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Irreversible, Futile Regret. Intangible, Perpetual Love.

The sixth of August, year of 1945, I lost someone that I loved. Around 8:05 am, an incandescent light, vivid and saturated with hues of red, yellow,  purple and white engulfed the morning sky. It was the most beautiful light I had ever seen, almost as if sent by the Gods themselves. Clearly, I was unaware of the damage that the blast had caused. However, before I say anything else, I want to explain the emotional toll that the bomb had taken on me.


At that time, I was 24 years old, and I had finally found what it truly means to be in love. So little as the mere thought of her made me smile, not able to hold back the blissful sensation that overwhelmed me. I vowed to myself that I would never let myself die, just so that I could see her smile one more time. Even if she moved somewhere far, far away, I would keep on living through the most drastic situations in hope of meeting her again. Even und the circumstances that she passed away, I would never take my own life because then the memories of the times I had spent with her would cease to exist in this world. I told myself that at the very least being able to look back on her memories was enough of a reason to keep on going. At that time, I had no idea that those fateful words would haunt me for the rest of my life. 
She, however, was oblivious of my feelings towards her. I never mustered the courage to confess to her that I loved her, in trepidation that she would be repulsed by my feelings and socially detach herself from me, or that she would reject me without hesitation. To this day, what I regret most is that I never admitted my coveted feelings to her. 


Before the bombing, I was walking with a friend past the Hiroshima Municipal Junior High School, when he pointed out a B-29 approaching us. After the flash of blinding light, everything collapsed as far as I can see. It felt like the entire of Hiroshima had unpredictably vanished. Fire was billowing into the sky four to five meters high. An intense heat wave dispersed throughout the city, and it felt like being roasted alive many times over. As the stench of sulfur filled the air, simultaneously, fresh shrieks of agony amid the hollering of people for help, children for their mothers, mothers for their children could be heard. My friend was lying on the ground with me; his face contorted in anguish, for patches of his skin had been burned off, and to my horror, so was mine. We were badly singed, but we were fortunate- through the sand and dust, I could see a mother cradling a baby whose sensitive skin had completely incinerated, and blood was seeping out of its entire body. Involuntarily, I began walking west, towards my home. However, my friend steered me to the river to cool off our burned bodies. The small steps to the river were packed with people pushing their way to the water. When we finally reached the river’s edge, I discovered that the water was filled with corpses of dead people, some of whom I recognized. As I observed the mass of deceased individuals, I felt a rush of apprehension as my ultimate phobia had come into existence. Amid all the densely packed corpses, there lay the face of Mineru Yukihiro, the person I was in love with, staring back at me. 


After the incident, I felt as though the Heavens were penalizing me for not confessing my love to her. She was all I had, all I needed. I promised myself that I would have no regrets in loving her, and that I would finally and truly be happy. Before I could even get to know her as well as I desired, before she even opened up to me and we became true friends, I lost her. As I pursue various ways to convey my true feelings in this memoir, I realize that I do not know enough words to express myself in written form. Even if I committed the entire dictionary to my memory, the information contained in it would still be insufficient to describe love. It is intangible and something incapable of learning educationally. Love can keep a person alive, or it can cause someone to go insane. And the person you love, the very first time you meet them, before you even find out their name, you can notice something about them, it’s almost like a light flickers on in an abandoned corner of your brain. However, when the person you love is someone you can never have, that is pain beyond inconceivable pain, pure agony and anguish. At least when your lover is alive, even if it is a love you can never have, you can still hope, still dream. When they have passed on without you, your hopes and dreams are rendered useless. What is astonishing is that even though your hopes and dreams have been crushed and made futile, just the will of wanting to preserve the memories, a person can keep on living. I hope that anyone who reads this, and truly loves someone does not make the same mistake as me. It is okay if they don’t share the same feelings as you, just don’t stop hoping because they can change their mind, temporary distress is better than irreversible regret. 


Shortly after the bombings, as a result of the radiation that dispersed throughout the air as an aftereffect of the explosion, I developed severe glaucoma and soon lost my eyesight. However, the vivid image of her face, floating in the river, staring intently back at me instigating the intense feelings of devastation that I felt, are burned into my memory. 


In my next life, I promise I will live my life without regrets, and confess my love without apprehension, having learned my lesson.  

