had been handed down in thousands of years of tradition and religion simply could not exist for me, while acceptance of the standards was the way to spiritual peace and enlightenment. Despite any arguments that Nojiri might present, nothing could aSect my determination.
“All right, all right. I know. But after all, you’re not a Japanese,” I thought, and barely refrained from saying it in reply to his arguments.
Apparently he had by now tired of beating the air.
“I’ve talked for a long time but I urge you to think over what I’ve said. I’ll be back tomorrow.” Nojiri seemed to grumble the words as he rose. “Anyway, at least you did listen quietly to what I had to say. Another prisoner spat at me. Despite that, I suppose we’re expected to believe that Japanese blood flows in his veins.”
Unintentionally I broke my silence with: “What’s that?—other Japanese prisoners around?”
“You didn’t know. There’s another one. Cranky as a bear. He clawed and bit the medical orderly who went to treat him and we can’t do a thing with him. He keeps on shouting, ‘Kill me, kill me.’ He bit his tongue halfway through and with it hanging out of one side of Iris mouth and dripping bloody spittle he looks the dreadful character that he is.”
“Couldn’t this be Nakazato?” I asked myself and shuddered at the thought. I wanted to ask what the prisoner looked like, also when and where he was captured, but refrained. Actually I had a dread of knowing if it was Nakazato and now regretted having opened my mouth at all.
“So long then. See you tomorrow.”
As Nojiri turned to leave I threw at him, “It won’t do you any good to come, because I’m not going to talk.”
He turned in the doorway and taunted me with the
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reply, “That’s for you to choose. You see, America is a country that respects the rights of the individual.”
It was a shock to learn that there was another prisoner of war, because there shouldn’t have been any. When routed by the enemy and fleeing through the jungle, those who reached the point when they could march no further were given a grenade with which to end it all or, if they preferred, were shot. I had considered my own case an exception because I hadn’t been in a position to resist capture; now I felt that, after all, there must have been others who suffered the same fate, but this didn’t console me in any way. Far from feeling sympathy, I was filled with fear at the thought of the spectacle of the bear-like prisoner of whom I had heard.
I dreaded meeting him. Probably he was, like me, strapped to a bed in another tent somewhere and I was seized with a fear that he might be transferred to this tent.
“What if it were Nakazato? How could I possibly face him?” I didn’t want anything known about myself but was keen to learn about the other prisoner. If it was not Nakazato I would be somewhat relieved.
If it did turn out to be him, he must have followed me down to the coast and been captured. Probably he had waited in vain underneath a coconut-tree, until because of hunger and thirst he could wait no longer and in that condition would not have had enough strength to run away. That would mean that I had, in effect, led him into captivity and he surely would hate me for it. No doubt he had bitten his tongue and, although he might be pathetic and miserable to look at, he had at least acted resolutely in contrast to my own vacillation. I might claim to be thinking of a sure and safe way to commit suicide but could scarcely expect to evade censure. Nakazato was a soldier and I had undergone only three months’ military training.
