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Plaintiff Evidence Exhibit A
Funato Kazuyo, "Hiroko Died Because of Me” (excerpt)
Haruko Taya Cook and Theodore Cook, Japan at War: An Oral History, 1992 (pages 
346-349)
The wind and flames became terrific. We were in Hell. All the houses were burning, debris raining down on us. It was horrible. 
Sparks flew everywhere. Electric wires sparked and toppled. Mother, with my little brother on her back, had her feet swept out 
from under her by the wind and she rolled away. Father jumped after her. "Are you all right?" he screamed. Yoshiaki shouted, "Dad!"

 I don't know if his intention was to rescue Father or to stay with him, but they all disappeared instantly into the flames and black 
smoke. Everything was burning. In front of us were factories, red flames belching from windows. Koichi, Minorca, Hiroko, and I, the 
four of us, were the only ones left.

There was thick shrubbery and a slight dip at the foot of the bridge, and we huddled together there. Koichi shouted that we 
couldn't go further, and we really couldn't go back. Many people jumped into Onagigawa, twenty meters wide. We could just 
barely see a roadside shelter from where we were. Ditches had been dug along many roadsides in case of air raids. Koichi took 
Hiroko's hand and I clung to Minoru. We dashed across the road through the flames. Hiroko's headgear caught fire. It was stuffed 
with cotton. The four of us tumbled into the shelter. We tried to remove the burning cover from her head, but it was tied tight so as 
not to be blown away by the wind. Hiroko tried to pull it off herself, so both her hands were burned. Her hair burned, too. We were 
finally able to tear it off and smothered the fire with our legs. We lay flat on our stomachs, thinking that we would be all right if the 
fire was gone by morning, but the fire kept pelting down on us. Minoru suddenly let out a horrible scream and leapt out of the 
shelter, flames shooting out of his back. Koichi stood up calling, "Minoru!" and instantly, he too, was blown away. Only Hiroko and I 
remained.

There was someone else in the shelter, a schoolgirl. I was really saved by her. I don't think I could have endured the fear if it had 
been just Hiroko and me. There was no cover, and all the surroundings were aflame and sparks rained into the shelter, and Hiroko 
kept screaming, "It's hot, hot!" We would have jumped out, and my little Hiroko and I would have been killed. The schoolgirl came 
close to us. “I'm separated from my family. Let's do our best, the three of us." She was perhaps two years older than me. I don't 
remember if she told us her name or not. She covered Hiroko with her body and then we put Hiroko in between us and lay flat at 
the bottom of the air raid ditch. Hiroko was burned very severely. She kept crying, "My hands hurt, my hands hurt. Please give me 
water, Kazu-chan." I scratched out a hollow in the earth and put her hands into it. She said her hands felt cool and comfortable. We 
spent the night there, waiting for the fire to pass.

First the sounds stopped. At the earliest signs of dawn the girl said, “Let’s go back where it's already burned. Everyone will prob-
ably be safe and will return there. You'll be able to go home then." The thought of being separated from this girl made me anxious. 
I asked her where she was going, and she told me the Eighth District. Our house was in the opposite direction. We left the shelter 
together. By the Shinkai Bridge many people had perished. Those who couldn't cross the street and make it to the shelter had 
jumped into the river. Dead bodies covered the water. Some people had tried to escaped by running under the bridge but they, 
too, had been roasted.

When I separated from the schoolgirl and recrossed the bridge I'd crossed only the night before, I saw charcoal-black people. It was 
truly horrendous. There were some whose clothes were still smouldering but whose bodies weren't moving. Not just one or two. At 
the foot of the bridge was a small police station. Only the concrete was left. But I thought a policeman might be there anyway. I let 
Hiroko lean back against a concrete wall. Then the thought came that Father and my brothers would pass this way, that we'd meet 
here and go back to the pharmacy together. I was probably afraid of walking the street alone. I waited at the foot of the bridge, but 
nobody came. Hiroko asked for water. People said she should be taken to a relief station for treatment. Finally, we arrived at the 
burned-out area that once was our house. I was able to locate it only because in front we had a large concrete cistern full of water. 
In it was a dead man, half his body in the cistern. He wasn't burnt at all. Many of the glass bottles in my father's drug store had 
melted down. The store itself was a pile of rubble.
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Everything was so quiet. Hiroko and I sat on the concrete steps at the entrance to the store and waited. A young woman from the 
neighborhood association came by and said, "Your eldest brother's just over there." Koichi was sitting on a burnt-out truck in the 
garage of a delivery firm nearby. He couldn't see because he had run through the smoke. He was trembling. "How could you have 
come back safe?" he asked. He'd assumed we were all dead. Tears of joy streamed down his face. As he left the shelter, he'd been 
bowled over and tumbled far down the street. He regained consciousness flat on his stomach, resting against a slight curb. That 
little bit of curb saved him. 

A little while later Father appeared with Yoshiaki. The people who came back were like ghosts, uttering no words. They simply 
staggered back, thinking somebody might be where their houses had been. Father said, "Minoru wouldn't let himself die. He's, 
too strong." He gave us first aid, using Mercurochrome and bandages. He told Hiroko, "You've been terribly burned, but Daddy's 
here. Don't worry." The five of us then waited for Mother. Quite a long time passed. Actually, Mother was already there, but no one 
recognized her. She wasn't shouldering my little brother. Her clothes were all charcoal. Her hair, too. She was covered from head 
to toe by a military blanket and she was barefoot. She was squatting down. Yoshiaki noticed her first, "Mom?" Father said, "What's 
happened to Takahisa?" My mother was silent. Her back and elbows were severely burned. Those who had run through that fire 
knew its savagery. We couldn't really ask what happened to our little brother. It was all one could do to save oneself. Mother's eyes 
were injured because of the smoke. 

It's really a cruel thing to say, but I could see she had been holding Takahisa on her back. Where Takahisa's legs had touched her 
body there were horrible burns. Her elbows, where she was probably holding him to keep him from falling off, were burned so that 
you could see the raw flesh. She could barely walk. "You made it back, you made it back. That's wonderful!" was all my father could 
say. We put Mother in the garage and gave her some water and we all huddled together. Neighbors waited here and there for fam-
ily members who hadn't returned. In my family, nobody else came back. 

Near evening, our relatives from the Komatsugawa area, which hadn't burned, came to meet us with a pullcart. They said they'd 
seen red plumes of flames like lotus flowers in the distance. Father delayed leaving as long as he could. "Just a little bit longer, a 
little bit longer," he kept saying. Finally, he left a piece of paper from his Vigilance Corps notebook with the address we were evacu-
ating to. 

We made it to a farmer's house in Komatsugawa. Mother groaned but didn't say anything about Takahisa. She didn't even cry, just 
lay flat on her stomach. Father went back to the burnt-out area looking for Minoru, Teruko, and Grandmother. It took two or three 
times before he gave up. At first, we thought about finding the remains, but we never located them. We contacted Minoru's school 
in vain.  

Hiroko's condition worsened. She asked for water all the time, but couldn't swallow any. Father said it must be tetanus. She had to 
be hospitalized, but most of the hospitals had been burned down. We were told there was a small one in Komatsugawa, so Father 
took her there on the back of the cart. As we thought, she had lockjaw. Father was told a serum shot might save her, but they had 
no serum there. 

Hiroko's face was burned very severely and her bandages soon became soaked with blood and pus. There were so few bandages 
available that we washed hers at home and then took them back to the hospital. That day, it was my day to wind bandages for her. 
She hadn't been there many days. I walked into the hospital room with the bandages. There was just one bed in a square concrete 
room. I said, "Hiro-chan, why are you sleeping with your eyes open?" I tried to close them, but they couldn't close. "Hiroko, Hiroko," 
I called. She didn't say a thing. Usually it was "I want water!" or "It hurts." Father, who had been staying with her, came in and said 
"Hiroko just died, even though I brought serum for her." I never heard of the tetanus virus before. Now, I learned for the first time 
that it lived in the soil. I was the one who had put her hands into that hole I dug in the moist ground of the shelter. The tetanus 
virus must have entered her then through her burns. When I heard this I couldn't sit still. 
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Many of our relatives were at Komatsugawa, and some said, "Kazu-chan, you were there with her, and you don't even have one 
burn, but Hiro-chan died." I'd done my best to scratch the soil to make a hole to cool her hands. I'd done it with all my childish 
heart. They'd praised me then. "You did so well," they said. Now, nine days later, my sister Hiroko was dead and they were whisper-
ing quietly about the reason. Father assured me it wasn't my fault. In disasters, tetanus and typhoid occur. But he also said poor 
Hiroko's life had been needlessly lost. 

Although Mother never expressed it in words, I think she had the most difficult time. She had let the child on her back die. We don't 
know if she left him somewhere, or whether he just burnt up and fell. Once people who were trying to collect records on the Great 
Air Raid pleaded with us to ask her, but we couldn't. She's now eighty-eight years old. While she was still able to get around I used 
to take her to pray at their graves. She’d pour water on them and say, “Hiroko-chan, you must have been hot. Teruko-chan, you 
must have been hot.”
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Plaintiff Evidence Exhibit B 
Photograph, Koyo Ishikawa, Photograph of aftermath of the firebombing of Tokyo, c. 
March 10, 1945
Wikimedia Commons
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Plaintiff Evidence Exhibit B cont.
Photograph, Koyo Ishikawa, Photograph of the body of a woman carrying a child on 
her back, c. March 10, 1945
Wikimedia Commons


