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So the day this happened, it was just a 
regular day.
Except maybe it was a little diffrent.
Maybe some people would say it was a 

lot diffrent.
Because it’s pretty unusual when a bus 

goes totally out of control, right?
“Ahh, I can’t do this!” the bus driver 

shouted.
The busses breaks were broken.
Just a second ago, the bus was just driv-

ing on this big street.
Lots of people going to work and grand-

fathers and grandmothers (probably go-
ing to the hospital) and some kids going 
to school had got on at their normal bus 
stops at the same time as usual like on 
most days. Little Akira got on too. Up to 
then it was all normal.
So the bus was going along super fast, 

turning right and left and rocking back 
and forth.
“So . . . somebody take over!”
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The bus driver’s voice came over the 
speakers. He was so urgent he even sound-
ed kind of funny, but you kind of felt bad 
for him.
The bus riders just looked at each oth-

er.
Of course, right? You can’t just take over 

for the bus driver when it’s like that, 
right?
Uh oh. There coming to a Red light.
If they dont stop there in big trouble.
Then, way way back at the back of the bus, 

someone said “I’ll take over.” He sounded 
kind of cute, but he also sounded big and 
brave.
When he came out through all the people, 

it was Akira.
“I’ll drive,” Akira said.
He didnt even have a license, obviously. 

The only time when he kind of drove was 
when the driver of his kindargarden bus 
let him play with the wheel some. (the 
bus wasnt moving then, of course.)
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He also rode a little bus at the amuse-
ment park where you put in some mon-
ey and it goes up and down and bounces 
around and stuff.
Even Akira didnt know if he could drive 

good enough with just that kind of ex-
pearience, but he was really worried, so 
he felt like he should help. He took off his 
backpack and put it on the floor.
“You really think you can drive this 

thing?” said one of the riders. He sounded 
kind of mean.
“I’ll try. I’ll do my best.”
“Pl . . . please! help!”
Akira was his only hope, so the bus 

driver Swapped with him. He gave Akira 
his hat, too, so he put it on. Pretty cool, 
huh?
This wasnt there lucky day, because now 

this humongus truck was coming down the 
road. It kept honking.
Oh no! Theres no time! Is this how the 

story ends?
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But Akira glared strait ahead. He looked 
very solem.
“Here we go!” He gave the wheel a big 

spin.
The bus just barely made it, and it got in 

the rite lane. But they arent safe yet. It 
looks like Akira is having a hard time 
controlling the bus, because his feet dont 
reach the pedals, they kind of dangle.
His forhead is all sweaty, and his hair 

is stuck to his face.
So Then Akira just pressed all the but-

tons on the bus. He’s really seriuos. You 
can see it in his face, from the side.
Gradualy the bus got calm again. This 

time there was a yellow light, so the bus 
slowed down. They werent going through 
red lights anymore, so they didnt have to 
get scared.
“Hey! Everythings ok!” said Akira. He 

sounded happy.
The scenery went by slowly outside the 

window now.
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Then the bus stopped at the last stop.
“Phew.” Akira wiped his sweat.
“Thank you, Akira!”
“You saved us!”
All the people said thank you as they 

got of the bus.
“When you grow up, you can be the presi-

dent of our company!” said the bus driver. 
He shook Akira’s hand really hard.
The last person left on the bus was the 

mean man who said Akira couldnt do it. 
He looked kind of embarased.
“Uh . . . I’m sorry I said that.” He apolo-

gised.
“I forgive you,” Akira said with a nice 

smile.
The man walked away really quick, look-

ing at the ground.
“Hey, Youve got to go, too!” The bus driver 

gave Akira his backpack.
“Oh yeah! I’ll be late!”
“Ha ha ha! Watch out now! See you lat-

er.”
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“See you later, Mr. Driver!”
So then Akira ran off.

The day this happened was just a regu-
lar day, too.
Except I guess it was kind of diffrent, 

too.
I bet Some people would say it was to-

taly diffrent.
The sky was beautiful blue. And look, 

theres Kazuo and Saori! See? There sit-
ting together on the bleechers.
They came to watch the baseball game.
There was a big baseball tornament in 

the field by there houses, on the river-
bank. So there were lots and lots of people 
cheering.
Everyone on the bleechers was cheering 

real loud and they were Super excited, 
except that Kazuo and Saoris favorite 
team didnt look so good. The players were 
just staring at there feet.
Kazuo was worried. “Hey everyone, 
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Whats wrong?” he called out.
But they didnt say anything back. Some 

of the team members were playing video-
games and some had lots of manga piled 
on there laps that they were reading, 
and some of them were getting ready to 
go home. Everyone had this gloomy ati-
tude.
Saori called out to them too. Not as loud 

as Kazuo though.
“We’ll root for you even harder! so Do 

your best ok!”
“Forget this game, its no good! We’re 

sunk!”
“Im not sunk! Im drunk!” yelled a fat 

man with a red face. He held up a beer 
can. He was there coach, probably.
The unpire went over to the bench. “What 

do you want to do? If it goes on this way, 
Im going to have to put this game on 
ice.”
“hiccup.” The coach gave a hiccup. Then he 

glared at the unpire and shouted at him, 
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“Dont worry, its cold Enuf already!” Actu-
ally this man doesnt look like he shuold 
be doing baseball.
The unpire didnt know what to do. He 

shook his head.
“nothing I can do, I guess. cant have a 

game like this.”
So He turned back around to the field 

and spread his arms, and he was just 
about to say, “Ok, games over for today!” 
when Kazuo pulled on his sleeve.
“please let me pitch!” said Kazuo.
“You?”
“Yes me.”
“I dont think you can do it.”
The unpire rubbed his tenples and looked 

more like he didnt know what to do than 
before. Some Players were shouting from 
the bench. “Forget it, kid!” “Some of the 
other teams players used to be in the pro 
leage, you know!”
But Kazuo still wanted to take the 

mound. just one try.
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So The unpire let him go. Maybe he 
thought that was a good way to end the 
game.
Boy was everyone surprised by what hap-

pened then!
All the players on the bench and the 

people in the stands and even a young 
woman who was jogging and a foreigner 
on his bycicle and an old man walking his 
dog stopped and stared at Kazuo. (I bet 
even the dog was watching.)
Only the coach still looked gloomy. “Even 

if you dont give away any runs, there 
beating us so bad we cant win,” he said. 
“Its over.”
“Then score some runs!”
It was Saori! She had been keeping quite, 

but now she was right behind him.
The coach jumped. “Look,” he said, “There 

this many points ahead of us! See? 
This many!” (He spread his arms super 
wide.)
The coach talked sort of like he was 
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making fun of her.
Yeah! Yeah! People yelled from the out-

field, (except that it wasnt really the 
outfield, just behind the coach).
Saori put a hand on her hip and told 

him, “Give me the bat.”
So The unpire called out “Pinch hitter!” 

and Saori stretched in the batters box 
and bonked the bat on home plate once and 
posishend the tip of her bat in the air.
Saori looked like a wuss, but really 

she practiced swinging every day and at 
night too. Nobody ever asked her to come 
play so she was a unknown quanity, but 
she looked pretty scary. The big adults on 
the bench drew back when they saw her, 
even, thats how tough she looked.
And look at that homerun!
There was a big crack and the ball got 

sucked into the sky.
Saori joged around and jumped on home 

plate.
But just then it started raining. It was 
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Like the raindrops were chasing her when 
they hit the dirt, one and then another.
It was a summer shower. It came down 

real hard, and they had to stop. The sky 
that was blue before was so cloudy it was 
like it was never blue at all. Too bad be-
cause they were just starting.
There was litening and then boooooooooooom. 

All the players on the bench screamed 
and ran with there hands in the air.
“The weather report says the rain will 

stop!” said Kazuo.
But none of the players came back.
But he was right. Way way away You could 

see blue sky through the clouds again.
Saori was emailing her friends next 

to him.
And then the rain stopped.
The game was on again!
What was different this time was that 

now all the players on the team with 
Kazuo and Saori were children.
Some of them werent so great at base-
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ball but they tried really hard with 
there speshelties like getting hit by the 
ball and taking walks, and they kept it up 
until . . . look! There catching up!
Kazuo slammed the ball. Now the bases 

are full, and Saori is up to bat again!
And thats how the game got turned 

around and the team scored an incred-
ible win! Except they all got very very 
muddy.

So when this happened, its pretty doubt-
full, like really doubtfull if it was a 
regular day.
Because You dont usually hear loud shouts 

like PEOPLE ARE MAD or something coming 
from the operating room door.
“uwagH! I screwed up!”
“Doctor, theres no response!”
“The blood wont stop! What should we 

do?”
Those people in there are so loud its 

like they might even wake up the patient 
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whose out on anastetic.
The guy who was supposed to be the doc-

tor was louder than anyone, but then he 
got really quiete. Even if people asked 
him something or said something to him, 
he just kept his head down.
Sometimes he looked up for a little and 

he was kind of muttering, so you went over 
and actually he was singing a song.
Then he just opened the door and went 

home.
Everyone else was real surprised. “Hey, 

wait doctor!” they yelled, and they chased 
after him.
Whenever someone went out, the door 

would swing open and then it banged shut. 
BANG BANG BANG!
But then they were all gone, and so the 

door stayed open. You could see a very 
very long hall outside.
Look! Theres a boy standing in the door-

way looking in! Its Takashi who has been 
in the hospital a while. He’s snuck out 
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again.
Takashi keeps looking behind him like 

hes nervous. He looks like a spy or some-
thing, except he has a colorful furoshiki 
tied around his neck. Hey Takashi! You’ll 
get found easier that way!
So Takashi comes into the operating 

room and closes the door.
Whats he going to do?
Everyone in the hospital knows hes a 

real problem kid because he acts up so 
much, but this is acting up a bit too much, 
dont you think? Somebody has to find him 
and throw him out!
Except none of the adults who ran away 

is coming back.
Just when the light from the sunset is 

starting to show way down at the end of 
the hall, theres some laughing in the 
room. One of the people laughing is Ta-
kashi, obviously.
But whose the other?
Its the patient! Just before his blood 
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was coming out like crazy and his heart 
wasnt beeting at all and his brainwav-
es were totally quite, plus the machines 
had no electricity anymore, but now hes 
all better!
So The door opened and he and Takashi 

came out arm in arm.
Then the door closed quietly. Bang.

So this day was just regular.
Natsumi is used to doing this cause it 

has been a wile. She puts on her san-
dals and goes out of the house. She walks 
pretty fast, Shes like “leave it to me Ive 
got it under control!”
The suns going down so she has a long 

long shadow behind her.
Theres a squillgy electrik wire by the 

side of the road hanging from the pole. 
Its like a snake or something.
When you look around, theres another 

wire around the corner over there, and 
another over around that next corner. 
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They all fell down in the litening today.
No one is fixing them. Maybe they ha-

vent come yet?
No. Because they came already. Because 

Theres little notes stuck on all the 
wires.
The notes says

Dear Natsumi.
Please fix this.

From the Electrik Company.

Natsumi is a really good climber. She 
goes up just like that and puts the wire 
back together. nowedays Natsumi does lots 
of stuff for people, not just the electrik 
wires.
While she puts the wires up, you can see 

all the lights going on in the windows.
Theres a couple of stars winking now.
And then she heres a bruuuuuum kind of 

sound, so she looks, and she sees flashing 
lights. Its an airplane.
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Hajime was in the cockpit waving. Wow! 
Hes Flying an airplane!
You can see Hajimes sister in one of the 

airplane windows. Shes giving drinks to 
the customers. Shes a flight attendent.
And in the window up on the apartment 

building, theres Mayumi in her moms 
apron, making diner!
A delicous smell floated out of the 

window, and it made Natsumis stomach 
GRRRRRRowl.
“I better hurry and shop for dinner!” she 

said.
So she slid down the pole and put on her 

sandals.

Someones staying up late watching TV. 
Who is it?
Look Hes nodding his head, falling asleep! 

Even from behind, you can recognize him, 
cant you?
There he goes, hes tipping ooooooo he 

just fell over on the sofa and changed the 
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channel.
Now There showing the National Diet 

live.
The news guy says the meeting has been 

going on since morning. Theyre talking 
about something super important. Thats 
why its going on so late in the night.
They must get real tired doing this.
Cause Theyre even older than dad, 

right?
All the kids in this story (Akira, Ka-

zuo, Saori, Takashi, Natsumi, Hajime, and 
Mayumi) have dads who, the second they 
come home, they say “Wow, Im beat,” or 
“Hey Hajime massage my sholders for me, 
will you?” Even if Mayumi asks her dad to 
come have a bath he just says “Okay okay 
be right in” and lies down and then hes 
snoring. I bet all there dads have been 
fast asleep for ages now.
So its not there fault if those old poli-

tishens went home and left there seats 
empty.
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Lets keep watching TV. Hey look, one of 
the empty seats isnt empty anymore be-
cause Yasuhiko is sitting in it! See his 
legs with lots of scabs all over stiking 
out of his shorts? hes got them crossed 
like a pro, and hes looking real hard at 
all the refrence materyels.
And Next to Yasuhiko is Lionel! he just 

put up his hand and said “me! Me! Call on 
me!”
So Wakana whose The speaker says “Lio-

nel you have the floor” and pushes up her 
glasses like she does. Wakana is the 
class president at school too.
As the debate goes on, all kinds of ideas 

get propozed. Yasuhiko has an addishen to 
make so he does scissors and raises his 
hand. In Yasuhiko’s class, they do scissors 
when theyve got something to add and 
rock when they are against it.
The news guy and the comentater talk 

about what kind of propozel it is. They 
say how important it is and how no one 



Almost Everything in the World

21

ever thought this could ever be passed in 
a million years. There voices sound kind 
of cute and prepubessent but they were 
also very solem.
Then the screen blacks out. Mom caught 

dad asleep.
So Mom carries him up to bed. Hes drool-

ing. “Oh just look what a mess,” Mom says 
looking down at Akira, but hes real tired. 
Obviously, after all that happened today!

Kids took over almost everything in the 
world.
There werent really any jobs only adults 

could do.
There were lots of problems.
Every day, every night, somewhere, there 

was some kind of really super big majer 
problem.
So the kids tried there best to fix it.
No need for adults.
They looked kind of bored, but too bad.
Kids wrote all the stories now, too.
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Waseda Bungaku’s charity project:

 Japan Earthquake Charity Literature

The earthquake and tsunami that struck Japan on March 11, 

2011 claimed the lives of more than 15,000 people, displaced 

many more times that number from their homes, schools 

and workplaces, and triggered a nuclear accident whose 

effects are sure to last for decades. These unprecedented 

events have forced people in Japan to think and act in new 

ways. We recognize our responsibility to mourn the dead 

and do what we can to help the people whose lives have 

been turned upside down. We realize that we are victims 

ourselves – both of the short to mid-term damage from the 

earthquake and the long-term damage from the nuclear ac-

cident. We cannot escape the fact that we are somehow 



responsible for the effects that the contamination from the 

nuclear accident will have on current and future generations 

both at home and abroad.

In towns where street lights and neon signs have been 

dimmed and where air-conditioning and the number of 

trains running have been reduced, everyone – regardless of 

whether they were directly affected or not – has been think-

ing about what they can do as well as what it means to use 

nuclear energy. Writers are no exception. Jean-Paul Sartre 

once famously asked what literature can do for starving chil-

dren. Each one of us began to ask ourselves similar ques-

tions: What can we write or not write? What can and should 

we be doing other than writing? What is it that we really have 

to offer? The damage wrought by the disaster and the re-

construction process that followed on the one hand, and the 

accident at the nuclear power plant on the other, each raised 

issues that had to be thought about quite separately.

In responding to the first, we searched for words to mourn 

the dead and encourage survivors who were trying to get 

back on their feet. Some tried to write pieces that would 

bring solace to these survivors, while others composed re-



quiems, just as Shoyo Tsubouchi, one of the founders of 

Modern Japanese literature, did in 1923 following the Great 

Kanto Earthquake. It is often said that “authors always arrive 

last”. Some made a conscious decision not to write, choos-

ing instead to write about these events as history one day. 

There were those who questioned the value of writing fic-

tion, while others did not hesitate to write when asked to do 

so. Some considered it their duty as a writer not to be moved 

by it all and chose to go on as always with daily life.

It was (and continues be) terribly difficult to find the words 

to offer those who have been directly affected by the disas-

ter. Faced with the continuing effects of the nuclear acci-

dent, some shed tears thinking of the people in Fukushima 

they had grown up with; others joined demonstrations call-

ing for the government and the electricity company to be 

held responsible for their mismanagement; still others began 

to rethink the way they had lived, dependent on electricity 

supplied by nuclear power; and some even called for the 

need to reevaluate the modern era that had “progressed” in 

that direction.

Such reactions naturally extended beyond the borders 



of Japan. We all imagined, lamented, and felt anger at the 

thought of the many devastating disasters that have shaken 

our world, the accidents that all kinds of technologies have 

caused, and similar events that are sure to happen again in 

the future, as if they were happening to our neighbors, our 

friends, and to ourselves. We think of Hemingway rushing to 

Madrid with rifle in hand to report on the Spanish Civil War 

as we head to Fukushima armed not with rifles, but buckets 

and shovels.

But for those of us who make a living by writing, it is clear 

that the biggest contribution we can make is through doing 

what we do. (Standing in front of a mound of rubble and 

debris with shovels, we are far less useful than local high 

school students.) Although they have used different meth-

ods and approaches, all the authors who participated in this 

project chose to try to do something for the areas and people 

affected through their writing. They all struggled in differ-

ent ways as they wrote these short pieces that have been 

made available in English through the efforts of a number of 

translators.

This program aims to give serious thought to the disaster 



and accident, then bring these words that were born, directly 

or indirectly, through this thought process, to people across 

the world. We hope that after reading these texts you will 

choose to make a donation to the Red Cross in Japan or in 

your country or to another charity.

We hope that these pieces, written for ourselves as much 

as for anyone else, will reach people around the world, and 

eventually, in some small way, also serve to help the people 

in northern Japan who are now working hard to rebuild their 

lives.

Makoto ICHIKAWA (literary critic / director of The WASEDA 

bungaku)

September 11, 2011



This story was written primarily for use in Waseda Bun-

gaku’s charity project for the Great East Japan Earthquake 

of March 2011 and for distribution via the Waseda Bungaku 

website in PDF form. An e-book publication of this story will 

also be made available in Japan. All proceeds from sales will 

be donated to the families of victims and survivors in areas 

affected by the disaster.

PDF files of all the stories in this collection will be available 

to download from the website until March 2012. Sending 

these PDFs to third parties via e-mail, and posting the URLs 

to third-party sites, is permitted. (though Waseda Bungaku 

will take no responsibility for the content of such third-party 

sites). However, reproduction, in whole or in part, of the data 

on these PDFs in any printed media by any unauthorized third 

parties is strictly prohibited. Data alteration is likewise strictly 

prohibited. We hope that after reading these texts you will 

choose to make a donation to the Red Cross in Japan (details 

below) or in your country or to another charity supporting 

disaster relief. In case of data transfer, we suggest you send 



us notification beforehand.
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