
Chicago	  Metro	  History	  Education	  Center	  Tea	  Party	  Activity	  
Students	  will	  read	  a	  selected	  text	  on	  an	  index	  card	  (or	  cut	  out).	  	  Students	  will	  move	  from	  student	  to	  student	  to	  discuss	  what	  is	  happening	  in	  the	  text.	  	  I	  
recommend	  breaking	  the	  text	  into	  four	  parts.	  	  	  In	  their	  group	  of	  four,	  students	  will	  write	  a	  “We	  think	  this	  selection	  is	  about.	  .	  .	  “	  	  As	  a	  class	  discuss	  how	  
their	  predictions	  are	  different	  and	  similar	  from	  the	  text.	  	  
	  
Akiko Takakura was 20 years old when the bomb fell. She was in the Bank of Hiroshima, 300 meters away from the hypocenter. 
Ms. Takakura miraculously escaped death despite over 100 lacerated wounds on her back. She is one of the few survivors who was 
within 300 meters of the hypocenter. She now runs a kindergarten and she relates her experience of the atomic bombing to children. 
The following selections come from an interview.  For this activity, I have edited and separated four sections of the interview. 

Well, it was like a white magnesium flash. I lost 
consciousness right after or almost at the same time I saw 
the flash. When I regained consciousness, I found myself in 
the dark. I heard my friends, crying for her mother. Soon 
after, I found out that we actually had been attacked. Afraid 
of being caught by a fire, I told her to run out of the building. 
She, however, just told me to leave her and to try to escape 
by myself because she thought that she couldn't make it 
anywhere. She said she couldn't move. I said to her that I 
couldn't leave her, but she said that she couldn't even stand 
up. While we were talking, the sky started to grow lighter. 
 
 
 

Yes, it did. The whirlpool of fire that was covering the entire 
street approached us. So, everyone just tried so hard to 
keep away from the fire. It was just like a living hell. After a 
while, it began to rain. The fire and the smoke made us so 
thirsty and there was nothing to drink, no water, and the 
smoke even disturbed our eyes. As it began to rain, people 
opened their mouths and turned their faces towards the sky 
and try to drink the rain, but it wasn't easy to catch the rain 
drops in our mouths. It was a black rain with big drops. 

Then, I heard water running in the lavatory. . .  We first 
thought to escape to the parade grounds, but we couldn't 
because there was a huge sheet of fire in front of us. So 
instead, we squatted down in the street next to a big water 
pool for fighting fires, which was about the size of this table. 
.  . we felt terribly hot and could not breathe well at all. After 
a while, a whirlpool of fire approached us from the south. It 
was like a big tornado of fire spreading over the full width of 
the street. Whenever the fire touched, wherever the fire 
touched, it burned. It burned my ear and leg, I didn't realize 
that I had burned myself at that moment, but I noticed it 
later. 

No, no it didn't. Maybe I didn't catch enough rain, but I still 
felt very thirsty and there was nothing I could do about it. . . 
I remember red, black and brown, but, but, nothing else. 
Many people on the street were killed almost instantly. . . I 
just couldn't believe it. It was horrible. And looking at it, it 
was more than painful for me to think how the fingers were 
burned, hands and fingers that would hold babies or turn 
pages, they just, they just burned away. . .  I wasn't even 
able to get close to fire because all my senses remembered 
how fearful and horrible the fire was, how hot the blaze 
was, and how hard it was to breathe the hot air. It was 
really hard to breathe. Maybe because the fire burned all 
the oxygen. 

	  


