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Summer of 1994. I was born around half a century after Japan's defeat
in the war. Raised in Hiroshima under the care of my parents, who
hailed from the city—specifically, I grew up in Hatsukaichi. Though
just a 15-minute train ride away from Hiroshima city, there existed

subtle cultural differences.

In the elementary schools of Hiroshima city, there were school days
during summer vacation. We would gather at school on the day of the
atomic bombing anniversary. Hatsukaichi didn't have that. For us, the
day of the atomic bombing felt like any other day of summer vacation.
However, at 8:15 AM, sirens would sound from outside, and every
channel except the educational ones would broadcast the memorial

ceremony.

Writing "Hiroshima" in katakana—a script often used for foreign
words or to give a sense of detachment—made it feel somewhat
distant. Of course, I hadn't experienced the atomic bombing, and I am
not a hibakusha (atomic bomb survivor), nor did I grow up within

Hiroshima city.

At 18, after graduating from high school, I came to Tokyo. On August
6th, I turned on the television. I had heard rumors, but the glimpse of

Hiroshima was fleeting; it quickly returned to the usual morning

show. Hiroshima felt even more distant from here, farther than the

four-hour Shinkansen ride.
So, I had been much closer to Hiroshima all along.

Yet, precisely because of this, Hiroshima is difticult to handle. It
carries weight. It's not something to be consumed lightly. It's not

something outsiders can easily touch.

Since coming to Tokyo, I had visited a research lab that deals with the
memory of Hiroshima. "The people of Hiroshima have internalized
the mission of conveying and preserving Hiroshimas story, the

professor of the lab said.

"Internalized." A word commonly heard, yet one that hadn't quite
clicked in meaning for me. But now, it made sense. The necessity of
conveying and preserving Hiroshima's story was something

unquestionably obvious to me.

I had internalized it. There were plenty of people who hadn't. So then,

who would take on the task of handling Hiroshima?

It wasn't that a single event suddenly triggered a switch. Yet, through
the accumulation of such events, my determination gradually

solidified, little by little.
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I went to Nagasaki to watch a soccer match. It was in the spring of 2018.

I had been following the J-League for nearly 20 years.

The match between Nagasaki and Hiroshima took place during Golden
Week, a series of national holidays in Japan that spans from the end of
April to early May, when many people take vacations. I flew directly
from Tokyo and met up with my parents, who had driven from
Hiroshima, at the stadium. We watched the game, had dinner together,

stayed overnight, and then went sightseeing.

At the Atomic Bomb Museum, I saw the remnants of a church. To the
United States, the Japanese were likely seen as heathens, of a different
race, an incomprehensible enemy. Yet Nagasaki was a Christian city,

and they had dropped a bomb on their own brethren.

After visiting the art museum, I parted ways with my parents and
decided to explore Nagasaki on my own. Like Hiroshima, Nagasaki was

a city with streetcars.

When I visited a church, I noticed the emblem of the Society of Jesus
(Jesuits). The middle and high schools I attended were Jesuit

institutions.

And like Hiroshima, Nagasaki was also a place where an atomic bomb

had been dropped.

I decided to rent a car and travel a bit farther on my own. I went to see
the sites of the Hidden Christians. The mark of the Jesuits was evident

there as well.

The city of Nagasaki was brimming with familiar culture, and my life is

connected to its history.
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