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gratitude and true sentiments. Let’s all try to think up some-
thing suitable for our purpose. Now what are your sugges-
tions? "’

The boys consulted among themselves for some time, and
after a decision had finally been reached, the meeting was
adjourned.

Finally, the day came when Major Yamamoto was to leave
Okayama for the front with his regiment. Dressed in his best
tunic he was just about to leave his home when a letter came
for him. It was from the students in the fifth year of the
Tsuyama Middle School. The major opened it to find dark

red characters glaring up at him. The letter had been written

in human blood. It read as follows :
*“ We deeply regret that we are unable to see you off on this
grand occasion of your departure.
& It is our sincere wish that you w:ll ﬁgbt bHvely aad dis*

you will come home i in tnumph =
As Major Yamamoto scanned each ct
written in blood, his eyes ghstemcd wtth : -
letter with care and put n: into his breast pocket
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Then, as the soldier and the young men shook M ﬁe,-
crowd cheered lustily. ca%

“ Banzai . . . banzai . . . banzai.” v AT
Good-bye . good- bye i !
Pensively, the crowd lingered on the station platform m
after the train had disappeared in the mist of the distance.

A WARRIOR'S WIFE

There are many stories of heroic deeds by the soldiers at the
front and patriotic services by the women at home in connec-
tion with the Manchurian Conflict and the Shanghai Inmiem:
Of them all, the self-sacrifice of Mrs. Chiyo Inouyé, wife
Lieut. Inouyé of the 37th Infantry Regiment, Osaka, ma&em!
deepest impression on the mind of the whole nation. Along
with Madame Nogi, wife of General Nogi, Mss. In yé h
come to be regarded as a shining example of a war

Mrs. Chiyo Inouyé and Lieut. Inouyé were ,.,,._u'a-s :
tember 1929, and they I:tved so hﬁp r th
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keep warm,
“I enclose herewith 40 yen. When you reach the front,
please, distribute it to the soldiers.
“ I pray for your success.
Your wife ™

# ES

In the other letters, Mrs. Inouyé thanked her father and the
family of her husband for the kindnesses she had received from
them, and begged them to forgive her for departing to the
Next World before them.

On receiving the report of Mrs. Inouyé’s suicide from her
husband, the Regimental Commander dispatched Major Take-
uchi, Commander of the Second Battalion, with several others to
the scene.  These men, though disciplined warriors, could not
keep back their tears when they found in the kitchen a zeppst
of red-beans and rice, dried chestnuts, and a sea-br am,—
customary dishes for festive occasion—all preparec
Inouyé to be served in celebration of her h

Mrs. Inouyé’s suicide was kept secret, a
advised to postpone,hm departure in ¢
affairs, but he declined, sayi;
the wﬂes of m wife
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" Letter of Thanks X
" To His Excellency General Honj6
" Commander-in-Chief of the Kwantung Army.

" What is in it, little lady ~ inquired His Excellency Lieut.-
General Araki.

" Our teacher told us in school,” the girl began in reply,
" that our soldiers are now fighting bravely in Manchuria,
where it is very cold, and that we children, when we are grown
up, must all be good men and women and serve the country
like the soldiers in Manchuria.

" But I am a girl and cannot become a soldier ; so I made
up my mind to pray at least at each and every one of the Im-
perial Tombs so that our men at the front may be preserved
safe and may not suffer from frost-bite and that they may soon
return in triumph. " =

"I told my mother about my plan, and she gave m f_
mission.  First of all, I visited the Mausoleum of the Emperor
Jimmu, the Kashiwara Shrine, on the birtk
Tenno, November 3, last year, and pra
Manchuria. As a token of my
obtained in my book of seals
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amounted to three and half bushels in polished rice, which
they could sell for ten yen.

This amount was sent to the soldiers in Manchuria through
the Department of War.

NATTO-GIRLS

It was still dark at five o’clock in the cold winter morning,
and the roads were thickly covered with hoarfrost.

Two girls of tender age bravely marched through the streets
in the dusk of the early morning, crying ' Natto-natts.”
Every morning their voices could be heard through the
freezing air. These girls were none other than the two little
patriots whose names, for their generous deeds, were reported,
to Her Imperial Majesty the Empress by the Chief of the First |
Garrison Hospital, Surgeon Major-General Koike, when Her 8
Majesty visited the hospital to console the wounded and sick. - p
The girls were daughters of Mr. Shigeru Suzuki,
who lives in Ryusenji-machi, Shitaya Ward,Tﬁkﬁ. Ritsuko
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was only 14 years old, while Misako, her sister, w
Both were pupils of the Ryiisenji Primary School.
pupils returned to school for the
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they could not bear to be seen by their school-mates. Con- E
sequently, they chose the neighbourhood of Umanomichi-machi
in the Ward of Asakusa to ply their trade in.

Each day the girls earned from 10 to 50 sen, which they |
deposited in their private bank made of a bamboo tube.

“ O sister,” cried Misako one day, “ we now have in the
bank one yen and fifty sen.”

They were as happy as could be when they added their day’s
earnings to their savings. '.

Many days passed, and finally their improvised bank yielded
the sum of two yen and ninety-five sen.

Then, Ritsuko and Misako could wait no longer. They p
went to the Department of War, taking with them the money £
they had saved and a Narita Fudo amulet with it. f

" Sir,” said Ritsuko to an officer, " we have brought with |
us a little money we have saved and should like to have it sent
to the soldiers in Manchuria.”” She blushed timidly as she put
the money on the table. 3 1104 4

These girls, the officer thought, came ﬁaom: poor
and he cast a somewhat suspicious glance at the
table. \ G i A S z"l,n'_ ¥

“ S ¥ 5.?
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The cakes were duly distributed among the inmates of the
hospitals, though there was but little for each. ' -

A few days after their visit to the hospital, Ritsuko and ‘
Misako received a present of five yen from a wounded soldier
in the hospital who had been deeply touched by their kindness.
He also wrote them a letter in which he said : |

* Permit me to send you this money asa token of my gratitude
for the nice &asutera you brought us the other day.

*“ We all hope that you will study hard and become someday
fine young ladies.”

The girls were again at a loss what to do, for they thought
it would be wrong to keep the money sent them by a wounded
soldier. Ritsuko and Misako talked the matter over and finally
decided to buy flowers to take to the hospital. i :

The next morning they went to the hospital with their load
of flowers, and asked a man in the office to distribute themto
the soldiers. - |

Informed of their visit, the Chief of the Hospi
into his office. S =
tightly grasping the small, soft hands of ¢







The next morning they went to the hospital with their load of
flowers, and asked @ man in the office to destribute them to the
soldiers.
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THE FLOWER-GIRL ON GINZA STREET

One of the girls in the first year of the Kojimachi H.nghet
Primary School wrote a composition one day for her school
work. It was entitled ** My Duty,” and contained information
to the effect that the girl sold jo-yo and flowers in the evenings
on Ginza Street, and was also saving daily 2 or 3 sen, which
her mother gave her each day for sweets, so that, when her
savings had reached the sum of ten yen, she could send it to
the expeditionary army.

Being very much moved by the composition Mr. Tsuruta,
her teacher, went one night to Ginza Street to see if the girl
really did sell these things. True to her story, the little girl
with bobbed hair was busy selling y0-yo and flowers on the side
walk of Ginza Street. Chieko Yamada is her name, 13 years
of age, a daughter of Mrs. Ikuyo Yamada wha
Motozono-cho Ko]lmuchl Ward Tnkya- ;

He died poor feu: yeats g
of hrs Wife. o5 ‘
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return is 0 die a glorious death in this war. If you get news

of my death, please, do not grieve over me nor say any words of

regret.  lostead, make sekiban (red-bean and rice) and give it to
every house near about our home in celebration of my death.”
*® L

Upon receiving the news of her son’s death, Mrs. Nakano
did what her son had requested her to do. She shed not a
single tear, like a true mother of a soldier.

“Tam glad that my son could serve his country so well,”
she said to her friends. "I need not be ashamed now to join
my husband in the Next World, for he will be proud to hear
the news.”
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of the little angelic faces of his children sound asleep.

For him there could be no hesitation in that hour of urgency.

" Take care of yourself, dear,” he gently said to his wife,

"I leave with you our children, do you understand ? **

“ I understand,” she bravely replied in a firm voice.

Lieut. Kanazawa turned to go.

“ O dear,” Mrs. Kanazawa called to him just as he was
cmssmg the threshold, ** please, let none laugh at you ! **

“ What ?”* he stopped and looked over his shoulder.

" No matter what may happen to yourself,” she added, I
want you, as a Watrior of the Emperor and as an Officer of the
Japanese Army, to discharge your duty faithhlly I shall be
happy to hear that you have done so..

"I am the wife of a Japanese Oﬁcer I am teady to o
whatever comes.  Never will I do anything that may dis .: ACE
your name. You need not worry about me. Good-bye !’

She did not show the slightest sign of tears. bh i N .'.‘:

" Well said ! my dear,” he said. * Now, Mﬁ?

“ Fight bravely, very bravely—die an honc
Her voice came, mbimg, R

“Qf mm,“

WS el
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AT THE FRONT

“ Lieut. Kanazawa, you will stay in Changchun and take
charge of the home guard,” the Company Commander ordered
him when he reached the office.

“* Sir, shall I not follow you to the front? * The lieutenant
was shocked by the order.

“ No ! Fighting at the front is indeed important, but home
guardmg is no less important. I am sorry,” the Company
Commander explained, * but I have to put you in charge of
tzhe heme guard on account of your seniority. Besides, I am
thinking of your family...... 9

The Company Commander stopped abruptly, realising that
he had blundered—he should never have referred to family
matters in giving an order to one of his men whose first duty

ﬁ to serve his country in complete disregard of every personal

' __'_",tton But it was too late.
n,” the lieutenant came stiffly to attention, his lips
hﬁl eyes glﬂﬁ!g ** For twenty long yeats, from the
nt > ranks as a private until to-day, I have con-

Wﬁd my duty in anticipation of
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more words."” - ' -
Lieut. Kanazawa certainly appreciated the kind attitude of
the Company Commander, but it could not lessen his chagrin.
He knew that he could not return to his wife without first re-
ceiving his baptism of fire on the battle-field. But for the men
in the service, an order is an order ; it is absolute : it must be
obeyed. '
“ Captain ! " the lieutenant finally said in a sad voice. “Your
order shall be obeyed. I will obey lest your plan should be
interfered with. When, however, the fighting is over, I shall,
like a true samurai, disembowel myself in your presence.”’
" What?"* the captain exclaimed. * For what reason?"
" Because I am apparently of no use in battle. I am no
better than a worn-out straw sandal cast onto the rubbish-heap. £
I am dishonestly taking the Government money. To punish
myself for having swindled my pay out of our Government for |
so many years, I shall dispose of myself by committing bara-
kiri under your very eyes.” L Lo A
" Indeed...... " the captain was silent. He knew the
lieutenant meant what he said. SREEAE) B AL 8
" Lieut. Kanazawa,” the captain finally said as he rose from
his chair and looked at the lieutenant s arely, “'I ¢ it
my previous order. I understand you.”
“May 1, then, follow you to the f
lieutenant, his eyes sparkling with

L
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Lieut. Kanazawa. "I will wait for you to come back in arms,
ready for the march.”

THE LETTERS OF CAPTAIN NOGUCHI

Captain Noguchi, one of the heroes of the Koga Regiment,
who died a death of honour in the battle outside Chinhsicheng,
wrote letters home from Manchuria. Though they were written
in"haste on the train, they indicate his deep love for his family
and his firm determination to sacrifice his life for the cause of
his country. '

Captain Noguchi is survived by Mrs. Hisayé Noguchi, one
son, Yoshihisa, 15 years old boy; and four daughters, Yukiko,
Keiko, Yoshiko, and little Kazuko.

Special permission has been obtained from Mrs. Noguchi to
publish these letters of her husband.

* +

* My Feelings on the Train: T4

“ Within an hour, we arrive at Antung Station. To Iae xact
we arrive at noon, December 30.

“* We left Lonan at 6.00 p.m., the
than two &aysw hmmmml ered a
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savagely. No one of his crew ever suspected that he was a
wounded man.

Suddenly, a tank in the yard of a paint factory near the
enemy lines exploded with a tremendous shock. The Chinese
then started to retreat, leaving behind them 150 dead bodies,
300 bullets, and 200 pistol shots.

“ What's the matter, Enami ? " cried his squad leader.

*“ —I—no longer—can shoot.” His lips turned dark, and
he collapsed, still grasping the trigger of the gun, the barrel
of which was still red hot from firing. His trousers were
soaked in the blood from his wound.

He was promptly attended to by Surgeon Shunta Sato, who
was fortunately able to bring him out of danger. Later he was
sent back home to a hospital for treatment.

" That he kept firing for over two hours d:espn‘e hmwmmd
remarked Surgeon Satd, ** was a superhuman performan

FLOWERS OF THE BATTLE-FIEL

It was immediately after the
deat Outlaadmg
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One day when Rear-Admiral Uyematsu, and his staff were
having a conference they heard a knock at the door.

“Who is it? " An officer queried in a sharp voice.

The door opened, revealing two innocent faces.

“ Uncles,” the girls asked, *“ how would you like to have
some rice-cake soup ? "’

Looking up from the map on the table, the Commander and
his men burst into laughter.

“ Do you gitls know how to make such a thing?" asked
one of them in jest.

“ Oh, we had a rather hard time of it, but it is done now.
Would you like to try it now ? ™

*“ Fine, we'll have it right now.”

When the soup was brought in the doughty, hardened old
soldiers grinned from ear to ear, and gulped it down, pausing 3
now and again to smack their lips and exclaim, My, bnt it' I ]
good!” o

Nobuko Ashizawa and Nobuko Toh'umgﬂ Eﬂme'- j
called “ Flowers of the Battle-field.” They w
girls bright as a spring day. ':'T them all
quarters, from Rear-Admiral '
officets, were gi‘ain “ 1
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sword into the ground to support his body. With a smile of
satisfaction on his face, he died leaning against the sword.

THE SEKI-NO-MAGOROKU CUTS WELL

** Seki-no-Magoroku ** was the nickname given to Sub-Lieut.
Kurihara by his comrades because he wore a wonderful sword,
the work of a famous swordsmith known by that name.

““ This sword cuts well,” he used to boast. ** You wait and
see.”

As he spoke, Sub-Lieut. Kurihara would caress the sheath
fondly. He was very proud of it, and was itching for an op-
portunity to prove its worth. |

In the attack on the enemy at I(mngwanchen on March 1,

1932, the sub-lieutenant got his chance. He was seen bub-

bling over with enthusiasm. ;
“ Corporal Imura, come with me " he said. ** To-day

shall see how my Magoroku cuts.” B

“Yes, St

Brandishing the blade aloft, !
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dark and waited for an opportunity. As soon as the approach-
ing dawn made it possible to locate the enemy trenches, the
company leaped forward like a herd of infuriated lions.

At 6:20 in the morning, Yenchiachai was completely
captured by the Wakabayashi Company.

" Brigadier-General,” saluted Sub-Licut, Wakabayuhx on
returning to the Headquarters a little later, “we wish to
present this to you,” and he laid a bundle of papers on the
table.

It contained a war map of Shanghai and its vicinity besides
some important papers belonging to the enemy.

Since this victory, Sub-Lieut. Wakabayashi has been called
“ Mad-Lion Sub-Lieutenant.”

THE “ DARE-DEVIL SERGEANT”

The enemy ran scurrying as fast as they could into i:hse Sec-
ond barracks of Peitaiying and closed the gate. The Japar
had just launched their fierce attack on "
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feet a little? They are numb and heavy as lead.”

Whenever they saw her, they wouldn’t let her go without
asking her to do this or that for their own comfort. She never
refused their requests and was always as cheerful as she was
helpful.

“All right, my boy,” she would answer, * wait just a
moment—Now, here is your water—Oh, you must take your
medicine if you want to get well.”

*“ Say Auntie,” one could complain, “I feel terrible. Why
am I shut up in this hospital for such a slight wound? Wil
you ask the doctor to let me go back to the front?

* You must keep quiet,” she would soothe him, " It is very
bad for your wound if you stir. T'll tell your Company Com-
mander how eager you are to get back. Now, be quiet like a
good sailor, so that you'll get well soon.” i

With all this, the obliging woman was as busy as a bee
morning till night, devoting every minute of her time to
care of the sick and wounded. It was thus that the
affectionately nicknamed her * Navy Anntie.” - - .«

It was not uncommon to ] ich

fQHQWing among the convz sy
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and myself on the train going from Chichiha-Erh to Fentien
on November 27, 1931.

I—I suppose it was very cold when the battle of Tahsing
was fought ?

He—Very cold, indeed. A machine gun—I think it be-
longed to the company next to ours—got frozen and couldn’t
discharge any more than three shots.

I—Lots of bullets came, I think. Didn’t they?

He—Sure they did. Look here (He took off his helmet and
pointed out a dent,), this impression in my helmet, you see
it? A bullet struck here, but it was frightened away by the
presence of my honourable parents.

I—What do you mean by * the presence of your honourable
parents ™ ?

He—(He removed the helmet and took out of it a pachge
of letters.) Look at these! My folks sent them, telling m m
do my best. They tell me that if I wear ﬁaem on my per:
no bullet can harm me. (He laughed heartily.
his shirt to show a woollen gm:ﬁe . wi
He—YOu see these? They all




The rattling train pulled into Taonan Station.
- I—Good-bye, good luck to you !
He—Thank you !
The train left the soldier and his four comrades alighted on

the platform and began to move on.
5 s

The village of Taonan became smaller and smaller each
second till it entirely disappeared beyond the white expanse of
snow. The sky was tinged with crimson by the large setting
sun. I pressed my palms together and prayed :

“ May Heaven protect these men from harm. May the
mld:c:s of the Imperial Army come home safe and sound in

A BLOOD LETTER OF CONSOLATION
ing makes the men on the battle-fields happier than
s from home. These presents are called * imon-

-fottl;te- purpose of * consoling and
of t nary al;my and are usual—




LT L R
9 i e -'.'-'_E"

SAKURA No KAORI

opened amidst exclamations of joy.

Before the excitement had died down, a soldier returned to
the office with the bag he had received only a little while ago.

““ 8ir,” he saluted, standing with his heels together, before
an officer, ** I have something to report.” |

* What'’s the matter ? "

*“ I cannot accept this bag, Sir.”

“What?" exclaimed the officer. * What in the world do )
you mean ? "

The soldier silently placed the bag on the table for inspec-
tion. It was bound with a string of red and white. Evidently
it had been sent by a woman of culture.

The officer untied the string to examine it. He found in
it twenty-four packages of cigarettes and six caramels—very
ordinary things. Upon more careful examination, however, he
discovered some inscriptions on the inner WEApPERG

“To a ownerably wounded soldier,” the inscripti

The officer stared at it for a while, repeating
“a ownerably......a meraﬁiy..m. 3

“ Indeed,” he nodded,
wounded soldier.”

“Yes, sir,” the soldier
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“You had better go to the field hospital,” warned the
platoon leader.

The gunner paid no attention to his superior and kept on
firing. Another shot lodged in his lefc leg on which he was
supporting his body on the edge of a stone wall. He fell down
the wall 8 feet high and lay unconscious. But he came to
himself after a few minutes, and looking round in wonder,
pinched his own cheek with all his might.

" Ouch! Hurts me. I'm not dead yet,” he said to himself.

His gun had been taken by a comrade who was busy firing
it. Looking around, he found a rifle left on the ground. He
picked it up, crawled up the wall, and took aim.

Bang !

" Take this! How about this!” he muttered continuing
to fire.

“ CAPTAIN, I HAVE ONE MORE SHOULDER LEFT”>

It was in the fight at Peitaiyeng that Corporal
was shot in one shoulder.

|
1
{
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Mitsuke,* but turned on my heel.” He laughed and added, “I
have been to the front line this morning and am now on my
way to my quarters.”

Sure enough, he was alive.

A Well " he explained calmnly when I asked abour his
wound, “the bullet entered on the [right side and took its
leave on the left, passing through the abdomen very care-
fully.”

That he had escaped death was a miracle, but it was even
more remarkable that he had the courage and bodily strength
to return to the front line again one week afterwards.

A CORPORAL AND HIS HORSE

On October 14, 1931, our cavalty regiment attacked a Iarge
detached force of Chang Hsueh-liang, near Chaochiaw peng,
three miles north of Sanshia Station on the Peking-Mukden line.

Corporal Moriya's horse, Rylizan, was severly
three places and became nnable 2
Consequently, the corporal
Chinese horse. I : ed
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¥

whole world.* |

I was fortunate to be able to attend the memorial services
held there by our men for their comrades who had been killed
in the battle of Miaohsingchen. The impression I received
from the scene is indescribable.

One man brought a table that he borrowed from a farmer
near by to be used as an altar. Another plucked a flowering
spray of plum, arranged it in an old Chinese wine bottle, and
placed it on the altar.  Still another produced a pint of
sake and poured it in a cracked tea cup on the altar as an
offering to the spirits of his friends. Botamochi (made of price
and red beans), too, was offered because one of the dead had
been fond of it.

What a warm friendly feeling !

Meanwhile the improvised altar and offerings had been
made ready for the rites. Candles were lighted. The M'
ing of the Sutras, that should have come next, was omitted
because there waanenewhoc@lﬂdchanrthg '
scriptures. Now each one was to > by turn

altar to burn incense md Pmyf R ‘_,.;.- it



















