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The Church partially left standing in Hiroshima, note the four figures to the right walking.
They are the Jesuit survivors.

Hiroshima by  Robert C. Valentine



“The Reverend Mr. Tanimoto got up at five o’clock that morning. He was alone in the
parsonage, because for some time his wife had been commuting with their year-old baby
to spend nights with a friend in Ushida, a suburb to the north. Of  all the important cities
of  Japan, only two, Kyoto and Hiroshima, had not been visited in strength by B-san, or
Mr. B, as the Japanese with a mixture of  respect and unhappy familiarity, called the B-29.
  “The air raid siren...sounded every morning at this time, when an American weather
plane came over.
  “Hiroshima had been getting such warnings almost every night for weeks, for at that
time the B-29s were using Lake Biwa, north-east of  Hiroshima, as a rendezvous point,
and no matter what city the Americans planned to hit, the Superfortresses streamed in
over the coast near Hiroshima”:  John Hersey drawn upon actual eyewitness testimony,
The New Yorker.

  The following striking words from pgs 2-4 are from Rev. Hubert
Schiffer SJ, who survived August 6, 1945 and lived for another 3
decades: The explosion of the first atomic bomb over Hiroshima has
initiated a new era.
  To be a survivor of the first atomic bomb in human history, and to
have felt its tremendous concussion within the most deadly one-mile
radius, gives me the not enviable advantage of first-hand experience.
Experts have told me that I ought to be dead. The experts were almost
right, for my fellow Jesuits carried me out of the burning city for a
decent Christian funeral.
  The atom bomb has not only brought total destruction, but it may
well bring a continuing threat and terror upon mankind, a spiritually
dividing effect worse than the physical destruction. We all,living in
this atomic age, have the responsibility to do something about it. We
all want to promote a real peace. But is there a remedy?
  We survivors of Hiroshima bring you a message: the bells of St.
Mary’s at Hiroshima ring a message of faith, and of hope.  It came as
a complete surprise, out of a blue and sunny sky. Suddenly, between
one breath and another, in the twinkling of an eye, an unearthly,
unbearable brightness was all around me; a light unimaginably brilliant,
blinding, intense. I could not see, or think. For one short moment



everything was at a standstill. I was left alone swimming in this
ocean of light, helpless-and frightened. The room seemed to catch its
breath in deadly silence. Suddenly, a terrific explosion filled the
air with one bursting thunderstroke. An invisible force lifted me
from the chair, hurled me through the air, shook me, battered me,
whirled me around and around like a leaf in a gust of Autumn wind. I
was lying with my face down on broken and splintered pieces of wood,
some heavy load pressed on my back, blood was running down my face. I
could see nothing, hear no sound. I must be dead I thought.



  The Reverend Mr. Tanimoto got up at five o’clock that morning. He was alone in the
parsonage, because for some time his wife had been commuting with their year-old baby to
spend nights with a friend in Ushida, a suburb to the north. Of  all the important cities of
Japan, only two, Kyoto and Hiroshima, had not been visited in strength by B-san, or Mr. B,
as the Japanese with a mixture of  respect and unhappy familiarity, called the B-29.
  The air raid siren...sounded every morning at this time, when an American weather plane
came over.
  Hiroshima had been getting such warnings almost every night for weeks, for at that time
the B-29s were using Lake Biwa, north-east of  Hiroshima, as a rendezvous point, and no
matter what city the Americans planned to hit, the Superfortresses streamed in over the
coast near Hiroshima.

  Dr. Fujii sat down cross-legged in his underwear on the spotless matting of  the porch, put
on his glasses, and started reading the Osaka Asahi. He liked to read the Osaka news because
his wife was there.
  He saw the flash. To him faced away from the centre and looking at his paper it seemed a
brilliant yellow.  Startled, he began to rise to his feet. In that moment (he was 1,550 yards
from the centre), the hospital leaned behind his rising and, with a terrible ripping noise,
toppled into the river.
  Dr. Fujii hardly had time to think that he was dying before he realized that he was alive,
squeezed tightly by two long timbers in a V across his chest, like a morsel suspended
between two huge chopsticksheld upright, so that he could not move, with his head
miraculously above water and his torso and legs in it  The remains of  his hospital were all
around him in a mad assortment of  splintered lumber and materials for the relief  of  pain.
His left shoulder hurt terribly. His glasses were gone.

  Father Wilhelm Kleinsorge, of  the Society of  Jesus, was, on the morning of  the explo-

  Then I heard my own voice. That was the most frightening experience
of all, because it showed me I was still alive, and convinced me that
some horrible catastrophe had occurred.
  Four Jesuit Priests were stationed at the church of Our Lady’s
Assumption: Father Hugo Lassalle, Superior of the whole Jesuit Mis-
sion in Japan, and Fathers Kleinsorge, Cieslik, and Schiffer. We
spent the whole day in an inferno of flames and smoke before a res-
cue party was able to reach us. All four were wounded, but through
the grace of God we survived.  Nine days later peace came. It was
August 15, the feast of our Blessed Mother’s Assumption.
  Speaking on American TV, the German Jesuit Priest, Father Schiffer,
S.J., explained whey he felt that he received a protective shield from
Our Blessed Mother which protected him from all radiation and ill-
effects. Father Schiffer attributed this to his devotion
to the Blessed Mother and to his daily Rosary and to
living the   "Message of Fatima"  which  Our  Lady  of  Fatima
gave to Catholics:
 “In that house, the Rosary was recited together every
day. In that house we were living the Message of Fatima”.

The following is a compilation from what appeared in The New Yorker,
a year after the war ended, on Aug. 31, 1946. The issue sold out on
newstands within hours, was broadcast in Canada and Australia and by
BBC.    ABC radio preempted its regular programming to broadcast it
on September 9, 1946.  This broadcast won the George Foster Peabody
Award for the Outstanding Educational Program of 1946. This piece
concentrates on the survivals of the Jesuits and a doctor.  It is
condensed from his 31,000 word essay.



sion, in rather frail condition. The Japanese war-time diet had not sustained him, and he
felt the strain of  being a foreigner in an increasingly xenophobic Japan; even a German,
since the defeat of  the Fatherland, was unpopular.  To make matters worse, he had
suffered for two days, along with Father Cieslik, a fellow-priest, from a rather painful and
urgent diarrhoea, which they blamed on the beans and black ration bread they were
obliged to eat.
   Father Kleinsorge never knew how he got out of  the house.after the explosion.  The
next things he was conscious of  were that he was wandering around in the mission’s
vegetable garden in his underwear, bleeding slightly from
small cuts along his left flank; that all the buildings round
about had fallen down except the Jesuits’ mission house,
which had long before been braced and double-braced
by a priest named Gropper, who was terrified of  earth-
quakes; that the day had turned dark; and that Murata-
sa/i, the housekeeper, was near by, crying over and over,
“ Shu Jesusu, awaremi tamai! Our Lord Jesus, have pity
on us !”
   Houses nearby were burning, and when huge drops
of  water ‘the size of  marbles began to fall, he had
thought that they must be coming from the hoses of
firemen fighting the blazes.
   A nervous neighbour, Mrs. Hataya, called to Mrs.
Nakamura to run away with her to the woods in Asano
Park an estate by the Kyo River not far off, belonging
to the wealthy Asano family/ who once owned the Toyo
Kisen Kaisha steamship line. The park had been desig-
nated as an evacuation area for their neighbourhood.
Seeing fire breaking out in a nearby ruin (except at the very centre, where the bomb itself
ignited some fires, most of  Hiroshima’s citywide conflagration was caused by inflam-
mable wreckage falling on cook  stoves and live wires), Mrs. Nakamura suggested going
over to fight it.
   Mrs. Hataya said, “ Don’t be foolish. What if  planes come and drop more bombs?” So
Mrs. Nakamura started out for Asano Park with her children and Mrs. Hataya, and she
carried her rucksack of  emergency clothing, a blanket, an umbrella, and a suitcase of
things she had cached in her air-raid shelter.  Under many ruins, as they hurried along,
they heard muffled screams for help. The only building they saw standing on their way to
Asano Park was the Jesuit mission house, alongside the Catholic kindergarten to which
Mrs. Nakamura had sent Myeko for a time. As they passed it, she saw Father Kleinsorge,
in bloody underwear, running out of  the house with a small suitcase in his hand.

As it looked10 miles away

The real deal
 Aug 6, 1945



   Right after the explosion, while Father Wilhelm Kleinsorge, S. J., was wandering around
in his underwear in the vegetable garden, Father Superior LaSalle came around the corner
of  the building in the darkness. His body, especially his back, was bloody; the flash had
made him twist away from his window, and tiny pieces of  glass had flown at him. Father
Kleinsorge, still bewildered, managed to ask,  “Where are the rest ?” Just then, the two
other priests living in the mission house appeared Father Cieslik, unhurt, supporting
Father Schifier, who was covered with blood that spurted from a cut above his left
ear and who was very pale.
   Father Cieslik was rather pleased with himself, for after the flash he, had dived into a
doorway, which he had previously reckoned to be the safest place inside the building,
and when the blast came, he was not injured. Father LaSalle told Father Cieslik to take
Father Schiffer to a doctor before he bled to death.
   A public bath next door to the mission house had caught fire, but since there the wind
was southerly, the priests thought their house would be spared. Nevertheless, as a
precaution, Father Kleinsorge went inside to fetch some things he wanted to save. He
found his room in a state of  weird and illogical confusion. A first-aid kit was hanging
undisturbed on a hook on the wall, but his clothes, which had been on other hooks
nearby, were nowhere to be seen. His desk was in splinters all over the room, but a mere
papier-mache suitcase, which he had hidden under the desk, stood handle-side up, without
a scratch on it, in the doorway of  the room, where he could not miss it. Father Kleinsorge
later came to regard this as a bit of  Providential interference, inasmuch as the suitcase
contained his breviary, the account books for the whole diocese, and a considerable
amount of  paper money belonging to the mission, for which he was responsible.
    At about this time, Father Cieslik and Father Schiffer, who was still spurting blood,
came back and said that Dr. Kanda’s house was ruined and that fire blocked them from
getting out of  what they supposed to be the local circle of  destruction to Dr. Fujii’s
private hospital, on the bank of  the Kyo River.

   Dr. MasaKazu Fujii’s hospital was no longer on the bank
of  the Kyo River; it was in the river.  At first, Dr. Fujii could
see only two fires, one across the river from his hospital site and
one quite far to the south. But at the same time, he and his
friend observed something that puzzled them, and which, as
doctors, they discussed: although there were as yet very few
fires, wounded people were hurrying across the bridge in an
endless parade of  misery, and many of  them exhibited terrible burns on their faces and
arms. “Why do you suppose it is?”  Dr. Fujii asked. Even a theory was comforting that day,
and Dr. Machii stuck to his. “Perhaps, because it was a Molotov flower basket,” he said.
   There had been no breeze earlier in the morning when Dr. Fujii had walked to the



railway station to see a friend off, but now brisk winds were blowing every which way;
here on the bridge the wind was easterly.  New fires were leaping up, and they spread
quickly, and in a very short time terrible blasts of  hot air and showers of  cinders
made it impossible to stand on the bridge any more. Dr. Machii ran to the far side of
the river and along a still unkindled street. Dr. Fujii went down into the water under the
bridge, where a score of  people had already taken refuge, among them his servants, who
had extricated themselves from the wreckage. From there, Dr. Fujii saw a nurse hanging
in the timbers of  his hospital by her legs, and then another painfully pinned across the
breast. He enlisted the help of  some of  the others under the bridge and freed both of
them.
   Of  a hundred and fifty doctors in the city, sixty-five were already dead and most of
the rest were wounded.  Of  1,789 nurses, 1,654 were dead or too badly hurt to work.  In
the biggest hospital, that of  the Red Cross, only six doctors out of  thirty were able
to function, and only ten nurses out of  more than two hundred. The sole uninjured
doctor on the Red Cross Hospital staff  was Dr. Sasaki.

   Wounded people supported maimed people; disfigured families leaned together.
Many people were vomiting. A tremendous number of  schoolgirls some of  those
who had been taken from their classrooms to work outdoors, clearing fire Iands
crept into the hospital.     In a city of  two hundred and forty-five thousand,
nearly a hundred thousand people had been killed or doomed at one blow; a
hundred thousand more were hurt. At least ten thousand of  the wounded made
their way to the best hospital in town, which was altogether unequal to such a

trampling, since it had only six hundred beds, and they had all been occupied.
   Father Kleinsorge stemmed Father Schiffer’s spurting cut as well as he could
with some bandage that Dr. Fujii had given the priests a few days before. When
he finished, he ran into the mission house again and found the jacket of  his
military uniform and an old pair of  grey trousers. He put them on and went
outside. A woman from next door ran up to him and shouted that her husband
was buried under her house and the house was on fire.  Father Kleinsorge, already
growing apathetic and dazed in the presence of  the cumulative distress, said,
“We haven’t much time.” Houses all around were burning, and the wind was

now blowing hard. “Do you know exactly which part of  the house he is under?” he
asked.   “Yes, yes,” she said. “Come quickly.”

   They went around to the house, the remains of  which blazed violently, but when they
got there, it turned out that the woman had no idea where her husband was. Father
Kleinsorge shouted several times, “Is anyone there?”  There was no answer.

Rev Kleinsorge

Rev Schiffer



The street was cluttered with parts of  houses that had slid into it, and with fallen tele-
phone poles and wires.  At Sakai Bridge, which would take them across to the East Parade
Ground, they saw that the whole community on the opposite side of  the river was a sheet
of  fire; they dared not cross and decided to take refuge in Asano Park, off  to their left.
Father Kleinsorge, who had been weakened for a couple of  days by his bad case of
diarrhoea, began to stagger under his protesting burden, and as he tried to climb up over
the wreckage of  several houses that blocked their way to the park, he stumbled, dropped
Mr. Fukai, and plunged down, head over heels, to the edge of  the river.
   Mr. Tanimoto, fearful for his family and church, at first ran toward them by the shortest
route, along Koi Highway. He was the only person making his way into the city; he met
hundreds and hundreds who were fleeing, and every one of  them seemed to be hurt in
some way. The eyebrows of  some were burned off  and skin hung from their faces and
hands. Others, because of  pafti, held their arms up as if  carrying something in both
hands. Some were vomiting as they walked. Many were naked or in shreds of  clothing.
On some undressed bodies, the burns had made patterns of  undershirt straps and suspenders
and, on the skin of  some women (since white repelled the heat from the bomb and dark
clothes absorbed it and conducted it to the skin), the shapes of  flowers they had had on
their kimonos. Many, although injured themselves, supported relatives who were worse
off.  Almost all had their heads bowed, looked straight ahead, were silent, and showed no
expression whatever. Here the trees were bare and their trunks were charred.
   Dr. Fujii reached his family’s house in the evening.  It was five miles from the centre of
town, but its roof  had fallen in and the windows were all broken.

   All day, people poured into Asano Park.  This private estate was far enough away from
the explosion so that its bamboos, pines, laurel, and maples were still alive, and the green
place invited refugees--partly because they believed that if  the Americans came back,
they would bomb only buildings; partly because the foliage seemed a centre of  coolness
and life, and the estate’s exquisitely precise rock gardens, with their quiet pools and
arching bridges, were very Japanese, normal, secure; and also partly (according to some
who were there) because of  an irresistible, atavistic urge to hide under leaves. Mrs.
Nakamura and her children were among the first to arrive, and they settled in the bamboo
grove near the river.
   They all felt terribly thirsty, and they drank from the river. At once they were nauseated
and began vomiting, and they retched the whole day.  Others were also nauseated; they
all thought (probably because of  the strong odour of  ionization,  an “electric smell”
given off  by the bomb’s fission) that they were sick from a gas the Americans had dropped.
When Father Kleinsorge and the other priests came into the park, nodding to their friends
as they passed, the Nakamuras,were all sick and prostrate.



   A woman named Iwasaki, who lived in the neighbourhood of  the mission and who was
sitting near the Nakamuras, got up and asked the priests if  she should stay where she was
or go with them. Father Kleinsorge said, “I hardly know where the safest place is.” She
stayed there, and later in the day, though she had no visible wounds or burns, she died.
   When Mr. Tanimoto, with his basin still in his hand, reached the park, it was very
crowded, and to distinguish the living from the dead was not easy, for most of  the people
lay still, with their eyes open.  To Father Kleinsorge, an Occidental, the silence in the
grove by the river, where hundreds of  gruesomely wounded suffered together, was one
of  the most dreadful and awesome phenomena of  his whole experience. The hurt ones
were quiet; no one wept, much less screamed in pain; no one complained; none of  the
many who died did so noisily; not even the children cried; very few people even spoke.
And when Father Kleinsorge gave water to some whose faces had been almost blotted
out by flash burns, they took their share and then raised themselves a little and bowed to
him, in thanks.

   Mr. Tanimoto greeted the priests and then looked around for other friends. He saw
Mrs. Matsumoto, wife of  the director of  the Methodist School, and asked her if  she was
thirsty. She was, so he went to one of  the pools in the Asanos’ rock gardens and got water
for her in his basin. Then he decided to try to get back to his church. Early in the
afternoon, the fire swept into the woods of  Asano Park.
   The first Mr. Tanimoto knew of  it was when, returning in his boat, he saw that a great
number of  people had moved toward the riverside. On touching the bank, he went up to
investigate, and when he saw the fire* he shouted, “All the young men who are not badly
hurt come with me!” Father Kleinsorge moved Father Schiffer and Father LaSalle close to
the edge of  the river and asked people there to get them across if  the
fire came too near, and then joined Tanimoto’s volunteers. Mr.
Tanimoto sent some to look for buckets and basins and told others to
beat the burning underbrush with their clothes; when utensils were at
hand, he formed a bucket chain from one of  the pools in the rock
gardens.
   The team fought the fire for more than two hours, and gradually
defeated the flames. As Mr. Tanimoto’s men worked, the frightened
people in the park pressed closer and closer to the river, and finally the mob began to
force some of  the unfortunates who were on the very bank into the water.
   Among those driven into the river and drowned were Mrs. Matsumoto, of  the Methodist
School, and her daughter.  When Father Kleinsorge got back after fighting the fire, he
found Father Schiffer still bleeding and terribly pale. Some Japanese stood around and
stared at him, and Father Schiffer whispered, with a weak smile, “It is as if  I were already
dead.”  “Not yet,” Father Kleinsorge said. He had brought Dr. Fujii’s first-aid kit with

Rev LaSalle



him, and he had noticed Dr. Kanda in the crowd, so he sought him out and asked him if
he would dress Father Schiffer’s bad cuts. Dr. Kanda had seen his wife and daughter dead
in the ruins of  his hospital; he sat now with his head in his hands. “I can’t do anything,”
he said.  Father Kleinsorge bound more bandage around Father Schiffer’s head, moved
him to a steep place, and settled him so that his head was high, and soon the bleeding
diminished.

   The roar of  approaching planes was heard about this time. Someone in the
crowd near the Nakamura family shouted, “It’s some Grummans coming to strafe
us!” A baker named Nakashima stood up and commanded, “Everyone who is wearing
anything white, take it off.” Mrs. Nakamura took the blouses off  her children, and opened
her umbrella and made them get under it.
   It began to rain. Mrs. Nakamura kept her children under the umbrella. The drops grew
abnormally large and someone shouted, “The Americans are dropping gasoline. They’re
going to set fire to us!” (This alarm stemmed from one of  the theories being passed
through the park as to why so much of  Hiroshima had burned: it was that a single plane
had sprayed gasoline on the city and then somehow set fire to it in one flashing moment.)
But the drops were palpably water, and as they fell, the wind grew stronger and stronger,
and suddenly--probably because of  the tremendous convection set up by the blazing
city--a whirlwind ripped through the park.
   Huge trees crashed down; small ones were uprooted and flew into the air. Higher, a
wild array of  flat things revolved in the twisting funnel pieces of  iron roofing, papers,
doors, strips of  matting.  Father Kleinsorge put a piece of  cloth over Father Schiffer’s
eyes, so that the feeble man would not think he was going crazy.
   The gale blew Mrs. Murata, the mission housekeeper, who was sitting close by the river,
down the embankment at a shallow, rocky place, and she came out with her bare feet
bloody. The vortex moved out on to the river, where it sucked up a waterspout and
eventually spent itself.

   After the storm, Mr. Tanimoto began ferrying people again, and Father Kleinsorge
asked the theological student to go across and make his way out to the Jesuit Novitiate at
Nagatsuka, about three miles from the centre of  town, and to request the priests there to
come with help for Fathers Schiffer and LaSalle. The student got into Mr. Tanimoto’s
boat and went off  with him.

   Father Johanne A Siemes was about 2 kilometers from Hiroshima and wrote, “We now conclude that the
epicenter of  the explosion was at the edge of  the city near the Jokogawa Station, three kilometers
away from us. We are concerned about Father Kopp who that same morning, went to hold Mass at
the Sisters of  the Poor, who have a home for children at the edge of  the city.  He had
not returned as yet.  Toward noon, our large chapel and library are filled with the
seriously injured.
   The procession of  refugees from the city continues. Finally, about one o’clock,
Father Kopp returns, together with the Sisters.   Their house and the entire district
where they live has burned to the ground.

Rev Siemes



   The messenger Father Kleinsorge had sent the theological student who had been living
at the mission house had arrived at the Novitiate, in the hills about three miles out, at
half-past four. The sixteen priests there had been doing rescue work in the outskirts; they
had worried about their colleagues in the city but had not known how or where to look
for them.  Now they hastily made two litters out of  poles and boards, and the student led
half  a dozen of  them back into the devastated area. [One of  the 16 was Fr Pedro Arrupe.]
   They worked their way along the Ota above the city; twice the heat of  the fire forced
them into the river. At Misasa Bridge, they encountered a long line of  soldiers making a
bizarre forced march away from the the Chugoku Regional Army Headquarters in the
centre of  the town. All were grotesquely burned and they supported themselves with
staves or leaned on one another. Sick, burned horses, hanging their heads, stood on the
bridge. When the rescue party reached the park it was after dark, and progress was made
extremely difficult by the tangle of  fallen trees of  all sizes that had been knocked down
by the whirlwind that afternoon. At last not long after Mrs. Murata asked her question
they reached their friends, and gave them wine and strong tea.

   The priests discussed how to get Father Schiffer and Father LaSalle out to the Novitiate.
They were afraid that blundering through the park with them would jar them too much
on the wooden litters, and that the wounded men would lose too much blood. Father
Kleinsorge thought of  Mr. Tanimoto and his boat, and called out to him on the river.
When Mr. Tanimoto reached the bank, he said he would be glad to take the injured
priests and their bearers upstream to where they could find a clear roadway. The rescuers
put Father Schiffer on to one of  the stretchers and lowered it into the boat, and two of
them went aboard with it.  Mr. Tanimoto, who still had no oars, poled the punt upstream.
    Mr. Tanimoto found about twenty men and women on the sandspit. He drove the boat
on to the bank and urged them to get aboard. They did not move
and he realised that they were too weak to lift themselves. He
reached down and took a woman by the hands, but her skin
slipped off  in huge, glove-like pieces.  He was so sickened by
this that he had to sit down for a moment.
   Then he got out into the water and, though a small man, lifted
several of  the men and, women, who were naked, into his boat. Their backs and breasts
were clammy, and he remembered uneasily what the great burns he had seen during the
day had been like : yellow at first, then red and swollen, with the skin sloughed off, and
finally, in the evening, suppurated and smelly.  With the tide risen, his bamboo pole was
now too short and he had to paddle most of  the way across with it. On the other side, at
a higher spit, he lifted the slimy living bodies out and carried them up the slope away



from the tide. He had to keep consciously repeating to himself, “These are human beings.”
It took him three
trips to get them all
across the river.
When he had
finished, he decided
he had to have a rest,
and he went back to
the park.
   The morning,
again, was hot.
Father Kleinsorge
went to fetch water
for the wounded in
a bottle and a teapot
he had borrowed.
He had heard that it
was possible to get
fresh tap water
outside Asano Park. Going through the rock gardens, he had to climb over and crawl
under the trunks of  fallen pine trees; he found he was weak. There were many dead in the
gardens.
   At a beautiful moon bridge, he passed a naked living woman who seemed to have been
burned from head to toe and was red all over. Near the entrance to the park, an Army
doctor was working, but the only medicine he had was iodine, which he painted over
cuts, bruises, slimy burns, everything and by now everything that he had painted had pus
on it. Outside the gate of  the park, Father Kleinsorge found a faucet that still worked part
of  the plumbing of  a vanished house and he filled his vessels and returned. When he had
given the wounded the water, he made a second trip.
   This time, the woman by the bridge was dead.
   On his way back with the water, he got lost on a detour around a fallen tree, and as he
looked for his way through the woods, he heard a voice ask from the underbrush, “Have
you anything to drink?”  He saw a uniform. Thinking there was just one soldier, he
approached with the water. When he had penetrated the bushes, he saw there were about
twenty men, and they were all in exactly the same nightmarish state: their faces were
wholly burned, their eyesockets were hollow, the fluid from their melted eyes had run
down their cheeks. (They must have had their faces upturned when the bomb went off;
perhaps they were anti-aircraft personnel.)



Their mouths were mere swollen, pus-covered
wounds, which they could not bear to stretch
enough to admit the spout of  the teapot. So
Father Kleinsorge got a large piece of  grass
and drew out the stem so as to make a straw,
and gave them all water to drink that way.  One
of  them said, “I can’t see anything.” Father
Kleinsorge answered as cheerfully as he could,
“There’s a doctor at the entrance to the park.

He’s busy now, but he’ll come soon and fix your eyes, I hope.”
   Father Cieslik was bursting with some inside dope he had, but he waited until the
conversation turned naturally to the mystery of  the bomb. Then he said he knew what
kind of  a bomb it was; he had the secret on the best authority that of  a Japanese
newspaperman who had dropped in at the Novitiate. The bomb was not a bomb at all; it
was a kind of  fine magnesium powder sprayed over the whole city by a single plane, and
it exploded when it came into contact with the live wires of  the city power system.  “That
means,” said Dr. Fujii, perfectly satisfied, since after all the information came from a
newspaperman, “that it can only be dropped on big cities and only in the daytime, when
the tram lines and so forth are in operation.”
   At two minutes after eleven o’clock on the morning of  August 9th, the second atomic
bomb was dropped, on Nagasaki. It was several days before the survivors of  Hiroshima
knew they had company, because the Japanese radio and newspapers were being ex-
tremely cautious on the subject of  the strange weapon.  (Below, Nagasaki.)



Father Kleinsorge



During the blast of Nagasaki, a Friary was miraculously
spared from the atomic destruction.  Father Maximillian Kolbe
built the Franciscan Friary of Mugenzai no Sono (Garden of
the Immaculate) upon a spot, which was Divinely indicated and
located behind the crest of a hill.
The Urukami Cathedral in Nagasaki with its two Priests who
were hearing confessions and thirty of the Faithful, were
cooked to a cinder. The atomic bomb blast was 500 meters from
this Church, which was the largest Christian Church in Asia
at the time. It had 14,000 parishioners. Most of them were
killed or injured, and all of its Priests were killed by the
blast.

The Franciscans who survived
(below right), attributed
this miraculous protection
to the daily recitation of
the Holy Rosary and their
devotion to Our Lady of Fa-
tima - the “Fatima Message”.

At Nagasaki, the Franciscan Friary was unharmed and also had
no effects from the A-bomb because of special protection from
the Blessed Mother, as the Franciscans prayed the daily Ro-
sary and followed    God’s Peace Plan thereby  having  no  ill  ef-
fects from the bomb due to the impenetrable “protective
shield” of Our Lady of Fatima over them.
 The Franciscans were soon called the
Immaculate Conception Fathers, named in
such a manner after the Immaculate Con-
ception of Our Lady, who delivered them
from the most destructive weapon known
to mankind.

Rev. Schiffer: “One of the first things I do in the
morning, after arising, is to kiss the cloth Brown
Scapular I am wearing.”



Urukami  Cathedral  in  Nagasaki.

Hiroshima.

Hiroshima.




