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	The creation of a word is the result of necessity. When Einstein put his signature on a letter in 1939, he had no idea that such a commonplace act would lead to such a commonplace word. Today, this word applies to about 230,000 living people. Thousands of others are dead.
	Some words become routine in a language through circulation. After years traveling across dinner tables and office cubicles, these words are put into dictionary form. This was not the case with Einstein’s word. As shrapnel rained to the ground, this word rose from the ashes of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. “Hibakusha.”  
	A word that only the people of Japan understand, hibakusha means “explosion-affected people”. To be hibakusha, one had to be at the wrong place at the right time. Being near either Hiroshima or Nagasaki on the humid summer days of August 6 and 9, 1945 people would have been awarded this title: a title that comes with prestige, medical care, and responsibility. 
	Hibakusha have seen the world at its worst. In an apocalyptic situation the world has vanished before their eyes. Hibakusha have experienced more tragedy than most will in a lifetime.
	Japanese people not near the bombs in 1945 are not hibakusha. Yet they suffered too. Some watched fire bombs rain down like sakura petals in April. They watched mothers kiss their kamikaze sons goodbye. They might not have seen people evaporate into the air in a burst of heat, but they too know loss. 
	Whether hibakusha or not, most didn’t believe they’d live to see their country suffer again. 
	March 11, 2011: About 65 and one-half years after radioactive mushroom clouds enveloped southern Japan, the island shook again. This time, the north took the hit. Or the majority of 1207 hits, to be precise. Starting in the early morning, small quakes shook the ground. Around 2:45 P.M, as Japanese students packed their belongings to begin their end of school-year vacation, the earth began to tremble. Concrete split like limp paper as rubble and people alike poured into the streets. 
	The 9.0 magnitude earthquake was enough of a disaster on its own. But it was only the first act in a tragedy even Shakespeare wouldn’t have imagined. As bombs had done years before, tsunami waves wiped land clean with nothing but a loud rumble. Damage to nuclear reactors in the affected area led to radiation-contamination in water, livestock, and produce. Hibakusha have been left to scoff at the odds that they have lived to see the biggest national crisis since World War II. 
Yet the many crises recently dumped on Japan have led to a bridge between the old and new generations. In a nation where language and culture evolve as quickly as the technology does, WWII survivors and their children have often had conflicting opinions. People think differently according to their experiences. But this experience is one they now hold in common. The territory of northern Japan may be disjointed and broken, but the unity of the people has remained strong. Even though there is nothing left but rubble on the ground, morale has soared.
As disasters and radioactive water continue to rain down on the Land of the Rising Sun, an already common word has risen from the rubble. “Shouganai.” While residents in hard-hit Fukushima wait on snaking lines for a bottle of water and residents in Tokyo find there is no bread or milk left in the store, they all utter the same phrase. “It can’t be helped.”
 For some inexplicable reason, Japan has twice been hit by terrifying nuclear crises. Both have changed the nation-as well as the world- forever. While the bombs dropped exposed the horrors of nuclear energy as a weapon, the recent series of events has uncovered the repercussions of it as an energy source. 
As of now, the events taking place at the damaged and leaking Fukushima Daiichi power plant are not as egregious as what transpired in Hiroshima and Nagasaki in 1945. As the Japanese government continues to spend whatever resources they have on temporary repairs for the plant, the 200,000-strong crowd of weakened, mourning and displaced people asks to not be forgotten. The misfortunes of WWII may have started and ended differently than the earthquake-tsunami-nuclear crisis. But they have one thing in common: the people. Whether hibakusha or plain survivor, old or new generation, believer in shouganai or not, the people are what makes Japan melodic and graceful. The people will be there to suffer, but they will also be there to stop suffering. 
	The circle of life would not be complete without a curve of tragedy. History is a creature of habit, and, as there always is, there will soon be another catastrophe to capture the collective mind of the public. As always, people will do their best to work together to clean up the mess. But, just as we can’t control nuclear physics, we can’t control nature of any other sort. Shouganai. 仕様が無い。
	
