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CHAPTER 11

‘ N O  W A Y  T O  S U R V I V E  B U T  T O
H I D E  U S  U N D E R G R O U N D ’

( 1 9 5 0 – 1 9 5 9 )

�

We spent about seven years after the US invasion endlessly
wandering in the jungle, with great difficulty, to search for a

secure place to live. Whenever we thought we had found such a
place and built a hut with much hardship, we were soon attacked
and chased by the enemy and had to look for another place to live.

In the meantime, we kept our rifles and hand grenades perman-
ently with us. We were determined to kill the enemy and ourselves in
case of emergency. Even if we were wounded, we would not seek to
survive by becoming a prisoner of war. Such was not an honourable
thing to do. We were determined to commit suicide or die fighting in
that eventuality.

We were on the run and kept wandering from one place to
another. We eventually tired of such a nomadic life. ‘There is no way
but to hide ourselves underground to survive.’ Even so, natural
caves were expected to have been well known to the natives. Actu-
ally, Nakahata had been attacked when he was living in a cave on a
cliff with Kamijō and Fujita.

Therefore, we had no choice but to dig a hole underground to
accommodate ourselves. We looked for a place which satisfied the
following three conditions for security and subsistence: first, neither
too easy nor too difficult access to food; second, reasonable access
to safe water and firewood; and third, no or rare human passage
nearby. By the third condition, I mean a point where there was no
footpath or which was away from a path, in other words, such a
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place as the local people, who did not need to hide themselves,
would not trouble themselves to walk through. We concluded that
the ideal point would be near the entrance of a patch of jungle
spreading on the slope from a river to a hill, especially on the bio-
geographical boundary between riverside reed marshland and dry
foxtail grassland.

From around April 1950, we selected a suitable place and dug a
hole horizontally from the foxtail grassland above the riverside reed
marshland, deeper into the hill. We had neither spade nor shovel
with which to dig. Instead, we flattened the edge of a piece of hard
lime wood and stabbed the ground with it.

It was like the Stone Age. We burnt the flattened edge of the lime
wood to harden it, but it was still not hard enough to dig a hole. We
then bound a fragment of a US bomb shell on it with a rope, and
scratched away the earth little by little.

One of us dug a hole. Another pushed the earth out from the
hole. The third went out to throw away the earth. We alternately
performed each of these three tasks. We were covered with mud
and sweat.

We made the entrance as small and inconspicuous as possible,
while making the inside as spacious as practicable. Of course, we
could only manage to dig about three feet (1 metre) in height. The
one who dug kept crouching and was unable to stretch his legs. The
one who disposed of the earth in a reed basket on his back shuttled
back and forth a great number of times every night. On this occa-
sion, we dug some pits in the marshland along the river into which
we disposed of the earth. Thereafter, we covered and camouflaged
the pits with mud.

During daytime, we took a nap in reeds far away from the hole. In
the evening, we collected some young parsley from the river, cooked
a kind of starch gruel with cycad powder and parsley and ate it. We
worked only at night. The first cock crowed in a nearby village at
midnight. The second and third cocks crowed at around three
o’clock in the morning. Then, we stopped working and began to
clear up the mess. In moonlight and starlight, we checked whether
or not the dumping pits were well camouflaged, and we erased our
footprints. In the meantime, one of us ran to look for some green
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breadfruit and coconuts. For breakfast, we ate something which we
had cooked the evening before. We only ate twice a day from those
days onwards.

In April, a breadfruit tasted like an aubergine. From May to June
it became gradually ripened and attracted lots of bees. It tasted like a
potato at that stage. In August and September, some red stripes
appeared on its surface. This was the proper season to eat bread-
fruit. It grew as large as a watermelon and tasted really like baked
bread. In the typhoon season, it fell from the tree.

A ripe breadfruit became rotten within a day after being pulled
off the tree. Therefore, we sliced it into thin slices, dried them by
fire, and then ground them with a grinder while they were still hot.
This was because a breadfruit was not a cereal.

Breadfruit powder made jelly in hot water. The powder could be
used for coating items for frying. When baked, it tasted like sweet
potato or sponge cake. One day, I came across a rotten breadfruit
emitting a smell of alcohol. I picked a fully ripened, nine-month old
breadfruit from the tree, just when it was about to fall. I then cut it
into very small pieces, added some water to them, wrapped them
with a cloth, pressed them by hand and finally heated the juice. The
starch came up to the surface. I drew the starch and placed it in a
square container. The resulting jelly was delicious. When I simmered
the juice until it became like pulp, it produced an alcoholic drink in
three days. It tasted like cider. When I kept it for a further two or
three weeks, it turned very sour. Later on, when Shichi and Naka-
hata had ringworms on their buttocks, Shichi, as a medic, knew that
vinegar could kill the infection, and applied the breadfruit vinegar
with immediate effect. We acquired such knowledge gradually as we
encountered and overcame a series of difficulties. Earlier, for
example, because a raw and fully ripened breadfruit tasted really like
a cream puff (chou à la crème), we tended to eat too much of it and
suffered from swollen intestines. When we were impatient and
boiled a breadfruit with its rind still on it, it was too bitter to eat.

There were two kinds of breadfruit on the island: a round leaf
version and a fringed leaf version. The fringed leaf version was
sweeter. We also discovered that its seed was like a chestnut and kept
its seeds for future need.
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When we dug the first hole, breadfruit was still green. Its rind was
too bitter to eat. Once picked, it did not last more than three days. It
was not particularly nutritious either. However, we had nothing else
to eat.

First, we dug straight horizontally up to 15 feet (5 metres) from
the entrance. From the end, we dug up to 9 feet (3 metres) to the
right and 6 feet (2 metres) to the left, making a ‘T’ shape. It took a
month to do so. We made a hearth at the end of the right wing,
and thrust upwards to make a ventilation duct right above the
hearth. As we dug a hole beneath a slope from near a river bank
towards a hill, the entrance was situated less than 3 feet (1 metre)
below the surface, whereas the hearth was 9 feet (3 metres) below
the surface. We poked from below with a lime tree branch to make a
ventilation duct. We needed to add to the branch a number of times
to thrust through the 9 feet of earth. Thereupon, we widened the
duct’s diameter from above, up to 8 inches (20 cm). Finally, we fitted
betel palm panels to the walls and the ceilings to finish them.

This hole only narrowly accommodated the three of us. When we
made a fire inside on which to cook, the intense heat was hardly
bearable. Air did come into the hole from the entrance, but it did
not go out through the ventilation duct. The smoke filled inside the
hole and the air coming from the entrance simply stirred the smoke
so much that we were hardly able to breathe. We slept together at
night. But if the hole was discovered, there was no way to escape.
We suffered from growing anxiety. The hole was certainly not com-
fortable enough to stay in. It was much more comfortable to take a
nap or eat breadfruit or weave cloth in the foxtail grasses under the
sun. In the end, we lived in the hole only for a month and began
wandering again. Our first hole was never discovered by the enemy.
Even so, the natives frequently passed on the other bank of the
river. So, we were never able to feel at home in the hole.

We were on the run. We were constantly worried about every-
thing. We thought that we had to take precautions against all odds.
Anxiety was constantly swirling around the recesses of our minds.
Was this because we were, perhaps unreasonably, too cautious?
Whenever I was about to panic due to anxiety, a strong will or
determination emerged from inside my mind, ‘I shall never give up!’
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The force which encouraged me under such circumstances was,
although I cannot think of any good description of it, neither pride
nor obstinacy nor will-power but the pursuit of some proof that I
was still a human being, even though I had been living like a half-
wild animal.

Breadfruit were already becoming ripe at that time. We also came
across woods of soursops, which were a bit like pineapples, and
woods of alligator pears,1 which were smaller than soursops. There-
fore, the island at that time of the year was a paradise as far as food
was concerned. However, it was so hot that no fruit, once picked,
lasted for more than a few minutes. We were always worried about
food for the next day while eating food for this day. Although I
described our circumstances of the time in terms of a paradise, we
were still suffering from chronic hunger. The mopping-up oper-
ations and patrols appeared to have become increasingly frequent.
Perhaps, from the point of view of our enemy, we, the Japanese
soldiers, were thought to have been likely to become less cautious
during the season in which food was abundant.

On one occasion, we came out of a piece of jungle to find fifty or
so US soldiers just having moved away. Even when we came across
a ripened coconut which had fallen from a palm tree, I investigated
the surroundings in order to ascertain whether it had naturally fallen
from a palm tree or somebody had deliberately placed it there.

‘Watch out before picking up a coconut or taking one from a
palm tree.’

I myself had difficulties resisting my appetite but I cautioned my
two colleagues. If US troops or the natives had counted the number
of coconuts and deliberately left some coconuts with some sorts of
sign on them, we would tell them where we were by picking them
up. Moreover, by doing so, we would also endanger the lives of our
comrades who had presumably hidden themselves nearby. Often,
we found catches of fish in traps in the river. We instigated an
absolute prohibition against stealing the fish inside.

Before leaving the hole, we baked the inner part of coconuts and
carried them as portable food. Perhaps because they were not suf-
ficiently baked, they eventually developed red moulds. Japanese rice
cakes (mochi) and rice wine (sake) curds developed either blue or
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yellow mould. These were rather sweet and I knew from my experi-
ence in Japan that the blue or yellow moulds were not harmful. By
contrast, red moulds were, I was convinced, toxic. I advised Shichi
and Nakahata to throw them away. Still, Nakahata said, ‘We will not
know unless we test them’, and put them into his mouth. ‘Bitter!’ he
immediately spat them out. We wanted to eat everything feasible
because of the severity of our hunger. But we would have died if we
had failed to compose ourselves and resisted our appetite.

Towards the end of the breadfruit season, we decided to dig a
hole for the second time.

We looked for a place which satisfied the following three condi-
tions: panoramic view, sunshine and hardly any human thorough-
fare. Such a location was expected to be surrounded by a large and
sparse patch of jungle. To admit much sunshine, we thought it best
to dig a hole under foxtail grasses in a patch of jungle. This time, we
first dug a hole vertically only about 3 feet (1 m) deep, because we
were still inexperienced in underground life at that time. From the
bottom, we dug horizontally to make an ‘L’ shape. In order to dig
straight, we stretched a rope made from coconut shells from a hilly
area covered with tall foxtail grasses about twenty yards away. We
tied another rope to the person who dug, held the rope at the
entrance, and tried to ensure that two ropes were in parallel. We
aimed to dig forward to the foxtail grasses. We worked only at night.
We had no proper instrument with which to dig. It took about half a
year to complete the work. When we finished the job, it was already
the following year. However, when we thrust through a ventilation
duct vertically from the end of the tunnel twenty yards away from
the entrance, the duct was as far as six feet left of the target pos-
ition. Therefore, we had to dig another tunnel to adjust the error.
On this occasion, Shichi did the digging; I pushed the earth to the
entrance; and Nakahata, the youngest and strongest of all, went out
to dispose of and hide the earth without any of us alternating.
Nakahata’s job was the hardest of all. Nakahata dug pits at the roots
of foxtail grasses, filled them with earth and covered them with
dead leaves.

We worked every night without taking a rest or eating and were
covered with earth. Heaven was not yet to help us. The rainy season

119

‘No Way to Survive But to Hide Us Underground’ (1950 –1959)

O. Hatashin - 9789004213043
Downloaded from Brill.com05/19/2023 07:07:18PM

via free access



14:34:06:01:09

Page 120

Page 120

arrived and the water table rose. The water flooded the tunnel pas-
sage and the first ventilation duct. The toilet overflowed. The
entrance hole was filled with water up to 20 inches (50 cm) deep
from the bottom. By then, about 70 per cent of the underground
shelter had been completed, but it looked like a failure.

I thought about digging a drainage duct. However, we needed to
dig a canal at least 1.5 times longer than the main shelter to clear the
water. Furthermore, the only place where we could drain the water
was on the slope of a bare mountain whose vegetation had been
torn apart by the US bombardment. In short, there was nothing to
hide the drainage exit.

We were all depressed when we experienced such insurmountable
difficulties. We became unable to do anything. Eating was the only
thing which we were able to manage. Nobody washed his clothing,
although it was covered with mud. It was even harder to sew rips at
the seams.

It was also not easy to live in the hole. We had to carry in all
foodstuffs. Naturally, we left footprints and footprints became
footpaths. We had a wide view, which meant that the enemy would
have the same. Indeed, even in the moonlight or even in the star-
light, our cooking smoke was visible from some 300 yards away. The
wind carried our cooking smell as far as about a half to one mile
(1000–1500 metres) away. We were never free from the sense of
insecurity.

As no particularly good idea came to our minds, we dug three
individual rooms at the end of the tunnel and filled the tunnel, up to
the line of inundation, with the earth from these three rooms.
Therefore, we were only able to creep and lie down inside the hall
area.

We were so busy digging that there was little time available for
finding food. We hunted sixty or so poisonous toads on one occa-
sion in a nearby pond, roasted them, and nibbled at them. In retro-
spect, it is amazing that our bodies endured such a long period of
intensive labour with so little food.

Our second hole was not safe. During the daytime, each of the
three of us separately went into the surrounding jungle in search of
food. Breadfruit was out of season. We therefore gathered taros,
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jungle potatoes, wild papayas and cycad nuts. Perhaps because no
sea breeze reached there, none of these products grew very big. As
deer and field mice also ate them, we were forced to compete with
these animals. During this period, too, river fish remained an
important source of protein. We were particularly delighted to find
eels living beneath reed roots. It seemed that shrimps ate reed roots
or algae, and eels ate shrimps. The main stream of the River Talo-
fofo would have been abundant in fish. But it was too risky to
venture out that far.

While we were in the second hole, we made more efficient traps
to catch fish in our few unoccupied hours. Usually, there was one
valve per trap to prevent the captured fish from getting out. I put
in two valves to make sure that even a long eel would not be able to
escape by way of its tail.

We stayed in the second hole for about half a year. Due to the
rising water table, we filled with earth almost half of the space
between the floor and the ceiling of the main tunnel. As a result, I
kept hitting my back against the ceiling. When it rained, the earth
above the ceiling became soft. We once narrowly escaped from a
ceiling as it collapsed.

From this hole, we had to go quite a distance for hunting and
gathering. Especially during the rainy season, our footprints became
conspicuous. It was quite a tiresome job to erase them. Steadily, we
became desperate and anxious.

Early one morning, it was my turn to gather green breadfruit. It
was still dark so that I hesitated to climb a breadfruit tree. Suddenly,
the sounds of two gunshots reached me from the south, accom-
panied by the barking of dogs. I immediately climbed the tree with
caution and watched out to find some buffaloes and natives on a hill
about 1.2 to 1.8 miles (2–3000 metres) away.

I feared that they might come to our patch of the jungle in the
afternoon. I quickly picked up ten pieces of breadfruit and returned
to the hole. While erasing the traces of my passage, I wondered
whether the foxtail grasses would burn very well if they were set
alight in that sort of dry, windy weather.

After a while, ashes began to fall into our hole. Nakahata went up
the entrance hole to see what was happening. The foxtail grasses
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were on fire; fanned by the wind, the fire was approaching us at an
enormous speed. It was too risky to get out and run away, because it
was still daytime. If we stayed inside the hole, the smoke would
come in and suffocate us.

In that instant, I ordered that a cover should be fitted on the
entrance opening. We managed to place a stone on it. We poured on
the earth as much water as we had in the hole, kneaded the mud and
filled the gap with it.

‘We will be suffocated, won’t we?’
‘But we would otherwise be suffocated by the smoke!’
‘Even so, is it alright?’
‘Trust me!’
I remembered a story which I read in my childhood. When

Kojirō Koganei and Shingorō Shinmon were in a prison in Yedo
(Tokyo’s name before 1868), there was a fire in the prison.

‘Shinmon, help me!’ ‘What’s happened?’ Koganei realized that
there was a building near the cells where barrels of rapeseed oil were
stored. Koganei and Shinmon kneaded mud with drain water and
filled the gaps of the gate of the rapeseed oil storage house before
they ran away from the fire. After the fire had subsided, everyone
came back to find only the rapeseed oil storage house had survived
it. Prison officials were impressed and asked, ‘Who has kindly done
this?’ No prisoner came forward to answer, but eventually it
transpired that Koganei and Shinmon had done it. As a reward, they
were set free.

Making an instant decision, I followed this story.
For a short while, everything above the hole was wrapped in

flames. We gathered below our only ventilation duct and instinct-
ively pushed our faces on the earth wall to breathe the last bit of
oxygen. It felt like a terribly long period of time to endure. The
quality of air inside the hole was gradually deteriorating. We began
to feel dizzy, and had severe headaches. The three of us lost any
strength to climb up the entrance hole to see outside, and grew pale
and dazed as if all were possessed by death. ‘No!’ I squeezed out the
last bit of my strength to climb up the ladder step by step and
frantically pushed the stone out of the opening. Fresh cool air
poured in. I felt as if I was seeing Buddha in hell or finding water in
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the middle of a desert. I frantically climbed out of the hole and
breathed the air outside. How delicious it was! I still remember the
taste of the air at that time.

‘Oy! Come out!’
As I called the other two, they also staggered out of the hole and

said:
‘How refreshing!’
‘Squad Leader, you have saved our lives! Without your good

sense, we would have been suffocated to death by the smoke!’
‘I am pleased to see that all of us have survived.’
The sun was setting in the west. The natives seemed to have gone

back to their village. Thus, we were truly made free.
We lay flat down on weeds. We then nibbled at wild papayas and

crunchy coconuts, peeled the bitter rind of green breadfruit and bit
at it and at hard coconuts like rabbits. We had used all the water we
had to make mud to fill the gaps of the entrance cover in order to
prevent the smoke from coming in. We were simply too exhausted
to make a fire or to go to the river to draw water.

Yes, we had a hairbreadth escape from the smoke and fire. How-
ever, as the entire grassland was burnt down, our hole was com-
pletely exposed on a hill, and no longer secure enough to hide us.

We had to abandon it even after so much work to dig it. We
decided to go and hide ourselves temporarily behind the ‘Hoi Hoi’
swath of reed fields, as we called it. We neatly sorted out the place
where we had lain down and ate food, and walked along the burnt
fields cautiously so as not to leave any footprints behind. When we
made it all the way to the ‘Hoi Hoi’ swath of reed fields, the sun was
already shining as high as 9 feet (3 metres) above the horizon. Some
gunshots were fired in the Talofofo village area, signalling the
departure of native troops. The barking of dogs followed. We
quickly put our loads of belongings in the middle of the reed-bed,
and sorted out the mess which we had created there. We hid our-
selves behind the reeds and observed what was going on. Groups of
natives came from the lower reaches of the river and proceeded
upstream, presumably in order to hunt Japanese soldiers.

We got used to concealing ourselves under such circumstances.
As we had erased all traces of our passage and other activities, we
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were sure that they would never notice our presence. However, if
we had been less careful and had left our footprints behind, we
would have been discovered and killed by the natives a long time
ago.

Then, another piece of bad luck struck. While we were lying on
the reeds without any roof over us, the rain came down. Our cloth-
ing was thoroughly soaked. There was no dry place left for us to sit,
nor were we able to cook food with a fire. All we could do was to
nibble at crunchy coconuts and to spend a long night.

Shichi became ill because of the exposure to the rain. ‘My chest
aches terribly!’ We never knew from what disease he was suffering.
Shichi lost his appetite. All we were able to do was to keep him lying
down. Nakahata and I built a simple hut with a thatched roof in a
large bamboo thicket nearby, and lived as quietly and inconspicu-
ously as possible.

In the meantime, Shichi began to recover. One late afternoon
after supper, Nakahata and I decided to go and pick bananas from
a deserted banana plantation on the bank of the River Talofofo with
which we had previously been familiar. We walked stealthily along
the bio-geographical boundary between the jungle and foxtail
grasses. It was further than we thought. We walked about 3.7 miles
(6 km) and reached the banana plantation only after sunset.

Under the starlight, we carefully took from the trees about seven
bunches of crop bananas and fruit bananas with their branches. We
packed them in our sacks. We then found some taro potatoes on the
river bank. We dug out some 32 pounds of taros. Nakahata and I
distributed them evenly between us to carry them, hanging the loads
from our necks on both shoulders with hibiscus bark straps.

Puffing and panting under these heavy loads, up hill, down dale,
we groped our way in the dark. The loads were so heavy that we had
to take a rest from time to time. Although we were imagining Shichi
longing for our return, our legs refused to walk as fast as we wanted.
We finally lost our way.

Nakahata and I decided to take a nap until dawn. I pulled out a
fire cord wick from a bamboo pipe to make a fire, and baked nine
pieces of crop bananas, three pieces each for the three of us includ-
ing Shichi. Crop bananas were not edible unless they were baked.
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They tasted like baked potatoes. Ripened ones tasted like baked
carrots. Nakahata and I sat on the ground, ate hot bananas, and
chatted. I told Nakahata quite innocently with good intentions,

‘How kind of you to look after Shichi so well!’
However, Nakahata seemed to have interpreted my words to

mean:
‘How can you trouble yourself to look after that sort of man?’
As soon as Nakahata went back to the hut, he seemed to have

transmitted such a twisted nuance of my words to Shichi. Shichi was
thus estranged from me.

I tried to mend our damaged relationship by going alone to hunt
toads as far as some 1.8 miles away, but to no avail. Therefore, I
decided to withdraw. I built a hut with a thatched roof in the reeds
about 0.6 miles (1 km) west of Shichi and Nakahata’s hut and lived
there on my own.

There were some bamboo shoots and coconuts. I was able to
capture some field mice, too. I made a bamboo trap like the one
which I had made earlier to catch wild birds, and placed it at the root
of a tree. In this place, it caught lots and lots of field mice. As I
eventually became fed up with eating roast mice, I thought about
frying them with a cycad powder coating.

I had by then developed a more advanced method of obtaining
palm oil. First, I ground a coconut kernel (copra) with a grinder;
added a small amount of water to it; strained it thoroughly; added a
small amount of water again; kneaded it three times and pressed it
thoroughly; and boiled the liquid thereby obtained. It was like mak-
ing soya bean curd; while simmering the liquid, I patiently kept
stirring the liquid gently; took care not to bring it to the boil; and
kept taking away the scum. Then, eventually the oil began to be
separated from the water. Actually, I suffered a number of failures
before managing to extract palm oil in this way, and changed
the ratio of coconut ground and water as well as the manner of
simmering a great number of times. I drew the separated oil into a
different container. Then, I added some water again to simmer it
again to repeat the same process of separation. I repeated the
process until the oil boiled and the water element evaporated from
the pan.
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Anyway, I coated a piece of mouse meat with cycad powder and
fried it in palm oil. It tasted rather good. This made a sumptuous
dinner for me. Sumptuous!? Well, if you kept eating roast mice
every day, however hungry you might be, you were destined, were
you not, to become fed up with them?

One night, I was extracting palm oil by simmering the liquid in
my steel helmet. The heat was so intense that I was completely
naked. Suddenly, firewood snapped and sparks fell upon the oil and
flared up. I panicked and threw water on it. The fire then spread
everywhere and the whole of my hut was wrapped in flames. I was
astonished and ran out of the hut without putting any clothing on
me. I very narrowly escaped from the fire. The flames went up more
than 3 yards into the air. I was unable to do anything. Everything
was burnt down, including my lens, which was second in import-
ance to my life, my clothing which I had spent months to tailor, etc.
I lost everything. I was shattered.

During the inferno, I was too shocked to pay attention to the
surrounding circumstances. Some while later, when I calmed down
a bit, I feared that the enemy might have seen the raging flames. I
concentrated on sorting out the remains of my burnt hut in the
starlight and kept my eyes open vigilantly from behind nearby
foxtail grasses.

I made and tied coconut shell fibre coat around my waist. Under
the circumstances, I had no choice but to go and ask Shichi and
Nakahata for help. However, their hut was empty, and in fact,
already in a dilapidated condition. It seemed that they had moved
somewhere else a long time earlier. I went to the banana plantation
hoping that they might be around there. I called them in a strangu-
lated voice, but there was no reply. I was unable to think of any
other place where Shichi and Nakahata were likely to go. I returned
to a place near the burnt ruin of my hut.

‘I have truly become alone. I have lost everything.’ I was being
overwhelmed by despair. However: ‘I shall never give up. I shall
never die in such a place!’ Such a passionate determination emerged
in my mind.

As I had lost my lens, I was unable to make a fire. I nibbled at
everything without cooking it. But I could not go on forever only
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with a straw coat around my waist. I had to build a hut without any
sewing items or any tools whatsoever. I did not know how to sur-
vive. I was facing a totally unworkable future.

I had an expectation of my death on a number of occasions.
However, I never tried to kill myself. Strangely, I never thought of
committing suicide even under such hopeless circumstances. Even
when I had to eat a mouse without cooking it, I was calculating
that as long as I ate it immediately after having captured it, it
would not harm my duodenum. I also thought that because wild
animals ate everything uncooked, human beings, too, would not
die by doing so. I had an expectation of death, but struggled to
survive.

In the meantime, the natives came over and set fire to the foxtail
grasses. I waited until they had gone home in the evening, and
managed to ignite my cord wick from the burning embers. After
having secured fire in this way, I planned to weave pieces of cloth.
In order to make a shirt, roughly ten hibiscus trees, in other words,
1,800 pieces of thread were required. Therefore, I first built a hut in
the upper reaches of the ‘Hoi Hoi’ river. Then, I spent a long time
felling the necessary number of hibiscus trees every morning,
stripping their bark and peeling off their fibre tissues in order to
create yarn threads. I had to fell hibiscus trees in a manner in which
no trace of my activity would remain visible. Therefore, every time I
felled a hibiscus, I cut it down at its roots, piled earth on its stump,
and placed dead leaves on it to camouflage it. I needed to take such
meticulous care in all respects. I had to erase my footprints, for
example. Therefore, my weaving progressed very slowly. Even so,
the weaving comforted my lonely heart, and I stayed up very late
every night to weave.

One of those nights, Shichi and Nakahata emerged out of the
blue. Something rustled at night, followed by ‘Oy’. It was Shichi’s
voice. I immediately recognized it, and answered, ‘Oy!’ Thus, after a
long time in isolation, Nakahata, Shichi and I were reunited. They
brought me some eels. We boiled them and spent a night eating
them and chatting.

Shichi found me almost completely naked, and promised to come
back to help me weave pieces of cloth. However, for reasons which
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I did not understand, they did not tell me where they lived. They
went home next dawn.

They popped in again two months later. By then, I had almost
finished tailoring my shirt and trousers. There was nothing for them
to help with.

In those days, I attached two cartridges to the door of each of my
mouse traps so that they would clink whenever the door shut. I set a
number of such traps, with pieces of coconut kernel as bait, at a
variety of places in my hut. While I was weaving or tailoring at
night, clinks signalled to me every time a mouse was caught. I
cooked only a mouse’s liver to eat. The skin of a mouse was the
easiest of all the animal skins to peel. After smoothly removing the
skin, I opened its belly and hung the meat from a tree. The meat was
thoroughly dried in a day under the sun. I preserved dried meat
ready for the times when I caught nothing.

In the meantime, Shichi and Nakahata kept wandering from one
place to another. They popped in occasionally to complain, ‘We
have no firewood’, or ‘We have only a few breadfruit trees and
bananas.’ Eventually, they began to say they wanted to live near me.

‘You are welcome,’ I said. For a while, we lived separately in two
huts among the same patch of foxtail grassland and kept some
distance between ourselves.

However, as three of us lived on the same patch of grassland, we
seemed to have made a considerable noise. Within ten days of their
coming to live with me, more than a dozen natives approached very
near us, shouting ‘Hoi! Hoi!’ They encircled the grassland. There
was another group of natives on the other side of the river to
prevent any possible exit from the grassland. Still, I knew for sure
that they would never venture into foxtail grasses which grew taller
than human beings. They fired bullets into the grasses. I kept lying
flat down quietly on the ground for a couple of hours.

After I checked that they had gone, I quickly went to see Shichi
and Nakahata’s hut. They assumed that I had surely been killed in
the shooting and that some enemy was approaching them. They
aimed at me and were about to pull the triggers of their rifles when I
emerged. I was truly about to be shot by my colleagues. It would
have been a horrible tragedy if I had been shot by them after having
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survived the enemy’s attacks. In any case, ‘We can no longer stay
here, can we?’

By saying this, Shichi and Nakahata did not propose that we
should live together again. They kindly saw me off at a point
upstream of the banana plantation. They promised to make
occasional contact and went away.

Soon thereafter, they visited me and petitioned, ‘Nakahata pulled
off his trousers before going to sleep, kicked them into the hearth
while sleeping and burnt them. In addition, we have little food to
eat . . .’

I helped them make Nakahata’s new pair of trousers and gave
them some food. In this way, we came to live together again for ten
days or so. As they stayed with me for a longish time, Shichi reverted
to complaining about me again, and we were once more estranged
from each other. Probably, in addition to our age difference, our
respective characters did not fit each other well. Shichi and Naka-
hata returned to their hut some 3 miles (5 km) away.

I was left alone, and was blessed with a period of comparative
peace. I caught as many as 175 eels a year. I also caught lots of
shrimps. There were a great number of snails (with shells) about
2 inches (5 cm) long. ‘A Book To Assure Our Victory’, i.e. the War
Ministry’s book which I had read on board the Akimaru on route to
Guam, said that snails were edible if roasted. Yes, they were edible
after they were roasted, but they were still too slimy and unpleasant
to eat for me. Therefore, I kneaded them well on hearth ashes and
washed them in water a number of times to remove their sliminess.
Then I slowly simmered them down in coconut milk with papayas
to eat them.

I stayed there for one and half years. However, I began to see
smoke rising into the air every morning and evening from around
the banana plantation near me, suggesting that the natives had come
back to run the plantation again. I went to scout there and found
some huts and a sentry box. ‘I cannot live here, too, any longer . . .’

While I was feeling insecure, Shichi visited me to ask for help.
‘Nakahata has been indisposed with a chill and is laid up and has a
recent history of being so. We are now living in the second hole. But
the rising water table has adversely affected the hole as before . . .’
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I immediately went and saw Nakahata. I remembered the folk
prescription of dried earthworm in my village for such a condition.
I obtained the essence from dried earthworms by boiling them in
water and let Nakahata drink the extract.

On my way back, I barely missed a group of the natives. I
therefore went back to warn Shichi and Nakahata of the danger.

As the danger became imminent in my hut, too, the three of us
escaped together into a patch of jungle on the other side of the
river. We dug a shallow hole among foxtail grasses within the jungle.
However, perhaps because of the air current in the area, or because
the hole was too shallow, our cooking smoke went through and out
above the grasses. The hole was therefore easily detectable from
outside. We abandoned it and looked for a better place. Having
found one, we dug a deeper vertical hole from the entrance, and
then dug horizontally about 33 feet (10 metres). One month later,
when the digging reached its final stage, however, the rainy season
arrived and raised the water table, inundating the horizontal tunnel
up to 8 inches (more than 20 cm).

As a matter of fact, before these two holes, we had dug another
hole and abandoned it after it was similarly flooded. Therefore, we
had dug as many as five holes in total. Nevertheless, we were still
unable to obtain any secure place to live. We had become lost in the
middle of nowhere.
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