Enola Gay

Somehow, we had been sent for this mission.

Sent to unleash something 

We knew nothing much of at all.

Five minutes ago

We dropped from our comfortable altitude

Weapon at the ready, bomb bays about to open

With the target beneath us.

Three minutes ago

I opened the bomb door

And the weapon was ready to go

While we circled above the helpless city.

One minute ago

The bomb was on its way

While everyone looked on

Not daring to breathe, not daring to watch

As we pulled away with all the speed we could muster.

Fifteen seconds ago, it was there.

And then it was not.

The cloud rose, and fell- just as the designers had predicted.

The war had ended, the final peace here,

With our final, crushing, decisive blow.

And, just ten minutes after gravity had pulled death

Towards Hiroshima,

I heard our captain say, his mouth wide open

“Oh my God, what had gone wrong?”

But nothing had. We had done our job.

Speechless, silent, we turned from the ruins.

