touch their
swordlike leaves and flash to my own home.
“Do you know these?” she asks.
“These species are indigenous to the desert lands of the
American Southwest,” I reply. “They have watched their own share
of nuclear explosions in the above-ground tests routine in my
country throughout the 1950s and ’60s.”
Indeed, the world’s first nuclear weapons test was conducted by
the United States in the desert near Alamogordo, New Mexico, on
July 16, 1945, just twenty-one days before Hiroshima.
Shoko Itoh and I are both hibakusha, translated literally in
Japanese to mean “explosion-affected people.”
From the old campus of the University of Hiroshima just a few
kilometers away from the epicenter of the A-bomb, we cross the
street and walk over to the Red Cross Hospital.
“Very famous,” Shoko says. “This was the only semifunctioning
hospital after the bomb. It was the center of our relief.”
We enter. It is like any other hospital I have been in with the
benefits of technology: the same antiseptic smells, polished
floors, the bustling aura of doctors, nurses and administrators
going about their duties, while patients stand in halls and sit
in rooms, waiting.
Shoko Itoh converses with the receptionist. I watch and listen,
understanding only what I intuit. I imagine she is telling the
woman at the information desk that I am an American woman who
has suffered my own losses from radiation fallout, that I am a
“downwinder” living in Utah north of the Nevada Nuclear Test
Site — that my mother, grandmothers, aunts and uncles have died
from cancer.
I watch the women shake and nod their heads, their empathetic
eyes, the bonds we share that dissolve national boundaries and
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transcend our history of war.
Shoko thanks the women for their information, as do I. We bow.
We walk through the main corridor and turn left to Building Six,
dedicated to A-bomb research and patient care. On the wall there
is a watercolor of the Grand Canyon. I stop at the painting.
“This is the Japanese version of the Grand Canyon,” Shoko says,
smiling.
I recall the first time I saw the canyon. My husband, Brooke,
blindfolded me and led me to its edge. I could feel the empty
space even before I saw it. He untied the blindfold. I opened
my eyes and looked out across the unfathomable distances before
me, this erosion of Earth. My first response was one of
destruction. “My God, what happened here? Why didn’t anyone tell
me?”
“You have to see it for yourself,” I remember Brooke saying. The
same is true of Hiroshima.
Shoko pushes the elevator button. The metal doors open. We get
on with three elderly women, one carrying a bouquet of white
chrysanthemums. The doors close. We travel to the fourth floor.
The doors open. We file out. The three women know exactly where
they are going. Shoko and I stand in the foyer. Dozens of
vibrantly colored mobiles of folded paper cranes hang from the
ceiling, outside rooms and on the walls of the nurses’ station.
The origin of these origami cranes and their correspondence to
healing the wounds of war can be traced back more than four
decades. On October 25, 1955, a 13-year-old girl named Sadako
Sasaki died of leukemia in this hospital. She believed in the
traditional Japanese wisdom that a crane lives for a thousand
years. If people who are ill fold a thousand paper cranes, the
gods will grant their wish and make them healthy again.
Throughout the month of her stay, Sadako folded one crane after
another (some even made from the paper of her blood reports) and
hung them from the ceiling. Her mother whispered over the hope
of each bird a poem she used to recite when Sadako was young,
“Oh flock of heavenly cranes, cover my child with your wings.”
Sadako completed 644.
“Would you like to walk around?” Shoko asks.
This was all too familiar to me. The cancer ward. I know what
lives and dies in these rooms. Here in Hiroshima at the Red Cross
Hospital, in Building Six, on the fourth floor, it feels as
though the collective grief of Japan is hidden behind each
closed door.
I cannot look at Shoko.
I can only bow my head and say, “I have seen enough.”
My Muse may be excused if she is silent henceforth.
How can you expect the birds to sing when their groves
are cut down? —WALDEN, Henry David Thoreau
It would be impossible to say what horrors were embedded
in the minds of the children who lived through the day
of the bombing in Hiroshima. —HIROSHIMA, John Hersey
I was invited by the literature department of the University of
Hiroshima and the Japanese Association for the Study of
Literature and the Environment to give a reading. The newspaper
Yomiuri Shimbun was sponsoring my visit.
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I read “The Clan of One-breasted Women,” which is the epilogue
from my book REFUGE, about our family’s struggles and adjustment
with my mother’s death from cancer and its ultimate relationship
with nuclear testing. I spoke of what it meant to grow up in a
traditional Mormon home, our adherence to strict moral
principles and the subtle constraints placed on women in the
name of patriarchy. I shared how the price of obedience became
too high as I watched the women in my family die common heroic
deaths. I spoke about committing civil disobedience with other
women from Utah at the Nevada Test Site, of my arrest and release
as I sought to both confront and reconcile my government’s
irresponsible actions. Blind obedience in the name of patriotism
or religion ultimately takes our lives.
I finished my reading to a terrifying silence.
It was a stoic sea.
“I am embarrassed to have told you my story,” I said softly,
looking back down at my text. “I cannot imagine what you have
endured together within your families, your communities. Please
know of the empathy I feel....”
Silence. Nothing. No response.
Beginning to feel desperate, I asked for their thoughts.
More silence.
Finally, a professor in his late 50s said, “You must understand
it is very complicated for us.” He paused. “We are evading you.”
And then a woman spoke, in tears: “We are still under an ethos
of silence. Our misery continues but we remain quiet. We know
we are dependent upon the United States for economic and
political stability.”
The woman sitting next to her continued: “Many hibakusha have
told their stories and have campaigned courageously for the
elimination of nuclear weapons around the world, but many of
them are now dead. The truth remains, among the common citizenry
it is not spoken of.” She stopped. “My grandmother said to me,
I do not want to speak of these things.’”
“It is an American’s nature to resist,” Shoko Itoh said. “The
Japanese nature is to feel shame.”
Shoko Itoh and I are standing on the deck of the ferry. We are
accompanied by a graduate student, Masami Yuki, who is writing
her thesis on the idea of “grotesque beauty” as conveyed in the
work of Annie Dillard. The island of Miyajima is before us,
Hiroshima behind.
“Is this how you imagined Hiroshima?” Shoko asks me, looking
over her shoulder, her thick black hair pulled away from her
face with a bow. Her face is pale, very beautiful, her lips red.
“No,” I reply.
My mind returns to the day before when I was walking through the
Hiroshima Memorial Peace Park with her husband, Takaaki Itoh,
who is from Nagasaki, also a hibakusha. We spoke very little.
I stopped alongside the Motoyasu River. Without warning, I was
struck by an overwhelming sense of nausea. It was like a metallic
revulsion, as though someone had cut to my sternum and touched
steel to bone. I folded my arms around my waist.
“There are souls in this river that will never be calmed,” Itohsan said.
I later learned we were standing where a group of girls were
found lying on the bank of the Motoyasu, holding one another.
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The students had been exposed to the A-bomb while working in the
area around the prefectural office building, Kako-machi, where
most had been burned to death, their faces unrecognizable. A few
girls were still breathing; some had made their way into the
river in a desperate attempt to douse the flames.
“The river was choked with bodies,” Itoh-san said. “To this day,
bones still wash up along these banks.”
In Hiroshima, it is the seven rivers who carry the stories, who
hold the cries of the dead in their currents. They continue to
flow in the midst of an impressive revitalization of urban life.
“No. Hiroshima is not how I imagined,” I answer Shoko once again,
on the deck of the ferry. “I did not anticipate the ghosts and
the atomic desert still quivering beneath the concrete
foundations of the city.”
“There are two words you must learn if you are to understand
Japan,” she says. “Tatemae, which means appearances, and Honne,
what is true, what is real. For my people, it is the construction
that matters most, not the heart.”
We are not so different, I think to myself. Much of my own
culture is built on the assurance of appearances.
Miyajima is getting closer and I can see the distinctive orange
Torii Gate of the Itsukushima Jinja Shrine rising out of the
inland sea like a great doorway.
“This island is considered divine,” Shoko says. “Everything on
the island is divine — the pines, the water, the monkeys and the
kites that live here. I love this place and I come here often.”
She faces Miyajima. “See how the island is covered with mist?
It is vague, like the Japanese.”
“Have you had any problems with your health influenced by
radiation?” she asks without looking at me.
I tell her I have had two biopsies for breast cancer, both
benign, and that a few years ago a small suspect tumor was
removed from my right side just beneath one of my ribs. But for
now I am clear.
We pause.
“And you?”
“No,” she says. “I am fine, but my mother is suffering from
cancer and I am restless all the time, so much so I cannot
sleep.”
She goes on to reveal her own family’s story surrounding August
6, 1945; how she was an infant asleep in her cradle, how shortly
after the blast her mother walked into the burning city to find
her brother and sister-in-law. They had been less than a
kilometer from the epicenter. There was nothing left but shadows
on the pavement.
Other private details are shared and I think about how each
individual story is carried like a wound, like a talisman, how
much we need to hear the truth of one another’s lives.
Kawamoto Yoshitaka was 13 years old when the bomb was dropped
less than a kilometer from his school. He recalls telling his
friend that he could hear an engine. They looked out the window
and saw planes.
“Flash! That’s ail I can remember,” he says. “And then when I
came to my senses I was held between two desks. I heard the sound
of my classmates singing our school song. I joined them. I
thought perhaps someone would hear us. One by one, the voices
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stopped, until I was the only one singing. For the first time,
I knew fear.”
Shoko is silent, looking toward Miyajima. I can hear the song
of Yosui, a favorite musician of hers we had listened to while
driving to the dock. “He liberates me from my difficult life,”
she told me. One of his songs translates, “I cannot sleep because
of love.” There is so much about this woman I do not know.
Once on Miyajima, the three of us find our own reverie. We walk
slowly. Mount Misen rises 1,740 feet above the sea. Steep
forested slopes place the tourist shops and restaurants in a
transitory context. Only nineteen miles in circumference, it is
a sanctuary devoted to the Sacred, where the Jinja Shrine was
created in 593 and dedicated to the three daughters of Susanoo-no-Mikoto, the Shinto god of the moon and ocean. We pet the
backs of deer tamed inside the shrine that is perched above the
mud flats. It is low tide. We wash our hands by dipping a bamboo
ladle into spring water and letting it pour through our fingers
in the name of purification, then pick up the petals of cherry
blossoms, pink, white, and allow them to fall once more. Sakura,
a celebration of the ephemeral. Even as we eat roasted oysters
flooded with lemon juice, there is a consideration of the
divine.
There are no cemeteries on Miyajima. Legend has it that no one
can be born or die here. It is an island of enduring presence.
Shoko and I stand on the edge of the wooden plank looking toward
the Torii Gate, vermilion in late afternoon light, towering 53
feet above the sea, its reflection rippling on the water.
Masami, whose nickname is “Mommie,” pulls back as a gesture of
respect.
“All religion begins with light,” Shoko says. “We believe that
the hands — may I put my hands on yours? We say that through the
hands, peace flows from me to you and back from you to me, that
through our hands healing occurs.”
The Japanese have a word, aware, which speaks to both the beauty
and pain of our lives, that sorrow is not a grief one forgets
or recovers from but is a burning, searing illumination of love
for the delicacy and strength of our relations.
Kenzaburo Oe writes in Hiroshima Notes, “Hiroshima is like a
nakedly exposed wound inflicted on all mankind. Like all wounds,
this one poses two potential outcomes: the hope of human
recovery, and the danger of fatal corruption.”
Shoko Itoh has just completed translating a newly found
manuscript of Henry David Thoreau, “The Dispersion of Seeds.”
She tells me how moved she is by his words, the import of his
ideas. “The one thing in the world, of value, is the active soul.
This every man is entitled to; this every man contains within
him, although in almost all men obstructed, and as yet unborn.”
If, as Shoko Itoh says, “all religions are born of light,” then
perhaps Hiroshima has given birth to a religion of peace. Aware.
The active soul.
It is my last night in Hiroshima. I must return to the banks of
the Motoyasu River. It is a fifteen-minute walk from where I am
staying. I quietly slip into the seam between neon lights and
darkness, finding my way along the crowded and noisy streets of
Hiroshima.
I enter the Peace Park and through moonlight see the skeleton
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of the A-bomb dome, the ruins of the former Prefectural
Industrial Promotion Hall that now stands as a scaffolding and
a monument for our memory — that we must never forget what took
place here.
On August 6, 1945, the atomic bomb, “Little Boy,” was detonated
at an altitude of approximately 600 meters ... almost directly
over this hall. The explosion of this single bomb claimed the
lives of more than 200,000 people in a moment, and the city of
Hiroshima within a two-kilometer radius was turned to ashes.
Robert Lewis, a co-pilot of the Enola Gay, wrote in his log, “My
God, what have we done.” President Harry Truman declared to the
American people and the world that this was “a harnessing of the
basic power of the universe” by the United States, which had
“loosed it against those who brought war.” After a second atomic
bomb was dropped on Nagasaki on August 9, Japan surrendered.
World War II was over.
Fifty years ago, I say to myself as I continue walking through
the park — almost no time at all, almost nothing that stands in
this city is more than fifty years old except the land and the
rivers, who do not lie.
I walk down the granite stairs to the river bank. A part of me
is fearful, another part comforted. I take out a small candle I
have brought from home and secure it in the sand. I strike a
match, shield the flame with my hand and light the wick. The
candle burns.
Every year on August 6, the families and individuals of
Hiroshima inscribe on paper lanterns the names of loved ones who
died as a result of the bomb. The lanterns are lit and set adrift
on the seven rivers of the city.
A crescent moon hangs above the Motoyasu River. I watch the
current. I close my eyes and offer my prayers.
WORLD WAR II
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2003
December: At Seattle WA’s tiny Peace Park, some sick American patriot sawed off an arm of the statue of Sadako
Sasaki, a girl who survived our atomic bombing of Hiroshima only to be killed by leukemia a dozen years later.
Some $4,000 would be raised with which to restore this statue, on which, as shown, schoolchildren had often
been hanging colorful paper cranes.
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WORLD WAR II
THE QUAKER PEACE TESTIMONY
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2004
August 6, Friday: At Seattle WA’s Peace Park on this, the 59th Hiroshima Day, there was an unveiling ceremony for
the statue of Sadako Sasaki from which some sick American patriot had in the previous year sawed off an arm.

ATOM BOMB
WORLD WAR II
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Wouldn’t you like to fold from a piece of paper an origami crane?

THE QUAKER PEACE TESTIMONY
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As this piece is being put on the Internet, as of February 28, 2006, the latest C-SPAN news from Hiroshima is
that the people of that city seem to still be suffering health effects of the bombing that took place so long ago.
The average age of a hibakusha (a survivor) is now 72. In their old age, of course their cancer incidence is
rising as would have been anticipated in any elder population, but the question is whether the difference their
rate of elder cancer, which seems higher than in a comparable non-exposed population, rises to the level of
statistical significance.
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2013
October 21, Monday: “Fear vs. Radiation: The Mismatch,” an opinion piece by David “We do have to fear fear itself”
Ropeik (an instructor at the Harvard Extension School), appeared in The New York Times. Mr. Ropeik, author
of the volume HOW RISKY IS IT, REALLY? WHY OUR FEARS DON’T ALWAYS MATCH THE FACTS,8 offered
that we are being overly anxious about nuclear radiation.
It is not so much the music as the marching to the music
that I feel.... Nothing is so much to be feared as
fear. Atheism may comparatively be popular with God
himself.
The greater danger is coming from fear itself because “fears have dramatic health consequences of their own,”
and media overreactions produce “debilitating stress”:
Our anxiety about nuclear radiation is rooted in our
understandable fear of the terrible power of nuclear weapons.
But in the 68 years since those weapons were first used in anger,
we have learned, from the survivors of Hiroshima and Nagasaki
themselves, that ionizing radiation — the type created by a
nuclear reaction — is not nearly the powerful carcinogen or
genetic mutagen that we thought it was.
Beginning shortly after World War II, epidemiologists and
radiation biologists began tracking atomic bomb survivors.
Researchers have followed roughly 112,600 Japanese: 86,611 who
had been within 10 kilometers of the center of the explosions,
and 26,000 who were not exposed.
The most current analysis estimates that, out of 10,929 people
in the exposed population who have died of cancer, only 527 of
those deaths were caused by radiation from the atomic bombs.
For the entire population exposed, in many cases to extremely
high levels of radiation, that’s an excess cancer mortality rate
of about two-thirds of 1 percent.

8. Previously Mr. Ropeik had placed “A non-threat to Walden” in The Concord Journal (March 26, 1987). His present article in
The New York Times is basically a rehash of a very similar article in that same newspaper-of-national-record on March 16, 2011
(the one in which he had opinioned that “We do have to fear fear itself”). What Mr. Ropeik tells you several times is true.
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COPYRIGHT NOTICE: In addition to the property of others,
such as extensive quotations and reproductions of
images, this “read-only” computer file contains a great
deal of special work product of Austin Meredith,
copyright 2013. Access to these interim materials will
eventually be offered for a fee in order to recoup some
of the costs of preparation. My hypercontext button
invention which, instead of creating a hypertext leap
through hyperspace —resulting in navigation problems—
allows for an utter alteration of the context within
which one is experiencing a specific content already
being viewed, is claimed as proprietary to Austin
Meredith — and therefore freely available for use by
all. Limited permission to copy such files, or any
material from such files, must be obtained in advance
in writing from the “Stack of the Artist of Kouroo”
Project, 833 Berkeley St., Durham NC 27705. Please
contact the project at <Kouroo@kouroo.info>.
“It’s all now you see. Yesterday won’t be over until
tomorrow and tomorrow began ten thousand years ago.”
– Remark by character “Garin Stevens”
in William Faulkner’s INTRUDER IN THE DUST

Prepared: October 23, 2013
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ARRGH AUTOMATED RESEARCH REPORT
GENERATION HOTLINE

This stuff presumably looks to you as if it were generated by a
human. Such is not the case. Instead, upon someone’s request we
have pulled it out of the hat of a pirate that has grown out of
the shoulder of our pet parrot “Laura” (depicted above). What
these chronological lists are: they are research reports
compiled by ARRGH algorithms out of a database of data modules
which we term the Kouroo Contexture. This is data mining.
To respond to such a request for information, we merely push a
button.

34

Copyright 2013 Austin Meredith

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

SADAKO SASAKI

SADAKO SASAKI

Commonly, the first output of the program has obvious
deficiencies and so we need to go back into the data modules
stored in the contexture and do a minor amount of tweaking, and
then we need to punch that button again and do a recompile of
the chronology — but there is nothing here that remotely
resembles the ordinary “writerly” process which you know and
love. As the contents of this originating contexture improve,
and as the programming improves, and as funding becomes
available (to date no funding whatever has been needed in the
creation of this facility, the entire operation being run out
of pocket change) we expect a diminished need to do such tweaking
and recompiling, and we fully expect to achieve a simulation of
a generous and untiring robotic research librarian. Onward and
upward in this brave new world.
First come first serve. There is no charge.
Place your requests with <Kouroo@kouroo.info>.
Arrgh.
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