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SUMMER REVERB
by HASHIZUME Bun transated by INOUE Fumiko

Before Winter -Hiroshima-

After the long heated summer
Suddenly comes the chill and cold of autumn

Neither hearing the crickets chirp

Nor seeing leaves change their colours
Only beings on the ruined ground

Are the people barely survived

Trying hard to live today's lives

Something must be done before winter comes

But

How can we prepare for winter?

Picking up pieces of wood from the ruined ground
Spreading vegetable seeds in the burntout earth
Saving rain water in some vessels



Death is beside us as a matter of course

It is no wonder for anyone to die a sudden death
To the wounded and the starved

There only are hard elongated days

And elongated nights

A hard long day follows another hard long day
And

Winter draws nearer

Ah!

Over such human misery

Stars fall thudding

From the awfully clear sky

The silvery chill air washes clean
Everybody's survival till this day

Does that mean "Live on" ?
Or "Cease to be' ?

Before winter draws



A voice

Out of the cobalt-blue wave tops on
Which the summer glittering light spreads and leaps

Out of the distant pale wind blowing across
The deltas of Hiroshima at the bottom of winter

A voice
Is heard
"Give me water"

Out of the deep sigh of the wind which
Is to open the curtains of spring



Out of the blue throne of gods
Stretching out very tight
To extremity of autumn

A voice
Is heard
"Give me water"

Since then fifty years have passed
Still now, |

Am unable to answer

That voice



The Atomic Bomb Dome

Ringed by the iron fence

A plague of memory standing at the front
With cement the weather-beaten places filled
Among the prosperities of this urban city
Amid the rapid streaming of history

Barely has been existing

The Atomic Bomb Dome!

A country once tried to destroy it from the surface of earth
To hide and erase the shameful act of the country

Another country would like to follow that plan

Because she had lost the philosophy of her own

The Atomic Bomb Dome!
Y ou have been living
As the witness of the history no one cannot cross out

You are watching the people under the domeless bare sticks
Lying on the cement ground

Taking care of the burnt bodies

Licking their wounds like animals

Are the letters written remaining

On the walls with painful cries

Out of human beings put in the extreme?

Are the hearths made of ruined bricks remaining

In which people could make fire out of wood pieces
And make themselves a little warm

And get rid of famine by eating boiled weeds?



Sunset-glow

You cannot help but wipe tears yourself



So did teach
The sunset-glow of that evening

Y ou cannot help but embrace sorrow deeply
So did teach too
The sunset-glow of that evening

The glorious sunset of that day

The sunset of Hiroshima

Colouring flame-red the vast bombed field
[lluminating the wide sky golden

My body lying on the ruins, wounded and stawed
Came to be transparent and

Golden in spite of myself

And spread wings in that sunset-glow

Since then, half a century has passed

| have seen many varied sunset-glows

But it was only that sunset-glow that

Taught me the tears should be wiped on my own



)

Those Who Return to Dust /

Those Who Rise up to Heaven
/

At that moment
Every particle of soil stood up by the glaring flash

That is not all but
Great numbers of life disappeared into space as dust

Over Hiroshima without any light
Starlights are faling nightly

Which were the particles of soil splashed up at that time
And every life that vanished in an instant
Blue, red

Stars sending light, raising voices

Would return to earth

To the dear ones

To their fathers and mothers

To their children

To the land where they were born and grew

But at this time
Being washed clean by the falling starlight
Severa souls are ascending tonight, too



When We Die

Morning, when there were no morsels of food served at table
Mother went out of the house like a shadow

Evening, when Mother threw down her dog-tired body on the kitchen mud-floor
On her knees were only an empty wrapping cloth

Neither drinking nor eating

Mother would wander around the neighbouring farm houses
She bowed down the head on the field lanes, asking

"My children are starving

Aged parents are, too

Please, please give me the rotten potatoes thrown around"



Y et no answer came

Day by day the news of death by famine were reported
Orphans, the aged, mothers

A police family who did not buy any at the black market died
Everybody in Hiroshima may be justly called vagrants

When we sat at supper table with bowls of soup thin as water
Father would talk to us this day too

"Tomorrow would be our turn

Please die a smiling death

Never pass away with a hungry face"

When it dawned, Mother would also
Get out of the house like a shadow
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Doomsday

No light on earth

No star in heaven

The city where every life is dissipated
Darkness beyond the heart of darkness
No prayer

Only the dirty smoke all over the land
Tells of a city which existed till yesterday

Such a cold night even in the middle of summer
Permissively there is somebody crying somewhere

Phosphorus burns

Ghosts creep wearily over the land
In-separable, in-separably

They depart from earth, and return
Soon twisted off blue, they fly in void
Like a scream

Like a sobbing

This is the place of pitch-black souls
And the space despaired even by God
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Summer Reverb

"How old are you?"
"Fourteen”

"Me sixteen

What's your hobby?'
"Reading"

"Mine is music

Music is the word of God"

The whole body of the girl was tattered with glass pieces
The forehead and bosom of the boy were splitted
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Over their bodies

Golden powdery fire was falling down

Hiroshima was burning as far as eyes could reach

Life already desisted

Death passed through above the two

The boy and the girl were in the sphere beyond life and death
Soon the golden powdery fire

Would be burying their two bodies

He had been at home this morning

Barely crawling out under the crumbled house
He had heard his little sister calling

"Help! dear brother"

The house fallen flat would not move

Fire came round closer

"Hot! Hot! Throw me water!"

The sister not in sight screamed

He threw numbers of bucketfuls of water toward where the voice cried
"Thank you, brother"

Ah!

Run away, brother
Be quick!

Fire flame burnt the sister's scream

"My sister was fourteen”
He muttered only this

That night saw the boy

Walking about, giving water to the dying
Squatting and standing up

Walking two or three steps, then leaning forward
How gentle and sorrowful his behaviour was!

At present, one who could stand walking on earth
Was he alone

The girl saw God redlize in the boy
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Scorching summer for the wounded and the starved
Elongated summer

But when the sun set below the burnt-out field
Cool wind polished the sky

Golden sunset sang

Echoing sonorously heavens and great earth

"To live is wonderful"

"One ought to live"

The girl's whole self
Shivered with the joy of living
"0, to live is marvelous'

And under this golden sunset
The boy tried to live out too

Oh, for only one word of gratitude
For only one occasion to meet
However

Everyday brought her miserable life like the creeping on the ruins

The years she was wandering in the abyss of death
In Hiroshima even the wind ceases to blow

Five years have passed
On a scorching hot summer day like that day
The white shirt of a young man dazzled her

The cut traceable on his forehead thrust home in her heart
For the girl who was curious to see the injury on his bosom

The young man opened his shirt with bashfulness
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Without any speech

Without any announcement
Lamplight burning beauteously
Coloured laborious days and nights of
Sweats on the brows

Brief time of repose

Time of tears

With sweet fragrance of the youth

One night

Beside the long bridge by the sea

When the wind across the Inland Sea called for autumn
The young man hurried to his home, when

All of a sudden

His life was crashed under the wheels of a reckless car
And he changed into a solitary star twinkling in the sky

\Y

Today the sun aso flares like that summer
Toward the hill with clouds rising up to the peak
| walk step by step ascertaining

The death of the young man

A steep sope to the graveyard
Gives a widening naked view of the city of Hiroshima
After fifty years since the Atomic Bombing

Tsuyako died at 14 years of age on 6th August, 1945
Susumu died at 7 years of age on 6th August, 1945
Yoshiaki died at 38 years of age on 4th October, 1964

Scorched gravestones are soon dried when the offering water is poured
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The sound of time streaming

The breathing sound of trees

The moon in the daytime hangs like a white sigh

The sky is glittered by the whisper of yesterday's stars

Out of far distant autumn
Red dragonflies come flying
As alamp of life

Relating heaven and earth
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